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Warning

This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





Prologue - Friday April 10th

Smokes looked at me from across the blue baize of the card table in the dining room, a smaller room off the main living area.  The room was quite dark, the only light came from the ceiling pendant hanging on a long wire, the dim bulb carefully chosen to keep the room darker than it should have been.  We never used it for meals, it’s only use was for the now regular Friday night poker game.  The air was heavy with his cigarette smoke, he was the only one of us with that vice.  Despite the cold outside one of the windows was opened a little to provide some welcome ventilation.  I held his gaze, neither of us blinked or moved, trying hard not to reveal what cards we were holding or what we were thinking.

He extended a hand to the ashtray, nails stained yellow from years of his addiction, his eyes never left mine, and picked up his cigarette.  He lifted it to his lips and took a long drag on it, the end glowed bright red as he inhaled, the smoke filled his lungs.  He held the smoke in as he replaced the cigarette into the ashtray, then blew the smoke upwards into the high, cavernous ceiling.  I blinked first, I glanced away from him to look behind his left shoulder where Susie, his girlfriend, stood. 

She was nervous, as well she might be.  She was wearing nothing but a matching set of lacy black underwear, the thin material of her bra barely containing her ample teenage breasts, her erect nipples clearly visible through the sexy material, even though they were not exposed.  Her breasts were rising and falling, she was breathing deeply, like an athlete at the end of a long run.  Her almost perfect skin was covered in goosebumps, not from the temperature, the room was very warm even with the window slightly ajar.  No, she had goosebumps from fear.  She’d never been this exposed in the weekly game before.

I met her gaze, her head was trembling, her long blonde hair shaking slightly.  I pursed my lips and blew her a kiss.  She swallowed, then looked away and down at Smoke’s hole cards on the table, she was willing them to be a pair of sevens to go with the two showing on the table.  If he had two sevens then the money, and the honor would be his and she would be safe, for now at least.  I looked up, into my friend’s eyes.  He raised an eyebrow, happy that he’d won the staring match.  He smiled at me, then put his hands onto his pile of chips.

“Raise you, er, $5,000,” he said, counting his total quickly, pushing a stack of chips into the pot, “$5,000 Jay, you got the balls? ” he added, speaking slowly and deliberately.

I inhaled deeply, pulling the air into my chest.  This was bold, even for him, the most accomplished player in our group.  I could play it safe and fold, then we’d play another round until someone had to re-buy, the price of the re-buy being another item of their girlfriend’s clothes.  I checked the clock on the wall, the hour was late.  I’d almost had enough.

I couldn’t help it, I picked up my two hole cards and looked at them again, a sign of weakness and a lack of confidence in my cards and my ability, checking them once again, hoping beyond all hope that somehow their values had changed for the better since I last looked at them 30 seconds ago.  Smokes was a better player than me, he never relooked at his cards once they’d been dealt.  I could sense him, knowing he’d got to me.  Poker’s all about psychology, not about the cards.  I put them down once again and thought for a moment.  What the hell, I thought.

“All in,” I said, trying to sound confident, pushing whatever I had left into the pot.  I wasn’t confident, I was nervous, not as nervous as Susie maybe but still nervous.  Jon and Paul inhaled, this was not our normal game.  They’d both folded a while back, but they looked from one to another, this was the end of the round, one way or the other.  I picked up my drink and took a sip, the ice cold whiskey entered my mouth and warmed my throat as I swallowed it.  Behind me my girlfriend put a hand onto my shoulder, this could be it.  She wanted me to know she was OK with my bet, whatever the outcome.

Smokes pushed his remaining chips into the pot, allowing himself a rare smile, he counted them as he did, not quite as many as me.  If he lost Susie would have to ditch her bra, my choice, as the winner, I’d get to choose what item of clothing she removed.  And I’m a breast man.  We all knew what she’d have to do.  To date, Smokes had never lost, but it could happen, surely one day it had to happen?

He picked up his hole cards and showed his hand, slowly and deliberately putting them down, one of top of the other, then like James Bond he used two fingers to separate them.  He had an ace and nine in his hand, which made two pairs with the cards on the table, Aces and nines for him.  It’s a good hand.  I tried hard not to smile, I had him, for once I had him.  Like I said, a good hand, just not quite good enough this time.

I put my cards down, one on top of the other, copying my friend’s action.  I was showing a pair of eights.  Smokes made for the money, as his hand touched the pot I separated the cards.  With my eight I also had a King, but both were clubs.  A flush beats two pair.  I picked up my drink and downed it, the ice no longer making it taste cold.  It tasted of success.  For once Smokes had lost when it counted.  I couldn’t help it, I smiled, then almost giggled.  The tension in the room collapsed, the sense of relief was almost physical.

“Fuck,” said Smokes, shaking his head slightly, “Fuck you man!”  His face broke into a broad grin as he said the words, he wasn’t that bothered that he’d lost.  Behind him Susie looked worried, her whole body started to tremble.  Susie, always happy to play, right up until now, when finally, finally she was about to lose.  She looked round the table, then at the door, seeking an escape from her fate.

“Please,” she said, her voice weak and strained as she looked at me, then at the other players, “Please . . . I, I don’t want….” her voice trailed off, her silent mouth still moving, searching for words as she took a half step backwards.  Like that would save her from what was coming.  As the winner the honor was mine, the price of my victory and Smoke’s re-buy.  Willow’s hand on my shoulder gripped me, I couldn’t see her face of course but I knew she was smiling and happy, not just because I’d won, but because Smokes had lost and he’d have to rebuy.  I looked at Jon and Paul, both grinning, then at their girlfriends, everyone but Susie was smiling.

I pushed the chair backwards, the legs grated on the wooden floor, I did it on purpose, to increase the fear in Susie.  I stood up and walked round the table, each step slow and deliberate, taking my time to build more and more fear in her, until I was stood behind her.  She was a good girl, she didn’t move even though she was clearly terrified and shaking, she kept her arms folded behind her back, but her fists were opening and closing as she tried and failed to keep them still.  I stood behind her, towering over her small frame and I put my hands onto her shoulders, I rubbed them softly.

Next I ran my hands down her back, pushed her hair to the side and I unhooked her bra, after a few failed attempts, letting the elasticated back move across her skin then I looked across at Willow, my girl, still in her skirt, arms folded the same way.  She smiled at me, she wanted to see this as well, she didn’t even mind that I was touching another woman, a younger woman in her presence.  Everyone wanted to see Susie naked, well, topless at any rate.  It was about time she lost, every other girl had been naked.  She’d never objected to that.

I ran my hands up Susie’s back then slipped my hands under her narrow bra straps and eased them down over her shoulders, then down her arms, my hands never leaving her skin.  Smokes turned on his chair and pushed it backwards to watch.  Everyone’s eyes were on my hands, and Susie.  I moved my hands back up her arms, leaving the straps hanging, then down her chest where I crossed them over and pushed into her bra, grasping her breasts.  The only sound in the room was her fearful breathing, quick and deep, her chest rising and falling as she forced air into her lungs, she was almost hyperventilating.

Susie turned her head back to me, half closing her eyes, I could see tears forming in the corners.  She opened her mouth, but her protests died there when her gaze met mine.  She could see I wasn’t going to let her off.  I squeezed her huge breasts inside their sexy container before pushing her bra down her body.  When her tits were free I massaged them for a few seconds, winking at my girlfriend as I did, seeking her approval, before I removed my hands from her chest to cheers from Paul and Jon. 

Mia, with her long black hair and tiny Asian body, Willow, my Willow, with her long red hair and Abi with her Latin American good looks were all smiling, the girls aren’t allowed to make any noise, until the round was over.  Susie had spoken, she’d be punished for that once her bra was off.  She knew it, she’d agreed to play the game and understood the consequences of her failure.  I watched a single tear leave her eye and run down her face, leaving a trail in her makeup before it hit her lips.  She opened her mouth again, but it was dry, no words came out.

I moved my hands back up her body, taking her tits back into my hands for a second squeeze, paying attention to her nipples which I took between my thumb and index finger.  I squeezed them hard and finally elicited a reaction.  I brushed my fingers back over her shoulders and down to her arms, still crossed behind her.  I moved them, unfolding them, and in doing so allowed her bra to fall to the floor.  I moved back to my seat, leaving her standing there, crying, shaking and wearing nothing but her panties.

“You spoke Susie,” said Smokes, taking another drag, without looking at her, he sounded disappointed with her, “What should happen now?”

Susie didn’t answer for a few seconds, when she spoke she sniffed, her tears now prominent to everyone.  “I should be punished Sir.” 

“Yes, yes you should.  And you will be.  Walk around the table and offer your tits to everyone for punishment, girls as well.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  What else could she say?  She opened and closed her mouth a few times, before finally she set off slowly, trying to delay the inevitable. Her first stop was with Jon and Mia.  Barely able to speak she bent down to face Jon, her breasts two inches from his eyes.

“Would you like to punish my tits Sir?”  Her voice was barely audible as she spoke, her sobs hiding it.

“Fuck yes,” replied Jon, a massive smile on his face.  He took one of her massive breasts into his left hand, their eyes met and he raised his hand up high.  Susie’s punishment was about to begin.


Friday March 13th

Friday the 13th March, five weeks previous.  Unlucky for some, or unlucky for someone.  Paul picked up his beer and took a big swig.  “Bored now!” he said to the room.  I knew what he meant, I was bored too.  When you’re young and fancy free Fridays nights are for hitting the town, getting a good meal in a local restaurant, partying hard until the sun comes up and sleeping off the inevitable hangover the following morning.

We’d all been drinking for a couple of hours with our girlfriends, sat round the lounge area coffee table.  The apartment was a big four bedroomed affair, a converted old bonded warehouse that was redundant with the shrinking trade at the docks.  It was grand, with separate kitchen/living room, dining room and a tiny box room in addition to the bedrooms and a couple of bathrooms.  It’s a great apartment, located centrally near the best bars and clubs, and the University.  It’s not cheap, not by any means, being honest way beyond my and the rest of my friend’s means.  But Smokes is rich, or more to the point, his father is very wealthy and he pays for the apartment for us all.  I get to stay in it, as does Paul and Jon, by virtue of being Smoke’s friend.  He doesn’t charge us anything either, otherwise we’d be in some shit hole or 15 miles out of town with an hour or more long commute each way everyday.

Instead we live in town center with a ten minute walk to work (we all work for the same software company – yes, you guessed it, Smokes’ father’s firm).  It’s a sweet deal, we all met at the same college and when we graduated we all applied and were accepted into the same software firm.  Not that surprising really, Smokes’ father knew us all and liked us and had watched us work at school for four years, he knew what he was getting when he took us on.  There were no slackers in our group.  We worked hard and we played even harder.

It was a Friday night, we’d usually finish work early around six, couple of beers on the way home, shower, meet the girls, go to a restaurant and the out onto the town, the same routine week in, week out.  Drinking until the club shut, dancing and partying hard.

Tonight Susie had forgotten her fake ID and we were stuck inside.  Smokes (real name Steve) lit yet another cigarette and made a suggestion. I wish he’d go outside to smoke, but it’s his apartment and I live there rent free, so I can hardly complain can I?

“Anyone fancy a game of Poker?”  He didn’t wait for a reply and headed for his room, returning a couple of minutes later with a pack of cards and a boxset of chips.  He opened the box and counted out $5,000 for each couple, placing a small stack of chips in front of everyone as we took out seats on the bar stools round the kitchen island.

“The game,” he said shuffling the cards, “Is Texas Hold ‘em.  We’ve all played before, so let’s start.  Little blind is $100.  Shall we play, say eight rounds and whoever’s got the least money at the end forfeits.”

“What’s the forfeit?” asked Mia, Jon’s girlfriend.  They’d been together for years, started seeing each other at university.  Willow and I had only been seeing each other for a few months, still in the early, messaging each other a dozen times a day phase of the relationship.

Smokes looked round – he was the leader of our group but didn’t always have the answers.  Jon spoke first.

“How about strip poker?” he said laughing.  A couple of the girls threw things at him and the boys just laughed.  Then something happened that surprised me.  Willow, my girlfriend, the quiet one, put her beer down, looked round the table and spoke.  And yes, her parents were big Buffy fans, when she was born with her red hair all thoughts of their original chosen name went out the window.  Willow it had to be.

“Well, has anyone got any better ideas?”

Silence.

“Right then,” said Willow, “No one has any better ideas.  All prepared to strip?”

More silence.  I think everyone was waiting for someone else to say no, but no one wanted to be the first to refuse.  Herd instinct and all that.

“Cool,” said Smokes, his voice almost cracked as he processed what Willow had just said, “What shall we say then – one item of clothing on the losing team to be shed?”  We all looked round the table, wondering what each other looked like without clothes.  Well, let’s be fair, I was wondering what the girls looked like, I’m sure the boys were all having the same thought.

Abi looked at Susie who was wearing a shirt with a sweater and waistcoat over it, “As long as we all start with the same amount of clothing.”  Fair enough, hard to object to that as a condition really.

We haggled for a bit and ended up agreeing that each girl could wear a pair of panties, bra, shirt, pants/skirt and socks/pantyhose and shoes.  The boys were allowed socks, trousers, shoes, boxers and a shirt and sweater, so six items of clothing each.  We all went to our rooms to get ready.

“Sure you want to do this?” I asked Willow as she removed some clothing, I watched her, admiring the shape of her body under the skin tight tee shirt she was wearing, her full, firm breasts and flat stomach made her look amazing with her long red hair cascading down her back.  I put my hand on her shoulder and turned her round.

“You look amazing,” I said and kissed her.  She never replied likewise, at best I look alright.  I kissed her again and put my hand onto her firm ass.  She gently took it off and broke off the kiss.

“Later Tiger,” she replied, putting her hand onto my balls, stroking them through the denim, my dick rewarded her with a twitch, “Later.”  She took my hand and pulled me back to the lounge and the table in the far end.  Smokes and Susie were already there, minutes later the others joined us and we took our seats.  The sight of Steve smoking helped quell my sexual desire.

Smokes shuffled, offered the cut to Jon on his right and dealt out the cards.  Paul stuck in a $100 chip and I put in $200 for the big blind.  We’d all played before but we’re no experts.  We’d sometimes play after work for a couple of hours for small stakes, using the chips with an exchange rate of one cent to one dollar.  Today we were playing for real stakes, I thought it would all end just before someone had to remove their underwear, but at least it was something to do.

We played the eight rounds, taking turns to deal.  On the last hand we were all quite nervous, everyone could still win, or lose.  The eight hands had taken about 15 minutes – we were playing quite quickly.  This was when Smokes showed his skill and knowledge of the game.

As soon as the cards had been dealt he pulled them towards himself, but without  even looking at them he threw them back to Paul, the dealer.  “Fold,” he said simply, then picked up his drink and finished it.  I looked at him quizzically, what had he done.

“Jay mate, I’m ahead $500, if I fold I can’t lose.”  He sat back, high fived Susie and sat back to watch. 

The inevitable happened, everyone counted their chips, Willow and I were in last place and so Paul and Jon folded instantly.  Bastards.  I picked up my beer and took a swig.  I looked at Willow, I expected her to back out instantly.  I think everyone did.  Ever dated a redhead?  They are fierce, independent, loyal, and risk takers.

“Ready?”  I asked.

Willow shrugged her shoulders, her red hair dancing on her white tee shirt.  She bent down to take off her shoes, then stopped.  She looked at me, then round the table at our friends.

“We are playing seriously, aren’t we?” she asked.  Everyone nodded and so she stood up and slowly pulled her tee shirt up over her head, revealing her chest and bra.  The whole table, me included were silent as she removed it, revealing her 34DD chest, barely held in by her lacy black bra, pushing her breasts together to form a beautiful valley between them.  She looked at Mia who was staring at her rack.  As, indeed, was I and everyone else.

“Never seen tits this big have you Mia?” Willow asked.  Mia blushed, she was tiny with tiny tits, I’d be amazed if they were bigger than 32A.  Then Willow looked at me. 

“Your turn Jay,” she said.  She had set the bar impossibly high, no way did anyone want to see me strip off, but what choice did I have?  There was no way I could back out.  Well, not at this early stage of the game anyway.  I smiled, kissed her and removed my sweater.  At least I had multiple layers on my chest.

We played a dozen more rounds, after which Susie and Smokes had removed one item each, both of them selecting their shoes.  Pussies.  Jon and Mia had lost three items each, Jon worked out a lot and quickly removed his sweater, shirt and shoes, he sat there with his ripped chest and thick, defined arms on display.  I was self-conscious about my gut and pencil thin arms.  Abi was more conservative than Willow, she’d taken off her shoes first, followed by her socks and then her skirt, she pulled her shirt down to cover her panties and crossed her legs, even though the table hid her modesty.

Paul and I had each lost four items of clothing, we were both wearing boxers and a shirt.  Our girls, Willow and Abi were both in their matching bra and panties sets.  I’d stolen more than one glace at Abi, she had a great body.  Paul and I were nothing special to look at.  All of the guys were looking at each other’s girls, sizing them up, mentally removing all of their remaing clothes. 

It was serious now, if Paul or I lost we’d be sat in our boxers and the girls . . . . well the rules of the game were that they’d lose an item of clothing.  Bra or panties, their choice.  I was 95% certain that the game would end if either of us lost, like who would actually strip off?

We reset the buy-in with $5,000, Smokes dealt out the cards, the stakes were high now.  If I fucked up at cards Willow’s bra was coming off, or the game would come to an end.  I saw Abi check the clock – she was as nervous as Willow was, being in the same position.

“Shall we make this the last round,” asked Abi, “It’s getting late.”  She was trying to ensure that she wouldn’t end up half naked in front of the gang.  I couldn’t blame her. 

We all looked at the clock, she was right, we were heading for one in the morning.  It would be well after one before we finished another eight hands.  Suddenly I was aware of how tired and drunk I was.  It’s one thing to go out clubbing till four in the morning, this was much harder.  We were having to think.

“Sounds good,” I replied, nervously, “but as this is the last round, how about we play until someone is out of money?”  Everyone else agreed and we started to play, Paul and I were being very cautious – not for ourselves so much, but if I lost Willow was going to be topless in front of the whole group.  I didn’t want that, I was pretty certain that she wouldn’t do it either.

We played a dozen hands before it got really serious.  I was up a couple of hundred, Smokes was way out in the lead, yet again, with Jon and Paul down about a thousand each.  Paul put in the big blind, up to $1,000 now, we were trying to get to an end before we all fell asleep at the table.

I was dealt a pair of tens in the hole, nice.  I didn’t bet on the first round, no one did and we waited for the flop.  Jon was dealing and he turned the cards, a seven, ten and a Jack.  This was looking good.  Five cards out and I had three of a kind, a strong hand. 

Smokes passed, as did Paul.  I didn’t think and pushed in a $1,000.  Jon looked at me and smiled, “Fold,” he said, smiling and shaking his head.  One out, three remaining in the game.

Smokes took a long drag on his cigarette before folding.  Paul took a long look at me, he was giving nothing away as he pushed $1,000 into the pot.  “Call,” he said.  The stakes were very high now, both of our girls were down to their underwear.  I looked at Abi, she was visibly worried.  Next I glanced at Willow, she was very cool, almost like she didn’t care.

I passed and waited.  Jon burnt the top card before dealing an ace.  Over to Paul, he hesitated, drank from his beer and stared at his small pile of remaining chips.  He pushed the whole pile into the center of the table.

“$1,200, all in,” he said.  Everyone round the table was silent, the only sounds coming from the street four stories below, you could cut the tension in the room with a knife.  This was going to be it, either Abi or Willow was about to go topless in front of the whole gang, unless I folded.  I had three of a kind, it was a strong hand.  I picked up my beer and took a swig, just for confidence you understand, I looked longingly at Smoke’s cigarette – I don’t smoke, but right now I was desperate for a quick hit of nicotine to steady my nerves.  I studied Paul’s face, but I couldn’t read him.  Maybe because this was my ninth or maybe tenth beer, I’d lost count.

I nodded, eyes fixed on Paul.  “All in,” I said.  I counted the money on the table in front of me, $1,600 and pushed it into the pot.  There was no going back.  Whoever had the least amount of money at the end would have lost.  I put my cards down, it was in the lap of the Gods, there was nothing more either of us could do.  It was now blind luck as to what came next.

Jon burned the top card and dealt the river card.  Agonizingly slowly he turned it over, a four.  No use to me.  Paul and I studied each other.  There was nothing left, time for the showdown.

“Time to show your cards Paul,” I said.  Paul smiled and flipped them over.  Fuck, an eight and a nine.  A straight beats three of a kind.  Paul’s face broke into a smile.  He counted out $400 from the pot and handed it back to me and Willow, taking the rest of the chips.  We’d just lost, I sat there dumbfounded.  We’d lost.

It was Smokes’ deal next.  But there was no point, I didn’t have enough for the blind.  Paul and Abi relaxed visibility, they weren’t going to have to remove any more clothes that night.  They looked at each other, she was grinning like a Cheshire cat.  They were safe.  There was only one question left.  It had to be asked, you already know who asked it.

“So,” said Smokes, reaching for his Camel, “Are you going to deliver Willow?”  I could tell from the tone of his voice that he, that no one, expected her to deliver.  We all looked at Willow, she was a fierce redhead and wasn’t going to be intimidated by Smokes or anyone else at that table.

“It was my idea Steve,” she said as she stood.  She put her arms behind her back and unhooked her bra.  Across the table Smokes put down his cigarette. 

“Shit Willow, I didn’t think you’d go through with it.”  Willow smiled at him, she moved the bra down her shoulders, over her elbows and, holding it in place, eased her arms out.  Willow reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, then she put her left arm over her nipple line and pulled the bra away.  Everyone was staring at her, she was so relaxed and confident, like she didn’t care that she was about to be semi naked in front of everyone.  I stole a glance at Paul, he fancied Willow and had told me as much more than once.  He was holding his beer an inch from his mouth, he wasn’t moving it, one way or the other.  He was like a statue, as was everyone else.

Then she held Steve’s eyes with hers and slowly, very slowly pulled her arm away, revealing her huge breasts with their creamy white flesh, they barely moved as her arm came away.  Willow put her hands on her hips and smiled.  Everyone in the room was staring at her chest, me included.  

“Fuck me,” said Steve, for once speechless, well, almost speechless.  Under normal circumstance, if being in a strip joint is normal, he’d have been cheering and shouting, leading the charge to show enthusiasm.  With a girl he knew, liked and respected he was almost silent.

Willow picked up her drink and downed the remains, then looked at them all, one by one before putting a hand on my shoulder, she was enjoying showing off her body, the flat stomach and pierced navel, her black sheer panties and long legs, not to mention her superb chest.

“Time for you Jay, remove your shirt.”

“Fuck,” I said, I downed my drink for confidence, then I stood up and pulled my shirt up and over my head, my belly flopping out.  The boys all yelled at me to “Put it away, gross bastard,” and other generally friendly insults.  Couldn’t blame them, I’m not much to look at.  Every day I wonder how I landed Willow.  She just stood there smiling.

“Like what you see boys?” she asked.  No one spoke.  I wondered what the conversations would be like when they all went to bed, how the guys were going to explain how much time they’d spent looking at Willow like she was Playboy centerfold.  Not my problem, plus I’d noticed that all the girls were staring as well.  Maybe they’d all have to explain to each other.

“Shall I tidy up boys?” she asked, starting to move to pick up the empties and put them in the trash.  Everyone was still glued to her as she moved silently and elegantly and proceeded to tidy the room.  When she was done she paused at the door, still just in her panties.  She held it with one hand, half her body hidden behind it, one breast on display.  She had no fear, no modesty.

“What do you think folks, same time next week?” she asked, “And, does anyone really want to see the guys naked?  Think about it.  Come on Jay, bedtime.  Get my clothes.”  And with that, she was gone.  I stood up.

“Fuck,” I just said, “Fuck.”  Still no one spoke, I was certain the second I left the room the conversation would start.  I picked our clothes up off the floor and headed for the door, pulling it closed behind me.  Willow took my hand, she’d been waiting for me in the corridor.  I paused for a second, I heard everyone speak at the same time, then it all went silent.

“Did that just happen?” I heard Jon say over the commotion.  I was asking myself the same question.  Did it? 

“I think it did,” replied Mia. 

I looked at Willow, she put her hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh, I just raised my eyebrows at her.  Yes, it had happened.  I hoped I was in for a wild night, but I wasn’t going to get one standing there.  We walked back to my room, I opened the door and we went in.  Willow started giggling, “That was fun Jay, I hope you’re OK with it?” 

“I’d have been more OK if I’d won.”  Not just so that Willow wouldn’t have to go half naked, there was pride involved as well.

“But Jay, I doubt any of the others would have gone that far, don’t you?  Susie’s a spoilt rich bitch, there’s no way she would have stripped off.  But she might now, might she?”  I thought about it, Willow was right.  Susie might, now she’d seen another girl semi naked.  Peer pressure and all that.

“And do you want to see Mia naked?  She’s tiny.”  Of course I wanted to see Mia naked, I wanted to see Abi naked.  I wanted to see Susie naked.  I’m not stupid though, my brain works, even when drunk.

“I guess not,” I replied, knowing that this was the expected, the correct reply.  If I wanted to get laid I knew I had to give the right answers.

“And so,” said Willow, draping her arms around my shoulders, “I know you’re tired and drunk, as am I, but I’m horny as hell.  And you’re going to fuck me.”

Drunk and tired as I was how could I say no to this sexy redheaded goddess?  Much as I wanted to fall asleep, that would have to wait.

Willow pushed me onto the bed and I sat on the corner, I put my hands under my ass, like I was at a strip joint.  She dropped to the floor on all fours and started to shake her hips slowly before crawling away from me, shaking her ass, her smooth, hairless pussy on display.  She kept looking over her shoulder at me, licking her lips or sucking her finger, at one point I started to stand up but she ordered me to stay where I was. 

When she reached the far end of the room she turned and got onto her knees, facing me, she opened her legs wide, sucked a finger and then rubbed her pussy, making small circles round her clit.  She slid a finger inside herself and finger fucked her pussy, then pulled it out and licked it.  More than one she lifted one of her breasts to her mouth, she bent her head down and licked her nipple while she maintained eye contact.  I pulled my cock out, I was rock hard and started to jerk myself until she told me to stop.

She got back onto all fours and crawled to me, her hair on the floor, her breasts swinging from side to side.  I thought my balls were going to explode in anticipation, if I’d not been so drunk I think I would have cum there and then.  She crawled slowly, seductively to me, eventually when she reached me she started to kiss my feet, licking them before she worked her way up my legs, kissing and licking my skin.  I’d never seen her like this before, she was being so submissive, and yet totally in control of the situation.  I was putty in her hands.  And tongue.  She continued to work her way up my body, ignoring my cock completely.  This was torture, slow, deliberate, delicious torture

“Please,” I asked her, I was desperate for some attention on my cock.  She ignored me, we kissed.

“Don’t ask,” she whispered into my ear as she nibbled it, “Don’t ask.  Control the situation, control me.  Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”  I kissed her, then put my hand onto my cock and started to jerk myself again, up and down, pounding my cock.  She looked down, Willow had felt my hand.

“Let me do that for you,” she purred, pushing my hand away and taking my cock into hers.  She jerked me slowly, she spat onto my cock, she held my gaze as she jerked me, up and down.  We kissed again, then I watched her for a moment before I lay back on the bed to enjoy the moment.  Willow had always been quite conservative before – lights off, me on top, this was new but I was loving her like this.

As I lay down Willow licked one of my balls – shit, she’d never done that before.  Oral was an unusual, but welcome, experience and she’d never touched my balls with her tongue.  She licked one ball, then the other, all the time jerking me.  I moaned loudly, I have no idea how I didn’t cum all over her face there and then.

Her tongue was replaced by her other hand on my balls when I felt her hot breath – holy fuck, she took one of my balls into her mouth and closed round it, Jesus, this was sensational, she was flicking it with her tongue, her lips touching my skin, no teeth.  Willow sucked on my ball for a moment, I put one of my hands onto her head and pushed her closer – I could feel her breath now on my cock and balls.  I was so close to cumming but I wanted to enjoy more of this.  When I released her my ball popped out of her mouth.  I’d never experienced anything like that from her. 

I moaned, internally I said ‘suck my asshole’.  Willow lifted my balls and licked from the base of my nuts down.  I opened my legs wider and she did it, Willow licked gently round my ass before diving in with her tongue. 

“Jesus fuck Willow, fuck, that’s incredible,” I gasped.  She didn’t answer, her tongue was inside my ass.  I couldn’t take it any longer and I started to shout, “I’m cumming Willow, fuck I’m cumming,” as hot, thick cum started to spurt out of my cock.  Willow didn’t move, she kept her tongue in my ass and jerked me slowly.  Sticky white cum was shooting out of my cock now and into her thick red hair, I was groaning, pulling her head even deeper into my ass. 

Even when I’d finished cumming she didn’t let up, she kept jerking my still erect cock and fucking me with her tongue.  I let her continue, all the time expecting her to stop but she didn’t let up.  I’d just cum but she wasn’t going to let my cock go soft just yet.  She wanted, no, needed it to be rock hard.

Eventually I put my hand on her head and grabbed her hair and pulled her up.  She resisted and came up slowly, running her tongue over my balls and up the length of my cock, then.  When her mouth was level with my cock she pulled it down and took my helmet into her mouth.

“Yes,” I moaned, “Oh God yes.”

I propped myself up so I could watch as she started to slide her head up and down my shaft.  Willow fixed her eyes on mine as she sucked and jerked my cock slowly.  I could feel her breath again, she was breathing quickly and shallowly, I guess she was playing with herself as she sucked my cock.  Eventually she took me out of her mouth and got up onto the bed next to me, rolling onto her back

“Fuck me Jay, fuck me like the slut I am,” Willow panted.  Who was I to refuse?

I rolled over and climbed onto her.  Willow grabbed the sides of her huge tits and pushed them together and I slid right into her soaking wet pussy.  Normally it took ages to get her wet enough to fuck, but not tonight.  Tonight she was soaking, a gagging whore, desperate for cock inside her hole.  I started slowly but it wasn’t enough for her.

“Fuck me hard Jay, fuck me fast, fuck me like the slut I am,” she cried out. 

I started to buck my hips quickly, pounding her and Willow took a deep breath in and moaned, “Yes, Jay, that’s it.  Tell me I’m a slut Jay, fuck your slut.”  She had never spoken to me like this.

“You’re a slut Willow, you’re my slut Willow,” I whispered into her ear, as I said the word slut her pussy tightened and she moaned louder.

“Fuck yes, I’m a slut,” she replied speaking quickly.

“You loved being naked in front of the gang didn’t you?  You’re an exhibitionist slut aren’t you?”

“Yes, oh fuck yes,” she gasped.

“Jon will be fucking Abi now, but he’ll be thinking of you.  They’ll all be thinking of you.  Standing naked in front of them all.  Flashing your tits you whore.”  Whore elicited another moan of delight from Willow, she was loving being degraded like this.  I loved it too, this was something new.

“Jesus yes, oh, oh, Christ I’m cumming, FUCCCKKKK . . .” Willow was yelling now as she came.  I’d never seen her so excited, in the months we’d been together she’d cum once from a vaginal fucking and never this hard or this vocally.  She sank her nails into my back as she came, she drew blood.  I just ignored the pain, it wouldn’t have done me any good to complain.

I slowed down and she grabbed me head, forcing me to look at her, Willow yelled again, “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop  . . . Christ, I’m going to cum again, shit yes, yes, YES, YESSSSSSSS, Jay fuck YESSSSS”.  She’d never cum twice, well, not in the same session, not that close together.  I continued to fuck her, slowing down as she came again before she released her grip on my head.  I stopped thrusting and we lay together kissing before I rolled off her and onto my back.  She moved onto her side, exhausted, and put her arm over me and we slept, snuggling together.


Saturday March 14th

When I woke in the morning Willow was already awake, she was lying on her side, the sheets pushed down exposing our upper bodies, she was looking at me.  We’d not closed the drapes, natural light was filling the room.  I looked into her eyes, then down at her breasts and smiled back at her.  Her hand was on my cock, rubbing it gently.  She looked into my eyes and smiled, then she purred, “Good morning stud.”  She didn’t wait for a reply, she kissed me.  When she broke it off I looked back at her.

“Good morning my little ginger slut,” I replied, half expecting her to hit me, surely last night had to have been a one-off?  Instead she just laughed a little, rolled onto her back and released her grip on my cock, I watched her breasts gently part as she did.  I could watch that forever.

“I was, wasn’t I?” she replied, giggling as she spoke.  She put a hand to her mouth, toying with her chin.  “A dirty, wanton slut, exposing myself like that.”  I didn’t speak for a moment, I let her think.

“Half naked in front of all those people.”  She turned her head to me.

“Your fault really.  If you’d played better at cards I wouldn’t have been half naked, would I?”  Fair point, I couldn’t disagree with her on that one.

“You didn’t seem to mind,” I added.

Willow blushed, “No, no I didn’t.  I . . . I liked the attention, having their eyes on me.  Being slutty like that . . . submissive . . . and God, the humiliation and degradation you gave me last night.”  She stopped speaking for a moment, clearly thinking about what had happened, the cards and the sex, then her eyes lit up, “Do you think we’ll play again?”  She was asking, hoping that the answer would be yes.  I’d always thought she was quite conservative, coming from a religious background but being exposed had been a real thrill and turn on for her.  And for me, for that matter.

“I’m sure the guys will want to, especially if there’s a chance of seeing you naked.”

She nodded, processing what I’d just said, “And I can convince the girls, I think.”

“Even Susie?”

“She will if everyone else does,” replied Willow with contempt.  They really didn’t like each other.  She rolled back onto her side to face me.  “Anyway, I came twice last night, so I owe you one.”  She put her hand back onto my semi hard cock and started to jerk me again.  “Fancy a blow job?”

“Err, yes please.”  I liked the new, assertively submissive Willow.  I decided to put my hand on her head and push her down onto my cock.  When she was level with my nipples I fisted her hair and pushed.

“Ow,” she said, looking up at me.  I decided to see how much of a slut remained in my little redheaded submissive.

“And this time swallow when I cum,” I growled, giving her an order.  She had never swallowed my cum before, on those rare occasions she sucked my cock she pulled away when I came.  Had I pushed my luck too far?  I expected her to refuse, to release my cock, but she just kept jerking it, never slowing or stopping.

“Sluts swallow,” I said, re-enforcing my authority over her.  “What do sluts do when they give a blowjob?”

Willow held my gaze for 10 seconds before replying, as if considering her options, “Yes Sir, Sluts like me swallow.”

FUCK!

I pushed her down and she parted her lips, she held my balls in one of her hands as she lay between my legs.  I kept my hand on her head so I could control her as she sucked.  She started slowly, licking my shaft up and down, all the time keeping her eyes fixed on my face.

Then she opened wide and took me into her mouth.  I love that sensation, the anticipation and expectation, then the feeling as her warm lips touch my cock and she slid her mouth down – I say she slid her mouth, I had a handful of her hair and was controlling her, pushing her head up and down, just using her mouth as a cock sleeve.  Willow kept her lips in contact with my flesh, up and down, she’d grab a lung full of air when she could, never complaining or trying to pull away.  I was in heaven.

“Use your tongue,” I ordered, gasping the words, I love having my cock sucked, knowing she was going to swallow at the end just made it more exciting.  I couldn’t believe that she was allowing me to order and control her like this.  Willow obeyed me and I could feel her tongue flicking my shaft and helmet.  I put my head back and closed my eyes, it wouldn’t be long until I came.

I moved her faster and faster, trying to get more and more of my cock into her mouth.  Willow gagged a few times but she stuck to her task, she spluttered and gagged as my cock touched the back of her mouth, teasing, trying to enter her throat.  I put my other hand on her head and sped up again, I was bucking really quickly now.  It wouldn’t be long.

“Willow, oh fuck Willow, suck me Willow, I’m . . . I’m going to cum, yes, yes, YESSSS,” I yelled as I came.  Every time before she’d have pulled away, leaving me to spurt into the bed but I held her head still as I shot wave after wave into her welcoming mouth.  Even after I’d stopped cumming she didn’t pull away, she just lay there, my hands on her head, holding her in place, my cock buried in her mouth.

I held her in place for over a minute before I relaxed my grip and she slowly moved up next to me.  She smiled at me, then opened her mouth wide, keeping her eyes fixed on mine.  She showed me that she had a mouthful of my cum.  Willow closed her mouth and I could see her swallow, then she opened wide again to show me that it was empty.

“Thank you,” she said.  I blinked rapidly, what had just happened?  She thanked me?  For what, fucking her mouth like that?  Making her swallow?  Controlling her?  I had no idea.

“No,” I replied, “Thank you.”

We kissed and when I broke it off I looked at her.

“Are you going to swallow from now on Willow?”

“Depends.”

“On what?” I asked

She looked at me, “Do you want me to?”

I decided to push my luck again.  “I expect you to from now on.”  After a blowjob like that I didn’t want to go back to her not swallowing, not force fucking her mouth like that.

She laughed – what is it about redheads, they look so devilish sometimes when they are smiling, “Then I’m going to swallow your cum from now on.”  We kissed again, then I pushed her out of the bed.  Willow looked up at me, I slapped her breast, not hard, just playfully. 

“Go and get us both a coffee,” I ordered her.

“Another order, Sir, my, my, you are getting dominant aren’t you?”

Willow rolled out of bed and stood up, I slapped her ass, harder than I had done her breast.

“Ow,” she said, looking over her shoulder.  She didn’t add to her complaint though, Willow walked to the bedroom door.  I loved watching her walk round the room naked, her breasts bouncing as she walked.  She paused at the door and put a hand onto my robe.

“Am I allowed to wear your dressing robe or should I remain naked?” she asked.

“Really?”

“Your choice,” came the reply.  She really had enjoyed exposing herself, shit, just the night before.  I was sorely tempted to tell her to remain naked, but I thought the better of it and allowed her to slip on the robe.  She almost looked disappointed when she picked it off the back of the door.  As she opened the door it half hid her.  She looked at me, half her face hidden behind the door.

“Are we all going to play poker again next weekend?”

“Fuck yes Willow,” I told her.  I’d discuss this next week with the guys.  But after sex like that I didn’t care who got to see her naked.  I don’t think she did either.  We spent the rest of the morning in bed before heading out for lunch.  I didn’t see the rest of the guys until Sunday, even then we had at least one of the girls with us, so we didn’t talk about the Friday night game until the following week.


Monday 16th March

Morning break at work, the office was only a ten minute walk from our apartment, but we never went into work together.  Paul was usually in first, he had an inhuman ability to wake, shower and be fully functioning.  Jon and Steve would be next in, with me usually bringing up the rear a full hour after Paul got in.  Ah, the joys of flexi time.  Usually we’d all head out for a mid-morning coffee to Starbucks around 10, today was no different.  This was the first time we’d been together, just the four of us.

“I was thinking this Friday maybe we should pick up the girls all go to the racket ball club after work,” said Smokes.  I half opened my mouth to question this, when it struck me he was joking.  I laughed, the rest of the guys half a second behind me.

“Dick.  Or,” I replied, “There’s an imaginative reworking of West Side Story on at the Garrick, set on a future Martain colony with the Jets as humans and the Sharks as actual sharks, all the actors in shark suits and the humans dressed up as actual planes.”  Gentle laughter.  I was trying too hard, the joke was already dead.

“Or we could play cards again,” added Jon with a wink.  This time an actual laugh from everyone.  I opened the door to Starbucks and we collected our order, placed online ten minutes before.  I laughed when I picked up my Grande, Smokes had ordered it in the name of ‘Ginger Tease’.  We found a table in a quiet area and sat, speaking in hushed tones.

“Man,” said Paul, “I can’t believe Willow stripped off like that.  Fucking incredible, it was all Abi could talk about when we went to bed.  Honestly, I had to fuck her to get her to shut up.”  I laughed.

“I noticed her watching alright,” I replied, “Reckon she’s interested in a three way?”  More laughter.  A threesome, 90% of men, straight men, will tell you that it’s their ultimate dream.  And, in my opinion, the other 10% are lying as they know that is the answer that their partner expects them to say.  I had stop myself, I was getting a semi thinking about Abi, Willow and I having a night of fun together.

“You’re a lucky guy,” said Smokes, shaking his head, “All Susie could talk about was how disgusting and slutty Willow was and how she’d never do that.”  He sounded a little sad.

“But she did talk about it right?” I replied.  Smokes let out a little laugh.

“Question is, will any of the girls do it again?” asked Jon.

“Willow will,” I replied, picking up my Americano, “She was literally asking if we could play again next week.”

“For real?” asked Jon.  I just nodded and sipped my coffee.  Always comes too hot, you need at least two of the crappy cardboard rings to pick the damn thing up.

“But, if your girls ain’t prepared to strip, what’s the point?”  I asked.  I looked at them all, Smokes and Paul were looking down.  Jon winked at me, like he knew something.  He opened his mouth, then closed it as a young mother with her child sat down across from us.  He looked at them, then changed the subject to something safe.

“I’m taking Mia to Red Lobster tonight, two for one crab’s back on.  Anyone up for it?”

We all nodded.


Tuesday March 17th

Iwas in the apartment kitchen reheating my evening meal, an amazing microwave meal for one.  Willow had an essay crisis, her insights into some Shakespearean play were required by midday Wednesday and I had to wait, so a microwaved curry was my evening meal of choice.  Jon and Paul were sat at the table eating when Smokes came in.  He went straight to the fridge and grabbed a beer and sat down.

“No women?” asked Smokes, conspiratorially.

“No,” Paul replied, shaking his head, “We’re all alone.”  Didn’t happen very often, Mia lived with Jon but she was out for a long run, she preferred to go out by herself, she ran much faster and further than Jon.  Abi was out with friends, Susie was likewise working on her studies in the library.

“So Jay,” asked Smokes, looking at me while he lit his Camel, “What was your Friday night like?  We never found out.”

They all laughed – this was the first time all four of us had been alone without any of the girls, completely alone and in private.  Work and Starbucks didn’t count.  I picked up my microwave meal for one and walked to the table.  No one spoke as I sat down, peeled back the lid and stirred it.  I picked up a forkful of the curry and put it in my mouth.  They were all watching me, waiting, hanging on my every word.

“Same as yours,” I replied, “Played a little cards . . .”  Smokes cut me off.

“Dickhead,” he replied, shaking his head and pointing at me with his cigarette, “After the card game.”

“Boys,” I replied, trying to sound serious but failing and breaking into a laugh as I spoke, “It was fucking awesome!  I though Willow would bottle it and refuse to remove her bra, but man, what a trooper.”  They all nodded, they’d all previously admitted to liking her, in much the same way as I fancied all of their girlfriends.

“And you were OK with her standing there topless were you?” asked Paul, eyes wide open, “I mean, we were all ogling her.  Even Abi admitted she couldn’t take her eyes off Willow’s tits.”  I’d noticed of course, we all had.  In my mind all girls are bisexual.  In my dreams they certainly are.

“Well, let’s put it this way,” I replied, “When we got into bed she was like a wild fucking animal.  Never see her so adventurous.”  This was weird – we just don’t discuss things like this in our group.  I don’t think that boys generally do.  That’s why we spend hours discussing Football, the Sox chances in the World Series, it means we don’t have to spend any time on serious stuff.

