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Summer. And the living was easy. Or should
have been. My parents had enough money, and spoiled me enough that
I didn’t need to get a summer job. I could lounge around, party,
and enjoy myself like I had since I was a kid. That, at any rate,
was the plan. It was interrupted by a problem with the foundation
of our house, and with the need for repairs there my parents
decided on an ambitious renovation scheme which would have the
house filled with contractors and electricians most of the
summer.

We could have stayed there, but it would
have been one frustration after another. My parents decided to
enjoy a second honeymoon together, and as I was in no economic
position to make my own decisions, they handed me off to friends to
stay with. Not my friends, theirs. Peter and Colleen had been a
part of my life since as long as I could remember. I used to call
them Peter and Aunt Colleen, even after I knew better.

Hanging with them for the summer wasn't at
all a daunting idea since they were kind of rich, or at least, very
well off, and they spent much of the summer at a – well, they call
it a cottage.

Think of a sprawling, modern, Scandinavian
style home of blonde wood and glass – lots of glass, with eight
bedrooms, two levels of wraparound decks overlooking the river, a
boathouse which holds two large motorboats and several personal
watercraft, all on three acres of land. Of course there was
electricity, running water, satellite TV and central air. This was
not exactly roughing it.

My father dropped me off at their house
early in the summer, and I drove up with Peter on a sunny Friday
afternoon. Peter was a pretty relaxed, laid back sort of guy. I
wasn’t entirely sure what he did – something to do with stocks and
investments, though he looked more like a cowboy, especially the
way he dressed. He was a tall, athletic man in his early forties
with a quick grin and ready laugh who was always teasing me.

When he told me in an oh-by-the-way aside
that, of course, I realized that the whole area was in a nude only
resort, I was only shocked for a moment, then smirked at him. No
way I was going to believe that, no matter how hard he tried.

“Don’t worry about it, Mac,” he said.
“You’ll get used to it in no time.”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I said. “No problem.”

“You don’t believe me? It’s true. We’re
naturalists. You didn’t know?”

“Never even suspected,” I said.

“Oh the girls had a little trouble, at
first, but they’ve gotten used to it. They never even wear clothes
around the house any more.”

“Uh huh. I’m sure Jason appreciates that,” I
said dryly.

He shrugged. “Jason’s seen lots of naked
girls. And they’re his sisters, after all. It’s not like he
cares.”

“The last time I slept over I caught him in
my closet trying to watch me get undressed for bed.”

“Boys will be boys,” he said with a grin.
“And he’s a few years older now.”

“Yeah, okay.”

“You don’t have anything to be embarrassed
about, Mac,” he said. “You’ve got a great body! Not that I notice
things like that, of course. But you don’t look entirely ugly. I
mean, not ugly enough for people to stare.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. I was not
worried about being seen as ugly and he knew it. I'm not drop-dead
gorgeous but I could turn heads easily enough with either my face
or body. No, I was pretty confident in my looks.

“Not like me,” he said. “People stare at me
all the time.”

“Yes, you are hideous,” I said.

“No, no, it’s not that. It’s that I’m – .”
He gave me an anxious look. “Deformed.”

“Uh huh.”

“But don’t worry. You’ll get used to me.
Just try not to stare at first.”

“I’ll try. You could just put a bag over
your head.”

“It’s not my head that’s deformed,” he said.
“It’s, well, somewhat further south.”

“You mean you have a really flabby, wrinkled
butt?”

He grinned. “No guessing. You’ll just have
to wait to find out.”

We reached the ‘cottage’, an hour or so
later.

“Odd, everyone’s still wearing clothes,” I
said.

“Well, they’re a little shy,” he said.

“Uh huh,” I replied.

“Okay, okay, we’re not naturalists. Only I
am. You won’t mind if I walk around naked, will you?

“You won’t mind if I toss my cookies on your
Persian carpets, will you?”

“Nahh, that’s why we have a maid.”

“There’s a lot of cars here.”

“Colleen has a few guests up from her
company. I have a couple up myself. I’m not sure about the kids. I
think Jason has a friend up. The girls might or might not. This
place gets pretty busy sometimes in the summer depending on how
many of us are up here and who we bring with us. Don’t count on
your own room all the time.”

We got out of the car in a sort of unpaved
yard off to one side of the cottage’s main entrance. The whole area
was overhung by large trees so there was plenty of shade. There
were already seven other cars and SUVs parked there so with Peter’s
Explorer the place was pretty crowded.

The first person who approached after we
parked was a short, but perfectly built brunette wearing a pony
tail and blue bikini.

“Hey, Mackenzie,” she said.

“Hi Kat,” I replied.

Kat – Katrina – was two years older and six
inches shorter than me. She had the same sort of rounded face as
her sister and mother, with bright brown eyes and a short, snub
nose. She had a nice body, which was well-displayed in the bikini,
not quite busty, but very full for how petite she was overall. We'd
spent a ton of time together when younger, more than I had with my
real cousins.

“Jason has three friends up so we’re kind of
crowded. You’ll have to share with me and Kayla for the first
couple of weeks.”

“No problem,” I said, though I had been
counting on my own room.

“Go tell Jason to get his ass out here and
help unpack,” Peter said.

Kat gave a little bark of laughter. “Yeah,
he’ll love that.”

Her father gave her a look and she shrugged
and headed off around to the front of the cottage.

“Boy is lazy,” he said.

“Rich boys are always lazy,” I replied.

We were both gathering things from the back
of the SUV when Jason came back, accompanied by two other guys in
their late teens I didn’t know. He introduced them as Brad and
Dave, two of his guests. They were both football player types, like
Jason, big shouldered jocks, and I let them rake me with their eyes
without protest. Jocks weren’t my type but there was no point not
being polite, nor being sensitive about guys giving you the once
over.

All three were in bathing suits, though it
didn’t look like they’d gotten in much tanning yet. And all three
were – well – well-built, I guess you could say. I mean, I wasn’t
getting hot or anything, but I could appreciate nice male bodies as
well as the next girl.

“Excellent. We need more hot chicks here,”
Brad said with a broad grin.

I smiled wryly, thinking, like, yeah, glad I
could satisfy your need for eye candy there, guy.

The guys carried up my bags. There was kind
of a lot given I was staying for several months, and they made the
usual cracks about women and baggage.

“Jesus, all you needed was a few bikinis,”
Brad said.

“Thong bikinis,” Jason added.

Well, he’d been a perve since he’d hit
puberty.

The girls had been put into a back room, not
one of those overlooking the river. They weren’t particularly happy
about that, but Colleen’s guests had to get the view, I guess. This
room had a pair of single beds, and a cot had been shoved in
alongside them.

“We’ll have more room in a week or so when
Don and Taylor leave,” Kat said. “We’ll get a front room then.”

I put some of my stuff away in a spare
dresser they’d shoved into the now crowded room, then went
downstairs to get acquainted. In addition to the five – now six
Bradsons, there were Jason’s three pals, Brad, Dave and Matt, and
four couples in their late thirties or early forties, guests of
Peter and Colleen. That was seventeen of us, in all, which was
pretty crowded even for a big place like that.

Kat introduced me around, though of course,
people were scattered to the four winds. There were a few inside, a
few on the decks catching some sun or chatting, one couple off
walking in the woods, and one off water skiing. I met my other
'cousin' Kayla, taller than Kat, but very much alike her in every
other way except she was a lot more athletic, almost a jock,
really, and had a kind of lazy drawl to her voice.

Both of them had shoulder length hair, which
was somewhat shorter than me at the time. I’d meant to have my
blonde hair cut but just hadn’t gotten around to it, and now it
spilled over my shoulders and halfway down my back.

“Want to get on the sea-doos and have a look
around?” Kayla asked.

“Sure.”

I went back upstairs and put on one of the
bikinis I’d brought. I’d come prepared, given there would be days
and weeks when there was almost no one there, including either my
Peter or Colleen, and days when there might be some hunky guys
around on the water. I have to say I have a really nice butt, and
favored Brazilian cut swimsuits. I had the low rise white bikini
with the triangle top and full bottom, the powder blue with the
halter top, and the bottoms that tied on the sides, and the slinky
black bikini with a triangle top which you could adjust depending
on how much coverage you wanted, and a Brazilian cut, plunging,
string bottom which was not nearly so full in back – not the bikini
I’d wear around my uncle, most likely.

I put on the white bikini – well, corral,
really, and went back downstairs. Of course, Jason and his friends
gave me the once over again, only it lasted longer this time. Buys
are such leches, and then me and my cousins went out onto the lower
deck, took the stairs down to the boathouse, and started up the
personal watercraft before heading out on the river.

I’d always gotten along well with Kat and
Kayla, though Kayla was a year older than her sister, and three
years older than me. And I enjoyed racing over the water with them,
twisting and turning in and out among the many tree filled islands.
They’d packed radios, beer, snacks, and tanning oil, and we found a
deserted island with a sunny, grassy area and lay back to enjoy the
sun.

I was surprised when they both immediately
removed their tops, but it didn’t exactly shock me. There was no
sign of anyone around.

“You’re not worried someone will come by?” I
asked.

“This is our favorite spot. You never see
anyone around here,” Kayla said, sliding her slick, slippery hand
over her body as she put on the lotion.

“And if they do come you can see them from a
distance,” Kat said.

Well, I started putting on the lotion, but
it felt kind of – I dunno, prudish to keep my top on, and I like an
all-over tan as much as the next girl. So, though I was a bit shy
about it, I undid my top and pulled it off, then put the slippery
lotion over my breasts.

It felt daring, though, and sexy, and a bit
forbidden, being mostly naked outside like that. I mean, there were
trees and bush all around us and there could be any number of guys
hiding with binoculars or a camera.

The thought, and my slippery hands moving
over my breasts soon had my pink nipples stiff and hard, but I
tried to be as casual as possible, and was soon laying down next to
Kay and Kat as the sun beat down on us. We chatted about school and
boyfriends and jobs and hair. They both liked my hair but not how
long it took to look after it.

After about a half hour of tanning Kat
decided to get rid of her bottoms too. That seemed a bit much to
me, but what really caught my eye, even though, of course, I was
certainly not trying to look, was how perfectly smooth her pussy
was. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever even had any hair on
it. I guess she saw me look and grinned.

“Laser,” she said. “Nice, eh? No more
shaving.”

“Doesn’t it – hurt?”

“Not really. I mean, you have to go back for
several sessions, but it’s worth it because after that you save so
much time.”

“Yeah, mom paid for it for both of us,”
Kayla said.

She slipped off her own bikini bottoms to
show me, running a finger along her neatly bare slit. “It just
feels so much cleaner and – well, nicer,” she said.

“It’s a lot more sensitive when someone’s
going down on you too,” Kat said with a sly grin.

I giggled, a bit embarrassed.

“You should get yours done,” Kayla said.

“Oh I don’t think I could. I mean, laying
there naked with my legs spread for how long while some girl works
at my pussy with a laser? Wasn’t that kind of embarrassing?”

“Nah, I’m comfortable in my body,” Kat
said.

Of course that led to discussions of shaving
and waxing and I again felt as though I kind of had to remove my
own bottoms. My pussy was nice and smooth, but not as smooth as
theirs, and I had to work to maintain it as bare as it was if I
wanted to wear my little thongs and G-strings.

I think we all kind of found it a bit of a
turn-on being naked out of doors like that, too. I don’t mean we
were all horny, just that we all had a sort of low-level buzz of
sexuality going through us. Kat even wanted to walk in the woods a
little, to show me this campfire and little camp where they
sometimes camped out alone. We wandered up there naked as jay
birds, and I felt both nervous of some guy coming, and excited as
we walked around like that.

I think Kat had the best breasts, though
mine were a close second. I had the best ass, though, and while we
all had trim, flat bellies, Kayla had something just shy of that
ripply six pack, athletic guys got, though it didn’t show unless
she posed right. We were all shiny with suntan oil, too, and I
couldn’t help thinking of how delighted some guy would be if he
came across us with a camera with a telephoto lens.

Mentioning it caused Kat, and then Kayla, to
pretend to pose in various ways for the unseen cameraman, and then
Kayla kind of grabbed me, hugging me against her so our breasts
pillowed out together, and rained little feigned kisses on my lips
and cheeks while Kat called us dykes.

Then she produced her cell phone, and
already had it to camera. She snapped a quick picture which got me
and Kayla squealing in protest and chasing her down to grab it
back. We caught her up in the field and jumped her, then wrestled
with her for the phone. I have to admit that, straight or not,
wriggling around, feeling their soft, slick bodies sliding against
my own, rubbing and mashing my bare breasts against Kat’s back and
ribs, and feeling Kay’s rubbing against me, well, it kind of turned
me on.

We’d only had a couple of beers, though, so
nothing much came of it. We broke apart, all panting for breath,
hot, sweaty, hair frazzled, and Kay showed me the picture, which
would have been humiliating if anyone I knew had seen it, and
deleted it before tossing the phone back to her sister.

We put our bikinis back on and went back to
the cottage just about in time for dinner. There was an ensuite in
our room, and me and the girls fought over getting into the shower
first. And so, again, there was plenty of mutual nudity, though
nothing that got any of us excited.

For some reason Peter and Colleen liked
formal dinners, and so we all had to put on dresses and heels
before going downstairs. The dining room was huge, with a gleaming
walnut table big enough for twenty. Olivia, the maid, carried out
the platters of food, along with Angelo, the cook, and those of us
who hadn’t been introduced got to know each other a little.

Afterward, we put on short shorts and
t-shirts, enjoyed the evening air and view, and sat around
chatting. The younger guys hit on us, and we flirted with the older
men. It was all quite enjoyable, and quite innocent.

What followed later that evening was less
so, though it started out innocently enough.

Me and the girls were in our room watching
music videos on the plasma screen. The drinking age was twenty-one,
so we had to do it there away from the older people – though I
don’t think Peter cared a damn. Kat had always been a bit of a
crazy, a bit hyperactive, if you will, and jumped around imitating
the dancers – though it was more like dancers on speed, jumping
from bed to bed.

Kayla tried to embarrass her into stopping
by taking pictures of her antics with her camera phone, but Kat
didn’t seem to care. Instead she vamped for the camera, posing and
making exaggerated faces. Then she flashed her butt, then her
boobs. Having all had several beers we all thought that was funnier
than it probably was.

That morphed into her doing a kind of strip
tease while her sister took pictures, and she wound up naked. Then
we all examined the pictures, giggling, seeing if any of them
looked sexy, and Kay fetched the video camera as we talked about
strip teases and how we would do them.

Next thing you knew, Kat was doing a strip
tease, having dressed again, and dancing to the music on the
stereo, while Kayla videotaped it. Then Kayla did one, then I did,
and then we watched them on the TV, mostly laughing at each other,
though by then there was a strong undertone of sex and excitement
among us.

It was, of course, Kat who pushed it
further, by kissing me. She was still naked, though I had put my
tank top and panties back on, and she kissed me with the kind of
exaggerated gusto she did everything, her lips crushing mine and
her weight bearing me back onto the bed.

“Dykes! Dykes! Do a lesbo thing!” Kayla
said, grabbing the camcorder.

Now I had kind of made out with girls this
way before a few times. Then, like now, we’d had more than a few
drinks, and were just clowning, for the most part. But as then,
there was still a strong undertone of sex and excitement, and here,
well, it got heavier as Kat half lay atop me, rubbing and squeezing
my breast through my tank top and sticking her tongue in my
mouth.

I rolled her over so I was on top, using my
greater weight, and my hand almost kind of landed on her bare
breast so that I was kneading and squeezing it while her sister
taped us. I hadn’t really ever gone much further than that with my
girlfriends, though with them their tops had still been on. But Kat
was pulling my tank up and over my shoulders. I wanted to resist,
and did for a second, but she yanked it off with a laugh, and then
we were breast to breast while we kissed.

And that, to me, took it up to a whole other
level. Her stiff nipples were pressing into my breasts, and I could
feel the tingling and throbbing of my own stiff nipples as she ran
her hands up and down my back and squeezed my ass through my
panties.

Then Kayla reached out with one hand, hooked
her fingers into the back of my panties, and tugged them down with
a whoop of excitement, and just like that, well, I was completely
naked in a bed with them. And somehow, probably not by accident,
though I thought so at the time, her thigh sort of rose up between
my legs so that she was grinding her leg against my bare pussy.

She rolled over atop me, because I was kind
of well, not dazed, but gripped by uncertainty and indecisions, and
then she was atop me, rubbing her breasts against mine, still
giggling like it was all play-acting, but rubbing her thigh
constantly against my pussy as she kissed me.

“Yeah! Show us a hot lezzie scene, you
dykes!” Kayla called out.

My right knee kind of rose, and Kat grabbed
it and pushed it back, and then she pulled her lips off mine and
half rose to bring her pussy more firmly against mine, and then,
she sort of – leaned her groin in against me, and began to grind
her own pussy right against mine. The feeling was indescribable,
and a shockwave of sex-heat and lewd, dark excitement swept over me
as she made faces for the camera, faces like she was so hot, so
aroused. She began to moan and cry in mock passion as she rubbed
her pussy against mine, and I couldn’t tell if she was hot at
all.

But I sure was, and was getting hotter. I
could suddenly feel the sensations grow in strength, and realized
from the feel of her pussy rubbing against mine that we were now
slick and wet down there. I felt a blossoming fear that it was only
me, and she smirked and laughed aloud as she said “You’re wet, you
slut!” but she didn’t try to move her pussy away.

“You are!” I gasped, my face red.

“Sluts!” Kayla called.

“I’m fucking Mack!” Kat said with a laugh,
grinding herself even harder against me, her breathing growing more
ragged now.

Her mock passion and noises dropped away and
her eyes started to take on the same sort of glassy look I knew my
own were showing. My entire body was flushed with heat and
excitement as Kat ground her pussy against mine with a steady,
rocking motion, forcing my knee up and back so far the tendons in
my groin ached.

“Oh! Yeah! Spread your legs, slut!” she
gasped, angling her pussy in more tightly.

And then – she had an orgasm, rubbing
against me. I was shocked, appalled, and aroused all at the same
time. And I was still filled with a heavy dark hunger which had me
not far from my own come.

Kayla laughed. “The little dyke is coming on
you!” she chortled.

“Fuck you!” Kat gasped. “She’s coming
too.”

“No I’m not!” I panted.

“You fucking better, you slut.”

Kayla laughed again, and Kat shoved me back,
I think determined to make me come. I was feeling this sort of
embarrassed sense of being used, and of doing something nasty and
dirty, and suddenly wanted to pull away and get dressed, but Kat
wasn’t about to let me.

She pinned me down, and tried to shove my
arms back, calling out to her sister for help. Well, the next thing
I knew the two of them had wrapped a cloth belt around my wrists
and tied them to the bedpost. Then Kat found a rope somewhere and
tied my ankles to the bedposts, with my legs spread wide.

“Let me go, you little pervert!” I
gasped.

“I’m gonna make you come, dyke,” Kat
chortled.

“You are not!”

She draped herself atop me, kissing me
again. This time I kind of twisted my head from side to side to
pull my lips away – at first. But surprising me, she grabbed a
fistful of my hair and jerked my head back, then crushed my lips
with hers as she kneaded and groped my breast with her other
hand.

Then she licked her way down onto my breasts
and began to suck and lick and lightly chew on my eager, throbbing
nipples. I gasped and cursed weakly, pulling at the belt, trying to
free myself, and trying to deny I was responding at all to the
throbbing heat between my legs.

And then, taking things to a whole other
level, Kat’s hand slid down my straining belly and I felt her
fingers against my sex. My eyes went wide and I gasped in shock,
but then as her fingers began to stroke knowingly across my clitty
the sensations burst through my belly and flooded my chest, and the
protests I started to make were swamped by sensations of heat and
passion and sexual hunger.

