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I knew Lydia was an unusual girl. But I didn't realize just how unusual my new girlfriend was till she asked me to volunteer to be a “slave” at a “sex party”.

I had been dating Lydia for about two months. She was, at 26, a year older than me. We were both misfits who didn't quite fit in with most social circles. We shared the same quirky sense of humor and love of art, music, movies, books and video games. She worked as a graphic designer for a rapidly growing online ad agency, but hoped to make a full time living from a series of graphic horror erotica novels she was writing and illustrating. I too was an aspiring artist, but for now spent my days as an accounting clerk for a company that sold plumbing supplies.

Lydia was a lot of fun to be around, both in and out of bed. More so than the handful of other girls I'd been in relationships with. She was of average height and had a slender build with a cute ass, smallish but perky breasts, hair the color of midnight, and eyes the color of the sea. She had a couple of tattoos and liked to wear leather jackets and T-shirts with arcane bands on them. People often assumed that she was a goth because of the way she looked, but she was actually into a wide array of music styles, from hip hop to rock to jazz.

Lydia had an exceptionally high sex drive, which was one of the things I loved about her. She had introduced several kinky—and for me novel—practices to our bedroom. This included having me tie her to the bed before fucking her and her tying me down before fucking me. She seemed to like the latter more. She enjoyed sitting on my face when she was on top even more than she enjoyed fucking me. She couldn't seem to get enough of it. I wasn't complaining.

I didn't realize how deeply Lydia was into bondage and domination—especially femdom, in which the female is the one doing the dominating—till she broached the subject of this party, which was being hosted by a friend of hers, Ashley.

“It's for the members of a small club that Ashley and I belong to,” Lydia explained. “A club for women who...how shall I put it...are interested in exploring their dominant side.

“There would be about half a dozen women at this party, including Ashley and me. You would basically serve as a sex slave for all of us. The girls will probably take turns sitting on your face or making you eat them on your knees.

“One or two of them might fuck you, if they're in the mood. But I wouldn't count on it. If none of them do, don't worry about it. I'll fuck your brains out when we get home.

“You'd be spending at least some of the evening in restraints. Possibly tied down to the bed. Or maybe on your knees with your wrists handcuffed behind your back. Depends on what Ashley and the other girls feel like.

“All of the girls in the club have high sex drives. So it will be pretty demanding. Some of them might get a little rough. But they won't do anything too crazy to you. Everyone there will know that you're new to this.

“So, are you in?”

I'd met Ashley a couple of times. She was hot as fuck. With her long legs, hourglass figure, doll face, and long, honey colored hair, she looked like the stereotype of a blonde bimbo. Ashley was no bimbo, though. She was a junior executive at the same startup where Lydia worked. To me her brains and her go-for-what-you-want personality added to her attractiveness. She and Lydia had met at work, and had become close friends. I didn't know any of the other girls who would be at this party.

I gave it some quick thought. It made me nervous. Also it didn't seem fair. I've always enjoyed going down on women and making them come. But I was used to there being some sort of reciprocation. Yet how often does one get to have sex—of any sort—with half a dozen women in one night. Especially one of Ashley's caliber.

“Okay, I'll do it,” I said.

Lydia hugged me.

“Thanks bae! I'll let Ashley know you're coming. This is gonna be fun!”

The party took place four days later, on Friday. It was held at Ashley's penthouse condominium.

Lydia wore a little black dress and high heeled platform shoes that added six inches to her height, so that she was now three inches taller than me. I simply wore black jeans and a black T-shirt, at Lydia's direction.

Lydia and I arrived at 9:00 p.m., the exact time Ashley had specified. When we reached Ashley's door, Lydia pulled something that looked like large dog leash from her purse.

“I almost forgot. Ashley wants you to wear this.”

It was indeed some sort of leash. It had a leather collar about an inch thick and a long chain that ended in a leather handle.

“You don't mind, do you, bae?”

“Seriously?” Lydia had warned me that I would likely be handcuffed or tied down to a bed, but had not said anything about being led around on a leash.

“Yes, bae, seriously. You agreed to be our slave for the night. That means you do what we say. Be thankful Ashley's not asking you to wear a gimp mask. Or walk around with a butt plug in your ass. She's a kinky girl.”