“Go on,” said Jon, leaning forward.  I told them about her crawling across the floor, spanking her, albeit gently, how she made me degrade her and humiliate her.  They all listened, open-mouthed, drinking in every word, every syllable, hanging on every gesture.  It was nice being the center of attention.  More than once one of them accused me of lying.  When I’d finally finished by describing the morning blow job and how she’d shown me my cum before swallowing I had a semi, I’m pretty sure that they all did too, just thinking about face fucking Willow like that.

“Lucky bastard,” said Jon and Paul together, clearly thinking about face fucking Willow and slapping her breasts.  They were right, I was a lucky bastard.

When I’d finished we sat in silence for a few minutes waiting for our semis to recede.  Paul recovered fastest, he went to the fridge and pulled out four more beers, putting them on the table.

“Question is, how do we top it?” asked Paul, picking up his beer and downing a couple of inches.

“Simple,” said Jon, “Next time the losing team goes naked.”  We all laughed

“Fuck that,” said Smokes, “No one, NO ONE wants to see Jay naked.  Sorry bud.”  They all laughed again, he was right.  But I had to defend myself.

“Willow does.”  He slanted his head to the side.

“Redheads are insane man,” he added, to more laughter.  He might well be correct.  As to his point about seeing me naked, generally he wasn’t wrong.  I could lose 20lbs and still be overweight.  I really should start going down the gym with them.

“OK then,” I said, “How about we play until one of the girls is naked.  And then she has to clean up naked.  I’m pretty sure Willow would.”  There was silence for a moment while they absorbed this.

“Ay, and you’ll be the one that gets spanked if you lose again.”  Laughter.  I raised my middle finger to Smokes, but he may well have been right. 

“Mia will do it,” said Jon with certainty.  I looked at him.  He spoke with the air of a man who knew what he was saying was a fact, not a possibility.  We all thought for a moment about what he’d just said. 

“You seem very sure of that Jon,” I said.

Jon leaned his head back and thought for a moment.  I looked at my other roommates, he was thinking.  No one spoke, he had something on his mind and we just had to wait while he tried to decide if he was going to share.  We waited for almost a minute.  In the end he scratched his chin as he started to speak.

“How long have we known each other?”  He looked round the table, “Six years?  Maybe seven?  What I’m about to say goes no further OK?  I mean that, you don’t tell anyone.  Ever.  Not even your girlfriends.”

We all looked at each other before we agreed, what was he about to say?  This was clearly something big.  We all nodded our agreement to the condition.

“OK, I’ve been with Mia for almost four years.  For the last two she has been my slave.”

My fork was half way to my mouth, Paul was drinking his beer and Smokes had the obligatory Camel in his mouth.  I paused and put the fork down, Paul put his beer down, Smokes just left his Camel hanging from the corner of his mouth – he wasn’t inhaling, it just hung there.  No one spoke or moved.  Eventually Paul said what we were all thinking.

“Could you say that again?  For a moment I thought you said Mia was your slave.”  Mia, MIA? 

“Mia is my slave.  I own her.  She does whatever she is told.  And if she doesn’t, I punish her and then she does it.  Look it up guys, it’s called BDSM and Mia and I are into it.  If I tell her we are playing strip poker and if I lose she will be naked in front of us all then Mia will be naked in front of us all.  If I tell her to climb on the table, masturbate, film it and upload it to Pornhub she will.  If I tell her she’s going to fuck everyone in the apartment, girls included she’ll fuck each and every one of you, without question.”

We were all exchanging glances.  It fell to Smokes of course to state the obvious.

“Bullshit man.”

“I’m serious, Mia is my slave.”  He looked serious, but . . .

“Fuck off,” said Paul, eventually.

“Ever wondered why none of us do any housework, yet the place is always clean?” said Jon.  He looked round the table at us.  “When’s the last time one of you washed the dishes?  Filled the beer fridge?  Cleaned the bathrooms?  Emptied the dishwasher or did any vacuuming? Anyone?”

There was silence.  Jon continued,  “I told Mia it was her responsibility and if she didn’t do it, and do it well, she’d get punished.  So, she does it all.”

I thought about it, shit he was right.  I’d not cleaned a damn thing for almost two years, since we’d moved in, I’d just assumed that one of the other guys did it.  We looked at each other, everyone was following the same line of thought.  Shit, we’d talked about getting cleaners when we arrived but never did anything about it, just put it off.  Then of course there was no need, the place was always spotless.  I smiled at Jon with new found respect for my friend and his, well, his slave.

“Fuck, fuck,” yelped Smokes, his Camel had burnt down and he’d burned his lips.  He used his fingers to flick it out of his mouth, his picked up the burnt filter from the table and stubbed it out.  We all laughed, then he carried on talking.  “How the fuck did you manage that?” He asked the question we were all thinking.  You read about this stuff, watch video about this but actually live it?

Jon tilted his head back and thought back.  “We’ve been seeing each other for what, four years now, it started small, these things always do.”  I was thinking about my night with Willow.  Calling her a whore and a slut and a cumdump, that was all small, in the big scale of things.  It had been huge for me at the time.  He carried on.

“One night when I was drunk I asked her if I could tie her to the bed.  It took a bit of discussion, but eventually she said yes.  I tied her to the bed, in a X then blindfolded her, I toyed with her, brought her to the edge of orgasm and denied her several times, before I finally fucked her, I’m amazed none of you heard her screaming when she came.”  He smiled, thinking back on that moment.

“Next day we talked about it, she said she’d loved being tied up and it just evolved.  We moved onto gags, spanking – hand spanking at first, then onto my belt.  One day I stopped by a sex shop and bought a collar and some cuffs – you guys had all gone to NYC for the weekend.  Anway, I brought it out and we played at Master/Slave for the weekend.  Best. Weekend. Ever.  My balls ached from fucking her.”  No one spoke, no one wanted to interrupt his story. 

“So we played more and more often, on our second anniversary we went for dinner, I gave her a small necklace, you’ve all seen it, she wears it all the time.”  I thought about it, plain silver with a ring at the front, Jon was right, I’d never seen Mia not wearing it.

“That’s a day collar.  She wears it all the time, only time it ever comes off is when she wears her real collar, she’d got several.”  He picked up his beer and drank some.  “Anyway, I got her that collar, in return she gave me a slave contract, she signed her life over to me 24x7x365 for life.  No release clause.  TPE”  Day collar . . . contract . . . TPE . . . I had no idea what most of this meant, I mean I could work out 24x7x365 but the rest of it?  It was like some foreign language.  I didn’t want to show my ignorance, Google would come to my rescue later.  TPE it turns out means Total Power Exchange.  Mia had surrendered all rights to him, he controlled every aspect of her life.

“That can’t be a legal contract, can it?” asked Paul, raising his tone for the last two words to stress his surprise.

“’Course it’s not legal, it’s symbolic.  But she willingly submits to my control, my dominance, my ownership of her.  She’s got a safe word of course, but I can’t remember the last time she used it.”

“What’s a safe word?” I asked, there were too many new terms around.  He laughed.

“If I push her too far, all she has to do is use her safe word and I stop.  In the early days she used it a fair bit, while we both worked out what her limits were, and mine for that matter.  But as we’ve learned more about each other she doesn’t use it any more.  No need, I take her as close as I can to her limits and stop.  Beer anyone?” he asked as he drained his bottle and standing.  We all looked at each other, trying to process what we’d just learned.

“So, if you want a blowjob?” asked Smokes.  His usual confident tone had gone, he was clearly questioning everything he knew, or everything he thought he knew.

“I get a blowjob.  No questions asked.  I’ve had her kneel before me for over an hour sucking my cock without a break.”  I, we all, were thinking about that, fantasizing about it.  No longer a once a month treat during off week.  Mind you, what had Willow agreed to Saturday morning, she’d swallow from now on?  She’d called me Sir once, no, twice.  Surely she was play acting, joking.  Or was she?

“Want Abi as your slave eh Paul?  How about you Jay, fancy having Willow on a collar and leash as you lead her around the house, beating her ass with a cane if she displeases you?”  I didn’t laugh at that, everyone else did.

“Willow’s no slave,” I said, but not confidently, I was questioning that.  Maybe she was no slave, but what she surely was, was a little submissive.  Perhaps more than just a little even.  But a slave?  My voice got thinner as I repeated my statement, trailing off at the end.  “Willow’s no slave.”  I wasn’t sure of anything anymore.

“Probably not,” replied Jon, cocking his head, “And even if she was, would you want to be her owner?”  I didn’t answer, I needed time to think, what did I want?  I rubbed my chin with my hand, I wanted someone else to speak.  I wanted to be alone, to think.  My curry was going cold on the table, I’d forgotten all about it.

“Question is then, how do we find out how submissive your girls are?” asked Jon, “I can see you’re all thinking about it.”  I looked round, he was right, it wasn’t just me.  Must be something in the male brain, hard wired to want to be in control.

“You said start slow, right?” asked Paul.  Jon nodded.

“How about if we play poker again, I already told you Mia will go naked, how about Abi?”  Paul shrugged, he didn’t know.  He shrugged again as he thought about it.

“Willow would strip naked if I lose.”  I was confident of that at least.

“When,” they all replied in unison.

“Fuck off,” I said smiling and flipping the bird at them, it was a friendly taunt from everyone.

“You seem very confident about that,” said Smokes.  They looked at me through the smoke-filled room. 

“She will.  She’s already asked if we can play again next week and she told me she’ll go naked, but only if the other girls are prepared to do the same.”  Smokes shook his head in disbelief.

“Unreal,” he said.

“Abi might,” said Paul, thinking, “But one of the other girls would have to get naked first.”

Smokes went to pick his Camel out of the ashtray, it had burnt down to the tip so he stubbed it out and tapped another one out of the packet.  “I don’t think Susie would, not yet anyway.”

He lit another one and stood up.  He went to the fridge and came back with a six pack. 

“OK, here’s what we’ll do . . . .” he said, opening a cold one for us all . . . .


Friday March 20th

Ilooked round the table, again Jon and Mia on my left, Paul and Abi to my right and Steve/Susie across the table from me.  “So the rules are clear yes?” I said, shuffling the deck.  Everyone nodded.

“And everyone agrees to the rules?”  added Willow, looking at Susie.  She’d been topless last week, this week we were going one step further.  We were playing until one of the girls was naked.  We all agreed, no one wanted to see any of the guys naked but all of the guys wanted to see the girls.  And Willow has told me that she really wanted to see Susie naked to see her humiliated.  I wasn’t sure that Susie would strip off – Smokes assured me that she would.

“I’ll make her,” he’d said with a wink in his eye and with no explanation of how he could be so sure.

I looked round the table and went from girl to girl, starting with Willow who nodded.  “I’ll go naked if Jay loses.”

“Mia?”  Of course I chose Mia next, it was like a court room, don’t ask a question unless you know the answer.  Mia beamed at me, then at Willow and back at me.  Two down, herd instinct and not wanting to be the weak link would take over now.

“I’ll go naked if Jon loses.”  Of course she would, Jon had told her she would.

I turned to face Paul and Abi.  “Abi?”  Third most likely.  More nervously that either Willow or Mia she nodded.

“I will,” she said quietly, holding Paul’s hand and squeezing it as she spoke.

“That just leaves you Susie.”  She didn’t speak, just nodded, clearly nervous and terrified, but also confident that Smokes would win.  Well, not lose anyway.

I continued.  “So, I lost last week,” jeers from the boys, Willow smiled behind me, “So I get to pick the game and get first deal.  The game is seven card stud.”  That shook them all up, they were expecting Texas hold ‘em again.  Well, I needed to get a competitive advantage.  And personally I’d love to play until one of the girls was naked.  As long as it wasn’t Willow – I wasn’t sure how long she’d keep playing if I kept on losing.

“The starting fund is $5,000 each, rebuy is $10,000 per item of clothing.  Little blind is $100 to start, doubling every four rounds, max little blind is $800.  Everyone to remain silent at all times whilst we’re playing – if anyone speaks that team’s girl forfeits an item of clothing, feel free to speak between rounds.  Once down to your underwear you must stand with your arms folded behind your back until the game ends.  Naked girl to clean up after the game while we all watch.  Ready?”

Everyone nodded again.  I picked up the cards, shuffled and passed the deck across for Smokes to cut.  Then while I dealt Jon, on my left, put $100 into the pot, Smokes the big blind of $200, I dealt two cards face down to each player.  I got a seven and Jack.  Not great but could be worse.  I wasn’t going to bet on that though.  I tried to keep my face straight.

We all passed on the first bet, so at least I got to stay in.  The three face up cards were dealt, Ace, Jack and a pair of sevens.  This was more like it, a full house on the first round.  So happy I’d not folded.  No one had had such a good hand last week, I did my best to show no emotion as I looked round the other players.

Jon and Smokes both passed before Paul put in $500.  I studied him for a moment before I pushed $1,000 into the pot.  Jon folded instantly, then we all looked at Smokes.  Living up to his name he picked up his cigarette and filled his lungs with nicotine.  He held the smoke in for a few seconds before blowing it all out.  He met my gaze and smiled. 

“$4,800, all in,” he said, there was a sharp intake of breath from everyone.  I looked at Susie, she was alarmed at Smoke’s recklessness.

“Fuck that,” said Paul and he folded.  I smiled and pushed all my money into the pot.  Worst case Willow lost her shoes or her sweater and I ended up still in with $10,000 for the rebuy.  I hesitated, letting the pressure build before I pushed my pile of chips into the center.

“Call,” I said, “All in.”

There was nothing to do but deal one more card each.  I burned the top card before pushing one across the table, face down.  Smokes looked at his next card and smiled.  He put all three of his hole cards down on the table, face up, he was grinning wildly, he expected to win.  Understandable.  I looked a Susie, she was relieved.

“Ace high flush in spades,” he said.  I held his gaze and turned over my cards, not even looking at my new card.  It didn’t matter.  I’d already won.

“Full house, sevens over Jacks,” I replied, my voice soft with an air of confidence.  I’d won, I’d taken the first hand and doubled my pile of chips.  I heard Willow breathe out, I turned to look at her, we looked into each other’s eyes with a sense of relief.  I’d not lost the first hand.

Paul, Jon, Mia and Abi laughed.  Smokes didn’t react for a moment, then he laughed too.  We all looked at Susie.  Smokes spoke to her.

“OK Susie, you know the rules.  Lose your shoes, or pick something else.”

Susie didn’t reply, but she stood up and removed her heels.  We all admired her ass as she bent over to put them to one side.  Susie smiled at us and sat back down, picked up her beer and took a long drink.  Early days.

As dealer and banker I counted out $10,000 in chips and passed them to Smokes.  Willow smiled at me, I’d done well, it was early days but surely better to have won $5,300 on the first round than to have lost $600.

Jon was the next to have to rebuy and I watched Mia move as she sexily removed her shoes, again we all watched her ass as she bent over.  I couldn’t take my eyes from her necklace, now that I knew what it was.  So much more than a piece of silver jewelry.  I wanted to see Willow wearing one, day in, day out.  That was something for another day.  I was still doing well – I’d lost a couple of thousand since the first round but was still well up.  Smokes had recovered well and was back out in the lead.

The game ebbed and flowed for the next hour until I ended up in a face-off with Paul.  I won again and Abi removed her shoes.  I was hoping to see her naked, she had a great body and I loved her exotic Latina skin.  This meant that Willow was the only fully clothed girl.  Cards-wise at least I was doing something right.

We’d played six times round and the little blind was now up to the maximum $800.  Jon could just make the ante, if he didn’t win the next hand he’d have to rebuy in.  I decided to watch Mia rather than watch Paul, after all she had more to lose than he did.  Smokes knew this as well. 

As soon as the hole cards were dealt he bet $500.  Paul matched the bet, I had a crap hand but bet anyway.  We all looked at Jon.

“I’ve only got, er, $300 boys,” he said, counting his chips, then without looking added, “Take off your shirt Mia.”  Not her shoes, he went straight for her shirt.  The girls looked at each other, why not her shoes to start with?

Mia hesitated, picked up her beer and emptied the bottle.  Last week she’d managed to keep her shirt on but she was going to have to reveal a lot more.  Slowly she put her hands up to the top button and undid it slowly.  We were all watching as she undid button after button.  When they were all undone Mia and pulled her shirt open, revealing her bra.

She was clearly nervous, slave girl or not, she’s tiny with seemingly small breasts.  She opened her shirt wide, pulling it down her arms.  Underneath it Mia was wearing a red push up bra – I was right, she did have small breasts but they suited her frame.  Mia also revealed that she was wearing a red suspender belt, the straps hanging down sexily into her skirt.  I nodded, admiring her body.  Willow punched me, she’d seen me.  I looked at her.

“Come on, this is the point of the game,” I said, lamely.  She didn’t speak, she didn’t need to.  I took the point.  I picked up my beer and took a swig, then looked at Mia again.  I’d missed it at first, she had her belly button pierced with a simple diamond.  That was very sexy.  Mia sat down and folded her arms over her flat stomach.  I counted out another $10,000 for Jon.

Jon took the money and instantly put $1,000 into the pot.  The gambling continued and he lost the round.  We played for ages, all the girls removing clothes as needed.  As we headed towards 11 it was getting tense. 

Mia was by now standing in just her matching red panties and bra.  Opposite her Abi was wearing a pure white matching set, showing off her toned abs and pale brown skin.  Both girls had their arms folded behind their backs.  I was glad my legs were under the table, I had a semi.

Behind me Willow was still seated, she’d lost her shoes, skirt and shirt, but under the rules she could stay seated as she still had her suspenders on.  Across from Willow Susie was also still seated.  She hadn’t lost anything more since the first round.  Smokes is my friend, he’s also an annoying shit, one of these people that’s good at everything.

The next few hands were meaningless, small bets going back and forth.  Then we got into a big hand.  I folded early, a pair of sevens wasn’t going to win anything, but the others all bet big.  When they got to the show down Paul and Jon had both gone all in.  Smokes had enough that he was safe, or rather Susie was safe, for the next round.  But one of Mia or Abi – or both I found myself praying – was about to lose their bra.  The cards were about to be turned over.  I leaned in, elbows on the table, my hands clasped together, watching.  This was actually exciting.

Smokes had dealt, so Paul showed first.  He turned over his three hole cards.

“Straight, ten high,” he said with a big smile on his face.  It’s a good hand, well worth a bet.  I’d have bet on it, especially with only three people left in the round.  I looked at Abi behind him, she was nervous as hell, she was swallowing hard.

“Shit,” said Jon, throwing down his cards, “Three of a kind.”

No one moved, we all knew the consequences of his loss.  Jon turned to Mia.  “Take off your bra Mia.”

Would she do it?  I knew that Jon had described her as his slave, but I wasn’t 100% sure that I believed him.  He’d said when given an order she would obey, if she didn’t she’d be punished, then have to obey.  Her arms were already folded behind her back and we were all looking at Mia.  She had big eyes for her small frame and body and they were open wide.  Jon looked away from her, towards Paul, opposite him at the table.

“Mia, take off your bra.  Now.”  His voice, it was a command.  It demanded her obedience, it was like a man giving an order to his dog.  Dogs, obedient dogs, don’t question their Masters.  Would Mia?

Mia took a deep breath, I saw her arms move, then her bra straps loosened over her shoulders as she unbuckled it.  Slowly Mia took her hands out from behind her back and slipped her left hand under the right shoulder strap and pushed it down her arm.

She used her left hand to push the bra over her arm, covering her nipple with her hand and forearm.  She then repeated the moves with her right hand, extending her arm over her small breasts.  The bra fell to the floor leavings Mia standing, covered her small breasts with her hands and arms.

Mia smiled, looked at everyone in turn then revealed her breasts.  Fuck me, her belly button wasn’t her only piercing, she had metal rings through both of her nipples, stainless steel or actual silver ones in circular hoops.  Mia moved her hands to the opposite breast and rubbed her nipples, which grew quickly as she rubbed them.  We all watched in silence.  Mia smiled at the group then put her arms back behind her back.  I’d never seen pierced nipples in real life before, I mean I’d seen them on internet porn girls, but an actual, living, breathing human being?  This was new.  Welcome and new.  I was thinking about getting Willow’s nipples and belly button done, but I remembered Jon’s advice.  Small steps Padwan, small steps.

Paul whooped, “Yes!”, and Abi hit him, everyone laughed, even Mia.  I tore my eyes away from Mia’s tits and looked at Abi.  The relief was written all over her face.  Paul moved his hands towards the pot.  Smoke’s hand came out and touched Paul, shit, the game was still in progress.

“What are you doing Paul?” asked Smokes.  Paul paused, “You’ve not seen my cards yet, have you?” Smokes added.  We all looked at Smokes.  He smiled, he loved being the center of the attention.  Guess it came with the money and prestige of being a dot com millionaire’s child, the heir to the company.  We were destined for senior management if everything went to plan, Steve would be CEO by 35.

He pushed his three cards forward and fanned them out.  Painfully slowly he turned the first one over, a ten.  Now he had a pair of tens and the pair of threes on the table.  Next he turned over the middle card, a queen.  Nothing there, he still had two pair, the losing hand.

The bastard paused and took a drag on his Camel before flipping the final card.  Another ten, a full house.  I shook my head, he had a flair for both the game and the dramatic.  He looked at Paul and smiled. 

“My pot Paul.”  Paul shook his head, but he was smiling.  He turned to Abi.

“Showtime Abi, take your bra off.”  Abi looked round the table, she took her arms out from behind her back, she was shaking.  Abi slipped the shoulder straps down her arms, then held her breasts, the bra’s clasp was at the front, nestled between her chest.  She held her breasts, fingers on the clasp before putting her arms at her side.  Her mouth was opening and closing, she’d thought she was safe just a minute ago.

“Please,” she said, her voice tailing off into nothing, desperately looking for some support.  By the rules of the game she should also lose her panties for speaking, but no one was going to enforce that on her.  Not this time anyway, you can’t push these things too quickly.  We all had Jon’s words ringing in our ears.

Abi fixed her eyes on Susie first who just smiled an evil smile at her.  No support there.  Next Abi looked at Mia, who was smiling at her, dressed in just her tiny panties, her pierced nipples on display.  Finally she looked to Willow for support.  Willow was having none of it, she shook her head, she’d stood there almost naked last week, why should Abi be let off?

Slowly Abi nodded, then she put her hands up, covering her breasts and unhooked her bra (front fastening – I love that) and she eased it off her tits.  Her bra fell open, still hanging off her shoulders, she kept her hands covering her tits.  She looked round the table again.  Then very slowly she pushed her bra off her shoulders and it slipped down her arms.  She moved her arms one by one to allow it to fall to the floor, always keeping her nipples covered.  When it was on the floor she stood there in silence, her left arm hiding her modesty.  Paul turned to her.  His voice was cold.

“Put your hands behind your back Abi.”  It was the sound of a confident man, one who assumed his orders would be obeyed.

Abi continued to shake as she pulled her arm away from her tits.  Finally we could see them, she had a great pair, they hardly moved as the bra came off.  She folded her arms behind her back and defiantly looked around the room.  Mia looked confident in her nakedness, she smiled at Abi, last week Willow had loved being the center of attention, but Abi?  Abi looked terrified.  I looked behind me, Willow was admiring Abi’s rack, that was interesting. 

We played on, I was next to have to rebuy, Willow removed her stockings and suspenders without discussion and stood up in her bra and panties.

The game continued, my luck had changed and I (or rather Willow) was safe, Paul and Jon were both hemorrhaging chips.  The little blind was now up to $2,000 and I reckoned that both of them had only just more than that in front of them, if Jon didn’t win before it was his turn for the big blind he’d lose by default.

Smoke’s deal, so Paul put in $2,000, leaving him with very few chips, I easily made the $4,000 for the big blind. I was right, Jon only had about $1,000 more left.  Smokes dealt, if Jon didn’t win this round the game was over.  My hole cards were nothing special and I passed, as did everyone else.  Next he dealt four cards face up.  That was better – I had a pair of Queens.  On the table was a Queen, a Jack and a pair of 5s.  Two pair even.

I was in no rush and passed again.  Jon didn’t hesitate and pushed all his chips into the pot.  He had to, it was that or lose by default.  Smokes folded.  Paul hesitated and looked at his cards again, always a bad sign.  He counted his chips, $900.

“Looks like I have no choice,” he said and pushed $900 forward.  He’d spoken, but so what.  That was it, either Abi or Mia was about to be fully naked.  I surveyed the room as well, there were empty beer bottles, Pringles tubs and general untidiness.  The rules were clear, the losing girl had to clean the room – on Tuesday we’d decided that this meant not just tidying up the beer bottles, it meant cleaning the room.  I guessed it would take her an hour or more.

I folded, there was no point staying in the game.  It was over.

Jon eyed Paul, “Shall we just turn over our hole cards?”

“Might as well,” replied Paul, shrugging.  I looked at the two girls, Mia, still confident, Abi almost shaking.  Ah well, don’t agree to things if you’re not going to follow up on them.  Despite her fear, she didn’t speak, still a 50:50 chance of not having to be totally naked.  Her nipples were like bullets, not from cold though.

Jon flipped his cards.  A seven and a five.  Three of a kind.  Paul did likewise, he had a Jack and an eight.  It all depended on their next card.  It was going to come down to blind luck again.  I looked at Abi, she was terrified, fear was written all over her face, she’d been hoping beyond all hope that Paul would have had it in the bag, but no, he was behind.  I looked at Mia, she didn’t seem that bothered, but then Jon was winning.  Luck would settle it.

Smokes burned the top card then dealt one face up to Paul, who breathed a sigh of relief, but nowhere as big as the one Abi let out, she even started to smile, a Jack.  His two pair had become a full house of Jacks over eights.  There was only one card left that could save Mia from going naked, a 2.5% chance.  Steve paused again, you could cut the tension in the room with a knife.  He pushed the top card off the deck and slid it to Jon, face down.

“I think you two should know first,” he said, grinning.  I, we all, watched as Jon picked it up, he showed it to Mia and they both started to laugh.  I stole a glance at Abi, she was shaking with fear, she clearly thought that they’d been dealt the seven that they needed to win the game and save her modesty.  Jon flipped the card onto the table,  face up.

An Ace, meaningless in the context of the game. I could hear Abi breathe out, how long had she been holding her breath?  She put her hands over her mouth, she wasn’t going to have to go completely naked.  Well, not this time anyway.  Mia was going to have to strip.

Jon shook his head and laughed.  He rubbed his ear with a finger and swigged from his beer.  He wasn’t that bothered that he’d lost.  In fact, he seemed totally OK with it.

“OK Mia, time to show the guys the rest of your piercings.” 

The rest of her piercings . . . the rest of her . . .

Mia didn’t speak, she unfolded her arms and put her index fingers into her panties and pushed them down, over her hips, down her short legs.  She bent at the waist as she pushed them down her calves before stepping out of the lacy material.

She kicked them away and straightened up before folding her arms back behind her back, as naked as the day she was born.  Jon was the only person not looking at her smooth, hairless body.  I looked at Susie, she had her eyes fixed on Mia’s pussy.

“Turn around Mia,” he ordered her, “Bend over and show them your pussy – and your tattoo.”  Tattoo?  They way he’d said it, like it was something special or different.

Mia did as she was told, she turned round, bent over.  She opened her legs wide and put her hands onto her ass cheeks and pulled her them apart.  I don’t think anyone was breathing.  Her outer labia were pieced with two simple studs in each.  Her clit had a ring in it, I’d never seen anything like it in real life.  I couldn’t tear my eyes away for what felt like minutes, when I did I looked round the table, everyone was transfixed.

And shit, on her left ass cheek was a tattoo of a naked woman, on her knees with her legs wide open with her arms outstretched.  I was getting hard just looking at her.  I looked at Willow, she was staring at Mia, she couldn’t tear her eyes away, no one could.

Mia stayed like that for maybe five minutes before Jon allowed her to straighten up.  When she did he ordered her to tidy up.  Abi took that as a sign and bent to pick up her bra.

“No Abi,” said Paul, “We lost, that stays off until we go to bed.  And we’re not doing that until this room is tidy.”  He pulled back his chair and told Abi to sit on his knee.  She hesitated and Paul spoke to her.  “Or sit on Jay’s knee, your choice.”  He winked at me.

Abi hesitated before deciding Paul had made the best offer so she sat on his knee and put her arm around him.  Paul put one of his hands onto her breast.  She made to remove his hand a few times before accepting what was happening and left it.  Susie sat on Smokes and Willow sat on me.  We sat and talked (girls joining in) while Mia cleaned and tidied.

When my beer was empty I just shouted at Mia, “Mia, get me a beer.  And anyone else want one?”  There were general nods and grunts, almost everyone wanted one.  We ignored Mia, I heard her open the fridge and pull out the bottles, listening to them clank as she opened them and ferried them over to the table.

Poor Mia, she had to struggle with six beers, Susie said she’d had enough to drink.  We sat and chatted, talking about the game and making plans for the weekend, watching and admiring the half-naked and totally naked girls as we talked and Mia worked.

It took Mia just under an hour to do everything apart from the vacuuming.  When she came in with the machine she plugged it in and started to vacuum we all stood up and headed to bed.  As Smokes walked past he slapped Mia on her ass.  Paul did the same, as did I.  What surprised me was Willow also gave her a hard slap as she walked past and held her hand there for a good few seconds after she’d slapped Mia, the two girls looking into each other’s eyes.  I smiled, I was in for a good night.  We left Jon and Mia in the kitchen area as we all headed for our rooms.

As soon as my room door shut Willow removed the rest of her clothes and dropped to the floor, without being asked.  I was sat on the edge of the bed and she took my cock into her mouth and sucked till I was hard.  When I was fully erect she popped me out of her mouth and started to talk to me.

“Did you see Mia,” she asked, wrapping her hand round my cock and started to jerk me slowly, her hand sliding up and down my wet cock, “Did you see her piercings and tattoos?”

“Of course,” I replied, “She looked hot.”

“And that tattoo . . . sexy . . . sexy . . . Fuck me Jay, fuck me now.”

“Get on the floor,” I told her.  Willow pushed herself back and lay on her back.

“No,” I told her, “Roll over, get on your hands on knees.  I’m going to fuck you like an animal.”  She moaned as I said animal.  Willow rolled over and raised herself up as I’d told her.  We’d never fucked like this before.  She parted her knees and pushed back, her pussy exposed.  I slid off the bed and put my hands on her hips. 

Willow leaned on her left arm and pushed her right arm between her legs and grabbed my cock.  She jerked me slowly, pulling my cock towards her soaking wet hole.  I gasped as she lined up my helmet with her pussy and she pulled me in.

“Put your head on the floor Willow,” I ordered her.

Willow didn’t speak, she lowered her head down, her shoulders touching the carpet.  She turned her head to one side and opened her mouth, groaning as I slid inside her.

To get a better hold of her I let go of her hips and grabbed her shoulders, pulling my hands down her arms, over her elbows towards her wrists.  When I had them in my hands I pulled them hard, forcing her back further onto my cock.  Willow winced in pain as I pulled, but she didn’t ask me to stop. 

Next I pulled her wrists into the small of her back and crossed them, holding both of her delicate thin wrists in my left hand.  I crushed the bones together, again Willow gasped but she didn’t ask me to stop, all the time pounding her little pussy.

To complete my dominance over her I leaned forward and grabbed a handful of her long red hair in my right hand and pulled back firmly.  Willow’s neck snapped back, her chin now on the floor and I kept fucking her, she was unable to move in the position she was in.  If she asked me to stop I would, but she said nothing and she just assumed the position of my fuck toy.

I kept fucking her in that dominant/submissive pose, holding her in place, leaving her unable to move.  Poor Willow was groaning and moaning – half in pleasure, half in pain as I fucked her hard, she pushing back against me.

“Fuck me Jay, do what you want with me, enjoy yourself,” she gasped through her panting, “Don’t think about me.  I’m yours, I’ll do whatever you want.”  Who could refuse such an offer?

I started to pant, I was getting close, Willow was being so submissive it was one hell of a turn on.  “I’m going to cum in you Willow, fuck I’m going to cum.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me Jay, fuck me hard.  Cum in you whore’s pussy, fill me up with your cum.”

I let go of her wrists, I wanted to play with one of her tits.  Good girl, she didn’t move her arms from where I left them.  I reached under her and grabbed one of her huge tits, my fingers seeking her nipple.  When I found it I took it between my finger and thumb and squeezed hard.

“Aaarrrrg,” screamed Willow, “Hurt me more, really hurt me.”  Fuck, she was turning me on.  I squeezed harder and she cried out again.  I was going to cum in her.

“I’m cumming Willow . . . YESSSSSSS.”  I stopped fucking her, my cock buried in her pussy.  I pulled harder on her hair and she cried out again.  This was incredible. 

Finally I stopped cumming, I still didn’t let up and I held her in place for ages before I released her.  I pulled out of her and sat back up on the end of the bed.  Willow didn’t move for a moment.  When she did she got back onto all fours and crawled away from me to the far side of the bedroom, I could see my cum dripping out of her, down her leg.

When she reached the wall she turned round and looked up at me, then crawled back, flexing her body, her ass wiggling as she moved.  When she reached me she got onto her knees and kissed my cock, taking it into her mouth.  She sucked it straight down.

“Do you like the taste of your pussy?” I asked, stroking her hair.  I wanted to know

“Mmmmmm,” she hummed as she sucked, she broke off briefly and spoke softly, “I love the taste of my pussy on your cock.”

“Who loves the taste of her own pussy?” I asked, she didn’t answer immediately.  She took my cock out of her mouth and into her hand as she looked up from her position on the floor between my legs.

“Your cum addicted whore of a girlfriend loves the taste of her own pussy on your cock Sir,” she whispered.  This was unexpected, I’d expected her to say no but that she wanted to please me.  I was drunk and pushed my luck.

“Maybe one day you’d like to suck another girl’s wetness off my cock.”  Shit, she looked up at me.  I’d been thinking aloud.

“I would if you wanted me to.  Or maybe I could just taste her pussy directly?”

She didn’t wait for an answer and took me back into her mouth and sucked up and down.  I could see her hand moving between her legs as she played with herself.  What the hell.

“Keep sucking my cock Willow, imagine you’re sucking Mia’s pussy off my cock.”

Willow moaned, her hand flying quickly over her clit.

“I could make you kneel at the end of the room while I fucked her.  You’d watch her bouncing up and down on my cock.  She’s got a tiny body, her cunt is so tight.  I’d cum in her, after you clean my cock you’d have to eat my cum from her cunt.”  I carried on, humiliating her by describing how much better a fuck Mia was.  It didn’t take long.

“Fuck, I’m cumming Jay . . . oh fuck, please  . . . PLEASE . . . . I’m cumming . . . . YESSSSSSSS”, she yelled, my cock came out of her mouth as she spoke, then took it straight back in to suck again, I could feel her struggling not to close on my cock, her self-restraint was incredible as she rode the wave of her orgasm.

I’d never heard Willow that loud as she came, my cock still buried in her face.  I could feel her mouth moving, she was doing well not to bite me.  She held me there for almost 30 seconds as she came.  I put my hands on her head to help hold her in place.

When she tried to pull her head away I continued to hold her in place.  She started to struggle, putting her hands onto my legs and pushing.

“No Willow,” I told her – I could feel my cock pulsing as I controlled her – “Put your arms behind your back.”  She didn’t move so I re-enforced the command, “Do it, NOW”. 

Willow did as she was told.  I held her for another 10 seconds before releasing her.  She pulled straight off my cock and started to breathe quickly, replenishing the oxygen in her system.  She looked up at me, she was kneeling on the floor, her legs apart, arms folded behind her back.  I thought of Mia, the slave girl.  Was this how she knelt before Jon?  Could I make Willow kneel before me like this every day?  Could I make her my slave?  I knew then that I wanted her to be my slave.

I ran my fingers through her thick red hair.  I patted her head and when I tried to pull my hand back she grabbed my thumb in her mouth and she sucked it.  Our eyes met and I spoke to her.

“Good girl,” I said.  Shit, that was so demeaning to her.

“Thank you,” she replied, “Your slut is glad it pleased you.”  It? She just called herself it.

I pulled my thumb out of her mouth and stood up.  “I’m going to the bathroom, stay there, don’t move a muscle,” I told her.  Willow just nodded.  I donned my dressing robe and made for the door.

I came back about 10 minutes later, I’d cleaned my teeth and used the facilities, she was exactly where I had left her, she’d not moved an inch.  I allowed her to use the bathroom, when she came back I was in bed.  Willow got in next to me and put her head on my chest.  I ran my fingers through her hair again.

“Sleep well my little cumslut,” I told her.  She kissed my chest.

“You too,” she replied and we went to sleep, wrapped in each other’s arms.


Saturday March 21st

Iwoke in the morning with the light just creeping round the drapes (my room faces just about East).  First thing I noticed was Willow snuggling up to me, her breasts on my chest, her long red hair half covering me.  Second thing, shit my head hurt.  Not so much one beer too many last night as three or five too many.  I pushed Willow to one side and she rolled over, then I limped out of bed without waking her, slipped on my robe and left my room.  When will I ever learn, if I drink beer drink a pint of water at bed time.  Sure, I’ll have to go for a piss in the night, but at least the following morning won’t be a write off.

Next was a quick visit to the bathroom before entering the kitchen, that first piss of the morning always feels like heaven.  It was still early, I checked my watch, just before nine am.  I needed coffee and I could smell it.  But first, a glass of water.  I downed that and instantly felt worse, before I found the Tylenol and took two with another glass of water.  I’d start to feel better soon.  I could still smell the coffee.  I turned round, there was a pot on the go.  Of course there was, there always was in the morning.  Thank you Mia, I thought.  I took a cup out and poured myself one.

Holding my cup I moved from the kitchen table, sat down and poured the hot black liquid down my throat.  Ah, that felt a little better, every step was one closer to becoming a fully functioning human being again, I could even feel my headache recede a little.  Next stop would be the shower, ten minutes under the steam and I’d be almost back to normal.  Almost.

After my shower I did feel better.  Wrapped in a towel under my robe I got two cups of coffee from the percolator and went back to my room.  I kicked open the door with my foot and went in as quietly as I could, I hoped Willow would still be asleep.  She likes to wake up to the smell of coffee.

I turned as I went into my room, I put the coffee down on the desk and closed the door with my hands, took off my robe and hung it on the door then turned to see if she was awake.  Holy fuck she was awake alright, Willow was out of the bed and kneeling on the floor, like she had been the previous night, legs wide apart, her smooth, hairless pussy on display, hands palm up on her thighs, head down.  I looked at her, taking in the situation, processing what I could see in front of me.

“Coffee?”  I asked, eventually, breaking the ice.

“Yes please and thank you,” she replied.  Willow didn’t move so I bent down and put the cup between her legs.  She used her right hand and picked it up, then started to drink.  I could feel my cock twitch, as if it had a life of its own as she knelt submissively in front of me.  I sipped on my coffee, staring at her full chest.  Neither of us spoke.  When I’d drunk half my mug I spoke to her.

“Have you been like that for long?”

“Since you got out of bed,” she replied, “I can’t see a clock, I don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for you to come back.”  I looked, shit, almost 25 minutes.  I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing and drank up.  When I finished I grabbed the desk chair and pulled it between her legs, then sat on it.  Willow took her last mouthful and looked up at me.  My cock had a life of its own now, she smiled at me and put her hands on my thighs, under the towel and slid them up.  The towel came undone and she leaned in, extending her tongue and licked my cock from the base to the tip.

She lined her mouth up with my shaft and took it gently into her willing mouth.  For a girl that had rarely sucked my cock until last week this still felt magical.  I gasped as I realized she still had a mouthful of warm coffee and the heat on my cock felt incredible – I’d never experienced anything like that before.  I didn’t speak, just relaxed back on the chair as she used her mouth, up and down, up and down, teasing me with her tongue.  The coffee was cooling, the sensation wasn’t entirely unpleasant but I was glad when she took a break and swallowed it.

Up and down she worked, legs never moving, never complaining.  The pain in her hips must have been considerable but she stuck to her task.  I leaned in and took hold of her ample beasts and squeezed, normally I’d caress and be gentle with them, today I wanted her to feel a little pain. I wanted to hurt her.  Willow whined a little when I crushed her nipples in my fingers, but she didn’t stop.  Instead she started to jerk the base of my cock, timing her strokes to match her mouth, lips touching her hands as she moved up and down.

My balls were drenched in her spit, she was doing a good job of choking herself and gagging, so I was covered in her saliva.  I was getting close, my cock trembling in her mouth as she worked up and down.  I squeezed her nipples hard, sinking my nails into her sensitive skin and she half cried out, the sound of her in pain pushed me over the edge and I started to cum, pumping load after load into her mouth, grunting as I came.  As expected now, when I finished cumming she sat back and opened wide to show me the load in her mouth, then she swallowed greedily and smiled as she looked up at me.

“Can I get you another drink Jay?”

“Yes please Willow,” I replied.  I watched as she pushed back and brought her knees together, then she put her hands on my knees to raise herself up, her face had indications of pain as she moved, she’d been kneeling like that for over 30 minutes and I guess she was pretty stiff.  When she was upright she flexed her legs once or twice before moving to the door.  At the door she took my robe off the hook.  I decided to see how far I could push my luck with her.

“Put that back,” I ordered Willow as I turned to face her, “Did I tell you you could wear clothes?”  She looked at me, shook her head and smiled to herself, then hung it back on the door.

“Shall I go naked then Jay?”

I smiled.  “Yes.”  It was a good risk, normally we’re the first up on a Saturday and that’s normally gone 10.  It was nine forty-five and I’d be amazed if anyone else was up. Though, thinking about it, the percolator was full of coffee.  Mia was up and about maybe? She smiled at me and nodded, then picked up the coffee cups, opened the door and went through it.  I stood up, wiped her saliva off my cock with the discarded towel and got into bed.  Willow was soon back and she climbed into bed with me.

“That was pretty thrilling,” she said as she sipped her refill, “I kept thinking I’d get caught.”

“Well,” I replied, “It’s not like they’ve never seen you naked before is it?”  Willow laughed and hit me with a pillow. 

“They’ve not seen my pussy before, have they?  The difference is that this time I did it because you ordered me to.  I’d do anything you order me to.  In my current mood,” she added, almost as an afterthought.

I sat back and sipped my coffee.  I needed to think about what she’d just said.  I needed to talk to Jon about him and Mia.  How should I proceed?


Wednesday March 25th

Iwas pretty sure that Jon and I were alone in the apartment, Smokes and Paul had said they’d see us later when they slipped out.  We were going to meet them in a local bar.  I needed to talk to him about Willow.  Jon is my best friend, we’d roomed together in our first year at college.  He was the only one I could open up to.  And, given that Mia was his slave, he was probably the only one that would have any experience to offer.

“Jon,” I said, my voice low and quiet to show I was being serious, “Jon, I need to talk to you.”

Jon looked at me, I could almost see his brain working out that I wasn’t about to ask for $10.  “If you’re about to tell me you’re gay and pronounce undying love for me I don’t want to hear it.  Otherwise let me grab a couple of beers and we can talk.”  He’d worked out that this was something serious.  We sat at the kitchen table and he opened the beers, gave me one.  We clinked then downed a couple of inches.  I didn’t know where to start.  I just sat in silence.  In the end he stepped in and saved me.

“Is this going to take all night Jay – we’re supposed to be shooting pool with Steve and Paul.”

I blushed, I was avoiding speaking.  I couldn’t form the words I needed to.  “I . . . I need to talk to you about Willow.”

“Shit, is she pregnant?”

“No, at least I don’t think so.”

“Fuck, is she leaving you?”