“S-s-stop! Y-You … little queer!” I gasped,
fighting to not show how she was affecting me.

She giggled and sucked on my breast, her
fingers stroking back and forth across my clit, up and down along
my moist slit, and then actually pushing inside me, pumping in and
out as she stroked my clit. That shocked me, and sent a hot
explosion of excitement through my mind. It was just too much for
me, and I came, came powerfully and with enough of a physical
response that I couldn’t hide it from them. I shuddered and gurgled
and arched my back, my hips grinding frantically against her
fingers as she laughed down at me and whooped in victory.
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The sisters had another beer while they
considered me, still bound hand and foot, naked.

“Let’s torture her,” Kayla said.

“You guys!” I gasped. “Untie me!”

They only giggled.

Kayla produced a candle, and they lit it,
then began to drop hot candle wax on my nipples and breasts. I
yelped and writhed and cursed weakly, but they would not be stopped
except by forcing me to say awful things about myself.

“Confess that you’re a filthy lesbian slut!”
Kat demanded.

“No, you little sicko!”

She tilted the candle and wax dribbled down
across my stiff nipple, making me cry out and twist again.

“Confess that you want to lick Kat’s pussy,”
“Kayla said eagerly.

“Eww! I do not!”

More wax trickled down onto my breasts and
chest.

“Confess that you love sucking on her
nipples.”

“I don’t!”

Wax trickled in slow, patters down along my
belly and abdomen as I squealed and twisted and writhed.

“I think we can make her confess!” Kat said
with an evil giggly smile.

She produced a vibrator, and began to rub it
back and forth across my clit. The sensations were incredibly
powerful, and I yelped and writhed and twisted in response, cursing
her and demanding she take it away. She wouldn’t, and then Kayla
got a dildo and began to push it into me. I was breathless with
embarrassment, rising sexual heat, and half drunken confusion, not
knowing what to do, say or how to react.

And the vibrator’s discomfort started to
give way to something altogether different, especially as Kayla
worked the dildo deeper into my pussy and began to pump it in and
out. My body was starting to take on a hot, shimmering sexual high
that was robbing me of my will to say no. I was becoming
intoxicated with sexual heat and hunger as they worked on me and
taunted me and teased me.

“Ungggh!” I groaned as Kayla shoved the
dildo deep into my belly.

Kat was half laying atop me now, kissing me,
and I didn’t have the strength of will to resist her as her hand
caressed my breast and her mouth pressed heavily against mine. I
moaned and twisted and wriggled to no avail as the vibrator and
dildo pushed me over the edge into another orgasm. This one was a
lot more powerful, though, and I gnashed my teeth, my head whipping
back, my back arching sharply, repeatedly, as the storm front of
sexual passion and power tore through my mind and body.

Kayla chuckled and got the camcorder, taping
me laying there gasping, moaning weakly, the dildo sticking out of
my slick pussy mouth while her sister kissed me and mauled my
breasts.

“Lick her pussy, Kat!” she called.

“You lick her pussy, dyke.”

“I’m working the camcorder.”

Kat gave her the finger, but grinned
mischievously, and then shifted herself and knelt between my legs,
examining me. She bent over and I raised my head, gasping,
wondering if she was actually going to – and then she did, and I
shuddered at the feel of her tongue sliding across my clit. My God
it felt good!

“D-don’t!” I gasped.

She giggled, and then lay down, settling
herself into place, her hands on my inner thighs, and she began to
lick at my clit. It was an entirely different sort of sensation
than the vibrator produced, that soft, yet firm, slick, warm
tongue. And she pumped the dildo at the same time, really working
on me. I couldn’t resist, couldn’t, despite my shock that she was
going – well that far – stop my body from responding, and it took
her very little time to push me over the edge into another massive
orgasm.

“She’s such a little slut. Look at her
come!” she laughed.

Then Kayla was on the bed next to me, too,
also naked, and the two, giggling, lavished my face and neck and
shoulders with kisses and licks and bites as their breasts rubbed
against mine and their hands moved up and down my body. They slid
lower, bit by bit, and then Kayla was licking at my pussy as her
sister looked on and encouraged her, and I was coming again,
shuddering and whining and bucking my hips up.

It as like every orgasm made me more
sensitive, and made me more ready for another, and the two were
enjoying pushing me over the edge, until the noise I was making
became too great and then they gagged me with a pair of socks.

They used the vibrator again for a time, and
then Kayla found an attachment for the dildo, a kind of strap thing
that let her actually wear it. Then she lay atop me and fucked me
like a guy while her sister taped it. They had driven me nearly
into orbit with the vibrator first, and I came like crazy as Kayla
thrust into me.

It was just all so fucking wild! I was
blindsided by all this lesbo stuff! But I couldn’t resist the heat
and pleasure.

And then Kat was straddling my upper chest
and pulling the sock out of my mouth, and then she was settling the
super smooth pussy right over my mouth. I tried, at first, to twist
my head away, but she grabbed my hair and pinned me in place.

“Oh no, little slut. After all the time
we’ve spent on you, you owe us! Lick me!”

She was right, well, sort of, or at least, I
thought so. I just didn’t know what to do. But she guided my tongue
and despite a squeamish reluctance at first, I began to lick at her
clit. After the first minute or so I lost the squeamishness, and
was licking her with real intent now. Kayla was between my legs
licking me, and I kind of imitated what she was doing until Kat
half bounced atop my face and came.

Then Kayla was atop me and I was forced to
lick her as she looked down at me with a lewd grin. “You’re gonna
be our bitch, Mackenzie!” she said with a snicker.

This was my first real lesbian experience,
and boy was it a doozy. It was inevitable it would have a huge
affect on my outlook on life, on my sexuality and my preferences
and my inhibitions.

The sisters eventually untied me, and we all
kind of fell asleep in our beds, and that ended the night. But I
woke up the next morning feeling – embarrassed – used – wary – a
bit afraid, just a bit, and more than a little excited, to tell you
the truth. And why not? I’d had a wild and incredibly pleasurable
time. Even if it was with girls. I won’t say I was eager to go at
it again, but, well, a part of me was.

The sisters didn’t seem affected by it at
all, well, except to slap my ass and call me their bitch a couple
of times as we got dressed.

We went down to breakfast, and there was
quite a crowd there. It embarrassed me, a bit, worried me that
maybe someone had heard us the previous night. But no one seemed to
take a lot of extra notice of us. The guys all leched at us, and
the older men gave us the once over, but that was pretty
normal.

We wandered around in the trees a bit,
walking and chatting, then we went water skiing with the guys. I
put on my blue bikini, and we had a great time for most of the
morning.

After lunch, the guys fooled around on the
personal watercraft, while me and the girls took the boat to a
station up the river. I wouldn’t so much call it a town as a place
on the highway where there was fuel for the boats, and a couple of
shops with stuff for camping, cottaging, and boating, as well as
your typical snacks, cigarettes and pop.

Most of the people there, aside from a few
kids, were dressed in shorts, t-shirts and tank tops. Maybe because
of the wild sexual games of the previous night I was more aware of
myself, of my sexuality than I would have otherwise been, but I was
very much aware that we were three hot girls in bikinis, and of the
attention that drew from every male over the age of ten that was
anywhere near us. It kind of made me self-conscious, but also kind
of hot.

I didn’t usually like that kind of
attention, but today I did, and me and the girls wandered around in
our bare feet, fooling around, trying on ugly hats and sunglasses
and joking around about various things. We wound up on a bench
outside, sucking on Popsicles, me and Kat purposefully being little
cock teases as we slid them into our mouths and kind of pumped them
in and out as we sucked and licked, pretending not to notice the
guys and men who looked at us.

“You’re both sluts,” Kayla said, sipping on
a coke.

We just giggled wildly.

We went back to the boat and pulled away
from the dock, heading very slowly back up river. I guess the
sisters had worked out what they wanted to do in advance, because
all of a sudden they pounced on me and undid my top, and before I
could react to that they had my bottoms down and were laughing and
whooping as they yanked them off. Next thing I knew they’d thrown
me over the side naked. Then the boat took off.

We were only just offshore, and I could
easily swim there to the brush there, and so I did, hiding,
crouching, staring back a little wildly at the water, heart
pounding. There was no one around, but the shops were only about
fifty or sixty yards away through the trees, and I could hear the
cars on the highways and the distance sound of people talking.

Fucking bitches!

The boat circled around and came back slowly, and I could hear them
giggling from it. I jumped into the water and started swimming out
and they pulled away again.

“Kayla! Stop it!” I cried.

She only laughed, then circled around,
keeping back.

“Do you want a ride, Mackenzie?” she
cooed.

I glowered at her from the water.

“Say yes, mistress,” she said.

“Fuck you, you bitch!”

She laughed and then the boat took off. I
watched it go, heart thumping, and returned to shore to hide in a
bush. It was a good fifteen minutes or so before they came back.
And several people had walked past not all that far away in the
interim.

“You can’t have a ride unless you say please
mistress!” she called over.

“This isn’t funny! Someone’s gonna see!” I
called.

“Say please mistress, may I ride in your
boat.”

I glowered at her. “Please, mistress may I
ride in your boat!” I called.

“You may,” she said grandly.

I swam out to them again but it wasn’t as
easy to climb over the side as I had thought it would be,
especially since they kept the side door closed.

“Ask permission to climb aboard.”

“Can I come aboard?”

“Mistress!” Kayla said.

“Please may I come aboard, Mistress?” I
said, glaring.

“Are you our bitch?”

I glared some more. “Yes, I’m your bitch,” I
said.

They both giggled.

“Are you going to be our little sex
slave?”

I felt a throbbing between my thighs, and
licked my lips. “Yes, I’ll be your little sex slave.”

“Mistress,” she said.

“Mistress.”

“Say it all at once and we’ll let you
on.”

“Yes, I’ll be your little sex slave,
mistress,” I said.

She opened the door and they helped me
in.

“You fucking bitches!”

They jumped on me and we wrestled and fought
and I pulled Kat’s top off and got Kayla’s bottoms down around her
ankles, but then they threw me over the side and the boat took off
again.

It was half an hour or so before they
returned, half an hour spent sitting behind the bush, swatting at
bugs and paranoid about someone coming to see me.

This time I had to beg twice as hard, and
apologize for being a bad little bitch.

“We’ll have to punish you, though,” Kat said
sagely.

“Yes, you definitely need a spanking,” her
sister said.

“Beg us to be spanked, slave girl,” Kat said
with a smirk.

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her
to go fuck herself, but I was feeling a strange mixture of fear –
well, the fear of being thrown overboard and left behind again –
and excitement, for this was all very, very sexual and kinky.

“Please spank me, mistress,” I called from
the water.

Again they let me up, and, knowing I
couldn’t fight both of them, I more or less behaved as Kat drove
the boat out deeper into the water. Kayla sat down on one of the
padded benches and imperiously ordered me over. Dripping water, I
looked around. “Where’s my bikini?”

“We’ll get you your bikini when we’re
satisfied you’ve learned your lesson, slave girl,” Kayla said. “Now
get across my lap for your spanking.

“Come on!” I groaned.

“Now, slave girl! Or you go back into the
river and we go home.”

I was starting to feel a shimmering sexual
electricity, but fought it, and them. I mean, I wanted to be seen
as reluctant, as more reluctant than I was, to be honest. I wanted
them to think I was resisting, though not enough to get tossed back
into the water.

I shuffled forward reluctantly, and let
Kayla grab my wrist and pull me across her lap. I felt a surge of
embarrassment as she shifted me into proper position, then yelped
as she brought her hand down against my bottom.

“Hey! That stings!”

“Of course it stings, slave girl. A spanking
should sting,” she said.

“Don’t hit so hard!”

She sniffed, and then pulled my wrists
together behind my back. She had a small rope waiting and quickly
bound them in place before I could realize her intent and resist.
Then she started spanking me, and it stung. The boat was moving
slowly, Kat mostly watching us and grinning, as I wriggled and
twisted and fought and cursed and begged Kayla to stop it. But
Kayla ignored me, except to warn me that she wouldn’t stop until I
was a good, obedient little slave girl.

My ass started to heat up something fierce!
And Kayla’s continued insistence that I thank her for being spanked
– or else – finally forced its way through to my increasingly
frantic mind.

“Kayla!” I cried, whined really.

“Are you going to cooperate, young lady?”
she said waspishly.

“I – yes!”

“Then say thank you for spanking me,
mistress. I was a very bad girl.”

I clenched my teeth, then said the
words.

“And then you say, Please spank me again,
mistress.”

I groaned, but I knew she would spank me
anyway even if I didn’t.

“Please spank me again, mistress,” I
moaned.

Her hand snapped down stingingly across my
red bottom and I yelped.

“Now say thank you for spanking me,
mistress. I was a very bad girl,” she said.

“Thank you for spanking me, mistress. I was
a very bad girl!” I gasped.

“And then ask for another. Do I have to
write your lines down for you?”

“Please spank me again, mistress!” I moaned,
getting another sharp crack across the bottom.

“Thank you for spanking me, mistress. I was
a very bad girl!” I gasped. “Please spank me again, mistress!”

Another spank made me yelp.

“Thank you for spanking me, mistress. I was
a very bad girl!” I panted. “Please spank me again, mistress!”

After a few more she stopped and giggled,
then she had a vibrator and was sliding it back and forth over my
clit while I moaned and gasped in relief at not being spanked
again. Kat accelerated, and Kayla slid the dildo up into my pussy,
which was already surprisingly wet, as she played the vibrator back
and forth over my clit.

I was face down across the seat, my ass in
the air across her lap, and my wrists helplessly tied behind my
back. I could only moan and wriggle and gasp and shudder as she
raised those dark, hungry sensations within me.

She didn’t make me come, though it was
close. Instead she forced that dildo completely inside me, then she
untied me, gave me my bikini and had me put it on again.

We got back to the cottage, and she ordered
me not to move out of her sight. Kat put the boat away, and the
three of us moved up past the lower deck, saying hi to some of the
people there, then inside. It was pretty weird walking with a big
dildo stuffed up my pussy, and I was sopping wet, too, something
they’d hidden by dipping my suit into the water before I put it
on.

We got drinks, and we sat outside with the
guys, and with an older couple, while I fought not to squirm. I was
very aroused, my nipples rock hard inside my top, and the dildo was
jammed almost painfully deep into my pussy. The nose was grinding
against my cervix while the base was wedged tight between the lips
of my sex. All I could think was that if the guys had a single hint
that I had a dildo stuffed up inside me they’d all have instant
hard-ons and want to, like, jump me.

I was frazzled by sexual frustration, but
unable to do anything about it. When I finally said I had to go to
the bathroom, Kayla said she did too, and would go with me. We went
inside and upstairs, and she grabbed my ass and gave it a squeeze
as we went down the empty hall.

“You want to come, don’t you, sex slave,”
she whispered teasingly.

“I just need to go to the bathroom,” I said
defensively.

“Hah.”

She insisted on going in with me, and once
inside she took off her swimsuit bottoms, then as I sat on the
toilet, with my own down and off, she straddled the toilet and
brought her pussy in close against my face.

“Lick me, bitch,” she said in a dramatic,
demanding voice. “Lick your mistress’ pussy!”

“Kayla!” I whined.

But she gripped my hair and pulled my face
in against her pussy. I moaned and licked at it, then licked more
as she ran her fingers through my hair. I began to pee, then, with
the dildo stuffed deep, and my face stuffed in her pussy. I tried
reaching down to rub my clit but she grabbed my hands and pinned
them up as she ground her hips against me.

This was all so sick, so perverted! But it
was hot and slutty and exciting too.

I made her come, and then she bent over and
had me draw my knees up and back, spreading them wide. She gripped
the base of the dildo in the palm of her hand, and pumped it in and
out, holding it in such a way that every time she drove it deep her
thumb rode up across my swollen, burning clit.

“Faster!” I gasped.

She stopped instead. “Say mistress,” she
ordered.

“Faster, mistress!” I gasped.

“You have to beg, little slave girl. You’re
my bitch, not the other way around. Beg me to fuck you faster.”

“Please fuck me faster, mistress!” I
panted.

It didn’t occur to me to even wonder how I
had suddenly become immersed in an all out, full bore lesbian
relationship. I didn’t even think of it in that way. I just thought
of it as games with my kinky 'cousins'.

She pumped the dildo faster and I gasped and
moaned. “Please fuck me harder, mistress!”

She thrust in hard, making me groan and
gasp, my knees rolling up and down, my head rolling back as she
began to knead my breasts through my bikini top.

Then she stopped.

“Please - !” I gasped.

“Not yet, slave girl. I think we want you
all hot and bothered for a while yet.”

“Please, mistress!” I moaned.

She shoved the dildo deep, then forced me to
stand and pulled up my bikini. I was swaying weakly, the hair on
the back of my neck practically on end. I was gasping, trembling
with the sexual hunger inside me, and the bitch was flushing the
toilet and opening the door to lead me back downstairs.

That afternoon was torture. I was flooded
with sexual hunger and need the whole time. The next time I went to
the bathroom it was Kat who went with me and I had to lick her to
orgasm. Then she did to me the same thing her sister had, and again
I was not able to come.

It was late afternoon before we all went
back upstairs to our room. At which point Kayla got her camcorder,
and the two of them took off my bikini.

“Okay, lay down and spread your legs,” Kayla
ordered, leering.

I did so, of course, gasping, heart
pounding, and cringing a bit as Kat brought the camcorder up.

“Raise your knees and spread them wider,”
she ordered.

I did, chest heaving.

“Now you can masturbate for the camera.”

I moaned weakly, hesitating, my fingers
trembling.

But I was so fucking hot I couldn’t resist,
and even the idea of them taping me doing myself with a dildo was
exciting, nastily, wickedly exciting. So reached down and grabbed
the dildo and began to pump it in and out as I stroked my clit with
the fingers of my other hand. It took very little time for me to
just lose it, to start gasping and shuddering and rocking my hips
up until the orgasm just overwhelmed me.

They showed me the video afterwards. It was
incredibly hot and slutty, and showed every inch of my body, showed
the dildo thrusting in and out of my wet, tight pussy, my face,
drawn back into a grimace of pleasure, eyes glassy and rolling
back, my breasts as I arched and twisted and writhed, and of
course, there was my voice; the gasping and half sobs of wild,
fierce pleasure as I came, gurgling and shuddering and moaning in
passion and heat. They wouldn’t delete it either, teasing me about
putting it on the internet.

We went back downstairs for dinner, dressed
nicely, but me with the dildo up my pussy and, this time, a
butt-plug in my ass, too. I also sat between Kat and Kayla, and
every now and then one or the other would slide their hand under
the table and between my legs, their fingers slipping under my
skirt and rubbing my clit.

After dinner we dressed in shorts and
t-shirts again, kind of. But the sisters had a different idea for
me, and really, I was still wrapped up in this insane lesbian
dominance game, so wrapped up that them giving me orders, making me
do things, seemed hot and exciting. So they made me wear a pair of
Kat’s short shorts and one of her tank tops. Both were too small
for her, never mind me.

The shorts were low riding cotton things,
stretchy and hugging my hips and ass tightly. They were so short
they barely covered my buttocks, and any bending over or moving
around and they didn’t even do that, sliding up so I had to keep
tugging them down. The tank top was tight across my chest, showed
cleavage in front, and, because they wouldn’t let me wear a bra, at
the sides, in the big arm holes – if I didn’t keep my arms in
place.

