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Pool Shark

“I want revenge!” Marie screamed as the front door slammed behind her.

“What happened” Lynette, her roommate asked.

“I have just been totally humiliated! I was down at Sam’s (a local bar), and , Oh I am just so stupid!”

“Well, what is it!” Lynette asked, becoming increasingly annoyed by Marie’s hesitance to give details.

“I somehow got involved in a strip pool game with a cute guy I had just met. Don’t ask me how I fell for that stupid tactic, but I did. And I LOST!” With this admission, Marie began to sob gently. “I mean, I really thought he was nice and all. So when he suggested we play strip pool, I went along for a bit, thinking he would call it off at the last minute. Well, he did not. And not only did I have to disrobe in front of him, but his two roommates saw me naked as well!”

Lynette tried to stifle the chuckle she felt building in her throat. “Well, that’s what you get for letting your crotch do all your thinking for you. Perhaps a little revenge is called for.”

“Really” Marie exclaimed, “Would you help me?”

“Absolutely, and I think I know just the person who can help take this guy down a notch.”

Lynette and Marie had not only been friends for life, they had pledged the same sorority and were roommates at Delta Pi, famous on campus as having the hottest coeds of any sorority. Lynette had long brown hair and pert little breasts that never moved when she went on her morning jogs. Marie however was a different story altogether, equally attractive as Lynette, she was what one would call stacked. Standing 5’9” she was a very hearty 38 D cup, and as one would imagine, very popular with the guys. Lynette and Marie were among twelve girls who lived at the sorority house and did everything together. As Marie told the other girls what happened, she noticed Sandra smirking to herself.

“Sandra” Marie barked “I don’t know why you think this is so funny!”

“I don’t” she coolly replied, “Was this guy you played pool with named Tom by any chance?”

“Yes! Do you know him?”

“I know of him, you see I am a bit of a pool player myself and I have seen him play before and he is not bad. You see I am a bit of a pool player myself so I know all the tricks, and you fell for the oldest, being played for a sucker by a hustler. If he doesn’t remember me, I think I have the perfect revenge plot for him.”

“Really!” Marie cried. “What is your plan?”

“Well” Sandra continued “I used to be a pool hustler myself in high school. Perhaps we should give him a taste of his own medicine.”

All the girls cheered and thought that would be a good idea, so the plot was hatched.

The next day all of the girls went down to Sam’s as planned. Tom, as they had predicted, was there playing a game of pool with his friend and looking as hot as ever, despite being a total dick.

“Just follow my lead” Sandra whispered to Marie as they began to play a game of pool together. Sandra worked hard to make it appear that she was a poor player, missing easy shots, dropping her pool cue, it was an Oscar worthy performance. The other girls all situated themselves around the bar, not wanting to miss the show that was coming up but definitely not being obvious they were there for a show.

The only other people in the bar were Tom, his roommate and the bartender, so it was definitely heavy on the ladies. As Sandra and Marie played, she noticed Tom watching her very intently, lust radiating off of him as he hungrily looked her up and down.

She was helping stoke this fire now as she knew how to dress for just the right reaction and she had pulled out all of the stops today. Barefoot and wearing cutoff shorts that barely covered her beautifully rounded ass she winked often at the bartender who never took his eyes off of her smoldering form. On top of this she purposefully wore a thin white T-shirt that was two sizes too small, without a bra of course, and added to the fact that the bartender kept turning the AC down her two members of the forward team were at full attention.

Every curve of her ample breasts were visible through the straining white fabric, and her always erect nipples were clearly in view due to the atmospheric help. “Wink at him” Sandra mouthed to Marie. Marie complied, and Tom began to strut over. Oh and what a self inflated stud he was too.

At 6’3” and with a well chiseled physique, Tom thought he truly was Adonis reincarnated.

“Up for a rematch?” Tom asked Marie. “Or perhaps I can play your friend.”

Sandra chimed in. “Oh I think I am too good for you.” She said sarcastically.

“Oh Really?” Tom replied jokingly. “Care to bet on that?”

Sandra winked at Marie as her trap closed. “Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“How about a little strip pool” Tom laughed, barely able to contain his excitement at the prospect of stripping this lovely curvy new coed specimen but assuming she would not take his challenge.

“Hmmmm, well, OK it is a bet!” Sandra agreed, as an astonished and increasingly aroused Tom started to rack up the table. Looking as helpless as she could act she added “But you have more clothes than I do. That isn’t quite fair now is it? Perhaps we should not play.” Turning to walk away she could sense Tom’s eyes boring into her amazing ass, barely contained by her cutoff jeans.

Not wanting to blow a sure thing, Tom reluctantly called out to her and made a proposal. “Well, how about we play best 3 out of 4. Loser strips at the end and then it doesn’t matter how many articles we started out with.”

“OK” Sandra nodded, trying to fake nervousness. Licking her lips as she gazed at him, she smiled. “I am going to look forward to seeing more of you soon!”

Tom felt his cock stir as he gazed back into her eyes and continued to be spellbound by her body. Feeling generous he let Sandra break.

She purposely lost the first two games and forced a blush on her face to add to the scheme and from the growing bulge in Tom’s pants and his increasingly leering looks at her, it appeared to be working. Tom, flush with victory from the first couple of games, began to get over-confident and started getting cocky as he drooled over the prospect of enjoying Sandra’s nude debut.

“Hmmm, one more and you are naked! Two more and its a total skunk!” he gloated.

Now that she realized he was getting overconfident, it was time for phase two of her plan. Sandra, to Tom’s great horror and disbelief rapidly won the next three games in a row barely letting Tom get out of his seat to take a shot. As the last ball fell into the pocket, she confidently strode over to the open jawed Tom and whispered into his ear “Time to get naked for me big boy!”.

His shame and humiliation only excited her more as he flustered for a way out. Sandra, being the pool shark that she is, had truly not played up to her actual skill level so her victory was a total surprise. She did not want to give away her little secret, therefore setting the stage for her possible ultimate revenge plot. Knowing guys like Tom for years, she knew that getting beaten so badly by a woman was almost as humiliating as getting naked was going to be, and his mind it was all just some kind of beginner’s luck.

With a gleam in her eye, she turned and winked at Marie who was visibly salivating at Tom’s downfall with the rest of the girls. Tom’s face blushed as red as a tomato as he realized that he was now surrounded by, and the complete center attention, of the entire Delta Pi sorority.

Not another soul was in the bar now, except for the bartender who was barely able to withhold his laughter, Tom’s roommate having left in mid game to meet his girlfriend on campus.

“This can’t be happening!” Tom blanched as his mind raced and he now realized he was going to have to strip down in front of all these attractive women. She was supposed to be the one getting naked, not him, and he fumed as his brain tried to make sense of this shocking turn of events. So arrogant was Tom, it never occurred to him that Sandra actually was an excellent pool player. As he fumbled about, desperately trying to think of a way out, he meekly said “Double or nothing?”, expecting that his request would be refused.

“Well” Sandra replied “Perhaps?”

Tom now got hopeful. Maybe he would be allowed to escape with his dignity intact after all.

With a big smirk on her face, Sandra asked “What are you proposing? After all, you don’t have much more to lose. So what’s in it for me?” she replied, stifling back a giggle.

“How about one more game, If I win I can keep my clothes, If I lose...” Tom paused, trying to think of a punishment that would satisfy her, yet still not be too bad if he had to do it.

“You become our slave?” Marie called out from the crowd and finished his sentence for him. Marie’s suggestion caused a great uproar of laughter and was obviously acceptable to the others. Biting her lip as she contemplated it, Sandra looked up and down Tom’s body and already had him mentally undressed and at her foot as a slave. Liking the image in her imagination, she smiled.

“OK Tom” Sandra continued “If you win you may keep one article of clothing. If you lose, you not only are to get naked, but will remain naked, and in our service for one day per ball I beat you by.”

Tom’s mind raced. So far, they had seemed to be evenly matched so he rationalized that even if she won, it wouldn’t be by too much and though humiliating and did seem to be the only way he could hope to keep his shorts. Looking over at the firm round breasts of Sandra struggling to escape her tiny white cotton prison, he smiled as he still tried to think of a way to free those beauties. Meekly he nodded his agreement as Sandra turned and winked again at Marie. The trap door just closed and Tom was caught, although he did not know it yet.

“I will go easy on you” she said after racking up, “ So you may break first.” As Tom rose to take his shot, the other girls began to taunt him.

“Don’t choke Stud!” One girl yelled out.

“Mmmmmmm, I can’t way for my daily foot massage from our naked Slaveboy” cried another.

These comments distracted Tom a bit, but he did manage to make a good break and sunk three balls in a row before missing the fourth.

“Hmmmm” Sandra said condescendingly “I hoped you enjoyed taking that shot, since that will be the last one you will be making.”

Tom saw an opportunity now to reverse his fortune and get this beauty naked. “Oh yeah, care to bet on that?” Sandra could not believe her luck. This boy had no idea what she was capable of and was now practically begging for abuse.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?” she replied.

“I bet that you will miss at least one shot and If you do, not only will I retain my clothes, but you and Marie there will be my willing sex slaves for the weekend.”

“And if I make all the shots?” she replied with a smirk, amazed at the nerve of her victim.

“Then make those weeks of servitude and not days” he answered, confident that she would miss at least one.

A great hoot went up from the girls. “Hmmmmm, a naked slave boy for the rest of the semester. Well now, that’s just too tempting to pass up. I agree.”

Tom returned to his seat, smugly assured that he had snatched victory from the jaws of defeat. His mind now drifted to all of the erotic adventures he would have with the lovely Marie and Sandra, naked and both serving him delightfully all weekend. He had NO doubt that this was a sure thing.

She made the first shot. “That’s one week stud boy.”

His face was unchanged, confident that he would easily win the bet as no one but a professional could make EVERY shot.

She made the second, third, fourth and fifth shots in short succession to the growing cheers of her friends.

“Mmmmmmm, that’s a little over a month. Are you sure you don’t want to cut your losses?” she asked. By this time, Sandra, who enjoyed the thought of getting revenge was starting to feel a little sorry for her mark but also was a little worried that she might blow it as well. She was a good player, but to not miss any shots was a pretty heavy lift, and she might have overplayed her hand. Tom just smiled and foolishly shook his head no, confident of victory. As it would turn out, her concerns were unjustified and he should have taken that out as over the next few minutes she cleared the table.

The look on Tom’s face when the last ball remained on the table was priceless and Sandra could not help but take out her cellphone and snap a shot. He was sweating profusely and turning a bright shade of purple as the reality of his situation sunk in. “How can this be!” he kept thinking as he studied the table, his panic at his nude future rising. When the last ball fell into the last pocket he felt his heart sink when Sandra looked at him with a hungry smile and licked her lips. “Well Tom, that’s it! Time to pay up!”

Tom now looked nervously around the room and for the first time noticed he was the only man there, except for the bartender, who now was laughing hysterically. Every female eye was fixed on him as a cat stares down a mouse. The bartender, unable to control himself any longer, fell to the ground in a hysterical laughing fit, enjoying Tom’s downfall as much as the girls were. As he rose up, eyeing the door for a possible break for freedom, three girls caught him by the arm and began to roughly remove his shirt and unbuckle his belt.

“Just in case you were thinking about running, I brought my friends with me so you wouldn’t Welsh.”

Outnumbered 12 to one, they quickly stripped Tom down to his rapidly tenting shorts, his face growing pinker as his clothes were ripped off of his body and thrown to the crowd. He struggled uselessly against them but it was pointless as he was swarmed in the mob. Now the crowd hushed as he was down to his final article of clothing, his briefs, which by now were straining at the seams.

“Marie” Sandra commented “I will let you do the honors”. Sandra beamed.

Marie, with a glint of satisfaction in her eyes strolled up to Tom and violently ripped the shorts off of him, exposing him completely naked to the crowd as she tossed the remains of his jockey shorts into the wild throng of cheering coeds.

The girls went wild with laughter as his erect cock flopped into view. Retrieving a cockleash from her purse Marie fastened it tightly around his balls in triumph. As she leashed him two other girls pushed his wrists together and handcuffed them behind his back. With total victory in her smile Marie announced it was time to take the slave boy home and proceeded to lead Tom by the balls out onto the street.

It was the longest and most humiliating experience Tom had ever faced and he still could not believe this was happening to him, hoping it was just a bad dream. Here he was, totally naked, hands bound, being led by a cockleash by his privates down main street in broad daylight. As this parade of shame continued, crowds of students, mostly girls, gathered around cheering his tormentors on. Tom even saw his roommate, who he thought would stop and help him, but could do nothing but laugh hysterically. His only hope lay in somehow a cop stopping this show.

Unluckily for him, no police were to be found on the quarter mile hike from Sam’s Bar to the sorority house and It seemed to Tom that every student on campus had been witness to his shame and he wondered how he would ever live this humiliation down. He had never felt so degraded in his entire life and the fact that he had a painfully hard erection did not help his situation at all. Little did he realize what was to happen to him next.

As the girls led Tom into the living room of the sorority house, the few missing girls came downstairs to see what all the noise was about.

“What in the world is going on!” Melanie, a very attractive auburn haired beauty cried as she saw Sandra and Marie drag Tom by the nads into the middle of the room.

“Melanie, meet Tom, our new house-boy for the rest of the semester. I won him this afternoon.” Sandra proclaimed, the tone in her voice dripping with evil satisfaction.

“Nice package!” Melanie replied as she stepped closer to inspect the new property of Delta Sigma Tau.

“OK Tom, here are the rules:” Sandra began as she started to chuckle.

1. No clothing is to be worn inside of the sorority house, unless instructed by a member of the house.

2. All commands are to be obeyed instantly and without question. Any hesitation will result in extreme punishment, which I assure you, you will not like.

3. Your cock, as well as the rest of your body, now belongs to this house. You will not touch or relieve yourself unless instructed by a member of this house.

4. Any outside trips you must make, such as going to class or other errands we may send you on, will be conducted wearing a uniform that will be provided for you.

5. You are to refer to all of the girls here as Mistress as they all own your ass for the duration of your servitude.

“Are you clear on the rules so far?”

Meekly Tom whispered yes and was instantly met with a hard slap to his face.

“You forgot rule number 5 Slaveboy!”

“Yes Mistress Sandra”

“Since you will be required to do chores around the house, as well as leave the house unattended sometimes, I have decided to put this restraining device on you to ensure your complete compliance. I bought it at the pet shop just yesterday in anticipation of this very moment, figuring if it can control a pit bull, it can control YOU. Turn him around girls!”

At her command, two of the girls spun Tom around and kicked his legs apart and pushed his head to the floor, leaving his asshole and balls completely exposed to their gaze. Being handcuffed as he was it was pointless to resist and fear gripped his mind as he felt some object being inserted far into his anus.

The pain was tremendous, but at the same time his cock, which was almost exploding by this time, got even harder and he almost came on the spot. His cries of pain were met with nervous giggles from around the room as the girls were amazed and increasingly aroused by his reactions. Just as the first wave of agony was subsiding, he felt a small metal ring being locked around his balls.

“You may uncuff him now” Sandra instructed the girls.

Nervously, they complied, fully expecting Tom to either attack them or make a run for it. As soon as the cuffs were removed, Tom, as expected, bolted for the door. Four steps into his escape the most excruciating pain he had ever experienced ripped through his ass and testicles and caused him to drop like a stone. It felt as though someone had stuck a red hot poker up his ass and his cries of pain echoed through the room. As he flailed helplessly on the floor, he noticed Sandra holding what looked to be a TV remote control in her hand.

“I thought you would try to welch, Tom which is why I took this extra precaution. If you try to escape, this device will sear your insides and balls so badly you will never be able to enjoy sex again. If you play by the rules however, we will not have to resort to these Draconian measures. Understand?”

Tom could not speak, only grunt, but was able to nod his head in agreement. Sandra, smiling in satisfaction turned the fiendish device off.

“Believe it or not Tom, that was the lowest setting as these measures are usually used on rather ferocious animals, not people. I made some adjustments so any attempt to remove the device will automatically set it off, so escape is completely impossible. You will be a eunuch before any doctor would be able to remove it from you, so I would try to cooperate if I were you. It also has a timing device, so if you decide to try to get to out of range of its radio contact, it will automatically activate.”

Tom was completely and totally trapped and now he knew it. There was no hope for escape now. Another horrible feature of the cock ring was that it seemed to keep him perpetually aroused, and yet prevented any chance of release, the stainless steel rod stimulating his prostate while his balls were locked up in steel cuffs. To his horror Tom saw that Sandra was passing out identical remotes to every girl in the house. With the remotes distributed, at any given time, any one of them could reduce him to a quivering mass of tormented flesh on command, and he was completely subject to their slightest whims.

“There is a pleasant side to this device as well Tom” Sandra said as she pushed another button on the remote. Instantly, the butt plug began to vibrate and his grunts turned into a low moan. Slowly at first it eventually built up into a crescendo of pulsating torment that caused Tom to throb uncontrollably. The plug was positioned so that it directly stimulated his prostate gland, so he now could be played like a computer game with the remote controls. As the device probed away, Tom began to get the most intense hard-on of his young life, and reflexively started to stroke his cock as his sex starved brain melted into goo.

Laughing as she watched his ineffectual masturbation, Sandra turned up the intensity. “Beg for release dog boy, BEG!”.

Desire, overcoming all shame, the sensations caused Tom to practically cry like a baby.

“Please, please let me cum.” he whimpered as he knelt on the floor. Marie, getting hot and increasingly wet from watching Tom writhing on the floor in abject aroused agony, surreptitiously snuck two fingers inside her panties and began to finger herself.

“Bark like a dog!” Sandra commanded.

Without questioning or pause, Tom got onto all fours and began to howl, pant bark and growl in such a manner as to make any golden retriever jealous, desperate to do anything to release himself from the torment.

“Lick my shoe clean” she continued as she held her gorgeous sandal clad shoe up to his face.

Tom, again wild with desire and desperate for release, dropped to his knees and ran his tongue over the bottom of her shoes, licking like a wild-man. In the back of his mind he was aware that any self respect he had for himself was diminishing rapidly, but his balls were doing the talking now and they screamed that they MUST HAVE RELEASE!

“OK Girls, Who wants control of him for the first night?” Sandra asked the room. After much debate amongst themselves, they all agreed that since Sandra had won him, she should enjoy him the first night. After all, they owned him for the rest of the semester and there would be plenty of time for everyone to have fun.

Sandra was pleased. Even though she had perpetrated this revenge on Tom, she did find him most attractive and her eyes glistened as she watched his cock twitch and throb on the floor while her eyes devoured his muscular chest and ripped abs. The thought of him slaving away between her thighs as her property made her panties even wetter as the image flashed in her mind. Without any fanfare she pointed Tom upstairs and told him to wait for her in her bedroom. As he walked up the stairs his hopes began to soar with every step. Perhaps now she would allow him to cum and this nightmare might end.

The sight that greeted Tom when she entered the room almost made him not regret losing. Sandra was beautiful, and now was completely naked in front of him. Her breasts were perfectly round and slightly turned up at the end and begged to have his mouth on their ripe raspbery nipples. Her legs were smooth, muscular and long and he drooled as he imagined kissing his way up her thighs. As she hopped onto the bed she lay back and opened her legs revealing the tastiest looking snatch he had ever seen. Neatly trimmed, only a small slit of fur remained on her cooch and it glistened in the light indicating she was very aroused. Her cunt lips deliciously pink, and from pure observation, sopping wet Tom felt his saliva start to drip in his mouth.

Leaning forward she cuffed Tom’s wrists to either post at the foot of the bed as her golden globes dangled in front of his famished eyes. Now cuffed, he was completely immobilized, but totally entranced by the vision in front of him. Once again she opened her legs and slowly slid down to where he could reach her.

“Get to work SLAVE. If I am satisfied by your work, I may even reward you.” she commanded as she turned up the intensity of the butt plug and laid back with her hands behind her head.

Tom eagerly dove into his work, running his tongue over her engorged clit and reveling in the flood of her juices hosing down his face. Within minutes the first of many orgasms shuddered through her body as her pants and groans grew louder as he licked into the night. As he continued to slurp away, she dug into his shoulders with her long nails, leaving long red marks all over his back.

Soon he could tell when she was about to cum by monitoring the intensity of her scratching and the volume of her moans, learning her body like a fine instrument. Over and over for hours he ate her to one orgasm after another another, her pleasure increasing with each trip over the edge. Soon his tongue began to lose feeling and he began to wonder when, if ever, she would be finally satisfied. After the fourteenth orgasm, that was so violent she screamed as if being eviscerated, she sat up and grabbed his dripping glazed face and whispered into his ear.

“That was the best pussy eating I have ever had! You definitely will be rewarded for your efforts!” she smiled as she pulled herself back up on the bed.

Tom began to lick his chapped lips as he prepared to finally have some relief. The constant vibrating in his ass was driving him crazy as his helpless cock was rapidly drooling a big messy puddle on the floor as he struggled against his cuffs. If he didn’t cum soon, he was afraid he would lose his mind and as he stared down at his helpless purple cock dangling helplessly between his legs, he prayed she would be fast.

“Come on Sandra, time to uncuff me” he thought to himself silently, praying that she would touch his manhood.

Yawning Sandra continued “We better make that tomorrow. All that cunt licking has made me very sleepy, good night”. And with those words Sandra giggled as she stroked the top of his head with her toes and turned out the light, passing out instantly while leaving the butt plug still firmly embedded inside his ass.

Tom still vibrating, throbbing, helpless and cuffed at the foot of her bed drooled more precum out onto the floor in frustration but could not move. At first, Tom wanted to scream “No!” But rightfully fearing her wrath sheepishly said, “Good night”.

It was a long hard night Tom suffered. Bound naked, hard and helpless at the foot of Sandra’s bed with a butt plug vibrating all night kept him perpetually aroused and prevented him getting any sleep. By morning, he was delirious with both fatigue and lust.

Sandra slept deeply. Nothing put her to sleep harder or faster than being slowly eaten to multiple orgasms as Tom had done the night before and when she slowly started to wake, she felt completely rested. Around 8:00 a.m. she lazily fully awoke and smiled at the sight of Tom throbbing pitifully at her feet.

“Morning Tom, sleep well?” she mockingly asked as she ran her toes over his face.

“Yes Mistress” came his meek raspy reply, barely audible as his throat was dry.

“Well, I promised you release this morning and so I shall keep that promise.” she announced as she fastened the cockleash back on Tom and unchained him from her bed. He could barely walk as he was led downstairs into the living room and he was quite wobbly from kneeling all night. His knees and legs aching, and his throat dry from having eaten Sandra out so many times he was quite the sight. His face however was glazed with her dried nectar, and licking his lips he could still taste her juices on his face.

When they reached the living room Sandra called all of the girls into the room to witness. She then announced that it was time for Tom to have his big release, and giggling, all of the girls began to take seats in a circle around him.

Tom flushed with embarrassment as the idea of cumming in front of a room full of attractive women both excited and humiliated him but he was so horny he did not care. Two girls stepped behind Tom and forced him into a crouching position on the floor and his hopes soared as he felt the cockring being unlocked from his testicles. While he closed his eyes anticipating the end to his delicious torment, the girls handcuffed his wrists to his ankles. “We don’t want to give you any ideas about escape!” Sandra chuckled as he was locked down. Now that he was in position, Sandra stood in front of him.

“All right Tom, you are free from the cockring for 2 minutes. If I were you I would make the best of it!”

“What!” he cried. “I thought that you...”

Sandra interrupted “No way! You thought I was going to service you! HA! No Tom, I am giving you 2 minutes access to our property (as she mentioned the word property, she ran her big toe over Tom”s throbbing cock). So you better use your time wisely.”

Tom could not believe it. How was he supposed to masturbate. Not only was he mortified at the prospect of jacking off in front of a room full of women, (his lust overpowered any objections he might have had on that subject), how, with his hands cuffed to his ankles, was he supposed to do it. As he looked around the room in desperation, he saw Marie slowly giving head to a banana and winking at him.

“They want me to suck myself off!” Frantically he stretched his mouth as close as he could to his penis and wished to God he had taken those yoga classes with his ex-girlfriend now. Even though he realized that they were filming this ultimate degradation, his need to empty his engorged balls was too compelling to deny.