“No, not that either.”  I drank a bit more.

“Jay, if I have to play 20 questions to get out of you what’s wrong we could be here all night.”

He was right.  I picked up my beer and downed it, the cold liquid soothing my suddenly parched throat.  I could feel it starting to work in my stomach, the instant hit of alcohol warming me and bringing me the confidence to speak.

“I . . . I . . . look, the last couple of nights Willow has been, how shall I put this, she’s been, she’s been more than a little submissive towards me.”  There, I’d said it.  It was out in the open.

Jon wiped his face with his hand, then picked up his beer and drank some. 

“And you wanted to talk to me as that’s how Mia and I are?”  He asked, I just nodded in response.  Jon smiled at me then stood up. “Let me get you another beer bud.  You look like you need it.”  He walked to the fridge and came back, opened one and passed it to me.

“How submissive has she been?” he asked.  I had no idea how to quantify that.  I took the cowards way out.

“Three.”

“Dick.  What’s she been asking you to do?”

I told him about her wanting to be held down, kneeling before me and going to the kitchen, naked, to get coffee, just because I told her to.  I told him about humiliating her, spanking her and the like.  When I finished speaking he looked at me.

“One second Jay,” he said.  He took out his phone and typed a quick message, then looked back at me.

“And how do you feel about this?  You OK with it?”

“I’m, I’m not sure,” I replied, “Don’t get me wrong, having her so submissive and suddenly becoming so adventurous in bed is fantastic.  I mean, who wouldn’t want a hot girl obeying your orders and sucking your cock on demand?”

Jon nodded, drank a little then spoke to me more seriously.  “How far do you want to take it?”

“I don’t know, I mean, I don’t know how far I can.”

“Jay, one of the hardest parts of owning Mia is having to think for two people.  You’re not just in command of yourself, you have to think for her as well.  But that’s not the hardest.  The hardest is when she fucks up, you have to punish her.”

My eyes opened wide as he said that.  “Pardon?”

Jon laughed, “When Mia fucks up I punish her.  I inflict pain on her as a reminder of how she’s fucked up.  Could you bring yourself to hurt Willow?  Not just slap her a little, I mean really hurt her, hurt her so that she’ll still have the marks on her a few days later, hurt her so she’ll be crying tears of pain?”

I thought about this.  “I don’t know.”  I was serious, could I bring myself to hit a woman, I mean really hurt Willow?

“Well,” he said, “If you can’t, you’re never going to make it as a slave owner.  Mate, it sounds to me like Willow might want to be a slave, or at least she’s becoming more and more submissive and that will maybe lead her to being a slave.  But if you’re not prepared to go the other way and become her Master, you’re going to lose her to someone who will.”

Shit, I hadn’t thought of it like that.  Jon continued to speak.

“You need to know what your limits are Jay.  Not just her limits, you have to respect those.  But what are your limits buddy?”  Jon winked at me and raised his voice, shouting at the door. “Get your skanky slave ass in here right now whore”.

I looked at the door, shit I’d thought we were alone in the apartment.  Mia crawled into the kitchen, she was naked.  On her neck the silver day collar had gone and instead she was wearing a black leather collar with a leash hanging down from it, trailing on the floor.  Mia looked up at me and blushed, but crawled to Jon and offered him her leash.  I was transfixed, I couldn’t speak as I watched them.  Mia raised herself up onto her knees, opened them wide and folded her arms behind her back, her head down.

Jon thrust out his hand, the one holding Mia’s leash and pushed the loop into my hand, I took it without thinking, Mia was naked, submissive and I was holding her leash.  My cock was going hard just looking at her.  Jon downed his beer and he stood up, he looked at the kitchen clock and spoke to Mia.

“Mia, Jay is aware of our relationship.  I’m going out now to meet the boys and I’ll cover for you Jay.  I won’t be back before 11, none of us will – I’ll call if that changes.  When I do get back, I expect to find you in my room Mia, alone.  Until then I give you to Jay for the evening.  You will never speak of what the two of you do.  Period.  Even if I ask or order you, you must never reveal what goes on between you.  Understand?”  She looked at Jon, then at me, then back to Jon.

“Yes Master,” she replied.

“You will obey his every order as if they were mine, understand?”

“Yes Master.”

“And Jay, do what you like with her.  Just one thing, make sure you whip her hard, several times.  Whip her so she screams in pain, then keep on whipping her until she cries, just to prove to yourself that you can do it.  No objections to that have you Mia?”

“None at all Master,” she said.  Her tone of voice indicated she might not be happy, but she’d obey Jon.  And me, for that matter.

Jon smiled at me.  “Because if you can’t do that buddy, it doesn’t matter how submissive Willow might be, you’ll never cut it as her owner.  Enjoy your evening with a totally obedient slave girl Jay.”

He was almost at the door when I found my voice.  “What, wait Jon.”  He paused then looked at me.  “What can I do with her?”

“Anything.  Fuck her if you want, make her drink your piss.  Parade her naked round the town.  You own her for the next, oh, four hours or so.  Whatever you want.  Mia has no limits, do you slave?”

Mia blushed with embarrassment.  “No Master, your slave has no limits.”

“Three more things Jay.  First, don’t cause any permanent damage to her, no broken bones etc.  Bruises, whip marks are fine.  Second, give her marks out of 10, write on her tiny tits in permanent marker a score.”  Mia blushed when he said tiny tits, she was embarrassed and he exploited that by humiliating her.  “Finally her safe word in Pineapple, if she says Pineapple you must stop what you are doing, instantly and take care of her.  Other than that, see ya Jay, have fun with her little Korean ass,” and with that he was gone.

I didn’t move or speak for a full five minutes, neither did Mia, she just stayed where she was, head down, waiting on my orders.  I really wasn’t sure of myself.  Eventually I found my tongue and spoke to Mia.

“So Mia, you’ll obey my every order?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, “My master’s orders were clear.”  She was even smiling as she said this.

“And you’ll never tell anyone what goes on for the next,” I checked the clock, “four hours or so?”  I had to know and hear it from her lips.

“No Sir, what goes on between us stays between us.  Forever.”

I thought for a moment.  “Why do you live as a slave?”

“Sir, I love being a slave, being controlled, being given things to do, I love not having to make decisions, all that’s taken away from me.  I love pleasing others, it gives me a real high, knowing that I’ve done well and pleased my Master.  Or others for that matter.”

“So if I want to hurt you, I can?”

“Of course you can Sir, you can hurt me as much as you like.  I love receiving pain, it’s a real turn on.”

“Why?” I asked, I was genuinely interested as to why anyone would want to be hurt.  Made no sense to me.  I cry like a baby if I stub my toe.

“Sir, the pleasure in pain is twofold.  First, I’m a masochist.  Pain excites and thrills me, nothing gets me as wet as taking a good beating.  Secondly my Master loves to inflict pain, so receiving it is a pleasure as I know how it makes him feel.  Can I ask you a question Sir?”

“Sure.”

“Do you think you’d like to hurt Willow?  Or me for that matter?”  I nodded, shocked at the revelation in myself.  “Why?  What do you get out of it?”  I had to think, why did I want to hurt this girl, half my weight?

“I, I guess it’s about power and control, subverting you to my will.”

“Thank you Sir, they do say opposites attract.”  I sniffed, interesting observation.

“Stand up,” I ordered her, “Legs apart, let me inspect and touch you.”

“My pleasure Sir.  I hope my body is to your liking.”  It was, after red heads I had a thing for small Asian girls.  Who doesn’t?  Did I feel guilty that I was about to cheat on Willow?  A little, yes.  Scrap that, a lot.  I tried to justify myself, to make excuses.  It wasn’t really cheating, was it – more seeing if I could be the man that I thought Willow wanted me to be, I was learning how to handle a slave, I was just playing, learning.  But the truth is I was cheating on her.  If she ‘experimented’ with Jon I’d be mighty pissed, but hey, Mia was naked, willing to serve and had promised to never discuss the next few hours with anyone.  I’d be a fool not to take advantage.

I put my hand between her legs, touching her pussy.  She was wet, really wet, I rubbed my fingers on her pussy lips, touching the metal embedded there.  I circled it, before thrusting two fingers inside her pussy, fucking her with them.  She moaned softly, she was so wet.  I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked, feeling the bar she had in there with my tongue.

“How long have you been pierced for?” I asked.

“I’m not sure Sir,” came the reply, “My Master had me tattooed and pierced shortly after I was collared.  There’s another one on the back of my neck if you want to look.”  I pulled my fingers out and turned her round.  I pushed her hair to the side, a nine digit number was tattooed onto the back of her neck, I touched it.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Sir, that’s my slave registry number.  There’s a company online that allows slaves to be registered, you get a unique number and a certificate.  It’s not legal of course, but it is real to my Master and me.”  I put her hair back, then ran my hand down her back and onto her ass.  I pulled it back, her ass was black and blue with bruises.

“What happened to your ass?” I asked, I was shocked.

“Sir, on Sundays Jon beats my ass hard until I’m crying and can’t take any more, then he uses me for his pleasure.  It’s an amazing sensation, he cums so hard after beating me it’s unreal, then he’ll hold me and care for me until I recover.  Do you think my bruises look pretty?”

I nodded, Mia looked really happy, she spoke again,  “I do, I’m so proud of them.”  She looked over her shoulder, trying to look at her own ass.

I had to process this, Jon, my mate Jon, so quiet and unassuming, beats Mia every Sunday?

“Why every Sunday?”

“Sir, there are three types of beatings I receive, the first is the regular Sunday maintenance beating.  This is to remind me of my place in the relationship, to establish and remind us both of his power and my submission to him.  Second is when I mess up, then I receive a beating or I have to maintain a stress position as a punishment.  Finally it’s just because Jon enjoys hurting me and I enjoy being hurt by him.  Pain, my pain, is such a turn on for us both.”  She looked so happy as she spoke.

“If you enjoy being hurt, how is a beating a punishment?” I asked

“Sir, you have to understand the mindset of the slave.  When I’m to be punished he’ll tell me, then I go to his room and take out the device I’m going to be beaten with.  Then I’ll have to wait, thinking about what I’ve done, or failed to do, my mind makes it worse for me, thinking about it.  When he comes in I’m not feeling sexy and the punishment is real, then I hate the pain, hate knowing I’ve fucked up and failed him.”

“Or he’ll put me in a stress position and I have to hold it,” she could see me looking confused, “So he might make me kneel on rice for twenty minutes, that’s agony, or make me squat with my arms out, the buildup of suffering is so slow it’s agony.”  All this going on four feet away from me through a thick wall for two years and I’d never known.  Shit.

I’d exhausted my questions, at least for the mean time.  I was rock hard, thinking about what she’d told me, what I’d learned about her.  I turned her round and pushed her back onto the floor, without being asked she opened her legs wide, exposing her body.  We stared into each other’s eyes.  I was about to cheat on my girlfriend.  We both knew it.  I unbuttoned my fly and pulled my cock out.

“Suck my cock slave,” I told her, trying to sound confident, but I knew my voice was shaking.  Shaking because I was about to fuck my best friend’s girlfriend, with his permission and knowledge, because I loved Willow and was about to cheat on her.

Mia smiled, “My pleasure Sir.”  She looked like she really meant it, she reached up, undid my pants and took my rock hard cock into her tiny mouth.  I gasped, Willow started slowly, not so with Mia.  She took me straight down and sucked hard, her lips touching my skin, her nose full of my pubes, she had no gag reflex and my cock was in her throat.  I took my eyes off her and looked round, suddenly nervous.  Willow had a key for the apartment.

I was about to ask Mia to stop, to pause for a moment, but surely that’s not the right way to treat a willing slave girl?  Instead I put my hand on the side of her head raised it up, grabbing a handful of her long dark hair.  I twisted it into a bunch and pushed her down, holding her in place for a few seconds, before yanking her hair, pulling her upwards.  I’d never treat Willow like this, I was being rough with Mia.  She looked at me, I expected her to complain at the way I’d just treated her.  She surprised me.

“I’m sorry if I’m doing it wrong Sir,” Mia said, sounding nervous, “Please tell me how you like your cock sucked or punish me if you really hated it Sir.”

Wow!  How submissive was Mia?  “No, nothing wrong.  Just let me go to the door and put the chain on.  I don’t want to be disturbed.” 

Mia smiled, “I think that’s a good idea Sir.”  I started to move and she spoke again, “Let me do it Sir, why have a dog and bark yourself?”  Why indeed?  I watched her crawl to the door, she was very sexy, putting one leg in front of the other, showing me her pussy and ass.  At the door she paused and looked at me, smiling again.  Clearly she was loving the attention.  Shit, her cunt was glistening, she was soaking wet.  Mia stood up and slipped the chain on, then back onto all fours to crawl back to me.

She moved quickly and was soon back in front of me.  She quickly took me back into her mouth and started to suck.  Mia’s tiny, her whole frame is tiny and she had to open her mouth wide to get my cock in.  Fuck, I put my hand on her throat and I could feel the bulge of my cock as she sucked me up and down.  I’d never experienced anything like that, having my shaft actually in a girl’s throat.  I wanted a better view.

Again, I hauled her off and pulled her to her feet, she didn’t resist but she looked worried, not from fear, but from wondering if she’d failed me as I walked her round the table, I pulled back on her hair and she cried out in pain, I was forcing her head upwards so Mia had to stare at the ceiling, her neck bent back as far as it would go.  The table was clear, I held her at one side while I walked to the other, facing away from the table, head held back at a painful angle.

Once I was on the other side of the table I pulled her down by her hair, so she was lying on her back.  Mia was well trained, she shuffled backwards until her neck was just off the edge of the table, her back and ass on it.  She leaned her head back and opened her mouth wide, legs as well.  I couldn’t resist and thrust my cock back into her head, sinking it all the way in, taking it slowly so I could watch her throat bulge and push against the collar on her neck.  I nearly came there and then.

I took hold of the leash, not that I needed it to control her, I liked the feel of control, the feeling of power it gave me over her.  I slowly fucked her throat, each time pulling all the way out of her mouth, just giving her a few seconds to breathe, before pushing back down it.  Every time I pulled out some saliva came with my cock and I loved watching it drip off and down her face, over her cheeks and eyes, making her makeup run.  Mia’s face was flushed and her eyes were wet, she wasn’t crying but moisture was running from the corners.  Fuck she looked hot.

I put my hands onto her small tits, I took the bars of her nipple piercings and pulled on them, lifting her breasts upwards, causing her pain.  There was no doubt in my mind, I was enjoying using her and inflicting pain on her.  Maybe I could make it as an owner, if Willow was into pain as much as I hoped she was.

Mia’s hands were at her sides, when Willow sucked my cock she usually played with herself, Mia wasn’t allowing herself any such pleasure.  I released my grip on the metal bar and used the leather handle of her leash to whip her cunt.  I timed it so my cock was at its maximum depth in her throat when I lashed her.  Her knees twitched, I expected her to close her legs but no, she just opened them wider.

Each time she arched her back and she tensed her hands, she cried a little I think, it was fucking hard to work out the noises she was making but she didn’t resist.  Fuck, I had to train Willow like this.  The sensation was incredible.

I kept this up for a few minutes, when I could feel myself close to cumming I pulled out and started to jerk myself, shooting thick loads of cum over her face, watching it drip into her nose and eyes.  I screamed in delight, it felt incredible to know that she was there for my pleasure.  Mia was superb, even as my cum dripped into her eyes she kept them wide open, allowing it to fill her eyes before it continued to drip down to her forehead.

I pushed my cock back into her mouth to clean it, Mia reached behind me and grabbed my ass, pulling me even deeper into her throat.  I allowed her to clean me for a few minutes before I pulled out, despite her best efforts my cock was softening.  When I withdrew I looked at her, her face was a mess with saliva and cum.

“Clean yourself up slave,” I said, surprising myself with my choice of words.  Mia put her hands onto her face, using her fingers to pull the disgusting mixture of spit and cum to her mouth then sucked her fingers clean, swallowing it all, making appreciative noises as she did so.  I couldn’t take my eyes off the scene in front of me.

When she’d swallowed it all Mia continued to lick her hands and fingers, shit I could feel my cock twinging and starting to get hard again.  I was going to cum again that night I knew.  I was about to help Mia off the table when I changed my mind, instead I just grabbed her hair and pulled her across the table, dragging her.  When her ass came over the edge of the table she bent in half and fell to the floor, Mia cried in pain, for a couple of seconds I was holding her by her hair. 

I started to walk to the living area, hauling poor Mia by her hair, her ass on the floor.  She didn’t weigh much and was easy to drag, Mia grunted a few times but she didn’t resist.  I had an idea of something I’d always wanted to try but never dared ask any girl.  Mia wouldn’t say no, I knew that based on what she’d already done.  Actually I had several ideas I wanted to try with her . . . . I just needed time to plan.  I checked the clock, plenty of time left.

As soon as we were in the living room I sat down on my favorite chair.  I released my grip on Mia and she fell onto her back, before twisting over and getting back into her submissive pose, legs wide apart kneeling at my feet.

“Take my shoes off Mia, rub my feet.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied and started to obey.  She quickly removed my shoes and socks and started to rub my feet, her hands were soft and gentle and she worked hard.  Without asking she started to suck my toes – girls had done this for me before but this was different.  The fact that I was fully clothed and her naked made the scene far more erotic.  I left her to work on me while I planned out what we were going to do next.  In the back of my mind were Jon’s words – at some point I had to punish Mia, though if she stayed this submissive I’d struggle to find any reason to.  I picked up the remote and flicked the on TV, ignoring Mia.

When I was bored of her rubbing my feet I ordered her to get on all fours which she quickly did.  I raised my legs up and put them into the small of her back and settled down to watch the last three innings of the game.  Mia stayed almost motionless throughout, head down, not complaining once.  She barely moved for an hour.

As soon as the game was finished I put my first idea into action.  I took my legs off her back and stood up, I half expected Mia to move but she stayed exactly where she was.  I couldn’t resist and I climbed onto her, sitting on her back.  Mia groaned, I probably weighed twice as much as she did but I’d fantasized about this situation for years, ever since watching it in a porno.

Slowly I raised my legs up until Mia was carrying my entire weight.  I wrapped my legs under her stomach, with my left hand I grabbed her hair and pulled it tight, forcing her head up once again.  With my right hand I slapped her ass.

“Walk on Mia,” I ordered her.  Mia raised her right hand and pushed it about eight inches forward, then moved her left leg.  Slowly we walked across the living room floor, heading to the door.

“Sir,” said Mia.  Shit, was she going to object?  That would give me reason to punish her, “Sir, if you want to ride me would you like me to get my bit gag and riding crop?”  Do the bears shit in the woods?

“Fuck yes Mia,” I replied, barely able to contain my enthusiasm for this.  I wasn’t really sure what a bit gag was but I wanted to find out.  I rode Mia to the door to Jon’s room where I dismounted and Mia crawled in.  She was back in less than two minutes, holding a rubberized tube, about six inches long and an inch in diameter.  On each end was a steel ring, a couple of inches in diameter with leather straps attached and a leather belt.  She was also carrying a riding crop.  Mia got onto her knees and opened her legs, then offered the items to me.

“Sir, the gag goes in my mouth and forces my jaws open, you fasten the belt behind my head to hold it in place.  You can then control me with the reins and crop me if you feel like it, or want to enforce an order or punish me if I displease you Sir.  Or even if you just feel like it,” she added cheekily.

Who was I to say no?  I took the gag off Mia and she opened her mouth wide, so I pushed it between her teeth, as far back as I could.  Mia bit down on it to hold it in place while I reached behind her head and fastened the belt.  I could see from looking at it that Jon had two holes on the belt that had been used more frequently.  Fuck it, I selected the tighter one without thinking.  Mia gasped as I fastened it in place, I could feel her mouth open wider and the gag moved back a quarter inch or so.

I moved back to look at her, Mia looked stunning with her mouth forced wide open.  The only down side of this I guess was I couldn’t fuck her mouth.  Ah well, I could always take it out again later.  I took the reins and pulled her down onto all fours before climbing back onto her back.  I held the reins in my left hand and the crop in my right.  I didn’t speak, just reached behind myself and lashed her exposed butt cheeks as hard as I could (which, from my position wasn’t very hard).  Mia made a noise like a horse and started to walk slowly. 

I couldn’t help it, my cock was soon rock hard as I walked Mia around the apartment, I made her walk from one side of the living room to the tall windows and back, round the table several times before taking her to the kitchen area and back to the living room.  I didn’t need to use the riding crop but I did, I enjoyed hitting her with it and Mia didn’t object.  Well, with that gag in her mouth it’s not like she could.

I sat on her back, slowly jerking myself as she moved.  Eventually I couldn’t take it anymore, I directed her back to the living area, making her walk to the armchair.  I dismounted and pushed her against it, legs against the front of the chair, body pushed down into it.  I took her arms and crossed them into the small of her back, then kicked her legs wide apart, exposing her cunt. 

I dropped to my knees and lined my cock up against her cunt and pushed straight into her.  A couple of days ago I’d speculated with Willow about what it would be like to fuck her tiny body and it was even better that I’d imagined, she was so tight.  Mia moaned and pushed back against me and soon we were in synch, thrusting as she pushed back against me.  I still held the reins and pulled back on them, lifting her head up.  I couldn’t help it, I pulled harder than I should as I fucked her hard.

Mia was a good girl, she was grunting and groaning, showing her obvious pleasure at being fucked hard like an animal, she was panting and puffing as I used her.  Every time I slapped her ass on one of her bruises she moaned and squeezed her pussy tight against my cock.  Christ, fucking Willow after this just wasn’t going to be the same.  I thought of Willow, I felt guilty, but not guilty enough to stop.  I pushed all thoughts of her from my mind.

I could feel my balls tightening, but I wasn’t ready to cum yet.  Instead I pulled out.  Mia twisted her head to look at me, she looked disappointed that I’d stopped before I came.  I smiled and rubbed my cock against her pussy, before lifting it and lining up with her asshole.  I’d often wanted to use a girl’s ass, but never found a girl that would let me. Willow and I hadn’t been dating long enough for me to ask. I looked at Mia, she knew what was coming next.

She unfolded her arms from her back and put them onto her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, inviting me to use her.  Well, would you say no?  I put the tip of my cock against her asshole, put my hands onto her hips and pulled her backwards as I thrust into her, no lube other than the wetness of my cock.  Mia screamed in pain as I plunged in, getting three quarters of my cock in on that first thrust.  Christ, and I thought her cunt was tight.  I pulled back and thrust again and again, each time Mia cried out in pain as I fucked her ass.  I could feel her squeezing her ass, clearly she’d been used like this before.

When she relaxed and accepted my full length I rutted her for all I was worth.  I doubt she was getting anything out of the experience, other than pain in her ass and neck.  My breathing was getting shallow and I started to pant. 

“I’m going to cum slave . . . milk my cock Mia, squeeze me.”  Mia did as she was told, her already tight ass contracted even more as I fucked her harder.  My balls tightened.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck Mia I’m cumming.”  I thrust one last time, sinking every inch of my cock into her ass.  I let go of her hips and grabbed her tits instead, crushing them as I came, shooting load after load into her ass.  After I’d finished cumming I stayed where I was, pinning her down with my weight.  Eventually I pulled out and sat back and she cried out in pain as I did so.  I slapped Mia’s ass as hard as I could, eliciting another cry of pain from her.

“Fuck Mia, that was incredible.”  This may have been my first time fucking a girl’s asshole, it sure as shit wasn’t going to be my last.  I stood up and pulled Mia’s reins, moving her back into her kneeling position before sitting down in the chair.  Mia smiled up at me as best she could.  I felt sorry for her and reached behind her head to remove the gag.  As soon as it came out she looked at me and spoke.

“Would you like me to clean you cock Sir?”  I nodded and Mia leaned in, taking my dirty member into her mouth.  She sucked as hard as before, cleaning it quickly.  She didn’t stop until I pulled her off, then she moved back into her submissive pose.  Despite her attentions my erection had subsided.  I needed a rest.

“Was that your first time using a girl’s asshole Sir?”

I nodded.  “How could you tell Mia?”

“Sir, first thank you for the honor of being your first, but some advice for you, if that’s OK?” I nodded, what had I done wrong?  “If you’re going to use a girl’s ass you should take it slowly and use lube.”  I must have looked a bit upset as she spoke again quickly.  “Sir, it doesn’t matter about me, I’m a slave and must do as my Master commands.  But if you fuck Willow like that Sir she’ll scream and never let you do it again.”  I thought about what she said, I was grateful for the advice and thanked her.

“But what about you Mia?  I’ve cum twice, I think it’s time for you to cum.”

“Thank you Sir, but I’m not allowed to cum without my Master’s permission, and he’s not here to grant me permission Sir.”

Interesting.  Another form of control I’d not thought about.

“In that case get me another beer please Mia.”

“Yes Sir.”  Mia crawled off and was back quickly.  As much as I wanted to fuck her again I needed a break, so I got her back onto all fours, put my feet on her back and flicked the TV on.  Jon would be back just after 11, so I had a couple more hours with her.  We talked as I watched TV, she’d been interested in submission all her life, she just didn’t know it.  She lived for praise, pleasing and serving came naturally to her.  Just as Jon had described it, her first experience had been with him and it had developed quickly, to both their surprise and pleasure.

After a couple of beers I needed to pee, I almost stood up when I remembered Jon’s words. 

“I need to piss Mia.”  I wanted to see what she would do.

“Would you like me to drink your piss Sir?”  Yet again she surprised me, I thought I’d have to ask, I never thought she’d offer.

“Yes please Mia.” 

Mia got up off all fours and knelt in front of me, legs wide apart.  She leaned in, took my cock into her hands and pulled it out, before leaning in and taking me into her mouth.  Mia looked up at me and nodded, I took this to indicate that she was ready so I allowed a little piss to leak out of the end of my cock.  Mia didn’t back away or move, she just allowed her mouth to fill with piss.  I was amazed that she managed to swallow without me having to take my cock out of her mouth, so what the hell?  I just let a stream of hot foul yellow liquid out of my cock, not pausing at all.  Mia swallowed it all, never asking for me to stop, never refusing and not spilling a drop.  What a girl.  Jon was a lucky guy.

Twice more I used her mouth as a toilet until we headed towards 10pm.  After the last piss when she pulled away I held her in place.  Mia was intelligent, she started to suck, knowing that I wanted to use her once again.  I allowed her to suck me, when I was fully hard I pulled her off.  Mia looked at me, she was waiting for instructions.  While she waited she jerked me slowly.

I stood up and undid my trousers, letting them fall to the floor.  I pushed forward, letting my ass hang off the edge of the seat.  I put my hand on her head and pushed her down, opening my legs.  Mia smiled at me, I couldn’t believe that she could look so happy, surely she knew what I wanted?  She wanted to be of use, to serve.

Mia used her hands to push my legs further apart, she started with my balls and sucked them in turn, before licking down to my asshole.  I gasped, this was another first for me.  The sensation of having her tongue lick round my ass was incredible.  Mia used her face to hold my cheeks apart, she continued to lick my asshole, she used her right hand to jerk me as she licked, rimming me slowly.  Mia slipped her left hand under me, I could feel her hand worming towards my ass, what did she plan?

I felt her suck her own finger for a moment, then it was against my asshole.  I breathed heavily, I wasn’t sure about this but, I was prepared to try.  She was an expert in pleasing a man, I should let her do this.  I held my breath in anticipation of what I knew was about to happen.

Mia slowly pushed the tip of one of her fingers into my ass, only allowing a quarter of an inch in.  She held it there for a few moments, I gasped to show I was OK with it before she pushed a little more in.  Mia was fucking me with her finger, jerking me and licking my ass.  Each time Mia would push a little more of her finger in until she was fucking me with her full finger.  I could see what she’d meant, I must have really hurt her when I pushed my full length into her.

She didn’t let up, she kept fucking, sucking and jerking me until my cock started to twinge, Mia felt it and moved her head, taking me into her mouth just as I started to cum.  I put my hands on her head and pushed down, shooting my cum straight into her throat.

“Fuck Mia, you’re incredible.”  Three times in as many hours.  My balls were empty.

When I released her she pulled her head away and smiled at me. 

“Thank you Sir, I’m glad you enjoy using me.  Sir, I’m going to pull my finger out now, it will probably hurt you a little Sir.  Please discipline me how you see fit if it hurts too much.”

She was right, my ass tightened as she started to pull her finger out.  I gasped a couple of times before it was fully out.  I can’t say I wanted to do this every time, but I was glad I’d tried.  Mia looked at me, then raised her finger to her mouth and sucked it clean, before taking my softening cock back into her mouth.

I ran my finger through her hair, “Good girl,” I said and Mia hugged my legs.  I honestly don’t think I’ve seen anyone my entire life look as happy as she did when I called her a good girl.  I checked the clock, 30 minutes left.  “One more thing to do.”  Mia took me out of her mouth and looked at me.

“Do you want to hurt me Sir?”  She was still smiling.

I still couldn’t believe that she could be so matter of fact about it.  I nodded, then spoke.

“Mia, I  . . . I don’t want to hurt you, I, I just need to know that I can.”  My voice trailed off as I spoke.

“It’s OK Sir, my Master gave you permission to hurt me as much as you want to.  Please, do what you want.”  Mia was smiling bravely, but I could see that see wasn’t looking forward to what was coming next.  “Besides, I think you’ll enjoy hurting a girl.  Most men like it, they just find it hard to admit to.”  She wasn’t wrong, I was turned on thinking about hurting her.  My face flushed.

“Sir, may I speak freely?” she asked.  I nodded.  “There is very little difference between abuse and BDSM, at least to the outside world.  Imagine if you see a man hurting a woman, should you do something?” I nodded.  She carried on.  “Depends really, if she’s enjoying it in a safe, controlled environment, what’s the problem?  If she’s hating it, then there’s a problem.  That’s why we have safe words.  Just remember that as long as she’s enjoying herself, then there’s no problem, is there?”  I nodded, digesting her words.

“Mia, I’m not sure what to do.  Can you advise me?”

Mia tried to be brave.  “Well Sir, you could just whip my ass with the riding crop, that’s a standard punishment.  My nipples are very sensitive, so I could get some clamps from Jon’s room and you could put them on me and then pull them off?  That hurts like hell Sir.  Master has a variety of whips, floggers and torture devices, would you like me to get a selection?”  I nodded when she said this, I still wasn’t sure about it but I had to try.

She crawled off, leaving me with the riding crop.  I stood up and swished it through the air several times, imagining it hitting Mia’s delicate rear and struck it against my thigh.  Sure, I’d used it on her several times, but not hard.  Next time was going to hurt.  When Mia crawled back she put a selection of items on the floor in front of me.  She then picked them up and ran through them.  First she picked up a wide leather strap.

“This is the flogger Sir, it is just about the most painful device to be flogged with, however, it doesn’t leave much of a mark.  The cane on the other hand hurts almost as much, but it’s so thin that the marks last for days, sometimes a week or more.  This whip,” she said, putting the wide leather flogger down and picking up a multi tailed whip, “doesn’t hurt anywhere near as much, but still more than the riding crop.”  She put it down and picked up a candle.  “My master sometimes likes to drip hot wax on my tits Sir, then flog it off.”  Mia shuddered as she said that, clearly that wasn’t something she was looking forward to.  Next she picked up some device I didn’t recognize.  “This is a pair of nipple clamps Sir.  You can adjust the tightness here, making it more or less painful for me.  I will take whatever setting you want to use.”  She said the last sentence very quietly.  She paused for a moment, considering what must be incredible pain, then continued.

“Also Sir, I brought a sharpie.  When you’ve finished with me can you write a score on my body for my Master to see?”  I nodded, accepting the nipple clamps she offered to me.  I opened them and closed them, adjusting the tension on them.  I picked what I thought was a middle setting and bent down.  Mia stared at them, at the same time she bent her back and thrust out her tiny chest.  I licked her nipples, enjoying the sensation of the metal bar in my mouth, teasing it behind my teeth.  When I judged her nipples to be fully hard I opened the clamp and slid it behind the metal bars, before allowing it to close.  Mia grimaced and gasped as they closed biting into her flesh.

“Does that hurt Mia?”

She looked at me like I was a moron, but she kept her tone civil.  “Yes Sir, thank you for putting them on behind the bars.  If they go on in front of my piercings that hurts more than you could believe.”  Christ, she was thanking me for hurting her.  I’m pretty sure if roles were reversed I’d have ripped them off and walked out or have kicked me in the balls.  I guess that’s why I’m not a slave and she is.  I could feel my cock growing again, she’d been right, hurting her was turning me on.  I felt ashamed working that out.

I picked up the flogger, Mia asked if I wanted her to stand. 

“No thank you Mia,” I said, sitting down, “Please bend over my knee, ass out, legs on the floor.”  Mia did as she was ordered.  I ran my right hand over her ass, then brought it up and slapped her hard.  Mia took the first three blows in silence, before gasping as the fourth, fifth and sixth landed.  I smiled, I could punish a girl, I knew that now.  I checked the clock, 30 minutes to go.

I picked up the flogger and held it in front of Mia’s face.  She nodded and spoke.

“Would you like me to count Sir?”

I thought for a moment.  “That would be nice Mia,” I replied.

I brought it up and then down onto her ass.  I’m sure I could have done it faster standing, but this would do for now.  Mia cried out as it bit into her skin, which was already turning red from me slapping her.

“One thank you Sir,” she managed to say, “Please may I have another?”  Holy fuck, she was asking me to hit her.  Literally asking me to hit her.

I didn’t reply, I just felt my cock twinge again, I’d soon be fully hard.  I brought up the flogger and then dropped it down onto her ass again as hard as I could, causing Mia to cry out again.  It took her longer to speak this time.

“Two thank you Sir, please may I have another?”  Mia’s voice was weak, I was pretty sure she’d be crying soon.

Swish!  “Three thank you Sir, please may I have another?”  Her voice was almost breaking, I could hear that she was holding back tears.  Next time she’d break into tears.  I was determined to beat her until she had floods of tears dripping down her face.

Swish.  I was right.  The tears she was holding back came out and Mia started to sob.  “Four thank you Sir, please may I have another?”  She was crying and sniffing.

Swish.  The tears were flooding down her face and it took her several seconds before she could speak.  “Five thank you Sir, please may I have another?”  One more I decided.  My cock was rock hard now, I wanted to use her ass again.

Swish.  Mia screamed in pain through her tears.  Eventually she managed to speak.  “Six Sir,” she sobbed, “Please may I have another?”

“No Mia, that’s enough.”  I pushed her off me and onto the floor, on her front.  I kicked her legs apart and fell onto her, forcing my cock into her ass.  Mia was still crying, she screamed in pain as I pushed deeper and deeper inside her ass.

“Thank you for punishing me Sir,” she managed to say through her tears, “Please fuck my ass Sir, fuck it hard Sir. . . hurt me with your cock Sir . . . AAAAAAARRRGGGHH . . . fuck that hurts Sir . . . please don’t stop Sir . . . please . . . oh God this hurts so much Sir.”  I was pounding away at her, my entire weight on her, pinning her down.  Mia was still sobbing, in between her begging me to cum in her.  I couldn’t last for long, despite having already cum three times that night.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming,” I yelled.

“Thank you Sir, keep fucking me, yes,” Mia sobbed back as my balls contracted, pumping cum into her.  When I’d finished I pulled out, Mia screamed again as my cock popped out, then I sat on the chair, looking down at her, her body was shaking, her ass red.

I looked at her, her makeup running, her ass bright red, tears streaming down her face and a huge smile on it.  She met my gaze, then moved to take my cock back into her mouth, I lay back and let her clean me while she cried.  It suddenly occurred to me that I’d pissed and she’d drunk it three times.

“Do you need the bathroom?” I asked.

“Yes Sir,” came the reply.

“Off you go, fast as you can.”  She stood and turned.

“Thank you Sir.”  She was gone less than two minutes.  When she came back I pointed at the whip.

“Give me the whip,” I told her.  Mia moved and picked up the whip, she handed it to me before kneeling in front of me and then she started to suck my cock.  I played with her, whipping her back but very gently as she cleaned me.  I made her suck me until it was 10 before 11, my roommates would be back soon.

I pulled her off and looked at her.  Her face was a mess, her makeup running where the tears (and my cum) had ruined it.  Her hair was fucked up from where I’d pulled and twisted it.  Her nipples were a strange color from a lack of oxygen.  I removed the clamps gently, as the blood seeped back in Mia cried out again.

“That hurts more than when they go on Sir,” she told me by way of an explanation. 

I examined her back, it was red, but nowhere near as red as her ass.  I smiled at Mia.

“I had a great night slave.”

Mia’s face broke into a smile.  “I’m glad I pleased you Sir.  Please don’t forget to score me.”  I picked up the sharpie and wrote 10/10 on her chest.  Mia didn’t look down, I guess she didn’t want to see the score.  I told her to clean up and go to Jon’s room to wait.  As she left, she turned to me.

“If it’s not out of place for me to speak freely Sir, you’ve got what it takes to be an owner.  Just don’t be this hard on Willow the first time you experiment with impact play, or you’ll lose her.”  I nodded, more good advice.  She was the font of all knowledge as far as I knew.

“Thank you, now go and wait for Jon.”

I went to the door and took the chain off, then went to my room.  I picked up my phone, shit Willow had sent me a dozen messages, idle chat at first, then asking me why I’d not replied.  I told her I wasn’t feeling well and had been in bed asleep, the same line Jon would have fed Paul and Steve.  As soon as I hit send she started to reply, telling me to go back to bed and she’d see me tomorrow.  I put the phone down and climbed into bed for real.  I knew I could handle a slave girl now.  Next was the real challenge, I had to enslave Willow.  I fell asleep quickly, dreaming of fucking Willow and Mia at the same time.


Thursday March 26th

Iawoke with my alarm sounding at the usual time.  I couldn’t help myself, I woke with an erection and a head full of images from last night.  My balls ached but fuck it, a quick jerk while watching a video on my phone of a slave being used settled me down.  Then up and in the shower, then through into the kitchen.  As usual, there was coffee in the percolator.  Unusually Mia was there, wearing a skimpy silk robe, covering her modesty, and my handiwork.  Shit I panicked when I saw her.

“Hi Jay,” she said, pretending like last night hadn’t happened, “Did you sleep well?”

“Er, yes thanks Mia,” I managed to reply.  I could feel my face turning beet red.  “How did you sleep?”

“Not great, Jon locked me in a cage all night.  He saw the marks on my body and figured you must have been disappointed with me, despite the 10/10 you awarded me.”  Mia was smiling as she said that.

“Look Mia, I’ll speak to him, I wasn’t disappointed at all.”

“It’s OK Jay, I’m his property.  I usually spent one or two nights a week in there anyway.  I like it, it reminds me that sharing his bed is a privilege, not a right.”  She caught me looking at her body.  “Want to see what you did to me?”  I was motionless, she was so matter of fact.  Mia slipped her clothes off and stood facing me, then she turned.  I went pale and started to shake.

Her back was red from where I’d whipped her, thin red lines crisscrossed her skin, like red vines stretched across her, and that wasn’t the bad part.  When Jon had gifted her to me her ass had some bruising, now, now it was black and blue and yellow and green, from one side to the other and top to bottom.  She must have been in agony.  Then she amazed me again.

“I looked in the mirror,” she said, “So pretty, so worth it.”  I split my coffee I was shaking so much.

“I’m sorry Mia, oh Jesus I’m so sorry,” I managed to stammer.

“Why?” she sounded quizzical as she turned back to face me.

“For, for hurting you so much.”  She furled her brow.

“I enjoyed it, I think you did too.”  She touched my cock, “Your reaction doesn’t lie Jay, you enjoyed hurting me, didn’t you.”  I nodded.

“So we both had fun!”  She pulled her clothes back on, then she picked up two cups of coffee and went back to Jon’s room.  I watched her leave, she was sexy as fuck,  She must have known I was watching, outside Jon’s room she put the coffee down and raised her robe, showing me her ass yet again. Guilty barely begins to describe how I felt, guilty for hurting her so much, guilty for fucking her and cheating on Willow.  I went back to my room to dress, soon after I set off for work.  I didn’t get a chance to speak to Jon until later.

******

Just after eleven I was stood at the water cooler when I felt a slap on my back.  I turned round, it was Jon.  “How was your night then buddy?” He asked me, “Worked out if you can control a slave?”

Suddenly I felt guilty as hell once again, shit Mia was his girlfriend and he’d loaned her to me.  I’d not only taken advantage of her, but hurt her in the process.  What the fuck would I feel like when I saw Willow?  I was aware I was blushing.  Jon just laughed.

“Your secret is safe with me and Mia buddy, let’s face it, I don’t even know what it is.”  He drank some water.  “Other than you beat the shit out of a tiny girl half your weight and height, and I’m assuming fucked all three of her holes.”  I almost dropped my water.  He laughed, “You should see your fucking face right about now.”  He laughed again.

“Seriously mate, I can tell you loved it, and I can guess that you think you can handle a submissive slave slut.”  I nodded, finding some courage.

“Jon, it was fucking awesome, thank you so much.  And I’m sorry if I went too far, I . . .” my voice faded out.

“Mate, I told you to do what you liked and it looks like you did.  No, stop talking.  I don’t want to know.  Not now, not ever.  Understood?”  I nodded.  “Good.”

“How can I ever repay you?

Jon thought for a moment.  “Tell you what, if you manage to enslave Willow lend her to me for a night.  Then we can call it even.”

“If I enslave her it’s a deal.  One condition – I get to borrow Mia again.”

“Sure we can swap.  Or if you like I get them both for a night – we can alternate.”  We both laughed, this was so surreal, discussing women like they were property.  Mia was, hopefully one day soon Willow would be as well.  She’d messaged me several times to make sure I was OK, someone must have told her I was ‘unwell’ last night, and she warned me she’d be round that night to make sure I was feeling better.  Suddenly I felt guilty again.  I went back to work.

******

I’d been thinking about Mia’s words all day, about how the difference between an enjoyable BDSM relationship and abuse could be a fine line.  I’d been looking at porn as well, just for educational purposes you understand, head down on my phone.  People had been fired for looking at it on work machines, and rightly so.

On the way home I stopped by a sex shop.  I’d never been into one before, I stood on the opposite side of the road, looking in.  I’d been expecting a dingy shop with blacked out windows, a string of seedy looking men going in and out carrying little brown bags.  I had to remind myself this was the 2020s, not 1980s, if you wanted to watch porn your phone gave you access to everything.  I was rather surprised, most of the people going in and out were women.

Fuck it, I said to myself for the twentieth time.  I crossed the road and walked in, trying to muster all the bravado I could.  I’d expected a dark interior with a skinny, dirty old man on the desk, eyeing the customers like they were going to steal everything, a dirt stained floor and the scum of the town browsing, heads down like they were embarrassed to be seen.  Wrong on every single account.  Totally, utterly wrong.

The place was hot, far too hot, like most stores in America over heated in winter, and would be over air-conditioned in summer.  Outside it was just below freezing, inside it had to be in the mid 70s,  I was wearing a suit and a thick overcoat. 

The place was brightly lit and cavernous – honestly, it must have been 250 feet from the front to the back of the store.  And the staff, oh my God the staff, I could have come in just to look at them.  There must have been two dozen women working there, all in their early to late 20’s, all wearing bright red lingerie, push up bras, stocking and suspenders with matching red high heel shoes.  Fuck, I’ve lived here for six years, why oh why have I never been in here before?  Suddenly the heat made sense, the girls had to be comfortable while they worked.