We argued about it, and fought over it, and
I wound up getting my ass slapped several times by Kayla as Kat
held a pillow to my mouth. But then I went along with it and was
very self conscious as we walked around the men in the cottage, and
then outside at the dock. My nipples were rock hard, too, and that
was visible in the tight little tank top.

“You guys are gonna get me in trouble,” I
said nervously. “If your father or mother say something – .”

“They’re not going to say anything,” Kat
laughed. “Have you seen some of the stuff I wear?”

“Yeah, don’t be shy little girl,” Kayla
teased.

We were standing out by the boat house, next
to a tree, and Kat reached out and squeezed my pussy through the
thin shorts.

“Kat!” I shoved her hand away, looking up at
the cottage.

“That’s mistress to you, slut,” Kat
taunted.

“Yeah, slut!” Kayla added, grabbing at my
wrists.

Kat shoved her hand down inside my shorts –
and needless to say I had no panties, and her fingers immediately
began to stroke across my swollen clit. Kayla pinned my wrists
together against the tree behind me, and I moaned, staring
anxiously up at the cottage as the sisters molested me and made my
body burn with lust and excitement.

“Don’t!” I begged them, “Someone will
see!”

“Say please mistress,” Kat demanded.

“Please don’t, mistress,” I gasped, “Someone
will see!”

“But you love it, slut!” Kayla taunted.

She was leaning into me to pin my wrists
above my head, and I moaned helplessly, gasping as Kat tugged the
midriff baring tank up to bare my breasts too!

“Please, mistress!” I gasped, staring wildly
around us.

Kat’s fingers were rubbing at my clit, and
she used a third to push against the base of the dildo, thrusting
it harder inside me. Kat was looking on, grinning, pinning my
wrists, but then we heard voices coming from around the corner of
the walk and they jerked back. I snatched my top down just as two
of the guests came by, smiling at us.

 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


I was tied spreadeagled to the bed, legs
spread obscenely wide and a dildo shoved hard into my pussy. They
had replaced the butt-plug with an even longer one, and now they
were torturing me – with ice cubes.

I was gagged, they had found a real gag, a
ball-gag, and shoved it into my mouth, and now they ran little
melting cubes of ice slowly, teasingly over my breasts and nipples,
along my ribs and over my quivering belly. I arched and twisted and
moaned and squealed helplessly, pulling at the ropes binding me in
place and cursing them through the gag.

They iced up both my nipples at the same
time, letting the melting cubes slide around and around my
trembling nipples, and I shuddered and moaned as tiny little
trickles of icy water slid down my breasts and over my belly. Then,
with my nipples almost feeling like they were burning with the
cold, they pulled the cubes away and bent simultaneously to take
both my nipples and the centers of my breasts into their
mouths.

They licked and sucked gently, their teeth
slowly coming into place to chew lightly on the center of each
breast. Kayla pumped the dildo slowly in and out while Kat stroked
her fingers across my clit. They made me come like mad, and then
iced up my clit and licked me through another massive climax.

Kayla then put on the strap-on dildo, and
they untied me. I was a frazzled, gasping, moaning mess, by then,
and just about ready to do anything they wanted.

“On your hands and knees, slut!” Kayla
ordered.

I moaned and rolled over, drawing my knees
in as Kat climbed into bed and sat down with her back against the
headboard. She reached out and grabbed me by the hair, drawing my
face down and in against her pussy as she spread her legs. I felt
Kayla behind me, and gasped as she slapped my ass. Kat undid the
strap of the gag and pulled the gag out of my mouth, then drew my
mouth down onto her gleaming little slit.

“Lick me, whore,” she growled.

I licked, my tail in the air, feeling
Kayla’s dildo sliding back and forth over my pussy slit, then
penetrating me and sliding deep.

She leaned over me, then, and pulled my arms
out from under me, drawing them around behind my back. I felt the
ropes going around my wrists again, one loop, two, three, four,
five, tightening, and then my wrists were locked together as I
lapped at her pussy. Kayla resumed thrusting, now working the dildo
in and out, slapping at my butt.

“Yeah, lick that pussy, slut!” she growled,
keeping her voice low so no one passing by would hear.

“Fucking whore,” Kat taunted. “You’re our
bitch whore, Mack. You’re our sex slave!”

“Lick her pussy, sex slave!”

God! It was all so fucking wild and kinky
and exiting and nasty and hot!

I licked Kat’s pussy as Kayla fucked me from
behind, and then Kayla took Kat’s place, and they made me suck her
“cock”, bobbing my lips up and down. They had another strap-on, and
Kat put it on and then mounted me from behind, thrusting it in and
out as I sucked on Kayla’s dildo.

Kayla grabbed my hair, then, and pulled me
forward, dragging me up the length of her body. She and Kat
positioned me so I was straddling her, and then I sank myself down
on Kayla’s strap-on, groaning as it pushed so deep into my
belly.

“Ride my cock, slut!” Kayla taunted me.

Shuddering excitedly, I hardly cared about
the aching and pain as I rode slowly up and down that big, fat
dildo, groaning as she pulled my face down against hers and stuffed
her tongue into my mouth.

I felt Kat’s fingers at the butt-plug, and
groaned as it was slowly pulled out of me, forcing my sphincter
wide. Then it slid back in, or at first, I thought so. Only it
pushed deeper, and still deeper, and I gasped as it became clear
this was not the butt-plug at all.

“Oh! Oh please!” I gasped.

She slapped my ass. “Please mistress,” she
corrected me.

“Please, mistress!” I gasped.

“Fuck her ass,” Kayla growled, holding onto
my hair and trying to crush my lips down onto hers once again.

“No! Please! I don’t – You can’t – .”

Kat thrust deeper. It ached, and I moaned
and then my mouth was rubbed against Kayla’s wet pussy again. She
gripped my breast and squeezed hard enough to hurt.

“Lick me, slave girl!”

I licked her, anxious now, embarrassed, my
mind squirming. I’d never had anything to do with anal sex, and
even the butt-plugs had embarrassed me. But the sexual hunger and
excitement was overwhelming my mind, so despite a kind of dismay at
what Kat was doing, it was all still too incredibly hot to think
straight. And besides, with my hands tied, I couldn’t resist.

Kat forced that dildo deeper and still
deeper, and started pumping in and out while Kayla started
thrusting up with her own. I felt so incredibly full down there! I
ached too, in both places, but the heat was scalding, and the
passion irresistible. They pulled at my hair and slapped at my ass
and groped and squeezed my breasts as I licked Kayla and my insides
were churned to a hot, bubbling steam.

I came violently, and Kayla had to jam my
mouth against her pussy to keep my cries of passion and ecstasy
from escaping the room.

 


* * * * *

 


The next day was similar, filled with
wicked, gleeful sexual games. The only difference was that three of
the couples, and Colleen went back to town for meetings and work
Monday. We got to shift rooms to a bigger one in front overlooking
the river, with its own balcony. This room had a pair of double
beds, and that let them tie me down with my arms and legs spread
much further open. But aside from that and the improved view, it
didn’t make a lot of difference to us.

The cottage was a lot emptier now, though,
with most of the “grown-ups” gone, and we wound up interacting more
with Jason and his buddies. And the thing was, I was kind of the
only girl any of them could go for. I mean, sure they eyed Jason’s
sisters, but you don’t try to get your buddy’s sister into the
sack, especially not when he’s right there and you’re staying at
his cottage. So I had to put up with all kinds of sly and not so
sly suggestions and flirting and outright propositions while they
stared at my tits and ass every time we were near them.

And Jason, while he wasn’t as obvious, was
also very interested in my body. Well, he didn’t have any other eye
candy to look at except his sisters, so I suppose he could be
forgiven. But it was a little unnerving to have the three of them
always staring at me like a trio of dogs drooling after raw meat.
If they’d had a clue what went on in our bedroom there’d have been
no holding them back!

Of course Kat and Kayla noted this all with
amusement, and all-but shoved me at Jason’s friends. But I’d never
been attracted to jocks, and I wasn’t particularly attracted to
these guys. Brad, in particular, was mostly irritating and
annoying. He was all swagger, all macho arrogance, and seemed to
take it for granted I’d want to make out with him at every
opportunity.

I was just standing in the kitchen making a
sandwich in the late afternoon when he came up behind me. Just like
that his hands were on the counter on either side of me, hemming me
in, and then his groin was pushing against my butt.

“Why don’t you and me take a walk in the
woods, baby?” he said, his breath heavy with beer right against my
face.

“No, thank you,” I said, pushing my hand
back against his chest.

“Come on, Mack. You’re so fucking hot,” he
whined, grinding himself into my ass.

“Get off me,” I complained, as his hand came
up around my ribs and squeezed my breast.

I gave him an elbow in the ribs and twisted
around, shoving hard and he stumbled back. I glared at him and
marched out.

“I suppose a blow job is out of the question
then,” he said.

“Oh so clever,” I said over my shoulder

He groped at me any number of times after
that, whenever I passed too close, and I got to really dislike him.
At least the others contented themselves with the occasional rude
suggestion or comment about my body.

It was very weird, because I was entirely
straight, or thought I was, and yet I spent most days fending off
these guys who wanted to fuck me, and most evenings being fucked by
Kat and Kayla, who were a lot kinkier and perverse than I had ever
imagined. They really had a thing for bondage. I spent much of the
evenings tied up, often spread-eagled on my bed, while they
experimented with what would make me come the fastest. It was kind
of hard to complain about that, though.

After the first week was done Peter left,
along with his guests, and Jason and his buddies went back too,
leaving us three girls alone. I was slightly nervous, and slightly
excited about what might happen then. The girls were becoming more
and more focused on making me do stuff, on treating me like their
little sex toy, their sex slave, or their “bitch” as Kayla
insisted.

It wasn’t like I was a submissive girl,
either, but they were both older and I’d always deferred to them in
the past. And now, well, the fact I was mostly tied up, and that
they seemed to have an incredible ability to make me writhe and
twist in sexual heat, had me bowing to their wishes more and more
often.

Why not? When it brought such pleasure, and
when it was all such a hot, sexy, nasty, kinky, exciting game?

The first thing that changed, was that they
wanted me naked a lot more often. They made me strip naked and stay
naked inside. The first evening, Kat found a dog collar for me to
wear, which she said was perfect for their little blonde bitch
'cousin'.

Wearing it for the first time made my face
burn, and my pussy as well. I stood there, naked, but for the
collar, feeling oddly subservient in front of the two smirking
sisters.

Kayla’s fingers dug into my arm, and Kat
grabbed my hair. They twisted me around and forced me belly-down,
across the back of one of the chairs pushed against the kitchen
table. I gasped as my bare breasts pillowed out against the hard
cold wood. I felt hands at my thighs, and gasped as my bottom was
slapped.

“Spread your legs, sex slave!” Kayla
ordered.

I shifted my legs apart, gasping at another
slap, until I was on my toes, my ass high in the air. I felt their
fingers at my clit, rubbing, felt fingers pushing into my pussy,
then felt the dildo pushing into me, twisting and turning, going
ever deer. A moment later an oiled finger pushed into my ass, and I
squirmed, both mentally and physically.

My bottom stung from a sharp slap.

“Do you want a spanking, slut?” Kayla
demanded.

“No, mistress!” I gasped.

They pushed two big dildos into my pussy and
ass, then, grinning, Kat showed me a leash, and snapped it to the
collar.

“On all fours, sex slave,” she ordered,
tugging on the leash.

I fell to all fours, pussy throbbing as the
two looked down at me. I blushed, feeling really – well – dumb,
embarrassed, shy almost, in a weird sort of way.

“Now you’re going to crawl at Kat’s ankles
like a good little bitch dog,” Kayla said.

It was awkward. The hard wood floor was sore
against my knees as I crawled around. Kayla video taped us, or
really, as I noted from the video later, taped me, and some unknown
woman’s lower body. She made me crawl around the big front room and
out along the hall to the open kitchen, the two dildos sticking out
of my ass and my breasts hanging beneath me.

It was weird. It was sexy. It was hot. It
was demeaning and embarrassing. It made my pussy pulse and throb
and bubble with hunger and passion.

They started taking pictures, then, making
me pose in all sorts of positions, from the kind you’d find in
Playboy, to the nastier, more graphic kind, with dildos and stuff.
One of those poses was to do a handstand. They had to help me with
that, holding my ankles up as I swayed weakly on my hands and
head.

That gave them an idea, and they got more
rope from somewhere. They threw the rope over the ceiling beams,
then tied it to my ankles. In no time at all I was hanging upside
down by my ankles, my legs spread wide apart. Then they tied my
wrists down and out so I was effectively spread-eagled in mid-air –
upside down!

They spent some time torturing me with hot
wax and ice cubes, slaps to the bottom and pinches to the nipples.
Then they made me come repeatedly with the aid of their tongues and
a vibrator. Then, when they were done, they fucking left me like
that! I was gagged so I couldn’t complain, and they just left me
hanging, gasping, moaning, while they went to another cottage to
visit some girl they knew. I was hanging upside down for maybe
three hours before they returned.

Can you imagine that? Hanging upside down,
gagged, with big dildos inside me. They’d replaced the one in my
ass, by the way, with a thicker one. It really stretched me out,
and made me feel bloated and achy inside.

When they returned, though, they made me
come again, then Kayla tied a thin, soft cord around my hips and
fed it down between my legs, wrapping it around the base of both
dildos, then running it up between my buttocks to tie to the cord
behind my back. They let me down, but tied my wrists behind my
back, and they made me lick them both to orgasm.

We went to bed like that. I mean to sleep.
Of course, it was almost impossible for me to sleep, despite how
weary I was. I was still aroused, and they taunted me by rubbing at
my clit a few times while I lay on my back between them.

Several times during the night I would doze
off, but rarely for long, and often I’d waken to finger a tongue or
finger stroking at my clit, bringing me to the edge of climax
before withdrawing.

The next morning I was, to say the least,
frazzled and weary. But slaps to the butt and even my breasts got
me out of bed. I was ordered to make breakfast, which I did, and
then serve it to my “mistresses” at the table. I was no great
shakes as a cook so I just made pancakes. I set three plates, and
then served them as they sat there acting all imperious. But when I
moved to sit down they shook their heads.

“You kneel on the floor, slave,” Kayla said
in an airy voice. “We might let you eat a thing or two if we’re
generous.”

“Kayla,” I whined.

She frowned, turned me, and gave my bottom a
stinging slap.

“That’s mistress! And don’t you forget it,
slave girl!”

Then she and Kat tied my arms together
behind my back and made me kneel next to the table. They ate their
pancakes, cutting pieces and chatting while I knelt on the floor,
watching and feeling hungry. After a while, Kat pretended to notice
me.

“Would the little slave girl like something
to eat?” she cooed.

“Yes please, mistress,” I said, fighting
back annoyance.

“Then beg.”

“May I please have some breakfast,
Mistress?”

She shook her head. “Say, may your slave girl have something to
eat, please Mistress.”

“May your slave girl have something to eat
please, mistress?” I asked.

“You may, slave girl.”

She cut a piece of pancake and held it out
to me. I felt a little quiver but ate it off her fork.

The next one came off Kayla’s fork. Then the
next – I had to lick the next out of Kat’s hand. That was how I ate
the rest of my “breakfast”, licking it from their fingers. Then,
when breakfast was over, Kat set out a bowl of milk and I licked it
up like a dog, my hands still bound behind me.

They put me on the bed, then, tied me on it,
really. It was like – well, I was kneeling, sitting on my heels,
and just fell back. They tied rope to my ankles and fed it up
towards the head post of the bed. Then they tied rope to my bound
wrists and pulled it straight down to the foot post – and pulled
and pulled until my body started bending and m back started arching
up and I groaned and gasped as my shoulders were drawn further and
further back.

Kat then tied thin cords to my nipples and
fed the cords up and back towards the tall head posts behind me.
And then the two sisters left me like that, going out to sit in the
sun for a while.

Well, you can imagine how my week went. It
was like that the whole time. I was their sex toy in reality, not
just in a game. The game was the reality and reality became – well
– a game, a hot, sordid, nasty, kinky, wicked sex game.

I was looking forward, almost with a sense
of relief, to the end, or at least, to a softening of their
constant dominance and my crawling submission at the end of the
week. Brad was coming back with his friends, so Kat and Kayla would
have to ease up on the bondage stuff.

Or so I thought.

That Friday they took our game to a bit of a
different level. I don’t know where they got it – I suppose they’d
had the stuff all along but hadn’t shown it to me. But on Friday
they had some real bondage gear. I had no idea what that stuff cost
back then, and only stared at it, bemused, excited, thinking “Wow!
This is hot!” as they put it on me.

The collar was no dog collar. It was three
times thicker, black leather, very soft on the inside, studs on the
outside, with a kind of stainless steel plaque in the front that
said “Slut”. There were matching leather restraints that buckled
around my wrists and ankles, and then a matching belt that went
around my waist. This was a kind of T-shaped belt, with a long,
vertical part which was flat on one side, the outside, but had a
large, soft latex, built-in dildo and a butt-plug on the
inside.

They put those against me, pushed them into
me, then did the belt around my waist and pulled up on the vertical
one, which went up between the cheeks of my butt. They pulled it up
– hard, hard enough to make me squeal, to make my eyes pop as the
belt jammed hard into my soft pussy. Then they buckled it in place.
In fact, all the things had little locks, too, so they locked them
so I couldn’t remove one of them.

That day I was their slave girl, serving
them. They would sit out on loungers in the sun, listening to the
radio, chatting, reading. I would kneel naked, waiting for one of
them to beckon a finger at me. Then I would walk over, kneel, and
say “How may your slave girl serve you, mistress?”

“Go and get me some fresh ice water, slave,”
they would say arrogantly.

“Yes, mistress,” I would reply, then go
inside and do as they ordered.

Part of me thought it was a silly game, but
it was still wildly erotic and thrilling, and I couldn’t resist it.
The whole day was like that, a hot, nasty, wicked, exciting little
game just us girls were playing; intimate, thrilling, and
forbidden.

And then came evening. They stood me in the
center of the big open main room and tied my wrist restraints up
and out to either side above my head. Then they lifted my feet up
off the floor, folding my legs up and back to either side of my
torso. They tied rope to the rings in my ankle restraints, and
pulled them straight up and out to either side of my shoulders.

This kind of tilted my pussy out, and made
it particularly vulnerable. They removed the belt, and now taunted
and teased me with dildos, vibrators, ice and wax until I was
crying out, begging them to let me come, sweating and moaning and
half sobbing with need. Then they gagged me to shut me up and drew
back. I wasn’t at all suspicious, though I should have been. Both
of them were dressed in shorts and T-shirts, smirking
knowingly.

And then in walked Jason.

To say I was shocked would be to say a
tornado was a little windy. I was stunned when he walked up in
front of me. I mean, I could not possibly have been more lewdly
exposed, my ankles pulled back behind my shoulders, my pussy
sticking out nakedly, a dildo sticking out of it, and another
sticking out of my ass. My breasts were exposed too, of course, so
he had it all right there under his hungry, lusting eyes.

Oh. My. God.

Oh my GOD!

OHMYGOD!

My eyes were so wide they hurt. And even if
I hadn’t been gagged I would not have known what to say. My arms
and legs tensed instinctively against the restraints as my mind
sought to flee, to cover up. But of course, I could do neither.

“Do you like our little slut slave girl,
Jason?” Kat asked coyly.

“She likes to be fucked, Jason,” Kayla said.
“I bet she’d be grateful if you fucked her hot, wet little
pussy.”

Jason was wearing jeans, and they bulged
alarmingly. I trembled and shook, trying to shake my head
desperately. But he popped the catch, his own fingers trembling,
pulled out a huge, hard cock, and pointed it at my pussy. I could
hardly believe I was seeing it. After weeks of fucking around with
the girls and their plastic cocks here was a real one. And a part
of me felt instant lust.

