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Chapter 1

“When will you be back?” I asked Josh.

“Not much after ten” he answered.

“Great, I’ll wait up for you” I smiled back at him.  He kissed me and looked at my flat mate “See you later Kirsty.”  She smiled at him and went back to the lounge.  We kissed properly then and he opened the door “See you Chloe,” and with that he was gone.  It was about 7:30, I had two and half hours to get ready for him.  This would be a night to remember for us both.

I’m 19 and I live with Kirsty, my best friend.  We’re both students in England.  Josh is my boyfriend, he’s older (a post grad) at 26.  Josh and I have been together for about a year, since a drunken party in my first year.  Kirsty and I shared a room in first year (and when drunk we’d shared more than one long lingering kiss), so she got to know Josh pretty well too.  The flat is Kirsty’s, her parents bought it for her and I live in the smaller room.  Josh stays over most nights – I’m lucky that Kirsty doesn’t mind, and the flat is old with very thick walls.

I had a plan for when Josh returned.  He’d forgotten of course but it was one year since we’d first slept together and I wanted this to be the last time he forgot that.  I went back to the lounge and watched TV with Kirsty for an hour or so before announcing that I was going for a bath.  In the bath I washed my long dark hair and shaved my pits, legs and pussy (not that there’s much hair anyway, it’s not been long since I had it waxed).  Back in my room I did a quick time check – just gone 9.  I had about an hour.  I dried my hair and left it loose over my shoulders.  I got out the mirror and applied my makeup.  Next was the important bit.

About a month ago I’d been using his laptop and I’d tried typing in www.paypal.com but, as soon as I got to www.p up came Pornhub as a suggested completion.  WTF?  Was I not enough for him?  And, wasn’t he bright enough to use an incognito window (hell, I did).  His porn history was all hardcore BDSM.  This was new to me, I wanted to hate him and end it but instead I watched it for nearly an hour and masturbated and fuck, I came so hard.  I wanted be just like one of the girls in his videos for him.  Nothing would be off limits and I wouldn’t say no to anything he wanted.  Truth be told, I spent so much time masturbating to the videos in his Pornhub favorites (he used the same email address and password for virtually everything) I almost wore my wrist out, imaging myself as one of the girls being abused in the videos.  He seemed to have a real favorite of throat fucking a girl and punishing her when she gagged.

To say I was nervous when I pulled the box of sex toys out was an understatement (thank you Amazon, so much easier than going to a sex shop).  I put a whip out on the desk (I hoped he wouldn’t have to use it) and set to work.  First my makeup, he always said that less was more, but most of the videos he was watching the girls were so heavily made up (have you ever googled porn stars without makeup, it’s a revelation).  First the foundation, a deep layer to smooth out my complexation.  It’s not that my skin is bad, I just want to look like a porn star.  Next the liquid eye liner, I’ve never used this before so it’s a bit trial and error but I end up with teardrop eyes with subtle blue eyelids.  Deep red lipstick that should come off round his cock in a nice ring and some blusher complete the look.

Next the nail varnish – deep red on my finger nails and toes should look the part.  Quick time check – I’d got about 10 to 30 minutes left before Josh should get back.  I slipped on my dressing gown and went to put the door on the latch.  Not much of a risk, he knows the key code for the building and there are only six flats in the block.  I was pleased that Kirsty wasn’t in the lounge, she must have been in her room. 

Back in my room it was time for the bondage gear.  First I put on wrist and ankle cuffs.  They are made from soft leather with adjustable fasteners.  No padlocks – I wasn’t prepared to go that far on a first attempt.  I put them on nice and tight and tested the hooks.  They were going to work.  Next was the slave collar.  This was easy to put on and fasten into place.  What was hard was to move the buckle to the back of my neck and leave the ring hanging down in front.  When I’d managed it I clipped in the leash and let it dangle down.  I breathed in deeply as the cold metal touched my body.  At least Kirsty kept the flat warm.

Next I took up a pen and paper and started to write:

Dear Josh,

I saw your browsing history and . . . well, look at me.  I’m here to fulfill your fantasy.  Tonight I will be whatever you want, I will not say no and I will obey your every order.  I’ve loved watching your favorite videos and my throat is ready for you.

Your slave for the night,

Chloe xxxxx

Shit, he could be here any time.  Not much to do.  I knelt down in front of my armchair and fastened my ankle cuffs together.  I tried to pass the wrist cuffs under the ankle cuffs and fasten them, but I couldn’t do it.  I tried for 5 minutes without success.  Fuck, there were 2 choices.  One, don’t bother and 2 ask Kirsty for help.  I wanted this to be perfect for Josh so there really was no choice.  I unfastened the ankle cuffs, slipped on my robe (making sure to adjust it high so the collar was covered) and walked out of my room to find her.  She was in her room.

“Hi Kirsty, can I come in?”

“Sure.”

“I need your help.  There’s no time to explain but I need you.”  She started to talk but I spoke over her.

“Kirsty, Josh has a fantasy where by a girl is naked and tied up kneeling before him ready to be throat fucked.”  Kirsty started to move and opened her mouth “I don’t have much time, he’ll be here soon.  I’ll fill you in tomorrow.  Will you help me?  Please?”

Kirsty looked at me, her long dark hair covering most of her face.  She didn’t speak for several minutes. 

“Please Kirsty, he’ll be back soon.  I don’t need much from you, it will only take a minute.”

She breathed in and out and then nodded slowly.

“Thank you so much,” I smiled “come through to my room please.”

I explained what I needed from her and she agreed.  I stripped off and knelt down.  She stared at my naked shaven body for a moment before she secured my ankles and wrists behind my back.  Looking at me she smiled.  “One more thing . . . . slave.”

Fuck, she’d called me slave.  Kirsty sat on the chair with me kneeling before her.  She picked up the bright red lipstick and started to move it on my chest, above my tits.

“I’m going to label you.”

When she’d finished she held up a mirror.  She’d written “SLAVE” on my chest in bright red lipstick.  We locked eyes and she moved closer, our mouths barely inches apart.  Kirsty spoke to me

“Josh is going to love his night.  I’ll listen out for you, to make sure you’re OK.”

“The walls are very thick Kirsty.”

Kirsty smiled, “Not as thick as you might think Chloe.”  What did she mean by that?

She extended a finger and licked it, before placing it on the base of my neck.  She slid it up my throat, over my chin and into my mouth.  I closed my lips on it, trapping it in there.  She leaned closer in and our lips met, kissing.  We’d kissed before after drinking once or twice, but this was new, more sensual.

Kirsty pulled back and looked at me.  “Have a great night Chloe, I’ll be listening.”  And with that she stood up, placed my note on the chair.  She had found the blindfold and slipped it down over my eyes.  I felt her mouth next to my ear and she whispered to me “When he asks, you set this up yourself, understand?”

I didn’t say anything, then there was a sharp pain in my nipple.  Fuck, she’d just squeezed it.

“Understand?”

“Yes Kirsty.” I replied.

“Good.  Have a great night.”

She released her grip on my nipple and I heard her leave the room, closing the door softly behind her.
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I’d lost track of time, maybe 10 minutes passed, maybe an hour before I heard Josh come in.  He’d been drinking.  I heard him use the toilet before he came into my room.  The door opened quietly, I guess he thought I’d gone to bed.  He stepped into the room then I heard him stop dead.  From where he was he could see me kneeling naked in front of the armchair, blindfolded and the word slave written on my chest.

“What the fu . . .” he said, his voice getting quieter with every syllable.  He walked in and closed the door behind him.  I heard him move to the note on the chair.  He picked it up and I heard him open the sheet.  He must have read it twice, three times before he spoke to me.

“You found my porn history then Chloe?”

“Yes.”

Next thing I knew my left tit was in agony.  He’d brought his hand down hard onto it and it hurt like nothing I’d ever experienced before in my life.  I started to speak and he slapped my face, hard.  My head moved to the side.  I decided to be silent.

“First things first Chloe.  As my slave you address me as sir, do you understand?”

“Yes sir.”  Josh was slurring his words a little, how much had he had to drink?

“If you forget I will hurt you.  I’ve read your note, I intend to hold you to your word.  You will serve me for the night.  Anything I want, right?”

“Yes . . . . sir.” 

“Just in time Chloe.  Two seconds slower and I’d have had to slap you again” he added.

Jesus, this was exciting.  He was going to treat me like a girl from one of his videos.  I couldn’t wait.  He pulled the blindfold off and our eyes met.  He ran his fingers through my hair and then sat in the chair, our eyes still locked on each other.  I knew what he wanted and moved my head towards his cock bulge.  Josh put his hand on my head and pushed me back.  I looked at him quizzically.

“Show me you want my cock.  Beg for it.”

“Please sir, please may I suck your cock?  Please sir?”

He slapped my breast again, not as hard as last time.  “You want it more than that girl.”

“Please sir, please may I suck your cock?  I’ll accept any punishment, obey any order but please, PLEASE may I suck you magnificent cock?  Please sir, please?”  Fuck, I was begging like a dirty whore and I meant it.  I was desperate to take his magnificent cock into my mouth.  “You can thrust it as deep as you want, I’ll swallow your cum, whatever you want but please let me suck your cock . . . . sir.”

“Alright slave, you can start with my ass.”

His ass?  WTF?  There was no way I was doing this.  Josh stood up and dropped his trousers and pants.  He sat back down and edged forward.  He opened his legs and raised his ass.

“Eat my ass Chloe,” he ordered.

“No.” I said back.

Josh looked at me and opened my note.  He started to speak.

“I will not say no and I will obey your every order.  Remember writing that do you Chloe?”

“Yes, but I didn’t think that this was what you would want.”

Josh took a deep breath and picked up the whip.  First he raised his hand and brought it down hard onto my breast, once, twice and then a third. 

“That’s twice more you forgot to address me correctly, slave.”

“I’m sorry sir.”  My breast was in considerable pain now – there was bound to be a bruise in the morning.

He held the whip under my neck, forcing my neck up, our eyes meeting.

“Chloe, either suck my ass, tell me to leave or accept that I’m going to whip you, and then you’ll suck my ass, your choice.  And by the way . . . ” and with that he leant back and used the whip on me, once, twice, three, four, five, six times.  Jesus, the pain as it curled round my back.  I screamed in pain as the whip bit into my tender skin.

“So what’s it to be Chloe?  Suck my ass or should I leave?”

This was his night.  I’d chosen to do this.  I couldn’t back out now.

“Please let me suck you ass sir.  Please.  I’m sorry I hesitated before.  Please punish me later for it.”

“I will, if you insist.  But for now, get your tongue into my ass.”

“My pleasure sir.”  He was treating me like a dirty little whore and I loved it.

And with that I pushed my head forward and ran my tongue up his thigh and gently licked his asshole.  There was a vague taste of shit but Josh rewarded me with a gentle groan.  He placed his hand on my head, forcing my tongue further up his cheeks. 

“That’s it Chloe . . . that’s it.”

I pushed deeper, pushing my tongue up his asshole.  He took his hands off my head and placed them onto his cheeks, pulling them apart.  I responded by pushing my head further in, my nose jammed against his ass, my tongue wiggling inside his hole.  He placed a hand back on my head and with the other started to wank himself.

“My cock’s dry, get it wet.  You may not lick it yet, you I’ll have to work harder for that reward.”

I pulled my head out of his ass and spat onto his still swelling dick.  I kept spitting until he was wet enough and I started licking his ass again.  I moved my head up, licking all the time until I was close to his balls.  “Please my I suck your balls sir?” I begged.  “Please sir?”

His hand was still in my hair and he twisted my head up until our eyes met.

“Suck them, slave.” He commanded.

“Thank you sir,” I replied and licked one of his balls, before taking it into my mouth, using my tongue all the time.  I closed my lips as much as possible sucked for all I was worth, making little groaning noises to show how much I was enjoying it.  And fuck, I was loving the way he was treating me.  I tried to move one of my hands to my pussy but they were still secured behind my back.

He kept gently wanking his cock with me alternating between his balls until he pulled me off and looked down.

“OK Chloe, you’ve earned it.  You may suck my cock.”  I started to move but he held me back.  “And make sure you take it nice and deep.”

“I will sir.  Thank you sir for letting me suck your cock sir.”

I started at the base of his dick and ran my tongue up the full length of his seven inches before circling his helmet and taking the tip into my mouth.  Josh lay his head back in delight as I sealed my lips around his cock and took him deep into my mouth.  I got three, four and about five inches into my mouth before he hit the back of my throat.  I did this for a couple of minutes, but it wasn’t quite what I wanted, nor I suspected what Josh wanted either.

I was right, he pulled my head off and stood up.

“Not good enough Chloe, nowhere deep enough.”

“I’m sorry sir, I am trying sir.”

He walked behind me and unclipped the arm and wrist restraints.  He grabbed my leash and pulled on it, dragging me on all fours to the room door.

“Kneel there, legs apart.”

“Yes sir.”

I watched Josh as he went back to the desk and picked up the whip.  He ran it slowly over my body.  He didn’t speak, but the threat was there.  He lined his cock up with my mouth and I opened wide.  This was what I fantasied about, he was going to fuck my mouth.  I placed my right hand on my cunt and started to rub my clit.  Jesus, I was wet.  I pushed 2 fingers into my cunt and waited for him to start fucking my mouth.

And with that he pushed slowly but firmly into my mouth.  He held my head still and pushed until I gagged, I started to twist my head but he held it firm, before he pulled out.  Spit dripped out of my mouth and down my chin onto my tits.  There was no respite and Josh started to fuck my mouth hard, showing me no mercy when I gagged.  I struggled to breathe as he used my mouth, tears were pouring out of my eyes and down my face, shit, my makeup must be streaming.  I kept gagging, trying to take more and more, my hand was moving swiftly over my clit.  I placed my other hand onto his ass and pulled, drawing him deeper into my throat. 

My own excitement was building, my orgasm was close.  I tried to hold it back, this was supposed to be all about Josh but I couldn’t last any longer.  My legs closed, crushing my hand into place as my orgasm ripped through my body.  Josh didn’t care (I’m not sure he even noticed) he just kept pounding my mouth.  He pulled out and wanked himself.

“Beg for my cum Chloe . . . beg for it.”

I breathed deep and started to beg.

“Please sir, please cum for me . . . cum on my face sir.  Please sir, I don’t deserve your cum but please may I have it?  Please sir.”  I kept begging as he looked at me

“I’m cumming . . . holy fuck, I’m cumming.”

I heard him grunt and groan in pleasure as his cock exploded.  He pulled back and kept wanking himself as he came, shooting his load all over my face, into my eyes and hair.

“Holy fuck Chloe, that was awesome.” He yelled.  He bent down and grabbed my neck, pulling me up to my feet and pushed me towards the mirror.  I couldn’t believe the look, I had cum dripping down my face, and my black eyeliner was running down my cheeks, my lipstick was virtually gone.  The writing on my chest was illegible, there was a growing bruise on my left tit where he’d slapped me repeatedly.  I turned to the side, there were red lines where he’d used the whip on my back and side.

I looked like a dirty whore, a girl who’d been used and abused without a thought.  And I loved it.

I turned to face Josh.  He smiled at me and picked up his phone.

“Get on your knees Chloe.”

I dropped to my knees, opening my legs wide.  He took photo after photo of my cum drenched body.

“Eat the cum Chloe.”

I used my fingers to pick up as much as I could, keeping my eyes locked on him as I sucked it all off my fingers (prior to tonight I’d always pulled away before he came in my mouth, from now on I knew I’d be swallowing everything I was offered.

When I’d swallowed it all he ordered me onto the bed. 

“One more thing,” Josh added, “Get my belt.”  I went pale but obeyed his order, “You begged to be punished earlier, are you ready for this?”

“Yes sir . . . please punish me sir.”  And with that he brought his belt down onto my ass a dozen times.  I screamed and cried as he hit me.  I was still crying when he put on my robe and went to the bathroom, ordering me into bed.  When he got back he climbed in next to me and I snuggled up to him.

“Goodnight Chloe.”

“Goodnight sir.”

And with that we went to sleep.
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I awoke in the morning, my head was more than a little groggy.  Six pints on a Wednesday, shit I should know better.  And then fuck, oh hell, it dawned on me how I’d treated Chloe.  I’d whipped her, thrashed her with my belt and hit her.  I panicked, what would happen?  If I was lucky she’d just ditch me.  Realistically I was looking at a court appearance.

I looked down, she was lying next to me, her arm draped over me, her head resting on my shoulder.  She didn’t look that annoyed.  I picked up my phone, oh God, I’d taken so many pictures of her. 

I rolled her off and slipped out of bed, Chloe was a heavy sleeper.  She still had the slave collar on her neck.

I slipped on her robe and went to the bathroom then into the kitchen to make coffee and think.  Kirsty was there, she smiled at me and we exchanged pleasantries.  I’d always fancied Kirsty, if I wasn’t with Chloe I could happily be with Kirsty, with her athletic toned body.  She was wearing her robe, it was more open than you’d expect.

“How was your night Josh?” she asked me.  What had she heard?  Kirsty walked towards me and handed me a coffee.  As she moved her robe opened up more, revealing most of one of her breasts.  She leaned in close and whispered to me “These walls aren’t as thick as you might think . . . sir.  And how do you think Chloe got tied up like that for you . . . sir.”  And with that she was gone.  Jesus, Kirsty must have helped Chloe get ready.  She knew.  And she’d heard everything.

I drank the coffee, poured another for me and a fresh cup for Chloe and went back to her room.  She was sitting up, her breasts exposed, the left one looking heavily bruised.  She’d removed the slave collar.  Fuck, I must really have hurt her.  She saw me looking at it and smiled.

“Don’t worry Josh, you can do that to me whenever you want.  It was the best night of my life.”

I was amazed.  We sat on the bed and drank the coffee.  We wouldn’t do that every night, but we sure as shit would do it again.


Chapter 2

I couldn’t believe it when my roommate Chloe had asked me to tie her up for her boyfriend to enjoy.  She’d been up against her door, on her knees having his cock forced in and out of her throat.  I’d been kneeling on the other side of the door, listening and masturbating.  I could hear her cry and gag, there had been cruel sounds as Josh had hit Chloe.  Initially I’d been outside her door ready to step in if he’d gone too far, but at no point had she asked him to stop.  More to the point it seemed like she’d asked him to go further.  As I knelt outside their door I’d got excited and started to masturbate.  I’d cum just seconds after Chloe had, our heads couldn’t have been more than three inches apart, just separated by the thin piece of wood.

I’d stayed there listening as Josh came, as Chloe begged him to cum on her and she later accepted him caning or whipping her (I couldn’t be sure).  I’d sneaked back to my room later and heard him come out to the bathroom.  Then I’d pulled out my dildo and masturbated again before falling asleep.

In the morning I was up first and put a pot of coffee on.  I spoke to Josh, carelessly letting my dressing gown slide open so he could see my breasts, and he had spent a good time looking.  Then I dropped a bombshell on him, I’d told him I’d heard everything and liked what I heard, before walking out.  I’d speak to Chloe later after Josh had left.

Josh left just after eight, as a post grad he had a job to go to.  Chloe and I didn’t have a lecture until eleven.  I poured two more mugs of coffee and knocked on her door.  I didn’t wait for an answer and just walked in.

Chloe was sat up on her bed in her dressing gown.  I smiled at her, put the mugs of coffee down on the bedside table and got up onto the bed next to her.  I turned to her and pulled my legs up kneeling.  Chloe hesitated before assuming the same position, both of us in loose fitting dressing gowns and as far as I could see nothing else.  I spoke first.

“So Chloe, how was your night?”

I didn’t expect her to open up immediately, I suspected I’d have to reveal how much I’d heard through the door before she’d tell me everything.  And I was right, slowly I dragged the details out of her about how he’d slapped her for not addressing him as sir, how he’d fucked her mouth up against the door and finally how he’d whipped her.  I was getting excited listening to as I dragged the details out of her.  I didn’t have to tell her I had been just inches away from her.

When she’d finished I reached out and put my hands onto the belt of her dressing gown.  She looked down as I loosened it and then looked at me.  Chloe started to open her mouth to speak.  I put a finger on her lips and she closed her mouth.  I returned to opening her gown, pulling the belt slowly until it was undone.

Next I opened her gown slowly, folding it back to slowly reveal her body.  I rolled it back off her shoulders and down her arms until her breasts were free.  We both looked at them, her right breast white and creamy, her left breast turning purple from where Josh had slapped her.  We both stared at it for a few minutes before I stretched out my right hand and cupped her bruised breast.  Both of us were breathing deeply now.  We’d kissed in our first year over a drunken game of spin the bottle (then again back in our room) but this was a new level.  I held it for a moment, neither of us speaking.

I raised my eyes to look at her and she returned my gaze.  With my left hand I reached out and took hold of her right wrist.  I lifted it to my gown and slipped her hand inside it, making her hold my breast.  She’d been watching her hand move under my control, I took my hand off her wrist and placed it on top of hers, on the outside, my robe between our hands.  I squeezed my hand gently and Chloe’s hand responded, closing on my breast.  I massaged her hand a couple more times before I let go and I was rewarded with Chloe continuing to manipulate my breast, her fingers gripping my nipple gently.

I looked back at her, it took a couple of moments before she returned my gaze and we smiled at each other, still not speaking.  I leaned forward until our lips were about a centimeter apart.  I wanted Chloe to take the next step.  I didn’t have to wait long before she closed the gap, our lips meeting.  I moved my hand to the back of her head and tilted it to one side.  Our mouths opened and our tongues met.  I started to massage her tender breast, making sure to stay very gentle over her heavy bruise.

I grabbed her hair and pulled her back slightly, Chloe opened her eyes and looked at me.  She smiled again and I ran my tongue down her chin, flicking it down her neck until I got to the gap between her breasts.  Chloe wasn’t resisting so I moved to her unbruised breast and licked it, circling it gently, and moving inwards to her nipple.  I stole a glance upwards, she was looking down at me.  Very gently I flicked with my tongue.  Her nipple reacted instantly, springing up hard.  I couldn’t resist it and took it into my mouth and sucked gently.  I heard a little moan of pleasure from Chloe, I smiled internally before moving over to her other breast and suckled her other nipple.  I broke off after another moan of pleasure, kissing my way back up her neck before nibbling her earlobe then returning to kissing her lips again.

Chloe broke off the kiss this time and she started to work her way down my body.  I grabbed her head and pulled her up.

“Not now Chloe . . . not now.”  Chloe looked at me quizzically.  “Tonight, you and me.”  I paused for maybe ten seconds and leaned into her ear.  “You, me and Josh.  I want him to treat me like he did you.  And I want to fuck you.  Have done since the first day we met.”

“I never knew.”  Chloe paused “Do you think Josh would be up for it?”

I smiled and then we both started laughing.  What man wouldn’t want a pair of hot submissive teenagers, willing to do whatever he wanted?  We lay down on the bed next to each other and talked, kissing occasionally.  We decided to not fuck there and then, we’d wait until that evening when Josh came round. 

We got up and showered, we did have lectures to go to.  In the afternoon we skipped studying and went into town to go shopping for some gear for the evening.  Chloe had some submissive gear but I needed to get some for me (well, for us both).  Chloe texted Josh to tell him to come round for 7pm.

Back at the flat we laid out everything that we’d bought on a side table (collars, cuffs, whips, clamps – I went to town on my credit card) and then we covered the lot with a throw (didn’t want to make it too obvious for him).  Chloe prepared his favorite meal and we got changed, we avoided sexy underwear and went for something that we both might wear for a night in watching the TV, so lounge pants (Chloe chose shorts) and a t-shirt for us both.  We had a plan for when he arrived.

The bell rang just before seven and I went to let Josh in, Chloe stayed in the lounge waiting for him.  When I opened the door I took a good look at him, trying to get a sense of how he was feeling.  Judging by the huge bunch of flowers not that great.

“Hi Kirsty, is Chloe in?” he asked.

“Yes she is . . . sir.” I replied in a haughty tone of voice.

Josh rolled his eyes.  “Look, Kirsty, about last night . . . I was . . . drunk and may have got a bit carried away.  But it’s between me and her.  Could you give us five minutes please?”

“Yes . . . sir.”

He rubbed his eye and chin and the started to speak, but gave up.

“I’ll just wait outside dressed like this should I then, sir?”

“Kirsty . . . fuck!” And with that he walked past me into the flat.

I smiled and walked out of the door, leaving it on the latch.  I think I’d played it right, he was alarmed and must have thought it was all over for him and Chloe.  I stood in the corridor for five minutes or so before I walked back in.  I was expecting there to be a change!

When I walked into the lounge Josh was sat on one of the large chairs, Chloe was kneeling in front of him.  I looked at the pair of them, took a deep breath and walked over to Chloe’s side and knelt next to her.  I turned to face Chloe and she looked at me.  We smiled at each other and kissed, long and lingering, our tongues entwined.  I made sure that we changed sides frequently, breaking off – after all, this was to show Josh that we were serious about this.

When we stopped kissing we turned to face Josh.  Chloe spoke to him.  “Sir, Kirsty and I have spoken and we would both like to be your slaves for the night.  Whatever you want sir, we will obey.”

“Within limits sir,” I added, “we have a safe word – vanilla cheesecake.”

“Command your slaves, sir,” finished Chloe.

Josh threw his head back and stared at the ceiling, gently rolling his head from side to side.  Then he sat upright.

“I’m hungry.  Get in the kitchen Chloe.  Cook for us all.”

“Yes sir.”  And with that Chloe stood up and turned round.  She left the room, leaving me alone with her boyfriend.  Josh studied me for a moment, then leaned over to me.  He reached out his hands and grabbed my tits through the thin material of my T-shirt.  I smiled and let out a small groan – more for his satisfaction than any pleasure I was getting.  He was encouraged and grabbed a little firmer – too firm really.  In a normal situation I would have asked him to ease off, but I’d agreed to be a slave for the night, and slaves shouldn’t say no.

He twisted my nipples through the material, it was quite painful.

“You like this do you then, you cock tease?” he asked.

“Yes sir, I love it sir.  Please do whatever you want to my breasts sir.” I replied.

He laughed again and sat back, releasing his grip on my body.

“Get me a glass of wine Kirsty.”

“Yes sir,” I said and I headed for the kitchen.  Chloe was a great cook, she was making a Thai green curry.  She’d made the rice and was reheating it in the microwave, the veg had just gone into the sauce and it would be ready in less than five minutes.  She hugged me when I went in and we kissed again before she returned to the stove.  I poured Josh his wine and returned to his side.

“Your wine sir,” I said as I offered him the glass of wine.  He took a sip and leaned back.

“My feet are sore Kirsty.  Massage them please.”

“Yes sir.”

I removed his shoes and socks and started to rub his feet.

“I’ve got some foot lotion sir.  Shall I get it for you?”

“Yes please Kirsty.”

I scuttled out of the room to get the lotion.  I was back in under a minute and I started to rub it into his feet.  I alternated back and forth between left and right feet as Josh watched the TV, drinking his wine and enjoying my touch.  I was pleased that he hadn’t just ordered a blowjob or something, I wanted this to last a while (as did Chloe). 

Eventually Chloe came in with a big bowl of rice.  She made several trips bringing the cutlery, plates and the bottle of wine.  Josh moved his feet away and walked to the head of the table.  I followed him and sat at one side.  Chloe sat at the other side.  He looked at me.  “Kirsty, why not remove your shirt?”

“Yes sir.”  I removed my shirt, revealing the small white bra I had on underneath.  Josh leaned over and pulled the shoulder straps down over my shoulders, leaving it just hanging over my body.  He placed one hand on one of my breasts, inside the bra and turned to Chloe.  She smiled at him and nodded, indicating that this was OK.  Then they kissed for a moment.  Josh sat back and smiled again, “fuck, no one will ever believe this,” he said to no one in particular.

Chloe poured the wine for us all and we ate, mostly in silence.  The three of us drank two bottles over dinner.  When we’d finished I was ordered to clean up while they sat and chatted.  When I’d finished I joined them on the sofa.  I noticed that the small side table was still covered so I lifted the blanket from it.  Josh’s eyes were drawn to the toys, he stood up and lifted up item after item, smiling like a kid in a sweet shop.  Finally he picked up one item, they looked like a huge pair of handcuffs with a chain about 2 feet long between them.  They were designed to go on our necks.

“On your knees slaves.”  Josh ordered.

We obeyed and dropped to our knees.  He fastened one end round Chloe’s neck and the other round mine.  Next he used the handcuffs on Chloe’s wrists and a second pair on mine, securing both our arms behind our backs.  Next he put a third pair of cuffs on me, just above my elbows, drawing my arms in tightly.

“Entertain me girls.” He ordered.  We took that as a signal to start kissing each other, again, mouths open, swapping sides, making sure he could see what we were doing.  Both of us had our hair up in high ponytails, out of the way.  Josh reached into his pants and started to play with himself.  After a while he stood up and picked up a riding crop from the table.  He ran it over my body, I was getting scared but I think that was the point for him.

Next he took up a pair of scissors and cut through my bra, revealing my tits.  He then slid the same implement up the front of Chloe’s t-shirt and bra, leaving us both semi naked.  We were still kissing and he grabbed one of my breasts and Chloe’s now black and blue breast.  She made a small noise at the pain in her tender tit.  This just made Josh smile.

He ordered us to stand and then removed my pants and Chloe’s shorts.  Neither of us were wearing panties.  We’d also visited a wax bar that afternoon and were smooth and hairless.  Josh ran 2 fingers along each of our pussies.  I was already soaking and judging by Chloe’s response to his fingers, so was she.

“Down on the floor, kiss each other’s tits,” was his next order.  We lay down and rotated, the chain at our necks was just long enough to allow us to kiss and suck on each other’s breasts.  I could feel my nipples engorged with blood under Chloe’s tongue and she licked and sucked me.  I responded in kind.  Josh removed his trousers and underwear, revealing his huge erection. 

“OK, enough, now it’s time to pleasure me,” he ordered.  He released my arms from their restraints and we got to our knees and edged over, our movements restricted by the chain on our necks.  Chloe started to lick his balls so I went for his cock.  I licked it from base to tip, up and down.  Josh placed one hand on each of our heads and threw his head back in delight.  After a dozen trips up and down his cock with my tongue it was time.  I opened my mouth and sank my head down onto his thick cock.  I got about five inches down before it was at the back of my throat.  I moved up and down, fixing my eyes on his chin.  After a minute of my attentions I raised an arm up onto his face, I wanted him to watch the next part.

When he was looking at me, our eyes fixed on each other, one of his balls in Chloe’s mouth, I took him to the back of my throat and held him there, then I opened my throat and very slowly pushed my head down until his entire cock was buried in my face and throat.  My nose was up tight against his skin, full of his pubes.  I held him there, never taking my eyes off his, never blinking.

Josh couldn’t help but speak, “Holy fuck Kirsty, that’s amazing . . . fuck . . . ”

I held him there for as long as I could before pulling all the way off.  I took him into my hand and grabbed Chloe’s head, placing our heads on either side of his cock.  We started kissing, his cock between our mouths, our tongues working him as we kissed.  We held hands, his cock between them as we wanked him slowly up and down.  How much longer could he last before he came?

Not long, within seconds he started to buck his hips.  We knew what was coming and we turned to face him as he blew cum over our faces, all over our tits.  He blew eight or nine times, covering us both with cum.  Chloe and I didn’t speak to each other, we knew what to do and started to maneuver to lick his hot cum off each other.  We didn’t swallow any of the precious stuff.  When we both had a mouth full I lay on my back, mouth open and Chloe dripped all the cum she’d gathered into my mouth.  I then rolled her over and dripped it slowly into her open mouth.  I stole a glance at Josh, his eyes still wide open, gently wanking his cock.  I picked up the keys and released Chloe’s arms from the cuffs so she could play with me and move more easily.

After we’d snowballed ten or so times Chloe pulled me to my knees and we kissed, making sure we both had some cum.  We turned to face Josh and both opened wide, showing him his load.  Then we held hands and swallowed.

Josh couldn’t speak, he was too excited.  Chloe whispered in my ear “Don’t worry, he’ll be good to go again in minutes.”  Josh just nodded and fumbled on the table for the keys, never taking his eyes off us both.  When he found them he released the neck restraints so we could move more easily.  Then off came the arm and wrist cuffs.  Next Josh ordered us to the floor, in a 69 position.  Initially I lay on my back, I expected that Chloe wanted Josh to fuck her in that position but she rolled me over so I was on top. 

My face was inches from Chloe’s pussy.  Christ, I’d wanted to do this since that drunken party when we’d kissed but never knew how to ask her.  I was so nervous.  Chloe however had no such nerves and I could feel her tongue caress my upper thigh before running it along the soft folds of my pussy.  I couldn’t put it off any longer and with that I returned the favor, slipping a finger into my best friend’s hole before pulling it out and sucking it.  Then I inserted a second and started to lick the sweet juices of her cunt, flicking her clit softly.

Josh moved behind me and I heard him whisper to Chloe.  I don’t know what he said but I heard her reply “Please sir, please fuck Kirsty.  I want to eat your cum from her cunt.”  I felt a pair of hands on my ass then I was slapped, hard several times.  Next I felt something thick on the edge of my cunt.  Slowly Josh pushed his cock into me, while Chloe continued to lick my clit.  I kept finger fucking Chloe and licking for all I was worth.  Josh held me and started to fuck like a man possessed, his balls bouncing and slapping against me.  This was unbelievable, a thick cock pounding me, a tongue on my clit.  I didn’t last long before I was close, I started thrusting my hips back, trying to take more and more of Josh into me with each thrust from him.  I stopped licking Chloe, lost in my own senses as my orgasm approached.  This was overwhelming and I started to cry as orgasm after orgasm went through my body.  I sank my nails into Chloe’s thigh, trying to grab her as Josh kept pounding me.  Behind me I heard Josh yell out, “I’m going to cum . . . I’m going to cum.”  And with that I felt Josh’s cock starting to spasm in my cunt.  He stopped moving as he came, but I was still cumming from Chloe’s tongue on my clit.  She hadn’t cum yet so I started pushing my fingers back into her and found her clit again with my tongue as my orgasms finally subsided.  Chloe started to speak.