Nearest the door was the lingerie section, figures, you get these in Macy’s after all.  The difference of course was this was pure sex appeal stuff, nothing practical at all.  The first set that caught my eye was bright blue, which was unusual in itself, but it was the label, ‘Split crotch panties.’  I picked up a pair of panties and examined them, pulling them apart.  Yep, these were split alright.

“Can I help you Sir,” a husky female voice said behind me.  I must have been embarrassed, my face flushed bright red.  I put them back and looked behind me to the safety of the door and the street beyond.  I thought about turning and running.  I looked at the staff member, dressed like the others in her bright red matching set.  I did a double take, the situation was so bizarre, me standing in my suit with long winter overcoat, her barely dressed.  I couldn’t help it, I looked up and down her body.

She was in her mid 20s, five foot six or seven, large breasts, flat stomach, long blonde hair and great legs.  I swallowed, my voice failed me, I mean come on, when you buy a suit the man selling it calls you Sir, but when it’s a scantily clad woman with long blonde hair and big tits I couldn’t help but think about fucking her.  I bet guys hit on her all the time.  She was called Lucy, her name was on a tag attached to her bra. 

“Has something distracted you Sir?” she asked, biting her own lip, being coy and looking down at her own breasts.  I tore my eyes away from her to look her in the face.  I’m guessing she was used to this situation.

“I’m, I’m looking for something,” I said.  She took the lacy blue panties from me, I blushed.

“Looking for something?  Found something you have,” she said laughing, paraphrasing Yoda, “Are these for your girlfriend,” then she whispered, cheekily, “Or for you?  I’m not certain these are your size . . . ”  I really blushed at that.  She laughed again.  “Not for you then?”

“No, fuck no,” I managed to stutter.

“Never can tell,” she said, “We get all kinds in here.  What size is your girlfriend?” she asked.  Shit, I should know this stuff.  She could spot that I was thinking.  She put her hands onto her breasts and pushed them together.

“Are her tits this big?  Bigger?  Smaller?” she asked.  She was so matter of fact.

“Bigger,” I replied.

“Lucky man,” came the response, as she put the panties back on the rack.

“But that’s not why I’m here.”

“Oh, OK, what can I help you find then?”

I took a deep breath.  “I’m looking for a sex toy.”  There, I said it.

“Again,” she replied in a cheeky tone of voice, “For you or her?”  This time I laughed.

“Definitely her,” I said, “It’s something I’ve seen being used in, er,” Like fuck I was about to say porno films.

“In ‘artistic’ or ‘educational’ films maybe?  Follow me, we’ve got the toys at the back of the store.  What do you have in mind?”

“I, I was thinking about a magic wand.  Any recommendations?”  I followed her into the back of the store, past more and more lingerie, as the store gave way to outfits like sexy nurses or hot Hermione outfits before we made it into the toy area.

“How much do you want to spend?” asked Lucy.  I shrugged.

“I have no idea, I mean if a $50 wand is as good as $200 then 50 bucks, but I’m in your hands.”  She nodded. 

“In that case, how about this one,” she said, reaching for a box.  She had to raise her arms up to head height, I watched her breasts as they rose.  It was like being in a strip club, but no requirements for dollar bills.

“This is the Original Magic Wand, you’ve got them from $50 to $150, battery or corded.  The cheapest is the mini, but it’s only something discrete that you’d want to take on vacation or a business trip.  The corded ones are more powerful, but in my opinion they can be too powerful.  Has she used one before?”  I shrugged.

“I have no idea,” I replied.  How did I not know this?

“Then I’d suggest one from the battery range.  A bit gentler, multi speed, runs for about an hour on a full charge.  Plus, you’re not connected to a plug socket.”  I nodded, trying to look like I knew what she was talking about.  I didn’t have a clue.

She looked me up and down, expensive wool suit and a silk tie, “Money’s not a major concern I figure?”  I nodded.

“Then go for this one,” she said, putting the first box back and instead picking out the rechargeable, “Same size as the corded, 4 speed, nice soft head,” she was thinking about what she was selling and becoming a little distant, she clearly owned one and used it.

“I’ll take it,” I replied.  Lucy handed me the box.

“Sold, let’s take you to the cash desk.”  I followed her to the front, behind the desk were three more women dressed in the same matching uniform, one took the package from me and scanned it, out with my phone and I paid.  She put the wand into a non-descript plastic bag and handed it to me.  To my surprise Lucy was still stood next to me.

“It’s been my pleasure serving you Sir,” she said, “Please, do come back and tell me how you get on with it.  She’s in for a real treat.”  Lucy walked me to the door, then I headed out into the evening while she went back to work.  Would I be back?  There’s this part of the male brain, she’d been flirting with me, no doubt to get a sale.  But . . . I’d cheated once on Willow, would I, could I do it again?  I looked back into the store, there was Lucy, flirting with another man.  I shook my head.  Mia had been a one off and flirting was a sales technique.

******

I got back to the apartment just after six, the wand inside my work bag with my laptop.  Paul and Steve were still at work, dealing with some problem for a customer.  Jon had left earlier to go to the gym.  When I got in I dumped my bag in my room and went to the kitchen for a beer.  Maybe Steve should charge us rent, my liver could do with a break.  I opened the door and panicked again, at the kitchen table was Mia, she saw me and smiled.

“Hi Jay,” she said.  I looked down, shit, she was facing a mass of long red hair.  Willow turned.

“Hi, how are you?  Feeling better?”

I must have turned grey, the blood draining from my face, looking at the two girls.  What had they been talking about?  In my mind there could only be one thing.  And it wasn’t good news.

“I’m OK,” I managed to stumble out.

“Sure?” said Willow, “You don’t look good.  In fact you look awful.”  She was right, all the color had drained out of me, I wanted to crawl into a corner and die.  Or should I confess my guilt, own up and beg for forgiveness?

“Jesus Jay,” said Willow, “Are you going to pass out, in which case is a beer an good idea?”

“I’m OK.”  She didn’t look mad (in my albeit limited experience) redheads can be absolute lunatics if they feel that they have been wronged.  Or you just don’t understand them.  Or a million other things.  Still, she was in the kitchen, there were several knives within easy reach and hadn’t stabbed me, so it wasn’t all bad.  Maybe, just maybe Mia hadn’t said anything.

Willow stood up and kissed me on the cheek.  “I’ll believe you then.  Oh, I got my essay back. A+ of course.”  I nodded, some color was coming back.  Mia couldn’t have said anything, I looked down, there was even a knife on the table, it wasn’t sticking out from my chest.  No, she’d not said anything.

Mia stood up next, “I’ll go back to Jon’s room and leave you two alone.  See you later.”

When she left I looked at Willow.  She was still smiling, Mia had clearly been as good as her word and not said a thing to her.  I relaxed a little, the guilt hadn’t left me though.  I doubt it ever would.

“Come on, let’s stick Netflix on for a bit, you need to sit down” Willow said, taking my hand and walking me to the living area.  Shit, it was just 24 hours ago, no, not even that, I’d walked Mia through, though she’d been naked and dragged by her hair.  My cock twinged again, thinking about it. 

In the living room we watched the TV for half an hour or so until we were joined by Jon and Mia.  We chatted then Jon suggested Olive Garden for our evening meal.  It’s only a couple of blocks away so we walked.  I was quiet throughout the meal, Willow put it down to me not feeling great.  I knew it was because anyone at that table could have exposed me for what I was.

We didn’t go to a bar after, instead we went home.  I stuck Netflix on and we went to bed.  Later we fucked, I’ll be honest, it didn’t feel great.  I was thinking about how much I’d enjoyed dominating Mia and a vanilla Willow on her back fuck just didn’t do it for me that night. 

What a shit I am.


Friday March 27th

Friday night, time for the now regular game of poker.  “So,” I said shuffling the cards and looking at Mia, “Last week we got to see you fully naked.”  Mia blushed – hell, I’d got to see and do a shit load more than that.  “Same again, or do we take it further?”

“How much further can we go?” asked Abi, looking round the table.  Stupid question.  You can always go further.

“How about,” asked Mia, “We play until two girls are naked?”  Susie blushed and looked down, surely Steve had to lose at some point – I’d love to see her naked, only 18 years old with long blonde hair and large, natural breasts.  Natural blonde too, according to Steve.  If two girls went naked she had a 50:50 chance of having to strip off.

“Seems tame,” I said, “how about we go a bit further.”

The girls all looked at me.

“How much further?  What are you thinking of Jay?” asked Mia.  I was surprised that Willow hadn’t asked that question.

“How about, how about we play until two girls are naked, and then we all move to the living area, where they have to make out for five minutes.”  I had no idea of where this would go when I opened my mouth to speak.  Once the words were out of my mouth I was worried I’d gone too far.

The girls started to look at each other as I spoke.  Mia would do it, I think Abi would agree if Willow did, Susie would if the other two did so that Steve wouldn’t have to miss out on the show.  Plus he’d probably win anyway.  I continued to talk.  I was enjoying coming out of my shell and leading the group a little, made a change from Steve deciding everything.  I continued.

“And I mean proper making out, lots of tongues, kissing each other’s breasts . . . . touching each other’s pussies . . . ” I let my voice fade out as I finished the sentence, was that too much.  I looked directly at Mia.  “Are you up for it Mia?”  Mia looked at Jon who nodded, she had deferred to her Master.  Mia then looked back at me.  The guys all shared a covert look at each other, we knew what had just happened, even if the girls did not.

“Sure,” she said with a sly grin on her face, then she looked at Willow.  A pang of guilt came back to me as I looked at her, it didn’t last for long.  The fear of the events of Wednesday being revealed was starting to fade.  Another week and I’d be over it.  Hell, another week and maybe I’d be fucking her and Willow at the same time.  A man can dream.

I turned to Willow, smiled and winked at her.  “You game?”

Willow stroked her hair then looked at Mia.  The two girl’s eyes met and they smiled at each other, Mia was encouraging Willow to say yes, she was mouthing the word YES to Willow.

“Sure Jay, I’m in.”  She blew Susie a kiss who blushed.

“So am I,” said Abi.  That surprised me and Paul by the looks of it who turned to look at his girlfriend. 

“And Susie will do it too, won’t you?” added Smokes, not even looking at Susie.  She just nodded silently.  Rich bitch, she didn’t think for one second she’d have to make good on Steve’s promise.  Rationally, I didn’t think she’d have to either.  Her time would come one day though.  Not even Smoke’s luck could hold forever.

I picked up the cards and shuffled, Paul cut and I dealt the first hand.

******

We’d been playing for a few hours and we’d drunk several, OK, many, many beers.  There was even a bottle of whiskey on the table.  I was trying hard not to get really drunk, I was alternating beers and a soft drink.  I’d played quite well – Willow was in her bra, panties and shoes (she was turning into quite an exhibitionist).  Abi was just in a matching set, Mia just her panties, thank God the marks on her back and ass had mostly faded and of course Susie had only lost her shoes.  One day . . . one day.

The current hand was interesting, we were all bidding, playing standard five card draw poker, so no cards on the table.  I was holding three tens, not a great hand but it could win.  The air in the room was full of cigarette smoke, one day they’d kill Steve, though knowing his luck he’d never be ill and it would be me that got lung cancer.  The stakes were getting high, Paul had just gone all in.  My turn, fold or all in.  Shit.

“All in,” I said, pushing my small pile of chips towards the center of the table.  All eyes turned to Jon.  He didn’t speak, just pushed his stack of chips into the middle.  All eyes were now on Smokes.

“All in boys, you know me, always happy to clean you out,” he said, pushing his pile of chips in.  This was serious now, if he won three girls were about to lose an item of clothing.  It was Paul to reveal his hand.

“Two pair, kings and queens.”

“Fuck you,” said Jon, throwing his cards in, “Mia, lose the panties.”

By rights I should have showed my hand but I paused, watching as Mia removed her tiny panties and stood there, just like last week.  We all studied her body for a few moments, ah it brought back many happy memories for me.  When I realized I was staring I stopped and looked round the table, expecting to see everyone staring at me, but it was OK, they were all looking at Mia as she stood there as naked as the day see was born.  Eventually Jon broke the silence.

“Come on Jay, let’s see your hand.”

I put my cards down on the table and showed my hand of three tens.  Would it win?  I held my breath, I was so nervous.

Would it fuck. 

With agonizing slowness Smokes put his cards down and fanned them out.  eight, seven, six, five, four.  Bastard.  We looked at Paul, then at Abi.  She smiled and reached behind her back, unhooked her bra slowly and removed it, hanging it on the back of Paul’s chair before folding her hands behind her back again.  She smiled at us, her tits were rock solid and her light brown skin was such a contrast to Susie, Mia and Willow.  Now it was Willow’s turn.  I didn’t need to speak to her, I just turned to watch as she pushed her hair behind her back and slowly, ever so slowly removed her bra.  Holding an arm over her nipple line she swirled the lacy bra round a finger before throwing it over the table to Smokes.  Finally she pulled her arm back to reveal her nipples, then folded her arms behind her back.

Eventually we turned back to the game, shit she was enjoying showing off.

“OK boys, Mia’s naked now.  Do I get to keep playing?” asked Jon.

“Sure,” said Smokes, blowing out more smoke, “But she has to perform a forfeit if you lose again.”

“What kind of forfeit?” asked Jon, Mia of course would go along with whatever it was.

“Don’t know yet, I’ll think of something.”  Jon winked, letting us know that Mia would perform the forfeit, whatever it was.  I handed out another $10,000 in chips for the three losers and we settled down to play.  As Paul dealt I spoke to Willow.

“Open a window please Willow, let some air in and blow some smoke out.”  I turned to look at her, the lounge has huge floor to ceiling widows looking out onto the street and the apartments beyond.  If anyone was watching, they’d see her almost naked body.

Willow looked at me, would she do it?  After a few seconds she nodded and turned and walked to the windows.  Willow pulled back the drapes and opened one, two and then the third window a couple of inches.  Instantly I could feel the fresh air coming in and the smoke dissipating a little.  Willow stepped back and closed the drapes, then walked back to behind me.  Her nipples stood out like little bullets, rock hard from their exposure to the night air.

Paul had dealt two hole cards each, the game was Texas hold’em.  We all passed on the first round.  Paul burnt the top card and dealt three more face up.  I had shit all, if anyone bet I’d fold and just lose the $500 blind I’d paid in.  Jon passed as did Smokes, Paul paid in $1,000. 

“Fold,” I said, throwing my cards back to Paul as dealer.

“$4,000, all in,” said Jon. 

“All in,” said Smokes, pushing his chips in.  Why not I guess, he was $40,000 or more ahead.  There was no way Susie was losing any clothes this round.  Pity.

“Fuck it,” said Paul after a moment’s thought and he pushed in his remaining chips.  Willow was safe, at least for this round.  Paul burnt the top card and dealt one more, there was a pair of eights on the table now with a four and five.  Paul shrugged and burnt the next card, then flipped the river card, nine of clubs.  Interesting, three clubs on the table and the making of a straight.  I was glad I’d dropped out, my Jack and two wouldn’t have won this round.  And no one would believe me if I bluffed.

You could have cut the tension with a knife.  I’d watched lesbian porn, fuck who hasn’t, but watching real live naked girls making out six feet away from me?  Shit, I really hoped I wouldn’t cum in my pants just from watching.  It was Jon’s turn to show first.

“Dead man’s hand,” he said, shrugging.  Two pairs, Aces and eights, not a bad hand by any stretch.  “Hopefully I’ll make it through the night,” he added smiling.

“Nice,” said Smokes, nodding appreciatively, “Never actually seen that in a game before.”  He took a drag on his Camel before revealing his cards.  “But not as nice as a Queen high flush in clubs.”

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” said Paul, clearly annoyed and throwing his cards into the middle of the table.  The game was over.  Abi looked around the table, she was shaking a little.  Nervously she put her hands onto her lacy white panties.

“Stop,” said Smokes.  Abi didn’t need to be told twice.  She took her hands out of her panties and looked back at Smokes, hoping no doubt that she’d got away with it.  “I’ve got an idea . . . . Come with me.”  Steve stubbed out his cigarette and stood up.  Like docile children we all stood up and followed our leader away from the kitchen table to the living area. 

“Back in five,” he said heading off to his room.  I sat on one of the chairs, Willow sat on my lap, my face level with her nipples.  Jon winked at me and sat in one of the others, he directed Mia to kneel on the floor in front of him, facing outwards.  She did as told, initially knees together until Jon ordered her to open wide.

“I lost Mia, show them what you’ve got.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off her pussy, shit four days ago I’d been fucking that sweet, tight hole.  I looked at Willow, she was staring at Mia as well.  A quick glance at the couch were Paul, Abi and Susie were sitting showed that they were all looking at Mia, kneeling at her master’s feet in total submission.  I wondered what was going through the girls minds as they looked at Mia.  I was also wondering what her ass look liked, it had to still be badly bruised from where I’d hit her.  Small pang of guilt as I thought about what I’d done.

“Could someone give me a hand please,” said Steve from the corridor.  Paul pushed Abi and she stood up, wearing nothing but her panties and she walked to the door and went out.  She was back seconds later, pulling a mattress.  Steve and Abi dumped it on the floor, the couch and chairs formed a U shape, the coffee table that usually lived in the middle of the U had been pushed to one side and the mattress took its place.  For all his faults Steve is loaded, he’s just spent a couple of hundred bucks on a new mattress just to watch two girls kiss.  What a guy.  Total legend.

He sat down and pulled Susie onto his knee.  “Stand on the mattress Abi, arms behind your back.”  Abi looked at Paul who just nodded, then she obeyed the order.  “OK Mia, here’s your forfeit,” continued Steve, “Go to Abi, crawl, don’t walk, then remove her panties, very slowly.”  Mia looked at Jon who, just like Paul nodded, giving his permission for Mia to obey another man’s order, Abi watched then looked at Paul, pleading with her eyes to save her from this humiliation.  Paul just shook his head and then Abi nodded, resigned to her fate.  I didn’t feel sorry for her at all, she’d agreed to the rules and been OK with it.

Mia crawled slowly to Abi, just like she had done to me, slowly, deliberately, wiggling her ass as she moved.  I looked at Willow, she was staring at Mia’s ass, the bruises clearly visible, the initial red color had faded and been replaced with yellows and browns, they looked amazing on her little Korean ass.  Willow looked at me, mouth open.  She clearly wanted to ask what had happened, like I’d tell her.  I was going to plead ignorance if she asked.  At least the whip lines on her back had faded.

Mia continued her crawl, she circled the mattress twice, giving us all a long look at her.  In my pants I could feel my cock starting to grow.  Mia could work a crowd, there’s something so utterly sexy about a girl, a naked girl on her hands and knees.  After her second time round Mia crawled onto the mattress and knelt up in front of Abi, her mouth level with Abi’s public mound.  Mia smiled at Abi, then raised her hands, put them on Abi’s knees and slid them up Abi’s long, brown legs.  Abi formed her fists into balls and closed her eyes as Mia slipped her fingers inside Abi’s panties.

“Stop,” said Jon, we all looked at him, was he going to call a halt to this?  He’d better not.  “Mia, fold your arms behind your back.”  He lowered his voice and spoke very softly.  “Use your teeth to take them off.”  I nodded in approval, I wish I’d thought of that.

“Sexy,” whispered Willow in my ear.  She was right, how much sexier could this get?

Mia was a well-trained slave girl, she did as she was told.  She raised herself slowly, leaned in and opened her mouth, pushing her lower jaw backwards so her upper teeth stuck out a little, she pushed her face against Abi’s stomach and took the material into her mouth, then pulled downwards.  She moved the panties a little, then moved to Abi’s hip and repeated the move.  Willow put her hand on my cock through my jeans, I was rock hard now and we exchanged a glance as she felt it.

Mia moved round Abi, each time lowering her panties a half inch.  I saw Steve adjust himself, he was clearly enjoying the show.  Even stuck up Susie couldn’t tear her eyes away.  When Mia got the panties over her hips she pulled them down in one swift move and they fell to the floor.  I was pleased to see that Abi’s pussy had a little tuft of hair as a landing strip.  Abi’s fists were tensing and relaxing, she was psyching herself up for what was about to come.  In front of her Mia resumed her submissive kneeling pose.

Abi didn’t move until Paul told her he kneel down and face Mia.  “Get your knees touching,” he ordered her as she had her knees together.  Abi was shaking as she slowly opened her legs wide, revealing her delicate pink pussy to the audience, and the girl that was about to become her lover.

“OK girls,” I said, “Showtime, and remember you’ll be making out until I decide you’ve completed five minutes.”  Abi raised her arms and put her hands over her own breasts to cover them.  Mia was going to have to take the lead.  And she did, she raised her ass up - she is much shorter than Abi - and put her hands onto Abi’s head, running her fingers through her long black hair.  Abi finally opened her eyes and looked into her friend’s.  Then Mia leaned in, she paused when their lips were an inch apart before pulling Abi’s head towards her.  Their lips touched briefly before Mia released Abi.

They looked at each other for a moment before Mia leaned in again to kiss Abi.  This time Abi extended a hand, I think she meant to push Mia away but somehow she ended up cupping Mia’s naked breast, touching the metal bar in her nipple.  Mia paused and looked down, Abi didn’t take her hand away and Mia covered it with one of her own, holding it in place.  Mia looked back at Abi whose mouth moved briefly into a smile.  They kissed again, this time their mouths opened and Abi kissed another girl for the first time, I was pretty sure it wasn’t Mia’s first time with another woman.

We all watched as Mia and Abi kissed, their tongues entwined, saliva connecting their mouths when they separated.  Mia massaged the hand that Abi still held on her breast, encouraging her to play with it, in return Mia put her hands onto Abi’s firm athletic chest, her nipples were soon rock hard.  Mentally I was begging Mia to suck on them but she stuck to the script and they just kissed, caressing each other’s breasts.  Abi took the lead next, she kissed Mia’s neck and then nibbled on her ears.  I was desperate to touch myself (or have Willow do it) but I’d have to wait.

I looked round the room, Willow, Steve, shit everyone was glued to watching the lesbian scene in front of us – even Susie was gripped, she had her arms wrapped round Steve, she wasn’t even blinking.  I checked my watch, they’d been making out for almost 10 minutes.  Fuck it, another five minutes wouldn’t hurt anyone, and besides, they didn’t look like they were in any hurry to stop any time soon.  No, they were both very happy and enjoying themselves.

All good thing must come to an end and eventually Abi looked at me.  She didn’t speak but the inference was clear.  Surely five minutes is up, she was saying with her eyes. 

“OK girls, you can stop.  That’s five minutes easy.”  Mia didn’t release Abi straight away, instead she pulled her back and they kissed softly, just on the lips a couple of times as a farewell.

Smokes pushed Susie off his knee, “If you’ll excuse us folks . . .” and he took Susie’s hand and led her out of the room.  Willow and I were next, with Jon and Mia just behind.  As soon as we were in my room I closed the door, when I turned round Willow was pulling off her panties.  She was on the bed, on her back, legs open wide, exposing her soft, pink pussy, glistening wet in the gentle light of the lamp on the nightstand.

“Fuck me Jay, just fuck me right now.”  Well, would you say no?  I undid my belt and pulled at my 501s, I love button flies, they just ripped open and I pulled them down, got my boxers down at the same time.  I didn’t bother with my shirt and left my pants around my ankles.  I hopped across the room and fell onto the bed, lying on top of Willow.  She pushed her tits upwards and I pushed my cock into her sopping wet cunt.

“Oh God yes,” cried Willow as I entered her, “Jesus you feel big tonight.”  My cock had never been so hard as I started to fuck her.  “That’s it, fuck me Jay, really fuck me, hard.  Faster, come on Jay, fuck me hard . . . yes, that’s it.”  Then something new from her.  “Choke me Jay . . . choke me . . . put your hand on my throat and choke me.”  I did as she asked and wrapped my hand on her throat and squeezed.

“Come on Jay . . . I can still talk . . . squeeze my fucking throat, I don’t want to be able breathe.”  I waited until she took a deep breath then I tightened my hand on her throat.  Willow opened her eyes wide, she was trying to breathe out but my grip on her throat held and she couldn’t do it.  I was really hammering her now, her face started to go red as I held my grip.  Willow put a hand onto my wrist and tried to pull my hand away, not very hard but I just ignored her and kept fucking my girl.  I felt like a god with the power of life and death over her.

I’d held her throat for about a minute when her body started to convulse, she was cumming, I could feel her tensing under me, she was scratching at my back and trying to pull my hand away.  Her orgasm set me off and I started to cum, I found it very exciting to control her like that.

“I’m cumming Willow, holy fuck I’m cumming.”  As soon as I started to cum I released the grip on her neck and Willow breathed out and in rapidly, drinking in the air, her body was still bucking as she rode her orgasm.

“I’m . . . still . . . cumming Jay, oh . . . fuck I’m . . . still . . . cumming.  Don’t stop, . . . don’t you . . . fucking . . . stop . . . Oh Shit I’m going to . . . cum again . . . YESSSS”

She was breathing deeply but was starting to slow down as the oxygen in her blood stream was replenished.  I stopped fucking her and we lay there kissing, before eventually she pushed me off and rolled onto her side to look at me, her breasts still heaving.

“That was so fucking intense!  I love you,” she said.

I kissed her head and said the same.  We snuggled up and went to sleep, I was tired, exhausted, happy and drunk.

I even forgot to feel guilty about my misdemeanors.


Saturday March 28th

When I awoke Willow was looking at me, the duvet was down far enough to reveal the top of her breasts, nipples still hidden.  I looked at her, holy fuck her neck was red from where I’d choked her the night before.  I touched her neck, ashamed at what I’d done to her, to the woman I loved.

“Willow, I . . . I,” words failed me as I felt her neck.

“I hope you weren’t about to apologize for anything,” she said, “If I get to cum like that you’re damn well going to choke me again.  It was fucking incredible Jay, I was still riding my first orgasm when I came again.”  Her face blushed as she thought about it again.

She hugged me, phew.  I thought she’d been about to terminate our relationship, and I didn’t want that.

“Jay, yesterday, did you enjoy watching Abi and Mia making out?”

I nodded, stupid question.  Who would want to watch a pair of hot, naked girls making out five feet away from you?  The only thing that could have made it better was if they’d carried on and gone the whole way.  Or asked me to join them.  Actually, there are many ways it could have been better, come to think of it.

“Did you look at Mia?  Her ass?  It was bruised, badly bruised, it looks like she’d been spanked.  Hard.”  I couldn’t help it, I could feel my face going as red as Mia’s ass.  Thank fuck the only light in the room was crawling round the edge of the drapes, Willow wouldn’t be able to see.  I nodded as I spoke.

“I noticed, yes.”  There, not a lie.

“What do think Jon and Mia get up to?” She asked. 

“Well,” I replied, “Based on the evidence it looks like Jon spanks her.”  Another truth.  Willow didn’t speak for a moment, she was thinking about it.

“Have you ever spanked a girl Jay?  I mean really spanked a girl?”

“No,” I lied, shaking my head, going even redder.

“Would you like to?  Would you like to spank me?”

Oh God yes, I’d love to spank you Willow, spank you as hard as I’d spanked Mia four days ago.  Did I say this?  Did I fuck.  Instead I took the cowards way out.  Play it safe.

“Depends really, I mean would you like to be spanked?”  It was out in the open.  Let her decide.  Willow slipped her hand across and took my cock into it.  She started to jerk me slowly.

“Yes Jay,” she whispered, “I’ve been a bad girl and I should be spanked for it.”  Her voice was soft a sultry, teasing me.  My cock was growing rapidly.  “Tell me I’ve been a bad girl Jay, I’ve had dirty thoughts about Mia and Abi and should be punished for it Jay, tell me how bad I am.”

“You have been bad haven’t you Willow?” I replied.  She nodded and I carried on.  “Watching lesbians kissing, you should have been disgusted shouldn’t you?”  Willow was from a strict Catholic family, I’d met her parents and could guess at how she’d been raised.

“That’s right Jay,” she replied, “I watched a sin being committed and it turned me on.  I . . . I wanted to be on the mattress with them.  I’m such a bad girl, what are you do with me?”

I sat up, Willow didn’t release my cock, instead she put her head on my lap and took me into her mouth.  She twisted round, getting onto all fours, pushing her ass towards my right hand.  Fuck it.  I raised my hand up and swatted her ass, not hard, I didn’t want her to back off instantly.  She took her head away from my cock.

“Is that all you’ve got Jay, or should I get a real man to punish me?”  She took me back into her mouth.  Right, you fucking asked for this.  Literally.  I raised my hand up and this time hit her peachy posterior much harder.  Willow made a sound, but didn’t stop sucking my cock, my hand stung a little from the impact.  I felt her jaw move, fuck it was exciting, knowing that she was having to control herself when no doubt she wanted to clench her jaws together.  She hadn’t asked me to stop so I hit her again and again, each time she’d make a noise but she never stopped sucking my cock.  Willow put a hand between her legs and started to masturbate, judging by the speed she was moving it wouldn’t be long before she came. 

Whack!  Willow made a high pitched noise in her throat.  I started to thrust my hips, holding the back of her head with my spare hand while I fucked her mouth.  She wasn’t as good at oral as Mia, but she was learning quickly.  Every time I struck her she shuddered and moved and I knew she’d cum soon.

I started to speak to her as I used her mouth and spanked her ass.  “You’re a bad girl Willow, watching lesbians like that, you should be punished.”  Whack!  “Bad girls get punished, you know that now.”  Whack!  “I’ll keep punishing you until I think you’ve had enough.”  Whack!  Her body was trembling she was going to cum soon.  “And don’t you fucking cum until I do bitch.”  Whack!

On about my thirtieth blow my balls tightened.  “I’m cumming Willow, oh yes . . . yes . . . YESSSS.”  I hit her particularly hard on the last strike as I started to pump cum into her violated mouth, as soon as she tasted my cum her hips bucked and her legs gave way, her turn.  Willow held me there until I got my breath back and sucked gently before she pulled away and swallowed my load.

“Thank you for letting me cum Jay, that was so intense, having to hold it.  I’ve, . . . I’ve never been controlled like that before.”

I kissed her and offered my hand to her face.  “Kiss the hand that punished you Willow.”  She kissed my hand, then placed my fingers into her open mouth and sucked tenderly.  “Now thank me for punishing a wanton slut like you.”

“Thank you for punishing me Sir.  Promise me you’ll spank me again sometime, it was so hot.”

“I’ll spank you again,” I winked and smiled as I spoke, “Next time you deserve it.”

“Well, I’ll just have to fail at something, won’t I?”

Willow and I laughed.  I was in the mood now, I raised my hand and slapped her again.  Willow looked at me, why had I done that?

“Now be a good girl and go get us some coffee.”  I didn’t mean it as an order really, it just seemed appropriate for the situation.

“Yes Sir,” she replied and got out of bed.  At the door she paused and looked at me, I picked up my phone and ignored her.  She remembered what had happened last week, she was waiting for me to tell her she could wear my robe.  Willow hesitated for a few moments, before she opened the door and ventured out, still naked.  She was back a couple of minutes later, climbed into bed and offered me a cup.  I took it from her and sipped it.

“Jay,” she said, sipping the boiling hot liquid, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask since like forever.”

“Sure, what is it?”

“We’ve been dating for what, four months?  Almost five?  Every morning I wake up here there’s a pot of fresh coffee been made.  It’s not on a timer plug and the machine isn’t even on when we go to bed.  Who makes it?”

Mia, it’s one of her slave tasks, I almost replied.  Instead I came out with, “Good question.  I think Jon once told me Mia is a very light sleeper and she wakes up much earlier than anyone else, she likes a cup when she gets up and so she makes a pot.”

Willow blew across the top of her cup.  “Mmmmm.”  She was clearly thinking about it.  As I said it I thought it sounded unbelievable.  It was close to the truth.  At least Willow hadn’t asked me who did the cleaning, then I’d have been on very difficult terrain.

We sat in silence and drank our coffee.

******

Willow had to study during the day (as did the other girls), exams were only six weeks away so the boys and I left them alone in the apartment and we went out.  It was unseasonably warm so we went to a park and played touch football for most of the morning, then to one of our favorite restaurants for lunch.  Smokes had left $50 out on the kitchen table so the girls could phone out for food, he was always very generous like that.

The afternoon passed slowly for us, we went down to the seafront and walked and talked, planning out the next poker evening.  We’d have to warn the girls, as usual Mia wouldn’t have an issue with it, I was pretty sure Willow would go along, Paul said Abi would, if Mia and Willow would and Smokes assured us that Susie would, mainly as he was going to win.

“How was your night with Abi,” I asked Paul, “Was she OK with you, I mean, she didn’t look that happy at having to kiss Mia.  Well, at first anyway.”  Laughter.

Paul thought for a moment, “Abi was OK, I think.  In the end she looked like she enjoyed it.  She just had to overcome her natural inhibitions.”  Paul laughed, “And when I got her back to my room she was like a wild animal when we fucked.  Awesome.”  We all laughed.  “How about Willow?”

I don’t like talking about what goes on in our bedroom, but I figured I didn’t really have a choice after Paul had opened up like that.

“She was pretty turned on by watching Abi and Mia, more than she’d care to admit.”  I smiled, “Yes, I had a wild night as well.”

“My night sucked,” offered Steve.  “Susie wouldn’t stop talking about how disgusting it was, and how we were all perverts to (a) make them do it and (b) watch like we did.”  He took a long toke on his Camel.

“As far as I could see she watched pretty carefully,” Jon said, “And then she talks about it all night.  Mate, she’s just in denial about her own repressed lesbian urges.”  We all laughed at that.  We stopped by a sports bar to kill a few more hours, before returning to the apartment just after six.  The girls had all finished studying for the day so we went out as a group for the night, ate in a Thai place and then hit a few bars.  This really is a great life for a young man, free rent in a superb apartment, high income and pretty much entirely disposable.

******

We got back just after one am, all pretty tipsy and went to our rooms.  Willow and I kissed and I removed her top and bra, revealing her creamy white breasts.  I never tire of this, redheads have such pale skin.  After a few minutes I needed to use the bathroom so I excused myself for a couple of minutes.

When I came back Willow had removed all her clothes and was on her knees, legs wide apart, just like Mia and Abi the night before.  I looked at her, fuck she was sexy.  Between her legs was the cord from my dressing gown.  My cock pulsed, she wanted me to tie her up.  We’d never tried bondage before.

“Bind my arms behind my back please Sir,” she said, breathlessly, “Then do whatever you want with me Sir, I won’t say no.”  She was clearly turned on.

I walked round her, Willow didn’t move, she kept her head and body absolutely still, hands palm up on her thighs.  The only movement her came from her breasts, rising and falling as she breathed in and out.  I couldn’t resist her.

“We need to set up a safe word first,” I said.  Willow looked up at me.

“What’s a safe word?” she asked.

“A word you use to tell me to stop, to let me know I’ve gone too far.”

“I don’t need one,” she replied, “I trust you.”  I shook my head.

“You’re getting one,” I replied, “And it’s pineapple.”  Willow laughed.

“Pineapple?”  I nodded.

“Pineapple.  We can’t use No or Stop, you might say those in the fits of passion.  But you’ll not scream pineapple, unless you’ve got some weird fetish I don’t know about.”

“Well, I’ve been meaning to mention it for a while,” she said, slyly, then we both laughed.  “Pineapple it is then.  But I won’t say it,” she added, defiantly.

I walked in front of Willow and picked up the cord.  She looked up at me and raised her right arm.  I tied the cord round her wrist, then stepped behind her and knelt down.  I pulled her arm behind her, she moved the left one behind her as well, then I tied her wrists together.  There was a lot of the cord left, so I pulled it up and tied it to her left elbow, then dragged the remainder to her right elbow and pulled her elbows together.  I got them to about four inches apart when Willow made a noise.

“Does that hurt Willow?” I asked, kissing her neck as I did it.

“Yes Sir,” she replied, softly.

“Not complaining are you?”

“No Sir, good girls don’t complain, do they?”

I paused then I leaned in and whispered into her ear, “Ask me to pull your elbows closer together Willow.”

I couldn’t see her face but I knew she was smiling.  “Please Sir, pull my elbows closer together.  Make it hurt please Sir.”  I was happy too, she was under my control.  I did as she asked, tightening the cord until her elbows were only two inches apart, then I wrapped the cord round her arms so that the rope wouldn’t bite too deeply into her flesh.  When there was a little left I tied it off, then stood up and walked in front of Willow.  She looked up at me.

“Does this hurt you Willow?” I asked.

“Yes Sir, it hurts my shoulders.”  I looked at her, her breasts had risen up slightly from having her arms tied behind her back.  She looked hotter than ever.  I remembered something, in a drawer I had an eye mask, a relic from a holiday to the west coast, thrown into the drawer after the red eye.

“Close your eyes Willow and keep them closed until I say you can open them.”

She smiled again, “Yes Sir,” she said in a low, sexy voice.  Willow closed her eyes, fuck she looked hot, arms bound, her long red hair cascading over her shoulders, half down her front and half down her back.  I had to tear my eyes away from her as I rummaged in my drawer.  I found what I was looking for, hastily got back to her and slipped it over her head to cover her eyes – this wasn’t a free one from a flight, but one I’d paid real dollars for, it was excellent.  I was tempted to not use it, to force her to keep her eyes closed, but let’s not go too far on a first attempt.

I started to stroke her breasts, soft, gentle and caring.  “Can you see anything?”

“No Sir,” she replied, “Just a faint outline of light round the edge of the blindfold Sir.”  I tested her, I took my hand from her chest and made to slap her across the face, hard.  I pulled back and went for the slap, stopping my hand a quarter inch from the side of her face.  She didn’t flinch in the slightest.  No, no she couldn’t see a thing.

It was time.  I removed my clothes and let them fall to the floor.  I took the belt from my pants and placed it in my hand, folding it in two so that I could lash her with it.  I was very careful to do this silently, when I lashed her the first time I wanted it to come as a complete surprise.  I wouldn’t hit her anywhere near as hard as I’d hit Mia.  Well, not this first time anyway.

My cock was rock hard, I wanted to use Willow’s mouth.  I moved between her legs, the end of my cock was two or three inches away from her mouth and about level with her eyes.  I wanted her to work out what to do, I didn’t want to force my cock into her mouth.  Not yet anyway.  I wanted her to do the work.

I stayed still for 20, 30 seconds before Willow worked it out.  She raised herself up and little so her mouth was just about level with my cock, then leaned forward until her lips touched the tip.  I guess she could smell the precum.  She stayed like that for a moment, I could feel the breath from her nose on my bare flesh, shit that was hot.  She opened her mouth and pushed out her tongue, licking the end of my cock.  I think if I’d been sober I’d have lost myself there and then.

Willow opened wide and took me into her mouth.  She closed her lips on my cock and sucked, pulling me into her willing mouth, so hot and wet in there.  Willow sucked hard, inch after inch of my cock disappeared until only a couple of inches were outside her mouth, I was touching the back of her throat and she was gagging slightly.  Willow then opened wider and pushed out her tongue, licking the base of my cock, flicking the top of my ball sack.

I groaned in delight, Willow was getting better at this by the day.  Another couple of weeks and I think she’d be as good, or even better than Mia.  Willow started to suck up and down, taking me deeper with each suck until she gagged, she pulled back, my cock left her mouth as she coughed and spluttered.  Fuck it, I lifted my belt up and brought it down onto her left breast.  Hard enough that she would feel it, not so hard that she’d scream in pain.

“Ow,” she said.  I’d never struck her before yesterday, but after my experience with Mia I knew that I enjoyed doing it.  What kind of sick fuck am I?  Would she use her safe word.  Instinctively she tried to pull back, I put a hand onto the back of her head to hold her in place, but she had taken her mouth away.

“Don’t take my cock out of your mouth unless I take it off slut,” I said to her in a menacing voice.

“Yes Sir, I’m sorry I did Sir,” she managed to stutter with my cock still in her mouth,  “It won’t happen again Sir.”

“It had better not, you know the consequences now, don’t you?”

“Yes Sir.”

Willow straightened up and took me back into her mouth and started to work again.  She wasn’t taking me as deep this time round, clearly she didn’t want to choke and have to pull away.  Tough shit girl, I wanted her to gag.  It’s wasn’t just the sensation of being that deep in her mouth that I enjoyed, it was the power and control over making her gag.  Forcing her to do something I wanted, not essentially something that she wanted.

I put my hand onto the back of her head and pulled her in until she gagged again.  Poor Willow, she started to splutter and cough, she tried to pull back but I wouldn’t let her, instead I just pulled her in tighter and closer to me.  Her back though was stronger than my arm and she succeeded in escaping, I allowed her to cough and gasp for a while.  Eventually she managed to speak.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said, reaching for my cock.  I slapped her face with my hand, knocking her head sideways. The sound was worse than the impact, I hoped anyway. I bent down and put the belt round her neck, forming a loose collar and leash.  I pulled on it, dragging Willow forwards.  She bent forward, under normal circumstances I expect she would have put her arms forwards to take her weight, but she of course couldn’t manage this.  Instead she started to shuffle on her knees, making slow progress.  Watching her struggle like that turned me on even more.

I walked Willow slowly to the door and turned her round, so she had her back to it.  Now she had nowhere to go when I fucked her throat.  Willow knew what was coming, she opened her mouth and I pushed my cock inside her.  I took a tight grip on the makeshift leash, I could use this to control her breathing and put my hands on her head.  I started to fuck her throat.  When she struggled or gagged I didn’t let up.  Willow tried to pull away but the door held her firm, when she twisted to the side I used my hands to move her back.

This was incredible, the best blowjob of my life.  Except it wasn’t a blowjob – a blowjob is given by the girl, she does the work, I was fucking her mouth and throat, using it like a cunt.  In and out, in and out I used her without regard for her.  It didn’t take long until my balls started to tighten and pulse, I pulled out of Willow’s mouth and jerked myself, Willow gasped for air as I shot my seed over her face, her hair and some into her mouth.

As soon as I stopped cumming I nudged my cock back inside her mouth, making her suck and clean me, licking my shaft.  I stroked her hair as I did.

“Fucking hell Willow, that was incredible.”

When I pulled out she spoke quietly.  “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself Sir.”

I bent down and used my fingers to push my cum from her face into her mouth, she opened wide for every drop, sucking my fingers to get every drop into her mouth.  I stroked her face, being gentle with her.  Mixing up emotions in my girl.  I kicked her legs apart, then went to look for the wand, fully charged and ready to go.  She was unaware that I had it.  I found it quickly and put my finger over the power button.

I knelt down and held it to Willow’s ear and switched it on.  Instantly it started to hum and buzz, I could feel my hand vibrating.  Willow was silent, listening to the sound, trying to work out what it was, did she know?  I pressed the button to increase the speed, the wand vibrated faster, the pitch increased.  I took it up slowly to its fastest setting, then back down.  When it was on its slowest speed I put it between her legs and onto her pussy.

The response was instant, she took a sharp intake of breath and tried to rise away from the vibrating head, I moved it with her.  “Keep still,” I told her.  Willow just nodded, I pushed it against her clit and left it there as she writhed against it, she started to grind against it, breathing deeply, she started to moan and I knew she was close to cumming.  So I pulled it away.  It took her a couple of seconds to notice.

“Bastard,” she said.  So I slapped her breast as hard as I could as punishment.

“Bastard Sir,” I told her, then slapped her other breast, just as hard, to balance up the red marks.

“Bastard, Sir,” she said, emphasizing the ‘Sir’.  She wasn’t wrong.  I laughed.

