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I’ve never claimed to be an expert in men, or
boys, or guys. Frankly, they’ve always been both a puzzle and an
annoyance to me. The boys had been irritating right through junior
high. The guys were sometimes sexy, sometimes tempting, sometimes
frustrating, sometimes insulting and embarrassing, but always
confusing in high school.

Men, to me, were people like my teachers,
uncles, and aunts, the friends of my parents, the parents of my
friends, doctors, authority figures etc. They were generally
speaking not people to be paid much attention to except as people
who bossed you around.

I mean to say that they were always around
but they weren’t people I really talked to except when they wanted
something of me or I wanted something from them. I certainly didn’t
have long conversations with them. Well, except for my parents.

I mean, why would I? What did I have in
common with them? Everything they liked was different from
everything I liked. I looked at things in a completely different
way than they did. Plus, let’s face it, most of them aren’t
particularly attractive to my eyes.

Of course, now that I’ve graduated from high
school and am out in the working world all of the guys that I know
have technically speaking become men, so things are changing. But I
still tend to think of, well, ‘males’ my age as guys, not men.

One thing which has perplexed me since
hitting puberty is that whether they were boys, guys, or men, they
all tended to look at me with a certain level of want. As in I had
what they wanted. The boys and guys made no secret of that wanting.
The men were generally much more discreet given my age. But I could
see it in their eyes. And not all of them were discrete at all.

I don’t know very many of my girlfriends who
are attractive who haven’t been subjected to catcalls and obscene
remarks and yells from men in passing cars or on the streets since
they were in junior high. And it doesn’t seem to matter if the men
are two or even three times our age.

You tend to get used to that sort of thing as
you get older; I certainly have. It’s mostly water off a duck’s
back now. All I do is give them the finger or some other rude
gesture. Or else I just ignore them. You could say they were just
perverts but I think they’re just the ones who don’t know how to be
discreet about what they want. Or just don’t have the manners to
cover it up.

Because plenty of men two and three times
their age have given me that look, which I have come to know so
well over the years. It’s kind of an appreciative look with eyes
that quickly flick away so as to not be seen, and then kind of
swing back as often as possible while being discrete. It’s a look
that says they very much like what they see.

There’s nothing wrong with that and it’s not
like they can help themselves anyway. Men are all a bundle of
instincts when it comes to sex and women. Then again I don’t really
think of myself as a woman either, any more than I think of the
guys I go around with as men. Women are like, my mother, or other
old people.

I just tend to think of myself as a girl, no
matter what the government says about my age and whether I can vote
or join the Army or whatever. I’ve never wanted to grow older. That
always seemed to me to be something associated with a lot of work
that wasn’t at all fun, and a lot of responsibilities I didn’t
want.

A girl can be sexy and hot and beautiful. She
doesn’t need to be a ‘woman’ for that. Besides, girls play, women
work. I had little desire to work. I much preferred having my
parents pay for everything while I played.

After I graduated I resisted my parents
pressure to go to college. I figured I’d just get some easy job and
continue to play. I don’t think I quite realized that any job takes
up more time than school had. And there’s a lot less fun to it. So
that was a mistake on my part.

Not to mention there’s not a lot you can get
right out of high school with no experience. I wound up working as
a waitress in a pub. I wear this little tartan kilt and a tight top
and get lots of tips from middle-aged guys. I also get lots of
come-ons, and more than a few indiscreet suggestions and comments
about my body.

Believe you me when you work in an outfit
like that any illusions you might have about the way men look at
girls fade away pretty quickly. They were way less discrete than
when I was a high school girl. It made me a little self-conscious,
even though guys have been looking me over since I hit puberty, but
it was also sometimes kind of flattering.

I mean, society tells you that your worth is
measured by how hot you are. So all those guys and men and boys all
looking at me and wanting me is kind of reassuring and good for my
ego in a way. As long as they’re not too rude about it. But it can
still make me feel a little uneasy and self-conscious
sometimes.

My friends’ fathers are mostly the safest men
to be around. They don’t even dare look unless they’re super
discrete. Some of them, I think, don’t even care. They see me as
the same age as their daughters and they’re just not interested.
Which is great with me.

Taylor was not that much of a friend of mine.
I kind of knew her from school. But Ashley was my friend, and
Ashley had persuaded me to join her over at Taylor’s place because
they had a nice big backyard pool with lots of privacy. She didn’t
live very far from me, and it was a sunny, hot day, so I figured
I’d just ride my bike.

I wore my white bikini underneath a pair of
low-rise shorts and a loose, white tank top with lots of midriff
showing. I won’t honestly say I didn’t know that I looked cute and
sexy, because of course I assessed myself in the mirror before
leaving. But mostly I wanted to be relatively cool on a hot
day.

The tank top was not particularly large, more
for temporary coverage for the half dozen blocks I was going to
drive. I had considered just wearing my bikini top, but had decided
to be a little modest, just in case I ran across anyone of the male
persuasion.

I found Taylor’s house with no problem,
rolled up the driveway, and looked around. It was a nice-looking
Georgian brick house with a big, two-car garage. One of the garage
doors was open and I considered parking my bike in there. But I
decided it would be best to ask, so I laid it down and went up to
the door to ring the bell.

Taylor is black so I wasn’t surprised when a
black man opened the door to look down on me. What did give me
pause was just how big and how black he was. Most black people
aren’t really black, you know. They’re more like various shades of
brown. This guy was like really black, like Zulu warrior black. He
wasn’t wearing anything but a bathing suit, and boy was he ever
ripped.

He had a huge chest and broad shoulders, and
his skin glistened as if oiled. He was the first guy I had met up
close who actually did have washboard abs, or very close to them.
His arms were thick and muscular, as were his legs. He was a good
head taller than me, and I’m tall for a girl, and had a thin beard
and a shaved skull.

He was an older guy, easily twice my almost
nineteen years, but his dark eyes were giving me that look that
I’ve come to see from men, that look of wanting. And he wasn’t
being all that discrete in the way his dark eyes moved up and down.
I don’t mean that he was eyeing me like some kind of lustful
pervert. It was more like he liked what he saw and didn’t give a
shit what anyone might think of that.

“Um, hi,” I said, feeling my chest starting
to tighten, “my name is Sloane and I’m supposed to be seeing Taylor
and Ashley here?”

“How you doing, Sloane. I’m Taylor’s father.
You can prop your bike in the garage there and come on inside.”

I beamed at him thankfully, maybe a little
too much, and hurriedly turned and bent over to get my bike,
wondering, with my heart starting to beat rapidly, if he was
staring at my ass. I lifted it up and wheeled it into the garage,
then came back to the door where he was still waiting, and still
looking at me.

He ushered me past and I went into the house
as he closed the door and came in behind me.

“Just go right on through the kitchen. You
can see the back door straight ahead there.”

“Okay, thanks,” I said of my shoulder.

The backyard was very nicely done up. It
wasn’t just the normal rectangular swimming pool. It was more
oval-shaped and it’d been done up like something more natural with
stones and bushes and flowers and trees all around. I didn’t see
Taylor or Ashley as I made my way out onto the patio and then over
to the table which held a radio, some towels, ice water, and a
bottle of sunscreen.

I was a little surprised when he came up
behind me, but not at all alarmed as I looked around for the
two.

“Ashley couldn’t survive the afternoon
without her particular brand of bottled iced tea,” he said dryly.
“So Taylor drove her to the supermarket to pick some up. They’ll be
back soon.”

“Pineapple flavored, right?”

“I think that was it. I promised Taylor I’d
get out of here when you guys set up. I got some stuff to do in the
office anyway.”

“Oh, okay,” I said uncertainly.

“You can get undressed there in the cabin and
pour yourself some ice water. Or there’s colas and fruit juices in
the fridge inside.”

I felt a hard little jolt when he said, ‘get
undressed’. He might be Taylor’s father but I’d never met him
before and he sure didn’t present himself like a father. Fathers
weren’t supposed to be as sexy-looking as him. Like I said, I’ve
never been around a guy so ripped, so… muscular, and masculine, and
with his skin gleaming black the way it was I just wanted to run my
fingers across his chest.

“Oh, well, I already have my bikini on
underneath,” I said, hoping I wasn’t blushing.

He kind of grinned a little lazily. “Yeah, I
kind of figured that was a bikini bra on account of that top
doesn’t really hide a lot.”

I felt my skin warming. “I only had a few
blocks to drive,” I said.

“Hey, if it was up to me, baby, pretty girls
could wear their bikinis everywhere they went.”

I laughed a little too much, feeling this
hot, crackling sexual charge of something rippling up my spine. I
suddenly felt a tremendous anxiety that my nipples were going to be
so hard he would notice and then know that I thought he was
incredibly hot and sexy.

“Maybe I’ll take a little quick dip before
putting on ask my sunscreen,” I gulped, turning away from him.

I toed my sandals off, pulled the tank top up
and over my head, and tossed it on an empty lounge chair. And then,
knowing my face was getting flushed, slipped my thumbs into my
shorts and started to peel them down and off.

And as I started I suddenly remembered I was
wearing a thong! I don’t wear thongs in public. I only wear them
for places like this where according to Ashley, there weren’t going
to be any guys around. That way I get a better tan. But it was too
late now. I sure didn’t want to squeal like a child and yank my
pants back up and then refuse to remove them until he left.

That would’ve been absolutely
humiliating!

I practically ran to the pool and dove in. At
least now if my nipples were hard – and they definitely felt hard –
he’d think it was the cold water!

I hoped the cold water would also cool down
my face because knowing he’d been staring at my nearly bare ass had
definitely reddened my skin. But even under water I could feel my
face burning! Like I said, I’d never worn a thong in public where
there were guys around! And this was a really hot-looking guy! Even
if he was a man.