I didn't want to get into an argument. I swallowed my dignity. “Alright, if it's absolutely necessary, I'll wear it.”

Lydia beamed and fastened the collar around my neck. “That's better.” She gave me a kiss. Because of the extra height from her shoes she had to lean down to do it.

Lydia knocked. Ashley answered the door a moment later. She was wearing a semi-transparent white negligee and high heeled pumps. And nothing else. The negligee was very short, almost too short to properly cover her, and had plunging neckline that went down almost to her navel. Ashley was tall for a girl. Even in bare feet she was almost as tall as Lydia in her platform shoes. Her pumps added another three inches to her high. She was holding a half empty bottle of red wine in her left hand.

Ashley beamed when she saw me. “Oh my God, Lydia, you actually did it! You got us a slave for our party! Thank you!” Lydia stepped inside, and I followed. Ashley kissed Lydia full on the lips. Lydia seemed neither startled nor bothered.

“Everyone else has arrived,” Ashley said, locking the door behind us. She held out her wine bottle to Lydia. “Want a drink?”

“Sure.” Lydia took a glug straight from the bottle. She did not offer me any, but handed the wine back to Ashley. Ashley took another swig. She looked me over appraisingly and smiled.

“I get to use our slave first, since I'm hosting the party.”

“Of course.” Lydia handed Ashley the handle of my leash.

“Follow me, slave.” Ashley tugged lightly on my leash, then walked to the center of her living room. I followed awkwardly behind her. I had an excellent view of Ashley's perfect round buttocks through her silky negligee. I forced myself not to stare, knowing that Lydia was right behind us.

Four other women were waiting inside the room, sitting on the couch and on a couple of armchairs. A slim East Asian wearing leather pants, leather biker boots, and an open leather vest with nothing underneath. A tall Black woman wearing figure-hugging blue jeans and a red halter top. A woman with wild blue hair and jeans that were ripped at the knees who was already topless. And a heavyset blonde with even bigger boobs than Ashley in faded black jeans and a plaid blue-and-black shirt with the sleeves ripped off. The women ranged in age from their early twenties (the Asian girl) to their mid thirties (the big blonde). The woman with the blue hair had one hand on the knee of the Black woman. Two more bottles and several glasses of wine were on the coffee table, along with a couple of cans of beer. The scent of pot floated in the air. The four women watched me intently as Ashley led me into the room, like wolves noticing a stray sheep. I wondered if this had been such a good idea.

“Let me introduce you to the masters you'll be serving tonight, slave,” Ashley said. I noticed that she used the word “masters” instead of “mistresses”. I guessed this was because masters sounded more powerful, more authoritative.

“This is Daiyu.” She gestured toward the Asian girl. Daiyu looked at me coolly and said nothing.

“This is Shawna.” The Black woman nodded in my direction.

“This is Nadia.” The woman with the blue hair smiled mischievously. “Hello, slave. I hope you're good at eating pussy.” A couple of the women laughed.

“And this is Becky.” The big woman smiled broadly, looking at me as if she had just found the dildo she was looking for in a sex shop.

Ashley stepped in front of me, so close that her breasts were almost touching my chest.

“Get on your knees, slave. It's time to serve.”

I had been expecting something like this. I sank to my knees, folding my legs underneath me. My face was now level with Ashley's crotch. I could see through the sheer material of her negligee that she was a natural blonde. She had a large but closely cropped bush. A bit of pink ladywood was poking from her cleft. My cock started to stiffen.

Ashley took another generous swig from her wine bottle, then put it on the floor beside me. She lifted the front of her negligee with one hand, and placed her other hand on the back of my head.

“Make the kitty go boom.”

She guided my face to her cunt. I planted some teasing kisses on her thighs and lips. Ashley murmured approvingly, but after a few minutes of such caresses pushed my face hard against her twat. “I'm horny, slave. Get your tongue in there. Make me come.”

I licked the intimate flesh pressed against my mouth. I could taste and smell Ashley's arousal. My cock was now fully hard.

“That's it, slave,” Ashley moaned dreamily. Her blonde bush rasped against my nose and cheeks. Her massive breasts hung above me like half moons, their big, puckered nipples clearly visible through her translucent negligee. “Keep doing that. Don't stop until I come.”