“No cumming without permission, do you understand?”  Willow nodded, she understood.

I put the wand back onto her pussy and turned it up, Willow moaned instantly, back to grinding against the vibrating head, within seconds she was pleading with me.

“Can I cum please Sir?  Please let me cum Sir, please, I need to cum Sir, PLEASE.”  The last word was almost delirious, so I pulled the wand away and slapped her hard on her breast again, the red hand print from last time still visible on her chest.  Willow moaned in pain, then I slapped her other breast.  This time she got two on each, after each she moaned in pain, then I turned the wand up again to level three and back onto her clit.

Almost instantly she was begging, pleading to be allowed to cum, I just ignored her, keeping her on edge for ages before once again I pulled it away, the head of the wand was glistening with her slickness.  I slapped each breast again as hard as I could, three times on each, Willow was in such a state I don’t think she noticed.  I turned the wand to level four and put it back onto her clit.

“Please, let me cum Sir, please,” she begged.  I whispered into her ear in a deep voice.

“Five . . . Four . . . Three,” she worked it out, “Two . . . One . . . Now.”  As soon as I said now she collapsed forward, her legs came together, she was struggling, trying to get the wand away from her but I held it against her body, she was screaming and cursing, praying and yelling as I held in in place, I have no idea how long I kept it against her, when I finally pulled it away and switched it off she barely moved, bent double, she was crying in pleasure at the experience. 

I straightened her up and hugged her, we kissed, she was still unable to move her arms or see me.

“What the fuck was that?” she asked.  I told her.  I let it slide that she neglected to call me Sir.

“You’re using that on me again,” she added.  We kissed, again.  I took pity on her and removed the blindfold, the light level was low but she still blinked as she adjusted to the light.  I bent down and tucked the belt into its loop, forming it into a makeshift collar, then helped her to stand.

“Sir, may I please use the bathroom?”

I looked at her and smiled.  “Sure.”

I turned her round and reached for the cord to remove it.

“What are you doing Sir?” she asked.

“Untying you?” I replied, making it sound like a question

“Sir, please don’t untie me.  I mean it’s your choice, but please, I’d like to remain bound.”  I turned her back and looked at her. 

“Sure you want to do this?”  Willow nodded, so I opened the door and she went through it, hair covered in cum, legs slick with her own juices, collar on her neck, arms bound behind her back.  I got into bed and waited for her to return.  I was tempted to lock the door and keep her outside, but I thought better of it.

Willow came in and used her body to close the door, pushing it shut with her ass, then got into the bed beside me.  She snuggled up beside me and looked at me.  She was so sexy like that with a collar on her neck and the red marks on her breasts.

“Are you going to leave me tied all night Sir?”  The way she asked my indicated that she expected me to say yes, so I just nodded.

“Sleep well Sir,” Willow said.  I kissed her and called her a kinky bitch, she just laughed.  “Sir, I’m learning what you like.  And what I like.”  I turned the light out and we went to sleep.  Well, I went to sleep, I doubted Willow would get much bound like that.  If she woke me in the night and asked to be untied I would have done of course, but she didn’t. 


Sunday March 29th

Iawoke late, I checked the clock, it was almost 10am.  Beer and a throat fuck from a willing submissive, what a way to spend a night?  I turned over, Willow wasn’t lying next to me, I sat up.  She was on the floor, kneeling, legs together.  I looked at her.

“Good morning slave.”  There, I’d said it.  I’d called her slave.  Willow raised her head and looked at me, then opened her legs wide to show me her pussy.  She still had the makeshift collar on her neck, there was a red stripes on her breasts from where I’d slapped them hard.  Her arms were still bound tightly behind her back.  I felt a bit guilty about how I’d treated her.  She spoke to me, softly.

“Good morning Sir, how did you sleep?”  Was she playing or taking this seriously?  I’d find out later.

“I slept very well Willow.  How about you?”

“I barely slept at all Sir, this isn’t very comfortable.”

“Would you like me to free you?”

“It’s not my choice Sir, is it?”

No, I conceded, no it isn’t.  I smiled, I was enjoying my power over her.  I looked at her ravishing body, I wanted to fuck her.  And looking at her, Willow wanted to be fucked as well.  She been a great mouth-cunt last night, it was time to use one of her other holes.

“Get up on the bed, on your back.”

“Yes Sir,” came the reply.  Expected, required and welcome.

Willow stood up as gracefully as she could (hell, I was just impressed that she could stand without falling).  She climbed up onto the bed and struggled to the middle before she lay on her back, her head at the top of the bed.  I put a pillow under her head and then got off the bed.  I found the blindfold and slipped it over her eyes, rendering her unable to see.

Mia had left me a couple of ropes, I picked them up and tied one round her left ankle and the other round her right.  I think she knew what was coming as she opened her legs wide.  I smiled, she was becoming so submissive in bed.  I took the other ends and pulled them tight before securing them to the bedframe, leaving her pussy totally exposed and ready for me.

One final touch, I opened a drawer and pulled out a second belt.  I folded it in half, I wasn’t going to punish Willow anywhere near as hard as I had done last night, but I wanted to mix pain and pleasure in her psyche.  She seemed to be enjoying pain, who was I to refuse her wishes?

I paused before starting to look at her gorgeous body.  Her huge breasts were pert, her smooth, hairless pussy was on display, glistening wet.  She was moving and writhing on the bed, she was clearly very excited at what was about to come. 

I climbed onto the bed between her legs, I put the belt down quietly so she couldn’t hear it.  I put my hands on her knees and started to kiss her legs.  I started on her thighs and kissed and licked my way down to her feet.  Willow has very sensitive feet, she hates them being tickled but she’d happily have me caress them for hours.

I ran my tongue over her feet, before sucking each toe in turn.  Willow was making quiet moaning sounds, she was clearly enjoying the attention.  Eventually I moved over to her other foot and started to suck it, before working my way back up her leg.

Willow clearly expected me to give some attention her pussy, I could see it glistening in the dim light, instead I ignored it and pushed my tongue into her belly button.  Her whole body moved when I did this, she loves having her navel licked. I put my hands up onto her shoulders and pulled myself up, I paused as my cock lined up with her hole before thrusting in.  Willow’s mouth opened wide and she gasped, she loves that first sensation when I penetrate her.

I didn’t fuck her then, I just lay still, buried inside her.  I put my elbows onto the bed to support my weight and started to kiss and lick her breasts, avoiding her nipples for the moment.  I circled them with my tongue before eventually sucking them, as soon as my tongue touched them they became rock hard.  Willow’s mouth was open, she was panting.  Under me she started to buck her hips, I was still but my cock was sliding in and out of her, she was fucking me.

“Lie still slave,” I whispered in her ear.

“Fuck,” she gasped before stopping moving, “Sorry, I mean yes Sir.”

“Good girl,” I said to her gently, stroking her hair.

This was hard for her I could see.  But this was about her surrendering control and me controlling her.  I wanted to control her, to have her submit to my will and authority.  And she wanted the opposite, she wanted to submit to me, to serve and obey me.  It was clearly a struggle for Willow to be still but she managed it.  Almost.  She was wriggling her feet.

I slid out of her and kissed my way back to her pussy then picked up the belt.  I paused, my face an inch from her sweet cunt.  Willow couldn’t help herself, she pushed her body down the bed.  Time to teach her who was in control.  As quietly as I could I lifted the belt and brought it down onto her breasts – not so hard as to kill the moment, but hard enough that she’d feel some pain.

“Ow, fuck,” she gasped.

“Lie still Willow.”

“I’m trying Sir . . . I’m trying . . . OW.”  I hit her second time, then a third and fourth before I realized she couldn’t keep still.  Poor Willow.  I moved a little and licked her from her asshole all the way up along her labia.  As soon as my tongue touched her she started to writhe, unable to control herself any longer so I had no choice, I lashed her again with the belt.  She’d been told to remain still, failure had consequences.

I fucked her with my tongue as I continued to strike her tits, I wasn’t going to stop until she came.  Willow was gasping and panting, begging for release in between yelling in pain as I periodically beat her breasts with the belt.

“I’m cumming Jay . . . oh fuck Jay I’m cumming . . . don’t stop . . . please Jay, don’t . . .”

Willow lifted her body off the bed, sitting upright as she came.  I could feel her trying to bring her legs together but the restraints held her tightly in place.  When she fell back down I threw the belt away and lifted myself on top of her again and fucked her hard.  It was only seconds before I started to cum, pumping in and out of her, kissing her neck.

As we both recovered I lay on top of her, we were kissing gently, then Willow spoke to me.  “That was incredible Sir,” she said, she was glowing, “You got everything just right.”

“Last night then, you enjoyed the wand?”  She nodded.

“It was so powerful Sir,” she replied, “My orgasm was so intense, it was like it was being ripped out of me, it was all I could do to control it.  Made it even more intense though.”

“Did you enjoy being tit whipped?”

Willow blushed, “Yes Sir.  Promise me you’ll do it again some time?”

“Oh, I will Willow, I will.”

Eventually as my cock shrank I rolled off Willow and untied her.  I looked at her tits, they were bright red and starting to bruise from where I’d been lashing them.  I felt a bit guilty, even if she’d enjoyed it.  I ordered her to lie on her front as I undid the arm restraints.  Her shoulders were stiff and it took her a few moments to be able to move again.  When she could she got off the bed and knelt back on the floor.  I sat on the bed in front of her and she took my soft cock into her mouth.

“You like the taste of pussy, don’t you.”  Willow made a soft noise of agreement.

“And you like being submissive don’t you.”  Stronger noise of agreement.

“What did you enjoy most about this morning Willow?”  She stopped sucking and pulled off my cock.

“When you called me ‘Good Girl’ Sir, that was degrading, humiliating and, and, and I loved it.  It, it meant so much more as well didn’t it?”  I stopped to think about what she’d said.

“You’re right,” I replied, “It also means well done, and I’m proud of you, and I love you.”  She kissed the end of my cock. 

“How about getting us coffee?”

“My pleasure Sir.”  Willow stood up, she still had the makeshift belt collar on her neck and looked every inch the submissive slave.  One day I’d have to replace that with a real collar, one just like Mia’s, a day collar for school and a leather one for the evening.  “Sir, do you want me to go naked?”

I smiled.  “Sure, why not?”  Willow didn’t argue, she opened the door and left the room.  I’m sure that she wanted to go naked, the little exhibitionist that she was becoming.  I went for a piss and to freshen up, I used the robe of course, when I came back she was on her knees at the side of the bed, the coffee on the small nightstand.  Obviously she’d used a coaster.

I ignored her as I got back into bed and pulled the sheets up over me.  I picked up my coffee and sipped it, ah, that first caffeine of the morning feeling.  I took a couple of mouthfuls before I decided to speak to my silent, submissive slave girl.

“Did you see anyone?” I asked.

Willow blushed, “Mia caught a glimpse of me Sir.”

“A glimpse?” I asked.  Willow blushed.

“More than a glimpse Sir.  She, she was in the kitchen area.  I, I had to wait for a while as she made the coffee.  She, she was also naked Sir.  Her body was heavily bruised.”  Willow blushed even more.  “I wanted to ask her about it.”  There I went, feeling guilty again. 

“She,” Willow swallowed and touched the makeshift collar on her neck, “She touched my collar, then she ran her hands over my breasts, she, she was touching the red skin.”

“Did you resist?”  Willow shook her head.

“No, I, I just stood in silence, the pair of us naked.  We didn’t speak at all, I just stood there waiting on the coffee while she ran her hands over my breasts.”

“Did you touch her?”  Willow’s faced flushed instantly.  She did, I could see it, it was written all over her face.  She was still not answering.  “Do I have to whip it out of you slut?”  The word slut surprised me, I’m not sure why I said it.  Willow’s face was now as red as her hair and breasts.  Her response was almost inaudible. 

“Yes.”

“First time touching another girl?”  This time she nodded, almost imperceptibly.

“I, I . . . please don’t make me tell you.”

“Just use your safe word if you don’t want to.”  She didn’t reply, I picked up the spare belt and sat up on the edge of the bed, legs sticking out.  I doubled it where she could see and ran it over her breasts, the black of it contrasting with the red marks on her creamy white flesh.  I ran it up and down, Willow breathing deeply.  Without warning I lifted it from her skin and struck her across her flesh as hard as I could.  She screamed in pain, her head shaking and body trembling in agony.  I waited until she calmed down.

“Tell me what happened.”  Willow shook her head.  I raised the belt and lashed her breasts again, she shook as she absorbed the blow and she cried out in pain.  It took her longer to recover this time.  I took her chin in my hand and lifted it up until we looked into each other’s eyes, tears were welling in them.

“Willow, I’ll keep this up until you use your safe word or tell me what happened.”  She could see from the look on my face I meant it.  “It’s your choice, just use your safe word and we’re done.”  She shook her head.  I raised the belt again.

“No, please, no.”  I lowered it. 

“So what happened?”

“We, we were in the kitchen, we were both naked and silent, both with marked bodies.  She touched my breasts and held them, I did the same.  Mia took my head in her hands and pushed me down, she made me kiss her breasts and suck her nipples.”  She was trembling as she spoke.

“I, sucked them, licking the metal bars, biting her nipples.  The only sound was the coffee going through the machine.  She made me do it until the coffee was ready, the she lifted me up and we kissed, a full on kiss, just like her and Abi last night.  Then she poured two coffees and left, leaving me alone.  That’s it.”  I nodded, I believed her.  I stroked her hair, she bent forward and rested her head on my legs, we stayed like that for a minute, I was really tender with her.

“Come on, get up here next to me,” I said, I helped her into bed, I sat behind her, legs open wide with her back on my chest and we drank our coffee, talking softly, then I removed the belt from her neck and we went for a shower.  As soon as I removed her collar she stopped calling me Sir.  I preferred it when she called me Sir, I’d have to do this again.

Assuming she wanted to of course.

******

Willow and I met Jon, Paul, Abi and Mia in the living room later on, Steve and Susie came through a few minutes later.  We went out for brunch then the girls all left to go back to their apartments so they could study, apart from Mia.  She wasn’t a student, we just left her in the apartment.  We wouldn’t be seeing them again until Monday at the earliest.  That evening, over a meal we talked about the Friday night poker games.

“Thing is,” said Smokes, “how do we go one better than last week?”  It’s one thing to say we can always go one better, the question is how.”

“Well,” said Paul, “I can think of one way.”  We all looked at him.  “Take it to the next level.  Don’t stop at kissing and fondling.  Losing two girls have to fuck while the rest of us watch.”

I picked up my beer and drank a bit.  This works for me.  I could see that they were all thinking the same thing.  Full on lesbian sex three feet away from you?  Count me, and I think every other heterosexual guy in.

“Question is,” said Jon, breaking the silence as we all thought about it, “Would they go for it?  I mean, Mia will, naturally.  But how about Susie, Willow or Abi?  Would any of them do it?”

“Willow will,” I said firmly.  They all looked at me.

“You seem very confident of that Jay.”  They waited on an answer from me.  I made them wait, like Smokes would have done, before I eventually spoke.  “She will.”

“How can you be so certain?” asked Jon.

“She made out with Mia this morning, unasked for.”  Jon almost choked on his beer.

“Shit, Mia never mentioned this.”

“Well, you’ll just have to beat it out of her, won’t you?”  We all laughed, when we calmed down we were back to the original question.  How to get them to do it.  There was only one way.

“We have to ask them in advance,” said Smokes, stating the obvious, “And then more than that I think, we have to get them to sign a contract saying that they will.”

“How about,” I added, “If we spice it up as well.”  They all looked at me – spice it up beyond live lesbian sex in the living room three feet from you?  “Winner of the round gets to remove the losing girls’ clothing?  We all enjoyed watching Mia remove Abi’s panties, so how about sharing the fun?”

We all thought about it.  “Let’s take them out on Tuesday and discuss it,” said Smokes, “That means we can discuss it in private with each of them on Monday.”

That would work.


Monday March 30th

Ilooked across the table at Willow, she even managed to make eating with chop sticks look sexy.  She could make filling in a tax return look sexy.  Me?  I’m a shoveller, I’d probably eaten two thirds of the Chinese banquet and was thinking about going back for more. 

“So,” said Willow, chasing a piece of lemon chicken round her bowl, “What’s the plan for Friday?  How are you going to top last week?”

Well, I hadn’t expected her to open the conversation, I thought I’d have to build up to it, figuring that this was an after dinner conversation, five beers into the evening type of discussion.  I picked up my beer and drank some, searching for the courage to discuss what we had planned.

“The thing is Willow,” I said, “We want to go one better than last week.”

“We being the guys?” I nodded.  “I bet.  And how do you plan to top it?  Or should I say, how do you plan to get us girls to top it?”  She understood.

Fuck it, I just came out with it.  “First, the losing girl doesn’t remove her own clothes, rather the winning guy does, or nominates someone to remove them.”  I looked at Willow, how was she going to react to this?  Not likely, but if I won I could be removing one of my friends girl’s clothes, running my hands over their bodies, touching them.

She put down her chopsticks and looked at me.  “And you’d be OK with that would you Jay?  You’re not the best player, you’d be OK with Steve removing my bra and running his hands over my breasts?  How about between my legs, touching my soft, sweet, pink pussy?”

Shit, I’d not thought of that.  I can be so fucking stupid, all I’d thought about was watching Abi remove her clothes, or watching Willow with her hands inside Susie’s underwear.  It never occurred to me that I’d have to watch Steve holding my girls tits.  Fuck.  She put her chopsticks down.

“You hadn’t thought of that had you?”

I shook my head.  Willow shook her head and resumed eating, she picked up some rice and ate it, then looked at me again.

“Idiot.  All you’d thought about was touching Abi or Mia.  How about then, if the winning guy nominates a girl to remove her clothes?”

I thought about it, I’d be OK with that.  “Would you be OK with that Willow?”

Willow laughed, “It was my idea Jay.  I think the tricky part would be getting Susie to remove my clothes, don’t you?  Or even harder having her stand still while Mia ran her hands over her body and stripped her off.”  She was right.  Willow continued speaking, “And you said you had a second part to the plan?  What was that?”

I swallowed, my mouth had gone very dry.

“As, as last week.  The, when we have two naked girls we go to the living room, they get on the mattress and . . .” my voice failed me.

“Boring, don’t you think?”

“No, this time, this time, they, well, go further.”

“What do you mean, fuck each other?”  I didn’t speak, but I must have gone red.  “Christ Jay, you do mean fuck each other, don’t you?”  I nodded, expecting her to storm out, instead I was rather surprised.  Willow picked up her beer and emptied it down her neck, then put the empty down.

“I might go along with that,” she said softly, “If the others agree.  Two more please,” Willow had caught the eye of a waitress and ordered another couple of beers.  What a girl!

“I thought you might.”

“Well, after Saturday morning I’m curious, I’d … like to know more.”  I crossed my legs.  “Thing is Jay, are you prepared for this?  I mean, what if you lose, and I fuck Abi, and I discover that sex with her is better than with you and I leave you for her?”  I looked down, another thing I’d not thought of.  I just don’t think, period.

“I hope you think things through at work better than you do in your personal life.  I’m going for another plate, coming?”  I nodded and stood up.  She was right.  I wondered if the other guys were having the same discussion, the same realization.

After dinner I walked her home, she had lectures in the morning and her place was much closer to the university than my place.  We kissed on the door step, I tried to follow her in but she pushed me away.

“I’m going to think about this Jay,” she said, “I won’t agree first, but if one or more of the others goes along I’ll agree to take part.  It’s not having sex with another girl, I’m 95% OK with that, it’s with the rest of you watching.”  We kissed again and parted.  I understood.

“Are you coming over tomorrow – Jon wants the eight of us to go to the new Greek restaurant.”

“Sure, we can discuss it in a group.  See you tomorrow.”  We kissed again and I watched her ass as she walked to the elevator.

“Love you,” I shouted.  Willow turned and blew me a kiss.  She didn’t respond in the same way.


Tuesday March 30th

We walked to work in the morning, the same route as any other day, I even got out of bed early so we could walk in together.  We were stood at the lights, waiting for the ‘Walk’ sign when Jon spoke.

“So, did you speak to you girlfriends boys?  Clearly Mia is up for it, not that she has a choice.”

There was silence, so I spoke first.  “Willow will do it, but she had one condition.  The winner of the round has to nominate a girl to remove the clothes.  She’s not having one of you do it.”  They booed me.  Understandable reaction.

“Guys, best I could manage.  Maybe the week after she’ll allow a guy to do it.”  That hurt me as I said it, I didn’t want to watch as one of them fondled my Willow.

“Surprisingly,” said Paul, “Abi is game.  When I suggested it I half expected her to end with me, but she paused and said OK.  I think her repressed lesbian tendencies have come to the fore.”  Paul started laughing as he ended the sentence.  We all joined in as the lights changed and we crossed the street.  Smokes was notably quiet.  On the other side of the street, as we pushed open the door to the office he finally broke his silence.

“Susie will agree, I think, but,” he took a deep breath, “But, I have to win.  If I lose she’ll back out.”

Suddenly I felt confident.  “No.”

They all looked at me.  “No, if she won’t take part you don’t get to play.”  I could barely believe that I’d just been so bold to my friend, my landlord, and my employer.  “Don’t get me wrong, we can let you win – not that you’ll need much help – but she has to agree to take part.  How about if we get them to sign contracts?”

“She won’t, well, not this week anyway.”  Smokes was clearly thinking.  “Next week she might, I’ll have won what four on the trot by then, she’ll be very relaxed.  But this week, no.”

Jon and Paul looked at me, waiting to see where this would go.  “OK bud,” I tried to sound confident, “But next week has to be different.”

So it was settled, Willow had a 66% chance of fucking another woman, as I watched.  I could feel myself getting a semi as I thought about it.  10 minutes of coding would soon put an end to that.

******

The Greek restaurant (imaginatively known as ‘The Greek’) is a buffet type place, I don’t think you could call it fine dining, but it’s as much as you can eat for $20 a head and the wine is similarly priced.  Our table was at the back, nice and out of the way.  Quiet, ideally placed for the conversation that had to be had.

“It’s you exams soon isn’t it?” Smokes asked to no one in particular.  All the students nodded.  “How about we have a party on the Saturday before at our place?  Blow off some steam beforehand?”

Great idea, I’d met Willow at one of our infamous parties.  We used to hold them when we were students – it’s been a while since we graduated but we still associate with a lot of the University crowd.  They are young and fun.  We’re still relativity fun and young, but we’ve got money and a great apartment.  They’ve got great bodies and access to dope.

“Great idea,” said Abi, “Usual rules?”

“Of course.”  Usual rules, this means no one needs to bring any alcohol, we’ll provide it all, as well as food etc.  These are great nights.  The girls would put the word around and we’ll invite some folks from work.  Not many though, we might get out of hand and don’t want to be reminded on Monday morning.  It’s happened before, the Monday morning walk of shame as you face up to just how drunk you’d been.  I suspect Smokes might have been fired long ago, were it not for the fact his dad owned the company.

Between us we were on our fifth bottle (Susie has never forgotten her ID since that fateful night) when the conversation finally got round to Friday’s scheduled poker game.  Mia spoke first.

“So Willow,” she said across the table, making sure that everyone could hear, “Up for a little lesbian action on Friday night?”  As soon as she’d finished speaking Mia lifted a lamb kebab to her mouth and licked the sauce off it, very seductively.  But then I knew what she could do with her mouth.  As did Willow for that matter.

Willow looked at her, the two girls held each other’s gaze and no one spoke, waiting for Willow to reply.  “I am prepared to Mia, are you?”  Mia looked at Jon and then nodded.  “And I’m sure you want to go that little bit further, don’t you Abi?”

We all looked at Abi, who just blushed, then nodded very gently.  Jon must have told Mia to take the lead like this, she’s normally so quiet and submissive.  People are like sheep, we all sit there going ‘Well I will if you will’, it needs one sheep to take the lead.  In this case Mia had.  Well, Jon had.

“So that just leaves you Susie,” said Mia, not even looking at Susie, “Will you take part?”

Susie swallowed what she was chewing and avoided looking at Mia.  “Oh Mia,” she said, “I’ll enjoy watching you fuck Willow, or Abi.”  Susie took Smoke’s hand and held it, “I mean, it’s not like Steve’s going to lose, is it.”

One day bitch, I thought, one day his luck will run out.  And I’ll be there to witness it.

“But if he does,” said Abi, “You agree to have full lesbian sex with one of us, while everyone else watches?”

“Of course,” said Susie, with the air of confidence of a girl who knew she wasn’t going to lose.

“And you’ll sign a contract to that effect?”  This came from Willow to my surprise.

“Sure,” she said, smiling.  She had absolute confidence in Smoke’s ability to win. 

“How about we make it more interesting,” said Mia, “The girl in the winning team gets to remove the clothes from the girls in the two losing teams?”  Jon had primed her well and she was a reasonable actress, she didn’t look like she was reading from a script.  Mind you, I’d had two thirds of a bottle of wine, what did I know?  Another glass and I’d be in serious danger of not going into work in the morning.

“Sure,” said Susie, “I look forward to removing you clothes Mia.”

“Oooh,” said Paul, “Fighting talk.”  We all laughed at that.  The plan had gone better than we had expected.  Roll on Friday.


Wednesday 1st April

April fool’s day.  Work was going as normal when my phone chimed, I picked it up, a WhatsApp message for our apartment group.  “Who’s not busy?” asked Smokes.  I had nothing in particular to do, I was writing units tests to keep myself busy until the end of the day.

‘I’ve got some cycles,’ I typed.  We don’t have free time or availability in our company, we have spare cycles.  I could see him typing a reply.

‘Can you leave and accept a parcel that’s coming please?  We can open later.’  Very cryptic.

‘Sure.  When’s it coming?’

‘Next hour.’  I logged off, clocked out and went home to wait.  The video doorbell rang from the street about ten minutes after I got home.

“Delivery for 5D,” the driver said, “Big one.”

“I’m here, I can accept it,” I replied.  Normally things just go into the safe store in the lobby, goodness knows what this was.  A full fifteen minutes later there was a rap at the door, I checked through the peep hole, two guys were there with a huge selection of carboard boxes.  What the hell had Steve bought?  I opened the door and watched as they brought in box after box, one of them was almost six feet long, it only just fitted round the door.

“What have you bought?” asked the delivery guy.

“Search me,” I replied, “I just live here.”

“As long as you sign, I don’t care.”

“Makes two of us,” I said, signing the digital hand held device.  After they’d gone I was tempted to open the boxes, but no, I had to wait until Steve came home.  When he did, he was very excited.

“But man, what have you bought?” asked Jon.  Steve is almost genetically incapable of just answering a question, everything has to be done like a showman.

“All in good time chief,” he replied, “Help me get it into the dining room.”  Ah, the dining room, off the kitchen/lounge area, the room that we never use.  I’d been in there the day we moved in, and never since.  The apartment block is really meant for middle class, older people and their families, as far as I can tell we’re the youngest people in there, well, apart from the actual children.  So it has a dining room.  We just ate off the kitchen area table or our knees in front of the tube.  Or in our rooms while we gamed late into the night.

We shifted the boxes, all ten of them into the room, the air was stale inside, it was that long since we’d been in there.  I coughed a few times before opening a window.  The room itself is huge, maybe 20 feet by 15 with a carpet.  Which needed a good vacuuming.  Mia can do that later, I found myself thinking.  Steve disappeared.

“What’s he bought?” asked Paul.  I just shrugged.

“S & M dungeon?” I asked.  Weak laughs all round.

“Nah,” said Jon, “Not heavy enough.”  I stopped laughing, as did Paul.  Was he being serious?  You never know, everyone’s got secrets.  I looked at Paul who shrugged, he could be being serious.  Jon winked at me.  “Where do you think Mia and I go first Saturday of every month?” 

“Shit, you’re being serious,” I replied.  I’d never noticed, but as soon as he said it I knew he was right.  First Saturday of every month he wasn’t around in the afternoon, didn’t matter if the Sox were at home, he wasn’t available.  We stood in silence until Steve came back, thinking about where he could be.  Maybe he wasn’t lying.  I wanted to know, but this was a one on one conversation to have later.

When he returned Steve had a pair of scissors.  He swiftly opened the first box, the big one.  We tried to assist but he waved us away, ever the showman he did the slow reveal.  As the contents became visible I looked at my friends and shook my head.  He’d bought a Poker table.  If I’d have bought one it would have been a fold away table, cost maybe $50 and it would sit on top of another table.

But this was Steve.  Never one to do things by half.  The table was huge, had to be seven feet long and four wide, made of a deep blue baize with positions for nine players, an indent for the dealer position with two huge thick legs and a foot rail round the edge.  Of course he’d bought the matching chairs to go with it, all ten of them, two in a box.

“Jesus Steve,” said Jon, “What did this set you back?”  Steve sniffed.

“Money’s not the issue, is it peeps?  What’s important is the game, and who we get to watch on Friday.”  We helped him to unpack and set it up, took us most of the night, we left the boxes in the room when we were done.  When I came home from work the following day the room was immaculate, all the packaging gone and the place spotless.  Mia at work no doubt.

Jon looked the table up at work the following day.  You could buy a car for what Steve had spent on that table.


Friday April 3rd

Waking up on Friday is the worst and also the best, the last day of the working week and yet I hate it.  When that damn phone beeps I could cheerfully throw it out of the window.  Willow was the first to move, she pushed her arm out from under the covers and silenced it.

“Shall I go first,” she offered.  I just nodded and she slipped out from under the sheets, put my dressing gown on and went for a shower.  When she came back she had two cups of coffee and I sipped at it, watching her towel herself dry.  When she caught me watching she slowly pulled the towel off, then she threw it at me.  She stood there naked, her wet hair making her look even sexier than usual.

“Go for a shower pervert,” she laughed.  I took the hint, and the towel, and went for a shower.  When I came back she was dressed and just putting on some makeup, just a little eyeliner and some lipstick for college.  I started to dress when Willow opened my door.

“I’ve got to leave now Jay, got a nine am.”  I checked the clock, she’d be able to walk it that in time.  I started to dig out a clean shirt and some boxers, Willow stood at the door and watched me.

“Pervert,” I said and we both laughed. 

“Jay,” she said, half out of the door, “Tonight, will you do something for me?”

Fuck, was she insisting that I won?  “Sure, I’ll try.”

“No Jay, I’ve been thinking about this all week.  You’ll do something for me tonight.”

“OK, what?”  If I could, I would.

“Make sure you lose.”  Willow walked through the door and closed it behind her without waiting for a reply.  My mind took a few seconds to register what she’d said.  I fell over, half in and half out of my boxers as I made for the door.  When I opened it the door to the apartment was just opening, Willow still inside.  She looked at me from along the corridor, me standing there naked.

“Love you, loser,” she said, winked and walked out for the day.

Lose?  Sure, I could manage that.  How hard could it be?”

******

The four of us slipped out from work at lunch time to a Mexican place a couple of blocks away.  It’s nothing fancy, the subway of Mexican food, we joined the line and ordered quickly, the burritos and Tacos made fresh in front of your eyes, then we found a table in a quiet place and sat down to eat.  Eat, and discuss the card game that was going to unfold that evening.

“Good news for Susie,” I said, shoveling some fries into my mouth, “And for the rest of you for that matter.  Willow spoke to me on her way out the apartment this morning.  She’s demanded that I lose.”  I must have sounded like a king or a God to them.  Me, Jay, my girlfriend wanted to have lesbian sex with one of the other girls while we all watched.  How lucky was I?  I looked up, Paul, Jon, Steve, they were all staring at me, all thoughts of food gone for the moment.

“Say that again bud,” said Jon, “For a moment I thought you said Willow wanted you to lose.”

“You heard me, she’s demanded that I lose.  Shouldn’t be that hard.”  I looked at them all, I think they had new found respect for me.  Well, respect for Willow anyway.  “Question is,” I continued, “Who do you most want to see her fuck?”

“Are you suggesting,” said Paul taking a slurp of his Coke Zero, “That we fix the game?”

“Sure,” I replied, “One of the losers has already been picked.  Why not pick the other?”

We all looked at each other, this was very odd.  We were fixing the game, we were making a decision about which other girl would get naked and be made to fuck Willow.  This wasn’t going to be left to chance now the suggestion had been made.  Had we crossed a line?  Did we care?

“Well,” said Jon, “I get to see Mia naked every night – don’t get me wrong, I’d love to watch her fuck Willow, but I’d rather see Susie do it.”  He took a bite of his burrito.  “You’ve all seen Mia naked before.  And we’ve never even seen Susie’s tits yet.”  We all looked at Steve.  The ball was firmly in his court. 

Smokes looked up, shook his head and rubbed his mouth.  “Not yet boys, let me win this one, then next time I’ll lose, I promise.  If I lose this she’d probably go through with it, but I’m pretty certain I’d be single ten minutes later.  But I’ve got an idea for next week, and I promise I’ll lose next week.”

In the end we tossed a coin – Paul wanted to watch Mia and Willow, as did I.  Jon and Smokes wanted to watch Abi and Willow.  Smokes tossed a coin and I called heads, I watched as it bounced once, then twice on the table before it started to spin.  Soon it was clear, Washington was staring up at me.  Willow was going to fuck Mia that night.  Seemed only fair, after all I’d already fucked Mia.  I blushed thinking about that night again.

“One more suggestion,” Jon said, “How about we ask the girls to wear sexy cocktail dresses tonight – then before the losers fuck they get dressed again, so we can watch a longer show as they undress?”

“Good idea,” said Paul, “And one more thing, don’t lose too fucking quickly.  Let’s get Abi down to her underwear at least.”  Nods of approval at that suggestion.

“Another idea,” said Paul, “If the girls are getting dressed up, shouldn’t we?”

“What, make it like Casino Royale and we all wear Tuxes?” said Jon, laughing.  Then he stopped.  That wasn’t such a bad idea.  He looked round the table.  “Really?  I was joking.  I mean, I think I was joking.”

“I think it’s a good idea,” I said.  After a few moments we decided it was, Steve had one, of course he had one, the rest of us would have to rent.  We found a place almost on the way back to work and decided to stop there on the way back to the office.

We all texted our girlfriends, asking them to wear little black dresses.  The afternoon at work passed very, very slowly.

******

When we got back to the apartment, after the obligatory couple of after work beers in ‘The Brewery’ with our rented outfits hanging on the backs of the chairs, we could see that the lights were on, good.  At least one of the girls was already there.  We went in and through to the living room, Abi, Susie and Mia were already there.  And they looked absolutely stunning, it looked like they’d all been to the same shop. 

Mia was wearing a black dress that barely covered her chest and stopped just below her pussy.  The dress was tight to her body, sleeveless.  She’d clearly been to the hairdressers as well, her long black hair looked incredible.  Jon had suggested more than just the clothes.  I started to get a twinge in my cock looking at her.

Abi’s dress was off one shoulder and quite low cut, whatever bra she was wearing was earning it’s keep, pushing her toned breasts upwards and outwards.  I should have picked her to fuck Willow really, her exotic soft brown skin against Willow’s pale white freckled skin would have been an amazing combination to watch.

But the star was Susie, her dress was over both shoulders and cut a long way down the front, far enough to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra.  The cut was asymmetrical, coming high up on her right hip and almost down to her left knee.  Fuck, I found myself staring at her.  When she noticed she smiled.

“Like what you see Jay?”  I just nodded.  “Maybe you’ll get to see more,” she added with a confident laugh.  She was certain that she’d be on the winning side.  Even so, that meant she’d be stripping off Mia and Willow, so could be worse.  I wondered if she’d thought that through.

We sat down and chatted, waiting for Willow.  I really hoped she would have put as much effort in as the other girls.  When she arrived I wasn’t disappointed.  Willow had had her hair styled, it looked like she’d been to the beautician as well, her makeup was better than I’d ever seen from her before – her lips matched her hair and her nails, her eyes looked dark and mysterious with the green of them shining out. 

But her dress – wow.  When she walked in we all stopped talking and just stared at her.  It was tiny, the skirt just below her pussy, split down the front almost to her belly button, a cord laced up the front holding it together (and holding her breasts in).  It went over both shoulders, but the material was skimpy over her breasts and revealed a huge amount of side boob.  She looked stunning.

I was sat next to Jon, he leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Fuck is she doing with you?”  I shook my head.  I had no idea.  Willow walked across the room and sat on the arm of the sofa I was sat in.  When she sat down she slowly crossed her legs, a quick glance showed everyone was watching her.  What a girl.  My girl.  We kissed.  She tried to sit on my lap, but I pushed her away and stood up.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “It’s time.”  They all stood up and the girls looked at us, then at each other.  What did we have planned?  We picked up our outfits and disappeared into our rooms, Abi tried to follow Paul just to be sent back.  I’d only ever worn a Tux once before at graduation, the suit was a good fit, I hated the wing collar on the shirt and thank the Lord it came with a pre formed bowtie, otherwise I’d have been stuck in the room for a month trying to tie one.

I was first back into the living room, all the girls looked up at me and I could sense their approval.  I looked at them all, they were examining me head to toe, the way I looked at girls.  It felt weird.  When I met Willow’s eyes she smiled but I also saw lust simmering behind that smoky makeup .  Mental note, put more effort into how I looked.  I looked down.  And shed a few pounds.  About 50 of them.

“You like?” I asked her.  She nodded.

“I like.”  The other three were just behind me, but I was glad I’d come out first.  To be the center of attention for once.  I looked round, all the girls were looking at me differently.  That is the power of a Tux.

“So,” said Willow, “Are we going to eat something before we play?” 

“Seems eminently sensible,” I replied, “What does anyone fancy?”  After some discussion I ordered Chinese and DoorDash duly delivered 27 minutes later, dam, three more and it would have been free.  We ate at the kitchen table, very slowly and carefully, making sure not to drip MSG down the front of our rented Tuxes and cocktail dresses.

To protect the girls’ nails, and makeup in general, for once the boys cleared up and then we took our dates into the card room.  For them all it was a surprise, well, maybe Mia had seen it before.  Steve put some music on low in the background, after a couple of failed attempts Alexa started to play some Southern Rock, predictably Lynyrd Skynyrd and Freebird was the first track she played.  Then, just after eight we sat down to play cards.  It was different this time, we were playing for a purpose, to a goal.  To make sure that Jon and I lost.

Smokes spoke as he shuffled the cards.  “The rules are simple.  Dealer picks the game, small blind is $100, big blind $200.  Rebuy is $5,000, the price is one item of clothing from the losing girl.  Girls to remain silent at all times during game play, unless they want a punishment, in addition to losing an item of clothing.  We play until two girls are naked, at which point they both get dressed, then we retire to the living room and they fuck while the rest of us watch.  I’ve prepared contracts to this effect.”

He pushed a piece of paper to each couple, we read it and signed.  Legally I doubt it would hold up, but that wasn’t the point.  The point was that we’d all clearly consented to play the game of our own free will.  Willow had just agreed that if – when – I lost she would fuck another girl while I watched.  After she signed she looked at me and smiled, a knowing smile.  She really was looking forward to this.  She wasn’t the only one.

Somewhat predictably I lost the first round, fuck I wasn’t even trying to lose, I had a decent hand but Paul had a better one.  So I’d gone all in and lost the lot.  Fuck.

“OK,” said Paul, “I nominate Susie to remove Willow’s shoes,” he started simply.  Susie looked at Steve who nodded to her.  Susie walked round the table and bent down in front of Willow who raised one leg, then the other as Susie removed her black high heels and set them to one side.  I took another $5,000 in chips from the bank.  Onwards and upwards.  I had to at least try.

As Willow and Susie weren’t wearing bras we agreed that Susie’s necklace and the laces holding Willow’s dress together would count as an item of clothing.  In a rare display of crappiness Smokes lost the next round, again to Paul.  This time he nominated Abi to remove an item of clothing, Susie had a look of absolute fear on her face.  Shit, if Paul picked the dress we’d finally get to see those elusive tits.  But Paul was a gentleman, he nominated Abi and as she stood behind Susie he told her to remove her necklace.  Abi did it very sexily, she unhooked it then took one end in each hand and pushed her hands over Susie’s shoulders, just touching the top of Susie’s ample chest, before pulling her hands away.  This was going to be a great game, this was going to be a great night.

******

After two dozen rounds the score was every girl had lost at least one item of clothing, Mia had lost her shoes and pantyhose.  I duly lost the next round, well I had to keep up with Jon, didn’t I and Smokes won the round.

“Abi,” he said, slowly and with purpose, “Why not remove the cord from Willow’s dress?”  I liked his choice, fuck we’d get to see Mia doing it later.  Abi walked to Willow and lifted her hands.

“Stop,” said Paul, “Put your hands behind your back, fold them there.”  Abi did as she was told.  “Now Abi, use your mouth.”  Abi looked at Paul, then leaned forward to obey.  Gently she opened her mouth and tried to take the end of the cord into her mouth, it took her a couple of attempts before she caught it and as she pulled the bow came undone.  As soon as it did Willow’s dress relaxed, the V in the front opening a little wider, her breasts moved slightly to the side. 

It took Abi another few minutes to get the string completely out, but it was time well spent.  I was pretty hard at the end of it, and looking round the table I wasn’t the only one enjoying the show.  Next time I lost I think she’d be losing her dress.  Well, it would be a bit challenging to remove her panties with it still on!

“That was hot Abi,” said Willow once she’d finished.  The two girls were looking into each other’s eyes, the cord still in Abi’s mouth, their faces only a couple of inches from each other.  I think if they’d been alone they’d have fucked each other there and then.  That was going to come, just not this week.

Abi lost her dress in the next round, to my surprise I won so I had Willow remove it.  As with the cord I ordered her to use her mouth, after a few minutes it was obvious that she couldn’t undo the zipper so I allowed her to use her hands to pull it down.  Once the zipper was down I ordered to put her arms back behind her back and she used her teeth to ease the strap off Abi’s shoulder.  I loved the way that both girl’s tits bounced and moved as they worked together to get the dress to the floor.  When it was finally down Abi stepped out of the dress, showing her matching set.  Abi kicked it to one side and resumed standing behind Paul.  Willow returned to my side.  We kissed at the break.

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” she said.  I just nodded.

“As did you I think.”  She shrugged, not committing one way of the other.

Over the hours each girl except Susie lost her dress in the same manner.  Willow was reduced to just her panties just after 10, Mia was naked by 10:30, Abi was reduced to her underwear at about the same time.  All I had to do now was lose one more round.  That wouldn’t be a challenge.

Just my luck, I started to get excellent hand after excellent hand.  Abi lost her bra, Mia removed it with her hands.  She undid it slowly, being strapless if she’d let go it would have fallen straight to the floor but Mia and Abi played to the crowd, Mia held it in place with one hand then slipped her other hand inside the bra, holding Abi’s breast before allowing it to fall.  Mia then moved her hand and held her nipple, teasing it erect before moving to one side and returning to Jon’s side.

Fuck me, in the next hand I got a pair of Aces in the hole.  Of all the fucking luck.  I was tempted to fold, but decided to stay in.  In the flop there was another fucking ace, then the river card was an ace.  You could play a lifetime and not get four fucking aces.  I had to play, I had to, regardless of the consequences.  I also had to keep the smile off my face, I hoped my excitement would be put down to the prospect of seeing Susie lose her dress.

Smokes filled his lungs with Camel smoke and exhaled.  He put his hand onto his bowtie and pulled at it, the knot came undone and the tie hung around his neck.  Of course he had a real one.  Git.  “All in,” and pushed his chip mountain into the center of the table.  This was it.  Me vs him, surely, surely I had him?