I couldn’t stay in the pool forever, though,
without looking just as childish as if I’d squealed and refused to
undress. Plus, to be absolutely honest, a part of me felt a
delicious sense of edgy heat at having shown off like that – even
if I hadn’t meant to, you know, flaunt myself.

Everyone says I have a great ass, after
all.

He was sitting sideways on one of the lounge
chairs, examining his phone when I came out of the pool and walked
back. My heart was still pounding kind of hard, feeling a tight
little knot low in my abdomen as I approached.

I knew I looked good in the bikini. Although
of course, my normal straight brown hair was now a tangled mess. I
reached up and gave it a twist and pull so that water trickled down
my back, then casually picked up the towel I brought and tried to
look nonchalant as I toweled off the water.

“You sure must work out a lot,” I said.

“If a man doesn’t have self-discipline, he’s
not much of a man,” he said. “Keeping your body in shape also keeps
the mind in shape, prevents it from going slack.”

His eyes slid down my body again, not trying
to hide it.

“You must work out yourself.”

And then he kind of reached up and gently
prodded his big index finger against my abdomen.

“Usually girls are soft as mush here. But you
look nice and toned.”

“I uhm, yeah, I work out,” I gulped, feeling
my face flushing again.

The fingers turned into a hand, or at least
the fronts of his fingers caressed my abdomen and stomach.

“Congratulations. You’re doing a good job of
it.”

“The feel of his fingers against my flesh
sent an instant little jolt of heat down between my legs and I
swallowed several times before responding.

“Th-Thanks,” I gulped. “I like to keep
fit.”

“Well, you look fit. I’m impressed. I like a
girl who shows enough self-discipline to exercise properly and
doesn’t just want to firm up her butt and chest muscles.”

His eyes slid upward off my abdomen as he
removed his fingers and he grinned when he looked at my face.
“Though it looks like you’re doing well with chest muscles,
too.”

What did he mean by that!? Was he talking
about my breasts!?

“A girl your size wants to keep those chest
muscles tight so she doesn’t sag later in life.”

Oh my God! He was talking about my boobs!
Although he was talking more like a dad would, I guess. Not that my
dad would ever dare talk about my boobs.

I cringed a bit, blushing, but I also felt a
wild rush at him being impressed by my boobs!

. “Oh well, they’re not that big,” I
gulped.

“They look plenty big to me, honey. Enough
size to enjoy playing with without getting top-heavy,” he said with
a lazy grin.

Yikes!”

I gave an embarrassed laugh. But while his
words made me self-conscious I felt another little flutter of heat
in my belly, and my breasts sort of throbbed with my rapidly
beating heart.

“Better put on some sunscreen, girl. The sun
isn’t kind to that fair skin of yours.”

“N-No, it isn’t. I mean yes I should!”

I had brought some of my own but he gestured
to the bottle on the table, then picked it up and tossed it to me.
“Use this stuff. It’s ridiculously expensive, but it’s supposed to
be really good for your skin.”

“Oh, um, thanks,” I gulped.

I squeezed some out into my palm and began to
spread it over my safer body parts.

“So you’re the Sloane who decided not to go
to college and then changed her mind, right?”

“Yeah,” I said ruefully. “I didn’t realize
how working at the kinds of jobs you get for my school kind of
sucks.”

I spread the sunscreen over my shoulders and
then over my upper chest. I was wearing, a triangle bikini which
left me in a bit of a quandary. I mean, part of my breasts were
showing. Did I want to put lotion on them while he watched or turn
my back to him and show him my bare butt!? Because it had to be one
or the other. If he was a guy I knew I wouldn’t mind teasing him at
all, but he was a man, an older man, and Taylor’s father!

And yet he was super-hot looking, which
didn’t go well with being someone’s dad. So I was kind of all
screwed up in my head here. I wound up turning my back to him as
casual as I could as I spread the oil down over the visible
portions of my breasts and then down my belly below that. I
couldn’t go any lower without bending over and really flashing him
my butt so I turned around towards him.

And that led to another fucking problem!
Because I had to bend over in my little bikini top right in front
of where he was sitting. I was hoping he wasn’t thinking I was
doing this to like a cocktease, and very self-conscious because of
that as I spread the oil down my thighs.

“Want any help with that?” he asked with a
grin.

“N-N-No thanks!” I squeaked.

My pulse was really racing and I knew my
nipples were rock hard. I also was desperately afraid I was making
a fool out of myself in front of this MAN. He probably just thought
I was some frippery little girl who was trying to tease him. I mean
a guy that looked like this probably got so many offers every day
he didn’t know what to do with them.

I tried to keep my breath steady as I
straightened up again.

“I wonder what’s keeping them?” I gulped.

“Two girls shopping? I shudder to think,” he
said in amusement.

“I should text them. Oh, I left my phone on
my bike. I was using the GPS to be sure I got the right house and
it’s clipped to my handlebars.”

I headed for the door.

“Garage entrance is to the left of the
stairs,” he said.

I walked through the kitchen and then down
the hall to the front door with the stairs and turned left and went
around them. There was a heavy, outside type door there and I
opened it and found the two-car garage. He had closed the garage
door so there was no light, and I couldn’t seem to find the
switch.

I yelped in surprise as he came up behind me
and he grinned down at me.

“The light switch here always surprises
people because of the way the joints in the wall run the easiest
place to put it was down low on the left. He reached past me and
the lights flicked on.

“Oh thanks a lot, Mr. Johnston,” I said.

It was a big garage and half empty. No doubt
Taylor had taken one of the cars. The one remaining was a big,
black Audi sedan.

“Nice car, I said.

I turned and unclipped my phone from the bike
and when I turned around I found him standing right in front of me.
I felt my heart beating faster. I mean, for some reason wearing so
little in the way of clothing inside didn’t feel the same as doing
it out by a pool.

It felt more… naked.

Especially with his dark eyes on me and all
that black skin glistening in front of me.

I stared up at him for long seconds, my chest
tight enough to make my breathing a little rough, my heart pounding
and pulse racing.

Then he brought one of his huge hands in, the
left one, and his fingers and thumb kind of slid in around my neck.
They didn’t squeeze or anything. Not exactly. But I suddenly felt
myself transfixed, locked in place, unable to even breathe as he
looked down at me.

His big hand kind of shifted, tilting my jaw
up, and then he leaned in and kissed me very softly on the
lips.

I was stunned! I just stood there in place,
my arms kind of at my sides as his lips moved against mine. They
started in slow and soft and then became more demanding, more
passionate. A dark heat began to sweep through me, my nipples
tingling and my lower belly throbbing. I felt as if I was trembling
as his mouth, his lips caught mine and his tongue dipped in.

I was frozen for long seconds, completely
unable to think except that even with my brain frozen he was one
heck of a kisser. That was impossible to ignore. I’d kissed a lot
of duds and this one was just phenomenal! I dropped my phone on the
floor, fortunately, it was in a case, but I practically forgot I
had it.

My hands rose onto those powerful arms and
followed them, trembling slightly up onto his broad shoulders even
as that hand around my neck moved me gently aside and then back
against the wall, kind of pinning me there as his mouth became even
more demanding.

It was hard to breathe given how tight my
chest was, and I moaned into his mouth as I finally started to kiss
back. But I felt like I was way overmatched here. His tongue was
doing odd little things to mine, dipping and stroking as his lips
moved against my mouth in a way that was making my whole body thrum
with sexual tension.

His right hand took my left wrist in a soft
grip that was still as strong as iron and moved my hand slowly down
along his chest as he continued to kiss me. And that kiss was like
an education in itself. He was the best kisser I’d ever met and I
was already learning stuff from him as his tongue and lips teased
and caressed me.

But the feel of my hand along his soft,
slick, heavily muscled chest sent a rush of something powerful down
between my legs. I knew this was crazy, but I couldn’t say or do
anything, didn’t want to say or do anything that would stop it.

He brought my hand back and forth and down
along his muscled abdomen and then turned my hand and pushed my
fingers down through the loose, elastic waistband of his swim
trunks. I felt an incredible jolt and instinctively tried to pull
my hand back. But that was impossible given his strength.

My hand slid down and I felt the long, hard
thickness of him against my fingers. My knees got rubbery and
almost gave way as my fingers closed around his cock with a sense
of amazement, and no little trepidation. Because it felt huge!

He released my wrist and neck and pushed his
swim trunks down over his hips so they fell to his ankles. He
stepped out of them as I stared down at his big black cock held in
the palm of my small white hand. My blue eyes were enormous as I
slowly slid my hand up and down its length.

“On your knees, girl,” he said, his voice a
low, deep growl.

My knees practically buckled and I moaned,
gulping in air as I reached out for his cock with my other hand
too. I licked my lips anxiously, trembling a bit as I pulled the
thick black head against my lips. I let it push forward into my
mouth, spreading my lips wider and wider. My tongue swept back and
forth along the underside of the head and I started to suck
rhythmically.

He was long enough that I could easily fit
both hands around the shaft without touching his balls, but I
couldn’t enclose the thickness of him in either hand. I bobbed my
lips up and down, taking the head as deep as I could.

I had been practicing very strongly to master
the art of deep throat, and was getting pretty good at it. But I
didn’t dare try to take this monster down my throat for fear of
choking myself.

While I’d been sucking on him he’d been
playing with my hair, gathering it up into a mass above my head and
holding it in his fist. Suddenly I felt pressure that was
irresistible and gasped, forcing myself up at the pull on my
hair.

He reached down and took my wrists in his
hands and lifted them up above my head, crossing them together and
pressing them back against the wall to hold them in place with one
big hand as he leaned in and kissed me again.