Lydia was standing nearby, watching intently. Her nipples poked against the fabric of her dress. She was clearly turned on by the sight of me servicing her friend. The other women had risen to their feet and were standing around us in a circle.

Ashley gripped my head with both hands and began grinding her hips into my face. I tentatively put my hands on her hips, then slid them under her negligee and around to her butt. Her moans became a little louder, and her thrusts a little more forceful. I could feel the muscles of her ass rhythmically bunching and relaxing under my palms and fingers. Her boobs jiggled overhead.

“That's it, Ash,” Daiyu encouraged. “Teach this slave the proper place of a male around women.”

Ashley's thrusts got harder. Her wetness trickled into my mouth and down my chin. I slid my hands, still under her negligee, up to her tits. Her rigid nipples felt amazing beneath my palms. I gave her boobs a firm squeeze, and she purred.

My cock was so hard it was almost painful. I considered reaching into my pants and relieving my need, but forced myself to resist, not wanting to further humiliate myself before all these women.

Ashley abrupt moaned and splurted in my mouth. I almost came too. Lydia looked like she wanted to play with herself. Ashley held my head in place for a minute or two while she recovered, then released me and stepped back.

“That was good. I see why you like him, Lydia.”

“Yeah, he's really good with his tongue.”

Daiyu stepped in front of me, taking Ashley's place.

“Ashley, can you put some handcuffs on this loser? I don't want him pawing me while I fuck his face.”

“Sure.” Ashley retreated into her bedroom and emerged a moment later with a pair of stainless steel handcuffs. Daiyu undid her belt and let her leather pants drop to the floor. A black thong followed. Ashley gently but firmly pulled my arms behind my back and fastened my wrists together. I felt nervous about being so helpless, but didn't protest.

Daiyu didn't remove her leather vest. She wore nothing underneath it, allowing me to see a bit of sideboob and underboob. Her breasts were relatively small and quite pointy. Her beaver was shaved aside from a close-cropped landing strip of dense curly black hair above the cleft. She had several tattoos, including one of a demonic gargoyle with wide bat-like wings that spread across her lower belly below her navel.

Daiyu gripped my hair as Ashley had done, but more roughly. She shoved her cunt into my face, burying my nose in her small bush and mashing my lips against her slit.

“Eat me, motherfucker!”

I started licking. Daiyu almost immediately started thrusting. Her thrusts were hard, almost violent. She pummelled my mouth for several minutes, then abruptly came. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm.

Once Daiyu was done, Shawna and Nadia stepped up. Both had already discarded all of their clothing. Nadia was of medium height and a bit plump. She had a voluptuous, curvy figure with wide hips and big, somewhat pendulous double-Ds. Shawna was taller and slimmer. She had a great ass and boobs that, while not nearly as large as Nadia's, were round and firm looking.

“Come here, slave,” Nadia ordered, grabbing the end of the leash, which Ashley had dropped on the floor. I shuffled several undignified steps on my knees to the spot Nadia indicated.

“Okay, that's good.” Nadia stepped in front of me, with her ass to my face. She leaned forward, resting her hands on an armrest of the couch, displaying the happy place between her legs. She was completely shaved except for a small patch above her slit. Her natural hair color, I noticed, was almond brown.

Shawna stepped behind me and put a hand on the back of my head. She pushed my face forward, into Nadia's cunt. Nadia's ass cheeks pressed against my eyes and forehead. Her wet cleft was mashed against my mouth.

“Eat my girlfriend, slave,” Shawna commanded.

I did.

Shawna stepped closer, straddling my folded legs and touching the back of my head with her crotch. Her fingers were loosely entwined in my hair. She thrust her hips, shoving my face deep into Nadia's underside. Nadia moaned with pleasure.

“Fuck me, Shawna,” Nadia urged. “Fuck me hard!”

Shawna removed her hand from my hair. I couldn't see what was happening with Nadia's ass covering my eyes, but I'm pretty sure Shawna gripped Nadia's hips. Shawna thrust her pelvis against the back of my head again, harder this time. Nadia moaned louder. Shawna continued rutting against the back of my head, literally fucking her girlfriend with my face. I could barely breath. Yet I did not want them to stop. Shawna rapidly increased the tempo, pounding my head into her girlfriend's nether regions with frenzied zeal.