“Fold,” said Paul, dropping out.  I looked at Smokes, I should fold.  Instead I formed a plan.

“All in,” I said, pushing my much smaller chip pile in.  Smokes smiled at me.  Jon also folded, just the two of us left.

“Read ‘em and weep Jay, Jacks over Aces, full house,” he said flipping his cards over

No, I had to show my hand, I had to.  Copying Steve I turned one card, now I had three aces showing, his confident air dissipated.  A full house, any full house now would beat him.  I looked at Susie, she still had her dress and panties, it was hardly my fault she’d chosen not to wear a bra.  She was shaking, would she have to lose her dress?

I turned the last card, revealing my second hole card.  That was it, I had four aces.

“Shit,” said Jon, the word taking several seconds to form.  “Never seen that before.”

“I think that makes eight of us.”  I reached for the pot to take my winnings and return the remainder to Steve.  When the chips had been sorted I looked at Susie and winked.  She was almost hyper ventilating. 

“So Susie,” I said, “You’ve got what, your panties, stockings and your dress left?”  She nodded very nervously.  She would have to go through with it if I chose the dress.  I flashed a glimpse at Steve, he was clearly saying no, not the dress.  I toyed with him and Susie.

“Should she lose the dress?” I asked the room, looking from left to right.  Jon, Mia, Paul, Susie and Willow all intimated yes, lose the dress.  But I had Steve’s words ringing in my ears.  I looked at him and nodded, unspoken understanding.  Not this week, no, take her to the edge so she thought that this was as close as she’d come to losing.

“Willow, please remove Susie’s panties.”  Susie gave an audible sigh of relief, everyone else did the opposite.  If we’d have had bits of paper they would have been thrown at me.  We watched as Willow walked round the table and put her hands onto Susie’s legs.  She ran them up her legs and disappeared under Susie’s dress, seconds later her tiny black panties came down, as far as her knees.  I was about to speak to Willow, turns out I didn’t need to.

Unasked, she let go of the sexy panties and took them into her mouth and pulled them down, I had to stand to watch, sod everyone seeing my hard on.  Not that anyone did, they were all watching the spectacle in front of them.  Willow pulled Susie’s panties down to the floor, then she stepped out and to the side.  Willow pushed Susie’s panties into her mouth, then she stood up and took her place at my side.

“Fuck me,” said Paul, softly.  Indeed.  Susie was staring at Willow, standing there half naked with her panties in her mouth, I was imagining Willow tasting Susie’s pussy on her lips and in her mouth. 

“Shall we play?” asked Jon, tearing everyone back to reality.  I took a deep breath, nodded and pushed the deck to him.

******

The game continued at a fair lick, I had to lose now.  It didn’t take long, I decided to bluff on one hand and duly lost, I had enough left for the blind and one small bet.  My hole cards weren’t worth spit, but I bet anyway, I wanted to watch the show.  As, I suspected, did everyone else.  The game unfolded as expected, no, planned, Smokes won and the look on Susie’s face was one of utter relief.  We’d not be seeing her naked this week.  Next week Susie, next week I found myself thinking.

“Call,” said Paul.  We were all betting, my paltry $500 in the pot.  I flipped my cards.

“Pair of sevens,” I said.  I was hopeful, hopeful that I wouldn’t win.  And I didn’t.  The game was over, I’d played my part.  I tried to look hard done by, but who was I kidding?

“Abi, you must be pleased to avoid stripping off,” said Smokes, “So why not remove Willow’s panties.  And yes, use your teeth.  You know how by now.”

Abi and Willow looked at each other, they exchanged a sly smile.  Shit, they were both looking forward to it.  Abi moved to Willow’s side, and as Willow had done twenty minutes earlier she eased the panties down over her hips, taking it slowly, allowing them to fall to the floor, exposing her bald pussy.  When they were on the floor Willow stepped out of them, I expected Abi to move back behind Paul, instead she moved bent and picked Willow’s panties up in her teeth.  When she stood up she looked round the room, then moved behind Paul, Willow’s black panties hanging from her mouth.

“Well I’ll be . . . .” Jon didn’t finish his sentence.  Two girls standing naked, two girls with panties stuffed in their mouths.

“OK boys, see you in the living room.  Susie, Abi, care to get dressed and join us?  Mia, Willow, see you there soon,” said Smokes.  We stood up and moved to the living room, Susie and Abi joined us five minutes later, another five minutes later Willow and Mia came in, holding hands, once more back in their little black dresses.  We’d put the mattress out while they got dressed, the room was ready for them, ready for their show.

We’d turned the lights down, a couple of mood lights in the corners of the room, the drapes closed.  No need for the people opposite to get a free show.  The setting was intimate, sexy almost.  .  Paul had also suggested, quite correctly that all phones be switched off and removed from the room.  Jon stuck some music on, he started with some Barry White, that got a laugh.  Before the girls came in he just picked a sexy Spotify list.  With the lights down low, the music on equally low we sat in silence and waited.

When Willow entered, she was holding Mia’s hand and leading her – Willow’s taller than Mia so I guess that was why she took the lead.  Both girls looked amazing in their tight dresses.  When they came into the room they turned to face each other and gave nervous smiles, then took each other’s hands and leaned in, Mia went up on her toes a little and Willow bent down, they looked at each other, then round the room before their lips met and they kissed in front of the crowd.  I crossed my legs, I wasn’t alone in that action.

Everyone else watched in silence as their mouths opened and tongues came out.  Willow let go of Mia’s hands and put them onto her face.  In turn Mia put her hands onto Willow’s ass and started to stroke it.  This was hotter than I could have believed possible.

Without breaking the kiss Willow moved her hands down Mia’s neck and down her back, where her fingers found Mia’s zipper and she slid it down slowly, before putting her hands inside the shoulder straps and easing them off.  The dress came down quickly, revealing Mia’s toned body, her small pierced breasts and belly button.  I sneaked a quick look around the room, everyone was staring silently as the two girls made out, even stuck up Susie was watching, barely blinking.

When I looked back Willow’s dress was coming off, Mia was kissing Willow’s neck and Willow had her eyes closed, a hand on Mia’s head, guiding her down.  Mia pushed the dress off one shoulder and it fell down over Willow’s body, revealing her full chest. Mia then reached behind Willow and undid her bra, pulling the straps over her shoulders and down her arms, her breasts falling slightly as the sexy undergarment was removed. 

Mia looked up at Willow, they were both smiling and she took Willow’s breasts into her hands and held them for a few seconds, before she opened her mouth and kissed each in turn, sucking her nipples.  Willow looked at me and winked, fuck she was enjoying all of this, both Mia’s touch and the public attention of the group.  When Mia sucked one of her nipples she moaned, Willow always had sensitive breasts and nipples but I think that the attention was making it even better for her.

Mia took Willow’s hand and walked her to the mattress, fuck they were less than three feet away from me.  Willow lay on her back and put her hand onto Mia’s head, pushing her down, between her legs.  Mia looked up at the audience and grinned, then put her head back and started to lick Willow’s pussy through her panties.  The instant her tongue touched the lacy material Willow gasped out loud, followed by a long intake of breath as her legs shuddered.

Willow’s head was almost touching my legs, I could have reached down and touched her but I held firm.  I wanted to jump on her, force my cock down her throat, and fuck me, I would have if it wasn’t for the other people present, instead I just slipped my hand inside my pants and adjusted my cock.  Bet I wasn’t the only one.

On the mattress Mia had pulled Willow’s panties to one side and was licking on her sweet pussy, Willow was moving on the mattress, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed deeply.  Willow put her hands onto her breasts and squeezed them, pushing them together as she got more and more excited.  Mia pushed one, then two fingers inside Willow who gasped, it wouldn’t be long before she came.

Mia looked round, then formed her tiny hand into a fist and slowly, ever so slowly pushed it inside Willow’s cunt, it took her almost a minute before her hand disappeared inside Willow and then she really started to fist fuck Willow, pushing her arm in and out.  Willow was shouting in delight, I’m sure she’d never had anything that big inside her, and she was loving it.  Within seconds Willow was begging, pleading for a release.  Mia teased her, she could see that all Willow needed was a touch on her clit.

Mia kissed Willow’s thighs before finally giving Willow what she needed.  As soon as her tongue touched Willow’s clit she came, screaming loudly, sinking her nails into her own breasts.  Normally Willow demands that I stop moving when she cums, allowing her to rest as orgasm engulfs her but Mia didn’t let up, she continued to suck Willow’s clit and fist fuck her. 

“I’m going to cum again, oh fuck I’m going to CUM.”  Willow screamed the word as she came a second time within 30 seconds, her first orgasm barely having subsided.

Mia gently pulled her hand out of Willow then lifted it to Willow’s face.  When she opened her eyes Willow took hold of Mia’s wrist and she sensually licked her own wetness off Mia’s fingers.  I think both girls had forgotten that anyone else was present.  At that moment their world was each other.

Willow propped herself up and the girls kissed, then Mia pushed Willow down into the mattress.  Mia sat on Willow’s chest, her tiny body nestling between Willow’s tits.  Mia removed her bra, then lifted herself up and lost her panties.  They only had eyes for each other.

Mia leaned forward and slid her pussy over Willow’s chest and face, leaving a gap of two or three inches.  Willow smiled, she was going to have to work for her first taste of pussy.  She lifted her head up and took her first taste of another girl.  When her tongue touched Mia’s pussy Mia threw her head back and moaned, then she lowered her body down onto her head.

Willow put her hands onto Mia’s ass, pulling her in as she pushed her tongue along the soft pierced folds of Mia’s labia.  Fuck, I remembered her taste so well.  Somehow Willow managed to insert a finger into Mia.  Mia was grinding her pussy against Willow’s mouth, pushing herself up and down, controlling what part of her body she was being forced to suck.

Mia put her hands on Willow’s head and threw her own head back, she was close to cumming – fuck, had Jon given her permission to cum?  Would she ask?  Mia was begging, pulling her hair with her hand.  Mia locked eyes with Jon, very gently he nodded his head and Mia collapsed forward, she’d asked if she should cum and he had granted her permission to do so.  Only I’d seen it I think.

Eventually Mia climbed off Willow and they kissed again, before Mia moved to the middle of the mattress and knelt there, legs together.  Willow looked at her and went to kneel next to her lover.  Smokes was first to act, he started to clap.  Within seconds I joined in, then everyone else did.  Willow blushed, Mia just smiled. 

Jon stood up first, “If you’ll excuse Mia and me ladies and gentlemen.”  He took Mia’s hand and they walked out.  Everyone else stood up, Willow and I were last to leave.  When they’d all gone she crawled to me and kissed my feet.

“Was I OK?”  I just nodded. 

I led the naked Willow back to my room, my cock was rock hard (as I suspect were all the boys).  As soon as we were inside I closed the door and turned to face Willow. 

“Well,” she said, “Did you enjoy that?  I certainly did.”

“Oh God yes,” I replied. “That was fucking awesome.  I hope you continue to lose.”  We laughed at that.

“Just think,” she said, walking slowly towards me, “A few weeks ago you said you wanted me to suck Mia’s pussy juices off your cock.  Instead,” she added, putting a finger to my lips, “You get to suck the taste of her off my face, my fingers . . . .”

I opened my mouth and Willow put her fingers inside my mouth and I closed, sucking it gently, looking at Willow’s eyes.  So intimate.  Ah, it brought back memories. 

Abruptly Willow pulled her hand out and dropped to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth and sucking it, I was already rock hard, well, how wouldn’t I be having watched my girlfriend fucking another girl two feet away from me?

Willow only sucked me for a few seconds before she moved again, getting onto the bed, lying on her back, her head hanging off the edge of the bed.  She didn’t speak, just looked at me and started to finger fuck herself.  I knew what she wanted.

I got out of my clothes as fast as I could, moved towards her and dropped to my knees.  Willow opened her mouth and I thrust my hard cock straight in, this wasn’t a blowjob, this was a face fuck, and we were both going to enjoy it.

Willow gagged as I used her mouth, bucking my hips as I fucked her face.  I put my hands onto her tits, crushing them in my hands, down her body I could she her hands moving quickly over her clit as she tried to cum again – three times on one night, greedy girl.

Saliva was running down her face, into her eyes and hair.  I wasn’t thinking of her at all, just fucking her for all I was worth.  I don’t know if it was because of how excited she was but soon Willow stopped gagging and for the first time ever I pushed all the way past the back of her mouth, I felt it open and the end of my cock disappeared into her throat.  Holy shit, this was an unreal sensation.

I slowed, wanting to enjoy the sensation, I pulled out and Willow spoke to me.

“Put it back Jay, keep your cock there, choke me with it.  Don’t let me breathe, not until I cum again.”

I waited till she took a deep breath then did as she ordered and pushed, once more feeling her throat open wide and accept my cock.  I couldn’t believe the sensation for me – and Willow, her hand was moving incredibly fast as she rubbed her clit.  After a while I could see her chest rising and falling, she was bucking on the bed, trying to draw in breath.  I held her firm, I’d not release her until she came, or passed out.

I pulled back a little, her left hand moved quickly onto my ass, pulling me back in and then her hand slowed, her hips lifted, back arched and I could feel her trying to control her jaws as she came.  Even then she didn’t let go of my ass, holding me in place for another 15 seconds or so until finally she let go and I pulled out, instantly Willow drank in the air.  I allowed her to breathe out and in three times before I reinserted my cock, once more beyond her gag point and I thrusted very gently, only moving a quarter inch or so, just the tip of my cock moving in her throat. 

It only took me a few seconds before I started to shoot cum down her throat, pumping my load down.  I grunted as I came, knowing how deep my cock was intensified my orgasm.  I stayed where I was after I came, only pulling out when Willow slapped my ass to show me she couldn’t take it any longer and needed to breathe.

When I pulled out I fell onto the bed next to her, Willow was panting, she rolled over next to me and hugged me.

“That was an amazing night Jay,” she said, “I loved having sex with Mia.”

Me too, I thought.  Shit, stop thinking that in case I say it out loud.  I kissed her.  “I could tell.”

“What gave it away?” she asked.  I laughed.

“What would you have done if Steve had lost?”  She didn’t hesitate, she came straight out with it.

“I’d have fucked Susie.  And I’d have loved it, knowing how much she’d have hated it.”

“Fair enough.”

We lay in the dark in silence for a few minutes, holding hands.

“Jay,” said Willow, “Do you think you could buy a strap on for me.  Not to use on you, to use on Mia or whoever loses next week.”  I nodded, of course I could.  Willow of course couldn’t see me nodding.

“Sure.”  This was a turn up.  Willow rolled onto her side and snuggled up to me.

“Sleep well lover boy.”

I kissed her head.  “Sleep well my bi sexual slut.”  Willow let out a soft moan when I said that.  We went to sleep.


Saturday April 4th

Iwoke late, Willow was still fast asleep so I left her in bed, I slipped out without waking her, put on my robe and went to the kitchen.  As usual, there was hot coffee on the go.  Unusually all the boys were in there, sat round the table, chatting.  There weren’t any girls.  As I walked in they all cheered.

“Hero of the hour!”  They raised their cups to me in a salute.  I did a theatrical bow, taking their applause and bon homie.  I was now a legend, but I didn’t deserve their applause.

“Surely Willow was the hero,” I said.

“Mate,” said Smokes, “You got her to perform, you’re the real hero.”  I sat down and smiled, I’d never been the hero before.  It felt good.

We talked aimlessly, when the conversation went silent Smokes, naturally, broke the silence.

“Boys, I know how we can top that.”  We looked at him expectantly, but at that point we could hear footsteps.  He went very quiet, “We’ll discuss on Monday.”

“Morning,” said Abi as she walked into the room.  We changed the subject.

******

I tried all morning to get a few minutes alone with Jon, but failed.  I wanted to talk to him about his S & M club.  In the end I resorted to WhatsApp.

Sorry to message you Jon, can’t seem to get five alone with you.

What is it buddy?

You said you go to an S & M club first Saturday of the month right?

Right

Any chance I can come along?

0% chance mate.  Single girls get in, couples get in but no single men.  Period.  So both of you or neither of you.

Fuck

Ask Willow

And if she says no?

You’re fucked.  Ask her soon, we’re going for lunch before we hit the club.  Want to come?

I’ll ask.

Do it fast, we’re leaving in 15

Shit,  I had to ask fast. 

“Something on your mind,” asked Willow.  I felt my face going red.

“How can you tell?” I replied.

“Oh, you know us redheads.  No souls, we’re just witches that can read people’s minds.  That and you’re pulling that special face that means you want something, but don’t know how to ask.  Come on Jay, after the last few weeks surely you can ask me anything.”

I put my head into my hands for a moment, it was now or never.

“Jon and Mia are going for lunch.”  Courage left me.

“WOW, that’s your big statement is it?  Thank goodness Abi and Paul aren’t going as well, how would you have ever got the courage up to tell me that.”  I shook my head.

“After lunch, they, they . . .”

“Are going to go for a walk?  Oooh, so exciting.”  At times I hate Willow, so much more confident than me.  I took a deep breath.

“They are going to an S & M club and wondered if we’d like to go with them.”  That shut her up, and it was almost the truth.  I wanted to go with them, I assumed that they wouldn’t mind if I went with them.  When she didn’t reply I spoke again, “And they’re leaving in ten minutes, so we have decide soon.”  Willow nodded.

“Sounds like fun,” she replied, “I’ll get my coat and my shoes.”  She stood up and kissed my ear.  “Lunch first, nothing else is decided.  And I’m not going naked, I think, nor will I fuck anyone there.  And, for that matter, neither will you.”  I nodded, fair enough.  Shit, but fair enough.

******

We went to a diner a few blocks away, nothing too fancy, just the standard all American affair and we talked in hushed tones when anyone was nearby.  Jon and Mia were leading the conversation, Willow and I very much in learner mode, trying to gather as much information as we could prior to the doors opening at two.

“What are you expecting then?” asked Jon.  To be honest I had no idea, none what so ever.  But he wasn’t going to help me out, so I had to say something.

“I, I’ve got no real idea I guess, but I’m expecting a wild party, lots of people fucking, whips, chains . . .” I shrugged, “Seriously, I’ve got no idea.”  Jon laughed.

“Just like us on our first visit.  First, there is no sex.  None.  Plenty of nudity, but no sex.  Try that and you’ll be out, for life.  No warnings.”  I looked at Willow, she’d relaxed visibly at that.  “Second, people are there for fun and pleasure.  No one is there against their will, as far as we know and the admins will be around to ensure everyone is having fun.  There will probably be a hundred or so people present, and there will be all kinds, a majority will be female.  Willow cocked her head, thinking about that.

“No single men allowed,” said Mia, “Has to be that way or it’s just overrun with men gawking.”  Figures, most guys will do anything to get laid.  “Ours isn’t a big club, not like some of the fancy ones, much smaller and intimate.”  She checked her watch, “Doors open at two, some people meet in the bar across the road before, makes it easier to come along if you know people.  You’ll be very welcome,” she said that looking at Willow who blushed, “Newbies always are.  Just don’t do anything you’re not comfortable with and have fun!”  We paid and left for the club, my world was about to become a little bigger.

******

When we entered the bar I was nervous, I was expecting all manner of freaks and weirdos, guys in leather bondage gear, women on chains and leashes.  Nothing could have been further from the truth.  It looked just like a normal cross section of society, men and women mixing freely, talking about the news and the world in general.  I found myself speaking to two older guys, both in their late 50s about the club, they’d been going since before I was born.

“And you love it, don’t you?” said the shorter one to the taller one.  The taller one smiled, my guess, only a guess they were a gay couple and the short one was the dominant one.  I’d find out later.  As we left the bar I spoke to Jon.

“Thought every man needed a woman to get in,” I said, pointing to the two older guys.

“Well, when you own the club exceptions can be made,” replied Jon with a glint in his eye.  Fair point I guess.

As we went in we had to hand over phones, bags, keys and the like, then we went through a pat down.  As guests we got in for free, try before you buy as it were.  The guy on the door was wearing a black rubber suit, he looked Willow up and down.  As we walked past him he spoke again.

“Bring her every month and you’ll always get in for free sugar.”  We laughed, he was so camp, playing up to his image no doubt.  Really helped set us at ease.  We held hands like two love struck teenagers as we entered the main hall.

The room was huge, like our apartment it was in an old bonded warehouse.  The room occupied the top floor of the building, maybe 120 feet long and 50 wide, all manner of BDSM equipment was on display, Crosses, Cages, whips, chains, machines that neither of us had a clue about.  The people were all friendly, warm and welcoming, I was expecting that we, especially Willow, would be put under pressure to take part, to be bound or whipped.  She did receive many offers, but when she or I said no everyone was very respectful.

Of all the things we saw a few stood out, we watched two submissive men – well, masochists who would attached increasingly large weights to their balls and run up and down while people bet on them, not my scene really but like flies on a turd it was hard to keep my eyes away.

Next thing we watched was a woman being restrained, she was on her back on a bench, blindfolded, legs apart with her ankles bound near her head.  A second woman then inserted dildo after dildo into her ass, starting with a really small one, maybe two inches long and much narrower.  The dildos – butt plugs I now know – were arranged in size order, starting with that tiny one and working their way up to something that was just unfeasibly large, maybe a foot long and eight inches wide.  Again, people were taking bets on what she could take.  I lost $20, turns out she could take the massive one in her ass.  Willow gripped my hand tightly as it was inserted, I kept glancing at the woman’s face, she was in ecstasy.

We watched people being hung upside down by their ankles and having their asses whipped until they were bright red – no blood, I’m pleased to report.  We watched one woman being hung by her tits, lifted up off the ground, again she appeared to love the experience.  “Fuck that,” was all Willow said.  Pity, I’d love to have tried that with her.  Maybe one day in the far future.  But the line has to be drawn somewhere, and it appeared that that was where it was.

We only saw Mia and Jon a few times, Jon was mainly socializing it appeared, Mia was placed into tight bondage and placed in a small cage while people, men and women pissed on her.  Another hard to tear your eyes away from moment, again Willow made it clear it wasn’t for her.  I can understand that, beats me why Mia would want that.  Still, didn’t stop me from pissing on her when I needed to go, Mia gave me a special smile as I did.  Not the first time I’d used her as a urinal.

After we’d been there an hour or so we were standing at the refreshments area having a coffee and a coke for me, we were talking in low tones about what we’d witnessed when a woman wearing a slave collar, and nothing else started to talk to us.  She was much older, maybe into her late 40s or early 50s, but she still had it.  It felt bizarre, talking to a naked woman like that.

“First time?” she asked.  Willow nodded.

“What gave it away?”

“You’re both fully clothed for one,” she replied laughing, “That and you’re just watching.  That’s what newbies usually do, watch.”  She downed half of the glass of water she was holding.  She took Willow’s hand.  “Not seen anything you’d like to try sweetie?  Not want to see your boyfriend tied up and whipped?”  I blushed.

“No,” I said, stammering, “We’re, we’re not like that.”  She laughed again.

“Sure?  I saw you watching the gimps having their balls stretched?”  She laughed again, my face must have been beet red.  Willow started to laugh.

“Ah, away with you,” the slave woman said, “I’m having a laugh with you.  Seriously, have you seen anything that either of you would like to try?”  It was Willows turn to be unsure.

“Maybe I could be tied up?” she asked, “Like her?”  She pointed across the floor where a woman was hogtied, she was in her underwear, gagged and hogtied while a man controlled a vibrator on her pussy.

“Oooh, I think that can be arranged.”  She turned and put her glass on the table.  “Frank, FRANK,” she shouted, the man toying with the bound woman looked up, “Think you could tie this girl up?  First timer?”  Frank looked up and smiled, he was a giant of a man, must have been 6’ 4” or 6’ 5”.  I was worried.

“Sure, give me another five with Celine and come on over.”  His tone of voice set me at ease, he sounded so friendly and, well, nice.  We looked at each other, the woman took Willow’s hand and led her across to the mats so she could be tied up.  The man stood up.

“Hi,” he said, face a broad smile, “I’m Frank.  Ever been tied up before?”  Willow shook her head.

“No, well, arms tied,” she replied, clutching my hand.

“Just amateur then?  No worries,” he said, “Sure you want to go this intense?”  We looked down, the girl’s elbows were touching, ropes tightly held her in place, she was gagged and blindfolded with noise cancelling headphones on, keeping out the sound of the bustle from the room, her moaning and the wand on her pussy.

“Don’t think I can get my elbows touching.”  He nodded.

“That’s intense, also I don’t care what you want, I won’t gag you for a first time. Nor do you get the headphones, I want you to be able to hear me.”  He seemed really good.  The girl on the floor was writhing, she was cumming and cumming hard, writhing and riding her orgasm.  We waited, let her finish, he was so gentle with her, stroking her hair as she relaxed back down from her orgasmic state.  Then quickly, so quickly he untied her and held her, caressing, giving her the aftercare she needed.  When she stood up Frank looked at Willow.

“Sure about this?”  She shrugged.

“Just say if you want me to stop, I usually use Red as a safe word.”  Willow nodded.  He continued, “You can stay clothed if you want, naked if you want or anything in between.  She looked at me.

“Up to you really.”  Willow looked round the room, no doubt she thought everyone would be watching her, how deep would her exhibitionist streak run?  I wasn’t sure I’d be comfortable with her going naked in front of this many people, but not my choice was it?

“Can I strip to my underwear?” she asked nervously.

“You’re in charge love,” he said, “I enjoy fulfilling women’s fantasies, that’s my vibe.  I’m a pleasure Dom.”  I looked it up later, a dominant that gets off on controlling the situation so the submissive has the best possible time.  That’s part of my nature as well I think.

Willow stripped off, more than once she looked around.  Frank told her it was OK to leave her clothes on if she wanted, again she shook her head.  When she was down to her bra and panties he gave her a waist harness to step into, bit like an extra pair of panties, then he had her lie down, working quickly to bind her, starting with her arms, then her wrists to her ankles before pulling it all tight, he asked about breasts ropes and Willow said no, then he handed me the cleaned wand.

“I think she’d prefer it if you put this on her.”  I certainly did.  He guided me to inserting it into the harness, the end touching her clit and pussy, then he gave me the controls, this one was wired.  I turned it on on the softest setting and Willow instantly moaned, I’m no expert but it seemed more powerful than the battery operated one.  Rather than four settings it had a dial, so I spun it up to max setting.

“Christ Jay,” she yelled, “Turn that fucking thing down.”  My bad, I did as I was told and softened it all the way down, then I turned it up slowly, working it back up, then twisting it down, every time going a little more intense.  Willow had her eyes closed, she was lost to the world, concentrating as I toyed with her body, she was grating her teeth, with every spin of the dial she’d get closer to orgasm, to have it fade away as I turned the vibrations down.  I looked at Frank and the naked woman, both were watching Willow.

It didn’t take long before Willow came with a guttural scream, her back arched, the ropes went soft then tightened up again as she found her love of bondage.  She came for what seemed like ages, the ropes dug into her soft white skin, her face lost in her long red hair.  I switched the wand off when she asked me to, then Frank untied her.

“She needs aftercare man, that’s you role.”  I helped Willow to stand, she could barely walk as I helped her to a chair and she sat on my lap and I held her, she was crying from the intensity of the orgasm she’d just experienced.  Eventually we kissed.

“You’re doing that to me again.”  I nodded, while she got dressed I spoke to Frank who was happy to teach me how to tie a girl properly.  But that was for another day.  We left shortly afterwards, leaving Jon and Mia in the club.  I caught Willow looking at the butt plugs when we left, time for me to go shopping again?


Monday April 6th

Jon was chasing the piece of Kung Po chicken round his plate, we’d gone to the staff restaurant for lunch, “What’s your big plan for this Friday?”  He looked at Steve.  There’s no smoking at work, not even for the boss’ son.  It seems odd talking to Steve without him puffing away on a Camel.  He’s weird like that, five straight hours without one, then smokes like a chimney to make up for lost time when he gets out.

“Well,” said Steve, “How about for this Friday the losing girl becomes the winner’s slave for the weekend?”

We all looked at each other.  Was he serious?  That was one hell of a step up from anything we’d done before.

“And, given last week I’ll make a genuine offer.  I’ll lose.  So the game is between the three of you.  Winner gets Susie for the weekend, from game end until eight am Monday.”  He said with an almost total lack of emotion.

We were all silent, thinking about it.  Eventually I broke the silence.

“But, will she go for it?”  I asked.

“Boys, she has total faith in my ability to win.  So, yes.  We’ll get her to sign a contract, all of the girls, to that effect.  I don’t think you’re girlfriends will object, will they?”

I thought about it, Willow had become pretty damn submissive over the last few weeks, fuck she’d even worn a makeshift collar and called me Sir, I’d tied her up in a crowd and she’d fucked Mia.  Yes, Willow would go for it, especially if she knew she wasn’t going to be enslaved.

“Well Mia’s up for it, obviously,” said Jon.

“Abi can’t stop talking about her and Mia, and then Willow and Mia.  Yes, I think she can be persuaded,” added Paul.

“Willow will do it.”  I was 99% certain.  Especially if she knew she wasn’t going to lose.

Steve stood up and picked up his tray.  “Let’s discuss tomorrow, talk to your girls tonight and we can take it from there.”

******

“Are you serious? Are you fucking serious?  There is no fucking way I will be a slave girl to any of the other guys.  What the fuck were you thinking of?” Willow shouted at me, she picked up a another book and launched it at me, I ducked but it smashed into me anyway.  99% now seemed a long way away.

“Wait, Willow, wait, let me finish,” I was shouting.  She paused, she was still furious but she paused, still holding a book in her right hand.  Fucking redheads, the anger explodes like a volcano, then calms down to a tranquil pond in a second.

“This had better be good.  No, this had better be fucking brilliant.”  She might have been still, but her voice was still loaded with anger.

“Steve is going to lose.”

Willow looked at me, then put her head back and laughed.  “Really?  We get to see Susie humiliated?”  All trace of anger had gone from her in one second.  I nodded.  In the space of 30 seconds she had gone from normal, to furious like I’d never seen her, to a look of satisfaction and happiness even. 

“And I’ll lose if you want me to,” I said.  I tried hard to make it look like I didn’t mind losing.  Of course this was a lie, who wouldn’t want to fuck Susie, make her wear a collar and enslave her?

“So, if you win, we get to own Susie for the weekend?”  I noticed she said we, not you.  Willow was now calm and plotting, I could see it in her face.  She’d never really got on with Susie, the idea of being able to control and dominate her was clearly very appealing.  Maybe she’s not as submissive as I thought.

Willow dropped to her knees and pulled my cock out of my boxers.  She took it into her mouth and sucked for a while, as soon as I was fully hard she popped it out and jerked me, looking up at my face.  Two minutes ago she’d been hurling thigs at me.

“Will you make her suck your cock Sir?”

“Yes,” I whispered

“And will I have to watch as she sucks you Sir?” I nodded.  “Will you make her suck my pussy Sir?”  I nodded again.”  Willow put a hand into her panties, as soon as she touched herself she gasped.

“And will I be able to command and control her Sir?”

“Yes.”

“Can I spank her?”  I nodded and Willow moaned.  Willow panted, her hand was moving quickly inside her panties.  She smiled and took me back into her mouth, she only sucked me for another minute before she took me out again.

“Can I cum Sir?  Please Sir, tell me you’ll make Susie beg like this . . . make her beg like me Sir . . .”  Fuck I wanted to let Willow cum, but this was took much fun.

“Work for it Willow, beg for it.”

“Let me  . . . please let me cum Sir . . . please . . .”

“I’ll count to 10 slave.  Then you can cum.”  Slave, I’d called her that once before.  She didn’t flinch.

“One . . . two . . . three . . . four”  With each number she was more and more excited, I could see that she was struggling to contain herself, she was moaning ever louder and gently begging for a release.  Fuck I was tempted to stop counting at eight to tease her.  But not today.

Willow had her other hand on one of her breasts, squeezing it through the material of her blouse.  She was making high pitched noises, her breathing was fast and shallow as I counted higher.  I slowed down at six, waiting a full five seconds before getting to seven.  She must have been thinking I would never get to ten.

“eight . . . . . . nine . . . . . . . . . ten.”

Willow collapsed onto the floor, her head hitting my foot as she came, screaming loudly, she was thanking God for her orgasm.  She wrapped one arm round my legs, her body was writhing on the floor as she continued to cum.  When she finally stopped cumming and breathed normally she looked up at me.

“I really hope you win on Friday Sir, I was thinking about sitting on Susie’s face as I masturbated.”  Willow got back onto her knees and looked up at me.  “Now, about that blowjob Sir.”  She took me back into her mouth and sucked.

No challenge then for Friday, I just had to win.  The thought of having Susie and Willow together should spur me on.  Mind you, it would spur on everyone else as well.  But, would Susie go along with it?


Tuesday April 17th

Iwas stood on the sidewalk, outside the sex shop after work.  This time I just walked in, no hanging around and I walked through the lingerie section without fear, straight into the back, into the toys section.  I knew what I was looking for, on a shelf was a huge selection of butt plugs, going from the very small to vast.  Confidently I picked out a mid-sized one.

“Shopping for you ‘girlfriend’ again,” I heard a familiar voice.  I spun round, there was Lucy again, this time wearing a blue matching set with blue stockings and matching shoes as well.

“Hi Lucy,” I said, pleased to see her, “Yes, We’re going to try anal, I want to stretch her a bit first.”  I must have sounded like a total dick.

“And, have you and you ‘girlfriend’ tried anal before?  Have you asked her?”  I shook my head, she kept emphasizing girlfriend, I blushed, shit, she thought I was shopping for myself.  I swallowed and reached for my phone to show her a photo of Willow.  She laughed.

“I don’t judge,” she said, before I could get my phone out, “So if you’ve never tried before put that one back, far too large.  Start small,” she said picking up a plug maybe two and half inches long, maybe half an inch wide at the widest.  It was made of rubber, I’d picked a stainless steel one with a jewel in the end.

“This is much easier to use,” she told me, “Softer and easier for . . . her, but still big enough to feel inside her.  You’ll need some lube as well.  Lucy guided me to the lube and picked up a tub to give it to me.  “Anything else for you Sir?” she asked.  My cock twinged as she said Sir.  I didn’t know her, not doubt she was on commission and this was part of the sales pitch.

“How about a strap on?” I asked.  Willow had indicated that she might like to literally fuck a girl.  Lucy moved her head back slightly.

“Really?” she said, sounding quizzical.  I just nodded.  “Oh, OK.”  She sounded really surprised.  She guided me to yet another part of the enormous store, Jesus I just noticed the stairs leading up and down.  I paused at the down stairs sign, black with flame colored letters.  ‘This way to the dungeon’ it read.

“We keep the BDSM gear down there, want to look?”  I shook my head.  Of course I wanted to look, but I wasn’t ready yet, I had no idea if Willow was completely ready for this yet.  Instead we looked at a selection of strap on dildos, Lucy explained to me that for the girl that was wearing it it was about the power and control that came with it.

“You can get the simple ones,” she told me, “Just a dildo and a harness.” She pulled one off the shelf.  “So she’ll step into it like this,” she continued as she tried it on, she look hot standing there wearing it in the busy shop with a six inch cock sticking out of her.

Lucy looked up and down the shelf, “Or you could buy something like this,” she said, going for something almost three times the price.  She lifted the box down and took out the contents.  It took me a moment to work it out.  She was speaking.

“So this one,” she said, touching the pink cock sticking out from her crotch, “this is just a cock.  It’s all about domination, not physical pleasure.  Whereas this one, this also has a love sense inside the harness,” she said, showing me, “So the Domme also gets physical pleasure as well as the thrill of power and control.”  The was surreal, talking with a scantily clad young woman wearing a strap on in the middle of a busy store.  I started to laugh.  Lucy looked at me, then down at herself and she started to laugh as well.  People looked at us.  When we’d stopped we looked at each other.

“This isn’t normal retail, is it?” I said.

“You have no idea,” came the reply with twinkle in her eye.

I put the love sense dildo back in the box and handed it to Lucy.  “I’ll take this one.”  Lucy nodded.

“Good choice,” she said, “Your, girlfriend, is going to love it.”  The way she said it I knew then she thought it was for me.  I opened my mouth to correct her, then thought against it.  What did I have to gain? 

“Anything else for you?” she asked.

“Have you got some bondage rope?”

“Of course,” said Lucy, “We keep some on this floor, more is downstairs.  Come with me Sir.”  I followed her to yet another part of the cavernous store and there was a small selection of ropes, she picked out a starter pack, half a dozen ropes that she said would be a good starting point.

“Your partner and you will enjoy these I think.”  The way she said partner implied once again she thought I was gay, and probably the submissive one.  I didn’t correct her, like what’s the point?  We walked back to the cash desk, she still wearing the strap on and I parted with another $250.  As I turned for the street she spoke again.

“A couple of other things.  Make sure the first time with the plug your partner wears it only for an hour or even less, they take some getting used to.  Believe me, I know.”  A strange look came over her face, was she wearing one right now?  Fuck that was a hot thought.

“Good to know, thanks.”

“Second, why not bring her in one day, she sounds like fun.”  I paused and looked at her, was she flirting with me?  Or trying to find out if I was gay?  She blew me a kiss, maybe she was.  I winked and headed home.  I’d suggest this to Willow one day soon.  Maybe if I won the Friday night game Susie could wear it.  Or Willow.  That brought a smile to my face.


Wednesday April 8th

Jon looked at us all, “I’ve drawn up the contract for Friday’s game, have a read, see what you think.”  I’m no expert at this, I read it and it seemed pretty comprehensive.  Each couple would sign, the losing girl would become the property of the winning man for the weekend, starting at the end of the game, ending at eight AM Monday morning.  She would exist without rights, agree to accept any punishment.  She would not be permanently physically damaged but I knew what Steve had planned for her at the party – she would be carrying a few mental scars.  Nothing too extreme, and Steve would have final say.

“Seems OK,” said Steve.

“Sure?  Susie’s going to be the one losing.”

Steve just inhaled on his Camel and smiled.  “She won’t like it boys, but she’ll do it.  Besides Jon, I see what you have with Mia, I can’t stop thinking about it.  I want that.  I’d like Susie to be my slave, but if not her I’ll find another one.  Can’t be that hard, not if you’ve managed it.”  Steve was smiling when he said this, he was joking.  Maybe.

“Fuck you,” replied Jon, also smiling.

This is America, the second or third thing you get asked on a date is ‘So what do you do?’  or even straight out with ‘How much do you make?’  Hi I’m a computer programmer isn’t the best line.  There’s a joke, what do programmers use for contraception?  Their personalities.  It’s not far from the truth for a lot of us.

On the other hand, “Hi, I’m a multi-millionaire and one day will own and run the company” works pretty well.  Yep, he’d have no problems picking up a girl to be his slave.  I want to hate him, I really do.  But I can’t, he’s a great guy, he really is.

Fuck, I wanted what Jon had as well.  Willow was being pretty submissive, but not submissive enough.  I had to keep working on her.

Or did she have to keep working on me?


Thursday April 8th

Steve and I were eating in the staff restaurant together, just the two of us.  “I’ve got an idea for the party,” said Steve to me over lunch.  Jon and Paul were running late.

“I’m all ears.”

“You’re quite a lot of fat as well.”  It was true, he was just jesting with me.

“And you’re nothing but smoke.”  His turn to laugh

“If you agree to it I’ll do my best to make sure you win, I can’t guarantee it of course, Jon and Paul both want to win as well, but I’ll try my hardest.”

“Go on,” I replied, I had no idea what he was going to suggest.  I was nervous, what did he have in mind.  Steve looked around, then leaned in close and lowered his voice.

“Well, it’s like this . . .”


Friday April 10th

We sat down to play cards.  Behind each of us, over our left shoulders were our girlfriends, sat on tall bar stools.  Each of them looked amazing.  Susie looked especially good, her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, offsetting her black dress.  Steve looked round and pulled out the game contract.  He took out his pen and signed it, then Susie signed.  She looked round the whole table with an air of superiority, like someone who was going to win, or more to the point not lose, and she knew it.

Except of course, she was wrong.  And everyone knew it, apart from her.

Steve passed the contract to Jon and Mia who signed before passing it to me.  I made a show of reading it with Willow before we signed, then Paul and Abi signed.  We were ready.  Steve spoke.

“To be clear, at the end of the game the loser is the first girl with no clothes and her partner has no money.  The winner is the couple with the most money.  Each item of clothing is valued at $5,000 and that value will be added to the money total.  So if Susie’s in her bra and panties that counts as $10,000 on my total.  Any questions?”

We all shook our heads.  We all knew what was coming, well, all of us apart from Susie.  I looked at her, still wearing the misplaced face of supreme confidence.  I stifled a laugh.

“Girls, you understand that one of you will be collared and enslaved, and will spend the next two days as the slave of one of the other guys here?  That means, certainly if I win, you’ll be fucking me?”  They all nodded.

“And guys, you understand that someone else will be fucking your girlfriend?”  We all nodded, what we understood was someone would be fucking Susie.  Steve is a man of his word, if he’d said he’d lose, he would.  Steve nodded, as if understanding what this meant.  Jon, Paul or I would be fucking the teenage temptress, his girlfriend of the last six months.  Ah well, he seemed to think.

“OK then, the round winner removes, or nominates someone to remove, the re-buy item of clothing.  If any girl speaks she will be punished, a taste of what’s to come if she’s on the losing team, if you will.”  All the boys smiled as he said this, the girls looked slightly worried – even Susie.

“Before we start,” said Jon reaching under the table, “Let me put this out there.”  He lifted up a slave collar and a leash.  He put them onto the middle of the table.  I looked round, each girl was staring at it, and suddenly it was very real for them.  The collar was thick black leather with a padlock on it, the leash made of a metal chain.  I heard Willow swallow behind me, she knew she wasn’t going to be wearing it, but it still made her a little afraid.  I looked at Abi, then Susie.  Neither of them could take their eyes from it.

“Right, let’s play cards,” said Jon, quietly.

******

I won’t bore you with the early rounds.  It all went to plan, Steve was making sure that he lost, the rest of us were playing for real.  I suspect he was folding when he had good hands and betting when he didn’t.  Anyway, after a couple of hours the position, clothes wise, was this.  Susie was wearing her bra, panties, stocking and suspenders.  She’d never been this naked before.  She’d shaken visibly when her dress came off.  Smokes had a few thousand dollars left.  Susie looked worried, as well she might. 

Behind me Willow had only lost her shoes, Mia was as undressed as Susie.  Paul was playing out of his skin, Abi was still fully clothed.  But he was out of this round – Abi might have all her clothes but I had the most chips.  I turned over my cards to show Smokes.

“Fuck,” said Smokes, shaking his head slightly, “Fuck you man!”  His face broke into a broad grin as he said the words, he wasn’t that bothered that he’d lost.  Behind him Susie looked worried, her whole body started to tremble.  Susie, always happy to play, right up until now, when finally, finally she was about to lose.

“Please,” she said, he voice weak and strained as she looked at me, then at the other players, “Please . . . I, I don’t want….” her voice trailed out, her mouth flailing as she took a half step backwards.  Like that would save her from what was coming.  As the winner the honor was mine, the price of my victory and Smoke’s re-buy.  Willow’s hand on my shoulder gripped me, I couldn’t see her face of course but I knew she was smiling and happy, not just because I’d won, but because Smokes had lost and he’d have to rebuy.  I looked at Jon and Paul, both grinning, then at their girlfriends, everyone but Susie was smiling.