His right hand cupped my left breast,
kneading it softly then slid around behind me and undid the bra
clasp. I shuddered, heat growing within me as his hand cupped and
squeezed my bare breast. The feel of his bare hand against my soft
skin made my pussy throb hungrily! I moaned as his fingers stroked
my rigid nipple, gulping in air.

Then he abandoned it, his hand sliding down
my oiled body and pushing into the small triangle of fabric over my
sex. As his slick fingers found the line of my sex the pads of his
fingers began to immediately rub against me there.

The rush of sensation was overwhelming, and
my hips bucked helplessly against him.

He let out a low chuckle. “Responsive little
girl, aren’t you baby.”

He pulled his hand up and out of my bikini
bottom up and then undid the strap behind my neck, both his hands
pushing the bikini straps down my arms.

My brain was locked up, spinning its wheels
wildly. This was insane, absolutely crazy, not to mention totally
slutty. There was no way in the world I should be letting him do
this, and yet there was just no way I could stop! My body was
already just burning up with heat!

He lifted my wrists up and back above my head
again, crossing them there, then reached up above me, tilting his
head back momentarily. I wasn’t sure what he was doing until I felt
something.. a strap of some kind wrapping around my wrists.

Only then did I caught my head up and back in
confusion and uncertainty to see him wrapping the leather strap
tightly and firmly around my crust wrists.

“Wh-Wh-What are you doing!?” I squeaked.

“Live and learn, baby girl,” he purred.

He dropped his hands and I found my wrists
locked in place, tied firmly in place above me. I felt another
sense of shock and another powerful rush of almost breathtaking
heat!

His dark eyes bored into me then his big
hands gripped me around the waist, almost encircling me as he
pulled me forward. With my wrists tied back, that forced my back to
arch and he leaned in and down, taking the center of my left breast
into his mouth.

I have found after some years of experience,
that guys generally don’t know what to do with a girl’s breasts.
They usually treat them like squeeze toys, squeezing too hard, and
then they know from videos to lick and suck on the nipples. But
they don’t know much else.

Mr. Johnston knew exactly what to do. His
tongue worked as skillfully on my throbbing nipple as it had on my
own tongue, sweeping and swirling and circling as his lips suck
rhythmically. His teeth bit in gently, but not too gently.

His hands, meanwhile, were gently but firmly
kneading my breasts, lifting and squeezing them skillfully. He
shifted his lips to the other breast, chewing and sucking and
licking until they were both throbbing, the nipples on fire.

There wasn’t anything for me to do but stand
there, trying to control my ragged breathing as I moaned and gasped
at the sensations flooding through me. When he lowered himself,
dropping and tugging my bikini bottoms down my legs I felt another
wild massive rush of dark heat and wonder as I stood exposed before
him.

His big hands forced my legs apart, which
tightened the strap much more against my wrists and reminded me
that I was in effect a helpless prisoner! The thought of that was
weirdly exciting to a degree I never would have imagined. And then
his tongue lapped up along the naked line of my sex and I
practically came right then and there.

I made a low, gurgling sound and my hips
ground frantically against him even as he began to tongue me. His
big thumbs gently spread the lips of my sex and as his tongue swept
across my clitoris the orgasm exploded within me. I cried out in
helpless pleasure, astonished by the force of the sensations
suddenly swamping my mind.

I twisted and writhed in place, my wrists
pulling against the straps, my back arching, my hips spasming. But
my thighs were held firmly in his grip as his tongue swept
furiously against that burning, screaming ember at the top of my
sex.

I cried all the air out of my lungs twisting
in mindless animal passion, wallowing in the overload of sensation,
filled with shock and disbelief at the intensity of it especially
as he continued long past the duration of most of my climaxes.

My buttocks slapped and ground against the
wall behind me as my head rolled back, the entire surface of my
skin seemingly radiating heat.
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He chuckled low in his throat again and
looked up at my body as my chin dropped to my heaving chest. I went
limp and momentarily just hung there from my wrists before managing
to get my leg muscles to work again.

“You are one responsive little fuck toy,
baby,” he said with a grin.

And then his eyes dropped down again and he
resumed licking me. His tongue moved up and down the line of my sex
and his thumb spread me open again and he pushed his big fat,
incredibly long tongue impossibly deep into the tight little silken
opening.

I whimpered low in my throat, gulping in air,
chest tight, trying to fit my shattered mind together again as his
tongue pumped in and out, twisting and turning within me. He pulled
it free and got his lips around my clitoris to massage and suck
gently.

One of his fingers pushed up inside me that,
like everything about him, it was big. I moaned as I felt that big
finger pushing into my body, then felt it stretching me as it was
joined by a second. This guy’s fingers were huge!

“Nice and tight and juicy,” he growled.

His fingers slid slowly up and down inside me
as he resumed licking and sucking on my clitoris. The orgasm had
left me dazed, but my body was still bubbling and shivering with
heat. And the sensations he roused were at first uncomfortable
against my hypersensitive little button. Pretty soon, though, they
morphed into something much more intense.

His mouth was just as good down there as it
had been against my own mouth and I was soon writhing helplessly in
place once again. He stood up with a grin and then walked over to
the worktable. He took something from a drawer and came back to me
even as I stood there trembling and shaking and gulping in air.

His hand gripped my hair and tugged my head
up and back.

“Open your mouth wide, baby girl,” he said
with a grin.

He was pushing something against my mouth and
I dazedly obeyed, even as the push came stronger and forced me to
open my jaw wider. I got a brief glimpse of what looked like a
black cock or at least the first three inches of a thick black cock
pushing into my mouth. Then there was a leather pad at the base
which pressed down over my lips and which he strapped around behind
my head.

“In case the girls return, I don’t want them
to hear you screaming in pleasure,” he said.

He grinned and ran his hands up and down my
body, kneading and stroking my breasts. He dropped one hand down
then, pushing his fingers in between my legs to rub me so
skillfully I squirmed and rolled my hips as I squealed and cried
out around the gag in my mouth.

I was gagged! I was tied up naked and gagged!
That idea should’ve shocked me more than it did. But it had become
almost irrelevant given the incredible intensity of the passion and
heat in my mind and body.

Now he roughly spun me around so that I faced
the wall and jerked my hips back. He slapped my bottom sharply
enough to make me cry out and I heard him chuckle again.

“Spread your legs, baby girl. Daddy’s gonna
give you a good ride on the wild side.”

I felt his big cock pressing against the
inside of my thigh then he reached around my hip, his hand going
down between my legs to grasp his cock carefully. His other hand
slid around my chest, squeezing my breast as he rubbed the head of
his thick cock up and down along my sex.

“You ready for this, white girl? You ready
for my big black cock inside your belly?” he growled.

He was holding the head against me as he
rubbed it slowly up and down, focusing on the top of my sex,
rubbing against my swollen, throbbing clitoris. Then he eased it
back and I felt the pressure against me as it slowly forced its way
through the lips of my sex.

I felt a sense of wonder and unreality. How
had I allowed this to happen? This wasn’t the sort of thing I did!
Not with anyone, let alone with someone’s DAD! Oh my God, imagine
if we got caught!

I gasped as the thickness stretch me wider
and wider. It ached but that heat was so intense that even the
aching sent another flood of burning liquid heat through my mind.
The heat only grew more intense as I felt him pushing slowly up
into my body, his big cock stretching out the type, elastic walls
of my sex as he forced it higher and deeper.

Oh my God! He felt enormous!

This is really happening, I thought wildly.
He’s really gonna fuck me!

I moaned helplessly as he began to move in
and out, his big hands gripping my hips and thighs to hold my butt
up and back as he worked himself into me. His big hands slid down
under my thighs in front, or at least most of the fingers did. His
thumbs pushed in along the top of my sex and began to kind of rub
and stroke against my clit from either side.

The head of his cock punched deep inside me
as roiling waves of burning liquid heat flooded through my body and
mind. My body trembled and shook as I struggled to breathe, my
chest so tight I could hardly do more than pant and moan and cry
out.

A kind of sexual fever took hold of my mind
and body as the passion grew more powerful I lost all self-control.
Another massive orgasm shattered my mind and I screamed around the
gag, throwing my hips back frantically to impale myself on his big
black cock.

His teeth were chewing on the nape of my
neck, his breath hot against my ear.

“Come for me, baby bitch!” he growled. “Come
on my black cock, you sexy little slut!”

I didn’t care how much it hurt. I wanted
every inch of him inside me and drove myself back furiously until I
finally felt his hips against my buttocks and knew I had the whole
length of him inside me. That gave me an incredible sensation of
elation, of a strangely unknown need satisfied.

Of course, he didn’t stay buried inside me
for long. He ground himself against me and I felt his cock high in
my abdomen, shifting and pushing against my insides before he
pulled back and started to thrust. Even as I was wallowing in the
orgasm, my mind overcome by waves of pleasure, he began to thrust
hard and fast.

His big cock was churning up my belly, the
head punching against the back wall of my sex as his hips slapped
so hard against my buttocks my whole body was shuddering with every
blow. My eyes rolled back in my head and now seemed to roll around
dizzily as my head bobbed up and down due to the hammering of his
hips.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” I gasped
around the gag.

I cried out as he yanked on my hair, pulling
my head roughly up and back, his lips sucking against the side of
my throat as he ground himself against me.

“Hot little bitch!” he growled.

His hands roughly mauled my breasts, then one
slid down between my legs, his fingers finding my clitoris. The
other slid up to encircle my throat, pushing my head up and back
even while squeezing firmly so that I could hardly breathe.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out, white
girl!” He growled.

I gurgled helplessly, mouth open, trying to
breathe as my chest burned and my head began to pound.

“Tell me you love my cock, bitch! Say
it!”

His fingers eased around my neck then slapped
lightly at my cheek as his lips pressed against my earlobe.

“Say it!”

How could I talk when I was gagged, I thought
dazedly.