He twisted and thrashed, desperately trying any position to reach his penis. These increasingly hilarious antics seemed to excite many of the girls and a few of them excused themselves to go relieve themselves in private. Just as he finally got the very tip of his cock in his mouth he was violently ripped away from it.

“Times up!” Marie announced.

Tom now realized that all that humiliation was for nothing. Now hornier than ever he almost began to cry in frustration. “Tom, are you not in the mood?” Sandra asked sarcastically. “Well, its time for your bath, perhaps that will perk you up.” Again the cockring was attached and his wrists were uncuffed from his ankles and recuffed behind his back.

He was now led upstairs and into the communal shower. It was nothing more than one large stall with 8 or 9 shower heads and the irony of how many of his friends would have loved to be in there was not lost on him. Several of the girls fastened Toms hands above his head to some eye-rings in the ceiling and chained his legs apart as far as they would spread.

Sandra again unfastened the cockring, and for the first time in 24 hours, removed the butt plug which caused him almost to collapse.

“Wouldn’t want to electrocute our property now, would we?” Sandra chuckled as the plug was removed with a large wet plop.

Other girls began to come into the shower and began to disrobe and despite the lovely sight Tom frowned. Normally this would have been a fantasy come true for him, but now it only added to his torment. Like being a starving man forced to watch a feast he cannot taste. Tom could do nothing as the parade of naked supple female flesh began to surround him.

Two girls, who Tom didn’t know, approached him, soap and sponge in hand. “Time to wash up stinky boy”.

Before long there were eight or nine pairs of female hands soaping and scrubbing every inch of his body. They left no crevice untouched. The worst of it was the penis scrubbing which seemed especially vigorous. One rather attractive top heavy girl knelt before him and caressed his purple tormented cock between her soapy breasts and giggled. Seeing this and being overstimulated by so many female hands he thought he would lose his mind.

After a while the girls finally rinsed him off and began to bathe themselves. He could do nothing but hang there, throbbing and frustrated as he watched them soap up their supple breasts and run the their lathered sponges over their beautifully trimmed pussies. He could stand no more and began to struggle violently at his bonds. his gyrations causing much amusement.

Vicki, a pert little blonde with an ass one would kill for, sadistically rubbed her cheeks over his helpless cock. When he tried to penetrate her when she got close, she would move just inches out of his reach and laugh as he impotently smacked against her soapy silk ass cheeks.

After all of the girls finished their shower, they dried him off and reinserted his butt plug and reattached his cockring. Once again, he was in their power so that it was pointless to try anything after they uncuffed him. Again, they led him downstairs where Marie was waiting with a list in her hand.

“OK Tom, here is your list of chores for today. I want you to start first with mowing the front yard.”

Tom read the list and then without thinking, looked down at his naked meat hanging frustrated from his legs. He had been naked since yesterday, and now feared that his humiliation would include having to parade naked outside.

“Don’t worry Tom, we promised you a uniform.” Several of the other girls giggled as they realized what was coming.

“Here you go Tom” Marie said as she handed him a pair of petite thong panties. “I hope they fit.”

This was worse than being naked, he thought to himself. The thong panties barely concealed any of his cock, and the silk only further tormented his hard throbbing meat as it slid around inside. The back of the panties exposed his entire ass.

As he walked outside, he blushed when he received a couple of catcalls from the neighboring sorority. Several other girls, who had been walking by, stopped and decided to watch the show as well. Before he knew it, quite a crowd had gathered to watch his humiliation.

Instead of a lawnmower, Marie had given him a pair of dull scissors to cut the grass and he quickly realized It would take all day to complete her chores. All day he would be on display for every person walking by and his humiliation would be broadcast to everyone. He could only hope that no one he knew would decide to walk down this street.

Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, he realized that the panties they had given him were shrinking. The girls had thought of everything and since Sandra was a chemistry major, she had decided to partake of an extracurricular experiment. The panties they had given him were treated with a chemical, that when wet, shrank and eventually disintegrated.

Tom was drenched in sweat. and as he crawled around, cutting grass as fast as he could, he noticed little shreds of the only covering he had unraveling. If he didn’t finish fast, he would end up naked and to make matters even worse his cock, which had finally subsided to a partial erection earlier, began to get hard again. This would only hasten the destructive process on his thong so he decided that he must concentrate on something nonsexual before his shame was fully exposed to everyone.

Some in the crowd somehow must have caught on to his predicament as their tone and mood began to change. One girl in particular began to run her hands over her breasts and between her legs every time she caught his eye. Tom tried valiantly not to look, but being a man has its disadvantages and one of those is the fact that the sight of an attractive woman touching herself is too compelling not to watch, no matter what the consequences. Before long the inevitable happened and he again had a raging hard-on and the rest of his panties disintegrated.

Now he was standing stark naked in front of them and his throbbing cock waved at the laughing crowd. When he desperately looked over at the girl who had just been tormenting him she just winked, stifled a little giggle and walked on. He would now be forced to finish this degrading task completely naked and his nudity was quickly causing quite a crowd to grow.

Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, he felt the butt plug jump and begin to vibrate. “OH MY GOD!” he whispered to himself, as the stimulation caused him to jerk reflexively. Sandra now was on the front porch, remote in hand, staring at him with a big toothy grin. “Lets give ‘em a good show now Tom” she said as she began to turn up the dials.


 

Kicking the Habit

My girlfriend and I had really been arguing a lot. Every night she was always giving me a hard time about how much beer I drank, and in general, she pursued every avenue in her arsenal to make my life miserable. Finally after a few months of this nonstop nonsense, things reached a head and I told her I would give up beer when she stopped smoking, (a habit that consumes two packs a day).

She laughed at me and said that she could quit anytime she wanted to, but that I was so weak and pitiful I would probably have to join AA in order to stop drinking. This comment infuriated me and I told her that if she thought she had so much more willpower than I, perhaps we should place a wager on the outcome. We agreed that if and when the other partner was caught with contraband (beer for me, cigarettes for her) that person would have to lose the rights to a piece of clothing for the duration of the bet. Since both of us were teachers and had the summer off, the bet was to last all summer long, a full 3 months! By that time, any person who went the duration should be totally free of their addiction. As an added bonus, or incentive, if a person was totally stripped, any further violations would result in other penalties the winner could choose. This “other penalties” idea was hers, and although I was a little leery of it, I was confident that it would be she that was to parade around the house naked for three months and not I.

The first week actually went better than I expected. Although I strongly craved beer, I was able to hold out. My girlfriend Shelia was the first to get caught with contraband, and now had to go barefoot for the summer. I particularly enjoyed teasing her about her naked tootsies, and said how much I was going to enjoy having the rest of her as bare as her feet. The weekend of the first week however, Shelia called me downstairs and told me to get the grill ready for a barbecue she was throwing for her girlfriends.

I was completely suspicious, and had a right to be when all of her friends showed up, each with a twelve pack in hand. As I stood out on the back deck grilling the steaks watching all these luscious babes down the brew, the back of my throat begin to develop that familiar strange metallic sensation. As I watched Sheila’s extremely well endowed friend Lauren down a Michelob and signal for me to pour her another, I distinctly felt Sheila’s eyes on me.

She knew I had a thing for Lauren as Lord knows we fought about it often enough, and it disturbed me to know that Sheila was so committed to winning this bet that she would use Lauren’s feminine charms against me. All this I say in retrospect, because at the time lust and desire for hops were clouding my already foggy judgment.

Lauren looked up at me with her big brown beautiful eyes and asked why I wasn’t having any as I was normally her “drinking buddy” at parties in the past. I confidently said I had given up the suds, to which she seemed somewhat put out. The fact that she was wearing an exceedingly revealing bikini which barely covered her moist, heaving large breasts which begged for motor boating did not help my confidence in keeping on the straight and narrow. When I noticed beads of sweat rolling down her neck and pooling into her ample cleavage I thought I would go insane! Without thinking she grabbed the cool bottle of beer from me and began to roll it over her face and chest and my hand was visibly trembling as she took the can from me. I don’t know whether it was my lust for her tits or her Michelob, but I was completely transfixed by the vision. When I heard Sheila say she and the other girls were going inside to watch a movie I just nodded in a horny fog.

After Sheila and the others went inside, Lauren touched my leg and said “You don’t want a poor girl to drink alone now do you?”

This was tooooo much, and Looking around very suspiciously, I whispered to Lauren that I had promised Sheila that I would give up the beer for the summer. Lauren just smirked and made the little whip cracking motion, indicating that I was pussy-whipped. This was it and after a few more faux cracks of her whip I said “All right, but for my sake, lets keep it between ourselves”.

Lauren perked right up and grinned from ear to ear as she handed me a fresh cold bottle of beer and I chugged it right down in one long gulp. That beer tasted like heaven, quenching a fire that had been burning in my brain for a week.

Just as the commercial says “You can’t have just one”, so it was with this. Over the next hour Lauren and I finished that twelve pack off and were well on our way to putting some serious damage on another when Sheila burst through the door. I suppose the combination of going a week without beer, the hot weather and those damn huge breasts of Lauren’s had made me temporarily forget about the bet. The sudden appearance of my glowering girlfriend brought me to reality very quickly and as I began to stammer some lame ass excuse, Sheila stopped me.

“I told you you were weak and pitiful!” she screamed. “And all it took was a little T&A, and all willpower was out the window!”.

I was completely speechless. I was caught, and due to the circumstances of my capture, I knew begging for mercy would be pointless. “Thanks for your assistance Lauren.” Sheila winked.

That bitch! I thought, I had been setup. I now nervously surveyed the crowd of Sheila’s friends that had begun to assemble on the porch. Annette, another one of the conspirators, asked Sheila “So, are you going to make him pay up? You did promise us a show.”

This caused a collective release of giggles among the gathered women. “Oh yes, he will DEFINITELY PAY!” Sheila growled as she grabbed me by my hair and jerked me to my feet.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” she asked as she began to count my empty beer bottles. “Lets see, that’s one,two hmmmm fifteen beers you had.”she continued as she eyed me up and down. “I think we may be into a serious penalty phase here.” she said gloatingly.

“You can’t be serious.” I begged. “I mean, there are all these other women around” I whispered in her ear.

“I am serious!” she said matter-of-factly. “Now STRIP!!!!”

For a minute or two I hesitated as Sheila and her eight friends began to hum the Stripper tune and whistled and hooted at my downfall. When I looked at Lauren she just made a kissy face at me, which only humiliated me further. Slowly I removed my shoes, socks, shirt and pants, hoping against hope that Sheila would not force me to bare all. When I was down to my briefs I stopped.

“You are not done Stud!” Lauren cackled, and when I looked at Sheila I saw a very determined look in her eye. With much resignation and trying to shield my manhood as much as possible I dropped my drawers. This caused much giggling and laughter from the crowd as I stood there with my hands in front of my crotch as my face glowed in shame and I now stood before them completely starkers, only my palms shielding my goods.

This was the most humiliating event of my entire life. Here I was, defeated, drunken and stripped in front of my girlfriend and eight of her gorgeous friends. As I stood there for their display I heard Lauren say “Sheila, is it true he has to stay this way ALL SUMMER!” and I gulped as I had forgotten about that condition of the bet. My face grew redder as I realized I wouldn’t be dressed again until September!

“Yes” she replied “And since he had 8 beers more than he had clothes, he has to pay a penalty as well!”

This was getting worse and worse I thought. I guess the fact that she caught me lusting after Lauren really pissed off Sheila, so she was cutting me no slack.

“Time for your first penalty!” she announced as she instructed me to put my hands on top of my head. Up until this moment I had, although somewhat unsuccessfully, been able to maintain some modesty. Now I was to be completely and totally exposed and as my hands gripped my scalp I was too humiliated to open my eyes. When I felt a hand touch my penis, I immediately opened them and I couldn’t believe what she was doing. She was oiling my dick up right in front of everyone!

“First penalty - Jack off!”

“WHAT!!!!” I screamed to the obvious amusement of the attendees.

“You heard me” she replied “Jack off until I say stop.”

Closing my eyes again as if to make myself invisible, I began to stroke the old one eyed wonder worm. The laughter and gasps of the women, although humiliating, also was arousing and I was harder than I had ever been. Right when I began to feel the surge of sperm rising to the top of my hose she instructed me to stop and as I did as I was told I teetered back and forth on my heels as I was just a couple of strokes away from a real cumplosion.

“Now, put your hands behind your back.” she commanded. Again I did as instructed and was startled by the distinct clicking sound of handcuffs being placed on my wrists.

“OK beer boy, here is the deal. For the next week you will be kept perpetually on the edge of cumming, but you will be also perpetually denied release. My girlfriends are here and have agreed to help me help you by working in shifts twenty four hours a day, 7 days a week for your penalty. For the duration of this phase you will not be allowed the use of your arms until this part of penalty is over.”

For a minute I thought I was going to faint. One week of perpetual unsatisfied arousal, MY GOD! Sheila saw the look of horror on my face and the evil grin on hers assured me she would not relent. Grabbing me by my erect dick, she pulled me over to Lauren, and as you would a piece of meat, handed my genitalia to her.

“Lauren, as compensation for helping me in my plan, you said you wanted the first 8 hour shift, so here you go.” Sheila explained.

Completely demoralized I scanned Lauren’s face for any sign of pity but there was none to be had.

Cupping my balls in her left hand as she began stroking me with her right she leaned in close to my face. “I am going to love milking you to the point of no return over and over and over!” she whispered evily in my ear as she dragged me by my balls inside the house.


 

Tom’s Downfall

Tom always thought of himself as quite a ladies man. He was smoothie, good looking and always with a good looking woman on his arm. A different woman every night was quite normal for him and he was envied by every man and desired by every woman. How he ever kept it straight Lord only knew, but it must have been quite the mental challenge. It was his underestimation of the wrath of scorned women however that finally did him.

Sherry and Tammy had been friends ever since high school. They shared everything; sweaters, makeup, and little did they, or he realize they shared Tom as well. Tom had dated them both for months and amazingly he never realized that both of them were such good friends or even knew each other for that matter.

One afternoon Sherry and Tammy were having lunch. As they both began to talk about their respective love lives Tammy mentioned her great new lover Tom.

“Tom is the best lover I ever had. He can go on and on without cumming, always putting my needs before his own. I think I am really starting to fall for this guy” Tammy said.

“Isn’t that ironic” Sherry interrupted, “My new boyfriend is also named Tom, and has the same amazing lovemaking qualities as your Tom and is a real hottie to boot. We always did have ver similar tastes.”

“Really” Tammy said as she whipped out her iPhone. “Let me show you a picture of my Tom. I bet he is better looking than your Tom” she said giggling, feeling suddenly very competitive with her friend.

“Oh yeah!” Sherry remarked irritatedly. “Here is a picture I took of him last week at the beach. You will notice he is not lacking anything in the bod department.”

“THAT FUCKING BASTARD!” Tammy shrieked. “Look at this picture I have and tell me what similarities you see!”

Sherry took her phone and looked at the picture. Tammy could tell from the expression on her face that she realized the same thing she had just discovered. They were both dating and fucking the same guy!

“I am going to call his ass right NOW and tell him to go fuck himself!” Sherry screamed. Almost crying now, her eyes got watery as she spoke. “I really was falling for that asshole” she sobbed, barely holding back the tears, “and it was all just a big joke!”

“Wait, before you call him I think we need to teach little Tom here a lesson about how to treat women” Tammy said, while trying to console the now sobbing Sherry.

“I don’t think he realizes that we are such good friends, or for that matter even know each other. We could definitely take advantage of that fact and teach him a lesson he will never forget. I happen to have a date with him tonight so I’ll call you later with my plans.”

Portrait of a doomed man. Tom, grievously unaware of the forces being arrayed against him prepared for his date. As he was getting dressed he casually looked through his little black book and smiled.

“Tonight is Friday” he thought to himself. “Ah yes, Tammy night! I can’t wait to suck on those “tig old bitties” of hers.” Both Tammy and Sherry, in case it had not been mentioned before are both truly stacked. Tammy measures 44-29-36 and her friend Sherry measures a respectable 39-26-33.

“Tonight Tammy, tomorrow Sherry, lunch with Susan on Sunday, Monday movies with Lisa. I truly have it made” he thought to himself smugly. After the short drive over to Tammy’s, Tom was excited to see that he was greeted at the door by Tammy in nothing but her black teddy.

“Ooooh BABY, I love it when you wear that outfit” he whistled as he licked his lips and looked her up and down.

“I thought we would stay in tonight, if its ok with you” Tammy asked to which Tom nodded his head vigorously and lunged for her glistening cleavage.

“Not yet big boy!” Tammy declares mischievously, “I thought we would try something a little kinky tonight, are you game?”

“You bet!” Tom says enthusiastically. “Sooooooooooo, What do you have in mind?”

“First, go up stairs, get naked and get into bed. On the nightstand you will find three pairs of handcuffs. Cuff your hands over your head and your ankles to the ends of the posters on the bed and wait. Tonight you are going to be licked and teased into the best sex you have ever had! You think you can handle that?”

Tom raced upstairs like his life depended on getting naked as fast as possible. His hands were shaking from excitement as he quickly stripped off his shirt,shoes,pants and shorts. As he closed the last handcuff on his wrist he felt exhilarated. Now he was stark naked, spread eagled and completely helpless and already hard as nails.

“Ready!!” he yelled.

“Are you sure?” called back Tammy.

“You bet!” he yelled back.

“Completely nude and helpless?”

“Yes, Yes and getting hornier by the minute, come on up BABE and let’s do this thang!” He joked.

“Ready or not here we come!” Tammy called.

The look on Tom’s face must have been hilarious because both Tammy and Sherry both laughed simultaneously at his expression.

“Hi Tom, remember me?” asked Sherry.

“Oh by the way Tom, Sherry is my best friend and we share everything, and we never realized it also included you.” Tammy said sarcastically.

By this time Tom had come to the realization he was in severe trouble and began to twist and turn and try to get out of his handcuffs. Watching him struggle, both girls started to giggle.

“No use trying to escape” Tammy said “the key is in a safe place.” With that she took out a gold chain that was hanging between her breasts and began to swing it around. On the end of it was the key.

“I-I-I” Tom stuttered.

“Words escape you, huh?” Sherry laughed. “What do you want to do to him first Tammy?”

“Hmmm, I am hungry, how about you? Lets have a Tomcicle!” As she made her suggestion Sherry pulled out from behind her back a jar of Hershey’s chocolate syrup that had just been heated in the microwave. Striding over to Tom’s rock hard member and softly beginning to stroke the sensitive glans on the head she smirked as he began to twitch.

Each stroke sent what felt like an electric shock through his body and he was already squirming desperately and she had not even begun yet. Slowly dripping the syrup on the very tip of his dick and glacially beginning to lick it off, she looked Tammy and winked as their mutual boyfriend just moaned. Slowly being coated in chocolate, Tom had never been so aroused in his life! Tammy and Sherry kept feasting on his helpless member for what seemed like hours and several times he thought he would cum but never quite made it. The girls sensed when he was getting close and they used this information to stop while he calmed down before they started up again. After another hour of this treatment he was mad with lust.

“I tell you what Tom” Tammy said. “If you give Sherry and myself three orgasms a piece in one hour, we will let you go. Otherwise, you will remain here tied, naked and frustrated for a week. Deal?”

“Deal!” Tom nodded as he had no choice and what did he have to lose after all.

Sherry was first up and crawled onto his chest and thrust her sweet dripping cunt right in his face. As soon as he took a long whiff of her scent, he began to lick,suck and chew like a man possessed. Her scent and taste was driving him crazy. As he feasted away eating her out she lazily licked his balls making them bluer and bluer as the minutes ticked by. He thought he would burst when finally she shuddered and cried out.

“Thats one!” declared Tammy. “That took fifteen minutes, so you are going to need to step it up a bit boy. I hope you can beat the clock.” Sherry rolled off of Tom and sat in a chair beside the bed to recover while Tammy got her treatment.

“I think I will ride the white worm for my turn on the Tommy-go-round.” Tammy said, while she pulled out a rubber band and tied it tightly around the base of Tom’s dick.

“Don’t want you cumming too soon now do we?”

She quickly mounted him and began to buck and rock like a rodeo rider. Tammy purposely teased him by keeping her nipples just out of reach of his tongue, the chain with the key hung tantalizing in front of his eyes.

Three or four minutes of this and she moaned and rolled off as her juices poured out of her and onto his stomach. His dick was on fire now, especially as she carefully removed the rubber band, avoiding contact with his swollen glands.

Sherry was eaten out again and then Tammy had a repeat. As Sherry was coming back for thirds Tom heard a buzzer go off. “Oh, too bad. You did not make it.” Tammy smirked. “Well, I am off to bed now, I’m tired. How about you Sherry?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty tired too. We can continue this in the morning.” Sherry said.

“What about me!!” cried Tom, almost insane with lust. “You can’t just leave me like this all night!”

Tammy’s smile grew wide at his words and she suddenly pulled out a strange looking device. It had a long tube on one end and was attached to some sort of pump on the other.

“You are absolutely right Tom, and we aren’t going to.” Tammy said. “This milker should keep you good company tonight.” She cackled as she slipped the tube over Tom’s throbbing cock and turned on the switch.

“Nighty,Night Tom!” Sherry said.

“Sweet dreams!” Tammy added as both girls went into the other bedroom leaving Tom alone. The device they had placed on him slowly fired up and hummed and sputtered as it began to stroke him, increasing it’s speed every few minutes or so. After about 15 minutes he was arched up off the bed as he felt the sperm rising in his balls and his toes started to curl and reflexively began to tense up, ready to cum.

The machine must have some sort of monitoring device because right at the last possible moment it shut down completely, leaving Tom teetering right on the edge. He almost started to cry at that very moment as he felt his orgasm slip back down into his aching balls.

Oh well, maybe I can get some sleep now, he thought to himself. As soon as I calm down a little bit I will doze off. Four or five minutes later his penis was beginning to get limp and he started to drift off.

Once again some sort of monitoring device caused the machine to start back up again.

“OH NO! Not again!” screamed Tom as everything started over. Once again it brought him right to the edge and stopped and the cycle continued all night.

The next morning Tom was nearly insane with horniness. Try as he might he could not get the device to let him cum. The door to the bedroom swung open and in walked Tammy and Sherry.

“Morning Tom!” the two beauties said musically.

“Please, please, please let me cum!” Tom pitifully begged as he whimpered and writhed on the bed. “I think I will lose my mind if this keeps up much longer!”

“Don’t worry Tom, a week will pass quicker than you think” Sherry said while trying desperately to hold back her giggles.

“NOOOOOOO! Please, I’ll do anything you want just please let me cum!”

“Not yet! You need to earn that right!” Tammy yelled back at him. “Sheyeww, you smell. I think its time we bathe you and let you go to the bathroom. No doubt you need to pee right now.” The girls giggled as they attached a dog collar to Tom’s throat and added another set of handcuffs. These attached his wrists to the collar, so his arms were kept away from his package and he was just as helpless as he was on the bed. After his collar was secure, they then unlocked the first set of cuffs and the leg cuffs and led him by the dick into the bathroom.

“Get in the shower slave-boy! I think we got your face quite dirty last night!” they laughed as they watched him step into the tub and they turned on the water. Now standing in the shower, Tom closed his eyes as the warm water on his dick felt like a million tongues lapping at his cockhead. He had been rock hard for almost 18 hours now and was on the verge of shooting his load at any minute, it would only take a tiny bit of sensation to cause him to pop.

Despite knowing it meant more teasing and suffering, he smiled when he saw Tammy and Sherry get undressed and join him in the shower. The girls were giggling uncontrollably as they gently lathered him up from head to toe being extra careful not to stimulate him too much to orgasm but making sure his dangly bits were nice and foamy. They also lathered themselves up and got a big thrill pressing their naked, soapy tits up and down his chest as his moans echoed against the marble tiles.

Tom, writhing and moaning, wished hopefully they would slip up and stroke him to release, but they never did, and after a very long hot shower they all got out of the tub and dried him off as well as themselves.

“Do you have to go to the bathroom Tom?” Tammy asked as she noticed him crossing his legs. When he nodded he did they uncuffed one of his hands and left the room.