I pushed the chair backwards, the sound of wood on the wooden floor grating, I did it on purpose, to increase the fear in Susie.  I stood up and walked round the table, each step slow and deliberate, taking my time to build more and more fear in her, until I was stood behind Susie.  She was a good girl, she didn’t move even though she was clearly terrified and shaking, she kept her arms folded behind her back, but her fingers were opening and closing as she tried and failed to keep them still.  I stood behind her, towering over her small frame and I put my hands onto her shoulders, I rubbed them softly.

I ran my hands down her back, pushing her hair to the side and I unhooked her bra, after a few failed attempts, letting the elasticated back move across her skin then I looked across at Willow, my girl, still in her skirt, arms folded the same way.  She smiled at me, she wanted to see this as well, she didn’t even mind that I was touching another woman, a younger woman in her presence.  Everyone wanted to see Susie naked, well, topless.  It was about time she lost, every other girl had been naked.  She’d never objected to that.

I ran my hands up Susie’s back then slipped my hands under her narrow bra straps and eased them down over her shoulders, then down her arms, my hands never leaving her skin.  Smokes turned on his chair and pushed it backwards to watch.  Everyone’s eyes were on my hands, and Susie.  I moved my hands back up her arms, leaving the straps hanging, then down her chest where I crossed them over and pushed into her bra, grasping her breasts.  The only sound in the room was her fearful breathing, quick and deep, her chest rising and falling as she forced air into her lungs, she was almost hyperventilating.

Susie turned her head back to me, half closing her eyes, I could see tears forming in the corners.  She opened her mouth, but her protests died there when her gaze met mine.  She could see I wasn’t going to let her off.  I squeezed her huge breasts inside their sexy container before pushing it down her body.  When her tits were free I massaged them for a few seconds, winking at my girlfriend as I did, seeking her approval, before I removed my hands from her chest to cheers from Paul and Jon. 

Mia, with her long black hair and tiny Asian body, Willow, my Willow, with her long red hair and Abi with her Latin American good looks were all smiling, the girls aren’t allowed to make any noise, until the round was over.  Susie had spoken, she’d be punished for that once her bra was off.  She knew it, she’d agreed to play the game and understood the consequences of her failure.  I watched a single tear leave her eye and run down her face, leaving a trail in her makeup before it hit her lips.  She opened her mouth again, but it was dry, no words came out.

I moved my hands back up her body, taking her tits back into my hands for a second squeeze, paying attention to her nipples which I took between my thumb and index finger.  I squeezed them hard and finally elicited a reaction.  I brushed my fingers back over her shoulders and down to her arms, still crossed behind her.  I moved them, unfolding them, and in doing so allowed her bra to fall to the floor.  I moved back to my seat, leaving her standing there, crying, shaking and wearing nothing but her panties.

“You spoke Susie,” said Smokes, taking another drag, without looking at her, he sounded disappointed with her, “What should happen now?”

Susie didn’t answer for a few seconds, when she spoke she sniffed, her tears now prominent to everyone.  “I should be punished Sir.” 

“Yes, yes you should.  And you will be.  Walk around the table and offer your tits to everyone for punishment, girls as well.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  What else could she say?  She opened and closed her mouth a few times, before finally she set off slowly, trying to delay the inevitable. Her first stop was with Jon and Mia.  Barely able to speak she bent down to Jon.

“Would you like to punish my tits Sir?”  Her voice was barely audible as she spoke, her sobs hiding it.

“Fuck yes,” replied Jon, a massive smile on his face.  He took one of her massive breasts into his left hand, their eyes met and he raised his hand up high.  Susie’s punishment was about to begin.

Susie was shaking, her huge teenage breasts just inches from Jon’s face.  He opened his palm and raised it up.  He brought it down and paused, just before slapping her tit.  Poor Susie, she couldn’t help it and she pulled back, involuntarily.  Steve slapped her ass firmly, the sound echoing round the room.

“Behave and keep still.”

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said, tears forming in her eyes.  This time she managed to stand still as Jon slapped her firm tits.  The sound reverberated round the room and Susie gasped in pain.  She’d taken the punishment as the rules demanded, one slap on each breast.  Next she walked to me.  She managed to speak through her tears.

“Would you like to punish my tits Sir?”

I looked at Willow who nodded, she wanted to see this as much as I did.  Her tits were almost level with my face.  I reached up and took them into my hands, before taking her nipples between my thumb and forefinger.  Without warning I squeezed them hard, then twisted, inflicting what I imagined to be considerable pain on her – judging by the way she screamed I wasn’t wrong.  The tears continued to flow down her face, her legs were wobbling now as she walked to Paul.  I almost felt sorry for her as she stammered the words out to Paul.

“Would you like to punish my tits Sir?”

Interestingly, Paul didn’t look to Abi for permission.  I could see red marks forming on Susie’s tits from where Jon had struck her.  Would Paul go easy on her?  Nope, once, twice, three times he raised his arms and brought his hands down into her already red flesh.  Smokes must have been proud of her, despite her tears, shaking and screaming she didn’t pull away.  When Paul turned away she went back to stand behind Smokes.  I ignored her for a moment, then spoke.

“Haven’t you got something you’d like to say to Steven?”

“Would . . . would you . . . Sir, would you like to punish my tits?”

Would Smokes have the balls?  This could well be the end of his relationship, depending on what he said or did.  Mind you, he’d just allowed Susie to be punished, maybe it was all over already.  I honestly don’t think he gave a shit one way or the other.

Smokes lived up to his name, rather than do anything he picked up his cigarette and filled his lungs with nicotine.  He slowly turned to Susie and held the smoking end of his cigarette, pushing the red hot burning end towards her nipple.  I was rapt, I couldn’t take my eyes off.  Surely he wasn’t about to burn her?

Susie’s eyes were wide open, she was shaking almost uncontrollably as the end got closer and closer.  I couldn’t believe that she stayed still, I’d never seen anyone that scared.  When the end was half an inch away from her nipple Smokes laughed and pulled the Camel back, put the end in his mouth and took another lung full of nicotine.

“No, she’s suffered enough.  Won’t speak again though, will you?” he said, spinning back to face the table.  He didn’t look, but behind him Susie just shook her head.

Next to lose clothing was Mia, then Abi, then Susie again.  This time Paul won the round and he looked at Susie.  She’d calmed down but it was time for her to lose her stockings.

“Mia, Abi, work together, mouths only please and remove Susie’s stockings and suspenders.”  Both girls nodded and walked round, got onto their knees and took the lacy material into their mouths.  They worked together, edging the suspender belt down, over Susie’s hips and let it fall, until her stockings were holding the suspender belt up around her knees.  They then took it back into their mouths and pulled, her stockings came down her long waxed legs until they were on the floor.  Susie then stepped out and kicked them to one side.  She looked amazing, her long blonde hair down her back, her full, firm chest a curious mix of creamy white flesh and bright red marks from where she’d been hit.  Looking at her, I think she was resigned to her fate – only her panties to go.  I knew she believed in astrology, maybe her fate had been written in the stars.

Smokes picked up the cards and shuffled.  “Well,” he said, “I had to lose one day.  Seven card stud boys, nothing wild.”  He dealt out the cards, two for each of us while I put in the big blind.  I picked up my hand and looked at them.  This was it, this was the big one.  Ace of spades and ace of hearts.  I put my cards down and picked up my beer, hoping beyond hope that I didn’t look anywhere near as excited as I was.

Paul passed, as did I.  Jon looked at us both, then put in a thousand dollars.  Smokes, as usual, inhaled before matching the bet.  Paul folded and I called.  This was going to be a big round.  Smokes burnt the top card and then dealt out four cards into the middle, face down.  Slowly, ever so slowly he turned them over.  Fuck, another ace, then a jack, a four and a ten. 

“Your bet Jay,” said Steve.

I tried to be nonchalant, but probably just came over as drunk as I pushed another $2,000 into the pot.  Jon watched me then laughed, he called.  The bet was with Steve.

“I see your $2,000,” he said coolly, “and raise you $2,300.  All in.”

That was it, every dollar of his was in the pot.  If either Jon or I beat him Susie was losing her last item of clothing and would be a slave for the weekend.  I had to bet, I wasn’t sure if Paul would win, Abi had only lost one item of clothing but he had fewer chips than me or Jon.  It was going to be close.

“Fuck, fuck,” I said and pushed in all my chips.  This was going to be it.  “All in.”  I turned to look at Jon, he was playing with a chip in his fingers.

“All in,” added Jon, pushing in his chip pile.  Everyone breathed, the game, one way or another was about to be over.  I looked at Susie, she was still hoping beyond all hope that somehow Smokes would recover and win this one, keep the game going and maybe, just maybe she wouldn’t spend the next 24 hours as a slave.  Fat chance.

Smokes inhaled two more lungfuls, before speaking.  “Well, well.”  He put his cigarette into the ashtray, then leaned back and put his arm round Susie’s ass.  He held it for a moment then laughed.

“OK, let’s do it.”  He slowly burnt the top card and pushed a card to each of us.  Oh yes, a four in the hole.  A full house for me, Aces over fours.  Surely I was going to win?  There’s only two hands that could beat me.

I looked round the table and smiled, before putting my cards down.  “Full house boys, Aces over fours.” 

“Fuck,” said Jon.  He didn’t show his cards, just threw them at Smokes.  We all looked at Smokes.  He smiled before picking up his cards.  We stared at each other.  He blew out the smoke he was holding in his lungs. 

“Well, I’ve got . . .” he tapped his cards on the table, “I’ve got . . .” he threw his cards into the center, “Fuck all.  Fuck.”  Behind him Susie started to shake again, she knew what was coming, she was soon crying, soft tears running down her cheeks.  She knew what this meant.

“Question is,” said Smokes as he slapped Susie’s ass, “Who gets to own you for the weekend?”  As he said own Susie flinched.  That made it real.  He was so cool when he said own.

“Don’t look at me boys,” said Jon, looking at his small pile of chips, “It’s between you two.”  I looked at Paul and we both laughed, we counted our chips and added up the value of clothing.  I couldn’t help it, I laughed like a drain, I’d won by $600.  Susie was mine, I owned her as a slave.  I looked around the table, everyone was smiling.  Well, everyone except Susie.

“Come here Slave.”

Susie started to walk, her whole body shaking violently.  I expected her to back out, to refuse.  But Steve is her meal ticket.  She looked back at him, hoping beyond all hope he’d step in and save her.   Fat chance. 

“Stop,” I said.  Susie stopped.  “I gave you an order, you say ‘Yes Master’ then obey it.  OK?”  Susie nodded, took a half step, then looked at me, considering what I’d just said.

“Yes Master,” she said very quietly, sniffing.  As she walked I spoke to her again.

“You will obey every order from me and address me as Master.  You will address the other men as Sir and obey their orders, as long as they don’t counteract mine.  You will address Abi, Willow and Mia as Mistress and obey their orders, as long as they don’t counteract mine or one of the boys.  Understand?”  I’d just established a hierarchy, clearly establishing men above women.  Had anyone else noticed?

“Yes Master.”  When she was alongside Willow I picked up the collar and chain and looked at her.

“In the absence of any instructions you will spend your time on your knees.”  As she started to move I spoke again, “But first, first you get to remove your panties.”

“Yes Master,” she said, pulling them off and then dropping to the floor.  Nice, her cunt was freshly waxed, hair free, just a little blonde landing strip above her pussy.  When she was on her knees I invited everyone else to stand round.  I opened the collar and leaned over her. 

“Willow,” I said, “Lift her hair up.”  Willow took handfuls of her hair and lifted it out of the way of Susie’s neck.  I leaned in and put the thick leather collar round her neck.  It was adjustable and I fitted it tight, but not so tight that she’d struggle to breathe.  I picked up the two padlocks and fitted them, locking the collar in place.  As the last one went on Smokes started to clap, then everyone joined in.  Susie tried to put on a brave face, but she just looked scared.

“From now on your name is Slave, understand?”

“Yes Master,” she was almost silent when she spoke, she was clearly thinking about what had happened to her.  She was wondering if she’d been set up somehow.  Afterall, how could Steve possibly lose?

“Open your legs wide, wider.  That’s it.  Put your hands on your thighs.  That’s it slave.  This is now your default position.”  We were all staring as she moved gracefully into position.

“Shall we go to the living room?” said Abi.

“Sure.  Clean up this mess slave, then come to join us.”  My cock was growing in my pants, Susie, no Slave, was looking good.  And I’d be fucking her very soon.  So would Willow.  As I stood up last I was last out of the room, well, Willow was just behind me.  She kissed my neck as we left the room.

“Well done Sir, well played” she said quietly.  I don’t think anyone else heard her.  Behind me I heard Slave standing up.  I looked into the room, it wouldn’t take her long to clean up.

******

15 minutes later Slave Susie came back into the living area.  I was sat in a chair, Willow perched on the arm.  All the girls had got dressed again.  We all stopped speaking as she crossed the room, then as defiantly as she could Slave sank to her knees, opened her legs and put her hands on her thighs as she’d been trained.  Everyone was looking at her, I stole a glance at Mia who caught my eye and winked, she was approving of my first steps with Susie.

Smokes broke the tension.  He held out his beer, it was empty.  “Get me another one Slave.”  Slave looked up at me and I nodded.  She was wondering if Steve would have gone easy on her.  Fat chance.

“Yes Sir,” she said, getting up and walked out of the room.

“Fuck, I could get used to this,” said Smokes and we all laughed.  Susie was going to do this, she had no choice.

******

We sat drinking and chatting until just before one AM.  We all ordered Susie around, making her put away the empties, getting us replacement beers or something to eat when we felt hungry.  When I needed to piss I desperately wanted to piss down her throat, like I had with Mia but I thought that that would be a step too far – not only for Susie, I didn’t think Steve would allow it either.  Even in my drunken state I could see it would be too much.  Instead I decided to put another item I’d done with Mia into practice.

“Slave, clean up the room, then come back here.”  There wasn’t much for her to do really, when she’d fetched beers or snacks she’d taken the empties and the wrappers away.

“Yes Master,” Susie replied, getting up off the floor.  We all watched her clean the empties away and generally tidy round.  When she finished she came back and was about to get to her knees.

“Slave, get on all fours, in front of me.

“Yes Master,” she said and dropped to her hands and knees.

“No, not like that, transverse, ass facing Steve, face facing Jon.”  She moved as ordered.

Smokes stood up.  “Looks like it’s bed time for me.  All on my own.”

“Wait,” I replied, “I’ve got an idea.  Mia, I don’t suppose your riding crop is here, is it?”  We all knew that Mia liked to ride horses, I knew she liked to be ridden . . .

She looked at Jon who nodded, almost imperceptibly.  He’d guessed what was coming.  “Could you get it please?”

“Sure.” 

Mia was gone for a few minutes, I could see that everyone wanted to ask me what was going on, but at the same time wanted to wait.  When she came back she gave me the crop.  I swished it in the air, then offered it to Smokes.

“Why not ride Susie back to your room?” I said.

For once Steve was speechless.  He just looked at me.

“Sit on her back, lift your feet up and whip the pony as she takes you back to your room.”  Steve face broke into a big smile, comprehension coming.

“You kinky bastard,” he said, “I’d never have thought of that.”  Yeah, well neither would I, thanks Mia, I thought.

Steve sat on Susie’s back, she groaned a little as she took his full weight.  She should have been grateful, he weights 40lbs less than me.  Steve lifted his legs up and I put his ankles over the backs of her knees, so that his full weight was on her back.  Steve looked at me, then brought the crop down onto Susie’s ass.  She made a noise of pain, then started to crawl slowly, out of the living room and down the corridor.  We all watched her ass, her pussy on full display as she crawled away.  Shit way to travel, but fun.

“Crawl back when you’ve delivered Steve to his room,” I shouted.  When she was no longer visible we all laughed.

“Anyone else want a pony ride?”  I asked.  It took nearly 20 minutes for poor Susie to ferry everyone back to their room, we could hear the sound of the crop being used and Susie’s whining as it was used more and more frequently, until there was only Willow and I left.  I could see the fear on Susie’s face, I’m so much heavier than anyone else, she wasn’t looking forward to carrying me. 

“Are you enjoying being a pony?” I asked Susie, squatting down to face her.  Her ass was red with stripes from where she’d been struck repeatedly.  She considered her response before speaking it, no doubt afraid of giving the wrong answer.  In the end she came down on the side of truth.

“No Master,” she said. 

Willow bent down and put her hand over Susie’s ass and onto her pussy.  Susie gasped as Willow ran her fingers over Susie’s labia and pushed a finger into her cunt.  When she pulled it out she showed her finger to me.

“Your slave was lying Sir,” she said, “Look how wet the slut’s cunt is.”  Willow dropped to her knees and showed Susie her finger, covered in her own slickness. Susie’s face flushed with shame, having been revealed for the slut she was.  Willow pushed it closer and closer until Susie opened her mouth and took Willow’s finger in and sucked her own wetness off it.

“Do you want to ride your pony back to our room Sir?”  Said Willow.  Shit, I’d just noticed, Willow was calling me Sir.  How had I missed that?  Easy, because Susie was calling me Master.

“No, you can.”  Willow moved to sit on Susie, but I motioned her to stop.  “Why not ride her naked Willow?”  Willow gave me a coy smile, she didn’t speak, just reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, allowing it to pool round her ankles.  Her bra and panties soon joined them, she was about to remove her suspenders, stockings and shoes when I asked her to leave them on.

“You look so sexy in them,” I told her.  We stood in front of pony girl Susie, naked, red assed from where the crop had been used.  Willow, who six weeks ago was so reserved in public was now almost naked in front of another girl.  We kissed passionately as Susie watched from her position on the floor.  Eventually we broke off and Willow spoke.

“Take me back your room Sir,” she said, “Do what you want with me when you get me there.”  She patted Susie, “And do what you like with Slave.”  I looked into her eyes, questioning what she’d just said.  Did she really mean it?  Willow nodded, she was giving me permission to fuck Susie.  What a girl.

Willow straddled Susie and then lowered herself onto her back, sitting herself on her hips.  I handed her the riding crop and she smiled, then lashed Susie who cried out. 

“Walk on whore,” she said.  Interesting – Willow was submitting to me, but she was enjoying dominating Susie.  This was going to make for a great evening, I could easily see this making the top three nights of my life.  I picked up Willow’s clothes and walked beside her.  My room was furthest from the living room, we talked as we walked/rode our way back.

“So,” said Willow, in a cagey tone of voice, “Where did you get the idea for this from Sir?”

Fuck, I hadn’t thought of that.  Me all over, not thinking things through.  “A video I saw a long time ago,” I replied.  I was slightly behind Willow, she couldn’t see my face which was just as well, I was probably going red.  Ahead of us was Jon’s room, the door opened slightly and Mia came out – she was facing away from us and hadn’t noticed us coming.  When she turned round she paused, she was as naked as the other two girls.  She didn’t speak, just walked past us heading to the bathroom.  Willow turned and looked at me, we both laughed.  Six weeks ago this just couldn’t have happened.

I opened the door to my room and Willow rode Susie in.  When she got off Susie rocked back onto her knees and posed, looking round the room.  I don’t think she’d ever been in there before.  Why would she?  I closed the door and went to sit on the bed, to remove my clothes.  Willow raised up the crop and brought it down into Susie’s back.

“Dumb cunt,” she yelled at Susie, “Why aren’t you helping your Master get undressed?”

“I, I’m sorry Willow OWWWWW”, Susie cried out, Willow had lashed her again.

“You call me Mistress, remember cunt?”

“Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress.  I’m sorry, I’ll help.”  Willow looked at me and winked, she was enjoying dominating Susie.  Susie crawled to me and I lay back on the bed.  I raised my feet up so she could remove my shoes.  Next she peeled my socks off, then raised herself up to remove my pants.  I moved a bit to help her, all I had on was my shirt. 

“Why isn’t you owner’s cock in your mouth slut?” asked Willow.  Susie didn’t speak, neither did I, fuck my girlfriend had just asked another woman to suck my cock.  Could life get any better?  A quick strike with the whip to Susie’s back got her to move and take me into her mouth.

I’ll be honest, I wasn’t expecting much and I wasn’t disappointed.  Susie managed to get two inches into her mouth and that was it.  Willow moved to the side so she could watch as Susie sucked my cock, badly.  Fuck, having her do it made me realize how much effort Willow had put into learning how to do this in the last few weeks.

Willow looked at me and said, “Would you like me to help blow you Sir?”  I didn’t speak, that was a stupid question.  Would I like two girls sucking my cock?  Fuck, who wouldn’t?  Willow smiled at me, I had expected her to start licking my balls or something like that, instead she put a hand on the back of Susie’s head and pushed.  Susie gagged instantly as another couple of inches of my cock disappeared into her mouth.  She pulled back and turned her head to the side, coughing and spluttering, slobber falling from her mouth to the floor.  When she recovered she turned back.

“I’ll show you how to do it Slave,” said Willow.  She pushed Susie out of the way and took me into her mouth.  Susie watched, her mouth falling open as Willow forced her head all the way down, every inch of my cock going into her throat.  When the tip of my cock reached the back of her mouth, to the gag point she gagged a little but didn’t pull back.  Instead she rode it out, waiting until her throat muscles relaxed a little, then kept going until her lips were touching my pubes.  It was incredible, she’d never managed to get my full length in.  She must have been practicing.

She held me there for 20 seconds or so before pulling back off and out.  Willow turned to Susie and smiled, the inference was clear, this is what a real girlfriend trains herself to do.  Susie’s jaw was hanging open in awe.

“Work on me girls,” I said, lying back on the bed.

“Slave, lick his asshole.”

I didn’t need to move, I knew what would happen.

“I will not,” said Susie, definitely.

“Oh yes you will Slave,” replied Willow.  I sat back up and looked at the girls, Susie was shaking slightly.

“Please,” she managed to stutter, “Please don’t make me do this.”

I got off the bed and ordered Susie to lie on her back.  I straddled her stomach and pinned her arms under my legs.  She looked terrified, and rightly so.  Willow handed me the riding crop but I declined it. 

“Willow, sit on her face,” I ordered Willow.

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied, a cheeky grin on her pretty face

“And Willow, use the crop on her tits, as hard as you like.”  I knew Willow wouldn’t go too far, I just wanted Susie to be scared.  I looked at Susie, she was really scared now, it hard worked.  The tone of my voice hardened.  “And now Willow will whip your tits until you beg to suck my ass.  Assuming anyone can hear you as you eat Willow’s pussy.”

Susie started to beg, I think she was begging for me to let her go, not have her be forced to eat pussy, to not be whipped.  But I couldn’t really hear, Willow sank down onto her face and sat there.  After a few seconds Willow lashed the crop down onto one of Susie’s breasts.  She yelped in pain but still didn’t take the hint, she was struggling and trying to escape but I must easily be twice her weight – there was no way she was getting away.  Willow had to hit her three more times until it sank in that her only way out was to start licking.

Willow had the crop up high, but she just lowered it down, her face changed from one of domination to one of relaxed pleasure as Susie started on her first lesbian experience.  I watched, I love watching lesbian porn, but to watch this was a real pleasure.  I’d happily have paid good money to do it.  Willow let go of the crop and instead grabbed her own breasts, squeezing them as Susie stuck to eating Willow.  I jerked myself slowly, I’d have a job not cumming.  I wasn’t ready to cum, not yet.  I wanted this to go on as long as possible.

Willow gyrated her hips, allowing Susie to breathe.  I half expected Susie to stop licking when Willow lifted up, but she raised her head, following Willow.  Willow was soon panting, gasping as she got close to orgasm.  Willow took her hands off her breasts and instead grasped Susie’s, squeezing them tight, sinking her long nails into the tender red flesh. 

“Can I cum please Sir,” asked Willow.  She wanted it more than that, I ignored her request.  “Please Sir, can I cum?”  Her pitch was rising and she continued to beg, I watched her fingers as she gripped Susie’s tits harder and harder. 

“Please . . . Oh God please . . . PLEASE let me CUM Sir . . .” 

“You can cum Willow,” I said.  Instantly she fell forward as she came, she couldn’t keep herself upright, I caught her as she fell and helped her down gently, putting my cock into her mouth.  Willow was still cumming but she started to suck my cock, I could feel her jaws twitching as tried not to bite in her excitement.  What a girl, what control.  When she rolled off she kept my cock in her mouth.  I looked at Susie.

“Anything you’d like to say?”  She just met my gaze, summoning as much defiance as she could muster.  Her attitude didn’t change until I picked up the crop as I asked her.  Susie stared at the end of it, transfixed as I swished the air.  Quickly she spoke in a soft, nervous voice, her whole demeanor changing as she watched the crop in the air.  She knew I’d be much, much harsher than Willow had been.

“Please may I suck your asshole Master.”  I struck her, not very hard.  She yelped in pain.

“Convince me you want to do this, convince me you’re not just saying what you think I want to hear?”  Her eyes opened wide in disgust at me and at herself.

“Please Master, please let me suck your asshole.”  I struck her again.

“Who?”

“Your Slave Master, please let your slave suck your asshole.”  She was almost hysterical, I was loving this, Willow sucking my cock while Susie degraded herself in front of me.

“Please Master, please let your worthless slave slut suck your . . . your tasty asshole.”  I struck her again.

“I still think you’re just saying things you thing I want you to say.”

“PLEASE MASTER,” she was almost screaming, thank fuck for thick walls, “Please Master, I want to suck your asshole.  I’ll stick my tongue inside you, I’ll do whatever you want but please, PLEASE let me suck you asshole if that’s what you want.  I’ll do anything you want me to Master, PLEASE.”  I leaned forward and put my hand on her throat, crushing it, preventing her from speaking or breathing.

“Yes you will, won’t you?”  I kept my hand there, she couldn’t speak, she just nodded.  When I released her I spoke again.

“Very well then, seeing as you asked so nicely.”  I grabbed Willow’s hair and pulled her off my cock, then I got onto the edge of the bed and lay back.  Willow went to one side and sucked my cock, Susie got between my legs and nervously licked my ass, she wasn’t trying hard but I didn’t push it.  I loved the sensation of having one girl on my cock and another sucking my ass.  Only thing that could make it better would be a third girl to kiss and fondle her tits.  Maybe one day I could get Mia to join us.

I lay there in heaven, the sensations were incredible and if I’d been sober I’d have cum in seconds.  As it was I could lie there for ages, loving the attentions of the two girls.  Despite it all they couldn’t get me off.  When I sat up I looked at them both, Susie looked terrified, Willow quizzical.  It wasn’t their fault, I was drunk.

“Get on the bed slave,” I ordered her, “On your back, legs apart.  I’m going for a piss, when I get back I want to see you in a 69 position girls.”  I didn’t wait for an answer and left the room, naked with a hard on.  When I came back they’d done as I asked, I pulled Susie down the bed by her ankles until her pussy was just on the edge of the bed, leaving Willow further back on the bed.

I didn’t go in for any foreplay, I just climbed on top and pushed my cock straight inside her and started to fuck – despite what she may have said her cunt was soaking, she’d clearly enjoyed some aspect of getting Willow off.  I don’t know if she was tensing but her pussy was incredibly tight, she felt great.  I looked at Willow who was watching, she should be involved.

I pulled out of Susie and rolled her onto her side, then moved myself behind her into the spoons position.  I pushed inside her again, Susie gasped.  I lifted Susie, sliding one of my arms under her, the other over her so I could hold both of her tits.  Willow moved in and started to kiss Susie, who didn’t resist.  She was learning.  I fucked her hard, her cunt was really tight.

“Go down on Slave, Willow,” I ordered.  Much as I was enjoying watching the girls kiss I wanted Susie to cum, so she could be further degraded by cumming when she was being fucked against her will by her Master for the weekend. 

“Thank you Sir,” said Willow.  I hadn’t expected that, looked like Willow was really enjoying submitting to my control.  She moved quickly, as soon as the girls stopped kissing I took one hand off Susie’s breast and put it on her face, twisting her head towards mine so we could kiss.  Susie was panting and breathing quickly, I felt Willow’s face close to my cock as she started to lick Susie’s clit.  Susie’s hands were opening and closing quickly, despite everything I’d done to her she was going to cum.  She broke off from kissing me and started to beg for permission to cum as I thrust in and out of her.

“Please let me cum Master . . . please Master . . . Master . . . Master please . . . PLEASE MASTER” The poor girl was screaming to be allowed a release before I finally gave in and granted her permission.  I’d timed it well, Susie came instantly, screaming loudly as wave after wave of orgasm spread across her body.  I couldn’t help it, I came inside her at the same time, pumping load after load of salty cum inside her tight cunt.

When I pulled out Willow moved and instantly took me in her mouth.  I rolled onto my back and pulled Susie close.  She draped an arm over me and kissed me.

“Thank you for allowing me to cum Master,” she said.  I was surprised she volunteered this statement, she sounded embarrassed to be thanking me for being allowed to cum.  Perhaps understandably so.  She smiled at me, then looked horrified at what she’d just done.

I stroked her hair, it can’t all be abuse and control.  “Perform better next time slave and you won’t get whipped beforehand.”

“Yes Master,” she replied.  I could see she was confused by her feelings, on the one hand ashamed and embarrassed that she was thanking a man who’d had beaten, and let’s face it, pretty much raped her, on the other hand loving the sensation of submitting to me.  Things mixing in her mind

“Suck my cock until I’m asleep Willow.”

“Yes Sir,” came her voice from under the covers.  I closed my eyes and went to sleep, my cock in my girl’s mouth and a second girl lying across my chest, I could feel her breathing, she was thinking about what had happened, not going to sleep, confused but happy.  Her journey of submission had just begun.


Saturday April 11th

I woke first, on one side of me Willow lay there, one arm draped over my chest, her hand extending onto Susie’s shoulder, who was lying on her side on my other arm.  What a way to go to sleep with my cock buried in a willing girl’s mouth?  What a way to wake up, two sexy girls, one on each arm.  I squeezed my arms gently, waking both of them.

“Morning girls.”

“Good morning Sir/Master” they replied.  Good to see that Willow was sticking with her submissive role.  Come to think of it, good to see that Susie was staying the course.  Maybe she’d change her mind later on, but for now life was good.  And what better way to start the morning than with a blowjob?  I think I’d earned it.

I rolled onto my side to face Willow.  We started to kiss, behind me I felt warm breath as Susie started to kiss the back of my neck, unasked for.  She worked across my shoulders and down my back, I loved the feeling of two girls working me.

“Blow me,” I ordered Willow.  She kissed me once more then disappeared under the sheets, taking me into her mouth.  My cock was already semi hard and would soon be fully erect.  Susie got up onto one arm and leaned over me, her tits touching my shoulder as she tried to kiss me.

“And you,” I said to her, “you can suck my asshole.  And no arguing like last night.”

“No argument Master,” came the reply, she was thinking about last night.  Poor Susie, she went grey instantly.  I think if it wasn’t for the caning she took last night she would have refused.  Even so I had to ask a second time.

“Any reason you’re still here?  Suck my ass slave.  Or I’ll cane you and then you can suck my asshole.  Remember last night?”  She shook thinking back to the previous evening, only a few hours before.  She touched her tits, still red and sore from the beating she’d taken.

She shivered and quietly said Yes Master, then slipped down under the covers.  It took her a long time to work her way to my ass, but there was no way I was going to allow myself to cum before she got there, despite Willow’s best efforts.

I just lay on my side, lost under the attentions of the two girls.  After a slow start Susie got into position and jammed her tongue into my ass.  This was every bit as good as last night, better, I wasn’t drunk and could just lie there, loving the sensation of Willow sucking me as Susie licked my ass.  It hardly took any time before I put my hands onto Willow’s head and bucked my hips, fucking her face.  Willow did well, she gagged and spluttered but didn’t pull away.  Even Susie tried hard, her head moved in time with my hips as she tongue fucked me.

“I’m going to cum, oh fuck I’m cumming slaves,” I shouted in delight as my balls tightened and I started to fill Willow’s mouth with my salty cum.  I held her there, not allowing her to pull off as my cock continued to twitch in her mouth.  When I finally decided to release her I spoke to Willow, pleading with her.  “Don’t swallow, not yet anyway Willow.”

I pulled her up by her hair and looked at her.  She smiled, pleased at what she’d done.  I reached behind me and grabbed Susie’s hair, she was still dutifully licking my ass but I’d had enough now.  When she came up I ordered the two girls to kiss, to share my salty seed.

“Please, no, don’t make me do this,” Susie said.  I shook my head, then slapped one of her breasts as hard as I could.  She yelped in pain.

“Slaves obey orders, unless they want to be punished,”  I reminded her.  My tone of voice was hard, Susie was resisting again.  Surely by now she’d learned that it didn’t matter what the order was, she was going to obey.  Maybe there would be some pain first, or did she secretly like a bit of pain?  I’d have to explore that, maybe she was a masochist?

Susie resisted again, I felt sorry for Willow, having to hold the cum in her mouth.  “Willow, get my belt,” I ordered.  I watched Willow as she gracefully got off the bed and picked up my trousers, removed the belt from them and headed back to the bed.  I took it in my hands and folded it in half, ready to use it on Susie.

I looked at Susie, she was transfixed, her eyes staring at the thick leather.  I swished it in the air twice then looked at her.  Susie opened her mouth then closed it, no words came out.  She was terrified.  And rightly so.

I raised the belt up, Susie tried to back away but there was nowhere for her to escape to, the bed was against the wall and she had backed into a corner.  She covered her breasts with her hands but I grabbed her thin wrists and lifted her arms above her head, then brought the belt down hard into her soft, white chest, landing the belt across both breasts.  Susie screamed in pain, I’m sure that some of the others heard her, despite the walls.  And probably the people above and below us.

When she calmed down she begged me, or tried to, all she managed to say was “Please . . .” Please what?  Please carry on?  Please stop?

I lashed her again and she screamed in pain.  “I’ll do it, please, I’ll do it.” 

I lashed her a third time.  “You address me as Master,” I said, “One more for forgetting.”  I gave her another, fat red stripes were starting to appear from where I’d hit her.  Shit, my cock was twitching as well, I was enjoying this, maybe a little too much.

“I’m sorry Master,” she blubbed, “It won’t happen again.”

“Better not.  OK girls, start kissing, but don’t swallow a drop of cum.”

The girls moved together, Willow’s red hair mixing with Susie’s blonde and they kissed, small tears were dripping down Susie’s face.  I made them kiss for five minutes before ordering all the cum into Susie’s mouth.

“When I order you to swallow you will swallow and then thank me for tit whipping you and thank me for allowing you to swallow, understand?”  Susie nodded, well, there wasn’t much more she could do.

I made Susie kneel on the floor, Willow and I kissed then got dressed.  I put the leash onto Susie’s collar and made her walk on her hands and knees to the kitchen where Paul and Abi were in the kitchen eating breakfast.

“Hey, how was your night bud?”

“Fucking awesome,” I replied.

“And Willow, how was your night?  So Abi’s the only girl in this apartment you’ve not fucked.”

She smiled and kissed me, not speaking.  Abi went a little red and looked down at Susie, who had stayed on all fours.  Paul spun his seat round and lifted his legs, putting them on Susie’s back.

“You don’t mind do you?” he said, speaking to me and not Susie. 

“Not at all Paul,” I replied, “Help yourself.  Abi, you should put your feet up as well.”  Abi blushed even more as she turned and put her feet on Susie’s back.  Willow poured out coffee for the four of us at the table.  As I looked down at Susie I spoke to her.

“You can swallow slave,” I told her.  Paul looked at me, I didn’t answer until after Susie had spoken.

“Thank you for whipping my tits Master to teach me a lesson.  And thank you for making me wait before allowing me to swallow you cum, it was delicious.”  She sounded utterly humiliated.  That had gone better than expected. 

“Touch her pussy mate,” I said, “See how wet the little cunt is.”  I could sense her blushing.  Paul took his feet off her back and bent forward, her ran his fingers along her labia.  He nodded, she was indeed soaking wet.  He sat back and put his feet onto her back again.

“What do you say slave?” I asked.

“Thank you for touching my cunt Sir,” came the expected reply, quietly.

Paul stared at me, shocked at the transformation in Susie in such a short timeframe, so I gave him a brief rundown of the night and the morning’s activities.  When I’d finished I spoke to Susie again.  “Are you a thirsty slave?”  I asked her.

“Yes Master,” she replied, still a little tone of defiance in her voice coming back.  Maybe she was a brat?  Pushing the boundaries all the time?

I stood up and went to the percolator.  I opened a cupboard and found a shallow bowl.  I poured the coffee into it and then placed it under her face on the floor.  She tried to lift one arm to pick up the bowl but I pushed it back.

“If you’re thirsty, bow your head and drink from the bowl slave.”

She didn’t answer, just lowered her head and started to lick at the hot brown liquid like a dog, Willow put her feet onto Susie’s ass.  I went and sat next to Willow and the four of us started to talk.  Five minutes later Smokes came in and laughed when he saw how Susie was being used as a foot rest.

“Fuck me Jay, you’ve trained her well in one night,” said Smokes as he lit his Camel.

“Well, you just have to show her who the Master is, don’t you Slave?”

This time she lifted her head from the bowl and spoke softly, “Yes Master.”

“Are you grateful that Jay’s enslaved you Susie?” asked Smokes, putting his Zippo away.  The response was slow in coming, as well it might have been.

“Yes Sir.”  Was it because she was hating herself for what she was, or was it because she was struggling to accept what she might be, a submissive wannabe slave slut?

“And why not tell Steve about your new favorite food?”

Steve looked at me, then Susie spoke from the floor.  “Sir, this girl’s new favorite food is cum Sir.  Sir, I’m sorry that I’ve never let you cum in my mouth or swallowed your cum Sir.  It won’t happen again.”  She paused before speaking again.  “Please punish me Sir for my failures.”

Smokes let out a long exhale, the smoke filling the room.  He looked at me with new found respect.  He shook his head as he spoke, putting the cigarette into the ashtray.  “Jay, mate, what the fuck did you do to her?”  I must have appeared like a God to him in that moment, taking his stuck up, stubborn, snobbish girl and reducing her to the level of a wanton, submissive whore in ten hours.

I winked at him, “You’ll never tell, will you slave?”

“No Master,” she said sadly and put her head down to resume drinking her coffee.  When we’d finished ours I stood up and gestured Willow to do the same.

“Right, we’re going for a bath.”  Susie moved, looking to crawl with us.

“No Slave, I’ve got a better idea.”  I reached into the pocket of my robe and pulled out a lipstick and a blindfold.  I slipped the blindfold over Susie’s head and ordered her to kneel.  I tied the leash around a cupboard door and wrote on her ample chest – ‘Free Blowjobs’ then headed to the door, Willow following me.

“She’s all yours Steve,” I called as the door closed behind us.  Willow laughed and grabbed my ass.

“You are naughty boy and I love the way you’re controlling her.

I stopped walking, Willow almost bumped into me.  I turned to face her.  I’d been thinking about this for a while.  Now seemed like it was the right moment, we were alone, we’d played, time to see if she was for real.

“Willow, I want you to call me Sir and obey me, when we are alone.”

She swallowed and looked up at me – she’s a good six inches shorter than me.  She took the half step to get up close to me and spoke softly.

“Yes Sir,” she said.

“Would you like to wear a collar like Susie’s?”  She was breathing very deeply.

“Very much so Sir,” she replied, she was very quiet.

“Good, we’ll shower and then walk into town, I’ve looked up a sex shop where we can buy you some things.”

Willow went up on her toes and kissed me.

“I can’t wait Sir,” she replied.  Behind us the kitchen door opened, Paul and Abi stepped out.

“Just leaving Smokes alone with Susi . . . slave,” he said.

******

Once in my room we grabbed towels and went for the shower room, the apartment’s got two, but one is the en-suite that Smoke’s has off his room.  Only fair, it is his apartment and we live there for free after all.  I wrapped one of my purchases in the towel.

The shower room is huge, a double shower which also acts as a steam cabinet there’s a seat.  I entered, holding my surprise for Willow.  I turned on the shower and relaxed on the bench, Willow joined me a moment later.  Normally she’d sit next to me, she just looked at me, then knelt on the tiled floor, legs open wide like I’d made Susie do, put her head down and waited for an order.  I stroked her hair as it got wet.  I pushed her head back, forcing her to look at me.  We shared a look.

“You’re amazing,” I told her.  She kissed my leg.

“As are you Sir,” came the reply.  My cock twinged as she said Sir, such a turn on.  I stroked her hair again.

“Remember the club?” I said.  She knew which one I meant.

“Of course I do Sir,” she said, a strange look coming over her face, thinking back to the orgasm and the ropes.

“I’ve been thinking about anal.”  There, I said it.  Willow didn’t respond.  “I saw you looking at the butt plugs.”  Again, silence from her.  “Ready to experiment?”  She looked at me and nodded.  “Stand up, turn around, bend over and pull your cheeks apart.”

“Are you going to fuck my ass Sir?” she asked, sounding nervous.  I shook my head.

“We’re going to start training it.”  I pulled out the small plug, only three inches long and not even as wide as my cock.  Some of her apprehensiveness disappeared.  In fact she even relaxed when she saw it.  She took it from me and licked it, then popped it into her  mouth.  I watched, my cock hard, the steam from the shower rising as she sucked the butt plug.

Willow stood up, holding it in her mouth, then she turned away from me, exposing her smooth hairless pink pussy to me, she bent over, her hand appeared between her legs holding the butt plug and I took it from her, then she put her hands onto her ass cheeks and pulled them apart.

“Please go slow Sir,” she said.  I nodded.

“I will, and tell me to stop if you want me to.”

“Thank you Sir, I will.”

I picked up the lube and unscrewed the lid, I had no idea how much to use but I took a generous scoop and covered the plug with it, then I put a finger against her ass hole, instinctively she tensed, then she relaxed and I entered her third hole for the first time.  Willow gasped, I started to slide my finger in and out, softening up her ass, her muscles relaxed and became more welcoming as I continued to fuck her.

When I slid my finger out she tensed again, knowing what was coming.  I put the end of the plug against her ass and pushed gently, Willow resisted, as I thought she would.  I pushed a tiny amount in, she moaned, half in pleasure, half in pain then pulled it back, I pushed in and out, a tiny amount at a time, every time just getting a little more in.

Eventually, when she was relaxed and not expecting it I thrust hard, the whole plug disappeared into her virgin ass, she cried out, more in surprise than pain as her ass opened, accepted the rubber plug and then closed around it, the fat end inside her, just the handle sticking out, I turned it to sit more easily inside her.  Willow moaned as her ass accepted it, not from pain, definitely pleasure.

“Thank you Sir,” I heard her say.  I nodded, she straightened up and turned to face me, her face broke into a cheeky smile, then she knelt down.

“How is it?” I asked.

“It’s OK, Sir, it will take some getting used to.”

“Happy to start anal training?”  She just nodded.

“Very happy Sir.”  She looked like she was.  We started to laugh.  I wanted her to blow me, I bet down and kissed her, then she took my cock into her hand and started to jerk me, the water from the shower providing the moisture that we needed.  Our time in the shower was sadly interrupted by a knock on the door.

“Come on, you’re not the only one that needs a shower Jay, you’ve been in there for fucking ages.”  That was Jon knocking at the door, Willow let go of my cock.

“Later I guess Sir,” she said.  I kissed her.

“Later.”  The shouting at the door, “Ten minutes mate.”