But most of me was frantic, filled with
shock and disbelief as he gripped the dildo sticking out of my
pussy and pulled it out – then pushed it back – then pulled it out.
Jason fucked me with the dildo, and I gasped and moaned, hardly
able to believe that Jason was fucking me with the
dildo!

Oh! My! God!

And then he pulled it free. I gaped openly,
wetly, my pink pussy showing hungry and glistening in the light. I
stared at his cock, still not believing it was happening, not
believing he would really – but he did. I felt it and watched it,
and saw the head filling my still open pussy mouth, then he pushed
it into me, and I felt a shudder run through me at the intensity of
the rush as that incredibly soft yet hard cock slid through the
soft, velvet lined walls of my pussy tunnel. I stared at the
bulging shaft, at the veins and hairs as inch after inch slid into
my body, slid into my body and disappeared deep inside.

Oh my God!

He pushed it all inside me. Jason had his
cock inside me!

“Fuck her, Jason!” Kayla growled.

“Ride her, Jason!” Kat crowed, her eyes
glittering with excitement.

He groaned in pleasure, my pussy squeezing
down on his hard shaft, then he drew back, and started to do just
that, thrusting into me again and again, going faster and faster
and faster. He was getting more and more excited as he did so, his
hips slapping against my buttocks, making me swing back and forth
on the ends of the ropes. His hands thrust forward eagerly, groping
roughly at my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as he fucked
me.

Oh! Ungh! My! Ungh! God! Ungh!

Oh my – ungggh! Ohhh! Oh myyy! Oh God!!

I was still in a state of shock, watching,
staring between my legs at his cock thrusting into me, but my body
was getting over it really fast. The sexual heat which had held me
in thrall before he arrived now turned into a near fever. My entire
body was hot and trembling with sexual electricity as I began to
grunt and groan and moan and shudder to the hard fucking of his
cock.

I felt dazed and crazed at the same time,
drunk on sexual fever and passion, hardly able to breath or think
as his hips struck my buttocks again and again and his big cock
speared me, punching deep into my belly with every hard, excited
thrust. I moaned and gurgled and bit into the ball gag filling my
mouth, overwhelmed by it all as the two girls looked on gleefully
and Jason rammed his cock into me repeatedly.

I think my eyes just glazed over, because my
vision started to get foggy, and then the orgasm swept over me,
wave after wave of incredible sexual pleasure washing over my mind
and through my body. I could feel each wave building up even as the
one preceding it was still tearing through me, and I just lost it
completely, writhing and jerking and thrashing in mindless sexual
ecstasy as Jason hammered himself into me and the two girls each
grabbed a breast and squeezed hard.

 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


I was still woozy, my mind swimming through
a languorous haze, and yet Jason was still fucking me, his big
prick still ramming into my now aching pussy, his hips banging
against my buttocks. I hardly even cared. I was just so – relaxed,
groaning weakly, though trying to get my breath. My body was still
jerking in time to his thrusts but I hardly noticed.

Then, I guess he came, and as I was starting
to get some semblance of thinking back together I realized that
meant he had come inside me. Previously, the few times I’d had sex
with a guy he’d used a condom, but Jason clearly hadn’t bothered. I
wasn’t on the pill, so I wondered vaguely if I’d get pregnant.
Pregnant with my Jason's baby. How sick was that?

I wasn’t really worried, though. I was too –
relaxed – to be worried about anything. Though now as I hung there
by myself, Jason having pulled back and turned away, I started to
feel a sense of embarrassment and outrage, of indignation and even
a little anxiety and fear. I mean, it wasn’t like I was afraid of
them, exactly, but I was completely at their mercy and they’d just
demonstrated that they would do whatever they wanted without even
asking me.

Jason had stuffed himself back into his
jeans, and now, like his sisters, he was grinning at me. All of
them were dressed, and I was – well – I’d never been so lewdly, so
gapingly exposed to anyone, especially not to a guy. My face
reddened and I moaned at them, wanting to be released, wanting my
legs cut down. Instead, Kayla was now snapping pictures of me like
that.

“Look at how she’s drooling for you, Jason,”
Kat said teasingly.

I was drooling, and that embarrassed me,
though it had nothing to do with Jason, of course. Having that ball
gag thing stuffed into my mouth, holding my jaws wide, was the real
cause.

Kat had the dildo in her hands and now
rubbed it up and down my pussy and pushed it into me. I moaned in
growing embarrassment and discomfort, still trying to wrap my mind
around Jason’s presence, not to mention that he’d fucked me. And
now he was grinning and watching the big dildo sliding into my
pussy!

“You’re such a bad girl, Mack,” Kayla
taunted, “fucking our brother like that. What a slut you are!”

“Give me a few more minutes watching this
and I’ll fuck her again,” Jason said with a grin, rubbing his groin
as he watched Kat pumping the dildo in me.

Kat and Kayla whispered to each other, then
to Jason. I couldn’t hear them, but then they moved to me and
reached up above me to where my wrists were held. I thought they
were releasing me, and they were – sort of. They untied the ropes
holding my wrists up and then let me swing down and around, but my
ankles were still held up and apart, so I wound up hanging upside
down, my knuckles hitting the floor painfully.

They grabbed my wrists, though, and pulled
them down and out to either side, then tied them in place again.
Now I was tied spread-eagled upside down again, and the view Jason
had of me was, if anything, worse than it had been before. I mean,
could I possibly be more exposed to his eyes!?

I gasped weakly as someone grabbed my hair
from behind, and then I realized it was Jason, behind me. He pulled
my head up and back so that I was almost staring right side up back
behind me. He undid the strap holding the gag in place and pulled
it out of my mouth. I gasped weakly, coughing and swallowing,
getting my breath. My scalp hurt. He had a fistful of my hair and
was using it to hold my head back so I was facing him.

“D-don’t!” I gasped. “Let – .”

And then his cock was in my mouth, not
completely hard yet but semi hard, enough to stop me from talking.
I gurgled around it, rolling my eyes up the length of his body at
him.

“Suck my cock, slave girl,” he said with a
grin.

“Yeah, suck that cock, slut,” Kat said,
leering and laughing.

“Suck his cock, little slut,” Kayla
demanded.

I’m not sure I ever made a conscious
decision to obey. I was sucking at it almost in self-defense. My
scalp stung, and I was gurgling around his cock, trying to keep it
from going too deep into my mouth. Always before when I sucked a
cock I had my own hands on it to control how fast and deep it
moved, but not now. Now I was completely at his mercy, and he was
clearly excited beyond control.

He thrust forward and I gurgled and gagged
as the fat, spongy head of his cock pushed against the entrance to
my throat. I felt a vibrator playing over my clit, but had no idea
who was doing it, nor who was pumping the dildo in and out of me.
And then Jason thrust forward, and his cock went right into my
throat! The way my head was cocked back dazed me, and maybe that
made it easier. I don’t know. I just know my eyes went wide and
wild, and then I was staring, almost cross-eyed, at his shaft as it
slid forward.

Then his groin blocked it. My nose was
jammed against his jeans, then my whole face was pressed against
him as he buried his cock in my mouth and throat, and almost
immediately began to thrust eagerly in and out.

His hands were on my head, on the sides of
my head, holding it up and back as he grunted and gasped and thrust
his cock forward. I was coughing and gagging and choking on his
thick cock as it slid back and forth over my tongue and through my
throat, shocked, stunned, and gurgling helplessly as I tried to
cope with this shocking penetration.

My nose was being kind of punched – by his
pubic bone – as he thrust into me repeatedly, and that was sort of
dazing me too. I don’t know, maybe the way my mind was so
overwhelmed by it all made it easier. I’d never deep throated a guy
before, and now his big cock was pumping in and out of my throat
and I was somehow able to cope with it – though I couldn’t
breath.

My chest was starting to burn, and my head
was pounding and throbbing as the oxygen ran out. But then he
pulled free at last, and I was able to gulp in air as he rubbed his
spit wet cock over my face. I couldn’t protest, though. I was too
busy gasping for breath, sucking it in frantically, my chest
heaving. I couldn’t catch my breath enough to say anything, to tell
them to stop.

And then just as I started to catch my
breath he stuffed his cock back into my mouth and right down my
throat once more!

He seemed to have more control over himself
this time, and fucked my face in longer, but slower strokes that
didn’t jam my nose into his groin so hard. I was less panicked this
time too, because, well, he’d already done it once, and I’d managed
to cope. So doing it twice was not quite so much of a shock.

Still, I had to fight harder to cope,
gagging and gasping as his cock slid up and down inside my throat.
He pulled back again, and I once more gulped in air, drooling wetly
too, coughing and gasping. I tried to say something this time but
couldn’t, in between great sobbing gasps of air, make myself
understood before he shoved his cock back down my throat again.

Fortunately, this time he didn’t fuck me
very long before pulling out. He squeezed his cock, and then
spurted his semen all over my face. I was once again stunned. I
mean, I’d barely heard about such things, and certainly no guy had
ever dared to do something like that to me.

Oh! My! God! What the hell was I involved in
here!?

They shoved the gag back into my mouth
again, then pulled my wrists forward and locked them together
before raising my arms up once more, kind of bending me upwards,
the way I was before. Once my arms were locked up above me they
released my ankles and my toes swept across the floor, barely
touching it as my wrists took the weight.

“I always knew you had a fucking hot body,
Mackenzie,” Jason said, running his hands over my breasts.

I moaned weakly, and kind of, not so much
kicked at him as put my foot against him and shoved him back.

“Bad slave girl!” Kat said.

They locked my ankles together, and then
tied them straight down. My wrists were locked together and
straight up above me, and I kind of hung there helplessly as the
three of them discussed what they wanted to do with me next.

“I think this bad little slave girl should
be punished,” Kayla said.

“Yes, we need to punish her more,” Kat said
with a taunting grin at me.

I moaned weakly. The dildo stuffed up my ass
was squeezed in tight between my buttocks, the other one squeezed
in between my pussy lips and thighs. I didn’t know what they meant
by punishing me, but I suspected it would be another spanking, or
maybe ice cubes or candles once more.

Instead, it was a whip, a flog, I know to
call it now. It had a long handle and long, thin leather laces or
strips. I stared at it weakly, warily. I was starting to regain my
equilibrium now. I mean, yes, I’d been shocked to have a guy come
into our game, to have him see me - like that – and then to fuck me
without even asking me! But I was starting to adapt to it. It was
only Jason, after all, and I’d known Jason all my life. And it was
hard to see him as threatening.

So as my embarrassment faded, I started to
regain a sense of, I don’t know, a sense of where the game was
going. Now it had a guy involved. And that could be – exciting,
even if it was just Jason. Honestly, having a guy fondling my
breasts and pinching and rolling my nipples was a lot more exciting
than having it done by Kat or Kayla. I don’t know why but it
was.

His fingers slipped down between my thighs,
probing at the base of the dildo protruding from inside me, and
stroking across my swollen hot clit. I moaned weakly, my stomach
churning, my mind darting this way and that, trying to figure out
what was happening and what I should think about it.

And then Kayla grabbed my hair and yanked my
head back so she could stare in my face, and she said “I’m going to
whip you, slave girl.”

“Yeah, she’s our sex slave,” Kat taunted me.
“Whip her like a proper sex slave!”

I moaned as Kayla released my hair and
stepped back. I was filled with tension and anxiety, not sure what
she would really do, or how much it would hurt, not knowing what –
and then she swung it and it hit my back. I squealed into the gag
with the anticipation of pain, but it only stung a little.

It stung in about ten places, though.

Fuck! Hey! I wanted to yell at them, to tell
Kayla to stop it.

But she swung it again and again it cut
across my back, a little lower. Again I felt a rain of stings
snapping at the soft skin of my back, and again I shook and yelled
into the gag.

Kat had the camcorder to her face and was
taping it, and Jason moved away from me, off to one side, so he
could watch better.

Crack! The laces cut across my back
again, and again I yelled into the gag. The stings were starting to
– add up, kind of. My back was becoming more sensitive, hotter.

Crack! I twisted and writhed, unable
to move at all, my arms straight above me, legs straight below,
gasping weakly as the weight of my own body dragged down on my
aching arms and shoulders.

Crack! I moaned and jerked my head
back, my back starting to burn now as the stings erupted across the
surface.

Crack! I squealed and twisted to no
avail, gasping for breath now, my eyes wide as I started to realize
that, incredibly, I was being whipped. I mean, really whipped!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I writhed and moaned and pulled with growing
desperation as the pain mounted, as my back flared hotter, and the
stings became harsher. Yet there was nothing I could do at all, not
even protest!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I whimpered helplessly, head back, groaning
into the gag, then gasping as Jason yanked back on my hair and
grinned at me.

“Are you going to be a good little sex slave
now, Mack?” he demanded.

I moaned weakly.

“Say yes master,” he ordered.

It sounded very muffled, but I did my best,
not wanting the flog to be snapping at my back any more.

He reached behind me and undid the gag
again, pulling the ball out of my mouth. Then he squeezed my chin
in his hand.

“Say, please fuck this whore master,” he
demanded, grinning excitedly as he released my jaw.

“P-P please fuck – please fuck this whore,
master,” I panted.

Kat unlinked my ankle restraints, and then
she and Jason spread my legs far to the sides, so far the tendons
in my thighs stretched and strained and ached, and then they
somehow tied them in place. Then Kat was kneeling in front of me,
her tongue licking at my clit as she slowly worked the big, fat
dildo in and out of my quivering pussy.

Brad and Kayla were running their hands over
my breasts, lightly rolling and pinching my nipples. And – I have
to admit – now that the “whipping” was over, I was starting to get
really turned on by it, by them having whipped me. I mean – I’d
been whipped! I’d been strung up by the wrists and WHIPPED! That
was so fucking wild and hot and unbelievable!

Jason put his big hand around my throat,
squeezing enough to hinder my breathing but not stop it, and then
kissed me hard, crushing my lips with his, his tongue thrusting
into my mouth. I moaned at the kiss, amazed that he could kiss so
well, so passionately, and something inside me was struck by the
power, the strength, the arrogance of the way he was kissing me,
and burned with exited submissive heat.

The dildos in my pussy and ass were both
pumping in and out as he thrust his tongue into my mouth and Kat’s
tongue lapped expertly at my clit. Hands kneaded my breasts and
fingers pinched and rolled my nipples. And another orgasm swept
over me, sending my mind reeling, my body thrashing and bucking and
jerking in spastic release.

 


* * * * *

 


I adapted quickly to Jason’s participation
in our little game. It made it even nastier, even more exciting and
wicked, more erotic and exotic. They lowered me to the floor, then
let me sprawl out on the floor naked for a bit, gasping and
moaning, rubbing my wrists and arms. Then Jason put me through my
paces, leashing me and making me crawl around the room, making me
pose and position myself in lewd, graphic ways, and making me call
him “master”.

I don’t know if there was ever a time when I
should have said “no!” or if there had ever been an opportunity to
try and regain some control over things. If there was, I didn’t
notice it as it passed.

Certainly by the time I was standing in the
room with my wrists locked above my head again, gagged, the two
dildos stuffed up inside me, and Jason was lounging on the sofa
watching TV across the room, it had passed. And that was when Brad
walked into the room. He just showed up, carrying a bag, greeting
Jason with a kind of jock like hand slapping, dropping the bag on
the floor, and then grinning across at me.

“Man, she sure looks like you put her in her
place,” he said with delight.

I stared, appalled, and twisting weakly, as
if trying to turn my body away from his gleeful eyes. But he walked
past Jason and came over to me, grinning at me and reaching down to
run his hands over my breasts. He caught my nipples between his
thumbs and forefingers and pinched hard, tugging them towards him,
stretching them as I yelped into the gag, forced forward and up
onto the tips of my toes while he laughed in delight.

Then he put both hands around my throat and
squeezed as he grinned at me. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, bitch,” he
growled.

I gaped back at him even as he released me
and moved behind me. I stared at Jason, who had come around and was
propped against the table, thinking, surely he would – but of
course, he only grinned and said “Sure, fuck her all you want.
She’s our sex slave, after all. Anyone who wants can fuck her.”

He moved up in front of me, grinning. “You
don’t mind if Brad fucks your ass, do you, Mackenzie?”

I shook my head, meaning, well, trying to
sign that I didn’t want it, but he just laughed. “See, I knew she
wouldn’t mind.”

I stared at him and tried to signal him
otherwise, but then I felt the dildo being pulled out of my ass,
and a moment later Brad’s cock slid up along the inside of my
thigh, up across my buttocks, then pushed into the open hole. I
squealed into the gag, but he just chuckled and thrust up with his
cock, shoving about half of it up my ass in a single stroke.

He grabbed my hair, jerking my head back,
and arching my back as he drew his hips back a little then pushed
forward.

 

“Fuck, this bitch is tight,” he grunted.

“You should see how tight her cunt is,”
Jason said.

“I mean to, man.”

It was still the game, kind of, but you
know, the game was a lot more real with guys than it had been with
my 'cousins'. It was a lot more embarrassing; a lot more shocking,
and a lot scarier, in a way, though perhaps scary isn’t the right
word. I felt more out of control; more abused, in a way, more
helpless, more used.

Brad spread my legs and pulled my hips back
as he thrust into me with short, sharp little strokes that jammed
his cock deeper and deeper into my ass. I’d never had a guy back
there, but the girls had sort of been preparing me, in a way, with
their butt-plugs and dildos, so it was less of a shock than it
might otherwise have been.

Still, I was shocked, my belly churning, my
mind reeling helplessly, my eyes wide and shocked. It hurt, but not
sharply. It was more of a dull ache as he forced his cock into the
deepest part of my anus, and I felt cramps deep in my guts.

“Ungh yeah,” he groaned, grinding himself
into me, his cock buried in my ass.

Holy God! I could hardly believe this was
going on! I gasped and grunted and moaned into the gag as Brad
began to fuck my ass, and Jason grinned, groped me, fingered my
clit, and then bent to suck on one nipple before raising his head
and leering at me.

“You’re out little fuck toy, aren’t you,
Mack,” he said with a leer. “You’re our sex slave, our bitch, our
whore!”

He laughed as Brad picked up the pace, as my
body began to jerk in time to his hard thrusts. Brad’s big hands
were clutching the front of my thighs, forcing me back. I was on
the balls of my feet, gasping, bent forward a bit, my ass out
helplessly as he fucked me. Jason jerked back on my hair, forcing
my head back and began to pinch and pluck at my nipples, then
reached down to finger and rub my clit.

And then Dave was there, just out of the
blue, standing next to Jason, grinning and leering at me.

For a wild moment I felt completely – lost,
if you can understand what I mean. I didn’t know where Kat and
Kayla were, but I was trapped, bound helpless and naked with three
leering guys, and it overwhelmed me. This was a completely
different game, and however hot and exciting the other one had been
this one was a lot darker and hotter and stomach churning.

“Man, what a fucking body she has,” Dave
growled.

“Tight assed bitch!” Brad grunted as he
thrust into me.

Jason and Dave looked on, groping and
fondling me, as Brad sodomised me, as his big cock thrust up hard
and deep into my ass, and his hips slapped against my buttocks.

“I need a piece of that, man!”

“Wait your turn!” Brad grunted, still
thrusting hard at my ass.

“Why? The bitch has three holes,” Dave
said.

Jason laughed, then, after a few seconds, so
did Brad.

They reached up, with Brad still stuffed
deep into my ass, and untied my wrist restraints. They quickly
grabbed my arms, though, and as I sagged, almost falling to my
knees, they pulled my arms around behind me and locked the wrist
restraints together again. Then Jason lifted my wrists up high,
forcing me to bend over on my knees with a gasp and a groan at my
sore shoulders.