Pausing as she left, Tammy said “If you jack off while alone and uncuffed in here, we won’t be as nice to you today as we have been so far, got it? Don’t take too long, you have much work to do today as your suffering and punishment is just beginning.” She winked as Tom again nodded as they left the room.

Giggling, they were both sure to take all the towels and the curtains with them as they left him alone. “I don’t think we have to worry about him escaping” Sherry said. “After all, where can he go naked as he is?” They both left him alone and closed the door behind them as they wanted to give their prisoner a little privacy to relieve his bladder.

After Tom peed he noticed that outside the window was a fire escape that beckoned to him for thoughts of freedom. The idea of being caught in the infernal milker again, and who knows what else this afternoon made Tom really consider his escape options. He enjoyed the oral worship on his two girlfriends, but he realized they were never going to release him and he worried greatly about exactly what terrors they were going to inflict on his balls today.

“I don’t live that far away.” he thought to himself. “If I run very fast and stay near the trees, nobody will see me.” As he quietly opened the window he heard the girls rustling in the other room, obviously monitoring the bathroom for suspicious noises.

“Whats going on in there?” Tammy asked. “Hurry up or you are going to really be punished!”

“Just a minute!” Tom shot back, trying to buy time. He needed not only this window, but a window of opportunity to make a break for it and as he inhaled deeply, he quietly slipped out the window and onto the fire escape.

He turned beet-red with humiliation as this was the first time he had been outside totally naked before. To make matters worse he only had the use of one hand, the other being still cuffed to his collar. Being early morning, now was the time for any attempt at escape and he decided to make a run for it.

He scrambled down the fire escape as fast as he could run and out into the parking lot where he accidentally ran into a girl who was out jogging. As she screamed and said she was going to call the police, Tom said nothing but just kept running. There were a bunch of trees behind the apartment complex, and if he could just make it there he could sneak through the woods and over to his own apartment which was on the other side.

His feet were covered with scrapes and scratches from the pavement but he made it to the woods and was very tempted to jack off right there. He had been teased all night and needed release bad, but he continued onward in his nude dash.

“Time enough for that when I get home” he thought as he continued running through the woods. “I hope my key is still under the mat”. A half an hour later he finally reached his apartment building, the naked journey through the underbrush taking longer, and being more painful than he had hoped. He had been lucky so far, other than a few joggers, no one had seen him so far. This however was going to be the hard part.

His apartment was on the third floor and he would have to go right by the pool in order to get to it so he waited for the opportunity to come when the fewest people would be in his path. When he finally saw an opening he made a break for it.

As he raced by the pool he heard four or five girls laughing hysterically and pointing at him and his face grew even redder. He had never been so embarrassed in his life, but he was almost home and in just a few more steps he knew he would be safe. Looking behind him his humiliation grew as he realized that a couple of rather busty and bikinied teenage girls were now chasing him. His heart beat fast in his chest as he ran faster, so close to ending his nude display.

He beat them to his apartment and luckily found the key still under the mat where he had left it. Opening the the door he rushed in and slammed it behind him just as they were came up the stairs and as he panted inside he could hear them asking each other where the naked man had gone through his now locked door.

His heart was racing and he was shaking with sweat and lust he smiled as he took his hard suffering cock in his hand and prepared to whack off when suddenly the lights were flipped on!

“Welcome home Tom!!”

He felt his heart sink when he now realized that he was standing start naked in a room full of all of the girls from his little black book, twelve in total.

Susan, the girl he was supposed to have had lunch with on Sunday spoke first.

“Tammy called us all up and told you what you were doing and how you were playing us all for fools! Its time to settle up Tommy boy.” And with that that two of the girls grabbed him by his hair and dragged him into the bedroom as the rest of the crowd laughed and followed them inside.


 

The Expensive Date

She was the hottest looking woman Jake had ever seen. Everything about her was appealing and she was one of those women with extra fine, almost glowing, long thick blond hair that swung around her hips like a silken scarf. Her ass was perfectly shaped, and from the very very tight little sundress she wore, it was obvious that the reason there were no panty lines was not due to wearing extra hose. When she turned to sip her Margarita, the outlines of her obviously unencumbered nipples were plain to see. Every move she made screamed sex and Jake gave Bill the bartender a five spot and told him to give her a drink.

Bill visibly rolled his eyes back in his head as he knew she was out of his and every other man’s league and this action pissed Jake off. He knew he didn’t stand a chance of getting her number, but he didn’t need Bill so obviously agree, and offer his commentary without being asked.

Bill deposited a fresh Margarita in front of this lovely vision as directed, and to Jake, and Bill’s amazement, she trained her big beautiful blue eyes right on Jake and visibly licked her lips.

Jake was stunned. This must be some sort of dream he thought, as he stared back at this otherworldly Goddess, obviously studying his physique. Jake always considered himself attractive, but to a woman of this caliber, attractive was a minimum requirement, not a final deciding factor. It took all of Jake’s strength to keep his mouth from flying open as this beautiful, almost too beautiful, woman slowly approach him from across the bar.

Even now, Jake could feel the beginning of an erection forming, and she had not yet come into close focus. When she finally came up to him he was even more pleased. She was gorgeous, and the way she was standing, he could see right down the front of her dress. Her ample cleavage was glowing with little beads of perspiration and Jake could barely control himself.

“Hot enough for you?” she whispered in his ear as she withdrew an ice cube from her drink and began to draw little circles on her open cleavage. As he opened his mouth to speak, she placed her fingers on his lips and told him to be quiet. “Let’s go back to your place, I am burning up in here.”

Jake’s head was swimming. This was too much. On the drive back to his apartment, Dominique (she finally did volunteer her name) took off her shoes and placed her naked feet in his lap, “Just to stretch out” she said and as he felt her toes nestle under his balls through his pants he felt as if he would wreck the car.

His cock was now so hard, he began to wonder if he could still drive with so much of his red blood cells occupied below the belt. Every time he tried to shift in his seat, or relieve the pressure a bit, she would grind her delicious little toes further into his crotch, circling his now visible (under his jeans) shaft and balls. As he turned onto the highway, he gasped as he felt her grab the top of his zipper with her toes and slowly pull the zipper down. The feel of the cool evening air rushing over his exposed glands was quite a rush, but the footachinations of this little vixen were making him insane with lust.

As he tried to hold onto his composure, he audibly groaned as she began drawing circles on his now exposed scrotum with her big toe. When he finally arrived at his apartment building, she quickly zipped him up.

“Don’t want anyone else to see my property!” she hissed into his ear. Jake melted right there.

As Jake and Monique walked through the lobby, Jake was visibly proud as he saw the envious stares of all the guys he past.

Yeah, he thought, this ass will be all mine tonight suckers! When he got up to his apartment and into the bedroom, she practically tackled him as she furiously began ripping his shirt off and clawing at his chest.

Equally frantic were the actions of her mouth as she sucked on his lips and devoured his tongue in her throat. Jake returned the favor, but was stopped by Dominique.

“No No Jake, I like to be the aggressor” she replied.

Jake, not wanting to take any chances at all of missing what he knew was going to be the best fuck of his life immediately dropped his hands to his sides. Dominique, sensing Jake’s desire to see her naked, began to sway seductively in the middle of the floor.

Loosening one spaghetti strap, and then another, she dropped her dress to the floor. As Jake had suspected, she wore nothing underneath and was even more gorgeous naked, perfect 38DDD breasts, tight little stomach and neatly trimmed pubic hair completing her erotic vision. Jake was licking his lips now, waiting to feast on the treasures that lurked beneath that little blonde patch of hair and as he reached for her, she grabbed his arm and pulled the remains of his shirt off. Pulling him up she quickly unbuckled his belt and unceremoniously yanked his pants and shorts down to his ankles. Catching him off guard, she pushed him back onto the bed and pulled them completely off, along with his shoes and socks in one quick movement. Now he was as naked as she.

As he lay before her she ran her long nails down his chest and around his tortured, rock hard cock. “Please Baby!” he begged as she began to blow lightly across the tip of his penis. Panther like, she slinked her long silky form up his chest and held her beautiful moist blond mound right over his lips.

“Eat me Jake, eat me like you have never eaten a woman before!” she cooed.

With wild abandon, Jake did just that and dove his face happily into her dripping pussy dangling over his face. He was even impressed in this area, having never tasted a woman as appetizing as she before. Wanting to please her, he took his time, alternating between softly sucking on her clit to lightly flicking it with his tongue. From the sounds above him, it was obvious that she was enjoying his attentions. As he slaved away under her, he paid no mind to the fact that she seemed to be reaching for something from the floor.

After about 35 minutes, and about 4 orgasms, as he could tell, she begged for him to stop. For the last 5 or so minutes she had been violently grasping both his wrists and holding them up hard against the headboard.

Smiling as he looked up from between her legs, when Jake tried to move his mouth flew open when he now realized what she had been doing, he was handcuffed.

“What the..” he started, but she quickly frenched him in mid-sentence.

“When I service you Jake, I think you are going to need restraints! So lay back and enjoy as this is going to be the best fuck you have ever had in your whole life!” she whispered in his ear.

Even though he was a bit concerned about being handcuffed by, what was after all a complete stranger, he was so horny by this time he didn’t care. Slowly she turned around and shoved that perfect round ass in his face as she began to strap his ankles to the end of the bed. As he squirmed a bit, she let her loose hanging breasts brush their erect nipples over the end of his cock just slightly enough to cause him to audibly moan and visibly shudder. When he was finally strapped down she mounted him.

Amazingly this girl was extremely tight, considering her expert lovemaking skills, and exquisite looks. She was not just tight, but she had a grip! It was amazing!!! Never had Jake ever experienced pussy like this before as with every down stroke, she was able to loosen her grip and with the upstroke she tightened it. These new techniques sent shockwaves all through Jakes body, and within seconds he was on the brink of orgasm. But he did not cum.

Somehow she sensed when he was close, and through a combination of slowing down just enough, or gripping just a bit harder, she was able for the next 3 hours to keep him hard, desperate and on the edge of release as she rode herself to numerous orgasms.

After all this time Jake felt that if he did not cum soon his balls would burst as he felt them vibrate in frustration. By now they were swollen to about the size of oranges and were quite purple and very sensitive. Finally he could take no more and in a burst of emotion he begged her to let him cum, almost crying as he pleaded with her.

With a slight smirk on her face she relented and Jake literally exploded what seemed to him to be a gallon of cum up into her, gasping and barking like a lunatic as he emptied his nutsacks. Never before had he had such an intense orgasm and he nearly blacked out as he sprayed wave after wave deep into her for almost a solid minute. Exhausted and spent, Jake collapsed onto the bed while Dominique, equally tired, laid her head on his naked chest.

The next morning Jake was startled to find he was still cuffed spread-eagle to the bed and already quite hard again. Fighting to open his eyes, the first thing he saw was Dominique slipping her dress over her head.

“Morning Lover!” he called to her and she continued to get dressed. Startled, she shot a look around and then just winked at him as she sat on the bed and put her shoes on.

“Where are you going?” Jake asked playfully as he rattled his chains, indicating to her that it was time to unbind him. “To work loverboy, to work. Sadly, I can see that today is going to be a less than profitable day.” This statement made no sense to Jake when she spoke but soon it would be all to obvious.

Grinning as she looked down his naked and quite aroused body she smiled. “But it did have its consolations!” she continued as she ran her nails over his again stiffening cock.

“What do you do?” Jake asked innocently as he expected her to release him any minute and sadly leave for work.

“Gee, I almost hate to tell you this Jake, but I am a thief. And sadly, you are my victim. And from the looks of it around here, you don’t have very much to steal!” Dominique continued.

Jake, stunned at her admission, just laid there dumbly and didn’t even resist her when she placed the tape over his mouth as his brain froze at her words.

As his mind raced he was hopeful when he heard a knock on the door. Amazingly, Dominique answered it and in walked two other gorgeous creatures. Both snickered when they saw him lying there, stark naked, bound and in an obvious state of arousal.

“Another HARD night Dominique?” the first girl asked.

“Just shut up and help me pack up!” Dominique snapped back.

Naked and helpless, Jake could do nothing as Dominique and her two friends began to clean him out of everything. First his TV set, then all his cash, pictures and even his furniture were one by one removed over the next few hours. As he watched all his possessions slowly disappear, Jake struggled futilely against the cuffs. The erotic bouncing and swaying of his helpless, and now desperately hard, dick caused the girls immense pleasure. Finally Dominique ripped off the tape.

“Ok Jake, here is the deal. If you tell us the pin number to your checking account, we will not steal your clothes, otherwise you are going to be bare-assed, bound and broke. So what’s going to be?”

Jakes mind raced. He was terrified of losing everything, but wasn’t sure he could trust the girls to keep up their end of the bargain. They sensed his hesitation, and one of Dominique’s accomplices, a knockout busty brunette, began to scrap her long nails up the sole of his foot.

“Perhaps we could get him to talk another way!” she giggled as Jake’s face flushed as he tried to hold back the explosion of laughter that was building up in him.

“Noooooo!!” he screamed as all three girls began to viciously assault every inch of his exposed flesh with their nails. Tied widely as he was, and with nothing covering his flesh he was an easy target. As her two accomplices tickled him unmercifully, Dominique went into his kitchen and returned with a bottle of honey and began to drip it all over his aching cock. The combination of her light nibbles, soft sucking, and their tickling finally made him crack and he gave them the code.

Gasping and panting, horny and exhausted from the tickling, despite his situation Jake could think of nothing but shooting his load. Pleading loudly he screamed “Please, Please finish me off!” as his frustrated cock snapped out of Dominique’s sensuous mouth. With a evil grin Dominique poured the rest of the honey on his cock and began to empty his closets and drawers of all their contents.

“Please don’t take all my clothes too, what in the fuck am I going to do? Please!!!” he begged but to no avail. They took everything, and now that they had his wallet, and the pin number to his ATM card, they cleaned out his checking account and he had nothing!

“Here you go baby!” The mystery brunette said mockingly as she giggled as she shimmied and removed her soaking wet panties. Dangling them on her finger as she walked over to the bed she bent down and stuffed them in his mouth. “Wouldn’t want to have you running around completely starkers now would we? Although I doubt that thong will fit you very well.” she laughed as each girl kissed him on his throbbing balls as they quietly exited.

Dominique was the last to go and she laughed as she grabbed the curtains and stuffed them in her bag. “Don’t feel bad Jake, you were a good fuck, and you definitely have a body that needs to be naked more often. I have a feeling you are going to have LOADS of practice in the near future. Good BYE!” she giggled as she walked through his completely bare apartment and slammed the door shut.

Jake lay there in a dumb, broke, bound and very naked stupor. He almost began to cry as he heard the unmistakable sound of his car starting up and pealing down the road. What would he do, he thought. “He was naked, broke and tied up. How can things get any worse!”

As he lay there writhing in self pity his horrified eyes spied a mosquito, who had just flown in from the open window light right on the end of his dick. Obviously the honey had attracted it and shake as he tried ,the mosquito would not leave but stayed to drink its fill. After it flew out the window the itching began.......


 

War is Hell

The paintball group I belong too really takes the game seriously. Every weekend fourteen guys and myself get our fatigues on and hike up into the mountains to “play army”, as my girlfriend would say. It is a lot of fun and all of the guys seem to really enjoy the time away from their girlfriends and wives, just some time to themselves. There is nothing like shooting someone (although in jest) to work out all of the unhealthy aggression that builds up in the week.

My girlfriend however did not share my enthusiasm for the game, and I came to understand that the other wives and girlfriends felt the same.

Every weekend when I would get ready to go, Sarah, (that’s my girlfriend’s name) would whine and cry and tell me that if I really loved her I would stay home this weekend with her.

The weekly battle was really was beginning to be a drag and from my conversations with the other guys they were experiencing the same nagging from their mates as I was from mine. All of the guys however made a pact to hang tight and ride it out. If any guy missed a single weekend, he was taunted mercilessly and called “pussy whip boy” and all of you guys out there reading this story will be able to sympathize with me when I say there is very little in this world worse than being shown up in front of your male friends by your wife or girlfriend.

This being the case all of the guys, including I, became very stubborn about our weekends and stuck together as a solid front. This would have continued indefinitely until the women began to withhold sex! That was extreme dirty pool and two weeks later the guys agreed that a compromise had to be made.

Sam, the unofficial leader of our club suggested that we have a co-ed weekend, with the girls against the guys. His logic was that if they joined in, the experience should satisfy their curiosity about what goes on up in the mountains as well as probably make them never want to come with us again. It also would have the side benefit of answering the age-old question “Why don’t you take me anywhere anymore?” All of the guys seemed to be in agreement, and surprisingly enough when everyone asked their mates, they surprisingly all seemed to be excited by the prospect.

The caravan started out for the mountains on Friday afternoon about 5:30 and It took about an hour and a half to reach the base of the mountain where we played. After everyone got out of the cars, Sam announced the rules.

1. The teams would be guys versus the gals. Both teams would go off and set up camp tonight and the game would start for real in the morning.

2. If the one team captured another teams flag, the capturing team would be declared the winner.

3. If you are shot by a paintball, you have to take yourself out of the action for one hour.

4. No shooting at the face or crotch, anyone who has played paintball knows that despite it being a harmless game, getting shot still hurts.

Just as everyone was preparing to go off and set up camp, Frank, one of my hornier and jokester teammates made a suggestion for a new rule. “Since this is a co-ed game, do you think we should make a special co-ed rule?” he asked.

Not knowing where he was headed everyone just shrugged their shoulders and looked quizzically at each other. “My suggestion is that the losing team provide a victory orgy for the winning team!”

All of the guys began to hoot and yell their agreement. Cassandra, who was acting as the leader of the girls’ team, spoke up, “Oh, so I suppose if you guys win, you want us to give you a victory orgy. What if we win?”

“We will give you a victory orgy!” I answered.

All of the guys were laughing now but as I looked over at Sarah, I could see here seething with rage. She knew that I had always had sort of a thing for Cassandra and that the thought of a orgy with her would definitely be ok with me.

Cassandra was beautiful. She stood about 5’10” and had the most perfect set of 38dd breasts I had ever seen. She had long black hair the hung down 3/4ths the way of her back and a perfectly round ass you could eat a plate of baked beans off of. Just thinking about burying my face between her thighs was getting me aroused and only the heat from the hateful stare from my girlfriend snapped me back to reality.

“I think that is a raw deal if you ask Me.” answered Cassandra. “Why should we be rewarded with something that we could receive anytime we wished. I am sure if we said we want to have an orgy right now all of you guys would agree on the spot! No, if we are going to play for those kind of stakes you guys will have to agree to do something we want and that you wouldn’t want to do naturally.” she continued.

“I have an idea!” Kathy interrupted. Kathy is a babe as well, somewhat shorter than Cassandra but with a hot, hot ass that rivaled Cassandra’s and beautiful shoulder length red hair whose fiery red color matched the heat off of her delicious buns.

“If we win” she continued, “They have to agree to spend the next four weekends at home cleaning the house!”

“Yeah!” all of the girls yelled. “And to make it interesting, they’ll have to do it COMPLETELY NAKED!!!” The girls went crazy at that suggestion.

“Ok, that’s the deal” Cassandra said, “If you win you get your orgy, if we win it’s a month of weekend naked servitude. Do you agree?”

“Well guys, what do you think?” Sam asked. After a few minutes of discussing it over amongst ourselves, we all realized that despite not wanting to do nude house cleaning for a month, the orgy prospect was too compelling. Besides, our reasoning went, we have been playing this game for years, surely we could beat a bunch of girls, right? We agreed. After a few last minute hugs and kisses from the girls, both teams went their separate ways to set up camp.

About five o’clock the next morning I was roused from my sleeping bag by Sam. He instructed everyone to meet in the center of camp and from there, he would direct our strategy for the day’s battle.

The main problem, as is always the problem with this game, is finding the enemy’s camp. Once the camp is found, the game is usually pretty much over. We divided into 7 teams, 2 guys would make up each team with 6 teams going out “hunting” and one team staying back and guarding the camp. Our campsite was pretty well hidden and unless you were right up on it, it blended in perfectly with the background. I teamed up the Carl and we headed northwest in search of the girl’s camp.

After about an hour into our search my moron partner Carl, realized he left all of his ammo back at the camp. He told me to wait here for him while he went back for it. “This was just great!” I sarcastically thought. “I get to sit out in the woods and not be able to continue my search because Carl is such an idiot as to forget the most important piece of equipment.”

Not having much choice in this situation, I decided to just sit down and watch the river for a while I waited for him to get back. About fifteen minutes later I heard some rustling along the main path and ducked into the bushes to hide.

“Ooooh what luck!” I thought when I saw Cassandra and Kathy walking down the path and as I raised my paint-gun up to my eyes to take an easy shot, I hesitated.

“Cassandra, I am tired, dirty and hot! This whole weekend is beyond stupid and that bet is idiotic. I just want to get this filth off of my body right now!” Kathy said. “Come on Cas, no one’s around, let’s take a quick bath, ok? Who will now?”

As I listened intently to their conversation, I lowered my gun. Thinking to myself “This could prove quite interesting”.

“Ok” Cassandra replied. “I don’t think the guys are around and I agree, I am pretty ripe myself. The dip will do us both good.”

Slowly they put down their weapons and began to strip off and the sight of those girls in their lace panties and sweat-covered now bare breasts gave me a woody that you could drive nails with. After nervously looking around, stretched their sexy toes into the water and I was transfixed!

Now both almost naked they jumped into the river and I almost shot my wad at the sight.

Those breasts bouncing up and down as they splashed in the water were as hypnotic the outline of those neatly trimmed pussies showing through the clinging wet panties. I was in heaven and completely focused like a laser on the erotic vision in the river. As I crawled a little closer through the bushes when I heard the snap of a twig behind me.

“Enjoying the show asshole!” the voice said.

As I rapidly spun around and spied three of the other girls all with their paint-guns trained on me I temporarily froze. I tried to lunge for my weapon but one of the girls kicked it out of the way in time. “You two can come out of the water now! We got him!” the first girl yelled. “Get on your feet soldier boy!” she taunted me and given my situation I had no choice but obey.

Without my weapon, I was helpless and they knew it. Adding to the seriousness of the situation, I certainly did not want to get shot at this close of range, even though its only paintball, those balls really do hurt. I especially was encouraged to obey when I realized they were all pointing their guns right at my crotch despite the rule against it!

After Cassandra got dressed, she strode up to me defiantly and just shook her head. “You men are so predictable! A little T&A and you let your guard down entirely. I thought this was going to be more challenging.”

They instructed me to put my hands behind my back, which they then tied with rope and after they blindfolded me they started pushing me down the pathway. After fifteen minutes or so they unblindfolded me and I discovered I was standing in the middle of their camp. Looking at their setup I was impressed! To be newcomers to paintball they had this place well laid out, properly camouflaged, fresh water nearby; all of the things you look for in a camp.

“Sarah!” Cassandra yelled “You have a visitor!”.

Sarah came out of her tent and when we locked eyes she just glowered at me. Boy was she mad and I knew there would be extreme hell to pay now. “I-I-I” I stuttered.

“Shut up!” screamed Sarah. “It figures you would be the one that fell for the old T&A scam!”

“It’s your call Sarah?” Cassandra asked. “He is your man so you decide what we should do with him.”

The other girls in the camp were beginning to giggle and I was starting to get very nervous. Sarah has always had a short temper and very jealous nature so I knew I was in real trouble.

“Well,” Sarah began “since this is war I think we ought to see what kind of information we can prod out of him. If I had my way, we would use bamboo shoots under the nails but I have an idea that my achieve the same results without all of the violence.” I began to break out in a sweat as I looked at that mischievous grin on her face.

Sarah knew that I was extremely ticklish and I always hate it when she sneaks up on me and grabs me from behind and assaults my ribs, usually causing me to drop to the floor completely helpless to her fingers.

One time I agreed to go to her mother’s for the weekend after she and I were had a “bondage” night and she tickled me non-stop for three hours. To get her to stop I would have agreed to just about anything.

“Yes” she said looking straight at me “I think we will be able to get all of the information we could ever want out of him.”