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I l-love your cock!” I gasped; the words
largely unintelligible around the gag.

Still, I had said them, and that seemed to
satisfy him.

“Sexy little slut! Tell me you’re my slut,
baby! Say it!”

He tightened his hand around my throat again
just as I was sucking in ragged breaths of air and my eyes
bulged.

“Say it, slut!”

I couldn’t speak because of how tight his
hand was around my throat but then he eased off again.

“Say it!”

“I-I’m your s-slut!” I gasped around the gag,
though again, I didn’t know if he could even understand the
words

He abandoned my throat, gripping my hair
again and yanking my head back, his other hand roughly fingering my
clitoris, the rest of his hand pushing up and back on my pubic bone
as his cock punched into me hard and fast.

I gurgled and gasped and grunted, gulping in
ragged breaths of air, dazed and overwhelmed as my body shook to
the pounding of his hard, powerful thrusts.

Suddenly he pulled out and roughly spun me
around again. He dropped to his knees and closed around my legs
behind the knees, lifting them up and back as his tongue whipped
furiously across my clitoris.

My wrists ached as much of my weight fell on
the strap binding them, but the wild flaring of sensation between
my legs made me cry out in dazed pleasure as he sucked hungrily on
my hot little button and then rose, my legs still gripped in his
powerful hands.

He shoved my knees up and back against the
wall on either side of me as he pressed his stiff cock against my
opening and pushed up inside me. He drove himself into me to the
hilt while he pinned me to the wall like a butterfly, and then his
hips went into overdrive, pounding against me with savage hunger
and passion.

His big cock was a joint black spear of flesh
tearing up my insides. It ached inside me but I had never felt so
wildly alive and filled with passion and need as I stared back at
him through glazed eyes. My mind tumbled and turned through a storm
of sensation. And then another orgasm hit me and I lost all hint of
self-control once again.

He continued to pound his heavy body against
me, using almost the full length of his enormous cock with every
stroke. The orgasm churned through my body and mind for endless
seconds while I forgot to breathe or care about breathing.

Sometime in the midst of it, I think he came
as well, for his strokes shortened and he pressed his heavy body
more firmly against me, crushing me against the wall as his hand
slid down my legs until they were gripping my buttocks and thighs
to hold my legs up and apart.

*

What I wanted to do after that was run home
and try to put my head back together and figure out what had
happened and why and what if anything I was going to do about it.
But that didn’t seem to be an option. He removed the gag and strap
and started to go back inside but halted in the doorway.

“The girls are back,” he said.

Which meant I couldn’t just take off because
they would see my sandals, shorts, and top. Actually, I was amazed
they hadn’t come looking for me. I hoped that meant they had just
gotten back. I hurriedly donned my bikini and followed him out the
door and out to the backyard, my number one priority making sure
nobody suspected anything.

“There you are!” Ashley said. “We were just
about to go looking for you.”

“I uhm left my phone attached to my bike when
I was using the GPS,” I said, “but it got stuck I had some trouble
getting it loose from the frame.”

It seemed like a lame excuse to me but they
didn’t seem to find it suspicious. I figured they had just gotten
there. I was flushed and overheated, in no small part because of
the exertion in the un-air-conditioned garage and so headed for the
pool and half fell in.

It was strangely peaceful under the water and
I definitely needed some peace and quiet to try and figure out what
the hell I had just done. I was amazed at myself but also
astonished at the intensity of the passion and pleasure I had just
experienced. For they were like no other in my experience. Taken
altogether all I could think was wow!

I mean, that had been insane!

I put sunscreen on again and settled down on
one of the loungers while the other two chatted away. Ashley was a
bleached blonde, a petite girl with a slim figure and bright brown
eyes.

Taylor had light brown skin, so I was
assuming her mother was not as dark as her father. But she was
tall, as well, and had his eyes and cheekbones. She had long dark
hair which was straight enough and looked real enough that I
wondered if her mother was white. But that wasn’t the kind of thing
that would be polite to ask.

I generally just nodded my head and went
“hmmm,” a lot as they talked while my mind tried to work through
the astonishment at what I had allowed to happen.

On the one hand, that had been the most
incredibly exciting sexual experience of my life. And I thought I
had learned a lot. On the other hand that had been the sluttiest
thing I had ever done by far. And if word got out my name would be
mud. But it didn’t seem like these two knew about it and was very
unlikely Mr. Johnston was going to be bragging much. Or if he was
it would be in a bar to some other middle-aged guy. So my secret
should, hopefully, be safe.

I still kind of ached inside, but I didn’t
think he’d actually done any real damage. Every time I remembered
the size of that big cock, though, I felt a new sense of amazement
that he had gotten it all inside me.

The more I settled down the more I felt sort
of smug about what I had done. Because it was something really
mature and sophisticated that a boring girl like me would never
engage in. People would be shocked if they knew. Not that I wanted
them to know, of course, but I always wanted people to think I was
kind of sophisticated and sexy.

I liked to think that myself, though of
course, I had plenty of doubts.

“You’re pretty quiet today, Sloane,” Ashley
said.

“I’m just… relaxing. It’s so beautiful and
comfortable here,” I said gesturing around me.

“Yeah, it is a beautiful backyard,” she said.
“I wish our backyard looked like this.”

“Me too,” I said.

“My father calls it his little slice of
paradise,” Taylor said.

“It is,” Ashley replied.

It had certainly been like a paradise in the
garage, I thought but didn’t say.

“All we need is a snake to offer us an
apple,” Ashley said with a snicker.

“Or a man to offer us his snake,” Taylor
replied with a laugh.

“Yeah, like your father,” I felt like
saying.

A King Cobra snake that one!

We transferred to the pool with the aid of
some inflatables and played around there. I enjoyed myself, though
it was impossible to forget what had transpired between me and
Taylor’s father. I figured it was probably a one-time thing, and
that was probably for the best. But I couldn’t help feeling a
little sense of longing to see what would happen the next time if
there was one.

I mean, would he tie me up again? I shivered
a little at the thought. I’d felt so completely helpless,
completely at his mercy, and yet that had been a strangely twisted
but wickedly passionate feeling. It was a feeling I would like to
feel again, something I wanted to explore.

But of course, that was unlikely. And it
certainly wasn’t something I could explore with any of the guys I
knew. None of them could keep their mouths shut if they were
involved in something as hot and kinky as that with me. They were
so immature about sex!

I did get from Taylor the information that
her father was divorced. That pleased me. At least I wasn’t an
adulteress. Although of course, I was still a slut. But, oddly
enough, I didn’t feel all that guilty. It was like I had been
overwhelmed by a force of nature or something and hadn’t really had
much choice. Everything had happened too fast to really think about
it.

The two of them started talking about the
colleges they were going to next month, which left me feeling
vaguely depressed. It was too late, by the time I realized working
was not a fun thing and maybe going to college would postpone that
for a few years for me to apply to anywhere decent.

I was going to have to go through the fall
and winter and next summer as a waitress unless I could find other
work that paid better.

I was a little surprised when Taylor removed
her top. She’s got okay breasts, though not as good as mine.

“Aren’t you afraid someone will see, maybe
get a picture or something?” Ashley asked, looking around.

“Nah, we check regularly to make sure there
are no cameras, and there’s no way for anyone to see over the
hedges,” Taylor said.

“I have teenage boys living next door,”
Ashley said. “I guarantee you if they knew there was a pool in my
backyard they would find a way to sneak a peek of me and my
friends, especially if they thought we might be doing some skinny
dipping or topless bathing.”

“I don’t know why guys are so crazy for naked
pictures,” Taylor said. “There’s a gazillion of them on the
Internet.”

“But they are,” Ashley replied. “And some
girls even make money off them on the Internet. Like you said
there’s a gazillion of them so I don’t know why anyone would pay
for it but they do.”

“I wouldn’t mind if strangers on the Internet
paid me to see me naked,” Taylor said with a smirk, “as long as I
didn’t have to worry about pictures getting back to people I
knew.”

“They don’t just want pictures though,”
Ashley said. They want videos. And they want more than just a naked
girl in them.”

“Hey, if they pay me enough, I don’t mind
putting on a show for them,” Taylor said in amusement.

“Porn star!” Ashley teased.

“Only if I can have sex with only who I want
to.”

“You should get an account and show everybody
your body on the Internet,” Ashley said, turning to me.”

“Me? Why should I?”

“Because you have a fabulous body to go with
that pretty face. You’d make a lot of money.”

“What good would money do me when I was dead?
Which is what I would be if my family found out.”

Although I had to admit to myself that the
idea of baring my body before people I couldn’t see because they
were behind the camera would be kind of wickedly exciting. I
couldn’t do it in person, but taking video and showing off on the
Internet to people thousands of miles away, that I could do.

Ashley removed her top and then they teased
me until I removed mine. Taylor was impressed by my breasts and
said I should put them on the internet. I laughed that off, of
course, and went inside to get some fruit drink. When I brought it
back out again and was about to sit down I saw her holding her
phone up and taking a picture.

“Hey!” I yelped, quickly putting down the
drink and putting my arm across my breasts,

She laughed and she and Ashley looked at the
photo and commented on how great my breasts looked.

“You delete that right now!” I exclaimed.

“Why? Nobody would know it was you.”

Then she showed me the picture and I felt a
little better because it was just a picture of my breasts and
shoulders. She was right. No one would be able to tell that was me
from that picture. I still tried to get it back but she refused,
teasing and taunting me, with Ashley joining in and I finally gave
up on it.
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I didn’t think much about that picture until
the next day when I got a text from Ashley, who was much amused.
She said that Taylor had put it on the Internet, to some website
where guys voted on best breasts and it had gotten a very high
score. Although some of them had thought my boobs were fake because
they were too perfect

She sent me a link to the website and I
clicked on it and looked in disbelief at the sight of my breasts
and then a bunch of discussions from people I didn’t know afterward
about my nipples and how round my breasts were and whether they
were fake or not.