“Oh God, please, please, I’m so close, Kirsty, please . . . oh God, yes, yes, YESSSS!”  Her cunt contracted on my fingers, crushing them in a vice-like grip as she came.  She was holding me so tight I couldn’t extract my fingers.

Then I felt her tongue again, she was good to her word and was eating Josh’s cum from my pussy.  I pulled my fingers out and pushed myself up, grabbing her tits.  She squealed a little but I didn’t loosen my grip on them, not even the bruised one.  I was making the most of this and I was going to cum again.  It didn’t take me long as I forced my cunt down onto her face.  I had my head back in pleasure, my eyes closed.  I'd forgotten that Josh was in the room.  I felt his hands on my head and I opened them to see his still hard cock level with my eyes.  I opened my mouth wide and he sank it straight in.  I gagged when it hit the back of my throat but he kept pushing until it was past my gag point.  Then he started fucking my throat hard.  I came again almost immediately.  I wanted to shout and scream but with Josh using my mouth all I could do was gurgle and cough.  I put my hands to his ass and pulled hard, holding him in, preventing me from breathing to intensify my orgasm.  When I stopped cumming I let go of Josh and he pulled out, still hard. 

I climbed off Chloe’s face and lay down next to her on the soft, cum stained carpet.  Josh lifted her ass up and started to fuck her gently.  Chloe and I kissed, I put and hand to her cunt and started to rub her clit.  Soon Josh was fucking her hard, Chloe bucking against him under our combined attentions.  Chloe soon broke off our kissing and started talking.

“I’m going to cum . . . fuck, I’m going to cum again, oh god YES, YES, YES!”  And with that she climaxed.  I held my hand still and Josh pulled out of her and started wanking.  It only took him seconds to start to cum again, shooting over Chloe’s flat stomach, some of his cum reaching her tits.  Three times in 30 minutes, wow!

I ran my tongue down Chloe’s toned body, licking up the cum and swallowing all of it.  I placed my face just above her cunt and opened my mouth, Josh re-inserted his now shrinking member and sucked my friend’s pussy juice from his cock.  Chloe placed a hand on my head and we lay there like that for a while, before we separated.

Josh made us both kneel in front of him and he put slave collars on us both, re-enforcing our status.  We held hands as he did this.  I looked at the clock, shit, only 8:45pm.  Josh saw me looking and smiled at me.

“Plenty more where that came from Kirsty,” he said.  I smiled back, as did Chloe.  She spoke first.

“I can’t wait sir.”  She turned to me and we kissed again.


Chapter 3

I could barely believe what was happening to me.  After I’d hurt my girlfriend Chloe so badly during drunken, abusive sex, I’d turned up the next day with flowers, fully expecting to have the relationship at the very least ended, or more likely have the police take me in for questioning.  Instead she’d told me she enjoyed it and her roommate had come in to join us.  Now both girls were kneeling in front of me, naked, with thick leather collars on their necks, ready and willing to obey my every command.

I’d already cum three times that night, but I was sure I’d be able to cum again, at least once.  Nights like this don’t come along very often, if ever, and you’ve got to make the most of them when they do.  The girls were looking up at me, waiting for an order.

“Chloe, get on your hands and knees, your sore tit towards me please,” I ordered her.  She smiled at me.

“Yes, sir.”

When she was in position I raised my legs up and placed them on her back.  Chloe was now my footstool, she’d be in this position for quite a while.

“Kirsty, pass me the short belt and the whip from the table.”

“Yes, sir,” she purred at me.  She quickly gathered the items from the table and offered them to me, before resuming her position at my side.  I ran my fingers through her dark hair.

“Now suck my cock.”

“My pleasure, sir,” she replied.

And with that she moved her expert mouth over my shaft and popped it into her mouth.  Chloe was a great cock sucker, she could do it for ages and never complained, although until yesterday she always refused to swallow.  Kirsty, however, was in a different league.  Chloe would gag when I got about five inches into her mouth, Kirsty could take my full length straight down until her nose was full of my pubes.  And she held me there with no regard for herself.  Fuck, she could hold her breath for a couple of minutes.  It was fantastic.

She started slowly, taking my limp dick into her warm, wet mouth and sucking very gently.  She was quickly rewarded with a pulse in my dick as some blood entered.  Fuck, I’d just cum less than 20 minutes ago and here I went again.  Kirsty started to move her wonderful head up and down, cupping my balls with one of her hands.  With her other she reached out and held her friend’s bruised tit.  My cock responded to this with another pulse, I’d be hard in minutes. 

Chloe moved a little, turning her head to watch.  I picked up the long whip and brought it down on her ass.

“Keep still slave,” I ordered her.

“Yes sir, sorry sir,” she replied.

“And you,” I said to Kirsty, “suck my asshole.”

“My pleasure, sir” Kirsty replied and popped my cock out of her mouth.

Unlike Chloe who had to be persuaded (hurt) yesterday before she’d do it Kirsty had no such inhibitions.  She licked my balls before placing her hands onto my butt cheeks and pulling them apart.  I moved down the couch to help her.  Kirsty pushed hard with her tongue and she was straight into my ass, delving and dipping her tongue in and out, she was moaning with delight, well, more for my benefit.  I raised my legs off Chloe and ordered her to suck my dick.  She moved quickly to take me into her mouth.

Poor Chloe, she was trying hard but as my dick hit the back of her throat she’d gag and spit would fall from her mouth, over my balls and down to Kirsty who was still sucking my ass.  This was bliss.

I let them do that for a few minutes before I ordered them to swap.  Their heads met at my balls and Kirsty paused, she placed out a hand to stop Chloe from moving and Kirsty then popped one of my balls into her mouth.  Chloe took the hint and took my other one into her mouth.  Kirsty was the more adventurous, there was no doubt, she placed a hand onto my thick shaft and started to wank me, Chloe joined in a moment later.  Kirsty then put her other hand onto her friend’s cunt and started to rub her.  Chloe moaned in pleasure and seconds later returned the favor.  Both girls had their eyes locked on mine as they rubbed each other, wanked me and sucked my balls.  I just threw my head back and enjoyed the ride.

They soon stopped sucking me and resumed their original orders, Kirsty deep throating me and Chloe pushing her tongue into my ass.  Kirsty had had to stop playing with Chloe but Chloe kept fingering her roommate.  I sat up a bit and took Kirsty’s tits into my hands and squeezed, far harder than you would with a normal girl, but then I don’t think that Kirsty was a normal girl.  Her breathing was starting to get deep and she was groaning.  She was close to cumming.

I took one hand off her tit and placed it on her head, pushing my cock all the way down her throat.  I spoke softly to her.

“I’ll release you after you’ve cum, not before.”

She couldn’t reply but she heard me.  She placed a hand on her clit and started to rub, Chloe speeded up her fingers sliding in and out of Kirsty’s soaking wet hole.  It didn’t take long, under a minute before Kirsty’s body was in spasm.  I could feel her jaw moving, she desperately wanted to clamp it shut but my thick cock was forcing it open. 

Her orgasm went on and on, I held her there for another minute before I released her.  She pulled off immediately and drank in lung fulls of air.  Chloe kept sucking my ass.  When she came down Kirsty placed her mouth level with my dick and locked eyes with me.

“Thank you sir, that was incredible.”

I smiled and reached to take a handful of Chloe’s hair.  I pulled her up by it, she yelped in pain.

“When you can deepthroat me like that you’ll get to cum like that,” I told her.

“I’ll practice every day sir.  And hopefully Kirsty can teach me?” was her response.

“I’ll do what I can Chloe,” replied Kirsty, “but sir, you’ve not cum yet.  What about you?”

I’d cum three times in the last hour, my balls were already aching but she was right.  I could cum again, but it wasn’t going to be easy.  I cast my eyes over the table of toys.  I knew that Kirsty’s family were rich but even so, how much had she spent yesterday?  I didn’t even know what half of the things on the table were, but fuck, I was going to have fun finding out.  I stood up, pushing the girls to the side and went for a closer look.  I picked up a few items and walked back.  Both girls were on their knees looking at me.  I threw a spreader bar to the floor.

“Stand up Chloe.  Put that on Chloe, Kirsty.”

“Yes sir,” came the inevitable reply. 

I watched in delight and both girls scrambled to fit the cuffs to Chloe’s ankles before attaching the bar.  This forced Chloe’s legs about 30 inches apart.  Next I had Kirsty insert a ball gag into Chloe’s mouth.  Third was Chloe’s wrists, I added cuffs to them.  I ordered Chloe to the door, making her face out into the room.  I opened it slightly and put a door jamb in and secured it to her wrists, lifting her arms high above her head.  The doors are huge on this old house and Chloe was forced to her tip toes.  I admired her naked body, she was unable to speak or move.  The final touch was a pair of nipple clamps which went through the ring on her collar, lifting her tits.  The chain was quite short, I imagine that this must have caused her a reasonable amount of pain.  But that was the point.  Since yesterday I realized that something I enjoyed was hurting a girl, and if I was going to cum again the girls would have to experience some pain.  Fuck, they’d bought this gear.

I stood back to admire my handy work.  I ran my hand over Chloe’s firm teenage tits before slapping them.  She made a strangulated noise through the gag.  I smiled and moved away.  In the absence of any other orders Kirsty was once more on her knees.  As I approached her she opened her mouth, expecting to take my cock into it but I held back.

“Go stand next to Chloe,” I ordered.

“Yes, sir,” she replied and stood up.

I studied the girls.  They could pass for sisters, with the right makeup maybe even twins.  The only real difference were the red whip marks on Chloe’s ass and her heavily bruised left tit.

“Kirsty, I want to hurt you.  I want to make you look like Chloe.”

Kirsty looked at Chloe’s body.

“I’m not sure, sir,” she stammered, “You can start, but I may use my safe word.”

“Of course,” I smiled back evilly, “but here’s some motivation for you.  If you ask me to stop I will.  But what I’ll do instead is give any remaining blows to Chloe, but double them. And she won’t ask me to stop, will you?”

Chloe couldn’t speak of course, but she shook her head.

“And I think her body’s had enough, don’t you?”

Kirsty looked at Chloe and nodded.

“Ready?”

Kirsty swallowed, looked at Chloe and softly said, “Yes sir.”

I picked up my belt.  To make her more scared I ran it over her body.  She did well, barely moving (barely breathing).  I ordered her to stand, bend at the waist, hold her knees with her ass facing her friend.

“12 to your ass,” I informed her.

I brought the belt down hard into her tender flesh.  She did well and didn’t start crying until the seventh blow.  She took them all without complaint.  Next I picked up the whip.

“Six to your back,” I informed her.

Again, she kept crying but she took the blows.  I stole a glance at Chloe, she was transfixed by the scene in front of her.  My dick was harder than it had ever been, I was ready to blow.

“Finally you tit.  Stand up and face Chloe”.

Tears flooding down her face, she straightened up and faced Chloe.  I slapped her tit eight times, leaving 20 seconds between each blow to maximize her suffering and anticipation.  She screamed after each blow, tears flooding down her face.  I couldn’t take it anymore and moved to Chloe, pushing my dick straight inside her tight pussy.  I mauled her tits, crushing them as I fucked her.  It only took me a dozen thrusts before I came in her, yelling in delight.

As my cock softened I pulled out of her.  Kirsty had stopped crying and was close by, she opened her mouth and sucked my cock as it started to contract.  When it was clean I pulled out and pushed her head into Chloe’s pussy.

“Chloe deserves to cum” I said to Kirsty.

Kirsty put her head into her friend’s slit and started to lick, eating my cum from Chloe.  Chloe started to moan and thrash about on the door under Kirsty’s expert tongue.  When she was close I put my hand to her collar, my head close to hers.  Our eyes met as she slipped into orgasm, her body contracting as much as possible, Kirsty’s head stuck between Chloe’s legs.  I kissed Chloe over the top of the gag.

I stepped back to admire Chloe’s face.  She was pretty.  I reached down to pull Kirsty up.  The two girls were face to face.  Kirsty’s face had tear tracks on it, her left tit was red (it would bruise overnight) but she smiled at Chloe and I.

I left Chloe where she was and dragged Kirsty to the couch.  I lay on it with Kirsty between my legs, sucking my cock (soft and flaccid as it was) and flicked on the TV.  It was just gone nine.  Absent-mindedly I wondered who was in the worst position, Chloe tied to the door or Kirsty sucking my cock for the next hour?

When the show ended I let Chloe down from her position and removed the ball gag.  Half of me wanted to leave her there all night, but that would mean me spending all night in the lounge and I needed to use the bathroom.  I removed the gag and she closed her jaw tenderly.  Next I let the girls use the bathroom – I attached a short chain to their neck collars keeping their heads about six inches apart and sent them on their way with orders to clean their teeth and give their cunts a quick wash.

It took them 15 minutes to come back, it can’t have been easy for them.  I had them kneel in front of me again.  I looked at them, reveling in their hot, naked, nubile bodies.  Despite everything I’d done to them both they’d come straight back and assumed a submissive position in front of me.  I could get used to this.

“Well then girls, who wants to cum again?” I asked them both.

They smiled back at me, Chloe speaking first.

“Yes please, sir,” she replied.

Kirsty was a moment slower.

“Only if you do, sir.”

My god, how submissive was this girl?  I thought.  When the three of us ate Kirsty would always tidy up; when Chloe and I sat on the couch she’d sit on the floor.  Fuck, she must always have been like this but not known how to say it.

“OK, but I’ve cum four times already.  It won’t be easy for me . . . which means it won’t be easy on either of you.  If you understand me?”

They looked at each other.  Kirsty spoke first.

“Whatever you need sir.”  Chloe just nodded her agreement.

“OK then.  Get the belt, the candles and all the ropes and meet me in Kirsty’s room.”  They moved to stand and I barked back at them, “Stay on your hands and knees.”  And with that I left to go to Kirsty’s room.

I’d only been in there once when the girls showed me round after they’d first moved in.  It was a huge airy room overlooking the garden at the back of the flats.  Kirsty had a huge four poster bed, there was easily enough room in it for the three of us.  However, tonight I wouldn’t be sleeping in it, and I doubted either of the girls would get much sleep.

When the girls came into the room (it took them quite a while) I got them to put everything on the bed, bar the belt.  I released their necks and had them suck my cock, balls and ass until I was hard again.  There was a fair amount of them kissing and licking each other, just for my entertainment, not for their pleasure.  When I was full hard I had them sit back.

“One of you is in for severe short term pain, the other long term suffering.  Choose.”

Neither spoke for a moment so I started bringing the belt down onto their tits, alternating and making each blow harder than the last.  After four or five each Kirsty spoke.

“Severe short term please sir.”  She yelped again as I gave each of them another blow.

“Don’t wait so long to answer me again.”

“We won’t, sir” they answered quickly.

“OK, Chloe on the bed.  Legs and arms wide apart like a star, head at the foot of the bed.  Face up.”

She scampered quickly into position.  I took four of the ropes and secured her wrists and ankles to the bed posts, pulling the ropes tight, restraining her and holding her in place.  I tied another rope to her hair, pulling it up into a high ponytail at her crown.  Kirsty was watching, interested in what was going on.  When she was secure in an X pattern on the bed I ordered Kirsty up onto it, to lie on top of Chloe, face down with her head buried in Chloe’s pussy.  Next I repeated the ties to secure her in place.  I took more of the rope and tied Chloe’s arms to Kirsty’s legs in two places, then repeated the ties round Kirsty’s arms and Chloe’s legs.

When they were totally secure I picked up two of the candles and lit them.

“You literally asked for this Kirsty,” I said and climbed up onto the bed, my balls dangling near Chloe’s mouth and my dick at the entrance to Kirsty’s pussy.  Unasked Chloe started to lick my balls.  I let the hot wax build in the candles before dripping it onto Kirsty’s back.  She screamed out in pain.

“Fuck that hurts . . . sir” she added, just in time.

“Your pain is going to get me off,” I told her, “and why aren’t you licking Chloe’s cunt?”

She hesitated for a moment before speaking again.

“Then please hurt me sir.  And sorry sir, sorry Chloe,” she said, starting to suck her friend.

I thrust into her inviting wet hole in a single thrust.  Kirsty gasped and then shrieked as more wax hit her back.  I kept thrusting and dripping, her screams exciting me more.  Chloe could hardly breathe but she stuck to her task of licking my balls when she could.  I kept at it until half the candle had worn down then I blew it out and threw the end away.  I picked up the belt.  Kirsty wasn’t breathing much, she’d stopped screaming but she had guessed that something else was coming.

I pulled out of her cunt and instead lined my cock up with her ass.  As soon as she felt it she started begging me not to fuck her ass.

“Use your safe word if you don’t want to be butt-fucked,” I told her.

She didn’t speak so instead I went for it.  I pulled her cheeks apart, lined my thick shaft up and pushed hard, just getting the tip of my dick in.

“Ow, fuck . . . you bastard . . . sir,” she added, lifting her face from Chloe’s pussy.  Chloe gasped as Kirsty stopped licking.  She quickly started again.

I pulled back, leaving just the very tip inside her and started to thrust.  With every thrust I’d get another few millimeters of my dick in her.  I spat onto my dick/her ass several times for lube.  When I’d got four inches in I went for it and started to pound her.  She started screaming, then moved to moaning.  I looked down, Chloe wasn’t able to reach my balls and was now licking her roommate’s clit.  I started to bring the belt down on Kirsty’s back, knocking the wax off.  The pain she must be suffering must have been intense, but not once did she use her safe word.

She kept up her attentions on my girlfriend’s pussy and soon Chloe was cumming loudly, thanking Kirsty for her orgasm.

I looked at her hands, she was grabbing Chloe’s legs tightly and moaning loudly.  She was close to a climax.  I held mine back, enjoying the sounds she was making as pain and pleasure mixed in her.

“I’m going to cum sir . . . please sir, please fuck my ass sir . . . hit me sir . . . fuck me hard please sir.  Sir . . . please, I’m going to cum.  Please sir, please may I cum?  Sir, please?  Please sir?”  She was begging me.

“You can cum.”  And with that she came hard, digging her nails into Chloe’s legs so hard that Chloe winced in pain.  That set me off, my fifth cum in three hours.

“Oh God Kirsty, fuck yess!” I screamed as I came in her ass.  I stayed there for a few minutes before pulling out swiftly.  This elicited a cry of pain.  I looked down at Chloe.

“Open wide girl.”

Two days ago she would have refused to suck my shit covered dick, yesterday she would have done it after being whipped. Now she just opened her mouth, I pushed as much in as I could.  Chloe gagged loudly as I hit the back of her throat, but I didn’t let up and I pushed in and out, getting my dick clean.

When I was satisfied it was clean I pulled out.  Much as I wanted to fuck her mouth again there was no possible way I could cum again tonight.  I looked at my girls as I got off the bed.  Chloe was looking at me, Kirsty couldn’t see me until I walked round the bed and pulled her hair.  I leaned over and we kissed before I let go.  I took the rope I’d tied into Chloe’s hair and pulled it hard, lifting her head up from the bed.  I pulled it until her face was jammed into Kirsty’s cunt, just millimeters away.  Then I tied the end to the bed head.

I stopped to admire my work.  I picked up the belt and slapped the side boob each girl was showing, getting a yelp from them each as a reward.

“You may suck and lick as much as you want, but no talking.  Do you understand . . . slaves?”

They both hesitated for a while.  Kirsty spoke first again.

“Yes sir.  Or should I say yes Master?”

Master.  I liked that.  That’s how a slave should address their . . . owner.

“You may call me Master.”

“Thank you, Master” said Kirsty.

Chloe spoke second.  “Thank you, Master.  I won’t speak.”

I picked up the duvet and folded it in half, placing on Kirsty’s back (no need for them to be cold), turned out the light and went to the other room to sleep.  I doubt that either of my slaves would get much that night.


Chapter 4

This was the worst night’s sleep of my life.  I was tied to the bed, a limb fastened to each post of the bed.  My legs spread wide and my best friend lying on top of me, her arms tied to my legs and her legs tied to my arms.  Her face was buried in my pussy and my face held in her pussy by a rope pulling my head up.  God knows what time it was, I couldn’t see anything other than Kirsty’s cunt.  We’d been told not to speak and we’d obeyed that order.  I’d not slept one wink, I had no idea if Kirsty had either.

Josh, my boyfriend, scratch that, three days ago he was my boyfriend, but things had changed.  Now I was bound and had a thick leather collar round my neck.  I’d been whipped and beaten and now I called him Master.  Yes, he was my Master and I was his slave and my best friend, Kirsty, was the driving force.  She must have always liked Josh and now we were both his.  I’d do anything for him.

The lights came on and I blinked in the sudden light.  Josh must have come into the room.  I couldn’t see but I heard him cross the room and climb onto the bed.  My head fell down onto the bed, he must have released the rope holding my head up.  It felt incredible to not have my neck bent and be pulled by the hair.  I didn’t get much chance to relax, Josh climbed off the bed. He didn’t speak, just forced his cock into my open mouth.  He pushed straight in to the back of my throat.  I gagged and heard him laugh.  I closed my lips onto his dick and he held my head in place.  I closed my eyes and accepted that my mouth was his to be abused.  And I was loving it.

Kirsty must have guessed what was going on, she’d started to lick my cunt.  As Josh pulled back a bit I spat out the saliva building in my mouth.  I heard him laugh again and he thrust back in, to my gag point again.  I started to gag and he just held his cock there, before pushing again.  There was nowhere to go, I couldn’t move my head, my body was locked in place and he just pushed.  I was gagging badly but he didn’t stop and just forced his cock down.  I felt his balls over my eyes and his pubes in my nose.  I had just truly deep throated him.  He held his dick there.  I started bucking, trying hard not to puke.  I was getting excited as Kirsty kept sucking me.

Josh pulled back but kept his thick shaft in my mouth.

“Ready?” he said.  I couldn’t answer with a word but I just made a noise that confirmed I was ready.  Ready for what was the question?

I didn’t have to wait for long.  Before he’d pushed slowly but now he knew I could take it he just pushed hard and fast in and out of my throat.  I was gagging as he pushed his full length in and out of my throat.  I gagged and spat my saliva out as he used my mouth as a cunt.

Kirsty kept licking me and I was close.  I held my orgasm back, it was important to me that Josh came first.  It wouldn’t take him long.  He took one hand off my head and started slapping Kirsty’s ass.  She yelped with every blow but didn’t stop licking.  I heard Josh yelling.

“Fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum . . . yes . . . YES . . . YESSS!” and with that he pulled back filling my mouth with his cum.  I took that as my cue and I started to cum.  I gripped Kirsty’s legs.  I wanted to scream, to clamp my mouth shut but Josh’s, no, my Master’s cock prevented that from happening.  The presence of him in my mouth, still cumming just intensified my orgasm.

“Don’t swallow,” he ordered as he pulled out. 

He knelt down and looked at me.  He slapped my face gently and the stood up.  He started to remove the ropes from our arms and legs.  It took him about 10 minutes to free us both.  As Kirsty climbed off me it felt incredible to be released from her weight.  I sat up on the bed and started to rub my wrists and ankles.  I felt a blow on my back – Josh had just used the whip on me.  I turned round to look.  Kirsty was on the floor kneeling at Josh’s side.  Fuck, that was what he wanted.  I got off the bed as quickly as my stiff limbs would allow and knelt next to her.

“Better,” he said, “now share the cum.”

We turned our heads to each other and started to kiss.

“This is fucking awesome,” he said, “OK, make sure you both have some cum and stop kissing.”

I pushed some of it back into her mouth and we stopped, turning back to face our Master.

“Follow me,” and with that he left the room and went to the bathroom.  We followed him, both silent as we had mouths full of his spunk.

“Get into the shower,” he ordered. 

The plumbing in this flat is ancient, when you turn the shower on the water comes out freezing cold for about a minute until the hot water arrives.  We got in and fell to our knees on the cold hard surface.  He looked at us.  We all knew what was coming.  He reached in and turned on the shower.  The ice cold water hit our bodies and I shook in pain. 

“Stand up when it’s warm,” he ordered.

We stayed there until the water went hot.  It felt fantastic as it ran over my stiff, battered body.  We held hands and stood up.  Josh smiled and climbed in with us.

“Clean me,” was his next order.

Kirsty picked up the shampoo and I took the shower head off the wall.  I lifted it above his head to get his hair wet, then ran it over his body.  Kirsty started to wash his hair.  I put the shower head back on the wall and picked up the sponge and shower gel.  I started on his back, making sure to get him really clean.  Kirsty picked up the other sponge and started on his front.  We worked in tandem, working down his arms, then down his body.  We dropped to our knees and she cleaned his cock while I did his ass.  We took one leg each and cleaned him down to his feet.  When we’d finished I stood up first, grabbed the shower head and washed the soap and shower gel off. He turned the shower off and got out.

“Dry me.”

We picked up a towel each and dried him off.  We were both wet.  Kirsty started to dry herself, I waited for instructions.  Josh looked down at us both and smiled. 

“Towel yourselves off and come to the table.  Kirsty, fix breakfast.  Chloe, follow me.”

We dried off the water quickly and then I went to the table, Kirsty to the kitchen.  Josh sat at the head.  He pulled out a chair and I sat on it.

“Sleep well?” he asked me.

I shook my head.

“Any regrets?”  I shook my head again.

“Good.”

Kirsty arrive then with 3 mugs of coffee.  She placed them on the table and sat on the other chair.  Josh picked up the first mug and sipped the hot wet liquid.

“You may swallow.”

We both did, Kirsty spoke as soon as she had swallowed, “Thank you Master.”  I quickly said the same and we sipped the coffee. 

Kirsty spoke, “may I get you your breakfast Master?”

“Yes please.”

She left and was back quickly with toast.  Josh picked up a slice of the hot buttered toast and started to eat.  Kirsty and I looked at each other, were we allowed to eat?  What were the boundaries for our relationship?

“Eat if you want girls.”

In unison we said “Thank you, Master,” and we started to eat. 

Josh was a fast eater and finished his two slices before either of us had finished.  He reached out and grabbed a breast from us each as we ate.  He worked and manipulated them, pulling on our nipples as we finished the breakfast.

“Let’s establish some boundaries, girls.  I don’t expect silence from you just obedience and submission.  Feel free to talk, just address me correctly, OK?”

“Yes, Master,” I was pleased to speak before Kirsty for once, but she was right behind me.

Josh released our tits, checked his watch and stood up.

“I need to leave.  I’ll be back at about eight.  I want you kneeling by the door, naked and tied together when I get back with my evening meal ready.  OK?”

“Yes, Master,” we said together.  And with that he went to get dressed.  We picked up the dishes and went to the kitchen.  We didn’t speak until we heard the front door slam closed.  As soon as we’d checked Josh had left we started talking.

It turned out that Kirsty had been into submission ever since she could remember, she loved giving up control and being ordered what to do.  She was bisexual and had known that since she was young too.  She’d fancied Josh from the first day she’d met him, the same party where I’d met him . . . the same party where we’d kissed.  She was so happy that we could now share him, and serve him.

We ran a deep bath and got into it together to keep the conversation going.  It was just gone nine am but Kirsty brought a bottle of wine in and sat in the warm water, soaking our abused bodies, talking and drinking.  After we’d finished the wine I moved across the bath, my mouth millimeters away from Kirsty’s, our eyes locked on each other.  We stayed like that, silent for a moment until I reached out to Kirsty, placing a hand on her tender breast under the water.  She smiled at me.

“You’ve changed a lot in the last three days, Chloe.”

I thought about it, she was right.  Three days ago I was a normal girl with a steady boyfriend.  Now I was a bisexual slave eager to obey orders.

I didn’t answer, I just started kissing my friend, no, my sister-slave.  Kirsty responded.  I took my hand off her tit and slipped it down to her slit.  I ran my fingers up and down her warm cunt, she lay her head back and started to moan.  I may have been new to this but I was learning quickly.  I moved up in the bath so I could kiss her as I moved two fingers inside her hole and started to slowly finger fuck her.  Kirsty placed a hand up onto my head, locking our mouths together.

When she loosened her grip I started to kiss my way down her neck, licking her firm breasts.  Kirsty let out a long slow moan of delight as I took her nipple into my mouth.  I sucked it for a while, when I let go she raised herself out of the water, my fingers slipping out of her cunt and Kirsty sat on the edge of the bath, my face level with the soft, warm, wet folds of her labia.  I didn’t need to be told what to do and I stuck my face into her pussy.  I was rewarded for my efforts with a long groan of pleasure from Kirsty. 

I pushed my fingers into her hole and finger fucked her as I licked her clit.  Kirsty put her hand onto my head, holding it in place.

“Stick your fingers up my ass, Chloe,” she whispered.

This was new, but I owed her.  I started to pull them out of her cunt.

“No, keep those there.  Other hand.”

I paused, then shrugged and took my hand off the bath side.  What the hell. I ran my left hand up her leg, first pushing one, then two fingers into her pussy alongside the others.

“Fuck Chloe, that’s amazing,” she groaned.

I pulled two wet fingers out and moved them down her pussy, before lining them up with her ass and pushed my long middle finger in.

“Oh Chloe . . . Chloe . . . fuck me with your fingers, Chloe.  That’s it, harder, harder.”

I did as she asked, the slipped a second finger into her ass.  I timed my fingers so one hand was slipping into her ass as the other came out of her cunt, then two went into her cunt as the other came out of her ass, all the while my tongue licking her clit.

“Yes Chloe . . . yes . . . yes . . . suck me, suck my clit hard . . . bite it, bite my clit, bite it!  Ow fuck, yes, yes, YES, YES!”

She put both her hands onto my head and clamped her legs together.  Her pussy and ass tightened on my fingers as she came hard.  Kirsty’s orgasm seemed to go on for minutes before she released her grip on me.  When I looked up at her she was smiling at me.  She slipped down into the bath water and put her arms onto my shoulders.  We kissed again.

“Are you sure yesterday was your first time with a girl Chloe?” she asked me.

I nodded, it was – well, bar that drunken party a year ago.

We went back to kissing before we separated and washed.  We got out and toweled off, dried our hair, removed our collars and got dressed.  We’d got stuff to do.

When we left the flat I looked round and took a deep breath.  There were people around but I didn’t care.  I reached out and held Kirsty’s hand.  She looked at me, and we set off to town, holding hands and ignoring the stares we got from people.
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When we got back we dumped our bags and went shopping for the night.  I was exhausted, I must only have had an hours sleep but that didn’t matter.  I was addicted to rough, abusive sex and the intense orgasms I got were a reward.

On our return I suggested to Kirsty that we strip and put on our collars.  She quickly agreed and we got ready, then I helped Kirsty to prepare the evening meal.  Everything was ready by 7:30 so we opened the wine and drank a glass or two, while looking at Master/slave relationships and expectation on the internet.  With ten minutes to go we went to the front door to wait for Josh, our Master.  We used the chain to connect our collars and we got onto our knees.

Josh came in just after eight.  He’d been drinking, not as much as Wednesday but he’d certainly had a couple of beers.  When he closed the door he walked up to us and stood between us.  He ran his hands through our hair before pulling down hard, forcing our faces up to his.

“Good evening, slaves.”

“Good evening, Master,” we replied.  I added “How was your day, Master?”

“Great thank you Chloe.  How was yours?”

I described our bath and was rewarded with a growing bulge in his pants.  As I was talking Kirsty started to lick his crotch through his jeans.  When I’d finished speaking he grabbed the chain between our necks and pulled at it hard, his strong arms lifting us up from the floor.  Instantly we folded our arms behind our backs, thrusting our tits out.  Josh grabbed one in each hand and ground them hard.  He let go and ordered us to the kitchen.  The neck chain made it hard to turn, when we managed it he slapped us hard on the backside as we scuttled away. 

We’d made a simple chili with garlic bread.  We both knew that Josh loved this.  We came back quickly with the food and put it on the table.  Then we set off to get the wine, plates and glasses.  When we returned Josh had pulled out his chair and had got the riding crop and blindfolds.  He ordered us to kneel at his side and he put the blindfolds on us.  I folded my arms behind my back, I don’t know if Kirsty did.  Then I heard the crop and she yelped, I guess she hadn’t.  Josh then started eating, occasionally giving us a mouthful of food or a sip of wine.  The food tasted so much better for being served this way.  When he’d finished he removed our blindfolds, released our neck restraints and ordered us to tidy up.

In the kitchen we sneaked a glass of wine each.  Back in the lounge Josh had stripped off and was sat on the couch.  We knew what to do and got on next to him and started sucking his cock, his balls and his ass.  Occasionally he’d pull one of us up to kiss him or to fondle our tits.  We’d move sometimes to kiss each other, play with each other’s tits (all for his benefit).  We stuck at this for about an hour. 

Josh didn’t cum, I sensed his was holding it in.  Which meant he had something planned.

He ordered us to our knees and went to the table, picking up the ropes. 

“With me girls,” he ordered.

“Yes Master,” was our obvious reply.

At the table he ordered Kirsty to lean over the table, face down.  He spread her legs tying them to the table legs.  He tied her arms behind her back in the folded position.  Next he tied her hair back to her arms, forcing her head up.  Her mouth was level with the edge of the table. Next he took me to the opposite side of the table and tied me in the same position, so our shoulder were next to each other, our heads next to each other bums.  48 hours ago I couldn’t have imagined this.  Josh stood back to admire his handiwork. 