Sarah walked over to Cassandra and whispered something in her ear and before I knew what was happening four girls had me down on the ground and were grabbing at my belt and shoes.

Although I was getting incredibly aroused by wrestling with four attractive girls trying to strip me, I struggled hard to prevent them from stripping me. I knew that if they got me naked and staked out I was a goner. Despite my desperate kicking and thrashing they easily managed to pull off my boots and socks, thus exposing my bare soles to their tickling assaults. Essentially the struggle ended there.

Two girls held my feet and tickled furiously while four other girls proceeded to remove my pants and shirt. It was very hard to fight off six women when I was laughing so hard and after a few minutes later I found myself staked spread-eagle to the ground clad only in my briefs.

All of this contact and wrestling with the gorgeous women caused me to sprout a huge erection that was impossible to hide and the tent in my shorts telegraphed my obvious arousal to my laughing tormentors. I was so embarrassed that I could not look at any of them in the face and when I started to twitch under the thin fabric of my briefs it only got worse.

“Do you want to do the honors Sarah?” Cassandra asked.

“Certainly!” she answered and bent down right next to me.

“Please don’t” I pleaded, but she said nothing. Sarah then produced a pair of scissors and “snip, snip” I was now completely naked, bound and throbbing.

“Hmmmm Sarah, quite a piece of equipment your squeeze has there.” One of the girls remarked. It was strange, but instead of Sarah being jealous or angry she seemed to be proud of showing me off to the other girls, like I was some sort of object or pet. As they all stood around and discussed my manhood my face burned with shame.

“Now bring me a feather.” Sarah instructed the girls. I continued to plead with her a few more whines that were fruitless, and finally the shreds of my underwear were shoved in my mouth and taped shut.

“That ought to keep you quiet!” she said angrily. One of the girls brought out a long eagle feather they kept as a good luck charm and my eyes widened at the sight of it!

Sarah then began to stroke my underarms lightly, scanning my body for any reaction. I began to jerk away reflexively, but I was staked out good and could not move an inch. The torture was horrific.

I tried to maintain my composure as best I could at first, but two minutes into this session and I was screaming into my gag, jerking, and twisting wildly in a desperate struggle to escape my feather tease.

Sarah tickled me nonstop for about 30 minutes under my arms, on the soles of my feet, and on my stomach. Finally she stopped and removed the gag from my mouth.

“Ready to talk?” she asked. Amazingly, I shook my head no. I couldn’t let the guys down, plus being naked and cleaning the house for a month’s full of weekends was too horrible a punishment to bear.

“I am not making headway here” she announced “Who wants to take over for me?”

When Cassandra raised her hand my cock stiffened even harder. “I too like to tickle Frank so let me show you the one sure fire place to attack that will cause him to crack in no time.”

After she made that announcement she brought the very edge of the feather to the underside of the head of my penis and slowly twirl it around my glans.

The sensations surging through my body were beyond description and it was as if an electric bolt was sent through balls! Never had I laughed so hard before in my life nor been harder either. As she slowly flicked the tip of the feather back and forth, the tiny tendrils caused me to very nearly faint with hysterics and I broke.

“I’LL TALK!! I’LL TALK!!” I screamed as I knew I could take no more. I thought of lying, but when Cassandra announced that until they had the flag I would be tickled every 15 minutes I realized that plan would not work. Staying naked, bound and now tickled constantly gave me every incentive to tell them everything I knew even though I knew exactly what the consequences would be. With my face burning in shame, I instructed them exactly where the guy’s camp was and how to get there.

For the next few hours, just as she promised, I was tickled almost to passing out by that infernal feather. Apart from the torment of the tickling, the aching in my balls from so much stimulation had me throbbing. Finally the girls showed up with the flag, and my friends Ron and David, also naked and bound, being pulled behind them by ropes around their necks. They were just as stupid as I was and fell for the same T&A ploy.

“WE WIN!” the girls all yelled and Sarah squatted down and quickly untied me in triumph.

Her eyes narrowed and sparkled in malicious glee when she whispered in my ear how much she was looking forward to seeing my naked ass scrubbing the kitchen floor for the next month.

As we all prepared to pack up and go home the guys were visibly angry with me. “You are such a dumb shit!” Sam told me. “Its your fault that we not only missed out on the orgy but now have to submit to this humiliation!”

I was so ashamed and even though I tried to explain the situation some of the guys would not even talk to me.

All through the next week I hoped Sarah would have forgotten about the bet. Thursday I told her that I thought we should go see her mother this weekend since it had been such a long time since we had been since our last visit.

“Talk about desperate!” She laughed as she saw right through my little scheme and added that having a weekend naked slave show definitely trumped any visit to her Mom’s house.

When I arrived home on Friday night she greeted me at the door. “STRIP

RIGHT NOW!” she ordered. Reluctantly I removed my clothes and sheepishly handed them to her.

“You will be able to get dressed Monday morning when you go to work, but for duration you will remain nude as the day you were born.” Pointing at the kitchen, she grinned. “Now get in there and fix me dinner!”

Frying steaks in the nude is a dangerous proposition I had never considered until I had to actually do it. Those little splatters of hot grease kept hitting me in my more sensitive areas, causing me to jump back constantly and almost ruining her dinner.

After I finished cooking, she instructed to rub her feet while she watched TV and ate her dinner. Hungry, I asked when I could eat, and she just smirked. It was obvious she was really enjoying my torment.

As I worked on her soles, I grew quite hard as she would ‘accidentally’ brush her nylon covered toes against my balls every once and a while and snickered as she drug them up my desperate shaft.

This was surprisingly erotic for me and I was harder than I had ever been in my life. Growing harder by the second, I thought perhaps I could turn this weekend into something more pleasant than nude housework and began to kiss the back of her knee.

This usually gets her motor started but tonight was very different than other nights.

“Oh no you don’t!” she exclaimed. “You have got far too much work to do! Now get out into the garage and start cleaning up that perpetual mess around that damn car of yours. If you do a good job, maybe, and I mean just maybe, I will let you enjoy yourself a little this weekend, but not now.”

With the tone in her voice and the look on her face I realized now that she was enjoying her dominant role and complete power over me, and I was surprised to discover how much it was arousing me.

Occasionally she would wander out there into the garage and stroke my balls from behind as I was bending over. If I made any move to take her, she would just walk away, so we were definitely on her schedule not mine.

As the hours ticked by I was really horny now but also exhausted. As I walked into our bedroom, she giggled as she pointed to the floor and informed me that I was to sleep down there “as a good slave should”.

Saturday morning dawned and she worked me like a dog. This was not just housecleaning but a real work-over. I scrubbed the floors, cleaned out the attic, washed the walls and finally fixed the loose railing on the stairs she had been bitching about for years. When she told me to go upstairs and get into the shower, and added that she would be upstairs shortly to wash me my hopes, like my dick, rose.

“All right!” I thought. “Finally some sexual relief.” I had been horned up constantly since Friday night and the thought of a little shower play excited me even further. I waited in the shower for her to come up, enjoying the warm sudsy water as it caressed my aching muscles. Five or ten minutes later she finally arrived and gave me a strip show as I watched and panted through the glass doors of the shower.

My cock really ached for her now and drooled over her body as she revealed it to me. Sarah was always a beautiful girl, but after today’s nude servitude I looked at her with newly appreciative eyes. Her full round breasts, with nipples already hard, cried out for my tongue as did her obviously aroused pussy. Opening the door she winked and gave my dick a long lingering tug as she stepped in.

“Soap me up big boy!” she commanded as she handed me a sponge.

I truly enjoyed lathering up those magnificent breasts of hers, taking extra care to clean her rock hard nipples especially. With her eyes smouldering in lust, she leaned up against the tile wall and put her left leg on my shoulder exposing her dripping wet sex to me. Gingerly I soaped up her feet and gently began to inch my way up to her crotch as I kissed and scrubbed my way towards her beautiful pussy. As I knelt down to “clean” her better I couldn’t help but bury my face in her crotch as it dangled so tantalizingly in front of my face. Completely swept away by her sweet taste, I chewed and licked her with wild abandon and after a few minutes she let out a loud and satisfied groan and went limp.

“Your turn” she said as she instructed me to place my hands on my head and keep my feet about 3 feet apart. She sudsed me up from head to toe trying hard to avoid my now purple and vibrating cock. After I was covered with soap she took my dick in her hand a gently rubbed the soap all over in and underneath on my balls and I panted as she lovingly stroked. Right as I was about to cum she suddenly stopped and I almost lost my footing and fell! I was soooooo close that one more stroke would have caused me to erupt and hose down the tiles.

Grinning, she stood up and ran her finger down my chest.

“Now rinse off and go into the bedroom and wait for me!” she commanded.

I quickly complied and ran into the bedroom, and laid down.

“I am so turned on” she said. “Now, close your eyes and just lay back flat. You are about to receive the best fucking of your life!”

I was visibly trembling with excitement at this point as my imagination was running wild with images of Sarah’s big luscious tits bouncing up and down as she rode my meat pole. As I lay still and marinated in the porn movie in my head, I was shocked as before I knew what was happening she had handcuffed my hands to the headboard of the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

Sarah just ignored me and proceeded to pull my legs widely apart and handcuff them spread-eagle to the posts of the footboard. Once it was obvious that I was completely secure and totally helpless she stopped and stood up.

“We’re ready!” she yelled and at that moment the door to our bedroom swung open.

I could not believe what was happening. Cassandra, Kathy and some other girl I did not recognize came walking in and as they saw my condition instantly started laughing. To my horror as I looked at each one of them I saw that each was carrying an eagle feather!

“Ready to play?” Sarah asked me as she placed the tape over my mouth as Cassandra handed her the largest feather in their arsenal.


 

The Interrogation

With the advent of women’s liberation, it was inevitable that the army would change.

Slowly over the years the supposed gentler sex had made inroads into every branch of the armed service and women were now driving jeeps in the army, sailors in the navy and even artillery officers in the marine corp. One branch however had not been integrated, and that branch was the XRG project but after a recent push by a Congressional Oversight Committee, it too would have to comply.

This secret branch of the army was in charge of counter-espionage, interrogations and black operations and only the best of the best bothered to apply. Col. Brian Stuart, not the most enlightened of individuals, took a dim view of this forced female intrusion into his old boys club and it took everything he had to contain his sarcastic tongue as he congratulated the new female recruits on the completion of their initial training.

Although he did not want them in his outfit, on all other fronts these new “soldiers”

pleased him very much. Surprisingly enough, these were not the typical rug munchers who are normally the female trail blazers into the army but were three, very attractive and intelligent women, who under normal circumstances he would be hitting on like there was no tomorrow.

The Colonel was a very attractive man. Standing 6’4” tall, his rugged good looks and well sculpted body constantly had every female on base checking out his rear guard action. He was extremely proud to have reached the rank of Colonel by the extremely young age of 34 and even more proud that his first assignment in his new rank was this extremely important unit.

Sandra Stevenson, one of the new recruits, came from a long military tradition and was immensely pleased to have been accepted into the prestigious group. Statuesque at 6’1” tall, Sandra was extremely well built and her curves could have easily launched her into a modeling career as much as a military one.

Although strictly professional, she knew how to use her golden locks, lovely tight ass and extremely well endowed chest to her advantage when the occasion arose.

Dominique Bardone was the mystery girl. Raised in the Haiti, her sensual Latin good looks and incredible ass belied a devilish sense of fun that lay just beneath the surface. Known to play hard and work harder, every man on the base dreamed of worshipping at the altar of her lovely posterior.

Monica Diminetti rounded out the troika. With long red hair and a perfect face with large green eyes. Her fiery hair and equally flammable personality perfectly rounded out the trio of female archetypes. Wild to the core, Monica had the reputation that a night out with her would kill a lesser man as she liked her fun rough and hard. Only the stoutest of heart need apply to her bedchamber.

Col. Stuart smirked as he addressed the new troops.

“All right ladies, you have now passed the basic training course required for admittance into this company, but withoug wanting to run the risk of a creating a lawsuit, it would be unconscionable for me not to express my extreme doubts on your capability to perform this job.”

“Permission to speak freely?” Sandra asked in her monotone military quip.

Col. Stuart nodded his agreement.

“I know what you are eluding to Colonel, and I think you are mistaken in your pre-judgement” she continued.

The Colonel slowly raised his eyebrows as she spoke.

“You think women are too weak to make good interrogators. You see us as interlopers and are only allowing us in because you are forced to, am I right?”

Without saying a word the slight smile on the Colonel’s face spoke volumes.

“The other female cadets have talked about this and we don’t want to join a club where we will obviously not be allowed to succeed. Either you will respect us as you do the male soldiers or we will go elsewhere. So all of us have agreed that we will either earn your respect or quit, no questions asked.”

With this both Dominique and Monica nodded their agreement and Col. Stuart could not believe his ears. Although impressed by their courage he did desperately want them out of his company. The thought of some estrogen laden, bleeding hearts crying over a poor prisoner’s feelings they were interrogating filled him with dread and disgust.

“What did you have in mind?” he asked quizzically wondering what plan they had to earn his respect.

Sandra continued “What we have planned is that you give us 48 hours to show you that our interrogation skills are not only adequate, but superior to those you have taught us. If we prove that to you, not only will you give us the respect we deserve, but we should also all be promoted to Lieutenant immediately.”

“Listen ladies, I know what you are trying to do, but due to the Geneva convention and the rules of engagement for the US Army, torture is not allowed. We deal in indirect intimidation without physical harm. I am sure that if..”

“Pardon me for interrupting sir, but we promise we will not cause the prisoner we have in mind any physical harm, and we will gather any and all information we are required from him using our methods.” Monica blurted.

Although a bit annoyed at being interrupted, Col. Stuart asked who they had in mind for their “prisoner”.

“Why you sir!” Dominique exclaimed.

With this Col. Stuart could not refrain from bursting out in hysterics. Were they mad? Did they not know that interrogation was his specialty, and in fact he had written the official army manual on the subject?

After regaining his composure, he smirked but agreed; certain that ultimately victory would be his and he could rid his unit of the pesky (though deliciously attractive) recruits once and for all.

The agreed upon format was that the girls had 48 hours to get Col. Stuart to reveal the combination to his locker. This way they could independently verify, by opening the lock, whether they were successful. No violence could be used and in no way could they permanently harm the cornel, but other than that, they could do anything else they wanted. If they were unsuccessful they would resign, if they were successful they would stay and be recommended for promotions by the Colonel himself.

At 6:00 AM the next day Col. Stuart awoke from his sleep aware that his arms were immobilized and he was blind folded.

“Very good girls” he thought to himself as he recognized some of the methods he had taught them. When he tried to move his feet he found that they too were shackled to the bed. He was now completely helpless and spread-eagle and had to admit the feeling was unsettling.

Finally after what seemed like hours in the silence and the darkness he felt three pair of feminine hands run their nails down his chest and he jumped. This was quite ingenious he thought, sensory deprivation, very good, they had obviously read his book and as quickly as the sensations had started they stopped, keeping in tense has he pondered in the darkness what was going to happen next.

After another hour he felt the tell tale coldness of steel scissors against his bare thigh as they began to cut away his boxers. Although he was intent on hiding his feelings, the idea of being spread eagled and completely naked in front of three attractive tormenters both excited and humiliated him, but he did not show any outward change in his composure.

Hours marched on and the lack of sight or sound, or even feeling (except for the cuffs) began to weigh on his mind. How long had he been here, an hour? A day? Quickly he tried to focus his thoughts on the issue at hand.

After another hour he jerked as he felt three pairs of hands lathering him up from neck to toes with soap. What were they doing now he wondered as this was a technique he had NOT taught. When he felt the sharp edge of the razor run down his sudsy and furry chest his curiosity was satisfied as he now knew exactly what they were doing and it was pissing him off. Even though he was still assured of victory, he could not imagine the ribbing he would get from the guys at the gym when he showed up all pink and bare. Grimacing he was stoic as they denuded him of all of his manfur and he inhaled deeply as he felt the feminine fingers pull his testicles out tight.

Visibly flinching as the razor scraped away the hair on his balls he was now free from all body hair and he was amazed at how sensitive this made his skin. Perhaps it was a combination of the sensory deprivation and the erotic situation knowing he was being shaved by three gorgeous women, but despite his efforts at trying to think unsexy thoughts, he felt his cock slowly harden. After a few minutes of the continued lathering and VERY thorough shaving, he was harder than he had ever been in his life.

The sounds of zipping and clothing hitting the floor tormented him more than anything had so far as his mind imagined the delightful visions his blindfold was preventing him from seeing. Oh how he wished he knew what was going on and when he felt one of the ladies climb up on his now baby smooth chest, he could sense her equally smooth bare legs hugging his torso.

As his mind raced with erotic thoughts, he began to salivate as he began to twist in frustration. Still, none of the girls had said a word to him yet, not a single question coming from their mouths, only the sounds of the scraping away of his pubic hair heard in the deathly silence.

The feel of one of the girls long hair being swished over his aching cock and balls caused him to whimper now, the sensory deprivation seemingly intensifying all other sensations exponentially. Oh how he wanted release and silent begged to himself to please touch his dick!

As he struggled, his thrashing caused his blindfold to move as the scent of a very moist pussy indicated its presence just out of his reach and he hopelessly arched his back up to meet it. Without thinking, he slowly extended his tongue in exploration in the dark and finally hit the mark as he tasted the mystery woman squatting over his face.

“Which one was it” he wondered as his imagination conjured up naked images of all three in his mind’s eye. He stopped with a jerk as he felt two other girls climb onto the cot, their naked cunts moistening his legs as they straddled him. This was true torture and he strained as he heard the cap of a tube being removed.

The feeling of the warm oil being slowly poured over his throbbing cock and balls was unbelievable and despite having been stoically silent throughout the ordeal, he audibly moaned as the warm liquid ran down his shaft. He had not been this horny since high school and slowly and deliberately, he felt one mystery pair of hands begin stroking his shaft while another slowly rolled his balls in their sacs and a third began licking his left nipple. While he moaned in pleasure his face was smothered by the wet dripping wide open sex of one of the girls as she lowered herself onto his waiting tongue.

“Ohhh she tasted sweet” he thought as he ran his tongue over her blistering hot clit. When he thought he heard a muffled squeal in the darkness, he thought he just might win. Maybe the mystery hand job was being given by the owner of this fine pussy he was eating and she would want release as much as him, get carried away and finish the job.

After a few minutes of this facesitting heaven and constant and expertly given Hand-Job felt his balls begin to tighten. This was it, he thought, the moment of truth and he knew once he shot his wad, any effort to sexually tease any information out of him would prove fruitless. Just as he was reaching the point of no return however all movement stopped, except for the constant grinding of the pussy into his face.

“Noooo!” he gurgled nearly drowning in love juice as his blessed welcome release was snatched away from him. As he bucked wildly, his cock bobbing helplessly in the air, all three girls began to laugh and the hilarious, and quite erotic, show. To further add to his torment, he now could feel their hot breath blowing over the tip of his cock, just inches away from the source of his frustration. No one touched his dick until it began to grow soft again, and as he began to relax, feeling his dick fall back down onto his stomach, diabolically the whole process repeated itself.

Over the next 24 hours Col. Stuart was under constant erotic assault. Brought right to the brink of orgasm and then denied release he also systematically ate each girl to out countless times as his tormentors writhed on his now glazed face.

Finally in a burst of exhaustion and sexual frustration he screamed “RIGHT 32 LEFT 6 RIGHT 19!!!”.

After his confession he felt one of the girls jump off of him and after what seemed like an eternity he distinctly heard a voice say

“That was it! The locker opened!”

Now whimpering with horniness Col. Stuart begged for release. When they removed his blindfold he squinted to adjust to the light, his eyes being in total darkness for an entire day.

Sandra spoke first “You know Colonel, you have disappointed us. You only lasted 24 hours, we had you booked for 48!” Grinning as she winked at the other girls lounging on the bed she added. “I think we need to use the FULL time you allowed us, don’t you?”

The look on the commanders face was classic, and as Sandra sat down hard on his face again he closed his eyes in defeat, but also in bliss as he tasted her honey flow out onto his waiting tongue. As she wiggled her ass over his nose her skilled hands began their tortuous ministrations again.

““I wonder what else we can get him to spill?” she cackled as he moaned in despair, trying desperately to breath through her ample charms.


 

The Prankster

After women got their Goddess like powers from the strange alien virus that swept the world, some men had it easier than others. Some women did not take advantage of their powers at all, and things went right on like nothing happened. Other women turned into total sadists, and all of the men who ever had wronged them in the past really suffered. Bill was somewhere in between.

His girlfriend Jodie was not a sadist, but, she really enjoyed putting him through his paces and she took full advantage of her new powers. Bill also had the great misfortune that Jodie was a major prankster before getting her powers and when she suddenly had the ability to manipulate anything on earth to her will he wondered what she would do with those new abilities. It did not take long for him to find out.

What Jodie really liked most about her new abilities was tricking Bill into being punished. After her powers came to fruition, she laid down the law. Bill was to do all housework, shopping and make all of the money. She was to be completely pampered and spoiled, and she enjoyed her new status immensely.

As an incentive, Jodie loved sealing Bill’s orgasms off and then sending her phantom feathers to work on his tortured cock at the most inopportune moments. Once when giving a speech at the rotary club, she had decided to give him the experience of a triple blow job, which made for quite the conversation at the meeting. The slightest infraction would earn Bill hours, sometimes days of torment and despite loving her, he now also feared her.

If she didn’t punish Bill with orgasm denial, she also loved exposing him in public. Bill had a nice body, and she loved showing him off, especially to her friends who had such fat slobs as mates. It pleased her greatly also that he was an intensely private and shy person by nature and HATED being naked in public. This only seemed to egg her on, and she took great advantage of this and always gave Bill a choice of punishments, orgasm denial or public nudity.

Bill hated both, but, he hated being constantly teased without release more. He learned how to take his enforced nude punishments with some grace and had gotten quite creative with ways to hide his nakedness when he fell under her bad side. Jodie noticed this trend, and so decided to lay a trap for her boyfriend which made her wet just thinking about.

When she got back from shopping with her girlfriends, she had told Bill that he was to clean the pool before she got back. Bill knew better than to fight her directly, and grumbled his assent but once he heard the car leave the driveway, he popped open a cold one and decided to relax a bit before he started.

Jodie would be gone for hours so there was plenty of time to clean the pool, and frankly, it was good to have the house to himself for a change. I guess the beer got the better of him, and he quickly drifted off on the lounge chair by the pool and slept the whole morning and some of the afternoon away.

The sound of the slamming car door quickly woke him from his semi-drunk state and as he realized what had happened, he panicked. Looking up at the opening doors to the patio, his feelings of panic now only rose as there stood Jodie, glaring at him with all of her hot friends.

“Bill, Bill, Bill whatever am I going to do with you. Obviously rather than clean the pool, you decided to just take the afternoon off. Well, you know what that means don’t you Bill. “

He just hung his head in shame as he knew better than to argue with her. With Jodie able to do anything she wanted to him, it was best to just grin and take whatever punishment she decided to hand out.

Jodie’s friends all giggled uncomfortably as Bill stood up from the lounge chair.

“Should we leave?” Alice, one of Jodie’s extremely well endowed friends asked.

Bill felt his cock stir as he couldn’t help but stare at her luscious cleavage.

“No, don’t go girls. I want you to witness this. I have found that the more humiliating the punishment for Bill, the more he will learn to behave better.”

The girls giggled louder and began to sit down around the pool, curious as to what would come next.

“You see girls, I like to give Bill a choice of punishments. For this infraction he has the option of a month of blue balled teasing or a month of nudity.”

The girls howled in laughter, amazed both at the cruelty of Jodie, but also all of them hoped Bill would chose the nudity option as he was not hard on the eyes.

Bill was desperate and already blushing as he tried to think of a way out. Jodie had already teased him all night the night before and, he had planned on rubbing one out before she got home, before he fucked up and slept the day away.

The idea of her slow phantom feathers torturing his aching cock for a solid month, when already he so backed up with cum was just too much and he blushed as he knew what the answer was.

He figured the nude punishment was the better option, and despite the humiliation, he could deal with it better. After all, he would only be flashed for a second in front of her friends and then could cover himself up. Might be momentarily embarrassing, but, he could make the best of it.