The three-way fuckfest kept going for some time. Nadia was clearly horny, but it was taking her a while to come. Shawna increased the force of her thrusts even more. Nadia's moans got even louder. I couldn't see what was going on, but I think Shawna reached around Nadia's waist and stroked her clit. Nadia abruptly came in my mouth.

Shawna stepped back, allowing me to pull my face from Nadia's cunt. My mouth and chin were coated with Nadia's sticky girl cum. Nadia stood up, and she and Shawna traded places. The two women repeated the process, with Nadia this time using my face to fuck Shawna. Shawna thrust back enthusiastically as Nadia fucked her, mashing her twat into my face. She came more quickly than Nadia, and her orgasm was if anything even more powerful.

When Nadia and Shawna released me I was stunned to see that Lydia had her hand under her short dress and was jilling off. She noticed me noticing, and smiled. Daiyu, still naked from the waist down, was sitting on the edge of an armchair and was also jilling.

Becky, the big blonde, stepped in front of me. “My turn,” she said, grinning. She was not the tallest girl in the group, but she was wearing red boots with heels that added a couple of inches to her height. If I'd been standing rather than kneeling she probably would have been eye to eye with me. She had a thick black leather belt with the logo of a well known motorcycle manufacturer on the buckle.

Becky slowly undid her belt and jeans and let them tumble to the floor. She wore black boxer shorts underneath, and let these drop to her ankles also. She didn't bother to take her top off. She had a big bush that did not appear to be trimmed at all. Her sexual aroma was stronger than that of any of the other women I'd gone down on tonight. It was not unpleasant, but it was almost overwhelming. Pink flesh poked expectantly between her broad, hairy lips.

“Make me come, slave.” She gripped my head between her hands, and unceremoniously pushed my face into her cunt.

I began caressing and licking. Becky stood in place and allowed me to work on her for a long time. I could tell from her heavy breathing and occasional subtle moans that she was enjoying what I was doing, but it was taking her a long time to peak. I found her clit and sucked on it. She gasped with pleasure and tightening her grip on my head.

After a while Becky started thrusting her hips, pushing her engorged nub back and forth between my lips. My nose was pressed into her thick bush. I could barely breathe. My head was tilted up, and most of my field of vision was filled by her wide round belly and her gigantic tits.

Her thrusts gradually got stronger, and her breathing deeper. The scent and taste of her lust intensified as I slowly guided her toward release. Her wetness was dripping from my chin. At this point if I'd been able to I would have jacked off, no longer caring what Lydia, Ashley or any of the other women thought. But this was impossible with my hands restrained behind my back. I moaned as Becky rhythmically ground herself against my face. This seemed to increase her arousal.

At last Becky came, squirting a gush of warm female cum into my mouth. She stood where she was for a couple of moments, holding my head in place as she came back down to earth. Then she walked away, leaving me kneeling in the middle of the living room with the lower half of my face coated in her and the other women's juices.

Lydia was still stroking herself. She stopped what she was doing and came over and stood in front of me. She lifted her dress up over her head and dropped it to the floor. She smiled down at me, then put both her hands on my head. I could feel her wetness on the fingers of her right hand. Without saying anything, she stepped forward and pushed her kitty against my mouth. She was not normally so abrupt, and I hesitated a moment or two. Then I used my mouth on her as I had for the other women.

Lydia always loved getting oral, but her arousal seemed to be an order of magnitude more intense than usual. She fucked my face with her cunt more roughly than ever before, almost as roughly as Daiyu had. Within minutes she was splurting in my mouth. Her head tilted back and she emitting a loud moan as she came.

I hoped that now we could go home and fuck. Or perhaps that we could sneak off to Ashley's bathroom and fuck there. I had never needed to come so badly before in my life. Unfortunately the women had other plans.

“Let's go in the bedroom now,” Ashley proposed. She tugged my leash. I started rising to my feet to follow her.

“Stay on your knees, slave,” Becky ordered, placing a hand on the top of my head. Ashley tugged on my leash again. “Come on, slave. I'm still horny. Don't keep me waiting any longer.”