“Tie this up above,” I heard him say.

Then my wrists were locked I place above me.
I was on my knees, bent over, and I felt Brad’s cock pushing into
my anus again as Dave knelt in front of me. He unzipped and pulled
his cock out, rubbing it over my face as Jason undid the strap of
the gag and pulled it free. As before, I gasped and gulped in air,
and this time tried very hard to say something, to demand –
something – but Dave just shoved his cock into my mouth, and that
was it so far as communicating with them.

Brad jerked my legs farther apart, which
raised my arms higher, made my shoulders ache more, and bent me
over more. Jason tied my ankles to my thighs as Brad drove his cock
deep into my ass and started thrusting in and out while Dave
gripped me by the hair and started to drive his own cock in and out
of my mouth.

“Shove it down her throat, man.”

“Yeah?!” Dave gasped.

“Do it. I did it. The bitch can swallow
cock, man.”

“Oh shit man!”

He thrust forward and I gagged as his cock
pushed into my mouth. Then, with him gripping my head, he pulled me
down his cock as he thrust forward, and jammed the whole thing into
my mouth.

It seemed easier this time. Partly it was
because I wasn’t as shocked or panicky, but partly it was the angle
of my head, I think. The way I was bent over, and my head pulled up
and back, he had a straight line through my open mouth and down my
throat, and he used it.

Dave held my hair in one hand, and my left
breast in the other, while Brad gripped my right breast, and his
other hand slid under my hip and between my legs to rub at my
clit.

“Yeah!” he grunted. “Yeah! Do her! Make the
bitch swallow it all!”

“Fuck the whore!” Dave panted back.

They did both, and I was too overwhelmed by
it all to really do anything, or even know how to respond. But they
both finally emptied themselves into me, and then did a kind of
high five with each other and pulled away, leaving me on my knees,
bent over, head hanging low, arms held high.

Dave laughed. “Made the bitch drink my come,
man!”

“I gave her a come enema!” Brad
chortled.

The three guys wandered off, Jason’s friends
grabbing their bags and heading upstairs, and that left me alone
there on my knees, bent over, moaning weakly.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


It was an awkward position, balanced
precariously on my knees, my arms behind my back but raised up so
that I was bent forward at the waist, and tied like that. With my
ankles tied to my thighs I couldn’t stand to relieve the pressure
on my shoulders, and had to sort of balance there, head hanging,
staring at the floor, gasping for breath, and wondering what would
happen, who would come to let me go, to untie me, what they
intended – .

I didn’t have a lot of time to consider.
They returned fairly quickly, the guys anyway, all of them fully
clothed, still, grinning as they squatted and knelt and stood
around looking at me.

“Are you going to be a good little slave
girl?” Jason asked.

I moaned wearily, my face getting red as I
looked around at them again. “L-Let me go,” I gulped.

Jason laughed. “You’re being a bad little
slave girl,” he said. “I think we might have to punish you for
that.”

And then he had a long strap in his hand and
slashed it down across my butt. I yelped at the stinging pain,
twisting helplessly, eyes wide, gasping.

“Are you going to be a good slave girl?” he
asked again.

“Yes!” I cried.

“Yes what?” He held up his arm again.

“I – .” I blushed hotly. “Yes…. Master,” I
said at last.

“Again.”

“Yes, master,” I said, face burning.

“Say I’ll be a good little sex slave
master,” he demanded with a lewd grin.

My face got hotter still, but I felt a
throbbing I my pussy too.

“I’ll be a good little sex slave, master,” I
gasped out.

I felt kind of, I don’t know, bullied by
them, anxious, not wanting that stinging strap on the bottom, but
at the same time I felt a growing sense of dark, submissive, maybe
even masochistic heat at the way I was trapped and helpless and
naked before them.

Like the girls, they made me say dirty
things, but it was more of a jolt to me, more of a shock saying
them in front of guys.

“Tell me you love sucking cock,” Jason said
with a leer.

I hesitated, and the strap cracked across my
bottom stingingly.

“I love to suck cock!” I gasped.

“Say you love to take it up the ass.”

“I-I love to take it up the ass,” I gulped,
face flaming as the three guys looked down, chortling and
snickering.

“Beg us to fuck your whore body,” Jason
said.

“P-Please fuck my whore – body,” I
moaned.

The strap cracked across my ass again. “You
forgot to say master!”

“Please fuck my whore body, master!” I
cried.

They laughed again, and Brad squatted behind
me, rubbing his fingers against my pussy. Then I felt them slide
inside, one, then two, then three. I was still wet, but he was not
being gentle, and I gasped and moaned as he twisted and turned his
fingers inside me, pumping them in and out. Dave squatted next to
me, groping my breast, pinching the nipple. Then I felt the dildo
pushing into my pussy and sliding deep. It pumped in and out
several times, going ever deeper, until I gasped in pain as he
tried to jam it too deep.

“Oh! Ungh! Don’t!” I cried, forced forward
by the pressure against my cervix.

Crack! The belt lashed my bottom again.
“Quiet, slave,” Jason said sternly.

“Yeah, slut,” Dave sneered, squeezing my
breast hard.

I felt pressure at my anus, and they worked
the second dildo back inside me, pumping both of them in and out as
they groped my breasts and Jason made me continue saying nasty
things.

“I’m your sex slave, master Jason!” I
cried.

There were snickers all around.

“Say, I’m a dirty little come slut and I
love to fuck,” he ordered.

“I’m a dirty little come slut and I love to
fuck,” I moaned, my body twisting and jerking to the thrusting
dildos.

Dave unzipped, knelt in front of me and
gripped my hair roughly, pulling my mouth onto his cock. I gagged
as it penetrated my throat, but he just tightened his grip on my
hair, pulling me down the shaft as he thrust forward, saying
“Swallow that cock, bitch.”

I have to say there was more of a difference
to this than just them being guys instead of girls. There was more
of a bite to their taunts, and to their actions. There was more of
a vindictiveness, if you get what I mean. It was like – okay, you
know how guys are always whining and begging girls for sex, well,
they didn’t have to now. They could say and do whatever they
wanted, and I think they were really flipping out over that,
really, really going to town on this new freedom. They didn’t have
to seduce me, didn’t have to make flattering noises. They could
just do and say whatever the fuck they wanted.

So they were.

They were saying outrageous things, trying
to top each other in how outrageous, how wickedly sexist and
perverted they could be. It was really exciting them. The weird
thing is it was exciting me, too. It was embarrassing me, unnerving
me, shocking me, and outraging me, but it was also striking some
dark, nasty part of my brain that for some reason wanted to be
treated like a whore, like a slut, wanted to be cruelly used.

“Fucking whore slut,” Dave growled, pumping
his cock in and out of my mouth as he held my hair. “Swallow that
meat, whore.”

Yes, it was a game to them, too, and I guess
I knew they weren’t really angry at me, didn’t really hate me,
weren’t really disgusted by me, but their words hit me hard
nonetheless, and I think there was some repressed anger towards
women in them too.

I knelt there, helpless and naked, my arms
forced up and back straight up so that I couldn’t straighten, and
gurgled and gagged around Dave’s cock as Brad and Jason pumped the
dildos into me and called me names.

And my pussy was starting to burn hotter and
hotter.

“One cock isn’t enough for this slut,” Jason
said. “Let’s do her all at once.”

“Yeah!” Brad growled.

They untied the rope holding my bound wrists
up and I groaned and kind of fell forward onto my belly. But right
away Brad lay down next to me, and I gasped as someone – Dave,
grabbed my hair from behind and kind of bent my body up and back
until I got my arms and legs under me and pushed myself up onto all
fours. Then they guided me into straddling Brad, who held his stiff
cock up straight.

The dildo was pulled out of my pussy, and I
felt the head of Brad’s cock as it rubbed against me there. I sank
down slowly, gasping, barely repressing a groan of sensual pleasure
as I sank down and took inch after inch of it up inside my
quivering wet pussy.

See, I was still sort of – repressing – I
mean I still needed to show them that I wasn’t uhm, getting off on
this, if you understand. It was like that would have made me a
slut, so I had to sort of pretend reluctance, and make sure I was
“forced” into doing this nasty, kinky shit. But shit did that cock
feel good as I slid down onto it. Dildos are nice, and all, but
there’s nothing like the feel of a real cock pushing into your
pussy.

“Ride that cock, slut!” Dave ordered,
slapping my ass.

I gasped, and leaned forward a bit, then
raised myself up a little on the cock before sliding down once
again.

“Faster, slut!”

Again he slapped my ass.

I began to ride up and down on Brad’s stiff
cock, gasping and moaning in ever growing heat as he groped my
breasts and the other two looked on and taunted me.

God this was so fucking hot and nasty!

Then Dave moved behind me and gripped my
hair hard. I cried out as he pulled it up and back, then he laughed
and shoved forward, bending me over, pushing me almost flat onto
Brad as he pulled at the dildo in my ass. He slid it out, then his
own cock pushed up inside me. I groaned as it pushed deeper. It was
bigger than the dildo, and it ached going in, but the ache itself
was – exciting.

I was starting to get that feverish sexual
heat again as the two guys worked their cocks into me – at the same
time. At the same time! Wow! Fucking crazy or what!? I gasped and
moaned because it hurt at times as they thrust in and out. Then
Jason was kneeling just over Brad’s shoulder, and he took my hair
and pulled my head to one side and forward and thrust his cock into
my mouth.

Oh. My. God!

I gurgled around it, rocked back and forth
between the three of them, all jamming their cocks into my
overheated body, all cursing and pawing me and rutting like animals
into my helpless body. It was all so kinky and wild and outrageous
that it was making my insides steam and boil over with sexual heat.
And there was just no way I could last long. I came explosively, my
eyes rolling back in my head, jerking and shaking and twisting
between them as convulsions wracked my body.

I’m not sure if they even knew I was coming.
I mean, my body was jerking and moving anyway, what with the three
of them thrusting against me, pulling at me, groping and slapping
and pawing at me. I was kind of out of it, though. I mean, not only
with the come but with the wild sexual fever gripping me, not to
mention the continuing lack of air as first Dave, and now Jason,
fucked my throat with little concern for my comfort.

A steady stream of saliva was pouring over
my lower lip as Jason’s big cock moved in and out of my open mouth
and up and down in my throat, and I was gurgling and gagging weakly
as he gripped my hair in a tight grasp and basically throat-fucked
me.

My head was aching and my chest burning, for
while he pulled out from time to time to let me breath, he didn’t
do it often enough.

And then, at some point, Kayla and Kat
returned. Like the guys they were dressed in shorts and T-shirts.
They looked at us and laughed. “What a slut,” Kat said.

“It figures Mack would have every guy’s cock
inside her as soon as she saw them,” Kayla said with a taunting
sneer.

“The little whore can never get enough
cock,” Kat said.

The guys were just finishing up around then,
and that left me kneeling there dazed and dripping come and saliva
as they high fived each other, put themselves back into their
pants, and went to get some beer.

Kayla knelt beside me and gripped my hair.
My head was hanging low, and she yanked it up and back. “Did our
little fuck toy like all the lovely cock she got?” she cooed.

“In the meantime, I wanted a snack and our
sex slave is just kneeling there doing nothing,” Kat said.

“What a lazy bitch she is!” Kayla exclaimed
in mock surprise.

“Like totally!” Kat exclaimed in a similar
tone.

Laughing, they untied my ankles and wrists
and then put that T-belt thing on me again, with its latex dildos.
Then, while the six of them lounged outside on the dock enjoying
the sunshine and water, I had to make them snacks and fetch them
drinks. And when Dave deliberately tripped me so I spilled some
beer on the dock, Kayla spanked me in front of them all, turning my
butt a dark red and making me beg for forgiveness.

Then she made me lick the beer up off the
dock while they all looked on excitedly.

I was almost done when Brad tilted his half
empty beer over and poured it over my head, shoulders and back
while the others laughed in delight. Then he put his foot against
my ass, shoving me so I fell over, and said “Go get me another
beer, slut.”

I went and did that, and Kayla made me clean
up the beer he’d poured by wiping it up with my hair, and then
licking at the remains.

“Bitch smells like beer! What could be
better!?” Dave crowed.

That led to him and Jason pinning me down
and spreading my legs, and pulling away the T-belt so Jason could
fuck me with a beer bottle. Then they put me on my knees, jamming
my face against the dock, and gave me a “beer enema”.

Of course, the guys weren’t just looking at
me. There were quite a few suggestive comments made to Kayla and
Kat, even with their brother there, that they’d look good naked and
in collars, too. But they weren’t having any of it. And, in fact,
they went home the next morning, leaving me alone with the three
guys – as their sex slave.

Like I said, the guys attitude was quite
different. Oh, they treated the “sex slave” business as a joke and
a game, too, but it was clear that they were like kids released
from all the previous bounds of civilized behaviour towards a cute
girl that they were used to. It was like Lord of the Flies, except
for them being older, and they clearly were delighted at seeing how
far they could push me, how far they could degrade me and make me
say and do degrading, demeaning things.

They spanked me a lot, too, and my butt got
used to being pink or red and way overheated. My breasts became
sore from the rough way they were constantly groped, and my nipples
ached from all the pinching. I had to call them master all the
time, as in Master Jason and Master David, and Master Brad, and do
it “respectfully” or I’d get slapped on the ass.

I had to beg to be fucked, beg to suck their
cocks, beg to lick their feet and suck their toes and beg for food
and water. I had to crawl most of the time. The guys really seemed
to get off on me crawling, on leading me around on a dog leash and
slapping my ass.

I did a lot of strip teases for them. That
was the only time I wore any clothes, in fact. I did a lot of lap
dances, which always ended with me riding up and down on a stiff
cock. And I masturbated a lot for them to watch, always with dildos
and vibrators. I also cooked their breakfasts, lunches and dinners,
by the way, and took care of any other chores that needed doing for
them.

And, of course, I was probably fucked or
sodomised twenty or thirty times a day. Guys that age don’t have a
lot of problems getting it up, especially under circumstances like
that.

And after a week of that, needless to say I
didn’t have a lot of inhibitions left – or at least, didn’t think I
did.

That was when things became less of a game,
and somewhat more – serious.

I was laying across a small table at the
time, a kind of serving table, draped across it really. My head and
shoulders hung over one side of the small table, the edge of which
was actually digging into my underarms. My arms were pulled down
and in under the table, shackled to my ankles, which had been
pulled out over the sides of the table, then pulled down
sharply.

The guys had been fucking me for a while,
taking their time, moving from head to foot, fucking my mouth and
throat, then my pussy. They had been taunting and teasing me with
vibrators, too, something they hadn’t done a lot of before, making
my hips buck and jerk and making me gasp and beg to come. They’d
been at it, off and on, for hours, while I lay draped and chained
there, moaning weakly.

I was not surprised when I felt a hand on my
belly again. It had been maybe ten minutes since the last guy had
left off, and now he or another was starting up again. It had been
going on for hours. This hand wasn’t as rough, though, and seemed
more knowing as it gently stroked my clit and ran fingers along the
taut lips of my sex – stretched out by the thick dildo shoved into
me.

Without even starting with the vibrator
those fingers soon got my body writhing and twisting in its bonds,
and I was, needless to say, kind of out of it. They’d had me
drinking beer from a bowl earlier, and my head had been hanging
over the edge of the table, upside down, for hours. I didn’t even
have to be prompted to beg to be allowed to come.

“Please let me come, master!” I gasped.
“Please let me suck your cock!”

I heard a low chuckle, then he moved around in front of me. A big
cock pressed against my face, and I moaned weakly, trying to raise
my head up to get it into my mouth. He didn’t really help, and I
mouthed it, or tried to, several times, moaning as his hands
skillfully rolled and stroked my aching nipples. Then I got it into
my mouth, and immediately sensed something – different. I just
didn’t know what.

I mouthed it and sucked it, trying to bob my
head up and down on it. He pushed forward a little, and I gurgled
as it slid deeper into my mouth. I think that was when I realized
what was different. The guys all had decent cocks, with Jason’s
being bigger. But this was bigger than his, big enough that I had
to really stretch my mouth wide around it. It was really thick, and
I knew I hadn’t sucked a cock that wide before.

My glassy eyes fluttered and I tried to look
up past the cock, up the long length of his body, upside down, and
tried to match what I could see of it. But then he pushed deeper,
and I gagged as his fat cockhead pushed into my throat. I’d been
throat fucked a lot in the previous week, but this bigger cock made
it more difficult, and it ached as it slid down my throat.

He drove it in to the balls, and then kind
of pumped slowly in and out, and I could see little or nothing of
who it was until he pulled slowly back and let his cock pop free of
my mouth. Then he moved away before I could do more than catch a
quick glimpse. I felt his fingers at my pussy, stroking my clit,
then the dildo was pulled out of me and the big fat cock was driven
into me.

It felt – glorious. I moaned in delight as
he started to thrust into me, his fingers kneading my breasts, then
his lips dropping to suck and chew on them. I felt those lips,
those teeth, working their way up my chest, along the nape of my
neck, and struggled weakly to raise my head and see.

And then I did.

It was not Dave or Brad, though at first I
thought it was Jason – only he was too big, too old.

It was Peter!

He grinned happily. “Hi, Mack. I see you’ve
been having a real interesting time this summer,” he said.

He eased back and started to pump in and
out, and I gasped and tried to raise my head up to see him again. I
did, briefly, gasping, staring, not understanding. Shock flooded
me, and embarrassment, and a dazed sense of confusion. I didn’t
know what to say, what to do, how to react, or even what to think.
At first it was like “Oh no! Caught!”

But then I realized well, he was fucking me!
It wasn’t like he was going to yell at me for doing this nasty sex
and bondage stuff, or threaten to tell my parents.

He was now a part of the game. I didn’t
understand it, and my head was reeling with the thought of it.
Because this was not a “guy”, this was a man. And this was 'uncle
Peter'!

So at first all I could really do was grunt
and gasp as he drove that big cock into me again and again. And
then the sexual fever kind of took over, and swept me back into its
heat and hunger and passion so that I found it hard to care about
anything but my sexual pleasure. When I came, I came screaming,
thrashing and shaking and twisting and sobbing at the intensity of
the sensations pouring over my mind and body.
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Peter smiled at me. He was fully clothed,
and a handsome man, even though he was like, really old, maybe
forty. He was well-built, though, I thought uneasily, my mind
trying to cope with what was going on, and the revelations he was
making to me.

I knelt, sitting on my heels. He had helped
me get into this harness-like affair of leather straps and metal
links which squeezed my torso very tightly. The metal straps
circled the base of my breasts, squeezing them out nicely – but not
too hard, you know, not so they were discolored or anything. They
squeezed in around my already tight waist, and then slid down to my
pussy, where they were attached to a pair of big dildos he’d pushed
inside me.

I’d been kind of dazed and confused when
he’d done all that, and had gone along with it because, well, I was
getting used to going along with stuff.

“Kneel there,” he ordered, putting me on my
knees. “Keep your back straight. Legs spread well apart, hands on
your outer thighs.”

Then he picked up a thin crop and twisted it
between his fingers as he slowly circled me. I was starting to get
back some semblance of control, now, and part of me was aghast at
this, but didn’t know what to do, how to react, how to respond. And
to be honest, a part of me thought of it as just another part of
the kinky game, an even more wickedly exciting part.

Still, I was kind of freaked out. I mean,
this was Peter! But, and this is the kind of thing which was racing
through my mind in half-formed thoughts – he was going along with
the “game”, and I NEEDED him to go along with it. Because the
alternative was him acting like he was supposed to, which was to
scream and yell and rage and call us sick perverts and throw me out
and call my parents. And that would have been utterly
mortifying.