“OK Jodie, you win. I choose a month of nudity.” Bill replied, hanging his head in shame.

“Good Choice Bill”, and with that she blinked and Bill was instantly stripped completely naked. As Bill opened his eyes, he noticed he couldn’t move his hands or feet.

“What the hell is this Jodie?” Bill screamed as he realized he was locked in a spread-eagle position, with everything completely and obscenely exposed as he was chained to spreader bars behind his back.

Struggle though he might, he could not do anything to hide his nudity and in his effort to get loose, he was flopping all over the place to the delight of his audience. The girls all laughed hysterically at his predicament, and lustily ran their eyes over his exposed body.

“Quite the mouth on you Bill, I think you might need an extra punishment. I added the spreader-bar punishment since I noticed you were “cheating” on your naked punishments over the last few months. Keeping your hands over your cock, or finding a way to drape a towel around yourself without touching your skin really doesn’t make it much of a punishment now does it. Well, now you REALLY will be TRULY exposed for a month.”

Laughing as she saw the growing horror in Bill’s Eyes she continued. “Don’t worry about feeding yourself, as I will see that you get fed and watered. Walking might be a bit difficult in that contraption, and you are going to do a LOT OF WALKING with me, but you will get used to it. I bet after this month you might reconsider the orgasm denial punishment as a better alternative.”

“You BITCH! Come on Jodie, this is not.” Bill screamed angrily, not thinking of the consequences.

“AH AH AH!” Jodie yelled back, and with that, Bill found his mouth sealed shut right in mid-sentence.

“Well, I was going to be merciful and maybe milk you every other day since it isn’t fair that you be forced to be naked AND denied, but, your mouth once again has gotten you into trouble. And for good measure, I think that latest outburst deserves some sort of ADDITIONAL punishment don’t you girls?”

The girls all agreed, and held their hands over their mouths as they could barely restrain their glee.

Bill’s eyes rolled back in his head and he began to shiver as he felt the tell-tale tickling of the phantom feathers stroking the head of his cock and lightly brushing his balls. His mouth sealed, he silently gasped as he realized this was going to be a very long and humiliating month.


 

One Pump Chump

Desiree was stunningly beautiful. The several strip clubs she owned, and occasionally performed in, were wildly successful and major generators of cash to her ever growing bank accounts. Owning such a profitable venture, and running it with the efficiency of the sharpest mind on wall street had made her incredibly comfortable very early in life.

Having grown up poor, she made a decision early to OWN her own club rather than just perform in one. Gifted with not only a body that made men weep but the brain of a business tycoon her incredibly successful venture ensured that she would never have to worry about finances again. Gorgeous, rich and brilliant at the young age of 27, she already had all of the money she would ever need and with her shrewd investments she made with the profits, she ran her operation now primarily as a way to give back to poor beautiful girls like herself who needed some place to earn a living and not have to worry about being screwed over (both literally and figuratively).

Although no longer needing to perform herself to make money, being a millionaire many times only, she still occasionally graced the stage with her presence more out of genuine love of her art than for anyy need for cash. Her speciality, and the specialty of her clubs in general, were their lap dances and the many YELP reviews they collected ensured a constant stream of horny and very satisfied clients. Lusted after by men and admired by her girls, she was truly the Queen of her domain.

Desiree and her girls prided themselves on their ability to get any guy almost instantly hard if they paid full price for a lap dance and their talents were well rewarded and definitely not overstated. As you would expect, she had many many repeat clients but being in the adult entertainment business, she also had many unfortunate, but sadly necessary, ties with the mob. She needed protection and they provided it, for a price.

Al on the other hand was a loser. A lovable loser, but still a loser. A frequent visitor to the club he was well known by all of the other dancers as well as by Desiree herself. Although many of the girls looked down on most of the pathetic guys who came to their club, they all still liked Al. Although he had no money, and no prospects; his athletic body, boyish good looks and frankly impressive dick (which many of the girls had felt through his jeans) made him a popular client with Desiree and all of her girls.

Al loved coming to the club although he could scarcely afford it. Although he usually had no problem getting a girlfriend, his constant money problems made him less than an ideal prospect and currently he was in between girlfriends.

When he came to Desire’s club however, and paid for a lap-dance, for at least a few hours he could fantasize that he was a winner for a change, with all of these hot women crawling all over him.

Desiree also liked it when Al came to the club, and often would give him her own special lap-dance, just out of affection for the poor boy.

In addition to some odd maternal feelings she had for Al, what really drove Desiree more than anything was the charge she got when a guy got all hot and bothered by her actions, completely turned on, throbbing and desperate and then sent him home hanging. She would often masturbate to the thought of all that cum backing up in all those balls, boiling for release, release from her, release she would not grant.

Not a total sadist, she was however a complete and total cocktease, and regardless of the fact that she did not need the money, she loved teasing young hot guys to insanity (especially cute guys like Al) whenever the opportunity arose.

One night when Al came in, one of her Mob friends, knowing of her affection for Al, told her that she should probably take one last look at his pretty face since it was going to be seriously fucked up and rearranged that night by some thugs.

When Desiree asked why, Franco said that Al owed the Mob about 15,000 dollars and since they knew he had no way to pay it was his unfortunate job to make an example of him.

Desiree could feel herself getting wet when she heard this news, as she now saw a perfect opportunity to not only help out Al, but also provide herself (and the other girls at the club) a big opportunity for their own personal entertainment as well as some spectacular lap-dance practice.

Desiree asked Franco if she could pay Al’s debt off, but on her terms with Al. Franco nodded in agreement, as he had no desire to break up the boy’s face, but really just wanted to get the money.

Desiree motioned to her doorman and asked him to bring Al over, which he eagerly did. When she told him how she knew about his debts to the Mob, and how she had paid them off for him, Al dropped to his knees and kissed her feet, almost crying in gratitude.

She did say however, that the debt now was owed to her and he should hear her terms before he thanked her.

Al looked up with a quizzical look on his face, and asked her what her payment terms were, now worried as he knew he could not pay her back anymore than he could the Mob. Desiree said she didn’t necessarily want cash, as she had plenty of money, but what he could offer, simple money could not buy.

Al looked puzzled but continued to listen. She explained that what she wanted to do was to play a game. If Al won, not only would his debt be cleared, but she and the girls would give him a night to remember in their own “champagne room”.

Al salivated at the thought of having sex with not only the beautiful Desiree, but all of the other hot girls at the club and had jacked off so many times thinking about their firm bodies, full breasts and hot asses, the idea of actually REALLY having sex got him instantly hard.

Looking down at his obvious erection, Desiree giggled.

“I see you like the idea so far!”

Nodding as if in a fog Al said nothing as Desiree continued.

“So here is the bet I am going to make with you. For the next month, you will live here at the club, 24/7. I know you don’t have a job or a girlfriend, so this should not be a problem for you. You will act as our practice client for 30 days. Every afternoon you will be teased and taunted, licked, kissed and stroked until you are absolutely wild with lust.”

Al grinned thinking this was the best bet he had ever heard about.

“Don’t grin too much Al, this is not going to be the pussy free-for-all you think it is. I hadn’t finished what the terms were. During your lap-dance you will be handcuffed and start naked. You will not get off, but will be teased until your cock is weeping precum. The rest of the time in the club you will remain in a chastity belt, and forced to do odd errands (doing odd jobs, cleaning the bathrooms, painting the girls toenails, anything we say). By the end of the month you are going to be crawling the walls for release, and that is when the bet comes to a head (so to speak). After the month of teasing, locked in chastity, and surrounded by beautiful naked women, you will be given a hand-job by me personally. If you can last more than 1 stroke, you will be released from your handcuffs, the chastity belt will be thrown away, and for 2 days all of the girls (all 20 of them) and me will service every perverted fantasy and desire you could ever want. You will be able to fuck us, lick us, do anything you want at all, and we will gladly comply. Your debt to me will be cleared and you can leave here the happiest man on earth with a sexual fantasy fulfilled you will remember for the rest of your life.”

So far the grin on Al’s face almost broke his jaw. If this were her terms, this was the best bet ever. Lost in a lusty fog, his smile disappeared when she continued.

“If you shoot in one pump however, well, your servitude will continue for an entire year. For the entire year you will remain my personal naked servant. Teased to insanity each day by my girls, handcuffed, naked and begging for relief that will never come. Each night you will return to my house and serve as my naked, chastity belt clad personal slave.”

Grinning as her eyes wandered up and down his chest and then coming to rest on his now fully tented jeans she continued. “I have all the money I could ever want or need, but my own slave is something I can not buy at any price, but now, I may be able to buy it after all.” (As Desiree continued to tell of the terms of the bet to Al, she could feel her juices flowing out of her, imaging the desperation on his face as he ate her out every night with his cock struggling in a cage and the cum boiling in his balls).

Al thought about it and agreed. Surely he could last more than one pump and besides, the potential payoff was just too great. How could he NOT take the bet and as he imagined being surrounded by all that delicious female flesh little Al did the thinking now.

Besides, what choice did he really have. Desiree owned his debt and with her ties to the Mob, he knew she had him by the short hairs. Holding out his hand, Desiree took it and the shook on it.

For the next month, Al was in both heaven and hell. Every afternoon, before the club opened, the girls stripped him down and handcuffed him to a chair on stage before removing his chastity belt. Not opening until 6, they had the whole afternoon and they really worked him over, rubbing their erect nipples over his greedy lips, grinding their wet pussies over to head of aching cock.

They nibbled on his nipples before slowly kissing their way down his chest and blowing hot breath onto his throbbing cock. He thought he would go mad he was so horny, and his hopeless begging only spurred them on more. Watching from her office which had a window that overlooked the stage, Desiree could not help but stroke the hot wet silky crotch of her panties as she saw her performers drive the poor boy insane.

The girls loved their afternoons with Al as they all agreed he was SUPER hot, and being chained down and helpless while they worked him over made him even hotter. They even had a contest out of seeing how much pre-cum they could bring out of his balls (without actually touching his cock) and not only was this driving Al completely insane, but the skills they were honing made them the hottest lap-dancers in the country. Having a naked subject to practice on, they were able to study every male reaction to any new routine or activity and this knowledge was put to great use. When word quickly spread about their newly enhanced skills Desiree easily remade the amount she had paid for Al after only 2 weeks.

Even when not being teased in his handcuffed state, being naked except for a chastity belt around so many beautiful women made him constantly horny. The tightness of the cock cage over his struggling dick made him wince constantly and kept him weeping drool out of his dick in a slow constant drip. The girls for their part loved Al and began to think of him as the club mascot and teased him out of affection not revenge.

One of the favorite tasks they would assign him was to paint their toes as it took all of two minutes for them to discover what a huge foot lover he was. They loved it because not only was it nice to have someone else do it for them, the fact that his hands trembled as he shook in such denied torment made all of them shockingly wet. For the girls the month seemed to speed by, but for Al it seemed like a decade had passed.

Finally the day of reckoning came, and he was prepared for the final test. For 6 hours Al was constantly teased and tormented by teams of girls, 2,3 and sometimes 4 at a time, making sure he got absolutely NO break in his pussy fog. His cock, glad to be free of its prison, visibly throbbed and bobbed desperate to shoot its load as the girls licked and writhed all over him.

All of the dancers gathered around and took their seats in the audience as Desiree decided to perform the last lap-dance herself before she gave Al his high stakes hand-job.

In his glassy horny state, he shook as he looked up at Desiree approaching, her full incredibly delicious tits swinging wildly as she walked over to him chained in the chair. She was absolutely stunning, and when she ran her toes around Al’s balls, his whole body shook and trembled. Winking out to the audience, she sat down beside him they passionately kissed before she asked if he was ready.

Too aroused and horny to speak he just nodded gently.

“OK, ready girls? Let’s start.”

Two seconds later it was all over and the girls were all laughing hysterically. As Desiree had predicted, so much teasing and stimulation for a whole month, without any release, had made it impossible for Al to win. As soon as she ran her palm up his shaft in one long firm pump Al shot rope after rope of his hot boiling seed up into the air like a geyser and all over his chest and stomach. With every girl open mouthed in awe, including Desiree, the sheer massive volume of spooge had shocked everyone watching, and all agreed later they had never seen so much cum at once.

Bowing his head in defeat and still shuddering from his release, he twitched when he felt Desiree kiss him again and whisper in his ear.

“I wonder how much you will shoot after 12 months?”


 

The Exchange Student

Jerome felt like he had just won the lottery when he heard the response. When his parents agreed to his spending a semester overseas, he was barely able to contain his excitement. He had fully expected that they might complain about his leaving the country, or taking that much time away from his University, but they felt that it would be an opportunity of a lifetime to be able to spend time in a foreign country and put up no resistance.

In fact rather they actually became quite active advocates for the plan. His mother put it best when she said that he would remember this time for the rest of his life. Little did she, or he, realize just how accurate that statement was.

For months he practiced his French every day, and as the time for his departure got closer his anticipation of the trip grew and grew. The day for his flight to Paris finally came and hugging his weeping parents at the ticket counter at JFK, Jerome waved goodbye and walked towards the security line. His thoughts were frenzied on the overnight trip from New York, and landing and Charles de Gaulle airport at dawn, he followed the instructions given by his host family and made his way towards the train station.

The train trip south from Paris was breathtaking, and as mile upon mile of beautiful vineyards and picturesque villages rolled by he wondered openly about all of the fantastic adventures that lay ahead for him for the next six months. Reaching the tiny village where he would be staying for the duration, his French came in handy as he hired a cab to take him to his new home. Pulling up to a rustic but rather spacious Chateau with rolling grounds, his smile widened as he took his bags from the trunk and knocked on the front door.

As the door opened, he could only think “SACRE MERDE” at the sight that came into his vision. Now that he actually had met his host family, his excitement turned to something more basic, and much lower on his body, overwhelming lust. Holy God in HEAVEN he thought to himself as he met his “exchange sisters”. All blonde, bubbly and gorgeous, he realized that he was going to be in absolute HEAVEN for the next 6 months being surrounded by such gorgeous Gallic women.

He had been chosen among all of the students at his college to spend 6 months in a full emersion experience in rural France and as he viewed his new hosts he silently prayed thanks to God for having him be the one who had been selected. Having chosen French Literature as his major, and planning on going ahead to grad school with the hopes of getting a teaching position after graduation, Jerome knew that this experience would look extremely good on his resume. The fact that he would be surrounded by three of the most beautiful women he had ever set eyes on his life was a side benefit, but BOY was it a big benefit.

He stood completely dumbfounded in the door of the large chateau as these three glorious visions of womanhood stepped forward and introduced themselves. They were all sisters and all around the same age as he was. Clare was the oldest at 22, Jeannette was his age at 20 and the youngest Raina had just turned 18.

Their house was fantastic, about 20 minutes east of Tours, it was in the very heart of the Loire Valley wine country as all of the vineyards he had seen from his train had announced. When he asked where the “parents” were, Clare looked slightly sad and indicated that their father had died several years earlier and that their mother was largely bedridden. She pretty much stayed in her room almost the entire day, so largely the three girls were left to work the property on their own. This, she explained, is why they had agreed to the exchange program as they really needed help with the Chateau and the adjoining small vineyard, and thought this would be a good way to have all sides benefit.

Jerome looked slightly concerned as this was a lot different than he had anticipated as it sounded like he was going to be a free field hand for the duration, but, he definitely would master the language by the end of the experience and having these three girls as company would take the bite out of any manual labor he would perform. Beside, the place (along with the girls) was breathtaking, like walking right into a coffee table book, with winding rivers cutting a lazy path through rows and rows of picturesque estates, castles and vineyards. It was simply perfect.

The house was large so room was not a problem, and Jerome was shown to his unbelievable accommodations. He had a huge four poster bed and large bay window overlooking the Loire valley and he felt like he needed to pinch himself to prove he was not dreaming. Down the hall from him were each of the girl’s rooms, and all emptied onto a main central hall.

The first night was great and all of the girls seemed to enjoy Jerome’s company as despite the lush surroundings, it was quite remote and they all seemed lonely. His french already felt like it was rapidly improving as they spoke nothing else and after a spectacular dinner prepared by Raina the first of many bottles of wine from their own vineyard was opened and enjoyed.

The girls all seemed quite flirty and open, and Jerome had a hard time concentrating being surrounded by such loveliness. He knew better than to be too forward with any of them as he liked this gig and certainly did not want to screw it up. When Clare casually placed her bare lovely feet in his lap, it was hard for the girls not to notice Jerome’s growing arousal and unease. The tent in his chinos said it all, and the blush in his face made him even more adorable to each of them.

When Jerome finally went to bed, definitely feeling the effects of the wine, he stripped off almost instantly once he got into his room and jacked off. He had been quite horned up all day, and these girls were already driving him crazy with lust and he had just gotten there. He smiled as he thought about the lovely days ahead of him and with a satisfied grin on his face, he fell asleep, his dreams filled with all sorts of delightful horizontal fun with each of them.

He awoke to the sound of water running in the shower and after it stopped he peaked out his door down the hall. There padding back to her room, still dripping wet and covered in the briefest of towels was Jeannette. Jerome was careful not to be spotted, but thoroughly enjoyed watching her cute little round ass walk away from him as he imagined those long silky legs wrapped around his ears as he slurped, licked and sucked her to oblivion.

Still naked, Jerome casually stroked himself at this image in his mind and after Jeannette was back in her room, he gingerly wrapped his towel around his waist and headed to the shower for his turn, his erection making wrapping the towel quite difficult. He was still quite hard, and hoped that none of the girls would come out and discover his embarrassing display as he now padded down the hall to the shower.

The coast had been clear and as Jerome entered the bathroom it, like the rest of the house, was stunning and caused him to audibly gasp. Huge vaulted ceilings and green tile covered floor to ceiling and he hung his towel on one of the hooks on the wall as he entered the shower. As the water poured over his body his thoughts turned once again to all of the tantalizing female flesh that surrounded him and got even harder. However else this semester was going to turn out, he knew he was going to at least have lots to look at, and he hoped he could turn it into action soon.

After a hearty French breakfast of fresh cheese, ripe fruit and smoked meats the girls led Jerome out to the vineyard. Even in work clothes, these women were hot as each delicious curve of their body strained against their sweat soaked t-shirts all day, and by lunch Jerome was completelly lost in a haze of lustful thoughts. The girls too were enjoying having Jerome around, as being so isolated they had not had tremendous opportunities for meeting young men. As the sisters discussed amongst themselves, they all agreed that Jerome was not only a hottie, but it was obvious they were driving him mad and this only made them decide to ramp things up.

Walking through the hot June morning, they instructed Jerome to prune the old vines on the lower forty acres, and after much teasing, finally got him to remove his shirt, all commenting on his fine physique as his cut and ripped chest and abs came into view. Jerome’s head was spinning as the teasing and flirtations from the sisters was hitting the mark and he was was hooked.

That night, Jerome had to pinch himself again to make sure he was not dreaming. Again, the wine and food had been fantastic, and now he found himself being in the most envious position of being surrounded by these gorgeous girls all to himself as they laughed and joked over the delicious roast chicken and delicious wine.

After dinner, they were all lounging around the large great room, and Clare suggested they play darts to pass the time as nothing was on tv that night. Jerome was quite the dart player back in the states, so he eagerly agreed, thinking to himself that possibly he could turn this little game into something more erotic. He said he would play, but only if it was strip darts and winked, half expected the girls to refuse, but as they had all been flirting with him all day, he figured it was time to flirt back. At worst his suggestion would be considered playful banter and at best? Who knows, this might turn into a night he would remember for the rest of his life. Little did he realize how true that was.

To his great shock and overwhelming delight, the girls instantly agreed, but on one condition. Since he was just one man and they were three women, it would be girls against the guys. They would play 12 games since the girls had 12 items of clothing between them. Jerome grinned as in his mind he already had them naked but he asked the obvious. If they play 12 games, and he only had 3 items of clothing (he was barefoot), what would he lose if he was already naked. He figured this was all just flirty banter anyway, and the girls would probably back out anyway, but, if they were serious, he figured he SHOULD ask.

Their response both alarmed and excited him. Clare took the lead while casually strolling over to him on the couch, she placed her foot right on his face and winked as she explained that if he was still naked, and had to pay up, they would have to work out some kind of arrangement for him to pay off his debts. Unconsciously he lightly kissed her ankle while she ran her fingers through his hair as the atmosphere in the room got much hotter. Whatever arrangement he would be subjected to, Jerome did not care as he was now completely hard and lost in the spell of the girls.

As the game started Jerome found he was a little drunker than he had anticipated. He hoped it would not affect his aim as he truly wanted to have these girls naked but when he lost the first game, and it turned out not to be even close, it dawned on him exactly what he had agreed to. Raina came over after his loss and pressed her body hard against his back. Her pebbly hard nipples clearly were felt through the thin cotton fabric of her blouse and she grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it over his head, running her hands back down his chest as she purred.

Jerome knew now he was going to lose, and he also knew he was going to lose badly but no longer cared. The effects of the wine on his aim was nothing compared to his burning lust, and quickly spinning around he grabbed her sweet little ass and pulled her to him, their lips quickly locking as their tongues intwined. Raina pushed him away playfully and ran her finger down his stomach and over his now bulging crotch. “Later”, she whispered, “Later”.

The next game went mostly like the last, and now Jerome worried about not only being stripped, and subject to 9 unknown “penalties” but sadly he feared that he would go this whole night and not even see one nipple from these luscious sisters. As he stood, now shirtless, to take aim Clare and Jeannette came over and stood on either side of them.

He stood completely still as Clare stroked his stomach and ran her right foot up and down his leg. Jeannette, not to be outdone by her sister, playfully grabbed his right ass cheek through his jeans and squeezed while simultaneously running her tongue around the inner edge of his ear.

Jerome was in heaven, sweating and now throbbing quite prominently lost in a pussy fog. Jeanette said they only wanted to help him with his aim and winked as both girls sat back down on the couch to watch him take his shot. It was hopeless as the combination of the girls seduction, his overwhelming horniess and the wine he had been drinking caused him to throw wildly off target.

As before, he lost, and lost badly and now it was Jeannette’s turn and she knelt down on the floor in front of him, unbuttoning his jeans and taking the zipper in her teeth as she slowly dragging it down. Jerome was wobbling now, as this was like a wet dream come to life.

Suddenly she grasped both sides of his jeans and pulled them to the floor, guiding his naked feet out of the legs and leaving him in his boxer briefs now straining with a raging hard on. As she stood, her long fingers raked up his inner thigh and over the waistband of his shorts.

Playfully pulling it out and letting it snap back, she whispered “These are next boy”.

The next game was hopeless and the girls now all sat next to one another on the couch crossing their legs and looking quite intently at Jerome, now standing before them on the edge of nudity. They whistled their appreciation of his form and watched intently as he took aim. Right before he got ready to throw, the girls all lifted their shirts and flashed him, timing it perfectly with his shot.

Well, as can be predicted, he missed, and he missed so badly this dart didn’t even hit the board at all but landed in the fireplace. Knowing he was defeated he turned to face them, his whole body beet red and flush with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. Clare pointed to him and crooked her finger, indicating he was to come over and stand before them on the couch and he eagerly did as he was told.

Still sitting, she leaned back and grabbed both sides of his shorts with her toes. Slowly pulling them down, the girls eagerly watched this display with a red hot intensity. The fabric strained to slide over his erection, but mere seconds later, the fully exposed Jerome POPPED into view as his dick smacked his stomach as it sprung back from being pulled down by his shorts.

He groaned and quickly covered himself but Clare kicked his hands away and playfully ran her toes around his balls and up his shaft, giggling as he throbbed helplessly between her feet, his eyes closed and his head thrown back. After one long teasing tickle with her big toe, she released him and he struggled to cover his erection with his hands.

The next 9 games went the same, and the girls remained completely clothed the whole night, Jerome having lost every one. After the last dart was thrown and he had again lost, all three sisters giggled uncontrollably as Raina jumped up, grabbed all of Jerome’s clothes and ran upstairs.

When she returned, the grin on her face indicated something had definitely happened and she handed Clare a key. This key, it would turn out, was the key to Jerome’s room and it was now locked tight with all of his belongings inside. He was naked and would not be clothed until he got that key back.