“Knob,” he shouted back.  We showered and cleaned up, left wrapped in our towels, the plug firmly in Willow’s ass.  As we left Jon looked at Willow, checking her out with her long wet red hair and just the towel wrapped over her tits.  He winked at me, he could guess what had been going on.  Incorrectly as it happened. 

We returned to my room, the moment gone.  I dressed quickly and left Willow doing her hair, I went to the kitchen to check on Susie, she was where I’d left her, she’d slouched to one side but straightened up as soon as I opened the door.

“I hope you’ve been put to good use?” I asked

“Yes Master,” she replied, sounding ashamed.  I looked at her, she had cum in her hair.  I patted her head.

“You love sucking cock, don’t you?”  Her face flushed bright red.

“Yes Master.”  I believed her.  In less than a day she’d accepted her fate and discovered that she wasn’t prim and proper, no, she was a cum addicted cock addict who loved humiliation and degradation.  Maybe Steve would get his way and I’d hand him back a partially trained slave girl.  I stood in front of her and took my cock out, she raised herself up and took it into her mouth.  I stood there, fixing myself some breakfast while she sucked.  Willow came in a couple of minutes later, she laughed when she saw the scene.  She walked over to me and kissed me, my cock in Susie’s mouth.

“Are you making any for me?” she asked, looking at the pancakes.

“Two for you.”  I patted Susie’s head.  “Have you had anything to eat, other than cum?”  She took my cock from her mouth.

“Just cum Master,” came the reply.

“Hungry?”

“Yes Master.”

In the end I made half a dozen, I cut two into small pieces and scraped them onto the floor for Susie to eat.  I pulled my cock from her mouth and ordered her to eat with her hands behind her back.  Willow and I sat at the kitchen island to eat, enjoying watching Susie struggle to eat off the floor.

“How’s your ass?” I asked Willow.  Susie’s eyes glanced up as I asked that.  She was clearly thinking about what had happened, and wondering if her ass would be used next.

“It’s OK,” said Willow, adjusting herself slightly as we ate.  Once we’d finished Willow made to put the plates into the dishwasher, I stopped her.

“No point having a slave and working yourself, is there?” I said.  I didn’t speak to Susie, there was no point.  She understood what was required of her.  I looked out the windows, the sky was a pale Spring blue.

“Shall we go for a quick walk?”  Willow looked out as well, she took my hand.

“That would be nice.”  I took the plug out before we set off.

******

We came back and I went to the living area, Willow was with me.  Smokes was in there, watching Netflix, he was smoking as usual.  Susie was kneeling next to him, facing her boyfriend.

“How was your morning?” he asked.

“Fucking awesome, and you?” I replied.

“Couldn’t be better.  Two blowjobs from Slave here, which is two more than I got in the last six months, isn’t it?”  Susie didn’t speak, she just flushed and put her head down.  We sat down and chatted as Steve puffed away.  When there was a half inch of ash on the end of his cigarette I noticed there wasn’t an ashtray.

“Go get an ashtray slave,” I ordered.

“No need,” said Steve.  Susie stayed where she was and he moved the cigarette towards her.  Susie leaned her head back and opened her mouth wide, Steve tapped the Camel against her teeth and the ash fell into her open mouth.  As he moved it away Susie closed her mouth and swallowed the ash, coughing a little.

“Check out her tits Jay, I had to persuade her to be my ashtray.”  I looked at her tits, there were a dozen stripes where she’d been hit.  Well, come Monday Susie would either be his slave or he’d be single.  There was no going back for him now.  I looked at Willow, she was shocked, as to be honest, was I.  We talked for a moment, then left.  I didn’t want to see what Steve did with the filter when he got to the end.  I had a horrible idea about what would happen though.

As soon as we got into my room Willow said.  “I’m excited to submit to you Sir, but just to let you know that’s a step too far.”

“I agree, I’ll never make you do that Willow.  Never.  You’ve got your safe word, haven’t you?”

“Pineapple Sir,” she said with a laugh.

“How do you know so much about this lifestyle Sir?”  I paused.

“I had advice from someone.”  She raised an eyebrow, but didn’t say anything.  She was clearly thinking.

******

We went out for lunch then walked round the harbor, trying to burn off some calories.  I’d made a decision, if Willow was going to submit to me, I was going to improve myself for her.  Next week I’d go down the gym with the guys and I’d eat better, so I passed on the fries and went for the salad instead.  I hate salad.

I left Susie with Steve in the apartment.  I’d get her back for the night.  The party would start at eight-ish and would be in full swing by ten.  We needed beer so Paul and I took his car to Costco and we loaded up, leaving Jon and Steve to get the girls to clean and tidy round.  When we got back we unloaded and filled the fridge, then we all went out for something to eat.  In the restaurant I ordered for Willow and Susie, not even allowing them to look at the menu.  I was enjoying controlling them both.

We got back just before eight, it was time to introduce Susie to her role for the night.  As soon as we got into the apartment I ordered her to strip and she obeyed.  She was learning fast, if she disobeyed she’d still have to submit in the end, just after a punishment.  I clipped the leash onto her collar, then Steve and I took her to the box room.  In the afternoon he’d constructed what he’d said he would, a wooden box, about four feet high and two feet wide and two feet deep.  On the front was written ‘Free Blowjob’.  Steve had built a Glory Hole.  Susie worked it out quickly, her face was clouded with fear and she tried to back away.

“You’re doing this slave,” I told her, “You can either get in there now, or I can whip you until you beg to get in.  Your choice.”  She didn’t speak.  “Ask me loudly and clearly, ask me to put you in the box.”  Still she didn’t speak until I lashed her with my belt.  Then very quietly she spoke, fighting to hold back the tears.

“Please put me in the box Master.”

“Louder.”

“Please put me in the box Master,” she said, slightly stronger.

“Why do you want to go into the box Slave?”

“I’m a good for nothing cum addicted cock sucking slut Master.”  I was taken aback by that, it was not what I was expecting.  I’d expected her to refuse, or accept in floods of tears.  But this?  This was unexpected, unexpected but welcome.

Steve took the lid off and we lifted her in.  Susie went to kneel down, when I ordered her to stand.  Steve took off the leather collar and instead put on an electric shock collar.  Susie didn’t know what it was so he showed her by pressing the button.  She jumped in pain and shrieked as it shocked her.

“See, if your ‘customers’ don’t think you are performing they can ‘encourage’ you try harder,” said Steve laughing.

Steve threw a couple of cushions in for her to kneel on, she’d be in there for many hours, we didn’t want her to be too uncomfortable.  We put the lid on and stood a TV on top of the box and screwed the lid down.  The TV was linked to a night vision camera inside the box so people could see who was servicing their cocks.  We’re not carpenters, but we were very pleased with our handiwork.

The hole in the front of the box was just over three inches in diameter, big enough to get anyone’s cock through but there would be no chance of a hand getting in.  Likewise the box was tight enough that Susie would only be able to use her mouth and hands to get guys off, she wouldn’t be able to turn round so that they could use her pussy or ass.  Nope, oral only for Susie.

As a final touch Steve had put a pen and paper on top of the box, with a request that everyone that made use of the blow job facility sign in – he didn’t want names, just a count of the cocks that she had serviced and a score out of 10.  He warned Susie that she’d better not get worse over the course of the night and told her he expected at least an average of 9/10.  He wanted her to become a much better cock sucker.  Understandable.

I turned to leave when I heard a muffled scream from inside the box.  I turned back to look, Steve was standing in front of the box, the shock collar control box in hand, his body jammed up against the front.  I laughed, he was having a trial run.  On the TV/monitor I could see Susie writhing as Steve shocked her.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, I was watching my friend enjoying a blowjob.  I turned to leave.

Our parties were always the same, just your normal student drunken mess, loud music, dancing and usually dope, that was why we invited the students.  They have an amazing ability to score weed and they were always good enough to share, in return for free booze.  I’d met Willow at one of these drunken events after all.  Susie was the only difference to any other party we’d ever held.  But she was going to make it a popular one.

The party passed like any other, we had to eject a few people for excessive drunkenness or gross stupidity, but other than that we had dancing in the living area, some people played cards in the dining room and the best conversation was in the kitchen area, the best parties always ended up in the kitchen.  Willow loves to dance, me not so much so we didn’t see a lot of each other.  Every time I checked on the box room there was a queue of guys waiting outside.  Poor Susie, she couldn’t have been having a great time.  Her mouth must have been painful from being forced open all night.

The gathering wound down by two AM and we ejected the stragglers by two thirty.  Steve and I went to the box room to extract Susie, as we lifted her out we could see what a mess she was in.  Her makeup was streaked and smeared, her body and hair covered in sperm.  Steve checked the sheet, mostly eights and nines out of ten.  He picked up the control for the shock collar and pressed it, nothing happened.  Shit, the batteries had been worn down to nothing.  Susie was shaking so we helped carry her to the kitchen.

Willow got her a drink and some food to eat which she accepted gratefully.  We left her on the floor, eating from a bowl while we tidied up.  I say we tidied up, all us boys sat down and talked while Willow, Abi and Mia cleaned up.  At one point Willow came in with a bar of soap.  She ordered Susie to her knees and pushed the soap into Susie’s mouth, ordering her to bite down on it.  I looked at Willow quizzically.

“Well, she’s had so much cock and sperm in her slut mouth I want it nice and clean before it goes anywhere near me tonight.  Don’t you?”

I looked down at Susie, foam was forming round her mouth where her spit was escaping.  She was coughing and spluttering.  I couldn’t disagree.

“Make sure that doesn’t come out until I remove it slut,” said Willow turning to leave.  As she did we all laughed.  Willow had a dirty, dominant streak in her.  At least over women.

When the apartment was tidy enough (it would need a further clean tomorrow) the girls came in and we all went off to our rooms, I rode Susie back to mine, soap still in her mouth, with Willow following.  As soon as we got there I ordered Susie to the bathroom, on her hands and knees to remove the soap which had been in her mouth for over 20 minutes or so and clean her teeth.  As much as I enjoyed seeing Susie humiliated like this I didn’t want to taste the soap on her mouth.

While she was gone I ordered Willow to strip and I sat in the chair, she just knelt between my legs, sucking my cock.  When Susie came back I ordered her to kneel, then I went to my closet to remove the last of my purchases from the sex shop.  Willow watched as I took out the strap on.

“Just how much have you spent in that shop Sir?” she asked.  I just winked at her, ignoring the question. 

“Come and get this on, I want you wearing it so you can fuck Slave.”

“I can’t wait Sir,” came the reply.  We struggled a couple of times to get it on, the instructions weren’t great, at one point they suggested it was best to become two people to help.  I suspect it meant that two people were needed to get it on.  On the second attempt we got it on, the love sense slid easily into Willow’s wet pussy, the huge black cock stuck out.  I stole a glance at Susie, her eyes were open wide, staring at it.

“Is your mouth clean slave?” I asked her.

“I, I think so Master,” she replied, “I cleaned my teeth twice and used mouth wash.”

“Willow, kiss her and see what you think.”

“Yes Sir,” replied Willow and the girls turned to face each other and they kissed for a few seconds.  I don’t think I could ever get bored of watching Willow kiss another woman.  There’s just something about sexy lesbians, especially when they are totally submissive to you.

When they broke off Willow said  “Sir, there is a faint taste of soap on the slave’s mouth.”

“I’m sorry Master, Mistress,” said Susie without prompting.

My first thought was to punish her, by the way that Susie moved slowly backwards it was clear she was thinking the same way.  But it wouldn’t be fair to do that, she’d clearly tried her best and let’s be honest, that bar of soap had been in her mouth for over 20 minutes, she’d done well to get it as clean as she had.

“OK slave, you’ve done well” I said, it was important to be dominant, controlling but not be abusive “Let’s see what you learned in that box.  Think you can get more down your throat?”

“I think so Master, I had lots of practice in there tonight.”

“Did you enjoy sucking all those cocks?”  She blushed.

“Yes Master.”

I pulled out a chair, “Have a seat Willow,” I told her.  Willow didn’t speak she just sat down on the chair.  I put a leash onto Susie’s collar and gave the end to Willow, then I sat on the bed and watched.  Willow tugged on the leash and Susie crawled to her, she knew what to do.  She kissed Willow’s feet, then worked her way up my redheaded submissive’s legs, kissing and licking until she was level with the huge black dildo.

She started at the base, running her tongue over it before taking it into her mouth, I watched Willow as Susie gagged on the cock, spluttering, Willow was in total control.  She turned the love sense on, the low buzzing sound filling the room.  Willow made her suck it for a long time, before she grabbed Susie’s hair and pulled it back, forcing Susie to look into her eyes.  Willow bent down and kissed Susie, their mouths open as they kissed.  I was jerking my cock watching, loving what I was seeing.

Willow kicked Susie to the floor, she put a foot onto Susie’s tits and pushed her hard, down went Susie.  Willow moved quickly, she was off the chair and between the blonde slave’s legs, she didn’t wait, she just thrust the phallus inside the helpless girl and started to fuck her, every thrust drove the love sense back against her own clit, the girls were kissing, holding each other’s breasts as they fucked, Susie was lost in the moment, her eyes glazed over as she was fucked by a dominant redhead.

Susie came first, screaming in delight, Willow only a few second later, she continued to pound as she came, fucking Susie hard, her ass moving up and down as she controlled and dominated her.  Eventually they stopped cumming and Willow rolled off Susie, then Susie rolled onto her side and held one of Willow’s breasts as they kissed passionately.  I loved this, live lesbian sex, my own personal show.

When they stopped kissing they looked at me.  “Get that thing off you Willow,” I ordered, “And help her Slave.”  The strap on came off much easier than it went on, it was off in seconds and they both got onto their knees, legs spread wide once they’d finished.  I made them kneel for a few minutes while I jerked myself, looking at their bodies, their full firm tits, toned athletic legs and flat stomachs.  They were watching me, I knew that they wanted my cock inside them.

“Come here girls,” I told them.  They got onto all fours and crawled to me, each took one of my legs and started to kiss and lick, working their way up my legs.  Willow took my cock into her mouth, Susie licked my balls and then without being asked moved onto my ass, no doubt remembering what I liked and what had happened the previous night when she’d refused.  I lay back, I was in heaven as they used their mouths to explore my body.

Willow eventually took my cock from her mouth and she kissed her way up my body, Susie took over, sliding my cock into her by now well trained mouth.  She kissed and licked my cock while Willow and I kissed, I caressed her breasts, holding and playing with them.  I lifted Willow up on top of me and she lined her wet pussy up with my cock, before Susie guided it inside her.  Willow started to ride me, cowgirl style as she sat up, Susie continued to lick my balls and ass.

“That’s it girls,” I stammered, “Fuck me”.  Willow rode me, she had her eyes closed she was moaning, holding her breasts and rubbing them, she lifted one to her mouth and sucked her own nipple, man that was hot.  Willow sped up, our bodies slapping together, she put her hands onto my chest and sank her red nails into my skin.

“I’m cumming Sir,” she panted, “Oh fuck I’m cumming.”  She came hard and loud, yelling a guttural scream and collapsing forward as she came hard on my cock, I grunted, I pulled her hair, forcing her to look at me as I bucked my hips and I came inside my girl’s tight hole.

“Yes, oh fuck yes,” I cried out as I came.  Willow looked into my eyes, she started to squeeze her pussy muscles to enhance my orgasm, we held each other’s gaze and kissed, I caressed her hair, Susie continued to lick my asshole and balls.  She was a good girl, she wouldn’t stop until she was told to.  I pushed Willow off and she lay on her back.

“Ready for some more cum slave?” I asked Susie.

“Yes please Master,” came the expected, and required response.  She started to suck my cock. I used a hand to push her off?

“Master?” she said, a clear question.

“Not out of me, out of Willow.”

“Thank you Master,” she said in a low, husky voice.  She moved easily to the side, I rolled onto mine to watch Willow’s face as Susie ate and fucked Willow, Willow was fisting the sheets, her mouth open and panting, her breasts rising and falling.  I kissed one of her breasts, she moaned loudly and I started to tease her, moving from one to the other, licking, kissing and biting her huge breasts.

“Yes, oh God yes, please, I’m so close,” moaned Willow, “Please spank my tits Sir, please, spank them hard.”  I didn’t stop to think, I had one nipple in my mouth, I raised my hand and spanked her hard.

“Yes, oh God yes, tell me what I am?”

“You’re a cunt, a whore, a slut, a pain whore, a worthless piece of fuck meat, three holes and two tits.”  With every insult I could think of she got more and more excited.

“Tell me what you’re going to do to my ass,” she moaned.

“I’m going to train you ass, keep the plug in every minute of every day.”

“YES.”

“The I’m going to pull it out, push it into your mouth and rape you ass, force my huge cock inside and use you for my pleasure.”  That pushed her over the edge, she grabbed a pillow and stuffed it over her face as she screamed in delight at the top of her voice as she came, thrashing on the bed.  I stopped slapping Willow and let her ride her orgasm, we kissed as she came down, then I pulled Susie up by her hair, one girl on each side of me, the three of us kissing before I wanted to sleep.

“Go down on me Susie,” I said, “Take my cock into your mouth and hold it there all night long.”  She looked at me.

“Master, am I allowed to sleep tonight?”

I stroked her soft hair.  “Of course you are slave.”  Susie smiled, then I added, “But if I wake up and my cock isn’t in your mouth you’re in for a severe and sustained punishment.”  Susie was visibly shocked, she was weighing up her options, then she spoke. 

“No sleep for you little slave cunt tonight then Master.”  She paused and then added, “Can I take it out once in a while Master so I can swallow?”  That was fair enough, good idea from her.

“Yes, you can take it out to swallow, but that’s all.”

“Thank you Master, I’ll do my best to please you.”  I don’t know if this was because of the fear of punishment, or a willingness to please, or a combination of both.

I kissed Willow and we went to sleep, leaving my cock buried in Susie’s face.  Willow was out in seconds, it took me a long time to drop off, having your cocked sucked makes it tricky to fall asleep.  Eventually I did.


Sunday April 12th

We woke late, Willow was lying next to me, I moved a little and could feel Susie respond, her mouth was still wrapped round my cock.  I could feel her warm breath on my balls.  I doubt she’d slept at all, she would have been terrified of the consequences of me waking without my dick in her mouth.

I put my hands onto Susie’s head, my cock was already growing in her warm mouth.  I took handfuls of her hair and started to push her up and down, she quickly got the idea and started to suck.  She’d come a long way in just a day and half.

I twisted slightly to face Willow, then grabbed one of her nipples in my fingers and twisted it gently, the resulting pain woke her up.  She rolled onto her side, then up onto one elbow and we started to kiss.  I had planned to fuck them both again, but this just seemed too perfect a way to wake up, kissing the woman I loved and having my cock sucked by another.  And the best part?  The woman I loved was up for it.

It wasn’t long before I felt my balls tightening, Susie was cupping them and she felt it too, she squeezed gently and I started to cum, I flopped back on the bed as I shot my load into Susie’s mouth.  She’d learned a lot, she didn’t pull away, just pushed her head down as far as she could, catching it all in her mouth.  When I finished cumming she didn’t pull off either, just put her head on my stomach and lay there, my cock still buried in her mouth.

Willow and I talked about Susie, the prim and proper stuck up girl from old money who in a day had turned into Susie the slave, then we laughed.  I threw the covers off and Willow grabbed Susie’s hair, pulling her off.

“Still got all you master’s cum slave?”  Susie nodded by way of reply.  “Good girl,” Willow added.  I loved the look of utter humiliation that came over Susie when Willow said that, it must have been degrading for her to be told that by another woman, a slave and yet still her superior.  “Now go and get both of us a coffee.” 

Susie backed off the bed and stood up.  “Crawl bitch, hands and knees,” yelled Willow.  Instantly Susie dropped to her hands and knees and crawled out of the room.  It took her 10 minutes to come back, I was in half a mind to go to look for her when the door opened.  Then I worked out why she was taking so long, a cup appeared, then another.  Then in crawled Susie, she picked up one cup and moved it a few inches, then the other and she crawled a little more.  Willow and I laughed again.  Willow jumped off the bed and picked the coffee up and gave one to me.

“Your coffee Sir,” she said as she curtsied to me, then she jumped onto the bed next to me and we started to drink it.  I looked over at Susie, she was kneeling, legs apart, hands on her thighs as she’d been trained, every few seconds she’d yawn.  Understandable really.  I couldn’t help smiling.  I had such control over her, I doubted the old Susie would return once my time was up with her.

When we’d drunk up we went to the bathroom, I had Susie hold my dick as I pissed in the toilet bowl, she looked disgusted with herself, then we showered, I stood there, enjoying the warm water cascading over my body as the two girls cleaned me (I’d recommend this to anyone by the way).  We dressed and went to the kitchen where everyone else was gathered.

I made Susie open her mouth wide to show my cum, then allowed her to swallow.  She thanked me as she’d been trained and we all laughed, then discussed what we’d do that day, Susie serving us coffee and cookies.  We decided to go out for lunch, nothing special, just the apartment was a mess from the party and no one wanted to clean.

Seven of us left the apartment for brunch that day, Susie of course stayed behind to clean up.  We were out until midafternoon, when we finally got home the apartment was clean.  Susie had had a bath or a shower and she was back to her stunning best, even if she was asleep on the couch.  I couldn’t blame her for that, she must have been exhausted.  We spent the afternoon making her perform tasks, like a performing dog.  We raced her, sat on her back and rode her up and down the long corridor, then we made her run on the spot, and watched her boobs bounce.

Later I got my ropes, we looked up a bondage tutorial website and spent the early evening tying and retying Susie in different positions.  I think my favorite was when Jon tied a thin rope round her huge tits, pulling them tighter and tighter until we ran out of cord.  I tied a second rope to the one holding her tits down then tied the end of that to her toes, forcing her to bend double, ass and cunt on display.  We secured her arms behind her back and put a bag over her head.  Jon, Smokes and I then fucked her in turn, she had to guess who was using her pussy – if she guessed wrong she got a stroke from the cane.  I could see that Paul wanted to join in, but he didn’t know how to ask Abi.

In the evening we went out for something to eat, we took Susie but I made her leave her collar on.    When I suggested it she turned ghostly white and shook.  She put a hand onto the collar and pulled hopefully at it, the padlocks of course kept it in place.

“What of one of my friends sees me wearing it?”

“They’ll know you’re a slave,” I said.  She shook her head.  It was only the threat of taking her out in a bikini and still leaving the collar then leading her by a leash on that made her agree to wear it in public.  It would be good for her.  She got a lot of attention in the restaurant and then in the bar later.  It’s not every day you see a collared, leashed woman in public.  When we got home I handed her leash to Smokes.

“Her last night as a slave Steve, you should have her.”  My part of the deal I’d made with Steve earlier in the week, the price for him helping me to win.

“Really?”  I looked at Susie, all the fight had gone out of her, once more she was being traded as a piece of meat. 

“Really, give me $20 for the night and we’ll call it quits.”  Susie blushed, not only had she been rented out as a whore, her John had only paid $20 for the whole night.  OK, Steve was her boyfriend, but it was symbolic.

“Sure.”  He pulled out his wallet and found a couple of tens and handed them to me.  I watched him walk away.  Would it be the last night he ever had with her, or would it be the first night of their new relationship.  Willow and I went into our room.

“You liked parading Susie in a collar didn’t you Sir?” she asked.  I nodded, of course I did.  I loved the way people in the restaurant had looked at us both, me holding her on a leash and parading her around, everyone knew what she was and who she served.

“Why haven’t you bought a collar for me Sir?” she asked.  I shrugged and sniffed, good question.

“I didn’t think you’d want one.”

“So, can we go shopping soon Sir?  I’m interested to see this sex shop you keep visiting.

“Sure,” I replied.  We were both exhausted, so we just went to bed.


Monday April 13th

Icould cheerfully have smashed the alarm clock that morning but work comes first.  I got up and showered, Willow was dressed when I came in, the glamourous dress gone and back into student garb of jeans and a sweater.

“It’s not as good is it Sir, just not as sexy” she said as I closed the door and we went to the kitchen for breakfast.  It was just before eight.  Everyone else was sat round the table, Susie kneeling at Smoke’s side, he was holding her leash.  As I walked in he handed it to me and I took control of her for the last five minutes of her enforced slavery.  There was only one question on my and everyone else’s lips, would she storm out the second it came off?

When the clock ticked over to eight I reached into my pocket and unlocked the padlock from the collar and took it off.  I handed it to Smokes and looked at Susie.

“You’re free now Susie, free to do whatever you want.”  Susie looked up and me and crawled to Smokes.  I expected her to hit him, to scream, to announce that it was all over.  Instead she just knelt in front of him.

“Sure?” Smokes asked.  They’d clearly discussed something.

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Smokes took the collar and put it back on her neck.  I looked at Willow and smiled.  Susie was now making a choice, she was becoming Smoke’s property.  She’d turned her back on the privilege and accepted what she was deep down, a slave.  My friend’s slave and I’d done more than my fair share to bring it out of her.

“Understand that from this moment forth you have no rights what so ever,” Smokes told Susie, “I own you and can do what I want with you.  You cannot say no.  You cannot terminate this agreement, ever.

“I understand and accept your collar willingly Master,” she replied, smiling widely.

Holy fuck, Mia was a slave, Susie was a slave, Willow was a slave, albeit a secret one.  What about Abi?  Would she be a slave?

We set off for work just after that, leaving the girls behind.  They had things to talk about.


Tuesday April 14th

Willow was waiting for me in the lobby of the tower block I worked in, amongst the suits and overcoats her choice of a green jacket stood out, that and her long, luscious mane of red hair made her really stand out.  She was looking around, searching for me, but I was just a face in the crowd, another suit.  I was ten feet away before she spotted me.  We hugged and kissed, then held hands as we walked in the cool evening light to the sex store half a dozen blocks away.

She paused outside, just like I had done on my first visit.  The windows had mannequins wearing lingerie in the windows, she tried to see inside but a baffle prevented this, you had to go inside then turn left or right, the hoarding prevented people on the street from seeing inside.

“Nervous?” I asked.  She nodded.

“Very.”

“So was I, it’s OK once you’re inside.”

“I guess,” she said.  She squeezed my hand tight and I set off, pulling her with me.  We entered and Willow paused, looking around.  We were in the lingerie section of course, the most accessible part of the emporium.  Willow breathed out, the site of normal people walking around helped set her at ease.  Then she caught sight of one of the girls that worked there, a girl with long dark hair that matched her lacy black underwear.

“Jesus Jay,” she said, “I thought you were joking about the staff.”  I shook my head.

“Why do you think I keep coming back?”

“No idea,” she said, laughing.  “Come on, let’s start with some sexy underwear, then we can go down to the dungeon.”  She looked confused.  “Where they keep the BDSM equipment.”  She looked to the back of the store, she could see the stairs going up and down.

We browsed, the store was arranged by genre, so lingerie was by the door, sex toys were down one wall, books in another area.  A sign at the back pointed to upstairs, this was marked ‘for him’.  Maybe later.  I picked up a basket and more than one outfit for Willow.  I’d get her to try them on later, after we found the BDSM section.

We must have looked lost, behind me I heard a woman ask “Back again Sir?”  We turned round, her name label was pinned to her bra.  Lucy.

“Hi Lucy,” I said, “This is my girlfriend, Willow.”  The two women looked at each other, Willow with her long red hair and Lucy with her blonde hair.  They were about the same size and height with similar breasts.  Did I imagine it, or did they like the look of each other?  Lucy laughed.

“He’s told me so much about you,” she said.

“Really?” asked Willow, tearing her eyes away from Lucy to me.  I was lost for words.  Lucy laughed.

“No, not really.  I mean he told me you exist, I’m pleased to see that you do.  We get a lot of men who come in looking for something for their, ahem, ‘girlfriend’ and I thought he was one of those.”  Inference, the dildos, the ropes were all for me.  I blushed.

“Oh, I’m very real,” said Willow, emphasizing the word very.  She’d lowered the tone of her voice as well, she was flirting with Lucy.

“So what can I help you guys find?” asked Lucy.  Willow looked at me.

“We’re looking for some BDSM gear, a slave collar.”  Lucy nodded.

“I think he’ll look great in a collar,” she said.  I opened my mouth.

“Not for me,” I said, almost in shock.  They both laughed, bitches, they were toying with me.  I started to laugh as well. 

“No problem,” Lucy replied, “Come with me, it’s all in the basement.”  Lucy gave a half laugh and added, “Or dungeon, if you want to think of it that way.”  We followed Lucy, as she went down the stairs Willow pinched my ass, then pointed at the woman a couple of steps ahead of us.

“Nice view isn’t it Sir?”  She wasn’t wrong.  Lucy was a very nice view.  “I see why you keep coming back here without me.”  I opened my mouth to complain, but closed it again.  She was playing with me.

In the basement Lucy paused to allow us to look around for a moment.  “Would you like me to help you or would you like to look on your own?”

“Please, can you help us Lucy?” I said, my voice coming back, “I’m Jay by the way, this is Willow.”  Lucy nodded to us both.  She pointed to the badge on her bra.

“And I’m Lucy,” she said, “But you knew that right?” she added with a laugh.  “So what are you both looking for?”

I took a deep breath, “To be honest, I’m not 100% sure, we’ve recently started experimenting with BDSM and we’re looking to take it to the next stage.”

“No problem,” Lucy said, smiling, “You’ve come to the right place.”  I looked round again, she wasn’t wrong, I could see everything I’d ever heard of, everything I’d ever imagined and a shit load of stuff that I had no idea about.  It made the club Jon had taken us to look barren and bare.  Shopping was going to be fun.

“So, where shall we start?” asked Lucy?

“How about collars and leashes?” I suggested.

“Sure, follow me folks,” Lucy said, she paused and touched Willow’s neck, “Mmmm, she’s going to look amazing in a collar.”  We walked a short distance to an aisle that had nothing but collars on it, some loose, some in packs with leashes or wrist/ankle cuffs.  I didn’t know where to start.

“What’s your budget?” asked Lucy.

“Doesn’t matter,” I replied.

“Are you sure?  Some of these collars are pretty expensive.”  She bent down and picked one up.  “Take this for example,” she added, handing it to me, “Made of silver, this would set you back about $420 with tax, or if you’re just starting out we’ve got this one, more like $20”, she said handing me a thin leather collar.  It looked cheap.  No, I didn’t want that.

“Somewhere in between.  Say $50 to $100?”

Lucy spent the next 20 minutes showing us collars and explaining the differences, from soft leather that was easier to wear, to thick leather ones that barely moved – she called them posture collars that would force Willow to hold her head in one position.  Lucy pointed out that these wouldn’t be very comfortable and not suitable for long term use.  She showed us steel collars, thin subtle ones that could be passed off as chokers.  In the end we settled on two, one was stiff leather, about two inches thick with rings front and back, that could be padlocked in place.  The other was thin silver with a love heart on it that Willow wanted to wear day to day.  It reminded me of Mia’s.

We spent almost two hours with Lucy, in addition to the collars we picked up cuffs, floggers, gags, whips, nipple clamps, sex toys – the list went on and on.  When we’d shopped out I asked if Willow could try on the outfits she’d picked up from the lingerie section.

“Of course,” said Lucy, “The changing rooms are over here.”  Willow went in and put on a black lingerie set and came out. 

“She looks incredible Jay, it’s almost like she works here,” said Lucy, “You’re a very lucky man.”  Again, the emphasis on very, she was flirting with me.  Or more likely flirting with Willow.  But she wasn’t wrong.  “Are you going to try the collar on her?”  I nodded, good idea.

I picked the leather collar out of the basket and put it round Willow’s neck.  Lucy lifted her long red hair out of the way and I fastened it onto her neck.  Lucy offered me the padlock and I locked the collar in place.

“How does that feel Willow?” asked Lucy.  Willow put her hands onto the collar and felt it, then she adjusted it to ensure the D ring hung down at the center.

“Incredible,” she whispered.

“Want to try more on her Jay?” asked Lucy.

“Sure.”  There were about a dozen people walking round the basement, several had stopped to watch Lucy and I dress Willow.  Lucy picked a ball gag out of the basket and offered it to Willow’s mouth.  Willow opened wide and took the ball behind her teeth as Lucy fastened the strap behind Willow’s head.  She asked Willow if it was OK and Willow nodded.

“First time?”  Willow nodded.  Lucy turned to me, “Don’t leave it in for too long, it makes your jaw very sore, you have to get used to it.  Much worse than sucking a cock, at least you can take those out to swallow.”  Women are so much more open than men it’s unreal.

“Have you worn one then Lucy?” I asked, genuinely interested.  Fuck, I was flirting with Lucy in front of my girlfriend.

“Oh God yes,” she replied with a wide grin on her face, “I’ve worn one overnight – if you’re planning on that though get one with a hole in it, just in case her nose gets blocked – you don’t want her to suffocate do you?”  I nodded, God no I don’t want her to die.  Good to know, Lucy was a font of all knowledge as far as either Willow or I knew.

Lucy picked out the wrist cuffs and Willow extended her arms.  Lucy fitted them onto Willow, then pushed Willow’s hands behind her back and locked them together.  When Lucy came back in front of Willow she ran her hands over Willow’s breasts.  This was very sensual, Lucy was going above and beyond.  I watched Willow, she was enjoying Lucy’s touch, reacting to it as she beathed in and out, her chest rising and falling.

“Shall we try some nipple clamps on your slave Jay?”  I nodded, this was very erotic.  Lucy picked up the clamps.  I folded my arms to watch.  Lucy put her left hand onto Willow’ lacy bra and pulled at it, she put her right hand inside the bra and pulled her breast out.  I looked round, no one was shopping now, everyone was watching the show.  I looked at Willow’s eyes gauging her reaction, she looked like she was enjoying being played with and being an exhibition.  Lucy repeated the maneuver on her other breast, freeing it from its holder.  Lucy then played with one of Willow’s nipples, quickly it sprang erect and Lucy put the clamp on.

“Ow,” said Willow through her gag. 

Lucy smiled, “It’s supposed to hurt slave, that’s the point.  Pain can be a pleasure”  Lucy showed me how to adapt the spring, causing Willow more or less pain.  She then put the other on onto her other nipple.  Lucy looked at Willow, then leaned in and kissed her over the gag.  I had to put my hands down my pants now to adjust my cock, it was rock hard.

“One final thing for today,” said Lucy.  She picked up the blindfold and slipped it over Willow’s head.  She looked at me and picked the leash out of the basket.  Lucy handed it to me,  “She’s your property Jay, you should leash her.”  My property, wow, what a concept.

I took the leash and clipped it onto the collar.  Willow couldn’t see a thing, she was completely under my control.  I looked at Lucy.

“Do you want some sex toys as well for her Sir?  Beyond what you’ve already got.”  The watching crowd, mostly men murmured as she said that, they were wondering what we’d bought already.

“Good idea,” I replied, this was going to be a very expensive shopping trip but what the hell?  Lucy picked up Willow’s clothes and started to walk her slowly to the stairs.  I followed her, carrying the basket and pulling on the leash.  I kept it short so I could control Willow easily.  As we walked people in the store shouted their encouragement and thanks for what they’d seen.  Willow took very short steps.

I had to help Willow up the stairs.  As we got onto the main floor the place fell silent as we walked to the toy section.  Lucy suggested a remote controlled vibrator, some love eggs and anal beads.  Her final suggestion was a book on rope bondage for beginners. 

The bill came to almost $1,400, but worth every cent.  After I paid I looked at Lucy, I don’t know what came over me as I put my credit card back in my wallet, I’ve never been confident round women but I had to do this.  I handed her my business card, Lucy looked at it.

“If you want to play with Willow and me sometime give me a call.  We’re having a party soon if you want to come?”

Lucy smiled coyly, “I can’t come tonight Jay, but I will call you some time?  Maybe next Friday after work?”

“Call me tomorrow and we can talk.  We play cards on a Friday night, but you’d be welcome.  It’s not your, normal card game.”  I left something hanging, the vague promise of intrigue.  She looked at the number again.

“Sounds interesting,” she said, “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

We turned to leave.  “Are you forgetting something Jay?” Lucy called out.  I looked at her.  Fuck, she was holding Willow’s clothes.  I’d been about to lead Willow out into the street semi naked, gagged and bound.  I’d have been arrested within 10 minutes.  We all laughed.  Lucy helped me remove the gag and unlock the handcuffs.  At her suggestion we left it at that and put Willow’s coat on to walk her back to the apartment.  Naturally I made Willow carry the bags, I just pulled her leash.

We got several stares and comments as we walked back to the apartment but I didn’t care.  Once inside the stairwell I removed Willow’s collar, I wasn’t ready for the others to see slave Willow.  Well, not just yet anyway.  I put the love heart choker on her instead.  Once inside Willow took the bags to our room and I went to the kitchen, opened the fridge and pulled out a couple of coke zeros for us.  We were the only people in the apartment.  I checked my phone, they’d all gone to the bar on the corner.  We went to join them.  Jon eyed Willow’s new necklace, he spotted what it meant, as had Mia.


Wednesday April 15th

My phone pinged, WhatsApp, the curse of trying to get anything done at work was demanding my attention.  I picked it up.

Tell me about your card game?

This is Lucy BTW

Thanks for that!  We play a weekly game of poker.  Started as simple strip poker . . .

Sound interesting, how naked do people go?

Well, only the girls go naked

And Willow does?

I smiled as I read that, she wasn’t that interested in me, but she was interested in Willow.

She does, are you wanting to come and play?  You can be on my team . . .

Cryptic, what does being on your team mean?

I stopped working as we talked, I told her about the game and how we’d gone from a simple game of Strip Poker to Susie being auctioned off as a slave for the weekend to the winner.  The obvious question came from her, so what’s the next step.  I told her my idea.  Then I added

Want to come along and be a prize?

Hell yes, just tell me where and when.  Willow will be there yes?  And the other people, can you show me?

She was on the hook, I sent her photos of Steve, Susie, the whole gang and explained what had been going on.  Her response was almost instant.

When and where?

Friday, 8pm

Can you wait to 8:30, I get off work at 8

For you we’d wait till 9

Only 9?  Surely I’m worth more than that?

9:15, don’t push your luck

Haha.  Buzz me in 💕

I sat back, I was going to be the hero of the evening.  Bringing along a hot piece of ass that knew and welcomed the rules.  I spun round on my chair to bask in the glory.  All I got was my manager looking at, shit, how long had I been on my phone?  Far too long.  I took the hint, put my phone down and put my nose down to work.  Well, look as if I was working at the very least.

******

Willow was angry, she stared at me.  Not throwing things at me angry, but still furious.  “But why not?” asked Willow, stamping her foot, “Why will you not make my slave status known to the others?”  I couldn’t explain it, neither did I get the chance to.

“You had no objection to Susie did you?  Quite happy to parade her around the apartment but not me?”  She was shouting, “What’s wrong with me?  Are you embarrassed by me?”  She continued to rage, so I just sat down and waited for her to stop.  Eventually her fury subsided and I managed to speak.

“Can I speak now?” I asked.  She opened her mouth. “Shut it,” I shouted at her, “My time to speak.”  She clenched and unclenched her hands.  I gave her 30 seconds before I started to speak.

“First, we are alone, you address me as Sir, understand?  Understand?  We agreed to this.” I repeated myself when she didn’t answer.  Eventually she took the hint.

“Yes Sir,” her voice still loaded with anger.

“Second, I have decided you will not wear you collar in front of the others until Friday at the Poker Game.  That is my decision, not yours.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir.”  She sounded petulant.

“Finally, I want that as Lucy is coming along to the game and I want to bring you both out at the same time.”  In an instant her anger subsided.  Most girls would have been furious that their boyfriend could so casually announce that another girl was coming to her place to be stripped naked, but I’d sensed the attraction between them both in the shop, hell, Lucy had groped Willow’s chest in front of 20 or 30 other people.

“Lucy’s coming?” she asked.  I just nodded and showed her my phone.  Willow took it and read the conversation, then handed it back, she looked happy.

“Now, we have one more thing to discuss.  Your attitude towards me.”  She swallowed.

“I’m sorry Sir, I was angry.”

“Irrelevant,” I replied , “take my belt off, stand up and bend over.  12 strokes to your ass for forgetting to call me Sir and another 12 for questioning me.”

Willow swallowed again as she stood up.  This was her first real punishment. 

“Yes Sir.”

When she was in position I pulled her skirt and panties down, then I raised up the belt and brought it down hard onto her pale white skin.  She screamed in pain.  I smiled, 23 more to go, then I’d fuck her in that position.  I’d cum, she wouldn’t be allowed to.


Friday April 17th

8:20 PM, we’d just sat down to play poker, the drinks and snacks were on the table, a fresh pack of cards were in Jon’s hand and he was removing the shrink wrap.  The girls were all dressed in their outfits for the evening, we’d gone for little black cocktail dresses again.

“So, what’s the game going to be?” he asked.  Just then the doorbell rang, as I expected.  I’d told Lucy to ring it at 20 past exactly.

“Willow,” I said without looking up, “Can you get that please?”  Everyone else looked at me.

“Expecting someone are you?” asked Paul

I just raised my eyebrows and grinned, ignoring the question.  We talked as Jon shuffled the cards, we heard Willow come back into the apartment and then walk down the corridor, past the dining room.  I acted like this was expected, as it was.  It was another 10 minutes before Willow came back.  The door opened and she came in, wearing a matching bra/panties set in black.  She had a ball gag in her mouth, her hands were cuffed behind her back.  Paul opened his mouth to speak, then closed it as Lucy from the sex shop came in.  She was dressed just like Willow, right down to the gag.  Both of them came and stood behind me.

I reached under the table and pulled out a bag, I pulled two collars out of the bag and turned to face my girls.  I put one on Lucy first, then the second on Willow.

“Gentlemen, this is Lucy,” I said, gesturing to the stunning blonde behind me, “and she’s joining us for the game.  She will be the winner’s slave for the weekend.  Willow, on the other hand, is my slave now, aren’t you Willow?”

Willow nodded and made a reasonable attempt at “Yes Sir.”  The boys all looked at each other, then at me with new respect.  Me. I’d brought a hot blonde along for the evening.

Smokes spoke first, Camel hanging out of his mouth, “Susie, strip to your underwear.”

“Yes Master,” she said.

Jon was next.  He ordered Mia to get her collar and strip to the same level.  Abi was last, unasked she removed her clothes and whispered in Pauls’ ear.

“Fuck yes,” he said, “Abi has just asked to be my slave.  I’ve agreed to take her on.”  We all laughed.

“So,” I said, “Tonight I thought we could do something a little different.  How about we all start with $20,000 and when someone runs out of money the winner picks a girl for the night.  Then we reset the money and play again until we’ve had five winners.”

So at least one guy was going to end up with two girls.  Lucy would go first, there was no doubt about that.  New pussy, who wouldn’t want it?  Six weeks ago we’d all been so annoyed when Susie forgot her fake ID.  Now it seemed like the best mistake anyone had ever made.

“The game, gentlemen, is Texas hold’em,” Jon said as he started to deal the cards.  The game had begun.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com
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(or search for -paigebond- )
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The Laird of Bladelaw

Malcom Blade, the 9th Laird of Bladelaw is “helping the Police with their enquires” into his affairs in a bleak interrogation room at a Perth police station. During an interview lasting several hours explicit details of what most would view as an alternative lifestyle are revealed. It begins with his time as a student in the early to mid-90s when he learned that not all women want to be treated as equals, at least not all of the time. Some strong women expect to be treated equitably in public but behind closed doors it's a very different affair . . . .

Bladelaw: The Student is the first part of a new eagerly anticipated trilogy from the acclaimed author Page Bond.

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.
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