So… so I didn’t dare suddenly call a halt to
it, tell him he couldn’t “play” in this game, that he was a
responsible adult and he should act that way. God, no! If he acted
that way I was … no, I couldn’t face that. So despise how my mind
squirmed at being naked and being treated sexually by my uncle, I
went along with it. Well, shit, he’d already fucked me and I’d
already sucked his cock, so it wasn’t like those decisions were
open to me anyway.

“Do not look me in the face,” he ordered,
“Look over my left shoulder. To look me in the face might be seen
as challenging, and you really don’t want to do that, slave
girl.”

Slave girl!? God! It was so much darker, so
much more exciting coming from his mouth than those of my cousins!
It was like – like it was real or something!

“It is a slave’s duty to always show
complete respect and devotion to her master and mistress,” he said
sternly. “You must always look respectful and obedient. You must
always show how determined you are to obey every order that is
given to you, and to do so immediately.”

Even if he hadn’t gagged me I would not have
known what to say to that except perhaps “Yes, master.”

“Now let us see if you’ve learned anything
over the last couple of weeks,” he said.

He stepped to one side. “Prostrate yourself
for use.”

Prost – that was the word Kayla had used
when – .

I nervously slid forward, my hands on the
floor, sliding forward along it, lowering my torso and chest until
it was pressed flat on the floor, my bottom raised high, knees
apart. The way my breasts were squeezed by the straps kind of made
me wince as I crushed them against the floor, but I did it
anyway.

“Good, but too slow,” he said.

And then he hit me! Peter had never hit me!
But he brought the crop whistling down across my upraised bottom
with a stinging blow that made me cry out into the gag, and had my
body jerk at the pain. But I didn’t move out of the position.
Kayla, Kat and Jason had taught me that much, at least. But…
but…

Oh. My. God!

“When you are given an order you will follow
it at once, with enthusiasm, yet grace.”

Crack! The crop slashed across my
bottom again and I gasped and bit into the gag.

“Is that clear, slut?”

My eyes widened above the gag. Peter had
called me a slut!

“Let’s try again. Resume your previous
position.”

Gasping, I pushed myself back, sitting on my
heels, anxiously spreading my knees and straightening my back. My
eyes flitted past his face nervously, and I put my hands on my
thighs.

“Now. Prostrate yourself for use.”

I slid forward right away, keeping my knees
wide.

Crack!

I yelped at the blow.

“Much better, but it lacks any kind of
grace. You’ll need to work on your movements. They should be much
more fluid and even, less jerky and rushed. I suspect you haven’t
been punished nearly enough. Sex slaves need punishment to
learn.”

Again my mind jerked to the words.

“Let’s try crawling.”

He snapped a leash to my collar, and tugged.
I fell forward onto all fours, and crawled alongside him as he
walked me around the room, feeling – really weird.

“You crawl like a hog,” he said, snapping
the crop across my bottom stingingly. “You need to learn more about
grace and movement.”

The weirder thing was I was starting to get
really turned on by this. I was embarrassed to be naked and worse
than naked in front of my 'uncle', but at the same time I was
really aroused at being naked and exposed like this in front of
Peter. Go explain that contradiction.

He made me crawl around the room, snapping
the crop at my bottom when I wasn’t graceful or fluid enough, and
then made me kneel and then prostrate myself again. While I was
laying on the floor, my breasts crushed beneath me, my bottom
raised high, he unsnapped the strap attached to the dildo he’d
jammed into my pussy, and rubbed my engorged clit with the tip of
the crop.

“What a hot, fat, wet little clit you have,
Mackenzie,” he said, rubbing it with the leather crop.

The sensations as it sawed back and forth
over my sweating, swollen, exquisitely sensitive clit was almost
indescribable, and I gulped in air and fought not to tremble or
shake or show anything.

His fingers traced the line of my pussy lips
where they were squeezing down around the base of the dildo. “Nice
tight pussy here,” he said.

He squatted behind me, and I gasped as the
dildo turned, twisting one way, then the other, then pulled slowly
back. God it was big! It pumped slowly in and out as he rubbed the
tip of the crop across my clit, and my breathing became even less
controlled, my hips beginning to grind of their own volition.

“Hot little slut, aren’t you,” he said,
chuckling.

He stopped sawing the crop, then, and
instead kind of slapped it against my clit. I winced, gasping.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he teased, rubbing
the flattened tip of the crop against my clit again.

Then he slapped it against me again and
again I gasped.

“What a wet pussy this is,” he purred. “I
can see you really want a stiff cock inside you.”

He alternated between rubbing the flattened
tip against my clit, and short, sharp little slaps that made me
gasp and moan. And then – then he just started slapping the thing
against my clit, like spanking it, faster and faster. It hurt, it
ached, and I came, screaming into the gag, bucking my hips back
uncontrollably as the orgasm roared through my mind.

It hurt, it stung, it made me bite down on
the gag, but the pressure of the sexual hunger, passion and heat
exploded through me at the raw sensation the crop was producing,
and I gurgled and grunted mindlessly into the gag as the orgasm
overcame me – and orgasm while he was causing me pain.

Even pain is sensation, though, and Peter
really knew how to cause sensation. He seemed to instinctively know
what I was feeling, could stroke and delicately caress my erogenous
zones to drive me into writhing, gasping, sobbing sexual fever, and
then keep me like that and not let me go over the edge.

He kept my mind in a state of dazed
confusion, not knowing what was going on or how to react, not
having the time to think about anything, to consider how I ought to
react, forcing me to react instinctively, making the animal side of
me respond again and again so that my inhibitions could not hinder
my pleasure.

Even at night there was no relief. He would
bind me in an exquisitely uncomfortable position so that I could
get no rest, a position which inevitably exposed my most tender
parts to pain while at the same time stroking the sexual fever in
my mind.

One night I was hog-tied, soft rope circling
my breasts, squeezing on them, bound to the rest of the ropes in
such a way that as I strained and relaxed, strained and eased, the
ropes would tighten and squeeze harder around my breasts, squeeze
harder, then ease, then squeeze harder again. In the same manner,
the loops digging into my soft pussy were taut and firm, yet when I
tried to ease my position they would tighten and dig in more
painfully. My every movement tightened ropes around my throat,
making it more difficult to breath, around my breasts, against my
sex, and even pull against thin cords cleverly pinching my swollen
nipples.

I got no sleep whatever, naturally, despite
the hectic and exhausting day, and by morning was frazzled,
exhausted, dazed, and sore, and yet still in a state of churning
sexual hunger and need. And the day I faced was not to be any more
relaxing. I had to sexually service Peter, of course, and Jason,
and Dave and Paul – repeatedly, and when that wasn’t going on Peter
would bind me in yet another uncomfortable position of one sort or
another.

He took me out back to where swings hung and
I observed to my surprise how the carefully polished swing could be
turned on its side so that its narrow edge faced up. He then had me
straddle that swing and settle my sore, moist pussy down onto it.
He drew my ankles up and back behind me and bound them to the rear
rope of that swing, so that my entire weight came down on my pussy,
and bound my wrists up tightly under my neck, strapping my elbows
together, as well.

He then tied a pair of cords to my nipples,
tugging them up and out so that my back arched as I tried to
compensate, and my nipples ached and burned and stung.

I straddled that wood for some time as it
became more and more uncomfortable, as my weight bore down on my
soft, sensitive pussy and dug it ever more harshly against the
narrow slat of wood which was my seat. My breathing became harsh
and ragged and I began to sweat profusely as the pain rose.

Peter returned, but not to let me down. He
only watched me, and caressed me, and told me how beautiful I
looked.

“Pain is only heat,” he said as he gently
rolled my straining, stretched out nipples between the pads of his
fingertips and thumbs. “Absorb the heat, make it a part of
yourself. Don’t fear it.”

His finger slid down between my legs, to
where my sex was so painfully grinding into the narrow wood, and
his fingers brushed delicately across my aching, swollen clit,
causing me to gasp and moan in pain. But there was more than pain
to that sensation, and his clever fingers soon had me twisting and
writhing in an agony of pleasure, despite the burning pain between
my legs.

He eased off when I was near orgasm, and I
wailed in distress into the ball gag filling my mouth. But he ran
his hands gently up and down my back and then in under my breasts,
stroking and massaging them.

“Slave,” he said in a low, hypnotic voice.
“Sex slave. That’s what you are, Mackenzie. You’re a wild, slutty
sexual animal whose body is here to give pleasure to others. That’s
your purpose in life now.”

His fingers gently stroked my clit again,
making me quiver and shake, gasping and moaning into the gag. Yet
again, he would not let me come, and eased off before I could get
my desperately needed release.

Jason padded up, wet from swimming, clad
only in his bathing suit.

“Let’s take her down so I can fuck her,” he
said.

But instead his father made him watch.

“This is how you control a slut,” he said,
“By using her body against her, by making her body respond to you
and overwhelm her mind.”

His fingers danced and twirled and I
shuddered and moaned even as the pain rose.

“Touch here,” his father said, guiding
Jason’s fingers to my sex. “Stroke her lightly, no even more
lightly, and slower.”

“Like this?” Jason asked, his fingers
rubbing feather-light across my clit.

“That’s it.”

“Can she even feel it?”

“Sitting on that board will have made her
pussy a lot more sensitive. Keep rubbing there. Now see how I touch
her nipples?”

Jason watched as Peter caught my straining
nipples between his fingers and thumbs and rolled them, pinching
lightly.

“Again, a light touch,” he said as I moaned
and my head jerked and rolled.

“Man she has nice nipples,” Jason said,
staring at them.

“Yes, and you should treat them with the
admiration they deserve,” his father said.

He looked down. “Don’t rub her clit so hard.
Ease off a bit. She’ll come and I don’t want her to come yet.”

Jason eased his stroking and I moaned and
twisted in distress, drooling now around the ball gag, and feeling
like I was some kind of scientific experiment, like a lab rat or a
prize cow they were working on. Yet that was only a side thought.
Pain and pleasure twisted through my vitals, and my pussy burned
with both as my weight jammed it down against the edge of the
swing.

“Why not make her come and then make her
come again later?” Jason asked, running his fingers lightly across
my abdomen the way his father was doing to my breasts.

“I want to keep her in a sexual high. The
pain is there, a lot of it, but it’s almost unimportant to her
while she’s in this state. But she’s getting used to pain as part
of pleasure. I’m training her mind and body to respond to the pain
as well as the pleasure. I want to make her into a pain slut.”

“I just want to fuck her tight little ass,”
Jason said with a grin.

“You can do that no matter what. Any slut is
good for that. But it takes care to produce a real pain slut like
Mack will be.”

I hardly knew what they were talking about
as I sat there atop the board, gasping and moaning as their fingers
moved over my trembling, sweating body. I kind of knew, but it was
like, like my mind wasn’t really functioning on a level where I
really cared that much. The pain and pleasure came at me in harsh
waves. And it wasn’t like they alternated. It was more like they
were coming from different directions, tossing me back and
forth.

“If we train her body and mind properly
she’ll be our little family fuck-toy for years to come,” Peter
said. “Now watch. See the way her chest is flushed, the way her
eyes are rolling? She’s very close to climax. In this state you can
do a lot without the pain really getting to her.”

I was sitting on the swing, ankles up behind
me, back arched as my chest thrust out towards the cords pulling
and stretching on my nipples. Peter eased his hand back, then
carefully slapped my face. I gasped, rocking back weakly, dazedly.
He slapped the other side of my face, and my head rolled and my
body jerked as the stinging pain erupted in my cheek.

Then he slapped one of my breasts. The pain
was greater, and it yanked my nipple against the cord pulling it so
that the stinging was worse. Jason slapped the other breast in the
same way, both of them watching me, staring at me. They slapped my
breasts again, and Jason grinned as I rocked weakly back.

Peter leaned in against my ear. “Fuck toy,”
he whispered, his voice sort of a whisper, long and drawn out.
“Fuck toy,” he said again. Then Jason did the same in the other ear
so that both of them were whispering “Fuck toy,” into my ears.

Peter grabbed my hair and slowly forced my
head up and back, arching my back more. But he also pulled me back
harder against the cords pulling on my nipples. The stinging heat
grew worse as they stretched out, and I trembled and shook. But his
finger slipped between my legs and began to expertly stroke my
clit.

“Fuck toy!” the both whispered into my ears.
“Fuck toy!”

I came, screaming and writhing, wriggling
and bucking, actually bouncing on the swing. Somehow even that
sensation added to the firestorm of sensory overload sweeping
through my mind. I used the muscles in my legs to jerk me up and
down, literally bouncing on the narrow edge of the swing, punching
my soft, aching, bruised pussy against it again and again and again
as the orgasm shattered my mind and drove my body into
convulsions.

“Fuck toy!” they whispered as I came. “Fuck
toy!”

When the orgasm finally eased I sat there,
slumped, exhausted, gasping for breath, my mind reeling, my vision
blurring.

“Leave her for a bit, to remember that
slavery also means pain,” Peter said. “Let’s go swimming.”

He and Jason walked down to the dock,
leaving me there atop the swing, my pussy on fire, sweat dripping
trickling down my chest and around my breasts, down my hips and
between my buttocks. The sexual firestorm had eaten away much of
the passion within me, leaving me with just the pain, and I moaned
brokenly as it ate me.

After a while, they all gathered around me,
the younger ones grinning, Peter simply watching. He pulled the gag
from my mouth and then when I started to talk, slid three fingers
into my mouth, onto my tongue, pressing it down, holding it
still.

“Do not speak, slave,” he said. “You may
speak only when given permission to do so. For now you will say
only what I tell you to stay. If you obey properly, you will be let
own. Do you understand, slave? You may respond now.”

“Yes, master!” I gasped, gulping in air.

“Say nothing but what you are told to say,”
he ordered sternly.

He stared at me for a moment then nodded.
“Beg to suck Jason’s cock. Say it however you wish, but until you
beg like you really, really, really want it, until you beg like you
want his cock more than anything you’ve ever wanted in the world,
until you convince me that you’d give almost anything for the
chance to feel his cock filling your mouth, you’re going to sit
there on that swing.

I swayed weakly, the pain gnawing at my body
and mind. “Please may I suck your cock, Jason!” I gasped.

Peter was unmoved.

“You will call him master Jason, slut.”

“Please! Please! Please, Master Jason! I
want your cock so bad! I-I love your cock! I love the taste of your
cock! I love feeling your cock in my mouth! Please may I suck on
it! Please can I have it in my mouth! Pleeeeease! I need your cock
in my mouth! I’d give anything to suck your cock, Master Jason! I
want to taste your cock and drink your come! I want to lick it and
suck it! Oh God! Please, Master Jason! Please can I suck you!
Please!?”

The younger guys were grinning as I said the
shameful words, and they were shameful, despite what I’d gone
through. I mean, there I was naked, helpless, jammed onto this
fucking board, and the four of them were gathered around me
watching me degrade myself. There was something darkly arousing
about that, but the pain was too much for that to distract now.

“Not nearly enough,” Peter said

“Please!” I half sobbed. “Please, master
Jason! I need your cock in my mouth! I need to suck it and lick it
and drink your come! I need it so bad, master! I beg you to let me
suck your cock! Please, Master Jason! Please! I need you in my
throat! Please shove your cock down my throat! Please, Master
Jason!”

“You’re starting to improve,” Peter said
carelessly, his fingers idly stroking at my clit again.

I had to beg more, degrade myself more,
gasping and half sobbing with Jason, begging him to fuck my mouth,
to ram himself all the way down my throat.

“I love the taste of your come, Master
Jason!” I sobbed. “I love how it fills my throat! I love it when
you pump it in and out of my mouth! Please, Master Jason! Please
let me suck your beautiful cock! Please let me kneel and swallow
every inch of your wonderful cock!”

The pain ate away at my mind, so that I was
desperate to get off, desperate for him to let me suck his cock,
willing to say anything, do anything to get released.

When Peter finally accepted my begging it
was such a tremendous relief, filled me with such a flood of
gratitude and anxious hope for the end of the pain that I almost
burst into tears.

They eased me down and I shuddered with
relief as the terrible grinding pressure against my pussy faded at
last.

“If you don’t do a very good job you’re
going right back on there,” Peter warned.

I don’t know if it was part that or not, but
I had never begged so hard and so long for a cock, and so when I
was finally placed before Peter I found myself wanting that cock
more than any I’d ever had. I spread my lips wide and enveloped the
head as the four men looked down at me, mouthing it lovingly,
sucking and licking at it as I slowly forced my lips further and
further down the shaft.

I took every last inch down my throat,
rolling my eyes up at him anxiously, hoping he was pleased, that he
was finding my oral talents satisfactory, afraid of being put back
on the swing again if he felt otherwise.

His lips were drawn back into a kind of
snarl as he gripped my hair and thrust into me. I gagged weakly as
he fucked my mouth and throat several times with hard, deep
strokes.

“No, no. Hold still, let the slave girl suck
your cock. You’re not in a hurry,” Peter said.

Reluctantly, Jason eased his grip on my
hair, and I resumed sliding my lips up and down.

“Suck his balls too, slut,” Peter
ordered.

I obeyed at once, of course, sliding my
mouth off his cock, sucking and massaging his balls, licking at his
flesh, moaning softly as I made oral love to him and took him back
deep into my mouth.

When he came, I swallowed every drop and
licked him clean, hoping desperately it had been enough, looking up
eagerly, anxiously at Peter.

“Now thank him,” he said.

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock,
Master Jason!” I exclaimed frantically.
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I moaned as I hung there from my ankles and
wrists.

One of the first things Peter had done when
he arrived was to turn the air conditioning off, and I was sweating
badly as I hung there. The ropes were soft, but dug into my flesh
anyway. A half dozen loops bound my ankles together. Another half
dozen loops bound my wrists together. Then my ankles and wrists
were bound together above me, and I was hung from them.

My breasts were squeezed in against my upper
thighs just above the knees. My legs were straight, as were my
arms. I was gagged, and blindfolded, and the dildos were jammed
into my pussy and ass. I had been hanging like that for hours.

My head was not hanging back upside down
because he had gathered my hair together at the top of my head and
braided it with cord which pulled it straight up to where my wrists
and ankles were bound, holding my head in position.

My bottom hurt. After hanging me like this
Peter had used a kind of flat paddle to really whack my bottom,
much more severely than anyone else had. Then after a while he’d
come back and strapped me. Then after another while he’d come back
and used the crop on my bottom and upper thighs.

Each time he’d done it, though, he’d used
the vibrator on me, too, in between slaps or straps, or sometimes
at the same time, so that the pleasure and pain twisted and churned
inside me in an uncontrollable whirlwind of sensation.

I was blindfolded, and gagged, and had
earphones in my ears which played my own voice back to me. I hadn’t
even known they had been recording me when they’d made me say all
those awful things, but apparently that had been the case. I now I
heard my own voice confessing to being a slut, a whore, a bitch
dog, a fuck toy, a sex slave, heard myself begging for cock,
begging to be sodomized, to be face fucked and rode like a whore,
and also heard my voice in the throes of orgasm, crying out in
bliss and wonder, gasping and grunting and moaning in obvious
passion and pleasure.

For hours. I hung there through the night as
the others slept, gurgling weakly, certainly unable to sleep,
despite my exhaustion. The cord was pulling on my hair, on my
scalp, and my back ached fiercely. Even so, I was in a half daze as
I hung there, gurgling weakly, hardly aware of who I was any more,
much less what I was doing.

Morning came, and my ankles were untied so
that my lower body swung down, my toes brushing the floor lightly,
then more firmly as I was lowered. My arms were still bound above
me, but now my feet were flat on the floor, or were until my legs
were forced apart. Someone pulled the dildo out of my ass and drew
my hips back, sodomizing me in hard deep strokes that set my dazed
body rocking and shaking.