The girls whispered amongst themselves, and Jerome stood naked and blushing before them. Still incredibly hard, he found it oddly exciting yet embarrassing to be naked in front of 3 gorgeous women. Breaking the silence Clare spoke.

“Jerome, we have decided on your penalties now. You really are a very poor dart player, but perhaps by the end of your stay you will be better. Since you lost 9 more games than clothes you had to cover your debts, you will be our servant for these 9 days. Tonight you will sleep in my room as I own you the first day. After your 9 days are up, we will play again, only this time we will play for this key, the key to your room and all of your clothes. If you win, you get to have your room and clothes back, but if you lose, well, it is another day of slavery for each game you lose.”

He could not believe the words he was hearing, and for a minute he thought maybe something was lost in translation. When Clare grabbed his neck and started pulling him upstairs, he grinned thinking that there were certainly worse fates than being the naked servant of three gorgeous women. Following behind her obediently and entering her room, she retrieved a small riding crop from her chest of drawers and pointed to the floor.

Jerome did not have to be told twice and he knelt quickly, licking the side of her foot as she slowly stroked his ass menacingly with the crop. He was in a total blissful and erotic haze and his cock throbbed like a runaway firehose as this girl was hitting every one of his buttons!

Clare sat on the bed and ran her foot in-between his legs, teasing and torturing his cock with her toes as she enjoyed the moans of delicious agony coming from Jerome as he throbbed between her feet. Holding her foot again up to his face, he knew what to do, and he lovingly licked from the heel to the balls of her feet, alternating between long licks and light loving kisses.

Grabbing her foot with his hands, he pulled it to his mouth and sucked and kissed each toe as Clare purred, obviously enjoying his attentions. Leaning forward she grabbed his face and pulled it up to look at her.

“Let’s see how you well you perform on OTHER parts of my anatomy!”

Jerome knew he was a slave now, and most likely would remain naked and in servitude for the rest of his stay at the Chateau but was not at all displeased. He also knew he could not think of a better fate and as he began kissing up her leg to finally worship her gorgeous, wet and enticing pussy he knew he was a lucky lucky boy as he clasped her moist panties in his teeth and slowly pulled them off.


 

Steve’s Last One Night Stand

Steve was a total player and lived a life most men would kill for. Desired by women, envied by men, every night a new curvy conquest found her way to his very active bed.

Spotting the gorgeous Gloria across the dance floor he knew he must have her. With her beautiful dark hair and a body that would not quit, she was just the type of woman who’s panties he always got to drop.

Little could he know the devastating consequences he would suffer by this chance encounter with the beautiful Gloria.

If he had, he would certainly have savored the last one night stand he would ever have.

 

Steve’s last One Night Stand

Steve had a problem as he was truly a true sex addict. This malady has been all the rage in the media lately, and there is considerable debate in the Psychiatric community as to whether Sex addiction is a real disorder or just a fancy way of excusing bad behavior, but, if it does exist there would be no doubt that Steve would be exhibit A. His hormones ruled his life 24/7 driving him to relentlessly chase pussy and it was a total compulsion that dominated his every waking minute.

At the gym Steve would hit on his instructor, at the restaurant where he had lunch each day he would shamelessly flirt with the waitresses to desperately try to obtain their digits. Nurses, cashiers, work colleagues you name it, if it was female and attractive Steve was hitting on it, constantly.

Since Steve was fairly attractive, and had a decent job and a little money, his relentless pussyquest was quite often successful and this only drove his compulsion harder. Almost every night Steve went home with a different woman and he was the envy of all of his male friends.

His libido and testosterone were all off the chart compared to normal guys and this imbalance threw him into this constant erotic frenzy that compelled him to pop off into some new young conquest each day or else his balls would begin to ache. If he went two days, they would throb in complete pain. This compulsion ensured that he was always focused on scratching an itch that was never quite fully satisfied.

Jacking off wouldn’t relieve his compulsion fully as part of the desire Steve had was the conquest not just the release of his load. He loved nothing more that having some beautiful woman riding his face giving him a handie or a slurpy blow-job, or even better, throwing her against the bed and slamming deeply into her inviting hot wet nest.

As he was so compelled to constantly have sex, and had quite a lot of success in this pursuit, most women who enjoyed his bed found Steve to be an amazing lover as he had LOTS of practice. Most were convinced that he was the best lay they had ever had in their lives, and a constant problem for him was the fact that many of his conquests wanted more from Steve than just a one-night stand.

Over and over girls would fall hard for him, and to his credit he used to attempt to be their boyfriend, but within days his compulsion for conquest would flair up and off he would go back on the perpetual pussy hunt. None of his so-called “girlfriends” were happy with his absolute ridiculous serial philandering and most wrote him off pretty quickly. Now that Steve was 30, he didn’t even attempt monogamy anymore having long ago given up on the idea as old, antiquated and OBVIOUSLY not for him.

Gloria, a gorgeous and stunning curvy brunette was typical of the type of woman that set Steve’s radar humming. They met at Club Moon Dance, one of the hottest nightclubs in South Beach, and she was instantly attracted to him. He exuded a confidence rarely seen in other men and when he led her out onto the dance floor, she was quite impressed by his salsa moves, expertly spinning her across the floor like a pro.

She knew he was a player,that was obvious, although she had no idea to what extent. She was fine with that to a point as she was a bit of a player herself, sort of the female version of Steve with a few notable exceptions.

One, she got off on men’s desire for her more than actual sex and two, she was unbelievably insanely rich. Gloria, being the only daughter of one of the biggest mobsters in the country had enormous money but more importantly she also had power. She truly was daddy’s little girl and there was few things, legal or illegal, that she would request from him that he did not easily and instantly grant.

As Steve slowly seduced Gloria at the club her mind was already racing on how she was going to make this handsome dog into her own personal love toy. She relished the idea that she would have him eating out of her hand by morning; begging her for attention, groveling at her feet, worshipping her as a Goddess. She got off on that and as she ground her ass into his crotch on the dance floor, she was pleased with what she felt, Steve was packing. Grinning to herself, she knew she was going to have a good time with him tonight.

What drove Gloria most too was her desire to be utterly DESIRED by Steve, and taming a bad boy player and turning him into a fawning desperate lovesick little bitch was what got her off more than anything. This not only stroked her considerable ego, but also made her wet beyond belief. In a slight evil twist, the more she was desired, the more she wanted to deny her target as his growing desperation for her fed HER libido as much as his single minded mission to get his cock sucked fed his. The meeting of these two sexual Titans was a disaster waiting to happen, similar to what happens when acid meets a base or matter mixes with anti-matter, KA-BOOM!

As their bodies ground together on the dance floor, Steve could feel little Steve start to twitch.

“Patience little fella, we are almost home” he thought to himself.

Gloria was just the sort of woman that really got him worked up and pushed all of his buttons and he was already salivating at the night he envisioned before him. Gorgeous beyond words, she obviously was enjoying the attention he gave her and tonight he was laying on the charm THICK.

He nudged up close to her ass, cupping her waist with his arm and lightly began to kiss her neck. Hands roaming free, but still controlled, he lightly explored the hem of her dress, stroking the outside of her thigh with his free hand while simultaneously nibbling on her ear. Gloria was going wild!

Steve obviously knew what he was doing, and she salivated at the thought of not only what kind of lover he was going to be, but how delicious his transformation from player to played would feel. When he whispered in her ear that they should take this party somewhere more private, Gloria eagerly agreed and followed Steve back to his apartment.

When she entered his place, she couldn’t help but smile. IT was OK, but it was obvious Steve was not particularly wealthy, at least not wealthy by her standards, which were considerable. She thought to herself how Steve would react if he knew how rich she was but Gloria always kept this a secret, as she liked to allow her natural womanly charms win over her conquests more than having some gold digging stud drooling all over her. She also didn’t want to spook guys who might be a bit concerned over fucking the daughter of a Mafia boss. Steve got them a nightcap and joined her on his couch.

Slowly he removed her heels and placed her feet in his lap and bringing a foot up to his mouth he lightly kissed it while softly running his finger up the center of her sole, causing her to giggle like a schoolgirl. Skillfully he stroked and rubbed her feet, alternating between massaging and sucking driving her wild with desire. Finally she could take no more and forcefully grabbed the back of Steve’s neck and drove her tongue down his throat.

Within seconds they were passionately making out on the couch, and in the heat of the moment rolled onto the floor, knocking the drinks off the coffee table thus making a huge mess. Steve, now horny beyond belief, picked her up and carried her to his bedroom, tossing her into the center of his bed and quickly stripped naked.

Gloria licked her lips as his gorgeous form came into view. Every inch of him was delicious and she looked forward to licking every hard curve and furry spot on his amazing body. Steve reached over and gently removed her dress, casually tossing it on the floor and with one hand he popped open her bra. OBVIOUSLY this guy has a lot of experience here, she thought to herself as she found herself naked except for her panties on his bed.

Kneeling at the foot of the bed he again lightly kissed both of her feet and lifted her legs up over his head, skillfully removing her now sopping panties with his teeth. Gloria softly moaned as he took his first long luxurious lick of her quivering pussy, audibly sighing as he leaned into her and began to worship her clit with his very talented tongue.

Oh, this guy is amazing, she thought to herself as Steve ate her out to one orgasm after another for hours, he was insatiable! All of his moves caused her whole body to undulate under his skilled hands and mouth as Steve alternated between teasing her cunt with his incredibly hard dick while sucking her breasts, before kneeling back on the floor and tossing her legs into the air diving into her soaking wet cunt. This went on for hours and each orgasm she had got her hotter and hotter. Finally she could stand no more and she sat up, grabbed Steve’s face and demanded he fuck her now and fuck her hard.

Steve grinned, knowing that his standard seduction routine once again had conquered another lovely beauty.

“Happy to comply my lady” Steve cheerfully said as he climbed onto the bed, his hard cock bouncing like a happy puppy eager to get outside. Slowly he entered her, taking each inch in bit by bit, reveling in the feeling of her velvety walls enclosing around him, wrapping him tight in their silky wet embrace. He loved teasing his ladies a bit, knowing that this drove women crazy.

“Patience, Patience little Stevie”, he thought to himself as he fought the urge to pump wildly.

Like bringing a saucepan to a light rolling boil, he slowly but steadily increased the speed and power of his thrusts. Gloria was screaming like a banshee, lost in a world of orgasmic bliss as every thrust of Steve’s cock in her pussy seemed to throw her over the edge. Eventually his speed built up and eventually he was slamming into her like a wild-man.

Now hammering his conquest he strained but held back his flood building up in his balls, as among his many skills with the ladies, Steve had the amazing ability to control when he shot. He liked to wait for his woman to beg him to release into her, and that was the moment he loved the most. He didn’t have long to wait long as Gloria, now shrieked at the top of her lungs.

“FILL ME UP BABY! SHOOT THAT SPUNK ALL IN ME, FOR GOD’S SAKE SHOOT!!!

Steve smiled and proceeded to unload a huge deposit of his manjuice all up in her, coating her womb throughly with his boiling cum. Gloria collapsed on the bed, hair strewn all crazy and dripping with sweat, as his excess spooge oozed out of her onto the fresh clean sheets.

Turning over and sighing she smiled as he kissed her sweetly on the ass and joined her up on the pillow, quickly going to sleep. Later Steve would remember this night and wished he had savored it more.

The next morning Gloria awoke to the smell of sausages being grilled in the kitchen and as she groggily wiped the sleep from her eyes and sat up in bed, she was greeted with the sight of a completely naked Steve, cock rock hard and standing before her with breakfast in bed.

“You want sausages with your eggs?” he playfully asked as he wagged his cock back and forth before her.

“Mmmmmmmm, yes please” Gloria answered as she put the plate on the bed and took Steve’s cock into her mouth, licking it and sucking the tip, teasing it with her tongue.

Minutes later, after a very impromptu and enjoyable blow-job, they both enjoyed their breakfast together, had a quick shower and Gloria got dressed. As she left his apartment she turned to Steve and said “Call me” while Steve blew her a kiss as she shut the door.

When Gloria got to her car, she was still visibly quivering. She had to admit, last night had been one of the most erotic of her life, and she couldn’t wait for a repeat performance. Despite being driven to have hot sex, what really got her juices flowing was what usually would happen now. Giving herself to a man almost always would hook him, and in some perverse way, she enjoyed toying him along, refusing his calls, canceling second dates, making him more and more desperate to see her. This got Gloria quite gushingly wet, and she relished having this big time player desperate, horny and hooked.

When three days passed and Steve had still not called her, Gloria grinned. “Oh, he IS good, he knows to wait to increase his appeal. This boy is DEFINITELY worthy of my taming.”

When two weeks had passed and still he had not called, Gloria was royally pissed. Offended that he was not clamoring for her attention like ever other man had, she was shocked by this turn of events as this the first time ever she had not captured the object of her desire. Growing angrier as she thought about it, try as she might, she couldn’t get him out of her mind. Disgusted at own her weakness, she decided to amp up her desire to forget him and head out to the club that night for a little R&R. Perhaps a new romantic conquest for her would get the memory of the handsome player out of her thoughts.

When she saw Steve from a distance out on the dance-floor, with some scantily clad tramp grinding on his crotch her annoyance turned to blind rage. Telling her girlfriends she was under the weather, she stormed out; furious, crying and dangerously angry.

Steve, blissfully unaware that Gloria had been there, kept right on being Steve, and tonight he was chatting up a Miami Dolphins Cheerleader, whose considerable charms he was going to enjoy that night. The next morning, he sighed as he watched Debbie (his conquest that night) wiggle her glorious perfect golden ass as she strode across his bedroom floor to go take a post sex shower.

Leaning back with his hands behind his neck, he savored yet another glorious memory of the night’s events. Another quick breakfast with the latest notch on his belt and Debbie was off on her way.

After she left, he stepped into the shower and, his libido really not knowing any bounds, rubbed one more out as the hot water poured over his body. The sound of the shower prevented him hearing the three men who just had picked the lock on his front door and entered his bedroom.

Drying off after his shower, he walked naked into his bedroom. Steve never knew what hit him as two men grabbed him and threw him on the bed, while a third took out a syringe and shot a tranquilizer in his ass. Five seconds later he was out cold.

When he finally awoke he felt like his head had been put into a washing machine all night, going round and round on a constant spin cycle. It pounded like a mother, and his vision was still a little blurry. He had no idea where he was, but it was obvious it was not his house. Slowly his mind started to clear and he shot up, remembering what happened. The look on his face was priceless, and Gloria knowing it would be, had made sure to install a video camera to capture the moment.

Steve suddenly realized that not only was completely naked in a strange house, but to his horror, his cock was encased in a chastity belt. His heart started racing as he tried to make sense of this startling turn of events.

Deciding to remain quiet and put seemed the best strategy as he had no idea who had done this to him, but he had to admit he was quite worried. After a couple of hours, it was obvious that whoever it was was they were not there.

He called out fruitlessly for help for about 15 minutes to nothing but deafening silence. Eventually he decided it was safe to explore his surroundings as he was obviously alone. They were Spartan but still quite plush and the room he had awoken in had a large bed in the center of the room but little else. Ominously he spotted manacles on each of the corners of the bed and he felt his stomach churn.

There was a bathroom attached to the room, which he was glad to find, and despite his concern at being in the cage he was relieved to find that he could urinate with it on quite easily. The way it was designed he could clean himself with some difficulty he guessed, but full erection, much less ejaculation would obviously be impossible.

The room he was in, as well as the bathroom, oddly had been completely stripped bare of anything he could use to cover himself. The bed was simply a large mattress, without even a pillow on the bed. The windows had no curtains and there were no towels in the bathroom. It was apparent that whoever was responsible for his situation wanted him naked and exposed.

There was a TV set in the corner and he noticed both rooms had video cameras that tracked him as he wandered through his surroundings. Slowly opening the bedroom door, he peaked out as he was quite worried about what kind of sick psycho had him imprisoned like this, so he was very wary as he entered.

There was a living room with a couch and a chair as well as a kitchen but little else. The fridge was enormous and the cabinets were all full of food so where he was he at least was glad he would not starve to death. As was the case with the bedroom, video cameras were in every room and obviously had motion detectors as they tracked his every movement.

When he spied the front door, he was surprised to find it unlocked and he almost didn’t even try it, just assuming it was pointless. As he stepped outside his shock increased exponentially.

The reason the door was not locked was this bungalow was located on a very isolated and apparently deserted Island, and as he scoured the horizon, it was obviously quite a few miles away from the mainland as he saw no sign of land anywhere in sight. It was not a large island, but it was not overly small either; just a delightful little beach and a few palm trees would have made this a delightful tropical hide-away and if he had not been imprisoned, he would have thoroughly enjoyed his stay.

Looking around further outside, to his amazement he found there was even a small pool and off to his left, down on the beach, he spied a small dock where small craft could moor when visiting the retreat. It was quickly dawning on Steve that whoever had set this up and brought him here was very well heeled, and it was apparent he was certainly not going anywhere soon.

As the afternoon drug on, Steve explored the whole island as well as the rest of the house. There was a solar generator to provide power to the bungalow, and the house had its own fresh water well, so the place was pretty self sufficient.

By late afternoon Steve was getting a bit tired of his forced nudity but discovered that unless he wanted to make a skirt out of some old palm leaves, which were a bit too high for him to reach anyway, he was pretty much going to have to remain naked. There was not a loose piece of cloth anywhere on the island as all of the furniture in the house were made of wood without any cushions.

He tried turning on the television sets that were in all of the rooms, but they appeared to be close circuit and obviously controlled elsewhere. Now quite bored, and even more frustrating horny, the itch to have sex was starting to flare up he just sat down on the hard surface of the wood and sighed.

As he struggled to think unsexy thoughts, he just looked down at his cock, completely off limits to him now in its stainless steel prison, and wondered what he could do to get off in this situation. After finding some food in the kitchen, he ate and went ahead and turned in for the night. Whoever had put him in this situation obviously was in total control, and he could not do anything but wait for them to show their hand.

As the sun started coming up and streaming through the bare windows, Steve tossed and turned. It had been a horrible night, and his cock had not cooperated with its new imprisoned status. It strained at its steel bars, desperate to get out. Filling the cage to capacity with his manhood he laid there silently as he desperately tried to will his manhood back down into a flaccid state as his semi-hard on was causing him a considerable pain.

As he lay there struggling, the TV set in his bedroom suddenly switched on.

“Good morning LOVER!” came the voice, the screen still unclear.

“Who is this? Look, I will pay whatever ransom you want, you just have to let me go” Steve desperately pleaded with the faceless voice on the TV. The voice, obviously female, sounded vaguely familiar but Steve’s mind was racing so fast he could not concentrate.

“Come on over and sit down in front of the TV sweetie so I can get a GOOD LOOK at you” the voice commanded.

Realizing he had no choice and accepting the fact that whoever owned the voice was obviously the one in charge, he reluctantly sat in the chair but covered himself with his hands, shamefully aware of his nudity (well semi-nudity if you count the cage).

“No no baby, let me see ALL of you. Now spread those legs nice and wide, let’s see how you look in your new uniform.”

Steve blushed, both out of embarrassment but also out of anger. He knew better than to mouth off, as he was certain he was in the clutches of some kind of sick psycho so, he sat in the chair and reluctantly spread his legs, letting it all hang out. He tried hard to look nonchalant, but obviously he was not successful.

“Oh Stevie, why so mad?” The voice playfully cooed. “You look so unhappy, and look at little Stevie, he looks very cramped too. Turn that frown upside down sweetcheeks.”

Steve said nothing but finally the TV picture came on and his captor was revealed.

“GLORIA!” he screamed when he saw her face. “What are you doing to me?”

“Miss me baby?” Gloria laughed.

Steve, now terrified by knowing he was imprisoned by a former conquest, tried his best to put on his charming face.

“Well Stevie, things are a going to be a lot different for you now. I think your love em and leave em days are over. “

“Come on Gloria, Jokes over!” Steve yelled at the screen. “You can’t really think you can keep me here forever do you? People eventually will come looking for me and I am sure you don’t want to go to prison, so look, just let me go and we will just forget the whole thing.”

Gloria laughed long and deep and the way she laughed really worried him.

“Steve, you don’t really know who I am do you?” When he said he didn’t, Gloria explained who she was and even better who her father was.

The look on his face as he realized he had fucked the Don’s daughter was a classic and Gloria made sure she took a screenshot of it to keep as a remembrance.

“Listen Steve, I don’t want to cut you off short here, but you REALLY won’t be missed. My dad has friends that are very good at making people disappear, and you my dear have been THOROUGHLY disappeared. After a few months no one will really look for you anymore. But cheer up, things aren’t too bad now are they? I am sure you will like living your new beachcomber lifestyle.”

Steve gulped hard when she said months and he was rapidly beginning to panic, his hand reflexively fondling the lock on his chastity cage.

“Ah, and now we come right to the point. I am sure little Stevie is wondering when (or if) he will ever get out again. Well it is all up to BIG Stevie. Now as I am sure you have noticed, there are cameras all over this house as well as the rest of the island. They are on a private satellite channel that only has ONE viewer, he he, ME! I must admit Steve, you are one hunk of good looking man-meat, even if you are (or should I say WERE) a total player. Well, all that spunk that is building up in your balls, all those raging hormones and desperation to spew your seed all over everything with a skirt will now have only one outlet, servicing my needs. And if I were you Stevie, I would make sure my needs are serviced well.”

Steve knew he was trapped, so he did not argue. He figured it best to go along with whatever this crazy woman said until he could find an opportunity to escape, which hopefully would be soon. Silently he nodded his head.

Gloria then explained what her expectations were. As he was constantly monitored by video, his options for escape were pretty limited and any attempt would be detected and severely punished.

On the other hand, if he was good, and did as he was instructed each day, she promised to come visit him on the weekends. This island it turns out had been in her possession for quite some time and is extremely secluded, being approximately 90 miles off the east coast of Florida, and because of its size, it did not appear on any of the standard maps.

She is the sole owner and has the whole thing programmed to her exact specifications. Each morning she would check in with him and give him his tasks for the day. If he pleased her during the week, she would visit, if not, she would not.

She informed him that he had enough supplies for a month and would be instructed on what to do when he was to be re-supplied. She then asked a question that really puzzled him.

“Did you ever work Construction Steve?”

He indicated that he had, back when he worked his way through college to which she giggled that it showed in his shoulders and would come in handy now.

Nodding, she informed him that his task was to rebuild the wall around the back patio. The stones he was to use were on the other side of the island, so it might get a little tiring, but, she added for emphasis and with a hint of malicious glee in her voice, it certainly would keep that fine muscular body of his in shape for her.

As he started to ask her more questions, which he of course had plenty of, the TV suddenly shut off. In frustration he pounded the bare table in a fury. He wanted to know answers and most importantly to him that minute, he wanted to know how long he was going to have to wear this goddamn cage!!!

After finding food for breakfast, Steve went out exploring the Island again, looking for the patio and of course the supplies. When he found the patio his heart sank. It was going to be a hell of a job as it was 50 x 50 and no foundation even existed.

As he walked to the other side of the island his heart sank even further when he discovered just a big pile of bricks and a small metal drum with some 100 lb bags of mortar mix. Realizing he better do as instructed until another plan arose, he struggled to pull the supplies over to the patio.

All day he struggled, muscles straining, sweat pouring off in buckets as the Tropical sun beat down on his naked ass.

Ninety miles away, Gloria, sitting at her desk flipped on the feed to her computer and watched the display and luxuriated in air conditioned comfort.

She was getting incredibly turned on watching him heave, sweat and struggle with the stones and unconsciously she reached down and felt her pussy through her panties, and as she suspected, they were drenched. The thought that she was sitting in her air conditioned comfortable office slowly frigging away while watching her “slave” toil in the sun, completely naked and cock all bound and controlled made her hornier than she had ever been in her life.

That evening, as Steve showered, she watched him again on her computer, pushing herself over the edge as he desperately tried to rub himself to an orgasm through his cage. After 45 minutes, he gave up in frustration and dropped to his knees almost weeping, pounding the floor of the shower and cursing up a storm. As he screamed in impotent, desperate and throbbing rage, Gloria once again brought herself to a screaming orgasm watching his performance as she rubbed and teased herself with her vibrator.