At first, I was angry and embarrassed, but
honestly, there was no way for anyone to know that was me, or even
guess that was me, let alone prove it. There were tons and tons of
boobs on the site. Plus there were other voting things for
best-looking pussy and best-looking ass, and even best-looking
feet. Why the fuck would anyone care about feet?!

After a bit, I did think it was kind of cool
that basically, I was showing off my boobs to hundreds, maybe
thousands of guys. And they certainly seemed to like them. Not that
that was a big surprise. I’d never found a guy who didn’t.

I had taken lots of naked pictures of myself,
of course, and even videos, but I had deleted all of them for fear
that someone might somehow get hold of my phone, or hack into the
account. I like how I look naked. I like how excited guys get when
they see me. The idea of flaunting myself naked in front of a whole
pile of men was exciting but way too embarrassing to contemplate in
real life.

But it was an interesting thought to do it on
the Internet, as long as nobody could tell who I was.

That evening I went to work in my usual
outfit, and the idea of guys looking at me and wanting me and
lusting over me was fresh in my mind as I lightly flirted with the
men at the tables in order to improve my tips.

It felt more sexual this time. Maybe because
I now had pretty strong evidence of just what sorts of things these
middle-aged guys wanted to do to me and my body. The idea was still
kind of icky, for most of them. I didn’t think any of them were as
handsome, as muscular, or as powerfully and impressively built as
Mr. Johnston.

It was hard to keep the memory of that body
and cock out of my mind for long. I was also flirting with the idea
of figuring out a way to see him again. I was awfully curious about
what else he would do to me and how hot and sexy and wild and kinky
it would be.

The thought of having boring old ordinary sex
with one of the guys I knew paled in comparison with the red-hot
nasty stuff he would likely do to me! Which was … strange. I mean,
he hadn’t been the least bit romantic, or even nice! He’d used me
ruthlessly, savagely! He’d manhandled me and just… just pounded
into me!

Of course, he’d also given me the best oral
sex I’d ever had… So he certainly knew what to do to turn a girl
on.

So anyway, when I got a text from Ashley
suggesting we go over to Taylor’s again the next day I was all in!
Unfortunately, when I got there, Taylor said her father was at
work. That was disappointing, but at least it was still a beautiful
backyard on a nice warm day.

I parked in the garage again and Taylor
closed it up as I looked at the empty spot where the Audi had
parked. The other car was a Toyota that was sitting in the driveway
outside the now-closed garage door.

Ashley was already topless when Taylor led me
through the house and out back. That reminded me of the picture
taken and made me a bit doubtful about removing my own top. I had a
quick dip, and settled in on one of the chaise lounges, then took
the bottle of sunscreen Taylor tossed to me and began spreading it
over my body. They were talking about college this fall which just
ticked me off because it reminded me that I was wasting a year.

Ashley had removed her top while I was in the
pool but I still had mine on.

“Sloane’s hiding her lovely breasts from us,”
Ashley teased.

I gave her the finger.

“It’s just as well,” Taylor said, “If we were
to see such perfect breasts we’d probably go insane with lust.”

“That’s what some guys on that website said,”
Ashley informed me.

I rolled my eyes and shrugged in irritation.
“You were the one who put the picture up, not me.”

They both laughed.

“Well, we didn’t mean for you to get all
self-conscious about that,” Ashley said.

“I’m not self-conscious!” I said you
self-consciously.

They both looked at me and smirked and I
rolled my eyes.

“Fine!” I exclaimed, undoing my top and
removing it.

“Oh my God, they’re so perfect!” Ashley
squealed in a high, falsetto voice.

“I may lose all self-control!” Taylor said,
staring at my breasts with huge eyes.

“Need any help putting sunscreen on them?!”
Ashley asked, letting her tongue hang out.

“You guys!” I said in annoyance as they
laughed at me.

I was sitting in the middle lounger with
Ashley on my left and Taylor on my right. I quickly put some
sunscreen on my breasts and then lay back on the lounger. The thing
was that this lounge chair was different from the other two in that
it had a shorter backrest. I had to sit up a bit more or my head
would hang over the top. The other two could lay back flat if they
wanted and their heads would be fully supported.

Not that they were. Instead, they were making
ridiculous panting, lust-crazed faces as they stared in exaggerated
fashion at my breasts.

“I must touch them!” Ashley moaned as she sat
up further and reached across from my chest.

I slapped her hand away. “Get away from me,
you kook.”

“Me too!” Taylor exclaimed.

“You guys!” I protested, covering my chest
with my arms and hands.

They both laughed at me again.

“You should be proud of your boobs, girl.
Show them off more,” Taylor said.

“They’re just boobs,” I said
uncomfortably.

“So why hide them?”

“Because you two are acting like lust-crazed
lesbians.”

“Maybe we are lust-crazed lesbians,” Ashley
said. “Just the sight of your perfect breasts has turned us
gay.”

“Wait, I have a boyfriend,” Taylor said.

“Dump him!”

“No way, girl! He is hot!”

“Fine, you can be bisexual or something
then.”

“I need a new job,” I said, in hopes of
changing the subject.

“What? You don’t like being a kilt girl?”

“I want something that pays better.”

“Internet porn!”

“No!”

“Didn’t you say you had to create a website
for your internet media class?” Ashley asked Taylor.

“Yeah, but I don’t think they meant a porn
site,” she said with a laugh.

“You can practice by making Sloane a porn
site.”

“With what content?”

“We’ll take tons of naked pictures and videos
of Sloane!”

“Not in this world!” I exclaimed.

“Why not? You got a great body. It would
fetch you a lot of money.”

“And a lot of fame around town!”

“You can actually build sites that refuse
connections from IP addresses in certain locations,” Taylor said,
“Like America.”

“Really?”

“Then nobody would see your pictures but
foreigners!”

“Yeah, un till hey save them and then
reposted them somewhere else!”

“Phhht. There’s trillions of naked pictures.
You’d have to have pretty bad luck to have someone you know spot
yours.”

“Forget it!”

They started talking about school again, and
I got the inflatables and carefully got on one of them in the pool.
They soon joined me and we spent some fun time pushing each other
off our inflatables.

I had to leave, though, so I could get ready
to start my shift at the restaurant. I said goodbye and got my
stuff, then went through the house and into the garage, this time
reaching down and turning the light on. I went over to my bike and
put my stuff in the bag that was slung across the center bar.

I was just about to go and hit the button to
raise the garage door when it opened by itself, though on the other
side. I gulped and felt my pulse starting to race as the black Audi
moved through that door and then parked on the other side of the
garage. The engine turned off and the garage door began to close as
Mr. Johnston got out of the car.

My face flushed immediately and I began to
stutter some kind of awkward greeting, but he simply put his big
hand around my neck again and pushed me back firmly against the
wall.

“Take off your top,” he growled.

I stared up at him, my mouth kind of opening
and closing as I tried to think of what I should say. His eyes were
dark and hungry and I felt heat rolling through me.

“T-Taylor and Ash --.”

His hand squeezed so that I couldn’t speak
anymore, my hands instinctively shot up to grab his thick
wrist.

Put your hands down,” he ordered.

Heart pounding, I obeyed.

He leaned in and kissed me just like he had
the other day, and I moaned helplessly, my hands rising to his
shoulders. He drew back again.

“Take off your top.”

I looked anxiously at the closed garage door
then peeled my tank top up and off. After a moment of hesitation, I
handed my bikini bra and pulled it free. His hand closed around my
neck again, shoving me back against the wall a little harder.
Again, my hands instinctively rose to grasp his wrist.

“Put your hands down at your sides,” he said
in a low growl.

Heart pounding, I obeyed and he leaned in and
kissed me again as his other hand skillfully fondled my breasts.
His hand pushed downwards, following the soft, smooth skin of my
belly, forcing its way in through the waistband of my shorts until
the clasp popped.

His fingers pushed down into my bathing suit
and found my swollen clitoris and I shuddered as he began to stroke
from side to side against it while he continued to kiss me with
growing passion and hunger.

I could hardly believe this was happening
again! But I was still gripped by a wild anxiety, a fear that at
any moment Ashley or Taylor would open the door into the house and
see us.

Mr. Johnston pulled his hand out of my shorts
and brought his fingers up to my lips as he drew back, still
holding me by the neck. He let his fingers trace along my lower lip
then pushed slowly in along my tongue.

“Suck,” he said in a soft voice.

I shuddered and obeyed, licking and sucking
at his big fingers as he slid them deeper into my mouth.

“Tell me you love my black cock, white
girl.”

I moaned dazedly.

He pulled his fingers out, grinning at
me.

“Say it?”

“I-I… I love your black cock!” I gulped.

He swung me around, still holding that big
hand around my neck, and pushed me backward so that I almost
stumbled and would’ve fallen were it not for his strong grip. Then
I felt the side of the car against my newly bare buttocks for a
moment until he spun me around and roughly bent me over.

I gasped as my bare breasts pressed down
against the warm steel, and then I felt his other hand gripping the
waistband of my shorts and pulling it in my thong down and off with
one rough movement.

Crack!

I yelped and he slapped my bottom. Then I
felt his hand on my ankle as he yanked my shirt and shorts off.

“Spread your legs, baby.”

Trembling already I obeyed, only to get
another sharp slap to the bottom.

“Spread them wide!” he ordered. “Rise up on
the balls of your feet and show me what you got for me, white
girl!”

Heat was pouring through me, my breasts
throbbed against the hood of the car as I felt his big hand slid
between my spread thighs and his fingers slide along the already
moist line of my sex. They found my hot little button and began to
rub delicately across it even as something thicker pushed against
my entrance and slid into my body.