He returned to the toys table and came back with some items, I couldn’t see what they were from where I was restrained.  I felt his hands on my pussy, he was rubbing it with his hand, he’d got some lube on his fingers – not that he needed it, my cunt was soaking.  I felt something hard against the entrance to my hole, he was about to fuck me.

No, this wasn’t his cock.  He’d inserted a small vibrator into me, shit this was exciting.  As it vibrated away inside of me I clenched my pussy, forcing it deeper into me.

“If that comes out you’ll spend all night tied to the table Chloe.”

“Yes, Master.”

He moved round and started the same process on Chloe.  I opened my mouth and looked up.  Josh smiled and inserted his thick meat into my gaping mouth.  I sucked hard as he inserted another vibrator into Kirsty.

“Same order to you Kirsty.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.  What else could she say?

Josh leaned over the table and picked something up.  I couldn’t see what it was.  I heard Kirsty moan and groan, he must be doing something to her.  He pulled out of my mouth and moved across to Kirsty’s ass.  I twisted my head to watch.  He was going to fuck her ass.  He lined his cock up, ah, he must have been applying lube to her ass.

“Ask me to fuck your ass Kirsty,” he ordered.

Unlike last night she didn’t hesitate. 

“Please fuck my ass Master, fuck it hard please Master.  Whatever you need Master.”

I could see Josh smile.  He thrust his cock deep into her.  Kirsty screamed, half in pain, half in pleasure.  Josh fucked her hard, in and out and Kirsty was moaning in delight and pain.  After a couple of minutes he pulled out and stepped to the side.  I opened my mouth wide, I was going to suck his cock clean again.  He didn’t wait and just thrust into my mouth.  He gave it a dozen or so thrusts before pulling out and walking round the other side of the table.  I knew what was coming.  I tried hard to relax my ass as he applied lube, then inserted one, then 2 fingers.  I didn’t wait for the order.

“Please fuck my ass Master.  Please,” I asked.

“Are you sure Chloe, this is going to hurt you.”

“Yes please Master, fuck my ass, fuck it hard please Master, make my first time memorable,” I begged. 

I was nervous as fuck as I felt his cock against my tight hole.  He pulled my cheeks apart and pushed gently.  The vibrator was still buzzing in my pussy.  I winced in pain as the first few centimeters broke into my ass.  He pulled back then slightly deeper.  He was being gentle, it was my first time.  He started fucking me, getting maybe 3 or 4 inches into me.  We kept that up for a couple of minutes, I could feel his cock against the vibrator inside me.  It wasn’t entirely pleasurable, but neither was it entirely painful.  I started to moan in pleasure when he abruptly pulled out.

I heard him move to one side and the Kirsty gagged, he must be using her mouth.  He repeated this sequence twice, from Kirsty’s ass to my mouth, to my ass, to her mouth.  With each swap I was getting more and more excited, getting closer and closer to cumming, before he would pull out and use Kirsty’s mouth.

When he pulled out of my mouth next time he leant in and kissed my ear.

“All the way this time Chloe, and I’ll fuck your ass till you cum.”

He slipped four inches back into my ass and started to fuck me hard.  And then I felt his whole weight as he pushed his full length into my tight hole.  I screamed out loud in pain but he just ignored me and kept fucking me hard.  The pain subsided and the pleasure built up as he used me hard.  The vibrator was buzzing deep in my cunt.  He reached under me and placed his hand over my clit.  It didn’t take long before I could feel myself getting close.  I started begging, pleading with him.

“Please . . . please . . . please . . . don’t stop . . . Master, please PLEASE . . . PLEASE!” and I came hard.  I couldn’t help myself and my ass tightened.

“Fuck Chloe, fuck that hurts,” he said.  He took his hands out from under me and put them onto my ass cheeks and pulled out.  I cried out in pain, he laughed and slapped my ass.  Next I heard Kirsty gag as he cleaned his cock in her mouth.  The vibrator inside my cunt was still going, I desperately wanted him to pull it out but he left it where it was.

Next he moved round and started fucking Kirsty’s ass and rubbing her clit.  Under the combination of his hand, his cock and the vibrator it wasn’t long before Kirsty was screaming as she came hard.  As soon as she came he pulled out and I cleaned his cock off.  When he pulled out I begged him to cum in my ass, as it was my first time.

“I will Chloe, I will.”

He re-entered me and fucked me hard.  I clenched my fists as he used me, the pain was intense but I wasn’t going to complain, I desperately wanted him to cum in me.  He grabbed at my hair and pulled hard as he got close.

“Yes, yes, YES!” he yelled and I felt his cock twitch hard inside me, filling my ass with his cum.  He held it there for a while until he pulled out swiftly.  I cried out in pain.  I could hear Kirsty sucking his cock clean.  He left the room, was he going to leave us there?

No, he came back after a few minutes and released Kirsty.  He pulled her round the table and I felt her tongue in my ass.

“Eat my cum Kirsty,” he ordered.  She pulled my cheeks apart and I could feel his sperm dripping out of my ass and into her mouth.  She licked and sucked and I pushed as hard as I dare, making sure to keep the still vibrating tool in my cunt.  Josh started undoing my bonds.  He helped me off the table and pushed me down onto Kirsty’s face.  I put my hands onto her tits and started to massage them.

“Can I cum again please Master?” I asked, pleading with my eyes.

“Yes Chloe.”  Josh pushed his fingers into her cunt and pulled out the vibrator, replacing it quickly with his fat cock.  We held hands over Kirsty’s tits as he fucked her.  I slid my ass back so my cunt was over her face and she licked and sucked me.  I took my hands off her tits and grabbed my own, lost in the moment as the vibrator continued to work inside me.  I could feel myself getting close.  I was lost in my pleasure as I got closer and closer.  I had my eyes shut, I felt Kirsty grab my butt and pull me down. 

“YESSSSSSSSSS!” I screamed out in delight as I came hard on her face.  As I recovered I lifted up and put a hand onto her clit.  She started begging me, telling me to speed up or slow down, harder or softer as she got closer and closer.  Kirsty started screaming as she came, with Josh’s thick cock inside her, his hands on her tits and my fingers on her clit.

Josh came soon after, pulling out of Kirsty and shooting thick lines of cum over her belly.  Two days ago I wouldn’t have ever allowed cum in my mouth, now without being asked I leaned over my friend and sucked it all up off her belly.  When I had it all in my mouth I climbed off and we shared it over a kiss.

Josh pulled the vibrator out of me and we both sat up, still kissing.  Josh stood up and we stayed in front of him, still kissing.  He ordered us to swallow, we both opened wide to show him his seed before swallowing.  We stood and he ordered us to the bathroom.  We cleaned our teeth before joining Josh in bed.  He put one of us on each side of him and we settled down to sleep for the night, a slave on each of his arms, snuggled in for the night. 


Chapter 5

I awoke early on Sunday morning.  I could see Kirsty’s clock from where I lay – it was just before seven am.  Josh, no, my master was asleep on his back, an arm round me and the other round Kirsty, his other slave girl.  We both had thick leather collars on our necks.  Kirsty was also sleeping gently.  I removed myself from Josh’s arm and slipped down the bed, until my head was level with his groin.  I slipped his flaccid cock into my mouth and sucked gently.  I would keep it there until he woke up, however long that was.  It wasn’t long before I regretted my decision.  His cock wasn’t swelling under my gentle sucking, he was still fast asleep.  I settled down for the duration.

I had no idea how long I spent like that – it was certainly over an hour before eventually my efforts were rewarded and his cock started the grow in my mouth.  I felt one of his large, strong hands on the back of my head, pushing me down and holding me there, my face full of his soft pubes as his penis continued to grow in my mouth.  Above me I could hear Josh and Kirsty kissing.  He continued to hold me there as his shaft got bigger and bigger.  It hit the back of my throat and I started to gag, this just excited him more and he raised a leg over my head to hold me more firmly in place.

I was gasping for air when he released me and I pulled off to draw in oxygen.  Kirsty climbed on top of him and slid her tight wet pussy down on to his thick cock and raised herself up to ride him.  Josh pulled me up level by my hair and we started kissing, he had one hand on my tits and the other on Kirsty’s.  She was bouncing up and down on him, absorbed in her task, her head thrown back, her long dark hair flowing down her back, her hands on Josh’s crushing it into her breast.  She was groaning in delight as she rode him hard.  Josh couldn’t speak, he had my tongue jammed in his mouth.  Soon he fisted my hair and pulled me away from his mouth.  Kirsty instantly placed a hand onto her clit and started to rub

“I’m cumming, fuck, I’m cumming girls,” he yelled in delight as he shot is load into Kirsty’s cunt.  Kirsty was right behind him, screaming in delight.

“I’m cumming too master, holy fuck I’m cumming master.”

She collapsed forward onto Josh, her tits crushed into his chest, her hand stuck between their bodies as they started to kiss.  I was feeling quite left out, but I was so happy that Josh had cum.  This was a strange sensation, what was important to me was his pleasure and happiness – four days ago I’d have been thinking about myself, now what was important was him.

When they finished kissing Kirsty rolled off, Josh’s cock plopping out of her hot wet pussy.  Again, without being asked I went down on Josh to clean him before moving over to Kirsty to eat his seed from her cunt.  She moaned in pleasure as I licked her hole, eating the delicious salty cum.  Fuck, last week I wouldn’t have allowed him to cum in my mouth, now I was eating it out of my best friend’s pussy.

“That’s it Chloe, just there . . . ahhh,” she moaned in delight as I pushed my tongue and two fingers into her hole.  I pushed them in faster and faster while I sucked on her clit, loving the taste of her wetness.  She stopped moaning and I looked up – Josh had moved and tilted her head to one side and was fucking her mouth.

“Don’t stop Chloe, I’m enjoying the show,” he ordered me.  I didn’t speak, just buried my head back into her wet cunt.  I slipped a third, then fourth finger into her and was fucking her hard for all I was worth.  She was gagging and whimpering as Josh brutally rammed his long thick shaft into her mouth.  He was breathing deeply, and despite only having cum ten minutes ago I knew he was about to do so again.

“Yes, fuck yes, Christ, Kirsty YESSSSS,” he screamed as he came hard again, deep in Chloe’s mouth.  That sent Kirsty over the edge and she clamped her legs tight shut as she came, my hand trapped.  She held me like that for over a minute.  When she released me we both sat up and shared Josh’s cum over a tender kiss.  They had both cum twice now and nothing for me.  When we separated we showed him the cum in our mouths before swallowing.  Kirsty lay down next to him and took his cock into her hand, caressing him slowly.  I moved to join her but Josh spoke.

“Get us all a coffee Chloe.”

“Yes Master.”  What else could I say?  I left the room to watch them kissing gently as I made coffee for them both. 

In the kitchen I made a large cafetiere.  We all drink it black and so I put three mugs onto a tray with the coffee.  When I re-entered the bedroom Josh was propped up on the pillows, playing with his phone and Kirsty was sucking his cock again.  I pushed the legs out on the tray and placed it over Josh.

“Your coffee is ready Master,” I said.  He smiled and poured two mugs, picking up one.  I sat next to him and he offered me the other.  Kirsty started to move to get a mug, but Josh spoke,

“Keep sucking until you’re told to stop Kirsty.”

“Yes Master, sorry Master,” she replied and took him back into her mouth.  Josh and I drank our coffee and spoke about what we would do that day.  There was a film on at the local cinema he wanted to see, I suggested going that evening but he said he’d rather be in the flat, being served, so instead we decided to go in the mid afternoon.

“And that way, I get to play with you both this morning,” he said, smiling.

“I’m looking forward to it already Master,” I replied.  Was it really only on Wednesday I’d told him we could play like this occasionally and here I was three days later playing like this full time – and I was loving it.  I couldn’t imagine going back to a normal relationship, it is so exciting to be controlled and commanded, all the time believing you’ll be punished if you don’t perform correctly.  I may only have been into this for three days but I wanted more.

When Josh put his empty mug down on the tray he ordered me to clear up – no coffee for Kirsty then.  I got off the bed, picked up the tray and he slapped me sharply on the ass.  I winced in pain, at the same time loving his touch on me.  I put the mugs into the dishwasher and returned to the bedroom.  I wasn’t sure what to do – Kirsty was still sucking his cock and Josh was back playing with his phone.  In the absence of any instructions I went to the side of the bed and dropped to my knees, head down in a submissive pose.  I stayed like that for 10, 15 minutes until Josh put down his phone, pulled Kirsty by her hair and ordered her to kneel beside me.  He got off the bed and went out of the room for a few minutes.  When he came back he had pair of leashes which he attached to our collars.  He ordered us to our hands and knees and walked us to the bathroom. 

Once there he removed the leashes and ordered us into the shower cubicle.  He looked at us and smiled, before turning on the water.  The apartment is ancient, the plumbing just as old and we both had a sharp intake of breath as the ice cold water hit our naked bodies.  Instantly my nipples were hard and my skin covered in goosebumps.  Josh smiled and turned the hot water off, leaving us there.

He used the toilet and ran a sink full of water.  He started to shave, slowly, getting every last hair as we froze under the ice cold water.  When he was finished he let the water out and opened the shower door to turn the hot water on.

“Let me know when it’s warm, slaves,” he said.  Both of our teeth were chattering so much we couldn’t speak, but at least warm water was coming.  Josh sat on the pan, smiling at our discomfort.  It took another minute or so before the hot water came through.  I tried to speak.

“The wa . . . wat . . .  water is . . . hot . . . Ma . . . Master,” I eventually stammered out.  Josh stood up and climbed in.  He shut the doors.

“Clean me,” was all he said. 

Life was slowly coming back into our frozen joints.  Kirsty managed to stand first and washed his hair.  I was only moments behind her with the shower gel.  We cleaned him down, using our mouths for his ass and penis.  When he was clean he turned off the water and got out.  We moved to go with him to towel him dry, but he ordered us back where we were.

“Get clean girls,” he commanded, turning the water on.  He put his hand on the temperature dial to turn it down again and we both shrank back in fear.  He just laughed and walked out of the room. 

When we were clean we got out and dried ourselves quickly.  Our long dark hair was wet.  We debated drying it but decided we should wait for orders or ask for permission.  We held hands as we left the bathroom and went to look for Josh.  We found him in the lounge, naked on the sofa watching the TV.

“Fix breakfast Kirsty – I fancy pancakes this morning.  Chloe, lie next to me.”

“Yes Master,” we responded.  Kirsty turned for the kitchen and I got onto the sofa.  He had me lie on my side, my head on his lap and he held one of my breasts while we watched some crap on TV.  I desperately wanted to suck his cock but when I tried he held me back, so I just settled into place waiting for Kirsty to cook. 

She re-entered the room several times, setting the table, putting out soft fruit and maple syrup.  I could smell more coffee and the pancakes cooking in the kitchen.  Eventually she came through with a full stack and announced that it was ready. 

We sat at the table, Josh at the head (of course) with us on either side of him.  We ate and discussed what to do that day.  As it was Sunday we had nothing planned, other than a trip to the cinema in the afternoon.  After breakfast Josh got dressed and we cleaned up – it felt completely natural now to be naked in the flat.  In fact, when we’d finished Josh informed us that, unless we had explicit permission, from now on we were to be naked in his presence, then he changed his mind and allowed us to wear sexy underwear if we thought he’d like it.  It was all about him, as it should be.

He played with us for a while, before deciding we should go for a walk in the local hills. We got dressed and went out. 
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The weather was pleasant, we chatted and spoke like normal people, except that we made sure to address Josh correctly.  We found a quiet pub for lunch.  When the bill arrived Josh looked at it and smiled.  I didn’t like the look of this.

“Chloe, see if the waiter will accept an alternative tip,” he ordered.

“I don’t understand Master.”

“Ask him if he wants 10% or a blowjob.”

I hesitated.  “Or use your safe word and ask to be released and I’ll just have Kirsty as a slave girl.  Your call.”

I looked at Kirsty – I was in no doubt she’d accept to be his slave.  And I’d share Josh with her, but she wasn’t going to get him all to herself.  Josh told me to get his number and what was allowed -anything, apart from kissing and fucking.

The waiter was hovering near the till.  I stood up and walked over to him.  As I approached he smiled.  I swallowed and looked back at the table, then at the waiter.  He was only young, about my age.  He had bad acne and was very nervous.  I smiled at him and made my offer.

“Would you like a cash tip . . . or a blowjob?”

He didn’t speak for about 15 seconds.

“You’re kidding me . . . right?”

I smiled back, trying to look like I wanted to do this and shook my head.

“This is for real.  £5 tip or a blowjob.  Whichever you prefer.”

He looked round the room and swallowed. 

“Follow me.”

I followed him into the gents.  He went into the far stall and I walked in after him.  He sat on the seat and I locked the door behind us.  I smiled at him and dropped to my knees on the hard, cold tiles.  I unbuckled his belt, opened this trousers and licked his cock through his pants.  He threw his head back in pleasure – I’d expected him to be pleased, but not this pleased.  Then it crossed my mind, maybe this would be his first blowjob?  I asked him and he confirmed that it was.  I told him to lie back and let me do all the work.

I pulled his rock hard cock from his pants and licked it from base to tip.  He was murmuring in delight as I took his tip into my mouth.  I licked round his helmet, pulling the foreskin down his shaft.  I looked up at him and sank down, taking his full length in in one go.  He gasped when I did this.  I felt a bit sorry for him, clearly this was incredible for him.  I sucked up and down, circling his cock with my tongue.  I placed one hand at the base and wanked him slowly.  I wanted to make it as special as I could, so I eased my blouse open as I sucked and placed his hand on my tits.  This sent him over the edge and he came in my mouth, shooting load after load into me.  I swallowed it all and looked up at him, happiness written all over his face.

When he had recovered I asked him for his number which he gladly gave me. 

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock Euan, I really enjoyed it.”

He didn’t know how to react to that and just said, “Anytime.”  I smiled, buttoned myself up and went out to sit back with Josh and Kirsty.  They quizzed me about it and when Euan came out of the gents they were in no doubt that I’d followed through, the massive smile on his face gave it away.  Josh was pleased I had Euan’s number, I had no idea why he’d made me get it.  Kirsty paid, like I said, she came from a wealthy family, and we left, walking back to the car and to town. 
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We parked near the cinema, bought the tickets and settled down to watch the film.  Josh sat between us, me to his right and Kirsty to his left and while the trailers played he slipped his arms round us both.  He moved to run his hands down our fronts and inside our skirts and panties, onto our pussies.  He started to rub our clits.

“I’ll keep this up until one of you cums.  Kirsty, if I even suspect you’re letting Chloe cum first I’ll punish you, OK?”

“OK Master,” she replied.

I looked round the cinema, there were about 150 people in there, some were only two or three meters away.  Fuck, we’d have to be quiet.  I looked at Kirsty, she was having the same thoughts as me.  Josh increased the speed of his hand, I started to gyrate my cunt against it.  I looked round, this was so exciting, there were a couple of guys only three meters away.  Kirsty gave a little moan of pleasure, then started to fake cough to cover it up.

I closed my eyes and thought about the morning, watching my boyfriend fuck my best friend.  I wanted to scream, instead I just grasped the seat arms harder.  A soft “please” escaped my lips as I got closer and closer to cumming.  I opened my eyes and looked at Josh, he smiled back at me.  It hadn’t taken long, I was on the edge and so close to cumming.  I looked over at the guys close to me.  They had turned round and were watching – I didn’t care, all I wanted to do was cum.  I begged Josh softly.

“Please . . . please . . . so close.”  I could hear Kirsty panting quietly as she got close to her release.  I was at the point of no return, I was about to have my orgasm when Josh abruptly removed his hand.  I turned to look at him, behind him I could see Kirsty with a deep smile on her face.  The bitch had orgasmed.  I couldn’t help myself and spoke to Josh as the sensation passed me by.

“You bastard, I was so close . . . how dare you stop?”

He looked at me.

“You knew the rules girl.  And you’ll get punished for that outburst later.”

I wanted to complain more but knew it would do no good.  Instead I turned round, the two guys close to us were sneaking glances and whispering to each other.  I realized that the best thing to do was be silent.  I released my grip on the chair arms and sat back to watch the film as best I could.  Kirsty had cum three times that day and none for me. 
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When we got back to the flat we went through the door.  Kirsty went first and started to the kitchen.  I watched her walk away then stripped off, I remembered that we weren’t allowed clothes in the flat.  Josh smiled at me.

“Glad to see someone remembered,” he said to me.

I followed Josh to the living room and he sat on the couch.  He bid me to kneel at his side, head down.  A few minutes later Kirsty came in with coffee for us all.  She saw me naked and swore, put down the coffee and removed her clothing, before picking up the tray and serving Josh.  She knelt beside me and we drank in silence.  When we’d finished Kirsty tidied up and came back.  Josh spoke.

“Chloe, you disappointed me today by your outburst.  Kirsty, looks like you can’t remember simple instructions.  What should I do?”

I spoke first.  “You should punish us Master,” then nervously added, “with your belt.”

“Good idea slave.  Does a dozen to you asses seem reasonable?”

In unison we replied “Yes Master.”

We assumed position against the table, legs spread wide, arms behind our backs, bent at the waist face down to the cold wood.  Josh took his belt off, swished it a couple of times in the air then brought it down onto my butt.  I gasped in pain as the leather bit into my flesh.  This was far harder than he’d hit us before.  Next I heard it fly in the air and hit Kirsty, she grunted in pain.  Josh repeated the cycle, hitting each of us in turn.  Kirsty started to cry at the third stroke, I managed to hold out until the fifth.  When we’d taken our blows he helped us up.  I didn’t like the look on Josh’s face, he was enjoying inflicting pain on us too much.

“I’m proud of you for not using your safe word slaves.  Well done for taking your punishment.”

I was proud of myself as well.  Kirsty was still crying, but I thanked Josh for the punishment.  What the fuck was wrong with me?  He’d just used his superior strength to hit me and my best friend and inflict considerable pain on us both and I was thanking him for doing it?  Why?  I guess that was what I thought he wanted to hear.  I looked at him – he was smiling a wide smile which just got broader as I thanked him.  That was it indeed – he was loving that he’d hurt me and I was thanking him for it.  I turned away so he couldn’t see my face, I didn’t like what he was becoming.

Josh picked up his phone and ordered three pizzas.  They’d be there in under 30 minutes or they were free.  He checked his phone as he put it down to record the time.

“Kirsty, lie on the couch, on your back, head over the edge, mouth open,” he ordered.  Kirsty had just about stopped crying and moved quickly to avoid a further punishment.  As soon as she was in place Josh moved to line up his cock and started to brutalize her throat. 

“Get you face onto Kirsty’s tits Chole, entertain me,” he ordered.  I dare not disobey him.  Something had changed in me in the last 30 minutes.  I was still submissive, and loved being told what to do.  But looking at him abuse my best friend’s throat as she gagged and struggled under his actions made me scared of him.  I still loved the idea of being a slave, being his slave but he was getting out of control.  Now was not the time to discuss it.

“Yes Master,” I replied and climbed onto my friend.  I started to lick and suck her breasts, trying not to listen to Kirsty gagging.  Josh ignored her protests and continued to throat her, pushing his cock all the way in and holding it there as she struggled.  He put his strong hands onto her shoulders to hold her down. 

“Bite her Chloe, bite her hard.”

“Yes Master,” I replied.  I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked hard, drawing as much breast tissue into my mouth as I could.  I looked up at Josh and bit hard, my teeth sinking into her soft flesh.  Even with Josh’s shaft buried deep in her throat she screamed, and screamed hard.  He closed his eyes in ecstasy, loving the pain he had caused my friend.

“I’m cumming, fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled, pulling his cock out of Kirsty’s mouth and shooting his load over her face.  I released her breast and it fell from my mouth.  He stood back to look at us both.  I looked down at Kirsty, there were teeth marks around her areola. I hadn’t broken her skin, that was good.

“Lick the cum off her and share it over a long sloppy kiss,” he ordered.  I didn’t reply, just moved to suck up every drop of his cum.  This was more like it, the control was back.  I sucked his cum off her face and neck and held it in my mouth.  Then we started kissing and caressing each other’s breasts.  After a while Josh lost interest and ordered us to swallow. 

Once again he had me be a footstool for him and Kirsty gently suck his cock while he watched the TV and we waited for the pizza.  When the doorbell rang he checked his phone, he was annoyed that they were within time.

“Get the pizzas Kirsty,” Josh ordered.  She released his cock from her mouth and went to the lounge door.  She stopped by her clothes and picked up her shirt.

“Sorry slave,” Josh said, an evil smile on his face, “Did I say get dressed and then get the pizza?”

Kirsty’s face flushed, “No Master.”

“So obey the order you were given.  And if you can think of a way to give the delivery boy a tip I want to know about it, anything he wants” he said, laughing.

Kirsty was resigned to her fate as she made for the door, naked apart from her collar.  It took her almost 10 minutes to return, holding the boxes.  Her left breast, the one I’d bitten was red.  Kirsty handed the boxes to Josh.  He opened the top one and put it on the floor next to me.  I was still being used as his footstool but he gave me permission to eat.  Once again it was exciting, having to wait for permission to eat.  I loved being a controlled slave, it was just his sadism that I was struggling with.

Josh opened the next box and took out a slice of pizza for himself.  He ordered Kirsty to the floor next to me and told her to get me a slice of pizza.  I picked it up to eat, balanced on one hand, Josh’s legs on my back.  He started to eat, so did I.  Kirsty’s pizza box remained closed.

“So Kirsty, tell me about the pizza delivery, did you tip him?”

“Yes Master.  I obeyed your orders Master, I opened the door, not covering myself at all.  The delivery guy was middle aged, probably about 40.  He was huge Master, must have weighed 120 kilos or more.  He looked up and started to speak, then went silent when he saw me.  I smiled at him and asked him if I could do anything as an alternative to a tip.  He looked round, like he was on Candid Camera or something.  I assured him that this was for real and I would do anything he wanted.  He ordered me to my knees and pulled out his cock.  He was fat and sweaty and his cock was short and fat – it tasted horrible I don’t think he’d washed for several days.  I started sucking him hard, I wanted it to be over quickly.  He leant back against the wall as I blew him.  It took me about 10 minutes to get him off, all the time he was pulling my hair.  When he came he pulled my hair hard, holding my face tight to his body, I couldn’t breathe until he released me.  As soon as he let go I swallowed his load and stood up.  That’s when he slapped my breast hard Master.  He zipped up and handed me the pizza, as I turned round he slapped my ass again, hard.  Then I brought you your pizza Master.”

“Did you enjoy sucking him off?”

“No Master.”

“But you did it?”

“Of course Master, you ordered me to.”

Josh snorted and threw the last pizza at Kirsty.  She opened it and we ate in silence.  Once we’d finished he removed his legs from my back.  I was ordered to tidy up and take the boxes out to the recycling.  I remembered how he’d treated Kirsty so I took a deep breath and walked out of the flat, naked.  I walked down the communal stairs to the passage way and along it to the black recycling bin.  I loved the feel of the cold air on my naked body.  Despite the fear of being discovered outside like that I stood there for a few minutes, letting my body cool and goosebumps form on me.  My nipples were rock hard.

When I’d had enough I went back in.  I heard someone coming down the stairs so I raced outside again and hid round the corner.  When I heard them move out to the street I went back into the stairway and quickly up to the flat.  When I got in Josh was lying on his back on the couch, watching what looked like porn on his phone.  Kirsty was between his legs, her head stuck up his ass sucking on him.  She was slowly wanking him with one hand.  Josh looked up at me.

“You took your time.”

“I’m sorry Master, there were other people on the stairway and I hid from them.”

“Hmmm.  Next time you are not to hide from people OK?”

“OK Master,” I replied.  He ordered me close and started to pull on my rock hard nipples.  He had me lean over him so he could suck them.  As he was doing this he put a hand between my legs and started to rub my clit.  I gasped as he first touched me, I hadn’t realized how wet I was.  He stopped sucking me and ordered me onto his cock.  I climbed on, reverse cowgirl, and started to fuck him.  This was more like it, the excitement at being controlled was back.  I started to ride him, slipping one hand onto my clit.  I rubbed hard, he’d come at least three times that day, as had Kirsty.  I looked down at her, she had her tongue buried deep in Josh’s asshole.  Our eyes met as she dove deeper and deeper with her tongue.

“That’s it girls, fuck me hard,” Josh said between gasps.  He was very excited and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he blew into my cunt.  He put his hands on my waist and held me still, he started to fuck me hard and fast.

“That’s it, yes, yes . . .YESSSS,” he screamed as he came deep inside me, running his hands up my body, grabbing my tits and pulling me backwards to lie on top of him.  He twisted my head round so we could kiss as he kept cumming.  As he stopped he held me there, pinned to his body.  He ordered Kirsty to stop licking his asshole and instead suck me. 

Josh’s cock was still buried in me she started to lick my pussy, his cum seeping out and into her mouth.  Soon I was on the edge.  Josh could sense it, I was breathing deeply and begging.  He found one of my nipples in his fingers and squeezed it hard in a vice like grip.  The pain sent me over the edge and I screamed loudly as I came, my cunt contracting on his dick.  When I had recovered he pulled me off his cock.  I could feel Kirsty’s hair on my pussy, tickling it gently as she cleaned his cock.  Finally she licked me and stuck her tongue in my hole to get out all the precious cum.  I placed a hand on her head, holding her there until I felt like she’d got every last drop.

When I released her she kissed her way up my body until her head was level with mine and Josh’s.  We lay there for a while until Josh pushed me off him.  He left the room and in the absence of any orders we lay curled up on the sofa, kissing and hugging each other.  When Josh came back he looked at us and took a deep breath in.

“Cut that out without permission.”

We stopped kissing immediately and separated, getting onto the floor.  Josh looked down at us.  All the sexy feelings left me, I knew we were going to be punished.  He left the room again and came back with several pairs of handcuffs.

He made me lie on my side, with my arms behind my back.  He then locked my wrists in place.  Next he ordered Kirsty to lie behind me, on her side but with her head at my feet and my feet at her head.  He put one of her wrists in the cuffs and passed the end through my arms, before locking the cuffs to her other wrist.  Then he turned my collar round, so the D ring was on the back of my neck, he attached handcuffs to her ankles and used a carabiner to connect my collar to the ankle cuffs.  Next he repeated the same procedure on my ankles and Kirsty’s neck.  He stood up to admire his handiwork, then leant in again.  He used two lengths of rope to bring my elbows together, tying them tightly together.  I made a noise and got a slap for my troubles.

“Sleep well slaves.  And don’t talk to each other.”

Kirsty replied first, I was right behind her.  “Yes Master.”  I added, “Sleep well Master.”  He looked at me, “Oh, I will Chloe, I will.”  With that he turned and walked out of the room, turning the light out.

We were in for a long, cold, uncomfortable night, and we weren’t going to get much, if any sleep. 


Chapter 6

Chloe and I got little or no sleep that night.  We were handcuffed together, arms behind our backs, ankles locked to each other’s necks, on the lounge floor.  Josh hadn’t even given us a blanket.  We were shivering, exhausted wrecks when he came through in the morning.  He just looked down at us both.

“Morning Slaves,” he said, “do I have to get my own breakfast this morning?”

I stammered a reply, “I’m sorry M . . .  Master, I can’t move.”

Josh just laughed.  “Cold?”

Chloe replied this time, “Yes Master, f . . .  freezing.”

Josh smiled, I didn’t like the look on his face.  From behind his back he produced a multi tailed whip.  I could see it from where I was, Chloe couldn’t.  I tried to shrink back, but I couldn’t move.  Instead I started to beg.

“Please Master, please no . . .  please.”  It was to no avail.  Josh walked over, smiling. 

“This should warm you up then.”

He draped the tails of the whip over my body.  I was shivering from the cold but this was worse.  He raised the whip up and brought it down onto me and Chloe.  We screamed repeatedly, begging him to stop, but he carried on, blow after blow.  It hurt less than his belt, but he liberally covered our bodies from neck to toe.  He kept at it for five minutes.  When he put the whip down he looked at us both.

“Warm now?”

I wanted to scream abuse at him.  I was as submissive as they come, but I’m no pain slut.  I believe that a submissive should be punished if she fucks up, but this was different.  This was pure sadism coming out in him.  Chloe spoke first.

“I’m nice and warm now, thank you master,” she stammered.  Fuck, was this what she really wanted?  I thought I’d best speak as well.

“Thank you master, I’m warm now too.”

“Good girls.”

Josh took out a key and threw it at us. “I’ll be back about six, make sure you’re ready for me.  I fancy a curry for tea.”

And with that he was gone.  The key landed about a meter away from us.  Christ knows long it took us to move that meter – there wasn’t a clock that we could see from our position.  Eventually we made it over.  We talked as we moved, Chloe was insisting that this was what she wanted.  I wasn’t convinced but went along with her.  When we finally got to the key I managed to undo my hands on the fifth or sixth attempt.  Next I tried to release my legs from Chloe’s neck, but whenever I moved it made her choke, so instead I undid her arms.

“Thank you Kirsty,” she said.  She tried to release her legs but just choked me as she moved.  We discussed what to do next.  In the end we decided that the only thing we could do was bend and choke the other, otherwise we’d be stuck like that until Josh got back, and I didn’t dare disobey his orders.  If he treated us like this because he felt like it, what would he do if we disappointed him?

My arms were slightly longer than Chloe’s, and her legs shorter so we decided I should I try.  Chloe took a deep breath and held it.  I bent my legs and arched my back, reaching down.  I could just get my finger tips to her collar (we’d have removed those but they were padlocked in place and he hadn’t left the key).  I could feel the carabiner, but couldn’t get it close enough to release it.  I couldn’t do it and had to release Chloe.