I gave in and shuffled behind Ashley on my knees.

Ashley led me into her bedroom. The other women followed. Ashley knelt behind me and removed my handcuffs.

“Lie on the bed, slave. On your back.”

I climbed onto the bed and lay down. Ashley's bed was huge. It was covered with a thick quilt the color of red wine and four or five big pillows with matching pillowcases. At each corner was a tall, ornate wooden post. It looked like something the lord and lady of a manor centuries ago would have slept in. I observed that four chains with padded leather cuffs were attached to each of the bedposts.

Ashley took one of my arms and drew it to the nearest cuff, which she fastened around my wrist. My arm was stretched taut; I could barely move it at all. Lydia circled around to the other side of the bed and did the same to my other arm. Daiyu grabbed one of my ankles and secured one of my legs. Nadia secured the other.

Ashley clambered onto the bed. She pulled her skimpy nightgown up over her head and tossed it aside, treating me to the sight of her fantastic body fully nude.

“I don't know what it is, but I'm feeling even hornier than normal tonight.” Ashley shuffled over to me on her knees and straddled my head. “I hope you weren't planning on getting any sleep tonight, slave.”

She lowered her cunt onto my mouth.

“Make me come again.”

I groaned. How many times did these women intend to make me eat them? My need for release had become a torture.

I licked and probed Ashley with my tongue, eliciting fresh moans from her. She ground herself against me, gradually increasing her pace.

“Do you mind if I fuck him while you ride his face?” Lydia asked.

“Go for it, sis,” Ashley said. I felt her pussy get a little wetter.

Lydia climbed onto the bed. I couldn't see her, but I could feel the mattress shifting slightly as she joined us. I could hardly believe that I was at last about to get fucked! Lydia unbuckled my belt and unzipped my jeans and tugged them down. I arched my hips to help, but wasn't able to lift them very high because of how tightly I was bound. Once my jeans were down to my thighs Lydia did the same with my undershorts. My cock bounded out exuberantly. I felt Lydia's hand around it, then felt her straddling my hips. I moaned into Ashley's cunt as Lydia lowered herself onto my cock. I almost came as I was engulfed in her warm wetness, but somehow managed to hold back.

Ashley raised herself from my face and turned around so that she was facing Lydia, then lowered herself back down. She had carefully positioning herself so that her clit was pressing against my lips. Her soft curvy ass covered my eyes and forehead. I could barely breathe, but barely cared.

Ashley resumed humping my face. I gently suckled her clit, and she moaned blissfully. It took all of my willpower not to shoot my load inside Lydia. Lydia didn't move, no doubt sensing how close I was to nutting and not wanting to push me over the edge just yet.

After Ashley had been riding my face a short while I felt Lydia lean forward, toward Ashley. She braced herself by placing her hands on my chest. I heard soft, contented murmuring. I realized that Lydia and Ashley were kissing. Passionately.

I could contain myself no longer. I erupted inside Lydia. I felt Lydia tighten around me and come over my cock. A moment later Ashley gushed in my mouth. Her orgasm was not quite as wet as the last time, but it felt even more intense.

Ashley remained where she was for a few moments, then raised herself and got off the bed. Lydia stayed where she was another minute or so, then also got off me. She left my pants and underwear bunched around my thighs, leaving my now limp manhood exposed.

Daiyu climbed onto the bed and sat on my face. She sat facing toward my feet, covering my forehead and eyes with her firm, compact butt and parking her cunt on my mouth. She was already wet again.

Daiyu vigorously fucked my face. I groaned beneath her onslaught. I could tell from the sudden increase in her wetness that this aroused her. She face-fucked me even harder. After just a few minutes Daiyu's whole body shuddered with a stupendous orgasm.

Daiyu had barely climbed off me before Shawna planted herself on my face. She sat facing forward, providing me with a view of her bush, belly and breasts and an occasional glimpse of her face. Nadia joined Shawna on the bed. She stood in front of Shawna, straddling my head and Shawna's folded legs. She brought her pussy to Shawna's mouth. Shawna put her hands on Nadia's ass, pulling Nadia closer, and began eating her. She started slowly humping my mouth as she did so. Before long Nadia groaned and shuddered with a fresh orgasm. Seconds later Shawna did too.