It wasn’t nearly big enough to be as big
cock. It was his thumb, and it slid into the knuckle, then pressed
in and down against the fingers which were rubbing at my
clitoris.

“This body was built for fucking,” he said.
“You’re one hot, sexy little fuck doll, baby.”

My hips were already grinding helplessly
against the side of the car, the sensations growing furiously as
his fingers skillfully stroked and rubbed me.

“Beg me to fuck you hard,” he said in a soft
voice.

I shuddered and moaned helplessly.

I felt his other hand slide up my bare back,
gather in my hair and yank at it.

“Say it!”

“P-Please!” I gasped breathlessly.

He slapped my bottom sharply.

“Say it!”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Say please fuck me hard, sir.”

I shuddered.

“Please fuck me hard, Sir!” I whimpered.

His fingers pulled back and I felt the hard,
warm thickness of his cock push against me.

“I love how tight you are, you sexy little
slut.”

And I loved how thick he was as he stretched
me open wide and then began to push deeper and deeper into my
trembling belly. I felt him gather in my hands, drawing my wrists
back behind me, pulling them together, then holding them firmly
within one big hand.

He grabbed my hair again and I yelped as he
pulled it back sharply.

“Say it again,” he demanded. “Beg me to fuck
you hard.”

“Please fuck me hard, Mister Johnstone!” I
gasped

I groaned and whimpered as his big cock
pushed deeper and deeper, making me ache. Then he released my hair
but quickly dropped his big hand over my mouth instead, forcing my
head up and back even more. He started to thrust in and out faster
and harder, and my body began to tremble and shake.

He jammed himself into me to the balls, and
ground herself against my buttocks as he leaned over, his breath
hot in my ear.

“I’m gonna make you my little bitch, white
girl,” he growled, his teeth nibbling at the nape of my neck.

He thrust hard and fast and I gurgled and
moaned and cried out into the palm of his hands as his hips slapped
against my buttocks and his big spear of flesh drove deep into my
belly.

It was hard and fast and rough. The way he
was holding me, the way I was pinned down, his grip on my wrists,
and his hand over my mouth made this feel like one of those wild,
dark fantasies I’d had over the years. You know the kind, where
you’re just roughly taken by some big, macho guy, taken and
used!

My mind was overwhelmed with heat and lust
and passion so quickly that I came within less than a minute,
screaming and shaking and thrusting my hips back against him as he
pounded himself against me.

My mind melted under the frantic heat, my
eyes rolling back in my head as my body trembled and shook, my
muscles spasming as I embraced the pleasure, the hunger, the
ecstasy tearing through my body.

There was no time to think of consequences or
care about things like dignity or reputation. All I cared about,
all I thought about, was pleasure, an overwhelming, howling storm
of pleasure ripping through my mind and body as Mr. Johnston rode
me, as he pounded against me, as he used my body!

Then he pulled back and roughly yanked me
back away from his car. My knees collapsed and I tumbled to the
floor. He gathered in my hair in one hand while his other pumped
roughly up and down along the gleaming black shaft of his cock. I
stared at him, confused, my mind still spinning.

Then he came, shooting his come in big white
wads across my face.

When he was done he rubbed his cock all
across my face, smearing his come into my skin from cheeks to lips
to nose to forehead.

“I want you to go home with my cum all me the
only way you will really over your face, just to show the world
you’re my bitch.”

He grinned and pulled me to my feet, then
rushed me into dressing before opening the garage door again so I
could take off before the girls showed up.

I rode home with his come still wet my face,
dazed at what had happened, by how fast it had happened, at how I
got from routine to scalding passion so very, very quickly.
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I wasn’t sure what he meant about being his
bitch. But I figured it was just something he was saying, like the
other weird shit he said. There was no question of any kind of real
relation between me and a guy more than twice my age. Especially
one who was the father of one of my friends. Nor did I really think
he wanted one, except for sexual.

But he was way too old to be a friend with
benefits, that was for sure, and doing stuff with him was way
dangerous. I mean, if anyone found out…

The smart thing to do would be to stay away
from Mr. Johnston’s house. There was no way I was going to do that,
though, especially since Ashley had taken a liking to that swimming
pool and was over there a lot and kept inviting me over.

Well… plus, my mind was becoming fixated on
the wild, rough, carnal sex I’d had with him those two times. And
every time I thought about it my nipples tingled and my lower belly
thrummed with hunger and heat.

I wasn’t usually a girl to masturbate a lot
but I did it several times a day in the days that followed, and
always with him in my mind, thinking of him doing things to me,
thinking of him sucking me hard, tying me up, using me like his
bitch!

Which is kind of weird because I generally
don’t like guys treating me at all disrespectfully. And previously
most of my sexual fantasies were about gentle, erotic, romantic
sex. I don’t know what you could call happened between Mr. Johnston
and me but it sure as heck wasn’t any of that.

I went back to Taylor’s house a few days
later having been told her father was at work, and again we wound
up in the backyard, idly chatting, topless, joking around. This
time, Ashley took off her bikini bottoms, too. Taylor mocked her
and called her Lady Godiva, but actually just gave her the finger
and then went with it, kind of getting up and dancing around naked
like she was a stripper or something.

Then she threw herself into the swimming
pool. Taylor stood up and then peeled her own off, as well. I
really didn’t have much choice but to do the same.

It felt sexy and weird being completely naked
outside, but the water felt good on my bare skin and it wasn’t like
there was anyone who could see us. We went back to the lounge
chairs and toweled off and then reapplied the sunscreen.

“It’s very natural stuff,” Taylor said, “so
you can put it anywhere. You can even put it in your mouth and it
won’t poison you.”

“You want me to put sunscreen on my tongue?”
Ashley asked in amusement.

“If you want to, blonde girl. I never know
what a blonde will do.”

I pulled on my thong and then used the same
stuff, then the three of us sat back on our chairs to catch some
sun.

“Sloane’s shy,” Ashley said mockingly.

“Hey, what if someone shows up?”

“If someone shows up then we get dressed.

“Well, I’m leaving my top off,” I said.

She rolled her eyes but then stopped
bothering me about it and talked about some kind of movie
instead.

That lasted about ten minutes before Taylor
got up and went inside for another drink. She came back with a
glass of ice water and, oddly enough, a roll of duct tape.

For some reason she pulled off a long strip
just as Ashley called my name. I turned to look at her and she
grinned an evil grin as she sat forward, swung her legs around, and
then put her hands down on my left arm.

At the same time, I felt something at my
right arm and turned my head in confusion to see that Taylor had
laid the strip of duct tape down across my wrist and quickly swept
it underneath the arm of the chair and then up and then over and I
underneath again before I could even react.

“Hey! What are you doing!?” I exclaimed.

“I twisted my head quickly back to see Ashley
holding my other arm down grinning at me as Taylor hurried around
to the other side, both of them giggling and taping my left arm
down to the arm of the chair.

“Are you two out of your minds?!” I
exclaimed.

Taylor went back to her chaise lounge,
sitting down. I glared at her and then Ashley, trying to pull my
arms up off of the arms of the chair.

“There. Now we can see your perfect breasts
and body as much as we want to,” Ashley said.

“You two are turning into perverts,” I
growled.

“Are you kidding me?” Ashley demanded. “I’ve
always been a pervert.”

“Yeah, me too,” Taylor said.

“How am I my supposed to get a drink like
this?” I demanded.

Having my arms taped down was an
uncomfortable reminder of the way Taylor’s father had tied my wrist
above me the other day. And what with the weird stuff swirling in
my mind and my naked state my nipples were already very hard and
stiff and tingling.

Ashley picked up my glass, and, grinned at me
as she held it to my mouth. I glowered back at her and took a sip
but then she pulled it back and spilled ice water down onto my
chest.

I yelped and twisted as the cold water
splashed against my hot skin and trickled down my breasts.

“You bitch!” I exclaimed as she laughed.
This

“That’s not a very nice thing to say,” she
said.

“Let me throw some ice water on your chest
and see how you react.”

“You always like lots of ice in your water,
Sloane,” she said in amusement.

“Not on my boobs!”

“Some girls like ice on their boobs,” Taylor
said with a wicked grin.

Ashley giggled and plucked an ice cube out of
the drink and then brought it down against my left nipple, rubbing
and rolling it there as I squealed and twisted and tried to pull my
arms free. Then Taylor took her cue from Ashley and plucked an ice
cube out of her own drink so that she could rub it back and forth
across my right nipple.

I yelled and cursed and then begged them to
stop as they laughingly rolled the little cubes around and around
my breasts and nipples.

They pulled them away in amusement.

“Your nipples certainly are stiff, Sloane,”
Ashley said.

“No kidding! You practically froze them!” I
exclaimed.

“We’re sorry,” she said in mock apology.

“Yes, if they’re too cold, we’ll warm them up
for you,” Taylor said.

They both slid off their chairs and onto
their knees next to my lounger and then leaned in and to my
astonishment began to lick and then suck on my nipples. I was
speechless for several seconds before finding my voice.

For several seconds I have to admit that I
felt a sudden wild surge of some kind of hot, bubbling excitement
rolling through my body. And there is no question that their mouths
on my breasts felt very, very nice. But of course I was caught off
guard and had no idea of how much of this was playing around or
whether they might actually be in some way serious.

See, we girls fool around like that a lot. I
mean, not that it usually goes as far as to actually suck on a
girl’s nipples. But that’s because we're rarely naked together
unless we actually are doing something like that. But pretending to
make out is something we do all the time as a joke, especially in
front of guys. Touching another girl’s boobs is not generally a big
deal to us.

And they were slobbering over my breasts in a
pretty unsexy way, even if it did feel very good and aroused
certain sensations and thoughts.