She exhaled quickly and back in, she repeated this several times and then spoke.

“Kirsty, you’re going to have to really choke me,” she said, “get your fingers inside my collar and pull hard, then you can get it closer and you might be able to release it.”

“It’s going to hurt you.”
 

Chloe considered this, then said, “Far less than if we spend all day like this, don’t you think?”

I had to agree.  I got ready and Chloe took a deep breath in.  I arched my back and reached for her collar.  It took me several seconds before I located it and grasped it in my fingers.  I pulled it hard, Chloe choked and gagged but I kept pulling – better to do this once than have to repeat several times.  My efforts made the restraint two or three inches nearer and I pulled and struggled with the carabiner for a few seconds before I managed to open it and slip the handcuffs from it.  I let go instantly and pulled away from Chloe.  I heard her exhale and drink in air.  Now I was free I could move and release her legs from my neck.  We sat up and hugged each other, not speaking.  I helped her stand and we went to her bed, climbed in to warm up and dozed until just after midday.

When we got up we bathed and got dressed.  Chloe was still maintaining that she loved Josh and the way that he treated her (and me).  There was no way that I was going to leave her alone with him so I went along with it.  I suspected that like me she loved the submission, but not the pain.  Our bodies had little red lines all over from Josh’s liberal use of the whip, and Chloe’s neck had a deep, wide red band from where her collar had dug in as I pulled on it.
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We skipped classes all day and in the afternoon went shopping.  We talked as I cooked all afternoon.  As six neared we were both nervous, what would Josh do to us that night?  We were naked of course and took our submissive positions by the door 15 minutes before six, not wanting to give him a reason to hurt us when he came in.  As soon as I was kneeling down, legs apart waiting for him the thrill returned and the fear left – this was what I was looking for, the submission of serving another person as their slave.

When he came in he smiled, loving the way we both looked.  He removed his jacket and hung it up, he didn’t speak, just walked past us.  We got onto our hands and knees and followed him through to the lounge.  Without an order Chloe assumed position as his footstool and I removed his shoes, taking them in my mouth by the laces and crawling to the hall to put them away.  When I came back I started to rub his feet, he relaxed straight away and closed his eyes.  I massaged his feet for about 15 minutes before he spoke.

“What have you cooked for me Kirsty?”

“Master, we have made a Chicken Korma for you,” I replied.

“Sounds great.  Kirsty, make the rice and the naan, stick some chips in the oven.  Chloe, set the table for one please.”  He removed his feet from her back and she rushed to obey him.  We went to the kitchen and I started with the chips and rice, the naan would only take a couple of minutes.  Chloe came back and forth a few times and then left me to the cooking.

After 25 minutes or so I came through with a full bowl of Korma and another with rice & chips in it.  Josh was back in the chair, playing with his phone. He had his legs wide apart and Chloe was gently sucking his cock.  I guess she’d been doing that the whole time I’d been cooking.  20 minutes of it, her jaw would be sore.  I put the food on the table and went back for the naan, when I got back I knelt in front of Josh.

“Your evening meal is ready master.”

Josh pulled Chloe’s head off his cock and stood, walking to the table.  He sat down.

“You two, under the table.  Suck my cock, ass and balls while I eat.”

“Yes Master.”  What else could we do?

We crawled under the table.  To give Chloe’s jaw a rest I moved to one side of him and took Josh’s cock into my mouth and sank it straight down.  I heard him moan as I started to suck, moving quickly up and down.  Chloe got between his legs and stuck her tongue up his ass, this elicited a further moan of pleasure from him.

Josh spoke, “Slowly slaves, I don’t want to cum yet, not while I’m eating.”

We didn’t speak, I just slowed down and Chloe licked his ass, rather than jamming her tongue in and out.  We could hear him eating.  It took Josh about 20 minutes to eat, we swapped places twice to give each other a break.  At one point Chloe had a finger up his ass, I was wanking him slowly and we each had a ball in our mouths.  Josh really seemed to like this.

When he’d finished eating he grabbed us both by our hair and pulled us away gently. 

“Take this through to the kitchen, don’t throw the food away though.”

I looked at the table, he’d eaten about half the food.  Josh sat in the chair as we tidied up.  We loaded the dirty plates into the dishwasher and put the uneaten food to one side.  I was desperately hoping we’d get fed, we didn’t get any breakfast and had just eaten a little for lunch, unsure if we were allowed to or not.  When we’d completed our task Josh ordered us to kneel in positions, legs spread wide, arms behind our backs and he went to the kitchen.  He came back a few minutes later with two bowls of food.  He placed some curry and rice into the bowls and placed them on the carpet.

“Eat, but don’t use your hands.  And if you get any on the carpet you’ll suffer.”

“Yes master,” we replied.  This was more like it for me, this was what I loved about submission.  Being given a task and there being consequences if I failed in my duties.  This was exciting me.  I tucked into the food, I’d never eaten like this before but this was degrading and humiliating.  Every time either of us leant forward our breasts moved and swung.  I could feel myself getting wet, thinking about how I was eating.  Josh let us eat the whole contents of the bowl.  Judging by his erection he was enjoying this as well.

When we’d finished I was proud of us both, we’d eaten everything and not got any on the carpet.  Josh smiled at us both.  He stood up and walked towards us, leaned over and picked up the bowls. 

“Well done, but you’ve got food all over your faces.  Why not get it off each other?”

We turned to face each other and started to lick and kiss to get the food off.  Josh knelt down next to us and slipped a hand over our asses, pushing his it under our butts and onto our cunts.  He started to rub my clit and by the looks of Chloe hers as well.  This felt incredible.  I was kissing my best friend and my dominant was playing with me. 

“Feel free to play with each other’s bodies as well girls,” Josh said. 

We both unfolded our arms and reached for each other’s tits.  Chloe was cleverer than me, she only placed one hand onto my tits, with her other hand she grabbed Josh’s erection and started to wank him hard.  I started to move my hips, to get Josh’s hand into the best place.  My breathing was speeding up, my tongue entwined with Chloe’s.  From where I was I could see Josh, he was almost in a trance watching the scene unfold in front of him. 

Chloe was getting close to orgasm, I could sense from the way she moved.  Josh partially awoke from his trance.  He looked at Chloe, he could sense it too.

“Cum with me girls, cum when I do,” he ordered.

We didn’t speak, Chloe was grinding away, holding her orgasm back, she was taking short, sharp breaths and begging for a release.  I wasn’t far behind.  I started to beg.

“Please master, please let me cum master, please.”

Josh ignored me.  I broke off the kiss and leant over, sucking Chloe’s nipples.  Josh loved this, I could see his cock start to twitch and he grunted, “fuck, yeah . . . YESSSSSS” as he started to cum.  That was enough, Chloe and I both released our orgasms and started to cum as well, and cum hard.  Chloe was screaming in pleasure, I was lost in ecstasy.  I closed my eyes and held my breath to drag out the orgasm.  If you’ve ever been on edge and denied yourself release you’ll know how good it feels when you are finally allowed to cum.

When the initial release was over Josh pulled his hands from our pussies and offered them to our mouths.  I sucked Chloe’s pussy juices from his hand and she sucked mine.  When he removed them he didn’t need to ask, I automatically started to lick his cum from the floor as she sucked his cock, then we resumed kissing, making sure he could see that his cum was being exchanged between us.

When he gave permission we swallowed and thanked him.  Josh slapped our asses hard and ordered us to the kitchen to complete the tidy up.  We were back within 20 minutes and resumed our submissive positions.  He ordered us onto the sofa next to him and we watched the TV together until bed time.  In bed he had us suck his cock until he fell asleep.  We were both exhausted and fell asleep straight after.
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I slept straight through, I imagine Chloe was the same.  When I woke in the morning I started to suck Josh’s cock, thinking about the relationship.  When he acted as he did last night it was perfect.  I had the control I wanted in my life, submission with a great looking guy and my best friend as my submissive slave sister.  When it was like it was on Sunday I hated what I was getting into.  I thought about it as I sucked.  I’d have to see which way Josh went – dominant or sadist?

When Josh was fully hard I saw Chloe move, she climbed on top of Josh and I slipped his cock into her pussy.  I started to lick his balls as they fucked, then remembering last night I pushed a finger up his ass.  With my other hand I pushed a finger into Chloe’s ass.  They both gasped when I did it.  I sucked his balls, taking one into my mouth.  It wasn’t long before he came. I don’t think that Chloe did.  When she climbed off him I took him into my mouth to clean his cock, then climbed over him to eat his cum from Chloe’s pussy.  It wasn’t long before I heard her beg to cum, this time Josh allowed her to cum quickly.

When I climbed out from under the covers Josh ordered me to get breakfast ready, he was cuddling and kissing with Chloe.  We ate together then he got dressed, just before he left he looked at us both.

“Remember I said you had to be naked in the flat?”  We both nodded, “Well I’m extending that.  You’ve got to be naked anywhere in the building, unless I explicitly tell you otherwise.  OK?”

A thrill went through me.  I knew most of the people in the block, and I’d have to be naked in the communal areas.  “Yes Master,” we both replied and I added, “Thank you Master.”  And I meant it.  I remembered Josh telling Chloe that once she left the flat she wasn’t allowed to hide – I was almost certainly going to be seen naked at some point by someone else who lived in the block.

Josh picked out some clothes for us.  “I’ll put these behind the bins,” he smiled and added, “and I’ll take the keys, OK girls?”

Josh left and we tidied up.  Our first lecture was at 11, normally we’d leave 20 minutes before it began.  We needed to catch up so we left early.  I picked up my bag and Chloe did the same.  She was far more worried about what was about to happen than me. 

“Ready?” I asked.

Chloe nodded slowly, “Ready.”

We listened at the door, we couldn’t hear anything and opened the door.  The cool air from the communal stairway hit out naked bodies.  I stepped through and Chloe was right behind me.  She slammed the door closed.  The Yale lock would hold it closed, if not fully secure. We stood naked on the landing for a moment before descending the stairs.  We had three flights to go.  We made it to the bins without seeing anyone and dressed quickly.  This was more like it.

The rest of the day passed as a normal day.  Josh texted to tell us he’d be back about seven.  He expected us to be waiting for him.  We discussed what to do, no way were either of us stripping in the bin shed and going to kneel outside our own door for fuck knows how long.  Instead we came up with a plan.

When we got back we stripped and hid behind the bins.  The bin cage was in the dark but we had a good view of the lit passageway to the street.  When we heard someone coming in we peeked out – the first two people were others that lived in the block.  Third time lucky – we could see it was Josh.  We ran out from our hiding place and hit the stairs before he did.  We got into position outside the front door, kneeling as we’d been trained.  Josh didn’t run up the stairs.  When he saw us he laughed.

“Well done girls, I didn’t know what you’d do.”

He opened the door and we crawled in.  We were cold and shivering, we’d been outside naked for about half an hour waiting on him.  When we were in position in the lounge he came in, armed with the whip.  I was afraid again, would he whip us to warm us up?  Or had we disobeyed him?  He swung it hard, several times close to our bodies.  I held firm, poor Chloe moved a little.  Would he hit her for moving?

He just laughed and put the whip down.

We cooked and served him before the three of us fucked in bed, before sleeping.
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In the morning Chloe blew him while I cooked breakfast.  He fed us by hand which was incredibly erotic for me.  Again, he took clothes for us when he left and we dressed naked behind the bins.  It was only a matter of time until we got caught.  That evening he was back before us and we posed naked outside the flat, after ringing the bell.  It took him a good five minutes to answer the doorbell.

When he let us in I was surprised at what happened next.

“Get showered and dress like you’re looking for some action tonight OK?”

“Yes Master,” we replied.  We showered together, the warm water bringing life back to us.  We dressed together, we both wore skin tight jeans and tight shirts, top 3 buttons open to show a hint of cleavage.  We did our hair straight and applied makeup.  We each wore knee length boots to complete the look.  It took us about an hour to get ready.

When we were done we went to find Josh.  He’d ordered take-out. 

“Looking good girls, looking good,” he said, eating some Thai.  He allowed us to sit and we joined him eating.

“It’s darts night girls, so you two will also be going out.”

I was confused, what did he mean?

“There’s a pub in town, in the gay district.  Vanilla?  Do you know it?”

Chloe spoke, “Yes Master, I went to it once on a pub crawl.”

“Well on Wednesday its single lesbian date night.  When you go in you’ll be asked how desperate you are to score, and they give you an arm band.  Green and you’re not looking for anything.  Amber – maybe, if the right girl comes along.  Red – you’ll shag the first thing you see.  You’ll both ask for red.  But make it clear you’re a pair, just looking for a third girl for some fun.  After you score you’ll come back here to your room Kirsty.  Try to find someone dominant – you’ll have more fun.  And make sure I’d like her.  Any questions?”

Chloe and I looked at each other. 

“Master,” I said, “Please can you remove our collars?  Before we go out?”

He looked at me – had I gone too far?

“Yes.  Good idea.”

Josh ordered a taxi and we waited for it.  When it arrived we kissed him and left, heading out into the night, ready for something new.

“Make sure your date cums more than you.  See you tomorrow girls,” were his last words.
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The taxi ride took about 20 minutes, dropping us very close to the bar.  We held hands as we went in.  As Josh had told us a woman at the door asked us what colored bands we wanted.  She was surprised when we asked for red.

“You two not together?” she asked.

“We are, sort of, just looking for something . . . ” my voice tailed off.  She looked at us and nodded slowly. 

“I think I understand girls,” she said, handing us red arm bands, “I hope you find what you’re looking for,” she added, smiling.  She checked our IDs and let us in.  We went to the bar and grabbed a couple of stools.  I looked round the room, there were maybe 40 or 50 women in there, ages ranging from similar to us right up to 50 plus.  We ordered a couple of glasses of wine and started chatting to each other.  Chloe was adamant that she was enjoying her new life.

We’d been talking for about 10, 15 minutes when a striking woman with long red hair walked towards us.  Chloe couldn’t see her coming.  She walked past Chloe and stopped, turned towards the bar and edged between us.  She extended her arms and slapped us both gently on our asses, then held her hands there.  If a guy had done this I’d have told him to fuck off, but this was different, and I was wearing an arm band advertising my availability.

“So girls, what’s the score?  What are you two looking for?”

I put down my glass and looked at her.  She was about 30, long red hair, good body.  She was wearing a tight white blouse, opened low at the neck revealing ample breasts.  I was attracted to her.  Chloe spoke first.

“My girlfriend and I are out for a night and we . . . ” her voice failed.  I took over.

“And we’re looking to spice things up a little, maybe add a third person.”

The woman didn’t speak.  She caught the barmaid’s eye.

“Hi, bottle of Sauvignon Blanc please Jane – you do like Sauvignon Blanc don’t you?”  We both nodded, “great.  My name’s Lynda by the way.”

“I’m Kirsty,” I said, “and this is Chloe.”

She smiled at us both and took her hands off our butts.  She opened her handbag and took out her purse, handing over a credit card.  After she’d paid she picked up the bottle and her glass.  Lynda looked round the bar.

“Follow me girls,” she said and walked away from the bar.  I watched her ass as she walked away, it fitted snuggly into a tight short black skirt.  I looked at Chloe, who smiled at me.  We stood up and followed her to a booth.  We chatted as we drank the wine.  Lynda worked for a bank in town, she was married at 23, divorced at 26 when she accepted she was a lesbian.

“Well,” she said, “majority lesbian anyway.  I still find some guys attractive.  So how about you two?  What’s your story?” 

I took the lead, telling her how we’d met in our first year and now lived together.

“And we just want to experiment,” Chloe added.  She picked up her glass and swallowed it all.  The wine had been making her brave, Chloe extended a hand across the table and took Lynda’s hand in hers.  Lynda picked up her glass, downed it and smiled back at Chloe.  She put her glass down and picked up the bottle.  It was empty.

“Ready for another girls?”

“I’ll get this one,” I said.  Lynda tried to get it but I wouldn’t let her.  I came back ten minutes later with another bottle of wine.  Chloe and Lynda were still holding hands.  They made a very attractive couple.  When I sat down I sat next to Lynda, across from Chloe.  Lynda saw what I was doing and extended a hand onto the seat and I sat on it.  She let go of Chloe’s hand and took the wine from me, topping up each of our glasses.  When she put the bottle down she turned to me and spoke.

“So Kirsty, Chloe.  Is this going somewhere or should I stand up and keep looking?”

I looked at Chloe and put a hand up to Lynda’s face, held it to her cheek for a moment and then leant in towards her.  I paused when our lips were about an inch apart and waited.  It only took a moment for her to finish the move and our lips met.  I opened my mouth and we kissed for a few seconds.  When she broke it off we pulled back and smiled at each other.  Chloe slid round the table and I watched as they kissed each other.  I took this as a sign and removed the band from my arm.  Chloe did the same and Lynda smiled at us both.

“This is my lucky night,” she said to no one in particular.  We chatted and drank the rest of the wine.  When it was finished Lynda pulled out her phone. 

“I’ve got work tomorrow girls.  Your place or mine?”  My flat was nearer, but only just – maybe a 15 minute walk from where Lynda lived.  I remembered that our orders were to return to our flat so we decided on that.  Lynda ordered an Uber and we left the bar about five minutes later.

We talked in the taxi, but kept our hands off each other.  When we got in I was relieved that Josh was still out – I wasn’t sure if he’d be back or not – he’d said he’d be out for the night, but you can never be sure.  I locked the door, then after a moment’s thought I put the chain on too.  If he came back I’d deal with the consequences in the morning.
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We went to the lounge where Chloe got us all a glass of wine.  I wasn’t used to drinking this much on a night and my head was already spinning, which was probably for the best.  Lynda complimented me on the flat, she said it was much nicer than the one she lived in.  We made small talk as we drank, just putting off the inevitable.  I was very nervous – a glance at Chloe convinced me she was just as nervous as me, if not more so.  When we’d all finished Lynda stood up.  She seemed to be the confident one. 

“Where’s the bathroom Kirsty?” she asked.

“Across the hallway Lynda,” I replied.

While she was gone I spoke with Chloe. 

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I, we have to,” she replied.  She was right, we did.

“But,” I added, do you want to?”

Chloe thought for a moment, “Yes, yes I do.”

As soon as Lynda opened the door she looked at us both on the sofa.

“I’m going to bed now girls.  Coming?”

We stood up and joined Lynda, she held one of my hands and I directed her to my room.  I put the soft lights on and we sat on the edge of the bed, Lynda in the middle.  She turned to Chloe and kissed her.  Without thinking I started to kiss her neck and reached a hand up her front, placing it on one of her large breasts.  Lynda lifted a hand up and placed it on top of mine, gently massaging my hand into her breast.  Lynda broke off from kissing Chloe and turned to me.  As we kissed I watched Chloe place a hand on Lynda inner thigh and start to slide it up her leg, towards her pussy.  I’m pretty sure if a guy had tried this on a first date she’d have put a hand out to push him away.  Instead she just opened her legs, inviting Chloe’s hand further.  Chloe took the opportunity and pushed until I couldn’t see her hand.  Lynda broke off from kissing me and gasped.  She turned to Chloe and smiled.

Lynda took her hand off mine and instead placed it Chloe’s wrist, holding it in place as Chloe fingered her pussy.  I started to undo Lynda’s blouse, when all the buttons were open I slipped it off her shoulders and pulled her arms though it, throwing it to the floor.  I paused to admire her breasts, then tongued my way down her neck, sticking my head into her cleavage.  Lynda put her other hand onto my head, holding it in place.  I reached behind her back and undid her bra.  I could hear Lynda panting, she was enjoying our attentions.

I pulled her bra up over her shoulders and down her front, throwing it to the floor as well.  I pulled my head out and we started kissing again, then I leaned over to Chloe and kissed her, before Chloe and Lynda kissed.  This was very sensual and exciting.  Lynda lay down onto her back, her legs still on the floor.  Chloe got off the bed and onto her knees.  I pulled Lynda’s skirt up to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties.  She had a small line of red public hair.  Chloe smiled up at me and buried her head into Lynda’s pussy.  I watched Lynda as she did, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide, lost in ecstasy. 

I climbed onto Lynda and sat astride her waist.  I undid my own top and bra, throwing them away, then bent down to kiss her.  She put her arms round me and started to run her long nails down my back, eventually sinking them into my skin.  Our breasts were rubbing together as we kissed and she started panting deeply – she was close to cumming under Chloe’s tongue.  I felt her hands tense on my back, she stopped breathing, her tongue stopped moving and her chest moved rapidly – she was cumming, and cumming hard.  I couldn’t move as she held me tight.  After a few moments she released me and our heads separated.

“That was incredible ladies,” Lynda said.  I got off her and lay on my side next to her.  Lynda released Chloe from between her legs and Chloe stood up and smiled.  She bent over Lynda and they kissed, before Lynda licked her own pussy juicy from Chloe’s face.  When Chloe straightened up she quickly stripped off, Lynda and I admiring her body as she removed her clothes.  A soon as she was naked Lynda and I got off the bed and removed our remaining clothes.  When we were all naked Lynda put her hand onto Chloe’s neck, she must have seen the red marks from Sunday night.

“What happened here Chloe?” she asked, looked accusingly at me.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“Bullshit,” her voice was stronger, “Did Kirsty do this to you?”

Chloe look at me, “Yes, but it’s not what you think.  I . . .  I wear a slave collar most of the time.”

Lynda paused, then added, “Oh.”  She looked at me.  “Into kinky stuff are you then?”

I blushed, thinking quickly, “Yes, but I’m submissive as well, and well, we needed someone a bit more dominant to play with us.”

Lynda looked at us both, “You should have mentioned this in the pub.”

“I’m sorry,” I replied.

Lynda walked towards the door.  When there she turned to us.  “Get on the bed.  Sit down, legs on the floor, hands behind your necks.”  Chloe and I looked at each other, then started to move as Lynda barked “Now” at us.  We didn’t think, we just moved to sit on the bed and placed our hands behind our heads.  Lynda pulled up a chair and sat in front of us.

“Eyes closed girls,” she ordered.  Then she proceeded to interview us, asking all sort of questions.  She went for a walk round my room, opening the drawers and inspecting the wardrobes.  She quickly found the bondage gear and spent a good few minutes inspecting it.

“There’s another reason I left my husband,” she said, “I could have tolerated the fact he’s a man, but long term I wanted to dominate him, and he just wasn’t up for it.”  She stood there, holding a huge double ended dildo, “Maybe long term I can dominate you two?  But maybe not on a first date, I wouldn’t want to overdo it.”  Lynda smiled.

She walked round the back of the bed and climbed on, waving the dildo around.

“On your backs, turn your heads to each other.”

We lay back and faced each other.  Lynda placed the dildo on the bed between Chloe and I.  Chloe didn’t wait for any instructions, she moved her mouth towards it and took the end into her mouth and started sucking.  I followed suit and started on the other end.  Chloe and I took more and more into our mouths until eventually the whole thing disappeared into our throats and our lips met.  I looked up, Lynda was playing with her pussy.  When we separated Lynda placed a hand on the dildo and pulled it out of our throats.  She climbed onto my face and I started to suck on her soaking wet pussy.  I heard her speak to Chloe who slipped off the bed, I felt her hands on my knees, pushing them apart.  Chloe didn’t waste time, she started to suck on my clit.  Next thing she inserted the dildo into me and started to fuck me with it.

I put my hands onto Lynda’s ass so I could move my head more easily.  She was panting hard, I felt her put her hands onto my tits and start to squeeze gently – this was much better than the abuse Josh dealt out.  She took my nipples between her fingers and pulled then softly, it was a fantastic sensation.  I took my hands off her ass and reached up to return the favor.  Her breasts felt incredible, they were so much bigger than mine or Chloe’s.

I could feel her deep, fast breaths and hear her moaning.  She was close to cumming again.  She tightened her grip on my nipples, I did the same.  Judging by the noises she was making she liked a little bit of pain.  I squeezed hard and felt her push down onto my face – she was cumming on my face.

“Yes, Kirsty, fuck YESSSS”

My face was covered in her moisture.  Lynda climbed off me and edged backwards – she leaned in and we started kissing.  She was licking her juices off my face.  My excitement was rising, I was close to cumming.  Lynda extended her arms and put her hands back on my tits.  She edged down over my body and licked my nipples – her breasts were over my mouth and I raised my head to suck them.  I loved the full size and I took as much of one as I could into my mouth.  She pushed down, smothering my mouth and nose with her breast.  I couldn’t breathe.  I started to buck my hips as I got closer and closer.  Chloe was fucking me for all she was worth with the dildo.  She inserted a finger into my ass and that drove me over the edge. 

I felt Lynda start to lift up, I didn’t want to be freed yet so I put my arms round her and pulled her down closer.  I came more intensely than I ever had, I couldn’t make a sound or breathe, I was bucking my hips, squeezing my legs together as I came.  Chloe stopped licking me, she just held her tongue still on my clit but she kept fucking me – this was torture.  I hadn’t finished cumming when a second orgasm came over me.  I loved having two women pleasuring me, the sensations were incredible.

My chest was rising and falling rapidly, I needed to breathe.  I released Lynda and she rose up.  Instantly I started panting, breathing hard.  I looked up, Lynda’s red hair was blinkering my vision and all I could see were her face and eyes.  She was smiling down at me.  We kissed again before she spoke.

“Chloe’s missing out.”

She was right.  Lynda and I sat up, we looked at Chloe who was on her knees, smiling up at us both.  I put out my arms and we held hands.  I pulled Chloe up onto the bed and arranged her so she sat on my face.  I licked her slit and she let out a low moan.  I maneuvered her slightly so her ass was over my mouth, then pulled her down onto her back, exposing her pussy.  Rachel climbed on top of me, our breasts touching and she started to lick Chloe’s wet cunt.  I pushed my tongue up into her ass and we could hear Chloe moaning and groaning.  I knew she would love this.  I felt something on my chest and Chloe let out a long slow “Fuck” – Lynda had pushed the dildo into her pussy and started to fuck Chloe slowly with it.  It didn’t take long with a dildo in her, a tongue up her ass and another on her clit.

“I’m cumming, fuck, Lynda, fuck I’m CUMMING,” Chloe yelled as she climaxed.  I kept licking her ass as soft torture but Lynda stopped fucking her.  Chloe came down slowly.  When she was relaxed Lynda arranged us on the bed, she lay in the middle, an arm round both of us, our heads on her shoulders and each of us had a hand on one of her ample breasts.  We lay their talking.  Lynda was interested in how submissive we were.  I took the lead, explaining that we were new into this, keen to explore and learn.

“So,” Lynda asked, “would you say you were submissives, or slaves?”

I thought about it but Chloe spoke first.  “Slaves.”  There was a long pause before Lynda spoke again.

“Interesting,” she said.  She pushed us off and sat up.  “Kirsty, get me a glass of water.”

I got out of bed and went to the kitchen.  I got a glass and filled it, then paused.  I took a lemon and cut a slice, squeezing some into the water.  Next I added some ice and took it back.  When I got into the room Lynda was still sitting up in the bed.  Chloe was on the floor, kneeling as we would before Josh.  I put the water on a coaster on the bed side table and knelt next to Chloe. 

Lynda picked up the water.  “Chloe was just telling me – mmm, nice touch with the lemon, good girl – about your experiences so far.  As I said, not on a first date for me.  So, what are your limits?”

Good Girl, that excited me.  I thought about it but Chloe spoke first, “No limits, as long as we’re together.”  She put a hand out and I took it.

“Interesting, interesting,” she said.  Lynda drank her water whilst watching us, but not speaking.

She was clearly lost in thought.  When she’d finished the water she gave me the glass.  She ordered us both to use the bathroom and get into the bed with her.  We resumed our positions in the bed and went to sleep.
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Lynda’s phone burst into life at 6:30am.  She turned it off quickly.

“Get me a coffee Chloe,” she ordered.  As soon as Chloe was out of the room she turned to me and said, “So Kirsty, tell me about your experiences.”

Shit.  What had Chloe told her?  I told her about my experiences as a young girl, how I’d been interested in the lifestyle since I could remember, how we’d lived together.  I skirted round Josh, wondering what Chloe had told her.

As soon as Chloe was back she drank the coffee and picked up her phone.  She played with it for a while.  When she’d finished she spoke again.

“Go down on me Chloe, eat my pussy.  Kirsty, kiss me.”

We both moved to obey, Lynda opened her legs under the duvet and I started to kiss her.  She broke it off quickly and took a deep slow breath as Chloe’s tongue found her soft, smooth pussy.  She put a hand on my head and pushed me down onto her breasts.  I started to lick them, starting at the edge and moving in towards her nipples.  I lifted my tongue off just before I got there, playing with her, teasing her.  I moved from breast to breast, holding them together.   Lynda was taking deeper and deeper breaths as Chloe worked her pussy.  When I finally relented and took her nipple into my mouth she moaned loudly.  I sucked hard on the sensitive bud, getting rewarded as it grew in my mouth.

Lynda had my hair in her hands.  She pulled me up, raising her head to mine and our lips met, our mouths open wide as we kissed passionately.  I had my hands on her breasts, working them hard as she got closer and closer.  It wasn’t long before she tilted her head back.

“I’m cumming girls, fuck YESSSS I’m cumming.”

She let out a long loud grunt as she came, pushing my head between her breasts.  I licked for all I was worth, wanting to extend her orgasm for as long as possible.  When she released me we kissed again as Chloe worked her way up.  I kissed Chloe first, loving the taste of Lynda’s pussy on her lips.  Then Chloe and Lynda kissed.  Lynda let go of us both and we lay down next to her.  After a few minutes she got off the bed.  From the doorway she told us not to speak to each other.

We lay there, listening.  She took a shower and was back within 10 minutes, her long wet red hair looking amazing.  She got dressed as we watched in silence.  Lynda picked up her phone and kissed us both.  She walked out of the room, I heard the front door open and close and she was gone.  Would we see her again?

We got out of bed and talked about our night.  We both wanted to see her again – the idea of serving a woman was exciting.  Once we had established that she wasn’t in the flat I went to the bathroom.  Lynda had written her number on the mirror.  I smiled and copied it into my phone.  Then to make sure I wrote it down on a piece of paper and hid it, just in case Josh scrubbed my phone later.  We showered, ate and got our clothes ready before leaving the flat naked.  We got dressed behind the bins and went out for the day.


Chapter 8

I left my slaves alone all night, after my pub night I went back to my flat alone.  I watched some porn and went to sleep.  In the morning I got up and went to university, studied for my PhD, took a study group of undergrads before calling it a day just before six.  I caught the bus back to Chloe & Kirsty’s, arriving around six thirty.  I’d not given them any warning or notification about what time I’d be back.  I was ready if they weren’t.

I climbed the stairs and unlocked the door.  They were on their knees, naked and subservient waiting for me.  I didn’t speak, just walked past them and went to the lounge.  They followed me in on hands and knees.  Chloe assumed her correct position as a footstool and I placed my legs on her back.  I loved the way she’d become utterly submissive to me in under a week. 

“May I get you a drink master?” Kirsty asked.

“Get me a beer slave,” I replied.

“Yes Master,” came the reply and she crawled off to the kitchen, returning a couple of minutes later.  While she was out I unbuttoned my flies and pulled my cock out.  As Kirsty crawled back in I watched her move, head down, breasts moving gently.  I pulled my belt out of the loops and waited for her.  She handed me the beer and knelt down next to me.  Without being asked she took my cock into her mouth and started to suck.  I lay back, closed my eyes and started to drink my beer.  I could feel my cock swelling in her talented mouth.  Kirsty was moving her head up and down, using her hands to stroke my balls.  When my cock was fully hard she popped it out of her mouth and started to wank me.  She took one of my nuts into her mouth and sucked it gently, holding the entire ball in her mouth, all the time running her tongue over it.  This was bliss.

She swapped to my other ball and repeated, all the time rubbing my shaft.  I was getting close to cumming, my cock was starting to twitch.  Kirsty could sense it too – she released my ball and took my shaft back into her mouth and sucked hard.  I put my spare hand onto her head, took a handful of her hair and started to push her head up and down. 

“That’s it slave, suck my cock hard girl . . . come on . . . suck me harder.  Harder.  HARDER bitch – YESSS,” I shouted as I came in her throat.  I forced her head down until my entire cock was buried in her mouth.  She was incredible, I held her there for almost two minutes until she started to buck and lift her head up, cruelly I forced it down.

“I’ll let you up when I want to, now stay still slave,” I told her.  Kirsty tried to stay still but she kept bucking her head.  I held her there for another 15 seconds before I released her.  She gasped and gagged, slobber coming out of her mouth.  Poor girl was gasping and coughing, the slobber dripping down her face and onto her body.  I ignored her and drank my beer.

“Take my shoes off and rub my feet Kirsty.”

Between her gasps she managed to say yes master and started to move to rub my feet.

“What are you cooking tonight slave?”

“Master, your slaves have prepared a lasagna for you.”

“Sounds great slave.”  I let her rub my feet for a while before I took my legs off Chloe’s back.  I ordered the girls to set the table and bring the food.  I had them kneel next to me as I ate.  Kirsty really was an excellent cook, shame I’d have to punish her for that earlier display of insolence as she tried to pull her head off my cock.  After I’d eaten and drunk a couple of glasses of wine I fed the girls by hand.  I could see that they wanted to say something.  I ignored their obvious hints for a while until I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Spit it out Chloe, what do you want to say?”

“Master, don’t you want to hear about last night?” she asked.  I smiled.  Last night I’d ordered them to a lesbian bar with orders not to leave until they had scored.  I presumed that Chloe wanted to tell me about it.

“Last night Chloe?  What happened last night?”