When he was done I stood there, well, half
hung there for a few minutes before someone else spread my legs and
fucked me from behind again, this time doing my pussy, almost
lifting my feet off the floor to angle me back enough. Afterwards I
was let down, let onto all fours, and the gag removed. Still
blindfolded, cocks were pushed into my mouth, and I serviced them,
sucking and licking until they softened.

Then I was led, crawling, and still
blindfolded, to where food had been put in a bowl on the floor next
to a bowl of water. I ate and drank like an animal, ravenous and
incredibly thirsty. Then Peter started ordering me into different
positions, and using the crop on my bottom or breasts when I was
slow to react.

Following this, Peter had me crawl into what
turned out to be the bathroom. There he had me kneel on all fours
as he cleaned me. He removed my blindfold, at last, and even my
leather restraints and collar so that I was completely nude. He
scrubbed and brushed my hair and whispered to me about what a
beautiful slut I was, and how incredibly erotic my soft skin and
firm breasts and bottom were.

When that was done he tied me, bent back,
across the table, legs spread, and then he used a pair of pincers
to tug my tongue upwards, out past my lips. They squeezed painfully
on it as he took a long needle and carefully pushed it completely
through my tongue a little back from the tip, piercing it.

He put a gold ring in my tongue, then turned
his attention to my swollen nipples. He squeezed breast just behind
the nipples, to make them swell out still more, then pierced them
with the needle and put rings through them. Next he slowly worked a
fat dildo up into my pussy, spreading my lips wide. With my clit
helplessly exposed he pierced the hood which covered it, then
pierced my labia down at the bottom. Finally, he pierced my nose –
not at the side where noses are usually pierced, but between my
nostrils so that the ring hung down just above my upper lip.

He tied my arms together behind my back,
forcing my wrists up high, and winding the loops of rope around my
arms to force them back painfully. He tied ropes around my breasts,
then twisted the rope up between them again and again, so that they
squeezed around my breasts from all sides.

He sat me against a post in the front room,
then tied me to it. He tied ropes around my legs just above and
below the knees, and drew my legs up and out to the sides. He
circled my throat with a half dozen loops, binding it firmly to the
post behind, then pushed two big dildos into me. He clipped a pair
of thin chains between my tongue ring and my nipple rings, then
another pair between my nipple rings and my clit ring. Two much
smaller chains were clipped to the rear of the two dildos inserted
inside my body, one leading to the ring piercing my labia, the
other to the one piercing my clit.

And he then left me like that “to rest” for
several hours while he went down to the river with the guys to
enjoy some sun and sand and swimming.

It was maybe two hours later when the door
slammed on its spring, and I heard the sound of people walking
towards me. I hardly paid attention until they were right in front
of me, and I rolled my bloodshot eyes up and saw Colleen looking
down at me. A moment later Kat and Kayla were standing beside her.
All of them were fully dressed, and the two girls were carrying
bags of what looked like groceries.

“So here’s our little sex slave,” Colleen
said with a smile.

I blinked my eyes up at her dazedly, my mind
tumbled by confusion and uncertainty.

She squatted down in front of me and ran her
fingers over my tongue, which was protruding over my lower lip
because of the way the chain was pulling on it.

“We’ll get that little tongue of yours
stretched out in no time,” she said in satisfaction, rubbing it top
and bottom between her fingers.

“Been getting lots of cock, slut?” Kat asked
with a smirk.

“Our little slut will never get enough
cock,” Colleen said with a smile, pressing her fingers in against
the base of the fat dildo jammed into my pussy.

I gasped and jerked in pain, whimpering as
the pain mounted, my legs jerking spastically as she put more
pressure on it. The nose was already jammed against my cervix, and
now she continued to put more pressure on it as she smiled at me.
The smile was not so much friendly now, though, as predatory.

“She’ll soon love pussy as much as she loves
cock, though,” she said.

She leaned in, still pressing hard.

“Isn’t that right, sex slave? Say yes
mistress,” she purred.

I could not talk, of course, with the way my
tongue was being pulled, but I tried, and that seemed to satisfy
her. She eased off on the pressure, then she and the girls moved on
to the kitchen, leaving me alone for a bit.

The girls passed by me about ten minutes
later, both wearing bikinis and sunglasses, carrying towels, and
headed for the dock. Colleen was still in skirt and top when she
stopped next to me.

“Is our little sex slave ready for more
training?” she cooed.

She untied me and removed the chains from my
rings before leading me – crawling alongside her – back up the
stairs to the second floor.

“I bought a few things for you, sex slave,”
she said. “The girls took your size so they should fit
perfectly.”

First came a pair of nearly thigh high
stiletto heeled boots, in black leather, of course, with little
straps crossing them almost all the way down. Then came a sort of
halter affair. First there was a tight kind of corset of dark,
heavy leather. She wrapped it around my middle. It had three
buckled straps in the front, and so even though it was tight, she
then began to tighten these straps, cinching the corset in tighter
and tighter until I could hardly breath.

Attached to this middle part was the upper
part. Two straps went up from the sides, circled my breasts, then
were attached to a single, thicker strap which went up to a thick
collar which circled my throat. Then that strap went down my spine
in the rear, and my arms were drawn in against it and strapped to
that.

The lower part was much like that T-shaped
belt, a single strap descending from the thick middle corset,
covering my pussy and going up between my buttocks to fasten in the
rear. And naturally, Colleen stuffed a pair of thick dildos into me
first, dildos which barely fit. Then she cinched that strap in so
tight it was not only crushed up painfully against my pussy flesh,
but it crushed the noses of those dildos up hard into my belly.

It’s hard to explain how I had come to be in
a state of mind which would accept such things without even trying
to protest. In fact, I confess that I never even thought about
protesting, I mean, not really. The very idea had seemingly been
worn out of me, and I had come to think – if you could call it that
– that I really had no choice about anything, and that there was no
point whatsoever in arguing or fighting or trying to disagree.

The game had been a wild, shocking, wicked,
thrill ride. It had turned darker and a bit scarier when Peter had
joined it. But I had needed him to join it, had needed him to not
freak out and condemn me as a sick, disgusting pervert, which was
the alternative. In the same fashion I now needed Colleen to be a
part of it because the alternative was her reacting normally – that
is, screaming and shouting and condemning me as a sick, perverted
slut and telling my parents as much.

I mean, it humiliating to be so exposed to
Peter and Colleen, who were practically my uncle and aunt, to let
them paw and grope me and use me sexually, it was demeaning and
degrading but – the alternative was to be utterly mortified before
them and my own parents. For as much as I had come to sort of
accept all this as “normal” I knew it wasn’t, knew that it would
horrify and scandalize anyone I knew, especially my own family.

There was more to it than that, of course.
It had now been several weeks, and sharp slaps, spankings and
punishment had been constant whenever I failed to please, whenever
I said a word out of line, whenever I did not do exactly as I was
told. Even then I had been given pain, but while I wasn’t familiar
with the word at the time, or the concept behind it, I know now
that I was coming to be conditioned to obedience and to accepting
sexual use and punishment ,conditioned to think such things were
perfectly normal.

And Colleen was to continue with that
conditioning.

She had me lie back on the bed on my arms
and spread my legs wide, then she knelt between them. The strap
which was cinched in against my pussy had a round hole over my
clit, and she was able to lick at it as I lay there, legs aching,
thighs and tendons straining as she forced them wide. I stared up
at the ceiling, gasping, moaning weakly. She had fastened the
chains between my tongue and nipple rings again, and now as I
worked my tongue I tugged on my nipples in a way that was quickly
becoming exquisitely painful pleasure.

Her tongue against my clit was driving me
wild, too, for as good as her daughters were she was better. I was
soon grinding and gasping and whimpering and humping up at her in
helpless paroxysms of pleasure as her fingers kneaded my
breasts.

But like her husband, she did not want me to
climax quickly. With me in a state of frazzled heat she stripped
off her skirt and top and then climbed over me, straddling my upper
chest and lowering her pussy against my mouth.

I pushed my tongue up against her moist sex,
though it hurt to lick, for my tongue had only been newly pierced.
She ground herself against me, gripping my hair into pigtails on
either side of my head and using them almost as levers as she
ground her pussy over my mouth until she came. When she was done
she ground her sopping pussy up and down all over my face, leaving
a glistening layer of her cream behind.

Then she got up and donned a bikini before
pulling me to my feet. She clipped a leash to my nose ring and then
led me outside – on my knees. I had to kind of duck walk out behind
her on just my knees and toes, gasping and moaning as the pull of
the chain on my nose forced my head up and put pressure on the
chains between my nipples and tongue.

We moved slowly and awkwardly like that, but
that didn’t seem to concern her, as she led me outside, then down
onto the dock where Peter, Jason, and Kat and Kayla were laying
back on lounge chairs.

“Our little sex slave is all dressed up,”
Kat said with a smirk.

“She smells like she’s in heat,” Kayla said,
wrinkling her nose and glancing down to my glistening clit.

“She’s always in heat,” Colleen said. “Just
like you two little bitches.”

Kat and Kayla smirked back at her for a
moment before turning their eyes on me.

“What a hot little slut,” Jason said in an
admiring tone.

“Come here, slut,” Peter ordered, snapping
his fingers at me.

I crawled over to him on my knees and he
swung his legs over the side of the lounge and pulled his cock out
of his swimsuit. It was already erect, and I felt an odd little
squirming sense of pleasure and satisfaction that just the sight of
me had gotten him hard.

He drew my mouth down onto his cock, and
though my tongue was still trapped against my lower lip, pulled
down by the chains linking it to my nipples, he didn’t seem to
care. He simply pushed his cock into my open mouth and then pulled
my mouth down the length of his shaft, forcing himself deep into my
throat. Then he started jerking me in and out by the pigtails as he
kind of humped against me.

A few weeks earlier I might have been amazed
and wondered how he could be so open about sex in front of his
daughters, not to mention his wife, but no one seemed to be shocked
as he fucked my mouth and throat in a rather casual way. Even as he
did that he was speaking to his wife.

“You have a long drive?”

“No, the traffic was light. We stopped off
for some supplies at Gladmans since I was sure you had forgotten to
get fresh meat again.”

“This is the only fresh meat I had on my
mind,” he grunted, thrusting into my mouth and throat.

“I thought as much,” Colleen said with a
laugh.

He fucked my throat until he came, then I
was led over to Kat.

“Take off your bottoms, Kat,” her mother
ordered peremptorily.

She grumbled but obeyed, spreading her legs
wide and drawing me in against her. Then, as her brother and father
looked on, she jammed my mouth against her pussy and I tried to
lick her as best I could. It wasn’t easy, for every time I licked
my tongue pulled against my nipples, making them sting like blazes.
But I knew I had to please her, and when I was a little tentative
she noticed right away and complained.

“She’s not licking very fast, mom,” she
said.

An instant later the crop slashed across my
raised bottom.

“Lick her, slut,” Colleen barked. “Lick that
pussy!”

I licked, and after her I licked Kayla, and
after her I got face-fucked by Jason. Only after that did Colleen
let me get to my shaky feet and take her own place on one of the
lounges. For the remainder of that afternoon I was their servant,
trundling up and down the walk between the cottage and dock
fetching drinks and snacks and towels, still clad in the tight
corset and straps, the dildos inside me, my tongue pulling against
my nipples as I moved.

Come evening, I ate my meal on the floor,
licking it out of the bowl like a dog. Then Colleen put me on all
fours and showed me a scrub brush with a short, padded handle. She
pushed the handle into my mouth and had me clamp my teeth on it,
then showed me how to scrub the floor like that. I had to crawl up
and down, inserting the brush into a bucket of water, then pulling
it out and scrubbing at the floor from one end of the big room to
the other, then into the kitchen.

As the evening wore on they put me in the
main room on the balls of my bare feet. Peter had stuck a kind of
metal post into the floor, sticking upright. This pole was
adjustable in length, and more. At the top, it was mostly flat, and
about as thick as a cola can.

“This is going up your tight little ass,
missy,” Colleen said with a smile.

I stared at it, then at her. I couldn’t
argue but – there was no way that was going to get inside me
without tearing me up!

Peter winked at me, then knelt in front of
it and I saw that it was sort of like a folded up telescope. That
is, it was like a narrow round tube inside a slightly wider tube,
inside a slightly wider tube, and so on and so on. With all of them
out it was quite thick, but now he pulled down on them and the
outer tube slid down, revealing the slightly narrower tube, then he
slid that down, and then the next and the next, until what was left
was like a thick cock.

They maneuvered me over it and down onto it,
and then pushed it up deep into my ass. Then he and Colleen pulled
my wrists up above me and locked them into restraints which dangled
from above. They adjusted the tension of those restraints, however,
so that I could sink down onto my heels – except that they then
adjusted the dildo so it was high inside me.

And now Peter pushed the next wider section
of tube up into my ass, fattening out the top, spreading my ass
wider. Colleen rubbed at my clit, then began to lick it, as Peter
then slowly pushed the next wider section of tube upwards, slowly
working it up into my ass and spreading me wider. Each time he did
this my anal muscles strained just a little more, but each addition
was so thin that it was fairly easy for him to work them up inside
me.

And then they were all inside me and I had
this enormous dildo up my ass, so that I felt utterly crammed,
utterly stuffed with it. And all the while he was doing that
Colleen had been working on my clit so that I was trembling and
glassy eyed by the time they moved away. Yes, they moved away,
leaving me.

They left me standing in place, precariously
balanced on the balls of my feet, the thick post up firmly between
my thighs, the dildo deep inside my ass. Every time I eased down a
little the nose of that metal cock would jam even deeper and harder
against the end of my anus and make me gasp and moan in pain,
forcing me back onto the balls of my feet again.

The five of them were, believe it or not,
playing cards at the table. It was such a normal family kind of
atmosphere that it amazed me. But in truth, most of my
concentration was on the ache in my belly, and how much my
trembling, shaking ankles and feet were beginning to hurt.

Naturally, as my ankles weakened, the post
dug harder into the back wall of my anus, the pain mounting. But
every few minutes one of the family would get up and come over to
me with a vibrator or just their tongue and fingers and rouse the
burning sexual hunger and passion once more within me, leaving me
trembling and gasping and moaning in sexual desire.

Then Colleen finally unhooked the chains
attached to my tongue ring, and stuffed a fat penis gag into my
mouth, strapping it around my head. I had been getting more and
more noisy, and now I felt – oddly – a freedom to get noisier
still. As my weak and trembling ankles began to give way more of my
weight came down on the fat cock in my bottom until, inevitably,
almost my full weight was on it, and I was impaled.

Now when I say my full weight, of course I’m
not being quite right. The restraints holding my wrists up did bear
some of my weight, and my feet, now almost but not quite flat on
the floor, also held up some of my weight. But the bulk of it was
on that post deep in my ass, and the pain was terrible.

And yet, how do I say at the same time that
it was wonderful?

I was aroused by the thought of that deep,
enormously thick penetration. The fat post had been jammed between
my buttocks, between my thighs, and deep in my ass for long
minutes, and the incredibly thick penetration had roused my dark,
wicked hunger even as their vibrators and tongues and fingers had
stroked the fires in my mind and body to the point I was drunk on
sexual heat.

I swooned and swayed and moaned and gurgled
and whimpered dazedly, head rolling back and hips grinding and
jerking against the post impaling me.

When I came I think I actually lost
consciousness, such was the force of the sensory firestorm that
tore through me. For when I woke I found myself curled up in a
cage, my body sore and aching.

 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


I would sleep in the cage each night. It was
not locked, and I could let myself out, but I wasn’t allowed to
except in the morning, when I could crawl out and crawl to Peter’s
room to waken him with a blow job. When he was finished I would
crawl around to the other side of the bed and use my much
strengthened, and lengthening tongue on her pussy.

After that I was to crawl back into the
kitchen, where I was permitted to stand up to get breakfast
started. The kids got up later, so I would concentrate on making
breakfast for Peter and Colleen, serve it to them at the table next
to the picture window which overlooked the dock, and then serve
myself – on a plate or bowl which was to be put on the floor, and
which I was to eat from without the use of my fingers.

Kayla and Kat and Jason would get up when
they felt like getting up, and when they did either they would come
down or call down on the cottage’s intercom and ask for “Slave” to
be sent up.

Slave was my new name. Peter decreed that
everyone would henceforth refer to me as Slave, even when not
actually speaking to me, even when I wasn’t present.

In any event, if my services were required I
would crawl up the stairs into whomever’s room had summoned me, and
do whatever it was they wanted of me. Usually it was Jason, and
usually what he wanted was oral sex, though he often fucked me too.
After I made them all breakfast, I would do the dishes and clean
up, while bringing out whatever snacks they might want on the dock
or deck.

I almost always wore the leather outfit
Colleen had bought for me: the thigh high boots, long gloves, and
bustier with straps, collar and thong affair while doing this.
Frankly, I was grateful for those boots. The stilettos made them
difficult to walk on, but I usually was crawling, and the leather
over my knees was a relief. Crawling might be easy when you’re a
baby but after a certain age it starts to hurt the knees!

Colleen usually had further chores for me to
do, usually household things like laundry and vacuuming and waxing
the floors or washing the windows – that sort of thing. Even if
they seemed perfectly clean I still had to wash them. They had a
maid when I’d first come but they didn’t bring her up the rest of
the summer – for they had me.

Any of the chores could be interrupted at
any time, of course, by someone wanting sex, and that happened
fairly frequently. I could also be punished for the slightest
thing, and that happened even more frequently. I was constantly
being slapped on the bare bottom, for example, or even on one or
the other of my breasts, for not jumping when told to do something,
or not doing it with enough energy or not having the right attitude
or tone or expression – or anything.

After a week or so of this the girls and
Jason went home, and two couples arrived, guests of Peter and
Colleen. They were older, of course, in their late thirties or
early forties, and for their arrival, Colleen had me dress for the
first time in weeks – not that it was in much. She had me put on a
little black bikini she’d purchased for me. It was a thong, of
course, with a very tiny front and even tinier triangle cups.

I’m not sure what he had told them about me
before they got there, but no one touched me at first, though I got
some very interested looks from both the men and the women. And
they seemed to be under the impression I was actually Colleen's
niece.

The first couple was Connor and Elizabeth.
He was about mid-sized, but with a nice, athletic body. She was
tiny, less than five feet, with dark hair and brows but full
breasts. The second couple was Brad and Emma, both quite tall and
slender blondes. Colleen had me fetching and carrying for them from
the start, and getting drinks and refreshments.

The top of my bikini was so tiny I had to
move carefully, though, or my nipples would slide into view, or
even my entire breast slide out of the little cup. The men looked
at me with barely disguised lust whenever I was around them, which
didn’t surprise me. But the women looked at me with a kind of
suspicion.

I wasn’t wearing any of the bondage gear at
the first, but I was wearing a silver chain with a little plaque
which said “slave”. Colleen had already told me what to say if and
when someone asked me about it. It wasn’t until the two couples had
been there most of a day that someone did. And it turned out to be
Connor. He sauntered into the kitchen while I was making drinks and
propped his butt against the counter as he examined me. “So, who’s
your master?” he asked with a lazy grin.

“Whoever wants to be,” I said, a bit
nervously.

He chuckled. “Really? Suppose I want to
be.”

“Then you have to tell me what to do,
master,” I said.

“And then you’ll do it, right?”

“Yes, master,” I said, blushing.

“Anything I want?” he asked, leering.

“Anything at all,” I said.

He glanced at my top. The cups were tiny,
and the fabric thin.

“You’ve got pierced nipples,” he
observed.