“Such perfect nipples!” Ashley moaned in a
fake way.

She massaged my left nipple between her lips
as she sucked lightly.

“I just can’t help myself!” Taylor cried,
sucking hard and fast.

Then they both rose, smirking at me.

“You guys are perverts!” I gulped.

“Nonsense. If we were perverts we would put
on a strap-on dildo and fuck your pretty little body,” Ashley said
in amusement.

“Yeah,” Taylor said, “we’re not going to do
anything like that.”

But she had something in her hand that looked
sort of like an egg if you squeezed it and it kind of flattened and
narrowed at the end instead of breaking. She grinned at me and then
quickly slipped it down the front of my bikini bottom, ignoring my
yelp.

The two of them laughed then and Ashley came
over to sit next to Taylor as they looked down at the cell phone in
their hands.

“What is that!? What are you perverts
doing!?” I gulped.

It started to vibrate. I yelped again and
stared down at the little bulge in the center of my bikini bottom.
The thing was placed right against me and was kind of pulsating
right along the top and center of my sex.

“Ashley!” I exclaimed.

“Taylor just bought this. We want to see if
it works,” Ashley said.

“Yeah, the idea is that your boyfriend can
use it on you when you’re in public. It’s controlled by an app on
your phone.”

“Try that one next,” Ashley suggested.

Taylor did something to her phone and the
thing buzzed even more powerfully. I fought to not show any
reaction even as I wanted to squirm and twist against it.

“T-Take it out!” I gulped

“How does it feel?” Ashley asked.

I wasn’t going to answer that! My chest was
getting tighter and tighter and it was going to be very hard to
keep my voice straight as my pulse raced. I tried to pull my arms
free again but failed. I was rapidly becoming more and more
aroused, but that just made me more anxious. Because I still
thought they were just fooling around and didn’t want to show them
that it was turning me on.

I started to kind of twist and flip my legs,
trying to dislodge the thing and partly shifted it over to one side
in my bikini bottom.

“Oh no you don’t,” Ashley said.

They both grabbed my legs to hold them down
but then as I tried to force them up they changed their minds it
seemed and lifted instead. Still laughing, they brought my knees
back towards the arms of the chair and then produced ropes to wrap
around the arms and around my legs behind the knees.

It didn’t occur to me at the moment to ask
where they had gotten the rope or why it was so conveniently at
hand. My mind was still swirling and churning with a wild confusion
of arousal and anxiety and all I could do was curse them. At least
until Taylor pulled out another piece of duct tape and pressed it
down over my mouth.

Then, still snickering and giggling, they sat
down on one of the chairs while I struggled in place. The way I was
positioned now had the little vibrator even more directly placed
against my clitoris as they played with the app on Taylor’s
phone.

Every time they changed something they would
then look at me to see if I would show a reaction, so I was
struggling not to do so. It was getting more and more difficult
because frankly I was starting to become incredibly aroused by all
this.

“Do you think she’s getting turned on?”
Taylor asked.

“I don’t know. You can ask her.”

“If I take off the tape she’ll say mean
things to us again.”

They both giggled in amusement.

“She really does have lovely breasts,” Ashley
said.”

She reached forward and lightly caressed my
right breast, her fingers rolling my nipple.

“Arch your back for us, Sloane,” Taylor
said.

I glowered at them instead.

Taylor snorted in amusement and then slipped
off the chair and moved behind my chair and I felt her gathering in
my hair behind my head and then pulling it slowly backward. Of
course, that forced my head back and since the top of the backrest
only came to my lower neck she had no trouble pulling my head way
back so I was basically looking upside down at the house behind
me.

“Here, use some of this,” Ashley said.

I couldn’t see what she was doing or what she
meant but I could hear them both giggling as Taylor did something
with my hair. Then when she stood up and moved around to sit back
on her lounge chair I found my head still locked in place, my hair
tied down somewhere behind me so I couldn’t move my head forward
again.

“That looks even better,” Taylor said.

I heard her phone click; you know the sound
that the camera makes. It clicked repeatedly.

“Yes, they really do look even better now,”
Ashley said as I felt her hand massaging my breast.

My whole body was feeling as if crackling
sexual electricity was rippling back and forth through my insides
and across the surface of my skin. It was all I could do not to
moan and roll my hips up against the vibrator. It took an enormous
effort to try and hide the level of my arousal because I was still
fairly sure they were just fooling around.

“Maybe that vibrator is too weak,” Ashley
said.

“Maybe it just isn’t in the right place.”

I felt the string on my bikini bottom pulled
and squealed into the tape as they pulled my bottom off so that I
was now completely naked.

“She has a nice little pussy,” Taylor said.
“It looks very tasty.”

I felt her rubbing the little egg think back
and forth against me and then my eyes widened as she turned it on
edge and slowly pushed it up inside me.

Now this was passing beyond what you could
really dismiss as fooling around and moving into territory that it
would be very hard to say wasn’t out and out sex! That set my heart
pounding even more furiously and a dark rush of excitement swirled
up through my body.

“Don’t push it too deep,” Ashley said.

“I know. Just deep enough so it’s laying
against her G-spot.”

A moment later hands forced my legs a little
wider and then I felt someone’s tongue on my clitoris.

Now this could not be said to be fooling
around! This was the real thing! That sent a rush of relief through
me because it meant I no longer had to worry so much about hiding
my response. If they were serious then so could I be!

Which was a good thing, because believe me
the combination of that vibrator buzzing within the mouth of my sex
and whoever that was licking at my clitoris was rapidly overloading
my nervous system with a gigantic flood of sensation.

“How long you think it’ll take to make her
come?”

“I don’t think it’s going to take very long
at all.”

Hands massage my breasts again and I felt a
mouth on my right breast, sucking and licking at my nipple.

I shuddered, moaning helplessly into the
tape, the sexual heat burning away my inhibitions and much of my
mind until with a helpless cry of pleasure and passion I began to
buck my hips up against that stroking tongue as the orgasm took
me.

My body heaved and twisted; my back arched as
my muscles spasmed uncontrollably. I was glad of the tape so that I
didn’t scream out loud as my mind was buffeted by howling bursts of
something like ecstasy. Just like the other day I was drunk on it,
intoxicated by the level of pleasure and heat consuming my
mind.

I’m not sure how long I writhed and twisted
and cried out in pleasure and passion before going limp but the
first thing I heard that I could actually process was Ashley
commenting on how long my orgasm lasted.

“Obviously she’s a nymphomaniac,” Taylor said
in response.

I felt the egg thing sliding out of my pussy
and then two fingers pushing through the lips of my sex and
wriggling around inside me.

“She’s soaking wet,” Taylor said.

“Of course she is. She just came like a
whore.”

They both giggled. Hands massaged my breasts
and fingers rubbed at my clitoris. Other fingers pumped slowly in
and out of me, I thought two, then three. I couldn’t see them,
couldn’t see anything but the door of the house behind me. It was
like my head was in a different place than my body.

They were giggling and chuckling and
whispering and then I felt something squirted against me. I thought
it was probably the sunscreen as they rubbed their fingers back and
forth against my sex and pumped them in and out, turning and
twisting even as the vibrator was rubbed across my clitoris.

I moaned helplessly as the heat spread
through my body again, hunger and passion growing within me as four
hands roamed my body freely. I felt a growing sense of pressure
between my legs though as what felt like four fingers were pushing
slowly in and out of me now.

The vibrator was rubbed against my clit and
then moved over to allow someone to tongue me. Then it slid back,
then the tongue swept across me again. The fingers tried to push
deeper and I groaned as the mouth of my sex was stretched wider and
wider.

“You ever been fist fucked before, Sloane?”
Taylor asked.

My eyes widened in shock and alarm as I felt
her hand pushing and twisting, pushing and twisting, and realized
what she was trying to do. I moaned and tried to shake my head but
the hold on my hair prevented me from moving it all.

“You’ve almost got it,” Ashley said.

I whimpered as the mouth of my sex stretched
achingly wide, and then it began to narrow as her knuckles pushed
through into my body.

“That’s it!” Ashley said excitedly.

I shuddered, my chest heaving as I felt
fingers pushing deeper into my abdomen. As the heel of her hand
pushed beyond my opening the strain eased for her wrist was
narrower.

I heard the sound of a camera phone clicking
repeatedly as someone took pictures, but all of my senses were
turned inward as I felt an entire hand inside my body. I had a
sense of wonder and amazement as well as anxiety and heat.

The hand turned slowly within me, first one
direction then the other.

“That looks amazing!” Ashley said.

I felt the tongue lapping at my clitoris as
the hand continued to squirm deeper, the fingers probing and
pressing along the walls of my sex. I shuddered and moaned as the
fingers slowly drew back into the palm of her hand so that I had a
solid fist inside me. Then the fist turned slowly in one direction
then the other then began to slowly move in and out.

I whimpered dazedly; my mind battered by the
raw, carnal sensations. Another hand massaged my breast, squeezing
the nipple, while a mouth closed around the center of my other
breast, sucking and licking hungrily. Moments later another orgasm
tore through me. My hips bucked frenziedly up against the fist
pushing into me and I cried out again and again, heedless about
giving my excitement away now.

The orgasm was so intense I almost lost
consciousness. It was so all-consuming I forgot to breathe. I
didn’t want to move at all, but just hold myself in that position,
straining against the tape and cords, trembling like a plucked
guitar string as the orgasm crackled and burned within me.

When it finally faded I went limp, gulping in
air in deep, shuddering breaths. The hand pulled slowly out of me,
leaving me feeling momentarily vacant.

“Well that was interesting,” Ashley said.

“Yeah, but I’m all turned on now,” Taylor
said.

“Maybe we should take a shower.”

“A cold shower?”

“No, silly, a hot shower, together.”