“Master, we went to the bar as ordered.  We ordered a drink at the bar.  We’d not been there for long when a woman approached us.”  I put my index finger to my lips to show that I wanted silence.  Chloe looked up and me and stopped talking.  I smiled at her.

“So Chloe, did you enjoy fucked Lynda?” I asked.

Both girls looked astonished.  I laughed.

“Kirsty, I put a couple of security cameras in your room and I watched the whole show.  I loved your choice of woman, who doesn’t love a redhead?”  The girls looked at each other, their mouths were open wide.  Chloe spoke first, “You  . . . filmed us?”

I raised my hand and slapped her hard across the face.  Her head moved swiftly to the side and she gasped in pain.

“You address me as Master.”

“I . . . I’m sorry Master,” she said, putting a hand onto her face where I slapped her, “I was just shocked that’s all.”

I looked at them both.  “If I want to film you, I’ll film you.  Got it?”

The both looked dumbfounded but nodded their agreement.  “That’s better slave.”

I picked up the rest of the wine and my glass.  “Clean up girls.  When you come back bring a couple of bowls.  And the clothes pegs.”  They looked confused, but scurried away to carry out my orders.  I sat on a chair and waited for them to arrive.  While they were out I poured and drank another glass of wine.

When they came back they placed the bowls on the floor and handed me the clothes pegs.  I ordered them to sit back to back and link their arms at their elbows.

“First one that speaks will suffer,” I told them.  “We’re going to play a game.  The winner gets rewarded, the loser pays a price.  Chloe, you spoke out of turn.  Kirsty, you tried to take my cock out of your mouth.”

I picked up the bag of clothes pegs.  I pulled one out and pinched one of Kirsty’s tits.  I opened the peg and clamped it onto her breast.  She winced in pain.  Next I applied one to Chloe.

“OK girls, this is how it will go.  I’m going to put the pegs onto you tits, your legs, your cunts and I’ll keep doing it until all the pegs are used.  All the pegs will be applied.  When they’ve all been applied we wait.  First one that asks be to freed will be punished.  The other gets a reward.  You ask to be released by pulling your tongue into you mouth.  Oh, and to make it interesting, even after you’ve asked to be released the game continues until the other one asks to be freed.  Stick you tongues out then girls.”

Both girls complied and I put a couple of pegs onto each of their tongues.  Next I spent a good deal of time applying the pegs to their delicious bodies.  Each girl got 30 or so pegs to their bodies and then we sat down to wait.  With every peg that was applied they would wince or moan in pain.  Sweat was pouring off them as they knelt, coupled together.  My cock was rock hard in my pants, I loved making them suffer. 

Kirsty was the first to give in, she waited about 20 minutes until she pulled her tongue into her mouth.  She did it silently.  When I didn’t move I could see the look of pain in her eyes.  Another five minutes passed before Chloe gave up.

I’m a man of my word.  As soon as Chloe pulled her tongue in I went to her and removed all of the pegs.  I did it slowly, one by one, pulling the pegs off.  Each one caused her pain, but she took it well.  When all the pegs were off I allowed her to stand, to get some life back into her limbs.

I sat back in the chair and ordered Kirsty to face me.  I told Chloe to suck me and I pulled the pegs off Kirsty’s body.  I loved the way she took the pain without complaint, each moan from her caused my cock to throb a bit harder.  Chloe was working hard to get me off.  When all the pegs had come off Kirsty I was so close to cumming, I just needed that bit more so I leaned in and grabbed her nipples and twisted them hard.  She couldn’t help it and screamed.  Her scream made me cum and I filled Chloe’s mouth with load after load of cum.  I released my grip on Kirsty.

I picked up the bowls, the remains of the wine and told the girls to follow me.  I went to the bathroom and put the bowls on the floor.  I picked one up and poured the wine into it.  I ordered Chloe to kneel in front of it.  I gave the second bowl to Kirsty and ordered her to lift it to my cock.  Our eyes met, mine wide and excited, hers half closed and terrified.  I took my now soft cock and pissed into the bowl.  Now she looked really terrified. 

“Put the bowl on the floor in front of you Kirsty,” I ordered her.  Kirsty was shaking as she took the bowl from me.  She placed it on the floor and looked up at me.

“You can either drink that or take the next punishment I think of.  Choose.”

Kirsty looked down at the bowl and swallowed.  She waited 20 seconds or so, thinking about the options before she looked up at me.

“Please may I drink your piss master,” she said.  Kirsty looked disgusted, I wasn’t sure if she was more disgusted with me or herself for making the choice.

“You may only touch the bowls with your mouths girls.  Drink up.  Enjoy!”

Neither of them spoke.  I watched as Chloe leaned forward and started to lap at the wine.  Kirsty, understandably was more hesitant.  She leaned in and smelled the vile yellow liquid before tentatively sticking out her tongue and touching my urine.  As soon as she touched it she withdrew her head and shook her head.  She looked up at me.  I smiled and swished my belt through the air.  I didn’t need to speak, the inference was there.  Kirsty put her head down and started to lap up the foul liquid, I sat on the pan to watch.  Chloe drank her wine in about five minutes, Kirsty took almost 15 to drink it all.  As soon as they’d both finished I got them to tidy up and then I took them both to bed.  I went to sleep with my cock in Kirsty’s mouth.

In the morning the girls sucked me off, I loved the way that they worked together to pleasure me.  After breakfast I spoke to them.

“On Saturday James is having a party – the theme is Romans.  I’ll be going as a senator.  You two will be going as my slaves of course.  Chloe, get you sewing machine out and make something suitable for us all.  You dresses will be armless, off one shoulder and ending just below your cunts.  Get some sandals for us all. Any problems?”

“No Master,” they both replied.  I knew that they both only had one lecture on a Friday, so they’d have plenty of time to buy the materials and make the outfits.  Then I left for another day at uni.
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I went for a couple of beers after work, it was Friday after all.  I didn’t bother to call my slaves, I’d get home whenever I felt like it.  It was gone seven when I made it back to the flat.  As expected they were both naked and on their knees, waiting for me.  We’d fallen into a routine.  I stood there, they removed my shoes and I went to the lounge, Chloe following me like a puppy dog.  When I sat down she assumed the position of a footstool and I put my feet on her back.  She was looking down at the floor, her hair falling around her face.  I loved the way I could see her tits hanging down.

Kirsty appeared and held out a beer for me.  I took a couple of swigs before ordering her to suck me. Then I spoke to Chloe.

“Any problems today slave?”

“None Master, we’ve started work on the outfits.  They are hanging up in my room, waiting for your first fitting Master.”

“Great, we’ll try them on soon.  Did you get a wreath for me?”

“Yes Master, we made one for you.”

“Excellent.”  I scratched my back and took hold of Kirsty’s hair and pulled her up hard.  She looked at me.

“Right, I need to piss.  Would you like to volunteer Kirsty?”

She shook and looked horrified.  She swallowed before speaking.  “Would you like to me to drink your piss Master?”

I laughed and released her.  “We’ll save that for special occasions girl.  Get dinner ready.”

I took my legs off Chloe and went to the bathroom, the two girls went to the kitchen on all fours to cook.  When I came back Chloe was waiting for me, kneeling submissively. 

“Master, your dinner will be ready in about 20 minutes.”

“Great, what’s it going to be?”

“Master, we’ve made chicken Kiev with chips for you.”

“Sounds great.  Get me another beer and then come back and suck me while Kirsty cooks.”

“Yes Master,” she said, crawling off.  When she came back she climbed onto the sofa next to me and started to suck me.  I could reach her tits easily and played with them while she sucked on my cock.  After a couple of minutes I was fully hard.  Chloe tried hard, but she just couldn’t take me as deep into her throat as Kirsty.  I loved putting my hand on her head and forcing her down until she gagged.  She clearly remembered Kirsty’s punishment and tried not to resist as I held her there, spitting and gagging, the slobber rubbing down my shaft and onto my balls.

I released her and ordered her to climb onto me, straddling my cock, facing me.  She sank straight down onto me cock, her pussy was soaking.  She started to fuck me, pushing herself up and down.  Chloe was panting and groaning, grinding her pussy down onto me.  I put my hands on her tits and started to pull them, taking her nipples between my finger and thumb. 

“Please fuck me master, fuck you slave hard master,” she begged.  She placed a hand onto her clit and started to rub it, I loved the feel of her hand on my groin as she fucked me hard.  I looked into her face, her eyes were closed, she was lost in the moment.  Chloe was breathing really deeply and quickly, she was panting hard.

“Master . . . please master . . . plea . . . plea . . . please can I cum . . . please Master . . . PLEASE.”

I made her wait another 10 seconds before I granted her permission to cum.  As soon as I spoke Chloe came and came hard on me, screaming in delight.  Even while she was cumming she kept riding me.  I’d had too much beer and cum too often, and she was so wet there was no way I was going to cum in her cunt.  Once she’d come down from her orgasm I pulled her off and ordered her onto her hands and knees on the couch.  I lined my cock up with her ass hole.

“Pull your cheeks apart slave,” I ordered.  Chloe pressed her head down into the leather and put her hands onto her ass, pulling her cheeks apart to reveal her ass hole.

“Beg me to fuck you ass Chloe.”

“Please fuck my ass master, please master, fuck me hard master.”

Who could resist that?  Certainly not me.  I spat onto her butt and watched the saliva dribble down her ass crack, when it was over her hole I thrust into her, sinking maybe an inch into her.  Chloe yelled in pain, then started begging again.

“More Master, please fuck me hard.  Sink your full length into me, please Master.”

I pushed harder, getting another couple of inches in before I pulled back and started fucking her, getting a bit deeper with every thrust.  When I’d got maybe five inches in I went for it and thrust really hard, sinking my full 8” into her.  Chloe just screamed, I loved the sound of her screaming and begging, I was rutting her hard, not caring about her.  I could feel my orgasm building, I was getting closer and closer – yes, my balls tightened and I yelled in delight, slapping Chloe’s ass hard as I came in her.  My cock pulsed 9 or 10 times before my orgasm subsided.  I held my cock deep inside her for a couple of minutes, loving the sensation of being inside her ass.  Then in one swoop I pulled out of her ass, causing her to scream in pain again.

As soon I was out I expected her to turn round and start to suck me clean, but to my surprise Kirsty was there – I hadn’t heard her come in and she took my cock straight into her mouth, sucking Chloe’s shit off my cock.  She expertly took the full length of my still hard cock into her mouth and throat.  I let her suck me for a couple of minutes before I pulled her off.  Without being asked she lay back on the couch and pulled Chloe’s ass onto her face.  I was struck dumb, this was incredible, even for these two hot sluts.  Chloe sat up and I watched as my sperm dribble out of Chloe’s ass and into Kirsty’s mouth.  Chloe and Kirsty were both masturbating as Kirsty ate my cum, Chloe reached a hand behind her and held one of Kirsty’s tits.  It wasn’t long before both of them were begging to cum and I quickly granted them permission – hell, they deserved it after a show like that.

I helped them both off the couch and we sat at the table and ate, sharing a bottle of wine, discussing the party tomorrow.  We’d all been to James’ party last year – the theme last year had been the 70’s, platform shoes, huge multi colored shirts and long hair.  Romans was a new one, but it was going to be fun.

After the slaves cleaned up we watched the TV until late and went to bed.  I knew what I had planned for the girls tomorrow at the party, so I let them sleep in the bed with me.  I drifted off to sleep with my cock buried in Chloe’s mouth.
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I slept late in the morning, not waking until after nine.  When I finally awoke I could sense that my cock was in a girl’s mouth and she was sucking gently.  I loved waking up like this, I was going to make it a standing order for them that one of them had to do this.  Next I smelt fresh coffee.  I looked over to the side of the bed.  Kirsty was kneeling at the side of the bed, legs apart, head down with a coffee on the side table.  She heard me move and looked up at me.

“Good morning Master.”

“Good morning slave.”

“Master, I made the coffee about 45 minutes ago.  It’s bound to be cold now.  Would you like your slave to get you a fresh one?”

“No, just microwave this one back to life Kirsty.”

“My pleasure Master,” she replied.  Kirsty stood up on a fluid movement.  I loved looking at her hairless teenage body.  My cock was already getting hard from Chloe’s attentions, looking at Kirsty just made me harder.  She returned quickly with the coffee red hot.  She placed beside the bed and resumed her submissive position.  I drank the coffee, all the while Chloe working hard on my cock.  I purposely thought of something else to stop me from climaxing, this was just too enjoyable, I wanted to prolong the situation.

When I finished the coffee I put the mug down and picked up my phone.  I found one of my favorite porn videos and lay back to watch it.  Poor Chloe had been sucking me now for over 15 minutes, plus however long she’d been doing it before I woke.  In the film two girls had been tied together and were being fucked from behind.  I put one hand onto Chloe’s head, anticipating my cum.  It wasn’t long before I did, I held Chloe’s head still as I filled her mouth.  Shit, I was going to wake up in this manner every morning from now on– fresh coffee and a blowjob.

I ordered Chloe to swallow and we got out of bed.  I went to Chloe’s room and the girls followed me on hands and knees.  Fuck that was hot.  I picked up the senator’s outfit that they had made for me, a full length white robe with red lining. 

“Help me put this on girls,” I ordered them.  They stood up and helped dress me.  It was a pretty good fit, showing off my arms and toned stomach.  The girls told me that the purple stripes on it indicated that I was a senator – one of the highest ranks in Rome.  Kirsty placed the wreath on my head, it was covered in gold paint.  I looked in the mirror, I looked good, particularly with two naked girls at my side.

“Put your outfits on slaves,” I ordered.

“Yes Master,” came the inevitable reply.  Shit, was it really only 10 days since I enslaved them both?

They put their outfits on, they were figure hugging, ending just below their pussies, over the right shoulder and their left shoulders free.  I looked at them both.

“Make them fasten with a brooch on the shoulder girls, other than that, well done.”

They both smiled – they loved being rewarded like that.  Chloe spoke first, “Thank you Master, I’m glad you like them.”  I did, they showed off their bodies superbly.  I left them to adjust the outfits, got changed and went out for a run.

I came back about an hour later, they were both waiting for me on their knees by the door.  I didn’t speak when I came in, just stripped off and went for a shower.  Kirsty joined me immediately and started the clean me, Chloe was there a couple of minutes later.

“You took your time,” I said to her.  She looked worried.

“Master,” she replied, “I was putting your clothes into the washing machine and putting your shoes away.”

“Fair enough.”  I leant back to let them clean and bathe me.  When I was fully clean I got out of the shower.  The girls tried to follow me but I ushered them back into the cubicle.  I smiled and turned the shower to fully cold.  They both gasped as the ice cold water hit them.

“Get clean girls,” and I started to dry myself slowly, watching them shiver as they tried to get clean in the cold water.  “And make sure you wash your hair.”  They didn’t answer and I left the room.  I stayed naked and went to the lounge to watch the TV.  When they came to join me they both had dripping wet hair, huge firm nipples and their bodies were covered in goosebumps.  They looked incredible.

“Right, let’s try the outfits on again.  Go get them Chloe.”

“Yes Master,” she replied, turning to walk out of the room.

When she came back we got dressed.  They had adjusted their outfits to add the shoulder clasp I wanted.  I tested them to make sure that they came apart easily as I wanted.  Luckily for the girls the clasps came off easily in one hand.  We stripped off and hung the outfits up – we wouldn’t need them until the evening.  Instead I got dressed and picked out clothes for the girls.  I put them both on a leash and we left the flat – I allowed them to dress behind the bins again and we went out for brunch.
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We spent the day in town, Kirsty wanted to get some makeup and buy some new clothes.  Normally the prospect of clothes shopping with two women would be my idea of hell, but to spice things up I had them try on sexy underwear in several shops.  To degrade them and reinforce their status I sat outside the changing rooms and had them come out to parade themselves in nothing but bra and pantie sets while I critiqued their outfits, occasionally asking other men what they thought of them.  Their faces kept blushing in embarrassment, especially when I encouraged bored men to touch them and feel their breasts.  Chloe had a resigned look on her face during this, but Kirsty smiled.  She was enjoying being exposed like this.  I made them walk up to strangers and get their opinions as well.  I made Chloe walk up to an older man, must have been about 50.  She had nothing on apart from a tiny bra and matching see through panties, exposing her bald pussy.

“Excuse me sir,” Chloe said, “What do you think of these sir?  Do they make me look sexy sir?”

He looked round, no doubt terrified in case his wife found him talking to a virtually naked girl a third of his age.  He looked round again before replying.

“I, er, I think that you look great.”

“Thank you sir.”  Chloe looked at me, she could see the look on my face.  She took his hand and placed it on her breast.  “Do you like the feel of the material sir?”

Jesus, I was worried he was about to have a heart attack.  After a moment he squeezed her breast hard, before stating that he thought it felt great.

“Thank you for your opinion sir,” Chloe told him.  As she turned round he slapped her ass hard.  Chloe paused and looked over her shoulder.

“Mmmm, thank you sir,” she told him.

The day continued like that, parading them both half naked.  In one store I had them kiss passionately as they modeled in front of a group of three or four bored middle aged men.  This went quite well until we were asked (told) to leave by the store manager, but not before he gave them his card and asked them to call him.

We got back to the flat just after six.  I’d allowed them to buy some of the underwear (not that they got to wear it often).  Again, I left them at the bottom of the stairs to strip as I climbed the stairs to Kirsty’s flat.  When they rang the bell I ignored it for five minutes, naked on their knees by the door before I let them in.  We got dressed into our roman outfits, I put them both on leashes and we set off for the party. 


Chapter 9

James lived about 30 minutes’ walk from Kirsty’s and I paraded my scantily clad sex slaves the whole way there.  We called into a supermarket on the way to load up with beer, wine and snacks for the party.  As a member of the roman government I made my slaves carry the provisions.  They both got lots of looks from the staff and other shoppers, but it could be passed off as students going to a party.

As we left Tesco I spoke to them both.

“Slaves, I expect total obedience at this party.  I will not be embarrassed by you.  To that extent, I am removing your safe word from now on.  Do you understand?”

They looked at each other before Chloe spoke first.

“Yes master,” she replied.  Kirsty was straight after her with the same response.  I smiled.  Now they were mine, totally and utterly.  With that we resumed our walk.

When we got to James’ house I rang the bell.  He opened the door quickly and looked at me.

“Senator, how good to see you!”

“Centurion,” I replied, “Thank you for inviting me.”  James then looked behind me to see the girls with their collars on, attached to my leashes which I was holding.

“And  . . . fuck Josh, two slave girls?”  He pointed at Chloe who looked down, “Chloe I know but who is the other one?”

“This slave’s name is Kirsty sir,” she replied.

“Come in slaves – put the beer in the kitchen and join us in the party room,” James added.

As we went in James took me to the main room in the house.  The building was really old and the main lounge was a huge room, must have been 20 feet wide and 50 or 60 feet long.  There were about 30 people there dressed as romans.  Most of the guys were wearing togas, but James had the best outfit as the centurion.  All of the girls were wearing togas and I was pleased to see that several of the girls were wearing collars – it looked like my girls weren’t the only slaves present (but I suspected that mine were the only lifestylers).

I started talking to James and a couple of others guys I knew.  My slaves came back a few minutes later with a beer for me.  Chloe handed it to me and spoke.

“Your beer Master,” she said, before dropping to her knees.  Kirsty was straight behind her.  The guys I was speaking to all fell silent, shortly followed by the rest of the room.  I spoke loudly into the room.

“My slaves are well trained people.  They will obey your orders for the night, won’t you slaves?”

As expected, they replied in unison, “Yes Master.”

No one spoke for a moment until James joined in.

“Get me a beer slave Kirsty,” he ordered Kirsty.  She smiled at him and replied, “My pleasure sir,” and stood up to get him a drink.

As she left the room he spoke to me, “Fuck me Josh, how did you get them so into this?”

I laughed, “Weeks of training and discipline!”

The guys I was with all started laughing at this, not knowing how close it was to the truth. 

The party progressed, as more people arrived Kirsty and Chloe were kept busy, refilling glasses and getting food for the guests.  After a couple of hours I noticed that another three of the ‘slaves’ got into the spirit of the night and were serving and obeying orders. 

As with most student parties it descended into drunkenness and debauchery.  The five ‘slave’ girls continued to serve and obey – this was great.  Everyone was very impressed at Kirsty and Chloe.  Late on in the party as it was starting to wind down I found myself in the kitchen with my slaves, James and his girlfriend who had also slipped into slave mode for the night.  No doubt she was just acting and playing along, but she was doing it well.  I was very drunk, as was James.  The girls had all had a lot to drink as well.

“Get me a beer Anna,” I ordered James’ girlfriend.

“Yes Sir,” she replied and moved across the kitchen to the table with the beer on it.  I loved watching her move, she was very graceful with large breasts packed into her toga.  She picked up a bottle, opened it and handed it to me.  James and I were leaning on a wall, the slaves opposite from us.

“So Josh, just how obedient are your slaves?” he asked me.

I looked at them.  “Totally,” I said.

James looked at me, very drunkenly, then looked at Chloe.

“Chloe, remove your toga,” he ordered her.  Chloe looked at me and then huffed a little before replying.

“Yes Sir,” she said and unbuckled her toga at the shoulder.  She allowed it to fall to the floor and reveal her naked body underneath.

“Fuck,” said James.  Anna turned to look as well, I don’t think she could believe what had just happened.  James didn’t wait long before he turned to Kirsty.  He was about to speak when Chloe reached up to her shoulder and undid the clasp, her toga falling to the floor.  James’ eyes were out on stalks, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  I looked at Anna, just like here owner she was staring at my slaves.

Eventually James spoke.  “Dude, how the fuck did you get them trained like this?  What have you promised them to get them as slaves for the party?”

“Mate,” I replied, “They are just in character.  Aren’t you girls?”

“Yes Master,” they replied together.

“But James, what about your slave?  Think she’d obey an order like that?”

All four of us turned to look at Anna.  I half expected her to turn and leave the room, I certainly thought she’d refuse an order to strip, but of course I wanted to see her naked.  She had a great body.

James waited, Anna didn’t move at all.  Eventually he said, “get naked Anna.”  He had crossed the Rubicon and given Anna an order.  How would she react?

Anna stood there for a full two minutes, clearly thinking about the situation.  Eventually she responded very quietly.

“Yes Master.”  She looked at James, she must have been hoping that he would rescind the order.  Instead he just put his beer on the table top.  The room was silent, even the music from next door seemed to have gone quiet.  James spoke again, in a very low voice.

“Remove your clothes slave.  All of them.  Now.”

Anna hesitated again, looked at James, me and then at the two naked girls before accepting her fate.  She turned her back to Chloe and pushed the straps off her shoulders.  Chloe could see that there was a zipper in the back, so she pulled it down.  Anna turned back to face James and I, she was holding the toga in place just above her ample breasts.  Anna took a deep breath, hoping for a last minute reprieve before pulling the dress down.  Underneath the toga she had on a matching set of white panties and strapless bra.  Nobody spoke as she reached behind her back and undid the bra.  As she removed it she placed her left arm across her nipples.  Next she used her right hand to slowly push her panties down, trying to cover her pussy as she did it.  When her panties were round her ankles she kicked them away to one side and stood there naked, one hand covering her pussy and one hand covering her nipples.

“Fold your arms behind your backs slaves,” I ordered them all.  Instantly my girls obeyed, Anna stood there covering her modesty.  I gave her five seconds before I spoke again.  “Did you not hear me slave?  Fold your arms behind your back as you were ordered.”  Anna desperately looked to James to countermand my order, instead he just laughed. “You heard him slave, do it.  Now.”  The last word was barked harshly at her. 

It did the trick.  She lifted her arms and folded them behind her back, exposing her naked breasts and smooth, hairless pussy.  With her long black hair she looked incredible.  Despite my drunken condition I could feel a twinge in my cock.

James took a step forward towards my girls.  He put out his hands and pushed them between the girls’ legs.  He rubbed their pussies for a moment, before pulling his hands out.  He looked at them, glistening wet from their soaking wet cunts.  James turned and looked at me.

“Jesus Josh, there’re a pair of wet sluts.”  I didn’t speak, just stood and watched.  Chloe’s face blushed, at least she had the decency to be embarrassed.  Kirsty was glowing, she really loved being treated like this. 

James turned back and lifted his hands up to Anna’s mouth.  She opened wide and he placed one of his hands into her mouth and she started to suck it.  Then he swapped and she licked the other one.

“Do you like the taste of a woman slave?” he asked her.

Almost silently she replied “Yes Master.”

James turned to my slaves and ordered them to start kissing, which they did instantly.  James then slapped Kirsty’s legs, forcing them apart.  He grabbed a hand full of Anna’s hair and pulled her round in front of Kirsty.

“Please master . . . please”, fuck I wasn’t sure if she was begging to be allowed to do this or to be allowed not to do it.  It didn’t matter, James pushed down on her head, ignoring her pleas.  He pushed her head to be level with Kirsty’s cunt and the pulled back on her hair.  Anna’s mouth opened and James pushed her face into Kirsty’s pussy.  Anna still had her arms folded behind her back.  She stayed like that for a moment.  James held her in position and looked round the kitchen.  He picked up a spatula and struck Anna on the ass with it.

“You’re not there to look slave,” he told Anna.  Still she did nothing until he landed another six blows.  Finally she started to move and extended her tongue into Kirsty’s slit.  This was incredible to watch.  Kirsty broke off kissing Chloe to let out a long slow moan as Anna’s tongue touched her clit.

“Get on your knees Chloe,” I ordered, “and service the centurion.”

Chloe dropped to her knees and slid across the floor.  James lifted up his skirt to reveal his growing cock.  I’d never been in a room with another guy showing off his hard on, but somehow this didn’t bother me, or James by the look of it.  As soon as she was level with him Chloe opened her mouth and started to suck on James’ cock.  She’d learned well over the last couple of weeks and could deep throat like an expert.  Under his skirt I could see her head moving rapidly as she sucked up and down.  James had a hand on her head, but his eyes were transfixed on Anna and Kirsty in front of him.  Both girls were trying hard to keep their arms in place.

This may well have been Anna’s first time with a girl but judging by Kirsty’s reactions she was a fast learner.  Kirsty looked at me and started to beg.

“Please can I move my arms master, and please can Anna use her fingers?  Please Master . . . PLEASE?”

“Yes.”

As soon as I spoke Kirsty unfolded her arms and put her hands onto Anna’s head to control her.  At the same time Anna moved her arms and quickly pushed two fingers up inside Kirsty’s cunt and started to finger fuck her new friend.  She was quickly rewarded by Kirsty breathing quickly and moving her hips, pulling Anna by her hair.  Anna stuck to her task, finger fucking her harder and harder.  I stole a glance at James, he was transfixed.  It wasn’t long before Kirsty started begging to be allowed to cum.

“Master . . . please may I cum, Master . . . please Master . . . PLEASE MASTER PLEASE”

I left her waiting for a minute before I allowed her to cum.  As soon as I granted her permission she climaxed, her knees buckling and she started to collapse, she only stayed up as her body was jammed onto Anna’s face.  To the side of me James had had enough and he pushed Chloe across the kitchen, holding her in place on his cock.  Once her head was up against the cupboard he started to fuck her mouth hard, not caring about her gagging and spluttering.  He put a hand up onto Kirsty’s tits and started to abuse them, slapping them and twisting her nipples.  The pain brought her round and she looked at James, before their mouths met and they kissed.

I’d had enough of being left out and I grabbed Anna by the hair and pulled her to my side of the room.  I lifted my toga and pushed my cock into her mouth.  There was no way I was going to cum, I was that hammered but I could still enjoy the sensation of a new girl sucking my cock.  She wasn’t as good as either of my girls but I still enjoyed making her gag as I fucked her face.  She tried to pull away at one point, I just pulled her back by her hair.  On the other side of the room I heard James yelling, “I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming  YESSSSSSS” as he came in Chloe’s mouth.  He pulled out and looked down at her, stepping back.  He looked round, looking for Anna and laughed when he saw her under my toga.

“Fuck me Josh, she’s got a well-trained mouth.”

“Try Kirsty, she’s much better.”

“Really?  Chloe’s better than Anna,” he said.

This was weird, discussing our girlfriend’s cock sucking abilities while I fucked his girlfriend’s mouth.  Across the room Kirsty dropped to her knees and opened her legs as she’d been trained.  Chloe adopted the same position.  James looked at Chloe and spoke to her.

“What makes Kirsty better than you then?” he asked.

I replied, “She can’t speak, she’s got a mouth full of your cum.”  James looked at me and shook his head in disbelief.  I continued, “She’s not allowed to swallow without your permission.”

“Jesus man, this is incredible.”

“I know right?”  I pulled Anna out from under my toga and let it fall to the floor.  She looked up at me.  James spoke to her, his voice harsh.

“Get over there with the other slaves.”

“Yes master,” she replied and moved to the other side of the room, settling on her knees with her legs apart.

James turned to me.  “I’ve got an idea,” he said.  He picked up a handbag, I guess it was Anna’s.  He looked around in it and brought out a lipstick.  He walked up to Anna and extended the lipstick.  He wrote on her chest and tits, ‘I do what I’m told’.  He then repeated this on Kirsty and Chloe.  The three of them looked incredible, kneeling like that on the floor.

“Stay there,” he ordered, “In silence.  Josh, come with me.”

We left the kitchen and closed the door.  In the corridor I told him about the last couple of weeks and how lucky I was. 

“So,” he asked, “Your girls, up for anything?”

“Absolutely, they aren’t allowed to say no.”

“That’s fantastic man.”

“What about Anna?”

“Oh, she’s quite submissive.  Never thought she was this submissive mind – the beer and the lead from your girls – slaves, seems to have helped her.”

We talked some more before James opened the door – he was pleased to see the three of them in a line.  I heard him order Chloe to swallow and she thanked him after she did.  He came back out and spoke to me again.

“Happy to share your slaves Josh?”

“Fuck yes,” I replied, “They love the abuse.”

“Sluts.”

We went into the main room of the party.  It was the usual end of a party dregs, all the guys that had scored had left and about 20 losers were left, all of them male.  James walked over to the hi-fi and turned it off.  There was a chorus of boos but he rode it well. Several stood up, thinking that the party was over.  James spoke to them all.

“Gentlemen, the night is young and in the kitchen is a treat for you all.  Three young, hot, naked slave girls, eager to obey and suck your cocks.”

Silence – the crowd started to look at each other.

“Guys, I’m not kidding.  Take it in turns – help yourselves.”

One guy stood up – I knew him vaguely, Pete I think, and he wandered out to the kitchen.  The rest started talking.  He was back 30 seconds later with the three slaves on their hands and knees crawling behind him.  You could have heard a pin drop as they came in and resumed their submissive poses, legs apart, breasts thrust out, arms folded behind their backs and the words ‘I do what I’m told’ written on them. 

A guy I didn’t know pointed to Chloe.  “Come here slave.”

“Yes sir,” she replied and crawled to him.  He just raised his toga as she slid under it and started to suck.  That was the signal and the other guys almost fought to get themselves a girl.  James and I smiled at each other and went back to the kitchen and out into the garden.  We drank a couple of beers and talked about our girls and our plans for them.  From the garden we could see into the lounge, there was no sign of any relief for the girls, they were being used hard.  We left them for another couple of beers before we returned.  When we went in Anna was on her back, lying on a table.  A guy neither of us knew was fucking her throat, while slapping her huge tits hard.  They were red from the abuse he was dishing out.  The lipstick on her chest was smeared all over her body and there were tear tracks down her face where she’d been crying. 

Kirsty was up against a wall, another guy hammering his cock in and out of her mouth with no thought about anything other than his impending orgasm.  Her body writing was smeared and cum covered her hair and face.

Chloe was on her knees, alternating between two cocks as she sucked each one in turn.  I just stood there enjoying the picture of the girls being abused like this.  Outside James and I had reached a deal, he was going home with my sluts and I’d get Anna for the night.  The girls, of course, had no say in this.

“Wrap it up guys, you’ve got five minutes,” I told the room.  The guy fucking Anna came quickly and slapped her tits hard for a last time as he came with a guttural roar, shooting down her throat.  As soon as he pulled out she slipped off the table and crawled across the floor, to resume a kneeling position next to James.  Once she was in position he patted her head.

“Good girl,” he told her. 

The guy fucking Kirsty’s throat came next, grunting as he came.  He held her in position, his groin jammed up against her face, his fat belly blocking her nose, leaving her unable to breathe.  He stayed like that for over a minute.  Kirsty started to struggle, trying to move her head but he was much stronger – he held her for another 20 seconds before he released her.  Her face was blue and she fell to the floor, drinking in the air.  Once she recovered she moved to my side and took up the submissive position.

“Go Chloe,” I yelled to my other slave, “You’ve got one minute to get them both off.”  She was trying hard bless her but she didn’t manage it. 

“Keep at it Chloe,” I ordered her.  To provide encouragement I picked up a belt from the sofa and brought it down onto one of Anna’s tits.  She screamed as the leather bit into her flesh.  I waited 15 seconds and then brought it down into one of Kirsty’s tits.  She screamed. 

“I’ll keep doing this until you get both guys off,” I told her.  Every 15 seconds I hit one of the girls, alternating between girl and breast.  Poor Chloe now knew that her poor performance was causing her sister slaves pain and suffering.  The pain though seemed to excite the guys (shit, I was getting hard again, I now know how much I love hurting a submissive girl) and it wasn’t long before one guy started to buck his hips, at the same time bouncing Chloe’s head up and down.

“Yessssssss,” he yelled as he came.  As soon as he finished he released her head and she swallowed (without permission – she’d get punished for that later, Kirsty didn’t have a choice as the guy came in her throat) and she moved to the other guy, taking the full length down her throat as he used her without mercy.  Kirsty and Anna both took another five blows before he came, grunting in delight.  When he released her she crawled over to my side.  She paused just before she got to me and looked at the other girls, their breasts red and marked from the belt.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  I brought the belt down on her ass and told her to be silent.