She shuddered and moaned as her fluids rushed over her hands, and she spread herself naked before the screen, imagining his frustration and desperation throbbing in his cage. She loved this so much, and it awoke in her dark desires she never knew she had. She couldn’t wait until the weekend.

Steve was sleeping very fitfully, tossing and turning, dripping in sweat. Flipping over onto his stomach he moaned lightly as he rubbed his cock, still in its cage, helplessly on the bare mattress.

He was still asleep, and having a wonderful, and at the same time terrible dream. In his dream he was chained to a bed in a strange house, and all around him were women, all beautiful and all incredibly horny.

They each took turns riding his face while one or two sucked his cock which, as you would expect, was unbelievably hard. In the dream he kept getting closer and closer to cumming, but at the last minute they would stop stimulating him and he would just throb, desperately hanging on the edge as they all pointed and laughed at his desperate gyrations but then began sucking him again.

Even his dreams were tormenting him now as his lack of sexual release was affecting him an all levels. As he became more desperate, the part of his body that was still conscious tried desperately to get some friction to release the cum that was boiling in his balls. Right as he was approaching blastoff in his dream, the TV set turned on he woke up.

“DAMN IT!!” Steve screamed as he realized his dream had been cut short right at the last moment. He looked down at himself, face down on his bed, dry humping the mattress like crazy and he was humiliated as his face filled with shame. He knew Gloria was watching all of this, and as her voice filled the room from the TV, she was laughing at him. His tortured and denied lust obviously was very amusing for her.

Shaking the cobwebs out of his head he sat up quickly and tried to cover himself. Knowing the drill, he sat in the chair and awaited his instructions for the day, taking care to be as charming as possible, hoping he could still weasel out of his situation somehow.

“My, My, My Steve” Gloria started. “You sure do know how to put on a show.”

Her grinning face filled the screen, but today was different. He noticed she was dressed very provocatively; leather teddy, long black stockings, push up bra, and as she came into focus his eyes greedily devoured her incredibly sexy image. The past few days had been the longest he had gone without getting off since he could remember, and he was climbing the walls.

Steve winced as he felt his cock try to burst out of its cage, growing hard at the sight of her, but denied room to expand to the fullest.

Even though Gloria was his tormentor, she was still a very beautiful woman, and with him lost in a haze of denied lust, as well as being denied ANY other female company or even image on this island, his bulging balls were happy to see her.

Steve forced a grin onto his face and then noticed that on a chain, hanging between her glorious breasts and nestled in her cleavage was a gold chain, and on it, a key.

“Ah, I see you spotted the most important object in your sad little world” Gloria continued as she picked the chain up in her fingers and began to swing it back and forth. “Yes, this little piece of metal is now the center of your whole universe. This is the key to your cage and whether you earn the right to have me use it is really up to you. Today is Tuesday and I already am planning a getaway for this weekend. Now, if you keep being good I may decide to come to the Island Friday Night instead of flying up to New York.”

Steve smiled. Although he was incredibly angry obviously at his situation, this was the first time in days that even the HINT of possible relief for his aching balls was suggested. He again decided that the best policy was to play along with whatever Gloria suggested and hope for an opportunity for escape presenting itself at the right time.

For now however, he only had one thought and one thought only, and that was getting out of this cage and blowing his load as soon as possible.

“So here is the deal. IF I decide to visit, don’t think you can overpower me or pull some other stunt. As you know, this whole island is being monitored by video, so ANY funny business and some of my “friends” will come and teach you a lesson you won’t forget.”

Steve nodded in agreement, and added that even though he is most distressed about his situation, he could never hurt a woman. This wasn’t idle talk and Gloria sensed he was telling the truth.

Steve, although a dog in his former life, was not a monster and the idea of ever striking a woman was an impossibility to him no matter what might provoke him. No, she would be safe with him, although she knew she would have to be careful.

What also was dawning to Steve was how, even though this whole situation was completely intolerable, and he should be absolutely furious at Gloria, he found her incredibly exciting and in some weird, dark, and until now unknown kinky side of him thought he might be oddly enjoying his treatment. Part of his brain was really getting off on being so completely dominated by this woman and it both intrigued and shamed him to realize it.

“I am glad you agree Steve, as I would hate to see anything “bad” happen to you if you were to try something stupid. Now, Today I have a special assignment for you, but it is different than yesterday. I have some workman coming to the Island to make a few “modifications” for me, so when you hear the horn on the boat as it moors at the dock, you are to lay down on the bed, and attach those manacles to your feet and wrists. The workman will go about their business and will make sure you can get out before they leave. Do NOT speak to them or make any attempt to escape. They have all been informed of your situation and work for ME, so they will NOT speak to you in any way unless they need your cooperation. Understand?”

Steve gulped as he realized his shame would now be broadcast to others as up to now he had not seen another soul on the island other than Gloria. He was also not hopeful that this was a method for possible escape, as he was worried about what these “workman” might do to him when he was naked and helpless.

Even on a more practical note he also worried about how they would all think him a giant fool, letting himself get caught into this situation. When Gloria mentioned that, as a special treat for him, and realizing he might be craving a bit of female companionship, she went to the trouble of contracting with a firm that had hot girls as workers and she giggled at his response as his face turned red.

Steve blushed even harder as he thought about these hot girls looking at him chained to the bed, naked and his cock encased in it’s little plastic prison and obviously laughing their asses off at his predicament. Hearing her speak he knew that this was going to be the most humiliating day of his life.

Gloria explained that he was to do whatever the girls asked him to do and since she would be watching via closed circuit, any failure to comply with their wishes would be punished. He was not to speak to them at all, but only answer questions they might ask. Steve listened intently to her instructions and again, more questions arose in his head. Who were these girls? What sort of modifications were they making? As he opened his mouth to ask, once again the TV suddenly went black, and Steve was sitting alone in silence.

As he did the day before, he had his breakfast and went down to resume his work on the patio wall. It was backbreaking work, and after just a few minutes he was already drenched in sweat but kept an ear out for the boat, not knowing when it would come. He figured he should continue this project and guessed, and he was correct, that the more he “obeyed” Gloria, the better his treatment would be.

As she had the day before, throughout the day Gloria switched on her live video stream from the Island and lost herself in lusty thoughts watching Steve sweat and struggle. The perspiration running down his back and the fact that his man-fur glistened in sweat caused her to squirm in her seat as her juices were running down her inner thigh. Steve’s slavery touched her in ways she could never have imagined.

She was obsessed, and reveled in the fact that whenever she wanted, she could “tune in” to her own little private porn channel, made JUST for her. As she lightly rubbed her clit through her panties, watching Steve lifting the heavy stones up onto the wall, she noticed him stop and look at something on the ground. As he looked around suspiciously, trying to spot the camera outside he picked it up.

Steve knew about the cameras inside the house, but still was unaware that he could be seen EVERYWHERE on the Island, as hidden cameras were dotted all over the island, covering every inch in their scope. Disguised in the trees as coconuts, or on the beach as a rock formation, there was no place he could go where he was unobserved. Gloria knew this, but of course, Steve did not, and when she saw the object in his hand she wondered what he was planning.

The object was a long white feather that must have fallen from a seagull or some other bird. She giggled as she saw Steve run down the path leading to the beach and into a little cove he obviously thought was hidden from her view. Thinking he was out of sight, he started to desperately manipulate the feather under his cock cage.

Gloria gasped as the scene of Steve trying so desperately to pleasure himself made her wetter than she had ever been in her life. That boy was so desperate for release he would do almost anything she thought to herself, and as she watched his display she finally could not control herself or her arousal anymore. As she watched the display intensely she stripped off completely naked and spread her legs wide, putting each foot up on her desk.

Her right hand rubbed light little circles over her nipple while her left slowly curled up into her pussy, using her own fluids to wet the end of her pleasure bud.

Watching Steve’s desperate thrashing in an attempt to get off made her beyond hot and her mind imagined that instead of her hand teasing her clit, it was Steve’s tongue instead. And that tongue was attached to his glorious body, bound, desperate and throbbing; willing to do anything on earth to please her. Reveling in her imagination and frigging furiously, she climaxed almost instantly, the first of many she would enjoy that afternoon.

This show went on for hours and to Steve’s great disappointment the feather did provide a little stimulation, which his cock sorely needed, but it was not enough to get bring him to orgasm. Sweat pouring off of him for hours, he attempted to stroke himself with the feather through the opening in the cage, but all he ended up doing was making himself more desperate and frustrated than before. Finally disgusted and furious he threw the feather to the ground and pounded it with his fist, tears flowing from his eyes as he grabbed his tortured caged cock and rocked back and forth moaning. He ached so bad he could not stand much more and feared if he didn’t get relief soon his sanity would be a casualty.

As he panted and gasped in his horny haze, he heard the horn of the boat as it approached the dock. Jumping up quickly he feared he would be caught outside, and therefore disobeying his instructions, so he ran like a bat out of hell back to the house and quickly shackled himself to the bed. Gloria adjusted some controls on her computer and the camera in his bedroom focused tightly on his balls as she saw him run inside. Grinning she admired the delightful shade of violet they had turned, and wondered to herself what they would look like on Friday.

At the dock four stunning girls got out of the boat all with slightly nervous expressions on their faces. Their boss had explained this unusual assignment to them, and they all wondered what it was all about.

Being the only females at the company, it was odd that they all be sent on the same job together and even odder when it was explained to them how they were to be dressed. All were wearing cutoff jeans and T-Shirts, as directed, and they looked more like they were about to film some sort of beer commercial rather than work on a contracting job.

They had balked at first at the weird requests, as they were contractors not strippers, and were a little worried about what sort of pervert was setting this whole thing up. Once the bonus they were to be paid was explained to them ($5,000) each their worries did not totally dissipate, but their enthusiasm certainly increased.

The lead girl read the work order and said to the others that they had some mechanical equipment to install in the house in the master bedroom. The equipment was to be hooked to the internet on the same system that controlled the cameras, so their electrical and wiring skills were going to be coming in handy today. She didn’t quite understand the comment about how to deal with the occupant who was going to be in the room while they were working. Shelia, the lead contractor had to read the line twice out loud to try and understand what it meant.

“Under no circumstances is the person who is in the room to be spoken to directly or let go.”

Shelia asked the others what they thought that meant and they shrugged. They did agree though that since they were being well compensated for a relatively easy job, and given the fact that their boss indicated that this was an EXTREMELY well connected and wealthy client, they all should just go with the flow and keep their mouths shut despite the obvious kinky shit going on.

Shelia put it best when she said “You know how these rich fuckers are, perverts all! As long as they pay cash, I don’t give a shit what they do on their own time as long as I do not have to do anything freaky myself.” Her sentiment was shared by the other girls, but all were still nervous about this increasingly odd assignment, despite the cash.

As they approached the house however, all grew very very curious about this job and wondered “WHO” it was they were not supposed to talk to. Shelia reserved one note that was entitled “Final instructions - do not open until ready to leave” and now really wondered what kind of crazy assignment this really was.

Her reaction when she entered the bedroom set the tone for the rest of the day.

“OH MY GOD!” she screamed, laughing as she ran out after seeing Steve lying naked, bound and cock caged. One by one, transforming from rough talking contractors into giggling schoolgirls each one entered the room, saw Steve, and ran out laughing hysterically.

Steve’s face burned with shame as his nudity and his chastity belt were exposed to all of them, and as he lay there; face red and panting in humiliation, he overheard them whispering in the other room.

“Did you see the cage on him? I wonder what he did do earn THAT punishment?”

“Da-yum, its a shame he is all tied up. He is packing some fine meat in that little prison.”

“Boy Shelia, do you think we could “play” with him just a little?”

Fifteen minutes of this twittering in the other room went on before the laughter finally drew down as Shelia again took the lead, telling the girls to pull it together and not blow this job. Finally, professionalism overcame erotic curiosity and the girls re-entered and started their work, trying hard to ignore Steve; sprawled naked, balls obviously swelling now with his cock twitching, but otherwise helpless before them.

He said nothing as they worked, but it was obvious they were installing something on the four corners of the bed. The girls said nothing to him as they worked but a few times he (and the girl in question) got a bit embarrassed when she had to stretch over his body to install a certain part and therefore came into close contact with his delicious naked body.

As one of the girls was driving some set screws into the headboard, Steve broke out in a cold sweat and began to shiver as her gorgeous tits dangled just over his face, barely covered by the T-Shirt she had been ordered to wear. If he had been able to, he would have ripped out the manacles from the base and taken her right there but as it was he could do nothing but lay still and suffer in silence as her charms dangled and giggled in front of his ravenous eyes.

Much of the time he tried to keep his eyes closed, as the humiliation of this situation was almost too much to bear. He noticed darting glances at his cock, or longing looks at his body and he was both humiliated but getting even hornier by being put on display.

The girls said nothing, but ALL stole glances at Steve as they worked all day. Far away in Miami, Gloria watched the whole scene on her computer and had to excuse herself several times to go to the bathroom as she was laughing so hard.

Steve was especially interested in the black box they were installing in the celling as this seemed to give them a lot of trouble and all had to work on it at the same time. As he lay there looking up at all of them standing on the bed over him, he throbbed hopelessly below as he lingered his gaze over their long legs and tight round asses.

As they had to stand on the bed to get to the ceiling, they had taken off their shoes, and all of them, either accidentally or on purpose, kept swatting his body with their beautiful, naked feet as they struggled with the box. This action had quite the effect on Steve and as any part of his flesh was touched by them, his cock jerked and his lust inflamed more.

Finally they finished the installation, and Shelia opened the envelope containing the final instructions. Reading them she smirked as she addressed Steve for the first time all day and explained what they (and he) had to do to complete the job.

He was going to have each limb unshackled and then placed in the new contraption they had just installed, one by one. As they took his first wrist out of the shackle they would plalce it between the black bars they had installed on the headboard. As soon as he was inside a click sounded and he immediately felt the two bars slam down and lock him in place.

Shelia called out to the camera and asked if everything was working properly on their end, and Gloria’s voice sounded and said that the system appeared to be working as designed. The contractors then placed the rest of Steve’s limbs into his “new” confinement as each automatically locked all of his limbs in place.

The girls, quite nervous about the overall “weirdness” of this whole assignment quickly gathered their tools and exited without saying anything. Despite being extremely well compensated for just a few hours work, and all quite enjoying the distracting vision of a nude bound hunk in the room, they still wanted to leave. Obviously the client who set this all up was both extremely wealthy and a total freak, and that was a very dangerous combination.

Once they left, the screen lit up and Gloria could be seen on the TV and Steve had to struggle to lift his head to see her from the bed.

“Now, isn’t this better? This new system will allow me to control you a bit better don’t you think. You have been such a good good boy today and performed quite well with all that temptation around you. I bet you would have just loved slamming little Stevie into those girls now wouldn’t you?” she said mockingly. Steve, not a stupid man, remained silent.

“Well, this new system will be good for you AND I believe in giving you a reward. It is going to be the weekend soon, and I HAVE decided to visit you. If you serve me well this weekend, I may even let you out for a bit as I am sure little Stevie wants to stretch his legs, being so cramped up all week.”

Steve gulped hard, but remained hopeful. Bitterly he thanked her for being so forgiving and allowing him to serve her, and added that he hoped he would meet her expectations. The words choked in his throat as he said them, but he knew it was JUST what Gloria wanted to hear.

“Now, to show you I am not a total heartless bitch all of the time, I figured you might want some entertainment tonight, as it must be pretty boring there all by yourself. Nothing to watch on TV, no one to talk to, you must really be bored. So, I arranged for you to have some special TV time tonight. Don’t worry about your shackles. I will release you in the morning, but I thought it best that you be restrained a little extra tonight, you know, so you can enjoy TV night.”

Steve was very worried about this, and wondered what she had planned. When her face left the screen and a movie popped up he groaned as he realized what she new torture she had planned for him. To add to his torment, she was going to play porn all night on the screen and he already started to writhe as he suffered through the first girl on girl action scene that he could not get away from.

Even when he closed his eyes, the slurping of the celluloid pussies and obviously fake but effective moans from the actresses got him hornier and hornier. If he thought his balls ached before, he was wrong as now they felt like they were on fire. Closing his eyes tight to try and block out the erotic scenes he wondered what his testicles were going to be like in the morning.

When he awoke the next morning he was a completely broken man. The porn-a-palozzza that Gloria had played for Steve all night had kept him teetering on the edge of sanity and he had drifted in and out of consciousness all night, waking each time some porn actress moaned particularly loudly or some huge dicked star shot his load all over some girls face. He could do nothing but watch helplessly as the actors on the screen came and came while he of course could not.

His hair was matted and his throat was dry, lips chapped and his whole body twitched and convulsed as the images on the screen burned into his psyche, filling him with an envy that he could almost taste. He struggled uselessly at the new electronically controlled manacles as he pitifully humped the empty air. Finally at 6 am, the movies stopped and once again, Gloria’s face filled the screen.

“Morning Movie Lover!” she sang in her most mocking tone. “Oh, poor baby, it looks like you had a very rough night. Here, let me release you.” Suddenly, the manacles opened and Steve struggled to sit up as he rubbed his wrists. Continuing Gloria commanded “Come over babe, you know the drill”

Sheepishly he took his standard place, seated with his legs spread in front of the camera.

“My goodness Steve, just look at your poor balls” .

Steve glanced down and was horrified at the sight, they were purple like plums, and both were bulging and throbbing with unspent desire. He was in real trouble, and despite the desperate and pitiful sight he knew it presented, he threw himself on the ground groveling in shame. His throat dry and cracking as it broke, he openly pleaded for relief.

“Please Gloria, PLEASE! You can’t keep this up. I can’t take it!!!! Just kill me, but don’t leave me like this anymore! I will do anything, I will worship your feet every day, I will be your personal servant forever but just PLEASE LET ME CUM!!!! To think I can never feel a woman’s touch again, or ever release this aching in my balls, I would rather be killed. Please Goddess, I am your slave to do with as you see fit, but you have to let me cum eventually, or just shoot me in the head now and be done with me!”

After his outburst, Steve, overcome with lust and despair rubbed his cock cage on the floor as he tried to do anything for relief.

A small smile crooked on the side of her Gloria’s mouth at this outburst as she knew she had broken him and reveled in her victory.

“Steve, you have moved me, now stand up and face me. OK, a man without hope is a man with nothing to lose, and that is not a good spot to be in. So, I have a deal for you, a deal you should take.”

Steve looked up, his eyes red, his whole body shaking, but completely alert and hanging on Gloria’s every word.

“I do like teasing you Steve, and I do like seeing you suffer, about that there is no doubt, BUT, I do not intend to keep you from ever having an orgasm again. You will cum,.................EVENTUALLY. But you will have to earn it”

Hearing this he jumped up; hopeful for the first time in days.

“Gloria, anything, anything you want, I will do I mean i I I”

“Calm down, shut up and listen.” She cackled. “You are obviously overexcited now so it best if I do the talking. OK, if you want to earn an orgasm, it will have to be on my terms. Now, this is not going to be easy on you, far from it. I am going to take you to places you don’t want to go, and make you do things you probably don’t want to do, but, I promise you it will be worth it.”

Steve was visibly shaking but suddenly hopeful that some of his ordeal and suffering may come to an end. He was a little concerned about what she was alluding to, but, at this point he would have endured anything just to have the opportunity to finally get off. His aching balls were one thing, but what really was pushing him over the edge was the fear that he would NEVER get to cum again, or to feel the soft round flesh of a woman on his body again. Facing a future without enjoying the female touch or tasting pussy, drinking in her scent would be too horrible to contemplate. If that were to be his fate he would truly rather be dead.

Gloria explained that tonight, after working on the patio wall, he was to lay down on the bed and place his ankles and his left wrist in the manacles, leaving his right wrist free. She would lock him in, but then he would receive a surprise, a surprise that may ease his suffering a bit.

Steve leapt up and dropped to his knees, visibly shaking and clasping his hands together. Gloria said that although she was enjoying tormenting him, she certainly had no intention of ruining her prize pet but that he just had to hold on and endure. Eventually she assured him she would make it all better.

This is the point where the Stockholm Syndrome finally took over and in Steve’s cum denied mind, Gloria was slowly transformed from enemy to friend. His feeling towards her melted from anger to adoration, and in some weird way he felt that they both were on this bizarre journey together.

The rest of the day followed the standard pattern with Steve sweating and straining carrying stones, and Gloria watching his ordeal on closed circuit TV. As evening approached, she went into her office in her house and closed the door. She wanted to make sure no one interrupted her tonight!

Flipping on her live video feed, she let the silk ties of her robe fall open and with her left hand she began to slowly rub her pussy through her panties while with her right she lightly squeezed her nipples and felt her body grow excited, knowing what was to come. She again, as she had all week, enjoyed watching Steve lather himself up in the shower; washing the sweat, dirt and grime of his day’s toil off his incredibly ripped body.

Still dripping wet, as there were no towels in the bathroom, he climbed onto the bed and spread his legs as she had directed, placing his ankles into the manacles. From her desk, Gloria clicked on her computer and the manacles snapped shut.

Steve was obviously nervous, but all day he was intrigued by what she had said earlier, wondering what his “surprise” was going to be and wondering how it was going to relieve his suffering. As directed, he laid down and placed his left wrist into the manacle and it too snapped shut and he was pretty much restrained now, with only his right hand free.

Gloria turned Steve’s monitor on and began to speak.

“Good boy! You have been a very good boy today, and I see you are now properly restrained, just like I asked. Now, I am sure you are wondering why your right hand is free, well, look up baby, and see your salvation coming down to meet you.”

As he stopped watching Gloria and looked up to the ceiling, he saw that the black box that the girls had installed the day before open and a small shelf start to descend on a retractable cylinder. He was hypnotized as he watched it slowly descend, finally stopping mere inches away from his imprisoned cock.

As he looked at it, wondering what this could possibly be all about, he spotted it laying there on the small black shelf, shining and tempting him he saw the KEY!

The look on his face obviously was priceless, and Gloria again took a screenshot to enjoy later.

Steve said nothing but glared at it, visibly salivating but afraid to touch it, afraid that this was another of Gloria’s elaborate ruses to trick and then torture him.

“Go ahead Steve, you can take it.” she ordered and he took the key, and at her further command unlocked the hated chastity cage and placed it on the bed beside him along with the key.

The small table then retracted back into the ceiling, turning sideways and disappearing back into the black box. Steve struggled to keep from immediately grabbing his cock and instantly jack off, spewing all over everything in sight as his cock began to get fully erect as it suddenly found itself free.

Still trapped on this island and completely at Gloria’s mercy, he fought his urges and tried to calm down. His dick however was not cooperating and instantly, once the hated cage was off, it sprang to full length.

Steve exhaled deeply as the tight and constricting cage popped off as this was the first time in days little Steve had been out of his prison, and he was enjoying his stretch. Without even touching himself, he watched as his cock twitched and throbbed finally loose and, as if able to think on its own, looking for action.

“Feel better now Steve? I know little Steve looks much happier. I think it isn’t healthy to be locked up ALL of the time, as we certainly wouldn’t want to damage that impressive piece of meat you are packing. So, as a special treat, and because you have been such a good boy so far, I am going to allow you to sleep at night without your cage on. Now, to avoid temptation, please place your right wrist in the manacle.”

Steve of course had expected this and with a hint of sad resignation he did as instructed. He KNEW Gloria certainly wouldn’t allow him to jack off, and he was sure he would have if left unchained. Even though he now realized he wasn’t going to get the relief he craved tonight, he had to admit some of the tension was abated now that his junk was not all mashed up inside that tiny stainless steel box.

“Now, in the morning, after your little “rest” I will release your right wrist again and you will cage yourself and replace the key on the shelf. But for tonight, I want you to enjoy your freedom, and to help you enjoy it, I have some nice activities planned!”

Steve gulped hard and definitely worried about what sort of activities she planned. He knew she was incredibly creative in her punishments so far, and given her background, and huge wealth, there is no telling what she might be planning.