The pair swapped places. Shawna trembled with what seemed to be several orgasms in a row as Nadia ate her. Then Nadia also came hard, spilling more girl cum into my mouth and down my throat.

My cock was already hard again. I felt a hand wrapping around it as Nadia dismounted. It was Becky.

“I feel like fucking now,” Becky said. “I usually like my cocks bigger, but this will do...”

My cock was six and a half inches long when fully hard. Not huge, but definitely bigger than average. Just how big did Becky like her cocks to be?

“I'm going to hump his face again while you ride him,” Ashley said.

“Sure,” Becky responded cheerfully. I noticed that Ashley was playing with herself. Then I saw that Lydia was too.

Becky straddled my hips and slowly lowered herself onto me. Ashley simultaneously planted herself on my face. She faced forward, toward the headboard. “Lick me,” she demanded. I did.

Becky rested her full weight on me. The mattress sagged beneath my hips and ass. Becky's cunt was surprisingly tight given her love of extra large cocks. It was also very warm, almost hot, and very wet. It felt heavenly. Becky did not start fucking me right away, no doubt to avoid making me come too fast, and just sat astride me with my hard-on buried inside her. Ashley also sat passively on top of me, letting me do the work.

Ashley's legs were folded. The insides of her thighs were touching my cheeks and the sides of my scalp. Lydia climbed onto the bed and sat on Ashley's thighs, facing Ashley. The mattress sagged beneath the back of my head under the combined weight of my girlfriend and her lover. The two of them began necking. I could see their breasts pressing against each other, and felt Ashley get wetter.

Becky slowly started thrusting. Ashley and Lydia's kissing became more passionate. Ashley ran her hands over Lydia's hips and ass. I struggled not to come.

Lydia gently pulled back from Ashley's kiss and moved back slightly. She lowered her face to Ashley's left breast, and took Ashley's engorged nipple in her mouth. Ashley moaned. Lydia cupped her other breast with one hand and sensuously massaged it. Ashley started grinding her cunt into my face. I don't think she was even aware that she was doing it.

Becky's gyrations became more forceful. I tried to blot out the sensation in my dick, not wanting to come before Becky did.

Lydia moved back a little further, and kissed her way down Ashley's belly. Ashley placed her hands on Lydia's head. “Oh yeah,” she crooned. “Lower...”

Lydia continued her journey south. Ashley leaned back, so that her clit was lifted into the air just above my nose. Lydia lay down between Ashley's legs just above me, resting her hands on Ashley's thighs. She brought her head forward to Ashley's clit.

Becky's thrusts got harder, making the mattress quake. I moaned into Ashley's cunt, trying to suppress the sensation inexorably building inside my penis.

Lydia took Ashley's clit between her lips and sucked it. I shifted my head slightly to the side to allow Lydia enough room. Lydia's cheek pressed against mine.

“Oh yes. Fuck yes!” Ashley gripped Lydia's head and shoved it against herself. Lydia sucked her friend's clit like it was a cock. I couldn't move my head enough to see, but I was pretty sure Lydia had resumed jilling.

“Oh Jesus yes!” Ashley shouted as the two of us simultaneously ate her.

Becky was fucking me harder and harder. Her cunt was sopping wet. Suddenly I felt it spasming around me. “Holy fuck, I'm coming!” Becky cried. My own cock passed the point of no return. I groaned as I emptied my balls into Becky. Becky's thrusts got even harder, piledriving me into the mattress.

“Oh God I'm coming too!” Ashley exclaimed as she gushed in my mouth.

“Mmmph!” Lydia moaned as she too peaked.

Lydia shakily got up. Becky also got up. Ashley remained where she was, sitting astride my face.

“My God, that was good!” Ashley said. “This slave is amazing. Perhaps we could make these parties a regular event....”

“How about every Friday?” Becky suggested.

“That might be arranged,” Lydia said. “What do you think, darling?” Ashley raised herself off me so that I could respond.

“I think I could fit it into my schedule,” I gasped, still trying to catch my breath.

“The night's not over yet,” Daiyu said. “Who's up for Round Three?”

“Let's do it,” Lydia said.
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