I picked up the leashes I’d brought and clipped them to Kirsty and Chloe’s collars, then handed them to James.  They looked up at me.

“James and I discussed this, you’re spending the night with him.  Serve him well or you’ll be punished tomorrow.”

Anna looked up at James.  He ran his fingers through her hair as he spoke to her, “And you know where you’re spending the night, don’t you?”

Anna looked at me and replied, “Yes sir.”  She put her head down and moved to my side.  James looked at her.  He took a leash off Chloe and instead clipped my two slaves onto the same leash and handed the other to me.  Anna didn’t have a collar, so instead I wrapped it round her neck and passed the leash through its clip.  It would do.  My two girls necks were held together, getting around would be hard for them. 

“Bed time girls,” James said and then gestured to the rest of the guys in the room, “And you lot, fuck off home!”  They laughed and started to drift off. 

I spoke to Anna, “Get your toga slave.”  She hesitated, then said “Yes sir” and went to collect her clothes.  When she came back she was carrying the toga and her phone.  James and I were the last two people there (well, free people, slaves don’t really count do they?).  We shook hands, I dragged Anna out into the night and told my girls to serve my friend well.

“And don’t you disappoint Josh,” James told Anna.

“I will try very hard to please him master,” she replied.

The cold air hit me in my thin toga.  Anna tried to put hers on but I just pulled her leash.  “You can walk back naked, it’s only 30 minutes,” I told her.  She opened her mouth to speak, then thought better of it and closed it again.  I looked down at her, her nipples were fully erect in the cold air.  We set off into the night.  We were going to Kirsty’s, I wanted to film myself fucking Anna – I wanted a record of the night, it’s not often you get to fuck a girl because she’s been told to do it, and one so willing.
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It took almost an hour to walk Anna back to the flat, we had to keep ducking into gardens and stay in the shadows to avoid people and cars – there weren’t many about at that time in the morning but even so.  After we’d been walking for 30 minutes or so Anna spoke to me.

“Sir, please sir, I need to use the bathroom sir.”

“Look around girl, do you see one?”

“No sir,” she replied, looking despondent. 

I walked to a grid in the road and told her to squat and pee.  She looked at me and then squatted down – I’m not into watching girls pee, I just wanted to exert control over her to show my new slave for the night that she had no rights.

“Open your legs wide and face me while you piss slave.”

Meekly she replied, “Yes sir,” and turned to face me.  She opened her legs and peed into the gulley pot.  After that we resumed our journey uneventfully.  At the flat I took her into Chloe’s room. 

First I tied her arms to the bedframe – it was against the wall so I tied her at 90o to the wall, her head almost hanging off the bed.  Next I took a rope and tied it to each of her ankles.  Anna spread her legs wide, but that wasn’t what I wanted.  I pulled the ropes tight back up over her head, forcing her to bend at the waist, lifting her ass off the bed, exposing her holes.  I tied the ankle ropes off just above the wrist ones.  She was fully exposed, all of her holes available for use.  I loved the way her huge tits looked, they’d be fully available for me as well.

I started with her mouth.  As I approached her she opened it compliantly and I pushed my still soft cock into the warm, wet inviting hole.  Anna started to suck and move her mouth up and down as best she could – her movements were very limited by her position but she was trying hard.  To help her I grabbed her hair and pulled hard.  She grunted in pain but I controlled her head, forcing her up and down by pulling and releasing her hair.

As soon as I was fully hard I leaned down and whispered in her ear.

“I’m going to ask you if I can fuck you in the ass.  I want you to beg me to do it, understand?”

Anna swallowed and replied, “Yes sir.”

I went back to fucking her mouth for a couple of minutes before pulling my soaking wet cock out.  The poor girl was slobbering everywhere.

“I want to fuck your ass – any objections?”

“No sir, please fuck my ass sir.  Fuck it hard please sir.”  Her voice tailed off as she said it.  She wasn’t exactly begging, but it was good enough.

I walked round the bed and climbed up, her ass was at just the right height for me.  I was on my knees, I lined my cock up with her ass and pushed hard.  I sank about an inch in, Anna started crying as I fucked her.  She was so tight I couldn’t get any more in.  I reached between her legs and slapped one of her tits hard.

“Relax you ass slut.”

“I’m trying sir, please fuck my ass sir,” she sobbed.

I tried again but she was resisting.  I pulled out and slapped her ass hard again.  Her tears subsided, dumb cunt thought she was getting away with it.  I left the room and came back with a gag which I put into her mouth and secured.  Next I showed her a small butt plug which I greased in front of her terrified eyes.  When it was covered I lined it up with her asshole and pushed, she tried to resist but I’d put so much lube on it slid right in.  Her eyes opened wide as the short plug penetrated her ass.  I fucked her with it for a minute, getting as much lube up her ass as I could.

She knew what was coming.  I pulled it out and lined up my cock and thrust.  This time I managed to get three inches in before she contracted her ass.  Her tears started to flow, I guess it hurt but she had asked for this, hadn’t she?  I pulled back and thrust in again, this time getting another half inch in.  I kept at her, all the time she was crying and screaming through the gag.  I fucked her hard, like she’d asked for, ramming my cock in and out.  Even in my drunken state it didn’t take long before I could feel my balls start to tighten.  I grabbed her tits hard, one in each hand and sank my fingers into the fleshy mounds.

“Yes . . . yes . . . yes . . . squeeze my cock slave . . . yes, fuck YESSSSS,” I yelled as I came hard.  My cock pulsed seven, eight, maybe nine times inside her.  I stayed there for a minute or so before pulling out, eliciting another cry of pain from Anna.

“Missing something in your ass already slave?” I asked.  She didn’t respond so I picked up the butt plug and re-inserted it.  I got off the bed and walked round to her head.  Again I whispered into her ear.

“I’m going to remove the gag, beg me to be allowed to clean my cock.”

Anna nodded as best she could through her tears.  I undid the gag and pulled it out of her mouth.  She sobbed and spoke.

“Please let me clean your cock sir, please allow me the privilege of cleaning your cock sir.  Please sir?”

How could I say no? Anna opened wide and I pushed my cock into her wide open mouth.  She wasn’t as skilled as my slaves but I could still get two thirds of my cock into her open hole.  I let her clean me for a while (OK, I fucked her mouth) until I got bored.  I showed her the gag again and she spoke.

“Please gag me for the night sir.”  That was better.  She opened her mouth and I put the gag in and I left her for the night.  I went to Kirsty’s room to sleep, I doubted Anna would get much.  As I drifted off to sleep I wondered what kind of a night Chole and Kirsty were having?
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In the morning I woke late – I looked at the clock, shit it was gone nine.  And why the fuck wasn’t anyone sucking my cock?  Then it came back to me, I’d come home with Anna, the new found slave girl and she was tied up next door.  My head was sore, I’d drunk too much.  I picked up my phone, there was a new message from James

Hi Bud, I’ll bring them back about 12 OK?

See you then chief

What a night!  Thanks

I played with my phone for a bit until I couldn’t put off the need to pee.  After I showered, making me feel a good deal better, and I went to Chloe’s room.  There was Anna, just as I’d left her, no real surprise.  I didn’t speak to her, instead I untied her and as she moved her legs down I swear I could hear her back crack.  I studied her face, it was covered in dried saliva and cum.  Next I untied her arms – I studied her tits, they bore the belt marks from last night when Chloe had failed to get the two guys off in time.  I left the gag in.  I gave her a couple of minutes to stretch before I spoke to her.

“Get me a black coffee slave, I’ll be in the lounge.  And don’t take all day.”

I went through and sat down.  I heard her come out after me and look around.  She opened the bathroom door first – if she was going to pee without permission or orders she’d be punished.  Then it struck me, she’d never been here before and was just looking around.  I heard her scamper past and into the kitchen.  I sat down and flicked on the TV.

Ten minutes later Anna appeared and presented me with my coffee.  I didn’t speak to her and she waited for a moment, before dropping to her knees, legs opened wide with her arms behind her back as she’d be trained last night.  I drank the coffee with one eye on the TV and one on her body.  She really did have great tits, much bigger than Chloe’s or Kirsty’s (Chloe and Kirsty’s put together for that matter).  I’d have to make the most of this.  When I’d finished the coffee I handed her the mug.

“Put that in the dishwasher and come back with the lube.”

She looked worried, but nodded her head and took the mug from me.  When she came back I opened my legs wide.  Anna looked at me quizzically.  I clicked my fingers and pointed to my cock.  Something clicked into place and she worked out what I wanted.  Anna came close to me and dropped to her knees, placing them under the sofa.  She took the lube and dripped some onto my growing cock, then lubed up the cleavage between her tits.  She fixed her eyes on me and smiled as best she could with the gag in her mouth.  She put her hands onto her huge breasts and positioned them around my cock.  Without being asked or told she started to move her tits and body up and down, caressing my cock between those sweet mounds.  I let her fuck me with her tits and just lay back to enjoy the ride.

Up and down she bounced.  She squeezed harder and harder, and moved faster and faster and soon I found myself getting close to cumming.  I was breathing heavily, panting and pleading to cum.  When I did I pushed my legs together, trapping her in place.  Anna stopped bouncing and held my cock in place, sandwiched between her heavenly tits, my cum spurting onto her breasts.

When I sat up I removed her gag and started to scoop up the sticky white cum.  Anna opened her mouth and I dribbled it in.  She licked my fingers clean to get as much as she could into her mouth.  When it was all in place she closed her mouth and looked at me.  I released her.

“Get us both a drink slave,” I ordered her.  Anna stood up, she’d not been trained to go on all fours, I could forgive this, and went to the kitchen.  She was back quickly with two mugs of hot black coffee.  Anna presented me with mine, then resumed kneeling beside me, holding her mug.  I drank half of mine before I spoke.

“Swallow and drink slave.”

Anna swallowed my cum, then spoke.  “Thank you sir.”

She drank the coffee quickly and when we were finished she took the mugs away.  As she walked out of the room I gave her permission to use the bathroom.  While she was out I picked up one of the cameras and mounted it across from the sofa.  I’d not filmed the tit fuck, but I was going to capture what happened next.  Anna was fast, she was back within five minutes but I was in place.  When she returned I had her lie on the sofa next to me, sucking my cock gently as I caught up with the world and my social media.

After I was all caught up with the world (and my cock was fully hard again) I looked at Anna.  She was beautiful, maybe 23 years old, long dark hair and a cracking body.  I wanted her.  I grabbed her hair and pulled her off my cock.  She winced a little but took it well.  I spun her round, onto all fours and pushed my cock into her pussy.  She was soaking wet and I sank straight in. 

“Thank you sir,” she said, “Thank you for fucking me.”

I pulled back on her hair, lifting her head up and started to fuck her hard.  Our bodies were slapping together, pulling her hair showed her face almost directly into the camera.  She took one hand off the sofa and started to rub her clit.  As soon as she touched it she was pleading with me.

“So close sir . . . sir . . . can I cum please sir . . . sir . . . PLEASE, I NEED to cum sir . . . please.”

I let her beg for over a minute before I granted her permission.  As soon as I did she collapsed down, her arm giving way and I released her hair.  Anna was screaming with pleasure, grunting hard as she came and came, orgasm engulfing her body.  She set me off and I came in her, my cock pulsing.

“Thank  . . . thank you sir . . . sir, I’m still . . . I’m still cumming sir . . . I can feel your cum . . . sir”.

I fucked her slower as I came, it just seemed to intensify her orgasm even more.    Finally when we’d both calmed down I pulled out and she was instantly on me, sucking my cock clean.  Anna was a greedy slut.

We went for a bath together – I’d just showered but I wanted to play with her naked body some more.  When we got out I got dressed, she remained naked, and I had her cook something for lunch – James and my slaves would be back soon.  She found a chicken in the fridge and roasted it, she was going to serve it with pasta and some garlic bread she’d made.  The doorbell went just before 12, I looked at the security camera, there was James ringing the bell with Chloe and Kirsty kneeling naked at his side.  I went to let them in.  I was pleased to be getting my slaves back, but I was going to miss Anna, well, I was going to miss her tits.  Hopefully James and I could swap girls again soon.  They, of course, would have no say in the matter.


Chapter 10

I was on my knees, my collar attached to the same leash as my sister slave, our necks touching.  From where I was I could see my master at the door, he had a naked salve girl called Anna on a leash.  I couldn’t believe that he’d swapped me and Kirsty for the night just like that.  I found it hard to believe that he’d paraded me naked in front of 20 guys and then given them free rein over my body – and Jesus, they had made use of us both.

As I watched my master walk off into the night James closed the door.

“So then girls,” he said, looking down at us, “what am I allowed to do with you for the night?  What are your limits?”

I hesitated, I wanted to lay down some rules, but at the same time he might report back and Josh would be disappointed with us.  And he could be very cruel.  Kirsty beat me to the answer.

“Sir,” she said, “Chloe and I have no limits.  We will do what ever you want, without question.  If we disappoint you in any way you may punish us in any way you see fit. We will never say no, will we Chloe?”

“No sir,” I replied, “We belong to you for the night.”

“Fuck me,” said James.  I don’t think he meant it literally, just a comment on how submissive we both were.  He looked down at us, unable to move easily the way we were leashed together.  He leaned down and uncoupled us.  Without thinking we both assumed the submissive pose, on our knees, legs apart, arms folded behind our backs, heads down.  For all his faults, Josh had trained us well.

James walked past us and into the lounge.  We got onto all fours and crawled with him, resuming our poses once he sat down.  He looked round the room, it looked like a small bomb had gone off. 

“Fucking students,” he muttered to no one in particular.  James leaned forward and extended a hand to each of us.  Instinctively I opened my mouth and sucked his fingers, next to me Kirsty was doing the same.  He pulled his hands out and placed them onto our breasts, taking a full breast into each of his hands.  He squeezed hard – not so hard as to make either of us cry out, but we felt it.

“That can wait ‘til the morning.  Follow me slaves.”

He released us and went up the stairs.  We followed him up the stairs as fast as we could.  James led, I was next with Kirsty behind me.  She was faster than me and kept rubbing her nose against my pussy.  When she did that she would stick out her tongue and lick as well.  When we got to the top he disappeared into the bathroom and we could hear him pissing.  When he came out we were of course kneeling, waiting for him.

James didn’t speak, he wandered off into a bedroom and we followed him in.  His room was quite large, with a double bed.  Hopefully we’d get to sleep in it.  Once in the room he gave us our first order.

“Undress me slaves.”

“Yes sir,” was our inevitable response.

“And be careful – this cost a lot to rent.”

We undressed him carefully and put the outfit to one side.  Kirsty found the bag it came in and we hung it up.  While we did this James sat on the edge of the bed masturbating slowly.  Once we had finished we resumed our submissive poses.  James studied both of us.

“Who gives the best blowjob?”

“Kirsty does sir,” I replied.  She started to move forward but James pushed her back.

“I didn’t tell you to move, did I Kirsty?”

“No sir, sorry sir,” she replied.

“Chloe, suck my cock.”

“My pleasure sir.”  I edged forward and started at the base of his cock, licking it up and down, circling the end with my tongue.  His cock was shorter than Josh’s, but fatter.  I was hoping he’d fuck me with it.  I took as much into my mouth as I could, which was all bar the last inch.  I looked up, James had thrown his head back and was loving the attention.  I sucked quickly, moving my head up and down.  I was purposely moving my head too far down to make myself gag and splutter – in my limited experience guys like it when they make you gag.  While I was blowing him he ordered Kirsty up onto the bed next to him so he could kiss her and play with her tits.

James lay down on his back and pulled Kirsty down with him.  I sucked for all I was worth but he didn’t cum, not that surprising considering how much beer he’d drunk.  After a couple of minutes he ordered us to swap places.  I got up first and we kissed.  Between his legs Kirsty was sucking his balls.

“I can’t believe she’s better than that Chloe,” James said.

“She is sir, much better,” I replied.

“Anna hardly ever sucks my cock,” he muttered before we started kissing.  James broke it off after a few seconds and moaned softly under his breath.  I looked down, Kirsty had his full length in her throat, his pubes disappearing up her nose.  She was motionless, holding him in place.  James propped himself up to watch.  Kirsty started to move her head, but only up and down an inch. 

“Holy fuck Kirsty, that’s incredible,” he mutter softly.  She kept it up for almost two minutes before she had to breathe.  Even then she just pulled back and kept a couple of inches in her mouth, before repeating her party trick on his cock.  James lay down again and pulled me onto his face, facing towards Kirsty.  He stuck his tongue out and started to lick my soaking wet pussy.  I started to ride him, pushing my slit up and down.  He held my breasts as I rode him. 

When Kirsty came up for air he pushed me off and over onto my back.  I opened my legs and he climbed on top of me, pushing straight into my cunt.  Kirsty climbed up next to me and started to kiss me.  James’ fat cock felt incredible in my pussy, he was stretching it like it had never been stretched before.  It felt fantastic and I could feel myself getting close to cumming.  I broke off from kissing Kirsty and asked for permission to cum.

“Fuck yes,” grunted James.  He wouldn’t be far behind me.  I started kissing Kirsty again, our faces and tongues entwined, our hair mixing.  James propped himself up onto his elbows and gripped my tits.  As he squeezed I came, my body trying to bend at the waist.  I broke off the kiss and screamed in delight at finally getting a release after blowing so many guys earlier in the day.  My screams got James off, he grunted loudly and came in my pussy – I could feel every spurt and pulse as he came.  We lay there, wrapped together kissing.  When he pulled out we snuggled up next to him.

“Don’t you need to pee girls?” he asked.

Kirsty answered him, “Yes sir, but not without permission.”

“Jesus, you two really are submissive.  Go use the bathroom slaves.”

“Thank you sir,” we replied.  We came back as quickly as we could.  As we got into bed he wrapped an arm round us both.

“I set an alarm for seven, get up when it goes off.  You can use the bathroom and have a drink of water.  Then tidy the house.  When you’re done bring me a bacon roll and a coffee.  Sleep well girls.”

“Sleep well sir,” I replied.  I turned out the light and checked the time, it was approaching two am, and we all went to sleep.
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The alarm went off after what felt like ten minutes.  Kirsty moved quickly, the noise was coming from her side of the bed.  She silenced it and slipped out of the bed.  I really wanted to close my eyes and sleep, but Kirsty tapped me and pulled me out of the bed.  We left the room in the dark.  As I closed the door James spoke to us.

“Quietly does it girls, I need to sleep.”

“Yes sir,” we replied.  We looked at each other, we needed sleep as well but naturally as slave girls our needs were not important.  I started getting wet just thinking about that, I was a slave girl, devoid of rights, just an object to be controlled by my master.  We went to the bathroom first, it was the usual mess after a party.  I wanted to pee but James hadn’t told me that we could, so for now we just surveyed the mess and went downstairs.

It was cold in the house, the heating hadn’t come on yet.  Every room and the outside, front and back, were covered in bottles, cans and debris from the party.  There were plates, snacks and cigarette ends all over the place.  We had less than two hours to clean up.

“Let’s start with the big stuff Chloe,” said Kirsty, “we can’t vacuum until James is up.”

I looked round.  “I’ll start in here,” I said.  I picked up a few empty bottles and walked towards the back door.  I unlocked it and paused.  “Do you think we can get dressed?  It’s freezing outside.”  There was a light frost outside.  We paused and looked at each other.  We’d not been given permission to wear clothes, so we decided to stay naked.  It was early on a Sunday morning, it was unlikely that there would be anyone else around.

I walked out, found the glass recycling bin and put the bottles in, lowering them down to keep the sound to a minimum.  The sun was beginning to rise and we could both see the mess the garden was in.  We set about our task, the cold air and frozen ground causing our bodies to shiver.  At least it wasn’t raining.

As soon as the garden was tidy we started on the house, working from room to room picking up the mess.  We didn’t get any warmer as we had to keep heading outside with the waste.  We picked up every can and bottle, we washed the plates and glasses and put them away, wiped down the surfaces and cleaned the house better than it probably had been since James moved in. 

Time wore on quickly – we were working as fast as we could, but we’d spent so much time outside we were cold and moved slower than we normally would.  We didn’t speak to each other much, just confirmation of what to do next.  As the time approached nine am Kirsty stopped cleaning and started cooking.  She put the bacon under the grill, warmed some bread rolls and put on the coffee.  Just before nine we laid a tray, with both brown and red sauce and headed upstairs to his room with his breakfast to make sure we were there on time.

We entered the room on the dot of nine.  His alarm started, James quickly silenced it and sat up.  He yawned and looked over at us.  Kirsty placed the tray on his knees and then we dropped to our knees.  James didn’t speak, he just picked up a roll, covered it in ketchup and picked up his phone.  He played with it while eating and drinking.  When he was finished eating he put the plate down and put the mug on the tray.

“Would you like me to clean that away for you sir?” I asked.

“Yes please Chloe,” he replied.

I stood up and picked up the tray.  As I walked away I paused and looked back at him.  “May I start vacuuming now sir, or would you like me back to serve you?”

He thought for a moment.  “Come back up here when you’ve put that in the kitchen.”

“Yes sir.”

I went downstairs and put the tray down, then returned to his room.  When I entered James was sat on the edge of bed, his cock buried in Kirsty’s mouth.  I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled over to James.  Our eyes met and I spoke to him.

“Would you like me to suck your ass hole sir?”  What the fuck had happened to me in the last couple of weeks?  What kind of a dirty slut was I?  I desperately wanted James to give me a favorable report back to Josh, partially as I wanted him to be pleased with me, mostly as I didn’t want him to have a reason to punish me.

James didn’t speak for a moment.  When he did he edged himself down the bed until his ass was hanging off the edge.  Then he spoke, “Fuck yes slave”.

“Thank you sir,” I replied.  Kirsty had heard the conversation and moved slightly to one side, allowing me access to James’ ass.  Above me Kirsty was sucking him hard, moving her head up and down quickly.  I wasted no time, I put my hands on his ass cheeks and pulled them to one side and extended my tongue.  James spoke in a high pitched, strained voice and my tongue touched his skin.

“Oh Jesus, oh fuck, that’s incredible girls,” he managed to stammer out.

I could feel his balls on my head, they were moving independently.  It wouldn’t be long until James came.  I pushed my tongue further, rimming him and then pushing it into his ass hole.  I started to fuck his ass with my tongue – I could only get three quarters of an inch in, but he loved this.  I felt his balls move and heard James groan and yell as he came in Kirsty’s mouth.  I could feel her hair on my back, rising and falling as she kept sucking his cock while he came.  I kept up my tongue fucking, this had to be incredible for him.

I felt him pull Kirsty off so I released my hands from his ass and knelt back, next to Kirsty.  She turned to me and we started kissing, exchanging his cum.  I grabbed Kirsty’s hair and bent her head back.  I raised my head above hers and opened her mouth, allowing the cum to dribble into her mouth.  Then I leaned back and she repeated the exchange.  We continued to snowball for a while – I heard James utter a long slow “Fuuuuuck” as we did this.  I stole a glance, he was wanking himself quickly.  Next time I dribbled cum into my sister-slave’s mouth I didn’t lean back, this time I worked my way down her body and started to bite her erect nipples.  As soon as I did this James started speaking.

“Fuck . . . Christ . . . I’m going to cum, oh God I’m going to cum . . . YESSSSSS”.  I released Kirsty’s nipple and moved fast to take his cock into my mouth as he exploded.  I sucked quickly, draining every drop from his balls into my mouth.  When he’d finished cumming I went back to kneel next to Kirsty.   After a couple of minutes James spoke to us both.

“You can swallow now girls.”

We both swallowed and thanked him.  James got out of bed and patted our heads.

“Anna hardly ever sucks my cock, she doesn’t swallow and anal is out,” he muttered. 

“I’m sure she’ll do it from now on sir, Josh will make her,” Kirsty said.

James laughed and left to use the bathroom.  After he’d peed he called us in and we showered together, cleaning him well.  When we got out we dried him off and he looked at us both.

“Do you need to use the bathroom girls?” he asked.

“Yes please sir,” we both replied.

“Be downstairs in ten minutes girls.”

“Thank you sir.”

He left the room and we used the bathroom.  We sneaked a glass of water and went downstairs.  James was inspecting our cleaning efforts.

“Not bad girls, not bad at all.  Now vacuum and finish the cleaning.  You’ve got about 50 minutes before we need to leave.”

We resumed cleaning, James sat and read a book.  Just after 11:20 he found us both and handed us our Togas.  We put them on, put on our sandals and left for Kirsty’s flat.  James was wearing a coat, it was cold, but all we had were our togas. 
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By the time we got to Kirsty’s flat we were once again freezing cold.  As we got to the stairs Kirsty spoke to James.

“Sir, we aren’t allowed clothes inside the building.  Please may we strip off?”

James just shook his head in disbelief.  “Oh, erm, of course,” he replied.

We stripped off and walked up with him.  At the door he rang the bell and Kirsty and I dropped to our knees.  The door opened and James walked in.  Kirsty and I crawled in, as Josh expected.  At least the flat was warm.

We walked/crawled into the lounge.  There was Anna, on her knees, naked, her legs opened wide with her magnificent body on display.  Compared to her I was acutely embarrassed by my small breasts.  Kirsty and I took up positions on either side of her, like three ducks in a row, heads down being ignored by the men.  Josh and James started talking about their experiences of the night.  At no point did either of them talk about our feelings.  I stole a glance at Anna, she was blushing as Josh talked about her like she was a piece of meat.  Which, I suppose, is what she now was.

The cooker in the kitchen started bleeping.  Josh spoke.

“Anna, deal with that.  Kirsty, help her.  Chloe, set the table for two”.  We crawled off to obey.  When I came back the guys were sat at the table.  As I started to set table I bent over and felt something on my pussy, Josh had inserted a finger and was fucking me with it.

“Do you like that slave?” he asked.

“Yes master, very much master,” I replied.  And it was true, I loved the way he had become so dominant over me.  I didn’t like his sadism, but I had to tolerate that.  He kept fucking me until the table was set, at which point he pulled his finger out and had me lick it clean.  I returned with two glasses of water, just as Kirsty and Anna were ready with the boys’ food.  We served them and started to drop to our knees when James spoke.

“Josh, mind if Kirsty blows me while we eat?”

“Not at all.”  He looked at Kirsty and spoke sharply, “Why the fuck aren’t you sucking my friends cock slut?”

“Sorry master,” she replied, crawling into position under the table.

“Help yourself to Anna if you want,” James added, followed by “aaaaaaah.”  Kirsty must have been at work under the table.  Josh just looked at her and she crawled to him and started sucking.  I stayed where I was until James looked at me.

“Chloe, why not climb up onto the table and entertain us?”

“Yes sir”, I replied.  I crawled to the far end of the table and climbed up on it.  I knelt on the hard wood surface, my legs opened as wide as I could get them.  I put one hand onto my breast and started to massage it, slipping the other between my legs and started to rub myself.  My cunt was already a bit wet from when Josh had finger fucked me earlier.  I started to moan – this felt good, being exposed like this in front of two guys, knowing that they were having their cocks sucked under the table.

I slid two of my fingers into my pussy and let out a long, soft moan of pleasure as they sank slowly into my soaking wet hole.  I fucked myself for a couple of minutes, before taking my other hand off my breast and started to rub my clit.  It wasn’t long before I was on the verge of cumming.  I started to beg for permission.  I begged for a while, all the time rubbing my clit hard, on the verge of orgasm.  All it needed was one word from Josh or James.  I opened my eyes and looked at them.  Neither was eating, they were just watching.

James had his eyes half closed, one of his hands was under the table, presumably on Kirsty’s head.  His mouth was hanging half open, under his breath he was muttering “fuck . . . oh yes . . . yes . . . fuck yes.”

Josh was watching me – I knew he wasn’t going to let me cum until he did.  This was another form of torture I had to endure.

“Please master . . . sir . . . please let me cum . . . I’m so close . . . please . . .” My begging and pleading was becoming more and more frantic, I was in danger of cumming without permission.  With immense will power I took my hand off my clit, only for James to yell at me.

“Put your hand back slut,” he ordered.  Fuck, I did and started to rub again.  “Oh shit YESSSSSSS” he yelled as he came into Kirsty’s talented mouth.  As he came Josh put his hands under the table and grabbed Anna by her hair.  Josh stood up and pushed the chair away with his legs, he pulled Anna out and lifted her head, then pushed it back into the table.  Josh then started to fuck her mouth.  Poor Anna was gagging and spluttering but Josh didn’t care, he was fucking her mouth like she was a piece of meat.  Anna started to make noises like she was about to vomit, Josh didn’t care, it just excited him more.  He spat on her and then with a roar he pulled out and started to wank himself, shooting load after load over Anna’s face.  All the time I was pleading with him to cum – eventually he granted me permission and I came instantly, screaming as wave after wave of orgasm hit me.  When I opened my eyes and looked down Kirsty was licking the cum off Anna’s face – seeing them being so slutty made me cum again, nowhere near as intense but still an orgasm. 

When Anna’s face was clean Josh just pushed her out of the way and sat back down.  I stayed motionless where I was as the boys resumed eating.  On the floor Kirsty and Anna resumed their kneeling pose.  Neither of the boys spoke to their slaves, but they did speak to each other, discussing the party and Anna’s new found submissive nature.  When they’d had their fill we slaves were ordered to clean up.  When that was done we found our owners in the lounge, sat next to each other on the sofa.  Josh ordered me to get a couple of dildos from the bedroom, then he used me as a footstool.  James smiled and gestured to Kirsty to take the same stance and he lowered his legs into the small of her back.  We had our assess next to each other.  Josh took the double ended dildo I’d brought and fed one end into my pussy, then the other end into Kirsty.  Next they pushed our asses together.

James and Josh high fived each other, pleased with what they’d done.  James picked up the other dildo and threw it to Anna.  “Fuck your holes with that slave,” he ordered her.  “Yes master,” came the inevitable response.  While she wanked and fucked herself Josh talked to James.

“Thing is James, they want to obey you.  You have to be firm and let them know that an order is exactly that.  It’s an order, not a request and there are consequences if they don’t obey or don’t perform as well as they can.  Chloe, what happens if you fuck up?”

“You would punish me master,” I replied.

“And would you deserve it?”

“Of course master.”  Shit, he was right as well.  I liked that knowledge, knowing that he demanded and deserved perfection.  I liked living with that element of fear.  What I was starting to hate, though, was the enjoyment he got from inflicting pain on us just because he could.

Josh leaned over and picked up a riding crop.  He swished it through the air, this was going to hurt.  Without warning he brought it down on my ass and I whimpered.  He quickly delivered another five blows before speaking again.  My ass was stinging.

“She’s done nothing wrong, I just like to remind them occasionally who owns them.  Try it on Kirsty,” he added, passing the crop to James.  James held it for a few seconds, before raising it up and bringing it down onto her.  When Josh whipped me he did it as hard as he could, bringing me real pain.  I could hear the crop move through the air – when James did it the sound was much softer, he was being far more playful.  Kirsty took the blow in silence – then I remembered, she had a mouthful of cum.  No one had told her to swallow.  James quickly delivered another five blows, then whipped his legs off Kirsty’s back and stood up.  He looked down at Kirsty.

“Start fucking your friend slut,” he ordered Kirsty.  Presumably she nodded and I felt her ass start to move off, the dildo pulling slightly out of my pussy, then pushing back in, our assess slapping together.  James walked across the room to Anna who was still kneeling, her legs open, fucking herself with the dildo.  She was moaning gently.  She looked up at James, then at the riding crop.

“Keep fucking yourself slave,” he ordered Anna.

She kept staring at the crop as she replied, “Yes master”.  James walked round her, then brought the crop down onto her tits.  Anna cried out and James kept walking round her.

“Every time I walk round you you’ll get a blow until you cum slave, understand?”

“Yes master, I understand.”

Josh stood up and picked up a ball gag from the side table.  He strode over to Anna and inserted in into her mouth, fastening it tightly round her head.  All the while she kept fucking herself with the dildo.  When the gag was secure Josh sat back down and put his legs on my back.  I was rocking back and forth slowly as Kirsty fucked me with the dildo.  I turned my head slowly to watch Anna.  James walked round her again and brought the crop down onto one of her tits.  I was right, he wasn’t hitting her hard like Josh would have done.  She yelled as the crop hit her sensitive breast. 

James kept circling her, taking 20 or 30 seconds to circle round her naked body.  Anna was trying hard, the dildo was moving quickly in and out of her cunt.  She was breathing rapidly, her eyes fixed on the crop as James walked round her.  She took five blows to her breasts when she started to beg through the gag.

Josh looked at James and spoke, “I can’t hear anything, can you?”

James smiled, “Nothing clear bud,” and brought the crop down on Anna again.  She gurgled through the gag.

“Eash ay I cum aster?”

James and Josh just laughed and James cropped her again.  Her huge breasts were covered in spit dripping down from her mouth, they were starting to turn red from the crop.  James circled her twice more before he granted Anna permission to cum.  As soon as he did she collapsed forward, screaming loudly through the gag.  James softly cropped her ass while she came – hard enough so she’d feel it, not so hard to really hurt her.  He seemed far more in control than Josh ever was.

When Anna straightened up she pulled the dildo from her pussy.

“Fuck Chloe’s mouth with that slave,” James ordered her.

Anna crawled over to me and knelt in front of me.  Our eyes met and I opened my mouth wide.  She didn’t speak, just lifted up the dildo and pushed it into my mouth.  I loved the taste of her pussy on it and it was so wet it just slipped to the back of my throat.  Now I was being fucked at both ends by the dildos.  I wasn’t going to cum like this, but it still felt great.