As he laid there wondering, he heard the gears of the black box kick on and the doors start to open again. This time, rather than the shelf descending he saw something that both terrified and excited him. His cock reacted too and started throbbing and twitching as it slowly descended.

The object he was observing was a steel cone attached to a mechanical arm and as it descended he saw that the inside was completely covered with large white feathers. The feathers were all directed to point inside so that every inch was covered with their tips, creating a perfect vortex of pleasure and torture inside. As it slowly encased his cock Steve moaned loudly as the light ends of the feathers ran down and over his penis and eventually his balls. He was completely covered in the soft velvety objects and every square centimeter of his manhood was completely covered.

The tiny tendrils pushed into the slit of his cockhead, and every nook, cranny and crevice was covered. Visibly panting he heaved now, his chest rising rapidly as just this tiny bit of stimulation was sending him over the edge. As of yet, the feathers had just enveloped him but were still stationary.

“I couldn’t help noticing you have a fondness for feathers Steve” Gloria called from the monitor.

His face blazed with shame as he realized she had watched his shameful (and unsuccessful) attempt at using the gull feather on the beach to get himself off while still wearing the belt.

“Now, here is the deal Steve. I think you need some relief, and relief you shall get. You won’t have a full orgasm of course, THAT you still have to earn, but, this should at least help coax out a little pre-cum out of those yummy sacks and that might take the edge off. Now, if you behave well tonight, you will be rewarded this weekend.”

“I will arrive tomorrow afternoon at 4:00 PM so this should whet your whistle in the meantime. If you perform well, I promise that by the end of my visit we will both get to watch that monster launch off a proper load. I can’t wait actually, as I bet when he finally pops it will be spectacular. The catch though is you have to hold back, hold back until I give you permission. If you obey me properly, I will allow you release. If you fail me, I will make sure it is a LONG LONG LONG time before little Steve ever gets out again. Understand?”

Steve eagerly nodded and braced himself for the ticklish assault. At that moment Gloria activated the cone and it started to slowly spin, dragging the silky and teasing tips agonizingly slowly over every inch of his tortured and denied manhood. This contraption has cost her a fortune as she had her engineers build it so that it would tease it’s victim with just enough stimulation to cause him to leak, but not enough to get him to shoot.

Steve immediately started moaning and thrashing as the sensations were beyond anything he could have ever imagined. Instantly his cock started weeping pre-cum, first in a dribble but by the end of the night in a flood. The feather cone caused him to get hornier than he thought possible, but even this small release of his seed eased his aching a bit, if only slightly.

As he shook and moaned on her screen, Gloria once again retrieved her vibrator and ran it up and down her sopping wet slit, looking forward to tomorrow when it would be Steve’s tongue. She could only imagine how hot and desperate he was now and what he would do to earn his release. She was definitely sure that this weekend would be one that neither she or he would ever forget.

Steve eventually passed out from the stimulation of the feather cone after a few hours Gloria turned if off and it retracted back into the ceiling. As he slept she focused her camera into a tight closeup onto his cock and smiled as she saw the huge puddle of pre-cum that had pooled on his stomach. For a normal guy, this amount would have clearly indicated that he had orgasmed, but she knew this was not the case here. This was all pre-cum and it was magnificent.

As he slept his cock kept on twitching and throbbing throughout the night and he would occasionally jerk and thrust as in his mind he was taking care of business. Sadly for him his business remained sealed up tight in those delicious purple balls.

The next morning he woke and the shelf was hovering right over his cock. Gloria released his right hand and instructed him to lock himself back up and replace the key on the shelf. This was hard and Steve’s hand shook as he tried to force the cage back over his still throbbing penis.

Eventually he got soft enough, and it slipped on and his eyes fused tight as he closed the lock and replaced it on the shelf, watching it retract back into the ceiling in despair. A twinge of sadness overcame him as he stared at little Steve, back in his cage, but tonight was the night Gloria was finally coming to visit and for the first time all week he felt happy.

At 4:00 PM Steve was at the dock kneeling with his head down. He had guessed, and he was correct, that greeting his captor in this position would be appreciated. As Gloria brought the boat to the dock and turned off the motor, the sight of him kneeling naked on the dock pleased her and instantly she felt her crotch start to moisten. As she got off the boat he bent down and kissed her feet hello.

Reaching down and scratching his head she looked on approvingly. Before she could say anything, he picked her up, kissed her deeply, carrying her up the walkway to the house. Gloria was in heaven, knowing that his desire for her was palpable. The heat emanating off of his body felt like a furnace and she felt his body shudder, not from the strain of carrying her, but from his overwhelming desire for her.

Grinning wildly, she laid her head on his shoulder and enjoyed the ride. When they got to the house he gently laid her down on the couch and resumed his place kneeling on the floor. Gloria cooed appreciatively as he started to remove her shoes and was visibly trembling as he held her foot to his face.

This was the first female flesh he had felt in days, and given his propensities, he was like a starving man eating for the first time in months. He inhaled deeply, savoring her scent, and lightly and lovingly licked from her heel to the ball of her foot.

As Gloria moaned appreciatively, he took each one of her toes and swirled them in his mouth, teasing and sucking each one, adoring the feel of her, the taste of her, completely lost and focused only on her.

For an hour he slaved at her feet while she said nothing. Flooding with her juices at this point she craved Steve’s attention elsewhere.

When she instructed him to take her clothes off, Steve teared up, kissing the back of her calf in deep appreciation. She thought to herself how, after just a week, she really had tamed this boy and smiled as she thought “This was going to be fantastic!”

He gently removed her dress and folded it on the chair with her bra and panties soon joining it. With his trembling hands he slowly moved her wet panties down her legs and over her feet as she stepped out of them and he tossed the silky wonders onto the chair. Getting back down on the floor he slowly and deliberately began kissing and licking his way up her long luscious legs, grunting and groaning with each long lick and kiss. He was like a crazy man now, savoring every inch of this Goddess before him, her every moan and sigh filling him with a desire to please her more.

As he passed over her pussy, he still knew how to tease a woman to please her, he took a nipple in his mouth and swirled his hot tongue around it, causing it instantly to harden and twitch under his kisses. Finally Gloria could stand no more and collapsed into a chair before pulling him to her and commanding that he kneel before her.

Spreading her legs wide, she placed each foot on his shoulders and stared out him with an incredible burning intensity.

Steve got the hint and dove into her crotch like a ravenous wolf. His first lick of her pussy felt like warm syrup being poured over her body. His tongue was like fire and in fact his whole body was radiating heat. He was so turned on she could feel it exuding out of his pores, and could even smell it as he was now completely covered in a light dew of sweat, trembling as he lovingly smelled and tasted her.

He slavishly licked and sucked her quivering cunt to one orgasm after another and for the rest of the day her moans echoed throughout the island as he was insatiable. Apart from a brief break for dinner, and the occasional bathroom break, Steve had his whole face in her crotch all day. Never in her life had she had she cum this much in one day, or even a month. She lost count at 30, and as the evening wore on her devoted prisoner showed no sign of slowing down.

Gloria was aching now, but not out of need, but out of sheer sexual exhaustion. Laughing as she gently pushed his face out of her lap, she directed Steve to go into the bedroom and place his limbs in the manacles. As the instructions left her mouth she giggled as she saw him literally run and dive into the bed, his mouth smiling big as his limbs stretched out.

Out of her purse she retrieved three items, one of which as the remote control for the manacles. With a quick push of the button, the tell-tale click of the manacles slamming shut indicated that once again, he was bound spread-eagle and helpless. What was different this time however, was that she was there to experience it in person and not forced to watch it on a computer screen from 90 miles away.

“Looking for this?” Gloria asked as she held up the key.

Steve nodded rapidly and visibly groaned and threw his head back as she unlocked him and lifted the cage away. Like a spring being released from a box, little Steve shot out and to Gloria’s amusement smacked her right in the face. She studied him closely as he lay there panting. Every vein on his cock was throbbing and like the rest of him, he was hot as a bar of steel coming out of a blast furnace.

As she grabbed his penis with her left hand, she just barely touched it with the tips of her fingers, and could feel it throb through her skin. The sounds that came out of Steve’s mouth when she touched him were truly other worldly and she knew she was going to immensely enjoy what was coming.

“I brought something else Steve, something I think you will like.”

He looked up and to both his horror and his excitement he saw the large black feather in her hand.

“Now this will be hard for you, but I want you to make sure you don’t cum yet. I just want to play with you tonight.” Steve closed his eyes tight and grimaced as he braced himself.

The first stroke of the feather on his cock caused his whole body to spasm and shudder and Gloria grinned, knowing that this was going to be most entertaining. He gritted his teeth tightly as she slowly ran the feather up and down his tortured dick, giggling as he struggled, sweat pouring off of his body. As she lightly stroked him she wondered how long he could hold out.

When he woke up on that Saturday morning he was more disoriented than usual. The assault Gloria had waged on his penis with the feather had lasted well into the night, and eventually the stimulation was too much for him and he passed out, the strain of holding back his flood too much to maintain.

As he slowly regained consciousness, he sighed, both a sigh of frustration but also of bliss as his cock was still obscenely hard, having been teased all night, but now that Gloria had fallen asleep on his body it was even harder.

She lay across his chest with her gorgeous breasts smooshed up into his pecs. He could feel her hard nipples throbbing on his body as she breathed heavily and had one foot tucked up under his aching balls while the other was planted at the root of his cock. As she slightly stirred, she moved the sole of her right foot up and gently stroked him, causing a light whimper to escape his lips.

He couldn’t be sure if it was an accident, being that she was asleep, or was due to her being so devoted to blue-balling him that she was able to do it unconsciously. Either way, once again the morning found him bound, naked, helpless, hard and throbbing. A state he was fast getting used to.

As she slowly woke up, aware of his slight stirring and light moans, she kissed him deeply.

“Wow, last night was something wasn’t it?”

Steve nodded weakly in agreement as he felt her hot flesh on his and burned in desire. Her work on him with the feather had sent him into levels of super arousal he did not think physically possible and a few times he had been so desperate and throbbing he literally started to hallucinate. Still remembering her promise to get him off eventually, he hoped that today would be that day. Playfully he began to hump her foot, enjoying the sensations of her silky sole as it rubbed against his hardness.

“Naughty Naughty!” she playfully sang as she suddenly bounded out of bed.

On the nightstand she retrieved her remote control and freed Steve from the manacles. Again he grabbed his wrists and rubbed them as he had been thrashing so wildly the night before he was worried that he may have done permanent damage.

As he stood there before her, cock drooling copious pre-cum onto the floor, obviously desperate and rubbing his wrists, Gloria suddenly walked over to him and cupped his balls in her hand.

“So far you are being a very good boy and you just might get to empty these babies by the end of the weekend after all.”

To Steve’s BIG surprise she then leaned down and lightly kissed the very end of his cock, licking the precum off with her tongue and licking her lips as she looked up at his face and winked. Seeing this he shivered and closed his eyes, overcome with the feelings rushing through his body, he suddenly felt unsteady on his feet and placed his hand on her back as she continued a very very very long wet kiss on his desperate tool.

Standing up straight she looked him in the eyes.

“Now, how about some eggs, and maybe sausage links” she winked, and slapped his ass as he went into the kitchen to prepare breakfast.

Steve had been naked for an entire week now, and had somewhat adjusted to his enforced nudity, but he still did not understand the subtleties of cooking naked. Gloria, now to his disappointment, was wearing her silk dressing gown and giggled from the living room as she watched him twitch and jump as hot grease would occasionally splash on his exposed naughty bits.

“I think I like having a show before breakfast” she laughed as she saw him dance.

They ate together, but he ate while sitting at her feet while she sat at the table. Looking down at his sexy body, sitting compliantly by her leg, she ran her bare foot up his back and ordered him to feed her.

Sitting up on his knees he held the forkfuls of eggs for her to eat that she lightly licked it off of the end of the tines, while simultaneously stroking his balls with her foot. He whimpered slightly, but did not move, desperately hoping she would continue.

After breakfast she told Steve to prepare her bath, and he jumped at the opportunity. He had not used it all week, as he liked showers, but it did look quite luxurious. A sunken marble tub, obviously built for more than bathing, was in the far corner of the luxurious bathroom and was very large, easily able to accommodate at least two people inside. Squatting down he drew the water and salivated as she dropped her robe and stepped inside. Bubbles had been provided by the ample soap he had added and huge billowing foamy pillows of foam formed on the surface of the water.

As Gloria sank down in the hot water she thought about how much she was enjoying her new pet and how well he was trained now. Who could ever have thought, that the guy who so had pissed her off just a week ago would now be her complete and total slave. What a difference a week makes.

When she snaked her foot out of the water, teasingly wriggling her toes in his face, he reached out gently and kissed them, getting soap all over his hair and mouth as he rubbed her silky wet sole over his lips.

She purred again contentedly as he lovingly kissed her foot, and then began lightly massaging the ball of it with his strong hands. Knowing she was hidden under the water, her free left hand stealthily found its way in between her legs and lightly teased her aching clit as she watched him worship.

For the next hour, Steve was her abject body slave as he lovingly ran the soft sponge over her ass and lightly caressed the sweet foamy suds into her breasts. He had gotten into the tub with her to wash her better and the feel of his hard and aching cock on her back, so desperate for relief made her ache as well. The ache that she had now was her need to feel that monster, twitching and desperate, slamming into her.

As she stepped out of the Tub, Steve wrapped her in a huge fluffy white towel she had brought with her. She did not offer a towel to Steve as she said that he should remain perpetually naked, especially in her presence.

“Steve, let’s go outside. I feel like having a spa day, and you will be the perfect spa-boy.”

Like a hungry puppy, he followed her out onto the veranda and watched as she removed her robe and gloriously laid naked in a pool chair. Tossing her towel to the ground, she reached into her bag and fetched some nail polish and an emory board.

“Ever give a girl a pedicure Steve?”

He shook his head no, and Gloria indicated that today would be a good day to start.

“Before that though, give me a massage. You can find the oil in my bag”

Kneeling on the towel, he poured the warm oil into his hands, rubbing them together with his large strong palms and began her massage. It was incredibly difficult to keep from grabbing her and taking her as he was incredibly turned on, not just by the constant denial and teasing, but by the sight of her beautiful naked body, so enticing laying there. His hands shook as over the next hour he slowly and deliberately massaged every inch of her.

His firm strong fingers worked out every crink in her back and legs, and her ass (and tits obviously) got special attention. As she groaned and sighed in appreciation of his work on her body, she flipped over on her back, exposing once again those gorgeous curves, and again stuck her foot right in his face, grabbing his nose with her oily toes.

“I think I am ready for my pedicure now”

Steve again, knelt down, and began to paint her toes and he dutifully sucked and kissed each one before painting it. As he worked on her feet Gloria lightly stroked his hair and purred like a contented kitten. When he was done, he took them into his hands and brought them to his face, blowing them dry with his hot breath.

Gloria was squirming now, and in a move that surprised them both she grabbed his head and slammed it into her crotch. He did not have to be told what to do next.

As was the case the day before, Steve inhaled every inch of her, lightly nibbling on the folds of her labia, gently kissing the inside of her thigh, darting his tongue just right on the tip of her clit, sending her to heights of arousal she had not experienced before. For hours he ate her out, his face caked in her nectar, his back scarred with the marks from her nails as she dug into him as she sailed over the edge of bliss time and time again.

Finally she whispered into his ear and told him to take her back into the house, and to get onto the bed and assume the position. Steve bounded up the walkway carrying her in his arms while running at full speed. He was a man possessed as he thought to himself that this was finally it, he was finally going to be allowed to cum.

As he set her down in the chair in the bedroom, he leapt onto the bed, happily spreading himself wide and waiting for the tell tale click of the manacles automatically closing. The shit eating grin on his face amused her greatly and with a quick press of the button, Steve was again restrained.

“Now Steve” she began softly. “Tonight is a big night, but it is not THE night!” As the look on Steve’s face went from ecstasy to despair, she secretly wished she was still back at her computer and able to take a screen shot as this would definitely have been a keeper.

“But TOMORROW might be.” She added and Steve grinned again, although more warily now.

“I want you in me Steve. I want to feel all that built up heat on your cock slamming into my cunt. I want to scream and wail as I grind my gushing pussy all over it, up and down up and down. But most of all, I want you to hold back. I do NOT want you to cum.......YET. If you can hold back tonight, and I know it will be hard, I not only will get you off tomorrow, I will get you off BIG TIME! You will have all of this backed up cum boiling out of you all over me. Would you like that Steve?” Steve obviously nodded yes, but opened his mouth, which she closed with her toe.

“But, if you slip up and cum in me, and I really can’t stop you if you do, it will be the last cum you have for a LONG LONG TIME. I will put your cage back on and I will pack up and leave tonight. When I am no longer pissed, I may come over and tease you, but I certainly will not let you enjoy an orgasm. It may be a few months, it may be a few years, who knows, it may be never.”

Steve began to shake. “Please Gloria, don’t do that. I want to obey you, I really do, but I am afraid. I am afraid that once you are pounding on me I will lose control and cum by accident. Please, please just let me just eat you out, anything... Please don’t lock me up forever... Please!!!!”

“Now Steve, I am not THAT heartless of a bitch. When you feel you are about to cum, just tell me, I will get off immediately and let you cool down. BUT, you better not cheat. If you make me get off of your cock, I better taste some sweet sweet precum on little Steve’s head, or else you will suffer.”

“ I promise Gloria, I promise...” he babbled as she slowly crawled up onto the bed.

As she hovered above him, Steve really started to sweat as he SO wanted to plunge into her, and the thought of his cock, so teased and denied finally being able to feel her sugar walls around him obviously excited him greatly. Despite have long had the ability to control the timing of his own orgasm, he really was worried that in his present state he would not be able to control himself.

Teasingly she slowly started to descend, and little Steve, unworried about the consequences, seemed to grow longer, stretching up to meet her as she slid down towards his shaft.

As the tip of his cock first touched her warm wet slit, he cried out, sounding like he was in agony, but it was an agony of pleasure. She made sure that her descent was long and slow, taking him into her body mere centimeters at a time. As she felt his mammoth cock slowly fill her up, it almost felt like he was on fire and she could feel his heartbeat coursing through the veins on his shaft as her wet walls gobbled up his meat. He was hard as granite, and her honey cave had never felt so full.

As she was stretched out by his member, she gushed more of her nectar all over his stomach as the tip of his cock stabbed into her G-Spot. Only 45 seconds into fucking, and she was already moaning, squirting and writhing like a mad-woman. For Steve this was delicious torture, the warm wet sticky sensation as her pussy slowly enveloped him was beyond words.

His constant denial and teasing had made him exceptionally hard and sensitive and he was almost crying in frustration as he started to thrust upwards, watching her gorgeous tits flop in his face as he drove his penis deeper and deeper into her warm wet darkness.

For her part, she was hosing him down like a firehouse with her juices, squirting and soaking him with every stroke. Thirty minutes into their session, she started to grind hard and deep on his bone, enjoying driving it deeper and deeper into her than ever before. As he drove into her, she bucked and rode him like a rodeo driver, alternating between leaning down and biting his neck, and grinding her pussy in little circles on the tip of his cock.

Steve was in heaven and his eyes rolled back in his head. He was shrieking now, yelling incoherent nonsense and as she felt his legs starting to go stiff, and his body start to shake, she knew he was close.

Finally he screamed. “Stop GLORIA Stop!!! I am too close, please STOP NOW!!!!”

With an evil grin on her face, Gloria ground down a little harder on him for emphasis, feeling his body tense and his cock start to throb. As he gritted his teeth and started to involuntarily shudder, she slowly got off of him causing his throbbing and tortured cock to flop out onto his stomach with a loud wet splat. So close and yet so denied as Steve exhaled deeply.

Sitting up and watching him thrash, she felt more of her juice gush out onto the bed by witnessing such an erotic sight. Leaning down close, Steve could feel her hot breathe on the tip of his cock and as he continued to shake and groan, a tiny bead of pre-cum oozed out of his slit and coated the purple head of his plum.

Gloria smiled at the sight and extended her tongue and just touched it, the bead disappearing onto her burning wet tongue as it was absorbed into her red flesh.

“Bingo!” She grinned as she licked her lips.

Looking down at the destroyed mess that now was Steve, she whispered in his ear. “Sleep well Slave, tomorrow is going to be a big day for you.”

As he slowly woke up he realized this morning was going to be different than the other mornings this week. For one, his cock was still free, and he was of course completely erect, but this morning he was awoken by Gloria sitting seductively at the end of his bed. She had a look on her face that was very intense yet also was loving.

Smirking, she stretched out her feet and gripped his cock with her soles that she had already oiled up. Steve gasped and threw his head back as her hot feet began stroking him and he whimpered. The night before had been both incredible and horrible and the feel of his denied cock sliding into her wet, soft, warm cave was exquisite. But the fact that he had to hold back and deny himself an orgasm was a torture worse than anything.

He had so wanted to pump out his seed, having been slowly building up in his balls, into Gloria’s inviting pussy but did not want to release too soon and earn her wrath.

The devious and beautiful Gloria had actually made HIM an accomplice in his own torture through her mind games. Her threat still ringing in his ears the thought of being denied release forever and never again feeling the soft touch of a woman was a fate worse than death and he would do anything to avoid that fate. This morning was different however, and he remembered how the night before she had promised him relief today.

He gasped again as her beautiful feet gripped him tight and he shivered, so desperate to shoot.

“Steve, you have done everything I asked and have performed beyond what I ever wanted, and now it is time for your reward. I know last night was hard, but you gloriously passed my test. You not only denied your own orgasm for me, but you didn’t cheat! Your sweet pre-cum tasted delicious, but today is different. I want you to CUM, so don’t hold back, pump your seed baby, shoot off your load!”

Steve was delirious. As he lay there twitching, the slow and steady assault on his cock from Gloria’s soles having the desired effect. He felt his balls tighten, his legs stiffen and his breathing become rapid. Finally he emitted a huge groan, a groan made more poignant by the days of denial and teasing he had suffered.

Finally, he could hold back no more and shot rope after rope of hot boiling cum all over Gloria’s delicious toes as he screamed out an otherworldly moan into the morning air. He nearly wept in joy as he felt his seed shoot out of his aching blue balls and relief finally was his as he emptied his bulging sacs.

Gloria reveled in the feel of his sticky load coating her toes and smiled at her victory. She had done this. She had turned this player, the man who a few weeks ago had a different woman every night, into her own toy. Steve was no longer the alpha male he once had been, but he was a slave, a slave to Gloria’s body to do with as she saw fit.

As he released, so exhausted by his torment, but so joyful to have the aching need met, he blurted out “Gloria, I I I love you”.

Gloria grinned even wider now as it was obvious that Steve was truly hers and she had completely won. Lifting her cum soaked and dripping toes to his lips, he knew what he had to do without her asking and began to lick them clean of his spunk.

“Steve, this is the first of many releases you will have today. You have been a good slave this week and have earned them. Sadly though the weekend is almost at an end and I will have to cage you before I leave for the mainland.”

Steve said nothing as he licked and sucked her toes, lost in the feel and taste of her skin, as part of him was shocked that he was eating his own cum off of his Mistress’s toes. A look of sadness formed in his eyes as he heard Gloria mention leaving, and of course he knew that meant the return of the hated cock cage, and Gloria took notice.

“Don’t be sad Steve, I will be back and if you obey me as well for the next few weeks as you did for the last, you may even get a BIGGER treat than shooting your load on my toes, one that will make your sufferings worth it.”

Still licking and sucking, her words caused him to pause and he looked up at her with inquisitive eyes. Gloria almost broke out into hysterics as she saw his own cum dripping from his lips as she continued.

“My 3 best friends from college are coming in next month to visit and haven’t made plans yet, but they all love coming to Miami. Perhaps.........we could all have a Tropical Island visit? What do you say Steve, think you could handle FOUR women teasing you for an entire weekend?”

His dripping smile at the thought was bigger than ever, and Gloria had her answer. Steve would do ANYTHING she commanded now and then some. His conversion from Player to Bitch was complete and both she and he knew it, and he did not care. His whole function in life now, and one he embraced fully, was only to satisfy Gloria and obey her every command completely. His conversion to his life of nude permanent slavery was complete.
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