“Yes, master,” I said, chest tightening.

“I bet that looks really hot.”

“Would you like me to show them to you,
master,” I said.

His eyes flitted around the room hesitantly.
“Sure.”

I felt a bit embarrassed, but only a bit, as
I pulled aside the triangle cups and bared my breasts to his eyes.
He licked his lips and stared at them, and I could see his
breathing growing heavier.

“So you’ll do anything I ask you to,
right?”

“Anything you tell me to, master,” I
said.

“And what does your uncle and aunt say to
that?”

“I do anything they tell me to, master,” I
said boldly.

His eyes widened a bit. “Woah. That’s
kinky,” he said.

His swimming suit was starting to bulge out
in front and I looked at it, feeling a similar rise in heat. I
liked this game, and though I felt nasty and wicked, I felt hot and
sleek and sexy too. And the want in his eyes when he looked at me
made me feel really beautiful and desirable.

“And your uncle doesn’t mind you – doing
things with other people?”

“My uncle ordered me to do anything anyone
wanted, master,” I said, getting a bit of a thrilling kick out of
showing off just how kinky and perverted I was.

“And that means you have to do anything
anyone wants?”

“Uncle Peter ordered me to, master,” I
said.

“And if you don’t?”

“Then Uncle Peter will punish me,” I
said.

His cock twitched against his shorts.

“And how will he do that? Will he give that
pretty ass of yours as spanking?”

“Or he’ll whip me, master.”

“Shiiiiit,” he groaned, his eyes alight with
lust. “So if I tell you to pull down that thong and bend over the
table you’ll do it, right?”

“Yes, master.”

He seemed to have trouble breathing. “Go
ahead.”

I flushed a bit, but obeyed, turning,
bending over, and sliding my thong down to my ankles as I reached
forward and put myself across the table. I stepped out of the thong
and spread my straight legs wide, lifting my bottom into the air,
and I heard his indrawn breath behind me, then felt his fingers
tentatively sliding over my bottom.

“Beautiful!” he breathed.

His fingers slid along my naked slit, then
penetrated me, pushing in and out. He growled when he felt how wet
I was and a moment later his cock thrust into me and he started to
ride me hard and fast. His hands raced over my body, roughly
groping my breasts as his hips slammed into my buttocks again and
again. I grunted each time his cock drove into me, my breasts
rolling under me on the table top as my body jerked to and fro.

That evening Peter hung me by my wrists,
both bound tightly together in loops of soft rope. My toes were a
few inches off the floor, my ankles bound tightly together, and
that rope drawn straight down and tied to a ring in the floor.
There were several loops of rope around my legs just under my
knees, and more just above. And, of course, the base of two
enormous dildos stuck out of my ass and pussy. I was gagged to
suppress my moaning, for Peter hadn’t simply hung me there, but
pulled hard on the ropes, using a lever, to really stretch my body
out. It was like I was on the rack or something, with my limbs
aching as they were pulled in two directions.

The six of them, all fully dressed, sat
around me on the sofas and chairs, with glasses of wine and beer,
discussing bondage and submission as if I were a piece of
furniture. They looked at me frequently, eyes sparkling with
excitement, as Peter described my conditioning and training
program, and how I had been gradually led into the position of
slave.

He didn’t seem to care that I was listening,
or what I thought about it. I was not now surprised that they had
deliberately set my Kayla and Kat to capturing me, to introducing
me to bondage and slavery. Although listening to him made it sound
much more – I don’t know – sinister than I had previously
considered. I didn’t think of myself as being conditioned or
trained, either, which puzzled me a bit.

But wasn’t in the best of positions to think
straight anyway. On top of the fact that my limbs felt as though
they were being pulled out of their sockets, Peter had worked over
my clit with a vibrator a few minutes earlier – again as they all
watched, and so I was feeling very frazzled and in need. Somehow it
even excited me that they were talking about me, calling me a
slave, and talking about how I had been trapped in my own mind, and
conditioned to be their sex slave.

Then they all gathered around me, standing
close, and even though I was hanging by my wrists they were all,
except for Elizabeth, taller than me. I was sweating with the
strain of my position, but my nipples were rock hard and my pussy
throbbed around the dildo jammed up inside me.

Peter was explaining how he mixed pleasure
and pain together, and that after a while I couldn’t tell the
difference. I kind of disagreed with him, but didn’t really care,
as he began to stroke his fingers across my clit. I started to
respond, gurgling and moaning, trembling against the ropes,
throwing my head back as my pussy bubbled and boiled.

He reached in between my buttocks with his
other hand and began to thrust it up against the base of the dildo
stuffed up my ass. That hurt, and each hard little jab – which
didn’t really move the dildo at all but merely ground it against
some deep pit of my belly, made me gasp in pain. He started doing
that rhythmically, in tandem with his clit rubbing, and I started
to writhe and moan and gasp and jerk in the ropes as the other five
looked on, observing.

“You see how turned on she is?” Peter said.
“If this dildo wasn’t stuffed so deep into her little pussy she’d
be leaking pussy cream onto the floor.”

“But we don’t want her to come yet, now do
we,” Colleen said.

Peter shook his head. “No, and she’s just
about at the edge now.”

Peter had them all widen their circle, and I
saw that Colleen had a flog I her hands. I moaned weakly, then
gasped as the flog cut across my breasts with stinging force.

The four newcomers were all incredibly
turned on by the sight of the laces slicing across my chest. One of
the women, Elizabeth, in particular, seemed intensely aroused, her
nipples like pebbles under her blouse.

Again the flog cut across my breasts, and
then again, and then again, as the four watched as if spellbound.
The flog cut into my belly, then, and then she moved around me and
flogged my back as they all looked on.

“Would any of you like to try it?”

“I would!” Elizabeth exclaimed, eyes alight
with heat.

My skin was already hot and pink and sore,
and my limbs were stretched and straining. My breasts ached as the
woman eagerly examined the flog and positioned herself in front of
me and a little to my right. I could feel my saliva starting to
drool out from the ball gag they had shoved into my mouth now,
adding to my disheveled feeling as my hair lay tangled and matted
around my head.

Elizabeth drew her arm back and then swung
it forward sharply, and the thin laces of the flog spread out as it
slashed in across my chest. I shuddered and jerked against the
bonds as my breasts stung and burned hotter, one of the laces
striking my left nipple directly and adding to the pain – and
excitement.

Yes, I was excited, aroused, on fire with
lust. This was all so degrading and demeaning and – and exciting
and wicked and nasty. And I felt incredibly sensual and sexual and
wanted and beautiful because of the way they were all looking at me
and admiring me and lusting after me. I also felt a dark sense of
submissive, masochistic pleasure at being bound like this, degraded
like this, beaten like this.

“God!” she gasped, clearly loving the
experience.

She drew her arm back again and swung it
forward just as eagerly, and again the flog sliced into my tender
pink flesh and made me gasp and writhe.

“I’d like to try that,” her boyfriend
said.

“Just don’t go getting any ideas about me,”
she said with a grin.

He slashed my breasts and then my belly a
couple of times. Then Brad and Emma took turns whipping my back and
breasts as I writhed and jerked.

“Now you can get a different effect with a
single tail whip,” Peter said. “There are all sorts of games you
can play with one. Let’s lower our little slave a bit.”

“I like her all stretched out like that,”
Elizabeth said.

“We can keep her stretched out, no fear,”
Colleen said.

I groaned dazedly as they untied my ankles
and that added pressure came off my arms and legs. Then Peter
lowered me until I was able to stand on the balls of my feet.

“You can see the advantages of this
position,” he said, giving my bottom a squeeze.

“I bet she’s gotten more than a few cocks up
the ass,” Brad said.

“Oh you should have seen her last week. We
had a pipe the size of your wrist so deep in her ass it wanted to
climb out her throat.”

He gripped my hips and pulled back, and I
gasped, rising onto my toes as my feet were pulled backwards along
the floor.

“Very nice,” Brad said, another hand groping
my bottom.

The hands released my hips and I shifted
forward again as Peter moved back and motioned everyone to step
back. I moaned as I turned my head and saw him and the whip.
Because the truth was I didn’t like pain. Even though someone it
was becoming twisted within me into something that forced the
intensity of my sexual hunger and pleasure higher, I still didn’t
like it.

He swung, and the long, thin whip sliced
forward and curled around my waist with stinging effect. Then he
yanked it and I spun around like a top on the balls of my feet as
he pulled the whip back. I was gasping weakly, staring down at the
red line around my middle, and then cried out again as the whip
circled my chest, the tip snapping down against the soft, flesh of
my left breast. Again he yanked it back and I spun as it unwound
from my body.

Elizabeth tried it, and Colleen helped
demonstrate it, then Connor tried it before Peter lowered me a
little more, so my feet were flat on the floor even with them
apart.

“Now, slave,” he said, scowling. “You will
keep your legs open wide. If you disobey you will be punished.”

The word struck me. It shouldn’t have. I
mean, it wasn’t like this wasn’t punishment anyway. It wasn’t like
I wasn’t already being whipped. So in a sense it was silly. But it
dug a little knot of tension into my belly, and I struggled to keep
my legs wide, even though that meant rising onto my toes on the
floor.

He drew his arm back and the whip sliced in,
curling around my hip and down along my inner thigh. I hissed and
jerked, but kept my toes on the floor, legs wide. He drew his arm
back and tried again, and this time the whip sliced around my hip
and down across my pussy slit, the pain much worse. I bit into the
gag and cried out, sweating even more, gasping harder.

Again he swung, the whip slicing around my
back and snapping at my breast, and again it sliced down across my
hip to snap at my pussy.

“She’s so obedient,” Elizabeth marveled.

“Young girls can be easily conditioned if
you do it right and get them young,” he replied.

Again the whip sliced down between my legs,
the pain mounting the point that tears were filling my eyes, and I
shuddered and moaned as my soft flesh burned.

Elizabeth took the whip, and she tried
several times, mostly whipping my inner thighs, before getting the
whip to snap across my pussy. Then Brad let the whip slice across
my back and breasts a few times. Even Emma was aroused as she
whipped my pussy. I could barely keep my head up, though. I was
dazed and trembling and aching all over.

Colleen moved up and began to play a
vibrator back and forth across my clit, then Peter hooked little
chains to my nipple rings and tugged them up and out sharply,
forcing my back to arch, making my nipples sting and burn. A moment
later I felt someone pumping the dildo in and out of my ass hard,
deep, achingly deep.

My climax was obvious, and on one could have
mistaken it for anything else. I lost control of my muscles as
convulsions wracked my body. My legs came together but kicked and
jerked spastically so that I mostly hung from my wrists. My back
arched and my hips jerked helplessly as I gurgled into the gag.

“Look at the little slut come!” Elizabeth
said gleefully.

 


* * * * * *

 


They lowered me to the floor, and after I
got some semblance of my mind back, the gag was removed, and they
had me crawl over to Elizabeth to lick her pussy. The woman grabbed
my hair on both sides and jammed my face into her dripping wet
pussy as I licked anxiously, and she was very, very noisy as she
writhed and jerked and humped against me.

I felt the dildo pulled from my sex, and
Connor mounted me as I ate out his girlfriend, his hands groping
frantically at my whip-marked breasts as he drove his cock into me
with hard, excited thrusts.

After that I licked Emma to climax as her
husband Brad sodomised me. It was kind of a free for all after
that, but my body was constantly being pawed, groped, or used in
one fashion or another. Emma and I sixty-nined, then the two
couples watched excitedly as I sucked Peter’s cock and then he
fucked me while I licked Colleen’s pussy.

After they had all sort of calmed down,
Colleen walked me around the room – on all fours, of course,
leashed, and Elizabeth and Connor both took turns doing the same
thing. Then I lay back on the coffee table, knees back and spread,
the six of them looking on, and masturbated with two big
dildos.
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Those two couples stayed for a week, and all
of them used me frequently, sometimes downstairs, sometimes up in
their bedroom with just the two of them.

After they left another couple came, a black
couple, and I got to ride the man’s big stiff cock, then take it
down my throat while his wife looked on. She wasn’t really into
girls herself but was turned on by watching him. After a few days
he persuaded her to let me perform oral sex on her, though, and she
got off on that.

The next week they were gone and it was two
new couples, and the week after that Peter and Colleen went home
and loaned the cottage –and me – to Elizabeth and Connor.

Elizabeth really got off on making me crawl,
on making me lick her feet and on spanking me and watching her
boyfriend fuck me on all fours. Connor always yanked on my hair as
he did me, which she seemed to especially enjoy, taking a lot of
videos of that. She also liked the flog, and seeing me cry. She
would tie me spread-eagled and then just keep flogging me until
tears streamed down my eyes. Once I realized that I started crying
faster, and I came to really fear her. But Connor almost always
used a vibrator on me as she was flogging me and that made my mind
twist and spasm and forced climaxes through my body despite the
pain.

It was at the end of summer that a new
couple arrived, along with Jason and Kat and Kayla. I was
surprised, though, when Kayla and Kat came downstairs outfitted
exactly as I was, in collars, bondage restraints, and the tight
bustiers and thongs. At first, the three of us knelt in a row, side
by side, while Katherine, Peter, and Jason, all holding crops, gave
us orders which we had to follow simultaneously.

That was bizarre to me, for it meant that
Jason was giving orders to Kat, and she was obeying them. They’d
always fought like, well, brother and sister before. But now she
obeyed like a slave girl, posing and positioning and begging in the
same way I was, with dildos up her pussy and ass. When she was
ordered lick his foot she did so without hesitation, and even as I
slid my tongue over Peter’s shoe I saw Kayla licking her mother’s
boot on my other side.

Then the couple I had been told to expect
arrived. The three of us slaves were kneeling, legs spread, sitting
on our heels, dildos protruding from our pussies and asses, and
Peter sternly admonished us to remain absolutely still and to not
move one inch.

And my mother and father walked into the
room.

I was – shocked – to put it mildly, stunned.
But neither of them seemed surprised or shocked. They both looked
at me with smirks on their faces, and my father’s eyes held
something I had never seen before – lust, as they looked me up and
down. He scanned Kat and Kayla as well before returning to me.

“Now we’re going to put on a little show for
my best friends,” Peter said. “And I expect no hesitation from any
of you.”

My mother and father sat down on the sofa to
watch and, breathlessly, my chest aching, my face flaming, I tried
to understand – .

Peter’s slap to the cheek brought me back to
business.

“Move, slut!” he barked.

I jerked back and then fell on my back in
between Kat and Kayla, who were already raising their hips, feet
flat on the floor, hands coming up under their hips to hold them
aloft as they displayed their pussies. I did the same, my entire
face burning with embarrassment as my parents watched me.

Then we rolled over and positioned ourselves
on all fours, before sliding our hands forward on the floor and
spreading them wide, our bottoms high, knees apart.

We moved and posed and positioned ourselves
together for several minutes, then Peter singled me out and
attached my leash. He handed it to Jason, who walked me around the
room, back and forth as my parents watched. Then he had me halt,
got behind me, and pulled the dildo out before thrusting himself
into me and riding me hard.

We were practically at my parents feet as he
did so, and I was dazed by it as they watched him doing me, as he
groped my breasts and rutted into me and pulled back on my
hair.

Then Kat and I made love, scissoring our
legs before turning and doing a sixty nine, and finally, Peter
handed the leash to my father.

“How are you, slave?” he asked.

“Fine – master,” I whispered.

“You’re going to be a good slave girl,
aren’t you.”

“Y-yes, m-master,” I gulped.

My father then walked me around in circles
on the end of the leash, then walked me back to where my mother
sat. She spread her legs and they guided me between, and, still
stunned, I began to lick her as my father spread my legs and
mounted me from behind.

With that done they suspended me from my
wrists, and my father and mother whipped and flogged me, then put
me in my cage to recover.

I spent that evening in their bed, sucking
and licking and fucking them. They even made me lay back and
masturbate while they watched, following which, I did a strip
tease, then a lap dance for my father which ended with my riding up
and down on his stiff cock while my mom watched.

For several days me and Kat and Kayla were
slave girls to the whole bunch of them, crawling and being
punished, and then Peter, Colleen and their kids went home leaving
me alone with my parents.

By that point my tongue had become quite
expert at pleasing women, and stretched out considerably, so much
so I could lick my chin. My mother had a real affection for being
eaten out, and I had to do that many times every day. My father
liked to be deep throated, but he also liked sodomizing me.

“I’ve been watching your beautiful little
ass moving around the house for so long now wanting to stick my
cock up it,” he growled the first time he fucked my ass.

They were still my parents, of course, and
there was more – affection and love and care for me than with any
of the strange couples who had used me. But they still called me
slave instead of using my name, and they fucked me like they were
both sex crazed nymphos, morning, noon and night. Nor did they
avoid punishing me for the slightest transgression – or none.

When we went home, they had a special outfit
for me to wear. It consisted of black shoes, white knee socks, a
very, very short tartan schoolgirl skirt, and a tight, matching
tank top with lots of cleavage. A little tie hung from my bare
neck, covering the metal chain with the “slave” plaque”.

They made a point of stopping the car at a
number of roadside restaurants and shops on the way home, and I had
to get out at each one. Wherever I went I caused a stir, with
people staring at me, women with consternation, men with lust and
excitement. My parents pretended to notice nothing, but I was
awfully self-conscious while at the same time being aroused by all
that attention. The skirt was very short and of course I wore no
panties. The top was thin and tight and of course, I wore no bra,
and my nipples and the rings piercing them pushed out fairly
noticeably against it.

Twice along the way my father and then my
mother got into the back seat with me, and I went down on them as
the other drove.

When we got home I looked around anxiously,
for there had been a thought filling my mind as we got closer, a
question I had been unable to ask since daddy had ordered me not to
speak except when spoken to.

“Go to your room, slave girl,” mom ordered
as they unpacked stuff.

I climbed the stairs and pushed open the
door, and discovered my bed had been removed. In its place was a
large cage. I stared at it breathlessly, and started forward into
the room. Suddenly my stereo turned on and music began to play. I
whirled and saw my brother Greg sitting in a chair by my desk
grinning at me.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said.

I gaped at him and he stood up and walked
over to me. He looked down my cleavage, then raised his hands and
cupped my breasts, squeezing and kneading them.

“You know what I’d like, slave girl,” he
said with a sly grin, “I’d like a nice strip tease and lap dance. I
bet you’re really good at them.”

He sat down again and motioned for me to
start, and after a dazed few seconds, I did, my hips swaying. I
gave my head a shake, then started to dance as I’d been taught, and
to strip off my clothes. My face grew red as I did, and I was
blushing hotly as I bared my ringed nipples to him, then my shaven
pussy. I gave him a lap dance, and could feel his cock hard under
his jeans.

He undid his jeans and pulled it out, his
eyes boring into mine.

“Ride it, slut,” he growled.

“Yes, master,” I breathed, rising, then
sinking down, feeling his stiff cock splitting me open and sliding
up inside me.

I rode up and down as he sucked on my
breasts and squeezed my bottom, and after he came he rubbed my clit
until I came too. Then he suspended me from my wrists and flogged
me from neck to knee before putting me into the cage.

So I became my family’s sex slave. That
didn’t stop me from having to get a job, though, for my family were
hard-working people. I wound up working at a strip club in town –
the same job I discovered Kat and Kayla now held. All day men
lusted after me and stared at me and occasionally pawed at me while
laying down their money, and afterwards, I went home and my masters
and mistress used me roughly, and thoroughly.

Some people would no doubt think this was
all beyond kinky, and into sick and perverted, but I didn’t really
care. Perhaps I had been conditioned to it. I don’t know. I do know
that no girl who has a dozen or more powerful orgasms a day really
should be complaining about anything else.

 


* * * * *
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