“Get under Chloe Anna, get your head on her pussy,” ordered Josh.  She started to pull the dildo out, but a blow from the crop made her keep it in.  She slid onto her back and I opened my arms wider, allowing her to slide under me.  As she slid down she nibbled my nipples until she was level with my pussy.  All the while she kept fucking my mouth with the dildo – not as good as a real cock, but in some ways better, I didn’t have to worry about sinking my teeth into it.  Spit was dribbling out of my mouth now and landing on Anna.

As soon as she licked my clit I almost came.  I had one dildo in my throat and one in my pussy, which Kirsty was still slow fucking me with.  Anna was very gentle with her tongue, just flicking my clit with its end, then taking long, slow licks of my slit.  I tried to beg for permission to cum, but it was just unintelligible gibberish.  Surely they knew what I was asking for? 

My elbows were weak, I started to drop down.  Snot was blowing out of my nose, saliva gushing from my mouth.  My hips were bucking under the attentions of Anna’s tongue and Kirsty fucking me.  I was begging to be allowed to cum, I was desperate for a release.  I could hear James and Josh discussing me.

“Is your slave asking for something James?”

“Can’t tell, she’s a noisy slut.”

“Maybe she wants to cum?”

“EEEEASSSEEE,” I begged, “EEASSSSEEE”.

“Not sure, maybe she just wants you to turn the TV on?”

They both laughed at that, I just begged louder and louder.  Eventually Josh relented and allowed me to cum.  My elbows and legs gave way and I collapsed onto Anna.  I lay there, engulfed in my orgasm which just kept going for nearly a minute.  When it finally subsided I rolled off Anna, the dildo popping out of my cunt, Josh’s legs fell onto Anna’s stomach and she winced as they hit her.

A lash from the crop brought me to my senses and I got up onto my knees, legs apart.  Beside me Anna and Kirsty moved into the same position.

“Thank you for allowing me to cum master,” I said.

Josh and James stood up, they talked to each other for a while.  Eventually they broke off from their conversation and looked at us. 

“Kirsty, go to your room and get all the ropes,” Josh ordered, “Chloe, get the hanging baskets down.  Anna, stand up.”

I stood up and got a chair.  In the center of the lounge there is a long wooden beam – originally I think the room was two but the wall had been taken out at some point.  Kirsty and I had hung hooks in the beam to hang plants from.  I didn’t like where this was going.  I took the three containers down and put them into the kitchen. 

When Kirsty returned James used some of the ropes to tie round Anna’s ankles and knees, next he used one of the longer ones.  He secured Anna’s wrists behind her back, then brought the rope up to her elbows.  He wrapped it several times round her elbows, drawing them together – they could only have been separated by an inch.  Anna gasped in pain several times as James did this.  When he was happy that her arms were tied tight he looped the loop back over itself, tying it off.  Next he took another rope and looped it over her wrists, then passed it up over the hook in the ceiling beam.  He positioned Anna directly under it and pulled slowly.  As her arms were lifted Anna bent at the waist to compensate.  James kept hoisting until she was bent at 90o at the waist.  As he continued to lift she went up on tip toes.  She must have been in some considerable amount of pain.  Was this what was to happen to all of us?

James took another rope and tied it round her neck, then pulled it down and secured the other end to her ankles, locking her in place.  She couldn’t move and straighten now, not even if she wanted to.

Josh looked at the scene in front of him – he was grinning like the Cheshire cat.  He walked round her, stopping to run a hand across her exposed pussy.  She moaned softly as he inserted a couple of fingers into her slit. 

Josh’s next move surprised me, I expected to be tied in the same position – it looked painful but also exciting, having my cunt on display like that, being able to be used by anyone who wanted to.  Instead he ordered me and Kirsty to lie on our backs, in line with Anna, arms outstretched above our heads.  Josh secured my arms at the elbows and wrists while James worked on Kirsty.  Poor Kirsty, she still hadn’t been given permission to swallow the boys’ spunk. 

Next he tied my wrists to a hook he screwed into the skirting board, fixing me in place.  Then he picked up a magic wand and placed it between my legs, the head against my clit.  He tied my legs together and the knees and ankles, then turned on the wand.  I gasped, it was in just the right place to stimulate me.

I saw James stand up, he must have finished securing Kirsty in the same way.  Then I watched in disbelief.  They turned back to Anna, her huge breasts hanging down.  Each boy picked up a thinner rope and started to wrap it round the base of one of her tits, each loop tighter than the last.  When most of the rope had been used Josh passed another, longer rope under the looping rope, then continued to wrap it round her tit.  When they had finished they tied the ropes off.  Her poor tits were starting to turn purple as the blood supply was constricted to them. 

Josh took the longer rope and tied it to itself, then passed it up over one of the other hooks in the ceiling.  He brought it down near to my ankles.

“Lift you legs up Chloe,” he ordered me.  I didn’t hesitate and lifted my legs up.  It was hard from where I was.  When I’d got them about 18 inches off the floor Josh picked up the rope secured to Anna’s breast and pulled on it, until it was taught.  Then he tied it round my ankles.

“Stop lifting Chloe, let Anna’s tit take the weight of your leg”.

I knew this would cause her severe pain, but I had to obey or he would inflict severe pain on me.  I gently lowered my legs down until all the weight was being supported on her breast.  Anna took it well, she whimpered and used a few obscenities, but she didn’t ask to be released.  James then did the same with Kirsty’s legs.  Again Anna whimpered but she took it well.

“OK Chloe, Kirsty, how much pain Anna’s tits are in is up to you.  Feel free to lift your legs.”

As soon as Josh spoke I lifted my legs and I could see Anna turn to me to smile, I don’t know how much my legs weigh but it must be significant.  She then turned to Kirsty, presumably to thank her.

“What shall we do now Josh?” asked James.

“We could fuck Anna I suppose,” Josh replied.

“Or we could go to the pub.  The second half starts in five minutes.”

Josh looked at his watch.  “Good idea.”  Josh picked up his phone and pressed a button.  The wand on my clit started to vibrate.  I gasped and looked at him.

“Smart plug Chloe, I can control it from anywhere.  Don’t cum, will you?”

“No master,” I replied.

Josh grabbed his wallet, keys and coat, James did the same and they left the room.  They’d been gone for five minutes when then wand stopped moving.  That was a relief, it was agony being stimulated like this knowing that I couldn’t cum.  But then I was aware of the pain in my hips, I’d been taking the weight of my legs on my muscles, but there was a limit on how long I could do it.
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“Anna, I’m so sorry, I can’t hold me legs up much longer.”

“That’s OK Chloe, I know you’re trying hard.”  I could hear the tone in her voice, she knew that this was about to hurt.  I lower my legs as slowly as I could.  Anna didn’t swear, but she did gasp in pain as her tits took the weight.  I lowered my legs until some feeling came back into them.  Somewhere in the pub Josh was toying with me, he kept turning the wand off and on.  Sometimes it would be on for a few seconds, other times for ten minutes or more.  As soon as I could I took the weight of my legs back, from where I was I could see Anna’s breast move back into place.

We stayed like that for an hour until the boys came back.  My hips and legs were agony, fuck knows what Anna’s tits felt like.  I’d always been embarrassed by my small tits, now I was grateful, there was no way Josh could ever do that to me.  They didn’t speak when they came in.  Josh just walked up to Anna and grabbed her hair, pulling it back.  He unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock, inserting it into Anna’s gaping mouth.  James walked round to the other end and pulled out his cock.  He wanked himself for a few moments, looking proudly at the scene around him.  As soon as he was hard he pushed his cock inside Anna, placed his hands on her waist and started to fuck her.

Anna was being spit roasted with a cock in each hole.  I could hear her gagging and gasping for breath as she was used like this.  I could see the look on Josh’s face, it wasn’t going to be long before he came.  This was what got him off I think, a woman in pain that he had inflicted.  I thought back to those videos I’d found.  It wasn’t the submission that he liked, it was inflicting pain that did it.  What got me off was the submission.  Hmmm.

I was right – Josh was grunting like an animal, Anna’s mouth was just another cunt to him.  I looked at James, he had the same look on his face as he rutted Anna.  Josh started to scream, “I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming.”

And with that he pulled out of her mouth and started wanking as he shot load after load of white salty cum over Anna’s face.  She blinked, but it was too late as the cum was already in her eyes.  Josh cumming set James off and he pulled out of Anna and wanked himself, spurting over her ass and back. 

The boys gave it a couple of minutes before they started to release us.  First they lowered our legs down, then released Anna’s tits from their prisons.  She screamed in pain and swore again when they removed the ropes as blood re-entered her tits.  They left her bent over however.  Next James released me from the floor and had me suck his cock clean.  When I got back onto my knees poor Kirsty was licking cum off Anna’s face, then off her back.  She now had four loads in her mouth.

“I think Anna deserves to cum, don’t you Chloe?” asked James.

“Yes sir,” I replied.  I crawled round to her pussy and started to lick her pussy.  James sat down to watch. 

“Get me a beer Kirsty,” he ordered.  Kirsty just nodded and went to the kitchen.  Anna started to moan softly as I licked her pussy.  I pushed a couple of fingers into her and started to finger fuck her. 

“Suck her ass Chloe,” James ordered.  I didn’t reply, just lifted up a little and started to lick her ass.  “Get it nice and went, I might want to fuck it later.”  I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and used my hands to pull her cheeks apart.  I spat onto her ass hole.  With my left hand I used my fingers to hold her cheeks apart, then with my right pushed a finger into her ass.  I fucked her slowly with it.

“You like that, don’t you whore?” asked James.

“Yes master,” she replied.

“So, why’ve you never let me fuck your ass, slut?”

“I’m, I’m sorry master.  My ass is yours now master.”

“Too fucking right,” he said.  Kirsty returned and handed him his beer.  I kissed down Anna’s pussy and started to suck her clit.  She was moving her hips as much as she could, quickly.  She started to beg as I fingered her asshole and sucked her wet cunt.

“Can I cum please master?  Master, please may your slave cum?”

James was ignoring her, instead he was playing with Kirsty’s tits.  I spat on her ass again, getting more liquid on so I could fuck her harder with my hand.  I slipped a second finger in and pushed my tongue up her soaking wet cunt.

“PLEASE MASTER . . . . PLEASE may I cum?”

“Sorry slut, do you need something?” asked James.  Josh laughed.

“PLEASE LET ME CUM MASTER . . . PLEASE”

James relented and allowed her permission, she came instantly with a loud grunt.  He pussy exploded and she squirted all over my face.  I did what I could to drink it all, but most of it went over my face and body.  Anna was still grunting loudly when I heard a slap.  Josh had stood up and he slapped Anna hard on the face.

“Thank your master for allowing you to cum slave.”

“I’m sorry master, thank you for allowing me to cum . . . . Master, can I cum again please?  PLEASE?”

“Very well slave.”

Anna grunted again as she came a second time.  This time she didn’t fuck up and thanked James straight away.  I kept licking and sucking on her pussy until James told me to stop.  Then he ordered me and Kirsty to release her.  We had to help her down, she’d been bent at the waist for over an hour with her arms tied behind her.  She couldn’t get into a kneeling position, but James seemed OK with relaxing his rules.

“Kirsty,” said Josh, “do you still have a mouthful of cum?”

Kirsty nodded and made a hu-hum noise.

“Share it with your sisters then.”

Kirsty kissed Anna, then me, transferring some cum to each of us.  “Should we let them swallow?”

“Why not,” replied James.

“Swallow girls,” Josh ordered.  We all swallowed and thanked our owners for giving us permission to swallow.

James turned on the TV and we spent the afternoon watching a film.  Naturally the boys sat on the couch and the girls on the floor.  We would serve them, get them snacks etc.  During the ad breaks we entertained them with displays of kissing, or sucking their cocks.  As time wore on Kirsty was dispatched to the kitchen to cook.  Neither Kirsty or I had eaten all day, I didn’t know if Josh had allowed Anna to eat in the morning, I suspected she was also starving.  Kirsty made a pot roast big enough for all five of us.  After the boys had eaten Josh chopped up the meat into small cubes and spooned some out into three bowls.  He placed them on the floor and we were allowed to eat, arms behind our backs.

While we cleaned up Josh and James talked.  Once everything was cleared away James spoke to Anna.

“Anna, you’ll be staying here tonight.  I’ll come to pick you up in the morning.  Look after Joshua won’t you?”

“Yes Master.”  What else could she say?  Josh and James slapped each other’s backs at the front door.  When he’d gone he turned back to look at us.

“Three dumb fuck toys for the night.  Must be my lucky week after all,” he said to on one in particular.
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We played a game for a while, before Kirsty was dismissed to the kitchen to cook the evening meal.  Josh wanted to be entertained.  By the glint in his eyes I could see that this meant trouble for Anna and I – I was envious of Kirsty in the kitchen out of harm’s way.  Josh ordered me to get the door jamb kit and spreader bar.  When I came back he ordered me to fit it to Anna’s wrists and secure her against the long windows.  Then he made me put the spreader bar on her legs, forcing them wide apart.  When she was secure in the position Josh stood in front of her and held her huge tits, one in each hand.  He was in love with her breasts – I was very conscious of my small tits.  Still, I was better at sucking his cock.

“Chloe, get some candles and matches,” he ordered me.

“Yes master,” I replied and scuttled off.  I wasn’t sure how many to get so I came back with a box of IKEA’s finest.  Each was about seven inches long and maybe half an inch wide.  Josh picked them up and smiled.

“And get some string slave.”

“Yes master.”

I came back with a ball of string.  Josh smiled. 

“Get Anna’s nipples hard Chloe.”

“My pleasure master.”  I meant this, I was looking forward to sucking on her nipples.  I started by putting my hands on her breasts, they were firm and full.  I loved the way I couldn’t get my hands all the way over one.  We started kissing, mouths open wide so Josh could see what was going on.  I could see his cock starting to grow in his pants.

I kissed my way down her neck, all the while massaging her breasts.  I kissed them, then took one nipple into my mouth.  I loved the way in grew in there.  Anna had long, superb nipples.  As soon as the first was hard I moved over to her other.  I looked up at her, she was watching me, eyes, half closed, lost in the moment.  I pushed one hand onto her slit, she was already wet.  She moaned softly as I rubbed her pussy.

When her nipple was hard I went back to the first.  It was soon rock hard again in my mouth.  I broke away and spoke to Josh.

“Her nipples are hard master.”

“Pick up the string and tie her nipples together – I want her breasts tight against each other.”

“Yes Master.”

I picked up the string and tied one end tightly around one of Anna’s nipples.  She winced when I did it – I tied it tightly as I could without it causing her permanent damage.  I pushed her tits together and tied the string round the other nipple.  I stood back to admire my handiwork – she looked like she was wearing a push up bra, well, her tits were somewhat lower than if she was wearing a bra but the cleavage was incredible. 

Anna was learning fast as a slave.  She must have been as desperate as I was to know what Josh had planned but she didn’t speak.  I picked up the scissors I’d brought and snipped the string.

“Master, she’s ready,” I said.

Josh smiled.  He was fully hard inside his jeans and was stroking his bulge.

“Put four candles in her mouth Chloe.”

I opened the packet and picked out four candles.  I knew what was coming now, and so did Anna.  She didn’t recoil from this.  She opened her mouth wide and I pushed the candles in.  Anna was a good girl, she bit down on the bases, hard enough to sink her teeth in, but not so hard to bite through them.

“I fancy dinner by candle light tonight with my slaves.  Chloe, help me move the table.”

We picked up the table and put it next to Anna, it was length wise against the window with Anna across from the seat.  Saliva was dripping out of her mouth and down onto the table.

“Clean that up please Chloe and set the table for three, you and Kirsty opposite each other.”

I obeyed, moving the chairs and setting the table.  Kirsty was cooking pan fried salmon with a crisp green salad.  I set the table and put out three glasses of water and three wine glasses with a bottle of white wine in a cooler jacket.  I didn’t know if I was overstepping the boundary by doing this, but I didn’t want Josh to drink a full bottle to himself.

Josh sat at the table and waited.  He ordered me to suck his cock while we waited for Kirsty.  He told me he didn’t want to cum so I was very gentle.

Kirsty arrived soon after.  She put the food down and he bid us both to sit, making sure our breasts were visible above the table.  Josh took out the matches and lit the candles.  He smiled and sat back down.  It was only a few seconds before the first drop of hot wax fell off the end of the candle and landed onto Anna’s tits just below.  She whimpered in pain as it dripped and ran down her tit.  Very soon drips were coming off all the candles.  She started to twist her neck as the pain intensified.

“Keep your head still Anna,” he ordered.

We sat there in the candle light, eating our meal as poor Anna suffered in pain.  She was making lots of high pitched screams – this just excited Josh.  We all ate quickly and drank the wine, I was relieved that we’d been allowed to share the Sauvignon Blanc.  As soon as he’d finished he stood up and dropped his pants.  He grabbed Kirsty by the hair and pulled her round the table and bent her over it. 

He didn’t waste any time and and started to fuck her.  Kirsty spread her legs wide as Josh thrust in and out and stared at Anna as she suffered for his entertainment.  It wasn’t long before he started to grunt and shout in delight as he came hard inside Kirsty.

I knew what would be expected of me.  As Josh came I slipped under the table.  When he pulled out of Kirsty I took him into my mouth and cleaned his cock, then started to suck on Kirsty’s pussy, eating all of Josh’s cum out of her.  When I’d got it all Josh slapped Kirsty’s ass.

“I’m going for a shower sluts.  Release Anna and tidy up slaves.” 

I had a mouthful of cum so Kirsty blew out the candles.  I untied her nipples and she whimpered again as the blood re-entered her sensitive buds.  Her poor tits were red raw.  We discussed removing the wax, but we’d not had any orders on this so we left it on.  We tidied up and cleaned away (we gave Anna a glass of wine which she accepted gratefully) and then assumed position on the floor, waiting for Josh.

We didn’t have to wait for long.  When he came in he looked at us.

“Take Anna to the shower and clean her up,” he ordered.  We went to the bathroom and into the shower.  Anna went to turn on the water – Kirsty explained to her that we weren’t allowed hot water as she turned the dial down to cold. 

We cleaned her as fast and as well as we could in the ice cold water.  We were out quickly, we’d got all the wax off.  Her tits were red raw so we rubbed some lotion in to sooth them.  Once done we crawled back to the lounge.  Josh was on the couch watching some American Football match.  I assumed my position as a footstool and he allowed me to swallow.  Kirsty sucked his cock and he played with Anna’s tits. 

When the game was over we went to bed.  Josh lay on his side, he ordered me to suck his ass, Kirsty to blow him and he kissed and played with Anna’s tits.  Once he came he allowed Kirsty to swallow and rolled onto his back to sleep.  We snuggled up next to him and fell asleep too.
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In the morning the alarm went off and was quickly silenced.  Kirsty and I were dismissed to prepare breakfast, when we came back with it Anna was riding Josh, she had her arms behind her back, held in place by one of Josh’s strong arms.  His other was on one of her tits, sinking in into her flash.  One of her hands was rubbing her clit.  As she fucked him she was begging, pleading with him for permission to cum.  She was getting very demanding, pleading with Josh.  He said nothing, he was just staring up at her.  Josh was grunting.

“I’m cumming Anna, cum with me slave.

“Thank . . .” she said, her voice getting high before fading out as they came together.  Josh released his grip on her and she fell forward onto him.  When they separated I announced that breakfast was ready and we went to eat and drink.  Josh got dressed (we were obviously still naked) and we went to the table. We’d made food for all of us and we sat down to eat.  While we were eating the door bell rang.

“Answer that Anna,” Josh ordered.

“Yes sir,” she replied and set off for the door, naked.  When she came back she was following James who’d come to collect his slave.  James sat down and took some toast off my plate and picked up my coffee.  He ate and drank, the asked Josh how Anna had performed.  She was watching nervously.

“She did pretty well for a new slave.  Needs more training and has got to work on her oral skills.”

James looked at Anna.  She lowered her head and spoke.

“I’ll work on my oral master, I’m sorry if I disappointed you sir,” she said, sounding despondent.

“Oh, you’ll get plenty of practice slave,” he replied.  He took out some clothes from a bag and threw them at her.  “Get dressed girl, we’re going home.”

“Yes master,” she replied.  Anna stood up and looked at Josh.  “Sir, may I wear clothes please?”

Josh nodded and she put the clothes on.

“Say good bye to Josh”, James said.

She walked to Josh and kissed him.  “Thank you for showing me what I am sir.”  Josh grabbed her tits and slapped her ass.

“My pleasure slut.”

James and Josh shook hands and then James left with Anna.


Chapter 11

Monday and Tuesday passed without incident, we cooked cleaned and fucked our Master on demand.  On Wednesday it was 3 weeks (shit, just 3 weeks?) since my boyfriend enslaved me.  I had meant it to be for just one night, or once in a while.  But I loved the feeling of the collar on my neck, what it meant, how people perceived me (or how I thought people perceived me).  And I loved, really loved fucking Kirsty, my best friend and flat mate.

On Wednesday morning Kirsty and I awoke as normal.  Josh was lying in the middle of the bed, on his side, facing me.  I checked the clock and watched it.  The alarm would go at 7:30am.  With 10 minutes to go I slipped down the bed, I could hear Kirsty doing the same.  I opened my mouth and took Josh’s flaccid cock into my mouth and sucked gently.  On the other side I could hear Kirsty, she was gently licking our master’s ass.

Soon the alarm sounded, Josh yelled to Alexa and turned it off.  He was awake and his cock started to grow in my mouth.  Josh didn’t move or issue any orders, he just left his slaves to their work.  Soon his fat cock was at full length and I was gagging on it, forcing my head down until he hit the back of my throat.  I’d gag and splutter – I knew that Josh liked to think that he was too big for my mouth. 

I cupped his balls in my hand, loving the way that they contracted and pulsed as he got close to cumming.  It never took Josh long in the morning.  He placed a hand on my head, really forcing me down.  I gagged hard, struggling not to puke, my suffering pushed him over the edge.  I heard him grunt, felt his balls twitch and knew he was about to cum.  Milliseconds later my mouth was full of hot sticky cum.  I heard him shout “fuck!”

Josh continued to make me gag even after he’d finished cumming, it felt like ages before he released his vice like grip on my head.  When he let go of me I worked my way back up the bed, I could hear Kirsty on the other side.  Josh rolled onto his back and put his arms out onto the bed.  We snuggled into our master as he pulled us close, me with a mouthful of cum.  We are not allowed to swallow without permission from him.

He released us after a while then spoke.

“Chloe, get Kirsty and me breakfast – you’ve already had yours,” he ordered.  I nodded to show my obedience to him and left the bed.  I made coffee and toast for them.  When I came back into the room Kirsty was riding Josh, her hands behind her head holding her collar.  Josh was holding his belt in one hand, bent double and he was whipping Kirsty’s tits with it.  After every blow she screamed – I’d only been out of the room for five minutes but her tits were red raw. 

I put the tray on the floor and assumed my submissive pose, head slightly up watching the scene in front of me.  Tears were running down Kirsty’s face, she must have been in agony.  Suddenly Josh threw the belt to one side and grabbed Kirsty’s hips as he came with a huge grunt.

“Oh fuck, fuck that felt incredible,” he said.  Through her tears Kirsty managed to thank him for fucking her.  Josh ignored her, just pushed her off him.  I stood up and picked up the tray and handed it to him.  Despite her pain Kirsty knew what was expected of her, while I was moving she slid down and took Josh’s shrinking cock into her mouth to clean it.

“Shut the fuck up, slut,” he yelled at Kirsty as he picked up his coffee.

Kirsty took his cock out of her mouth and replied, “Yes master, sorry master,” before taking him back into her mouth again.  She managed to stop crying quickly and cleaned him off while he ate and drank.

Once he had eaten we went to the shower where we slaves had to clean him.  We stayed on our knees as he got out, he looked at us and turned the dial to cold.

“Get clean and go to lectures.  Chloe, why not share my cum with Kirsty?”  That was our signal to start kissing passionately, sharing his load.  We kept kissing as he dried himself off, I was careful to keep my hands off Kirsty’s sore breasts.  When Josh threw his towel to the floor and walked out we stopped kissing and got clean quickly.  We dried our shivering bodies and quickly went to the hallway to kneel submissively, waiting on our master.

Josh appeared soon and stood in front of us.  We put his shoes on and he opened the door, paused and looked down at us.

“Darts tonight girls, why not contact that dyke Lynda you met last week?  I fancy watching the three of you fuck again when I get home.  Make sure you’re on the bed fucking at 10:30 OK?”

We nodded, with mouthfuls of cum what else could we do?

“You can swallow sluts.  And you can remove your collars when you meet her.”

“Thank you master,” we replied and swallowed his cum.  And with that he slammed the door closed.  We tidied up the breakfast, we hadn’t been given permission to eat or drink so we threw the toast and coffee out, gathered up our clothes and bags for the day, then left the flat naked, descending the stairs and getting changed behind the bins.  We set off for the day, holding hands.
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Kirsty texted Lynda as we walked into town.  She didn’t get a reply until just before lunch.  Lynda suggested meeting for something to eat at an Italian restaurant near where we lived.  We debated what to do before asking for permission to go out and eat with her.  Josh quickly granted permission and we set up our date for the night.  She was going to come to our flat at eight.  Kirsty booked the table for eight thirty.

We got back to the flat just after six.  We went behind the bins and stripped off, before climbing the stairs.  We’d made it up one flight when we heard someone coming down the other way.  I knew that this was bound to happen one day, meeting someone else on the stairs.  I wanted to turn round, but Kirsty held my hand.
 

“We’re not allowed to turn round Chloe,” she reminded me.

“I know, but, he’ll never know,” I replied.

“Want to take that risk?  Look at what he did to me this morning, just because he could.  Want to give him a reason to really hurt you?”

I shook my head, took a deep breath and we resumed climbing.  We turned the corner in the stairwell and a man I didn’t recognize stopped dead, looking at us.  He was about 40, good looking.  Kirsty took my hand again and we kept walking up.  When we were on the step below him we had to stop.

“Hi,” said Kirsty, “Can we get past please?”

He didn’t move or speak, I wasn’t surprised at this.  What did surprise me was what Kirsty did next.  She let go of my hand and took his, placing it onto one of my tits.  He blushed before gently squeezing my breast.  Kirsty then took his other hand and placed it on one of her breasts, before turning to me and kissing me.

We kissed for a while, before he started to move his hands.  Kirsty held one of mine again and pushed it onto his quickly growing cock bulge.  I started to rub and squeeze his cock, which was growing rapidly in his trousers.  We kissed and caressed his cock for a while, before Kirsty broke off.

“Can we get past now please sir?” she asked the man.

He was still dumbfounded but let go of us and stood to one side.  We walked past him, before Kirsty turned to him.

“Maybe we’ll see you again soon sir?” she asked cheekily.  He didn’t reply, just stood motionless, watching us as we walked up the stairs.  We were soon at our door and I let us in.

“I can’t believe you did that,” I said to Kirsty.

She shrugged, “I owned the situation.  Besides, I’ve see him before and I sort of like him.  We spent the next hour cleaning the apartment, changing the bed linen and getting everything right.  We were, of course, naked throughout.  Lynda was due at eight so with 30 minutes to go we poured ourselves a large drink, put some clothes on and applied makeup.  When we were ready we admired each other in the bathroom mirror.  We were wearing short skirts and figure hugging blouses.

Lynda was right on time.  I answered the door and let her in.  She was looking good, wearing skin tight black leather trousers, a black semi see-through lacy top, you could make out her bra, open down the front showing her generous breasts, high heeled boots and a shoulder bag.  Her red hair looked amazing against the black outfit.  I thought that Kirsty and I looked good, but we were nothing compared to Lynda.

“Hi Lynda, come in,” I said.  She smiled at me and came in, placing her bag on the table.  She moved in close to me and we kissed.  I took her hand and led her through to the lounge where Kirsty was fixing drinks for us all.  She walked over to Kirsty and I stood there, watching them kiss.  God that was so hot.

Lynda broke off the kiss and sat in the middle of the sofa.  Kirsty handed her a glass of wine, we all took a long drink, then spoke.

“I was starting to think you’d never call back girls,” she said.

I wasn’t sure what to say, I mean, how would she react to ‘Oh well, I was just waiting for my master to give me permission to fuck you?’.  Kirsty’s brain is faster than mine, she replied with “Well, we didn’t want to look too eager, did we?”  Lynda smiled at this.  As soon as we finished the drinks she handed me her glass.

“Get me another one Chloe,” she ordered.  I took the glass from her and without thinking said “Yes mistress” as I stood up.  I paused and half turned to look at Lynda.  She smiled and slapped my ass.

“Go on Chloe.”

I went to the kitchen and came back with the rest of the bottle of wine.  When I got into the room Kirsty was on the floor, kneeling in front of Lynda.  I filled up the glasses and then took my place next to Kirsty.  Lynda took a drink from her glass, then put it down.

“I’ve got something for you girls,” she said, opening her shoulder bag.  Lynda reached in and took out 2 thin leather collars.  At the front there was a small circle of gold, the leather straps attached to it.  She put it onto my neck, attaching it at the rear.  I put my hand up onto it and felt it.  Unlike the thick leather than Josh used this was soft, subtle, sexy.  It signified something without shouting about it.  I liked it.  I watched Lynda put another one onto Kirsty, she looked so sexy in it, I hoped I looked half as good.

“So then girls, ready to serve me for the night?”

Kirsty and I looked at each other and smiled.  We held hands, then turned to face Lynda.

“Yes Mistress,” we said together.  This was better – I wanted to serve Lynda to gain her gratitude.  I served Josh because I was scared of the consequences.

“What safe word do you want slaves?”

“Vanilla cheesecake please mistress,” I replied.  Lynda smiled.  “Nice choice slaves.  Come on, let’s go for dinner.”  We drained our wine and stood up to go out.
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Over dinner we chatted normally, like three friends on a night out. We had a booth, at the back of the restaurant  Kirsty and I sat on one bench, opposite Lynda.  It was very private.  When we were out of earshot of the staff we addressed Lynda as mistress. 

“Shall I order for us all?” she asked, “Anything you don’t like or are allergic to girls?”

“No mistress,” I replied.

“I’m allergic to shellfish mistress,” said Kirsty.

“Shame,” said Lynda, “I love shellfish.  Ah well, I’ll remember that.”  When the waiter came back she ordered four starters for the table, for main course a pizza, a veggie pasta dish and chicken in white wine & mushroom sauce.  “We’ll all be sharing,” she told the waiter as she added a bottle of white and another of red. 

We chatted and ate the starters ravenously.  We’d been allowed to eat at lunch, but not much and no breakfast.  As we waited between the courses Lynda spoke to us.

“Are you wearing panties girls?”

“No mistress,” we replied.  Lynda smiled.  Under the table she eased her shoes off.  I felt one of her legs on my knees, she pushed her foot between them, forcing my legs open.  Her foot moved up my leg until I could feel her toes on my pussy.  Beside me Kirsty let out a long, slow moan – Lynda was skilled, she was working both our pussies with her feet.  She picked up her drink and smiled at us, all the time keeping the conversation going.  She didn’t even let up when the waiter arrived and put the food on the table.  However, she did stop when we started to eat.  The food was excellent – Kirsty and I had been before once or twice, but this was Lynda’s first time.

When we’d eaten and drunk up, I was fairly drunk by this time, I don’t normally drink a full bottle of wine by myself, the waiters came back to pick up the plates.  We passed on desert, we were all pretty full.  I checked the time, it was getting close to 10pm anyway - I felt like Cinderalla at that point, had to be back before I turned into a pumpkin.  I started to laugh at the thought.

“What’s funny Chloe?” asked Lynda.

“Oh, nothing mistress,” I replied.

Her voice suddenly went hard.  “I asked you a question Chloe.  Answer it.”

I paused, then explained I was worried about turning into a pumpkin.  At that we all laughed.  I caught a glimpse of Lynda’s face.  She had a quizzical look, but she let it go.  When the bill arrived Lynda insisted on paying and we went out into the night. 

The cold air was very sobering and we held hands as we walked back to the flat. 
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We got into the building, climbed the stairs and went into the flat and used the bathroom, Lynda going last.

“I’ll come to the bedroom when I’m ready girls, I want you on the floor ready for orders.  Naked.”

A thrill went through me, I was ready to server my mistress, even if it was only for one night.  We quickly stripped and prepared the room, lighting candles to keep the light level low and sexy.  We got to our knees, legs apart, our arms folded behind our backs, heads down.  We didn’t have to wait for long. 

When she came in she looked incredible.  Lynda had changed, she was wearing high boots, maybe she had them on before under the leather pants, she had removed her top and was wearing her bra, which I could now see was leather.  She was wearing black leather gloves that extended to her elbows.  But what I couldn’t take my eyes off was her crotch, she was wearing an enormous black strap on cock.  It must have been a full 12” long and the width – I’d never seen anything like it.  It must have been as thick as my wrist.  It was intimidating.

Lynda could see me looking at the giant phallus.  She smiled.

“Do you like this slave?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied.  What else could I say?  She walked over to me and lined the cock up with my mouth.  Instinctively I opened my mouth and she pushed it forward.  The soft silicone was warm in my mouth.  Lynda put a hand on the back on my head and gently pushed.  She was slow and gentle, unlike Josh who was harsh and brutal.  She pushed a couple of inches in, then back out.  Without thinking I followed the cock and sucked hard on it, getting as much in as I could.

Kirsty reached across and started to finger my slit.  I gasped as she first touched me, it felt incredible to be kneeling in front of this sexy woman, sucking on her fake cock.

Abruptly Lynda pulled out the cock and moved to the end of the bed.

“Kirsty, why not lie on your back, head off the edge of the bed.  Chloe, maybe Kirsty’s pussy could do with some attention?”

We both replied “Yes Mistress” and moved to obey.  Kirsty lay on the bed, head hanging off the end.  I climbed on top of her and kissed her belly button, looking up at Lynda who was moving round the room.  She opened a couple of drawers and found some rope. 

“Keep at it Chloe,” she ordered me.

I moved up to suck Kirsty’s breasts and nipples, still sore from Josh’s belt this morning.  Lynda took the ropes, she tied one to Kirsty’s wrist and secured it to the bed frame.  She then tied the other one to Kirsty’s other wrist and pulled it tight so that she was secured to the bed frame.  Lynda then moved round and lined the huge strap on up with Kirsty’s mouth.  Without thinking Kirsty opened her mouth wide and Lynda pushed a couple of inches in.

“Let’s see how much you can take Kirsty,” Lynda said.

I released Kirsty’s nipple and looked up at Lynda.  “She can take it all mistress,” I said.

Lynda smiled, “Really?  Wow, this I have to see.  Chloe, why not suck her pussy?”

I didn’t speak, just broke away from Kirsty’s breasts and kissed my way back down to her soft, wet pussy.  As soon as my tongue touched Kirsty’s clit she gasped.  Lynda took that has her cue and pushed with her hips, slowly forcing the full length of the strap on down my best friend’s throat. 

“Holy fuck Kirsty,” said Lynda, “I didn’t believe that would be possible.”

Lynda put her hands onto Kirsty’s tits and pinched her nipples.  As Lynda held them tightly she started to fuck Kirsty’s throat, just pulling back three or four inches slowly before re-inserting the full length.  I knew that Kirsty wasn’t able to breathe like this, so I licked her quickly, slipping my tongue inside her pussy, fucking her with my tongue, watching the incredible throat fuck in front of me.

Lynda wasn’t sadistic like Josh, she only fucked Kirsty’s throat for 20 seconds like this before pulling all the way out.  I could see Kirsty’s chest, the dildo may have been removed but she wasn’t breathing – she was proving to her mistress that she could take what ever Lynda could dish out.

“Fuck Kirsty, you are incredible.  Let’s see how long you can hold out,” whispered Lynda.  She pushed the full length of the strap on back down Kirsty’s throat and held it there.  Kirsty started to buck her hips, she was close to cumming.  I pushed two fingers into her and started to lick her clit and Kirsty instantly came, squirting all over my face.  I did my best to suck up all the sweet juices but my face and hair were covered.  Lynda held the dildo in place for another 20 seconds before pulling out, allowing Kirsty to breathe.

As soon as the silicone cock was out Lynda dropped to her knees and started to kiss Kirsty.  I watched  from between Kirsty’s legs, slowly fucking my friend with my fingers.  It felt so sexy watching them kiss like this – it was soft and passionate, whereas Josh was always harsh and brutal. 

We stayed like this for a few minutes before Lynda stood up, bent over and lowered one of her breasts down towards Kirsty’s mouth.  Kirsty opened wide, eagerly accepting the offered nipple into her mouth and sucking on it.  Lynda returned the favor, running her tongue down Kirsty’s neck.  She paused and looked at me.

“Get behind me Chloe, eat my pussy slave girl,” Lynda purred.

“My pleasure Mistress,” I replied.  I got off the bed, my eyes glued to the scene in front of me as the two women sucked each other’s nipples.  When I was level with them Lynda straightened up and looked down at Kirsty.

“What the fuck,” she said her voice tailing off.  Despite the low light she’d seen the marks on Kirsty’s tits from the beating Josh had delivered that morning.  Quickly I moved to her and turned her head, kissing her.  Lynda tried to break it off, but I held her.  A thought went through my head, as a slave I deserved a beating for how I’d just acted. 

I broke off the kiss and worked my mouth to her ear.  I nibbled it and whispered into her ear, “Not now Mistress, not now, we can explain tomorrow, but not now.  Please mistress, not now.”

We kissed again and when we separated she looked at me and gave a half nod.  Lynda bent down again and resumed kissing Kirsty’s nipples, dropping one of her huge tits into Kirsty’s mouth.  I knelt down behind Lynda and started to suck on her pussy.  I put my arms onto her legs, reaching round to her thighs and pulled my face into her smooth, hairless pussy.  I licked her slowly, starting just below her clit, running my expert tongue along her pussy, repeatedly passing over the sensitive clit and over her hole, darting my tongue in and out twice, before starting again.  It didn’t take long before I felt her legs start to wobble and I could hear her breathing quicken.  She started to speak my name, softly at first.

“Chloe . . . fuck, that’s right Chloe . . . . yes . . . yes,” she said, getting louder and higher pitched as she got closer and closer to the orgasm she craved.  I loved that I could elicit this reaction in her.  This was another difference, Josh could be fucking an inanimate object and get the same pleasure.  He did the work, I was creating this reaction in Lynda.

“I’m going to cum girls, oh FUUCCCCKKKKK YESS,” yelled Lynda as she came on my face.  I opened my mouth and gently sucked on her clit as she came, I hoped that this would prolong her orgasm. 

Eventually she straighten up, moving her pussy away from my face.  Lynda turned to face me.  Instinctively I opened my mouth and started to suck on the giant cock.  Lynda pushed me down onto the floor and pushed the cock inside me.  I gasped, this thing was huge.  It felt incredible to be fucked by another woman.  Lynda picked something up off the floor and I heard a click.  I could hear something buzz.  She smiled at me and slipped the object between my legs and onto my clit.

Holy fuck, it was a mini vibrator, she’d placed it just above my clit and was holding it in place with her body.  This was incredible, like nothing I’d experienced before.  Lynda was fucking me with long, slow stokes and the vibrator was buzzing away against my clit.  In seconds I was begging for permission to cum.  Lynda denied me for what felt like an age before finally granting me permission.

“Thank y . . ,” I managed before my body was engulfed in an incredible orgasm and my voice trailed off.  The vibrator, which had been driving my pleasure turned into an instrument of torture, still stimulating me when I all I wanted was to lean back and enjoy the moment.  Lynda didn’t let up either, she kept slow fucking me, holding me down, our breasts pushing together.  She started to kiss me.  I tried to break off, to push her away, to get some peace but Lynda wouldn’t allow it.  She just kept fucking me for another minute.  This was delicious agony.

Eventually she stopped and pulled out, the vibrator falling away.  Lynda kissed my ear and whispered “That was for not answering me and giving me an order slave girl.”

I whispered back, “It had to be done mistress, I’ll explain tomorrow when we’re out of the flat.”

Lynda looked back quizzically, but didn’t speak.  She rolled off me and sat next to me.  Lynda started to peel off her gloves and extended a leg towards me.

“Take off my boots slave, then release your sister-slave.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied.  The boots were beautiful, long black leather with a zip up the back.  I loved them, as I peeled them off I was fantasizing about wearing them myself.  I checked the size, they were the correct size for me.  I put them to one side and got off the floor.  Lynda stood up and removed the strap on as I freed Kirsty.  We all used the bathroom in turn, me first then I got into the bed to warm it.  Lynda was next, I moved so she could have the warm part of the bed.  Finally Kirsty joined us and we slaves snuggled into our mistress.  I turned the light out and we settled down to sleep.
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When the alarm went off in the morning I instinctively turned it off and started to work my way down Lynda’s body, racing with Kirsty to get to her sweet pussy first.  However, Lynda grabbed us both by the hair and pulled us up the bed.

“Seven-thirty slaves,” she said, “Might be plenty of time for you, but I need to get home, showered, changed and out to work.”  She sat up and Kirsty spoke,  “I’ll get you a coffee mistress.”

“Thank you slave, black, no sugar please.  Chloe – you pack my stuff up for me please while I get dressed.”

We slid out of the bed, Lynda watched Kirsty leave the room, admiring her ass.  Then she watched me, picking up her boots, gloves and the strap on.  I went to the bathroom and found the rest of her clothes.  I picked them all up and returned to the main bedroom.  Lynda was sat on the edge of the bed.

“Your clothes and bag Mistress,” I said, handing them over to her.  She took them from me and I fell to my knees, legs wide apart, arms folded behind my back, head down.  Lynda leant over and placed a wet finger between my breasts, then ran it up to my neck and mouth.  She pulled my chin up with her finger until our eyes met, then pushed it into my mouth.

“My, my, you are a submissive little slut aren’t you Chloe?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied.  It was true. 

I watched her as she got dressed, admiring her sexy body as she put on her clothes.  When she was fully dressed Kirsty arrived with coffee in a keep cup and handed it to Lynda, before dropping to her knees beside me. 

Lynda took a couple of sips before she looked down at us both.

“Call me, and don’t leave it so long next time girls.  I was feeling lonely,” said Lynda.

“Yes Mistress,” we replied together.  Lynda walked out of the door, a moment later we heard the front door open and close and we knew she had gone. 

In the absence of any orders from her or Josh we stood up, showered together, picked up our clothes, left the flat naked and descended the stairs.  We discussed changing collars for Josh’s, but decided to keep on the subtle ones that Lynda had fitted us with.  We got dressed behind the bins and left for lectures.  As soon as we were out of the apartment block we started to talk.

“I want to see Lynda again Chloe,” Kirsty said, “I mean today, for lunch.”

I hesitated, “But we don’t have permission to see her.”

“No, and we’re not going to ask either.”

I stopped and looked at my friend.  “Lynda asked me what happened to your breasts.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No,” I replied, “I told her that we would later.”

Kirsty took her phone out of her pocket and sent a text message.  She was just putting it back in her jacket when it bleeped again.  Kirsty read the message and sent another text.  Instantly it bleeped again.  Kirsty smiled and put it away.  She stopped and turned to face me.

“We’re meeting Lynda for lunch.”

I was excited and terrified.  “But, what happens if Josh finds out?  We’ve not got permission.”

“I don’t know, but I don’t see why he should, do you?”

I thought about it before replying.  “No, no I don’t think he’ll find out.”  After a few moments I added, “I hope not.”

Kirsty took my hand in hers and we walked into town, discussing our night.
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We met Lynda for lunch at a small coffee shop in the center of town.  After we’d ordered we sat down at a quiet table at the back of the shop.  Lynda spoke first.

“So girls, what happened to Kirsty’s breasts?”

Slowly Lynda dragged the whole story out of us, the submission to Josh, the growing sadism, the control.  Kirsty was almost in tears when she described how he’d whipped her yesterday morning.

“I mean,” she said, holding back tears, “I hadn’t done anything wrong, I didn’t deserve it, he just likes inflicting pain on us.”

Just then the food arrived and we ate a few mouthfuls.  I put down my knife and fork and took Kirsty’s hand, then started to speak.

“Mistress, that’s not the worst part.”

Lynda stopped eating and looked at me.

“Mistress, he filmed us.”

“He filmed the three of you together?” she asked.  Kirsty and I looked at each other.

“No mistress, he filmed us, the three of us.  Together.”

Lynda went white.  She took a deep breath and put her hands to her face.  She didn’t speak for several minutes.  When she did, she spoke very quietly.

“Did you know he was filming us?”

“No mistress, not the first time,” Kirsty replied.

“Do you have access to the films?”

“Probably Mistress,” I replied, “Josh isn’t the most computer literate, I know his password and he probably has them all stored on his laptop.”

“Hmmm.  I want them  And I want them destroyed.”

“Mistress, if we do that he will punish us,” I replied.

Lynda thought for a moment.  “Girls, who do you want to serve.  Him or me?  Whose orders are you going to follow?”

We held hands and replied.  We’d been discussing this on the way into town.

“You mistress,” we replied together.  The die was cast, we were going to leave Josh.

Lynda resumed eating and didn’t speak.  We ate as well.  After we’d finished she spoke to us again.

“We have to get those films.”

“Yes mistress.”  I agreed 100% with her.

“And, we have to get a hold over Josh as well.”

“What do you mean mistress?” I asked.

She explained that some one like Josh would probably continue with his sadism and inflict it on another girl.  But if she could exert some control on him, such as a video of him abusing us then should control him.  I could see what this meant immediately.

“So,” I asked nervously, “we need to get a film of Josh hurting us?”

“Yes.  And Chloe, I’ll overlook your lack of respect when you spoke just then.  I won’t overlook it again slave.”

“Sorry Mistress.”

“Abusing you won’t be enough, he’ll be able to claim that you were joining in willingly.  No, he’ll have to abuse you and hurt you and you’ll have to ask him to stop. What does he do when you use your safe word?”

“We don’t have one mistress,” Kirsty replied, “He took away our right to use it.”

“Fuck, and you agreed to this?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied, “We were going to a party as his slaves and he didn’t want any back chat, so he took away our rights to a safe word.  It was supposed to be for the night, but he never restored it.”

“You’ll always have a safe word with me slaves.  And you can terminate our agreement at any time.”

Just then the coffee arrived and we formed a plan as we drank.  It wasn’t going to be easy for me and Kirsty to get the required film, but if it meant we could be free of him we’d do it.  When the bill came Lynda paid and we hugged and kissed outside the café.  We told her we’d be in touch when we had the evidence.

That evening when Josh was in the shower I inspected his laptop.  He had the films on there, not password protected.  I didn’t dare delete them, Lynda would do that when we hatched our plan.  That night was exciting, knowing that we didn’t have many nights left with him.  He didn’t hurt us and we had no reason to provoke him.  Besides, when it was like this I didn’t really want to leave him.  Friday would be different, he’d be drinking and that usually brought out his dark side.
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We got into our flat at about five.  We’d been shopping and had bought a couple of discrete motion activated cameras.  We set them up, one in the lounge and one in the bedroom.  We also set them up so that they took one image every second, regardless of any motion.  This was a risk, Josh’s cameras would be bound to record our movements, if he checked his film before he hurt us he could easily find and remove them.

Kirsty had prepared pizza for our evening meal and the fridge was full of wine and beer.  We were naked, our thick leather collars on, waiting by the door.  As far as we could tell there were no cameras present so we sat rather more comfortably than normal.  Every time we heard movement on the stair case we assumed our submissive kneeling pose, moving out of it when the feet went away.

Eventually we heard a key in the lock and the door opened.  Josh walked in and kicked off his shoes.  He’d been drinking.

“Evening slaves, tidy those away.  Kirsty, get me a beer.”

He walked into the lounge.  I put away his shoes and crawled into the lounge to follow him.  I assumed he’d want me as a footstool and made my way to his feet.  I was correct, he raised his legs and placed them on my back.  As soon as they were in place he brought the riding crop down onto my ass twice.  I yelled in pain.

“Be faster next time slave.  And take the next blows in silence.”

“Yes master, sorry master.”

He hit me again twice as punishment for yelling when he hit me the first time.  I took these in silence.  Kirsty crawled in and presented Josh with his beer.  After he took it off her she unzipped his fly and started to suck his cock.  Josh turned on the TV and watched some crap while Kirsty blew him.  Despite his intoxication it didn’t take long for him to cum – third time that day for him.  We, of course, hadn’t cum since Wednesday night.

As soon as her mouth was full of cum Kirsty was dispatched to the kitchen to cook him his pizza.  Josh used the whip on her as she moved, ordering another beer.  She was back quickly with his beer, then returned to the kitchen.  When she came back 20 minutes later she had a single pizza.  Fuck, he had said get me my pizza, Kirsty was obeying him.

She handed Josh his meal and assumed her submissive kneeling position while Josh ate.  When he’d finished he demanded another beer which Kirsty quickly provided, then he granted her permission to swallow his cum.  I don’t think that either of us would miss that duty.

“Thank you master,” Kirsty said.

“Suck my cock again slut.”

“Yes master,” Kirsty said, moving to take Josh back into her mouth.  She sucked for ages, but after three beers, and fuck knows how many he’d had in the pub, he wasn’t going to cum easily.  She tried hard, but it wasn’t going to happen.

Josh took his feet off my back and I moved to lick his balls.  He put his large hands on Kirsty head and pushed down, forcing her head down, the full length of his cock disappearing into her mouth and throat.  Poor Kirsty started to gag and she tried to lift off.  Josh ignored this and lifted a leg, wrapping it over her head, keeping her in place.

Kirsty kept gagging, her spit was dripping down Josh’s shaft and over his balls where I licked up as much as I could.  Josh picked up the crop and started to lash us in turn with it.  He loosened his grip on Kirsty and she raised up a little, before he forced her head down again and he started to fuck her face.

To help her I released his balls and licked my way to his ass.  Josh groaned, he loved the attention on his ass.  He didn’t release his grasp on Kirsty’s head, when she started to fail her arms around he just gripped her even tighter.  Luckily for us, well for Kirsty he was very excited by her torment and he started to yell as he got close to cumming.

“That’s it bitch, take it all, all the way down.  I don’t care if you choke on my cock, cunt . . . .”

He was exciting himself with his talk and Kirsty’s suffering.  My tongue was jammed up his ass, I was doing all I could – I could hear Kirsty choking, she was dry retching, unable to take any air into her lungs when Josh came. 

“Yes, . . . YES FUCK YES,” he yelled as he shot his load straight down Kirsty’s throat.  Still he held her there as he came, she was barely moving when he finally released his grip on her.  I pulled her off and she coughed up his cum, splattering it on the floor as she desperately recovered from the brutal abuse of her throat.

“Useless cunt,” said Josh, “You’re not allowed to spit out my cum.  You’ll pay for that later slave.”

I looked at Kirsty, she was on her hands and knees, still spluttering and coughing.  I doubt she’d even heard Josh.  Without being asked I started to lick and suck the cum up off the floor.  When I had it all in my mouth Josh looked at me.

“Pathetic slut.  You’d have given anything to be used like that wouldn’t you?”

I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded.  I was terrified of what Josh had become.  But I still didn’t think he’d done anything bad enough to warrant a rebellion from either of us.

Kirsty got onto her knees, her face red, her makeup running down her face as she sobbed gently.  Josh kicked her with his foot and she fell onto her back.

“Get me another beer Kirsty.  Chloe, get back under me.” 

I crawled into position and Josh placed his feet on my back.  Kirsty rolled over and crawled to the kitchen.  She was back quickly with his beer.  Josh directed her to lie on her back with her head on his lap so he could play with her tits.  As soon as she was in position she spoke.

“I’m sorry I spat out your cum Master, I couldn’t breathe.”

I couldn’t see his face, but I could feel him smiling. 

“You will be slave,” he said, in a very cold tone.  “I need to pee, going to offer?”

Kirsty took a deep breath.  Was this going to be the point where she gave in?  Kirsty spoke softly.  “Please use my mouth as your toilet master.” No, not yet.

Josh grabbed her my the hair and twisted her over.  She took him straight into her mouth as he forced her head down.

“If any gets on the sofa you’ll pay.”  He looked at me.  “You’ll both pay.”

I could see from the look on his face that he was starting to pee.  Kirsty did incredibly, she drank every drop of his piss without spilling any.  Fuck, why didn’t she screw up?

Josh had another couple of beers and pissed down Kirsty’s throat twice more before he’d had enough.  He sat up and took his feet off my back.

“Chloe, make a choice.  Either you can swallow my cum or Kirsty gets to piss. What’s it to be?  Do you want to swallow?”

I shook my head.

“Kirsty, you may use the bathroom.”

“Thank you master, thank you Chloe,” she said as she crawled.  The look of relief on her face as she crawled away was incredible.

While she was out of the room Josh left as well.  Kirsty was back first.  We knelt next to each other and she whispered in my ear.

“We have to take more before we’ve got enough on him to blackmail him into leaving us.  Hang in there Chloe, hang in there.”

Josh came back armed with a single tail whip and some ropes.  I froze in fear when I saw it, I’d never seen that before.  He’s used his belt on us before but this look terrifying.  Josh smiled as he looked down on us.  He got onto the couch and smelled it.

“Smells like piss to me cunts.  Time to be punished.”

He ordered us to stand, back to back.  We stretched out our arms and he tied our wrists together.  He took the ropes and passed them up through the hook in the ceiling.  Next he pulled the rope tight so that we were both on tip toes.  Next he tied a rope round our waists to fasten us together, then tied our ankles together.  Then he looked at us and spoke.

“Punishment time cunts.”

He picked up the whip and flicked it through the air.  We both trembled in fear.  I wanted to beg then, but I remembered Kirsty’s words.  We had to take this for a while. 

I heard the whip before I saw it.  The crack went through the air.  Kirsty screamed as it hit her skin.  Next I screamed with Kirsty, Josh had whipped Kirsty again but this time the end of the whip must have curled round her body and onto mine.  As I screamed my master’s cum escaped out of my mouth and dripped down my face.

“Fuck’s sake cunts.”  Josh pointed the whip at Kirsty.  “You can’t swallow piss and you,” he pointed the whip at me, “You’ve lost my cum.”

Josh whipped my stomach, the pain tore through me.  This was real pain, it hurt much worse than his use of the belt.  Kirsty gasped as well, the end must have hit her.  A second blow landed, and then a third.  He started to whip us in turn.  I lost count of how many blows I took, I was twisting and screaming out.  The plan had been to beg for mercy, pretending we’d had enough.  When I broke it would be for real.

He whipped me across my tits, he was getting better at it and the end wrapped round me and caught Kirsty.  She yelled so loudly it must have caught her nipples.

“Please stop master,” managed though her tears, “stop whipping us.”

I joined in, “Please . . . please stop . . . please” I managed though the tears.  Josh just laughed.

“Vanilla Cheesecake,” I cried.  Kirsty repeated it, our never before used safe word, “Vanilla cheesecake master . . AAAAAARRRGGGHHH” we both yelled as he ignored this.

“You don’t get to use a safe word, slaves don’t have safe words,” he said viciously.  We each took another seven or eight lashes each, screaming and crying the whole time.  Eventually he put down the whip and looked at us.  I couldn’t see either of our bodies, but they must have been a mess.

“Pathetic,” Josh said.  “Tomorrow you’ll both get tattoos to mark you as my property.”

He looked at us and walked out of the room.  We were going to have to spend the night tied like that.  Tears were still flowing down our faces as he turned out the light.  I could see a clock, I waited an hour, the hurt in my body had barely subsided, the strain in my arms and back were starting to cause me even more pain.  Then I spoke quietly.

“Do you think we got enough on film?”

“I hope so, I can’t do this again,” Kirsty replied.

There was a crackle from the shelf.  The hidden camera – it had a speaker in it as well as a microphone. 

“We got enough girls.”  It was Lynda.  “Shall I come over?”

“Yes please mistress,” I said, “Please rescue us.”

“I’ll be round as soon as I can.  Hold tight girls.”

We weren’t going anywhere.
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Half an hour passed before I heard the front door open.  It closed quietly behind the visitor and the lounge door opened.  It was Lynda.  She was wearing her leather trousers again, but a black pullover and sneakers.  She closed the lounge door and crossed to us.

“Does he sleep deeply?”

“Yes mistress, he sleeps the sleep of the dead,” I replied.  She stepped back to look at how we were tied.  Quickly she got a chair from the table and stood on it.  Lynda released Kirsty first, as she lowered her arms the rope was released and my arms came down.  I turned to look at Kirsty, there were thin red lines crisscrossing her body.  I gasped as I looked at her, then looked down at myself.  My body was an equal mess.  I started to cry.

“Shhh slave, shhh,” said Lynda, “We’ll fix you and then fix him.”

I stopped crying and then Lynda untied us both and we sat on the soda.  Instinctively we both made to kneel on the floor but she insisted that we sit on the sofa next to her.  She opened her bag and pulled out some balm and rubbed it into our wounds.  Next she gave us some clothes and found some whisky in her enormous bag.  We drank it gratefully. 

“Where’s his laptop and phone slaves?”

“Mistress, the laptop is in his bag by the front door and his phone will be in his trouser pocket.”

“Hmmm.  Go get them girls.”

We left quietly.  Kirsty went to get the laptop, I sneaked into her room and got the phone.  Josh was fast asleep in the bed.  When I got back Lynda had the laptop open.  She looked at me.

“Do you know the password Chloe?”

“Yes Mistress.”  I told her and the pass code for Josh’s phone.  She logged into them both and then looked at us.

“Go to bed girls, I’ll deal with this.”  We didn’t move, so she repeated herself.  Then we went.  Lynda came into the bed with us about an hour later, she woke me as she climbed into my bed.  She saw I was awake and kissed me.

We’d deal with Josh in the morning.
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I awoke with a hand across my mouth and nose.  I opened my eyes and fixed them on the face above me, it was Lynda.  She was wearing the black leather trousers and the sexy leather bra again.  She’d fixed her makeup and looked every inch a dominant.

“Shhh Chloe, shhh.”  She let go of me and woke Kirsty in the same way.  I checked the clock, it was just before eight.

“What time will he wake Chloe?”

“I’d guess about eight-thirty to nine mistress.  Normally he’d stay in bed while we blew him and got him coffee, but I guess he’ll be up soon after he’s awake.”

“OK, let’s wait for him.  Kirsty, can you get us all something to drink please?”

“Yes mistress,” she replied, “Would you like coffee?”

Lynda smiled, “Yes please slave.”

Kirsty left the room and I sat on the couch next to Lynda.  When Kirsty came back we drank up and talked quietly.  Not long after we’d finished we heard something in the other room, Josh was rousing.  We heard him open the door to Kirsty’s room and then cross the hall to push open the lounge door.  He was speaking as he opened the door.

“I hope you two cunts learned something about respect and obedience last night,” he said, his voice trailing off as he saw we’d gone from the restraints and were sat on the sofa with another woman.  He paused then added, “What the fuck is going on here?”

Lynda smiled, “What the fuck is going on here Josh is I came to MY slaves rescue.  You’re not fit to own a dog, never mind a person.”

Josh started to speak, Lynda shouted over him, “Shut the fuck up and sit down Josh.  Or the police will be here in minutes.” 

Josh hesitated, then looked at the chair and went to sit in it.

“Josh, I watched what you did last night, and I filmed it.  So I think we can add assault and battery to your other charges, such as filming me and broadcasting it without my knowledge and permission.  You’ll be added to the sex offenders register.  Your career, your PhD, all gone Josh, all gone.  My guess, you’ll spend six to eight years inside, out in five.  You’ll never work, never have a relationship ever again.  That’s how this could go.”

I was watching Josh shrivel up as Lynda spoke.  When she finished he tried to justify his actions.  Lynda smiled and tapped her phone.  She was projecting the film of us being whipped and begging for mercy onto the TV.

“Imagine a jury watching that Josh.  Most of them will be parents with a daughter, maybe six to eight would be lenient.  Rape, I forgot rape, let’s add another eight on for that.”

Josh sat in silence for a few minutes.  He wasn’t computer literate, but he wasn’t stupid.  He was working out what this all meant for him.

“What do you want bitch?”

“Close Josh, unless you want me to mail this out the correct expression is ‘What do you want Mistress?’”

Grudgingly he said, “What do you want, mistress?”  His hissed the word mistress.

Lynda smiled.  “Stand up slave, turn around and put your hands behind your back.  Kirsty, Chloe, cuff him at the wrists and elbows.  Then put this collar on my new slave,” she said picking a large slave collar up off the couch.  I could see the hatred in Josh’s eyes but he obeyed.  I put the collar on his neck and padlocked it into place.

“Don’t worry Josh, I don’t want you as my slave for long, I’ll release you soon enough.”

When Josh was secured she stood up and tied a rope to his wrists, then passed it up over the hook in ceiling, pulling it tight, forcing him to bend at the waist as he had done with us in the past.  She pulled it until he was forced onto his tip toes.  As I looked at him he was no longer big and frightening.  He looked like a small, terrified boy.  Lynda had reduced him to this.

Lynda walked round him and then reached into her bag.  She pulled out her strap on and walked back in front of his eyes, so he could watch as she put it on.

“No, please no,” begged Josh, “Please . . .”

Lynda smiled.  “Kirsty, hand me the riding crop please.”  Kirsty handed it to her.

“Good slaves don’t speak like that do they Josh?”

He didn’t say anything and Lynda brought the crop down onto his ass twice.  Josh didn’t take the blows in silence so he got two more for his noise.  Lynda walked behind him and he tried to move away.

“Playing hard to get, I like that,” she said.  She picked up a tube of lube and dripped it down Josh’s ass crack, the lined up the huge dildo. 

“Would you like me to fuck your ass Josh?” she asked.  He didn’t answer and got two more lashes from the riding crop as punishment.

Lynda repeated the question.  This time he answered, very quietly, “Please fuck my ass mistress.”

Lynda smiled and pushed the head of the dildo against him.  Josh gasped and then grimaced, holding his breath, waiting to be penetrated.  Lynda was slowly rocking her hips, one hand on his ass and one on his shoulders.  Eventually Josh breathed out and Lynda moved away.

“See Josh?  You asked for that, but I think if I’d fucked you it would be rape.  Girls, gather up all of Josh’s stuff please.  Lynda went to sit down as we went to work.  We put everything of his into his bag, his clothes, his phone, laptop and spy cameras.  When we’d gathered it all up Lynda spoke to Josh again.

“All I want from you is your slaves.  Give them to me Josh.  Or I’ll whip you until you do.”

Josh didn’t hesitate.  “Chloe, Kirsty, I give you to . . to your new owner.  You are now her property.”

I spoke, “Thank you sir.”  I was so happy, I was now Lynda’s property.  Kirsty thanked Josh as well.

“Kirsty, put some clothes on and then take this bag to behind the bins.”

“My pleasure mistress,” she said, standing and leaving the room.

While she was out Lynda explained to Josh that she now had all the films that he taken, removed them from his laptop and cloud account and that she’d set an automatic email about the contents.  It would go out if she didn’t prevent it’s release once a week.

“Chloe told me that you’ve not got long on your PhD.  Once you finish it you need to leave town and never come back.  I’ll keep these films for ever.  Anything ever happens to me, or my slaves, these films will be released.  Understand slave?”

“Yes mistress.”  Josh was very quiet.  She walked him to the door, naked.  She opened it and pushed him out.

“I’ll mail you the key to that collar in a day or two.  See how you like it.  Bye Josh.”  And then she slammed the door on him, locked it and put the chain on.  When she came back we stood at the window, watched him walk naked to the bins and get dressed.

“I’ll get the locks changed later today slaves.  Now, Kirsty, you’re the best cook aren’t you?  Pancakes for us all I think this morning.  And Chloe, why not start the day by giving your mistress an orgasm.”

Lynda walked to the sofa and lay down on it.  I followed her.

“My pleasure mistress,” I said, before climbing on her and kissing my new owner.  I was going to enjoy being owned by her.  Kirsty was singing softly in the kitchen, she was going to enjoy this as well.


Epilogue

6 Months Later

Josh was sat in a small flat in London.  He’d finished his doctorate and left town the a couple of weeks after the events in the flat with that redheaded bitch, starting a job in London.  He didn’t think about Chloe and Kirsty every day, but he did think about how he’d fucked up on a regular basis.  And that cunt, he’d tried to cut the collar off at home, only to discover that it had a steel lining.  Five days he’d had to wear it until the key finally arrived in the post.

He picked up his beer and took a swig.  Just then his phone bleeped.  He picked it up, a friend request on Facebook.  He recognized the girl, it was Anna, James’ slave.  He not spoken to her, or James for that matter, since that Sunday afternoon.  He debated with himself for a few minutes before accepting the friend request.  As soon as he did he got a request on messenger.

Thank you for accepting my friend request sir.  I see you live in London now sir, maybe we could meet up soon sir?

Are you still with James slave?

No Sir, we split up.  And I miss being dominated Sir.  I live in London to sir, maybe I could serve you now sir?  I need to be controlled and dominated sir and wondered if you could provide the domination I crave sir?  Please sir?

It won’t be easy for you slave.

I wouldn’t want it any other way sir.

Josh picked up his beer and took another swig.  Things were finally looking up.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been interested in BDSM as a submissive for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasise about happening to me. I'm trying to write one book a week - if you find something you like please let me know. 

If you want to join my mailing list you can contact me at paige.bond.author@gmail.com


Praise For Author

Praise for Blackmailed

I couldn't put this book down for a second even though it is a little twisted at some points I loved it.

- Georgina Bryant


Blackmailed Sample



I’m nervous as fuck.  A man (shit, is it a man?) I’ve never met or spoken to is coming to my hotel room to fuck me.  At least, I hope he’s coming to fuck me, let’s face it, he’ll be able to do what ever he wants to me and I’ll let him.  Two days ago I got my instructions for Saturday in a large Amazon box.  I dare not disobey them.  I have to get this right to the letter.  If I don’t my blackmailer will release some of the videos he’s got of me.  And I can’t let that happen. My orders are explicit, nothing has been left to chance, there is no room for misinterpretation.  First I showered and shaved, if he finds so much as one hair on me, other than my head, I can expect a severe beating – based on previous experiences I’m kinda expecting that anyway.  Next I placed the ball gag into my mouth and fastened it tightly.  I secured the four sets of handcuffs to the ends of the hotel bed.  One last look round the room, everything is set up, the door is unlocked and I’m ready.  I secure my ankles, forcing my legs open wide, my cunt on display.  Next I force the hood over my head and zip it into place.  There are little holes for my nose which I line up so I can breathe.  Then I place the collar round my neck, over the hood and padlock it into place.  As if that wasn’t tricky enough, now I have to get the handcuffs over my wrists, without being able to see.  I twist at the waist and can use my right hand to get them onto my left wrist.  The one on my right takes a few attempts but eventually I manage it. I’m secured to the bed as ordered, my legs open wide, my tits out on display and I’m certain I’ve obeyed all my orders.  Inside the hood I can’t see anything, I can barely hear the traffic in the street.  I start thinking, two months ago this seemed exciting.  Now, now I’m terrified and want this to be over.  Will he release me at the end?
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