“That sounds like a good idea.”

I felt the vibrator thing being pushed down
and pressed against the top of my sex then a piece of tape was
placed over to hold it in place. The two girls laughed and went
inside, closing the door behind them and leaving me like that.
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I didn’t really care. For long minutes I lay
back in a kind of haze, a sort of post-orgasmic languor filled me
where nothing really mattered and I didn’t feel like moving or even
thinking. When my mind finally fit itself together it was to feel
the buzzing and pulsing of the vibrator directly over my clitoris.
I moaned helplessly, writhing in place but unable to pull it
free.

I was filled with a sense of shock that
Taylor had got her whole hand inside me. Her whole hand! But that
was overlaid by the incredible intensity of the orgasm I had
experienced which was still resonating within me. That was the kind
of shattering orgasm that took a long time to forget!

And given I had a vibrator pressing right
against my clitoris, I wasn’t about to forget anytime soon! I was
heating up again rapidly, my hips trying to grind against it as I
pulled against the cords and tape. My pussy felt very empty. I
wanted, needed something inside me.

I squeaked in shock as I felt a hand on my
breast. It was no girl’s hand! This was a large hand, a rough hand,
a man’s hand! It squeezed my breasts and rolled my nipple, then the
hand slid down between my legs, the fingers sliding up and down
along the line of my sex and pressing against the back of the
vibrator taped within my body.

Who was this!? My immediate thought, of
course, was that it was Taylor’s father. Maybe he’d come home early
and come in the back way. If it wasn’t him, then who was it!? Who
was I exposed to like this all helpless and naked!? Whoever it was,
was saying nothing and I couldn’t pull my head up to see!

I felt weight shifting on the lower part of
the lounge chair and the tape was peeled off, then a finger rubbed
softly but firmly against my clit! Fingers eased aside the lips of
my sex and dipped inside, then slid the vibrator free before
placing it right above my opening, right over my clitoris!

I gulped in air, my eyes rolling wildly as I
strained against the tape and rope to no avail! Then something firm
and warm was pushing against me. I moaned helplessly as what had to
be a big cock slowly spread me open and pushed into my body.

It was slick and hard and it immediately
reminded me of Mr. Johnston’s cock. Certainly that was the only
other cock I had had inside me that was this size. It had better be
him! Otherwise it was a complete stranger!

His cock began to pump slowly in and out,
sliding deeper and deeper and deeper until it was so achingly deep
I was starting to be sure it must be him. His hand mashed and
squeezed, caressed and kneaded my breasts as he worked himself in
and out of me, and my body began to heat up again.

I was fairly sure it was him, but the weird
thing was that it didn’t really matter. As aroused as I was, and as
thrilled by the dark eroticism my mind began to burn with hunger.
My willpower, my care, and concern about anything other than the
passion, heat and pleasure, faded away as the big cock drove in and
out of me, as that vibrator buzzed away against my clitoris and big
strong hands mauled my breasts.

And you know what? A part of me thought that
if it was a complete stranger that would be even more thrilling. Of
course, it would be scary and outrageous but the thought of it was
still thrilling. Whether I would’ve been thrilled if I wasn’t
ninety-five percent sure it was Mr. Johnston I can’t say.

Someone was fucking me harder and
harder. They were pounding me just the way I wanted, just the way
my feverish mind needed it. I felt my mind drowning in a bubbling
cauldron of liquid heat, my eyes going glassy as I gurgled and
moaned and grunted to each thrust.

I don’t know if I was a nympho. I didn’t
think so. But I was feeling like one just about then. My whole body
and mind were just totally turned to me being fucked, to being
used. I wallowed in it as that big cock churned my belly up and
strong hands roughly fondled my breasts.

It stopped and pulled back and I could feel
the weight shifting off the chair. Then movement coming closer and
his body came around the rear so I could see. It was Mr. Johnston,
thankfully. I’m not sure what I would’ve done if it had been a
stranger.

“And who do I have to thank for this buffet
meal set out for my pleasure?” he asked.

He peeled the tape off my mouth and I licked
my lips and rolled my eyes up towards him.

“You are one hot-looking little fuck toy,
baby girl.”

His cock was still hard and he took in his
hand and pushed it into my open mouth. I moaned around the head,
then the shaft. Then instinct took over, except instinct said I
should be licking at the underside of the head. His cock, though,
was upside down to me. Though really, I was upside down to it.

It didn’t really matter, because after a few
preliminary strokes he pushed forward and that long, thick cock
slid slowly right down my throat and down deep inside me.

I could hardly believe it at first. Mind you,
my brain wasn’t exactly functioning at a high-speed level just
then.

His cock was thick but also slick with both
my own juices and that sunscreen stuff they had squirted on me.
Given they had not hesitated to lick and suck on my breasts and
clitoris despite the sunscreen I was betting it was vegetable-based
and probably edible. But I gurgled helplessly anyway as inch after
inch of his long cock slid down my throat until he had the whole
thing buried inside me.

“Nothing like fucking a teenage girl’s
throat,” he sighed happily.

He pulled back then pushed forward, pulled
back then pushed forward, fucking my throat with slow, even
movements as I lay there helplessly, trembling and twisting.

I felt impressed by myself being able to take
it so easily. Of course, the way my head was pulled back he had a
straight shot down my open mouth through my throat. But even so his
cock was thicker than any other one I had ever deep throated.

He pulled free and I gulped in air as he
rubbed himself across my face

“Tell me you love my cock, baby. Tell me you
love my black cock,” he growled.

His big hand went around my neck and squeezed
and I gurgled and gasped until he loosened his grip.

Say it, baby bitch. Say it little white
girl”

“I-I love your c-cock,” I gasped.

He slapped his cock against my face.

“Say I love your black cock.”

“I love your black cock!” I moaned.

He rubbed the head back and forth over my
face while reaching forward and roughly fondled my breast.

“Beg me to fuck your throat. Say it, bitch!”
he growled

“Please fuck my throat!” I moaned.

He slid himself back into my open mouth and
down my throat and started to do just that, fucking my mouth and
throat as if it was my pussy, his hands roughly mauling my breasts
as he worked his hips in and out with relentless speed and
power.

My chest burned and black dots danced before
my eyes as my head pounded from lack of oxygen but he seemed to
know exactly when to pull out and let me gulp in air again before
thrusting himself in once more and resuming fucking my throat.

He pulled out, leaving me lightheaded and
gasping, then moved around and got onto the lounge chair again. His
cock entered me once more and I shuddered as he filled me up and
then some. He started to thrust even harder, even faster, so that
the chair itself threatened to come apart with the violence of his
savage pounding.

I came again, crying out in pure animal
pleasure until his hand went over my throat to silence me and I
gurgled and moaned and gasped as my body trembled and shook. I was
lost in a churning vortex of overpowering sensations, gripped by a
sense of euphoria as my body strained and trembled.

God, it was good! And the weird thing was I
couldn’t even see him, couldn’t raise my head, could only feel what
was done to my body… and exult in it.

I felt him shifting his weight off the lounge
chair. He was still hard!

I thought he would shove himself down my
throat again but instead, he untied the cord or rope or whatever it
was tying my knees apart to the arms of the chair. He ripped the
tape off of my wrists and then came around the back of the chair
and looked down at me.

“You are one hot, sexy little bitch,” he
said.

He untied something that was binding my hair
and then pulled me up and forward. I immediately became dizzy, but
he kept pulling me forward so that I was bent over and then tumbled
off the chair onto the patio. I felt my arms being pulled back
behind me, my wrists crossed, and then some kind of thick cord,
maybe the same one that had tied my legs, was wrapped around them
and pulled in tight.

Then he roughly flipped me over onto my back,
his big hands gripping my legs and forcing them achingly wide as he
dropped low and began tonguing my sex. He was not soft or gentle.
It was like a hungry animal, licking and sucking and tonguing me,
his tongue pushing in and out and sweeping around over my clitoris
with hard, powerful licks.

I just lay on my back, well, on my bound
arms, helpless, chest heaving, trying to get my mind straight and
my eyes focused. He slid slowly upward, and I gasped as he bit
lightly into my abdomen, then kissed and chewed his way up,
growling softly as if he would devour me! He bit softly into my
breast, sucking hungrily as his tongue whipped back and forth
across my tingling nipple.

Then he gripped my hair jerking my head back
and I cried out as his teeth, his jaw closed against my exposed
throat and I heard that growl again. I gasped aloud. In my dazed
state, it was almost like I was being eaten up by some kind of
savage beast!

He settled on top of me, and I felt his long,
thick cock pressing up along my abdomen and belly as he chewed his
way up under my ear.

He brought his head back and jerked my head
forward by the hair. Again, he wasn’t gentle and I gasped at the
painful pull on my scalp.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he growled.

He jerked on my hair again and I cried out in
pain.

“Tell me you’re my bitch! Tell me you’re my
little bitch!”

“I-I’m your… y-your little bitch!” I
gasped.

He crushed my lips with his, and again, I
felt like he was hungry, devouring me, even as his cock kind of
ground back-and-forth along my belly between us. His lips were
demanding, his tongue whipping across my own, slipping and twisting
along my lips as he forced my mouth wider and wider as if he wanted
to crawl inside.

He pulled back as suddenly and rapidly as he
kissed me, his big hands sliding around my neck again to lift me to
my knees as he stood up. He lifted his big cock up along his belly
and pulled my mouth in underneath.

“Suck my balls, little bitch,” he growled.
“Yeah! You suck those big black balls, white girl!”

I moaned as he jammed my face in against him,
opening my mouth and helplessly drawing his testicles inside as I
sucked and licked. He pushed me in even tighter and I moaned,
licking at his balls, massaging them against the inside of my
cheeks.

His balls filled my mouth but I couldn’t pull
back at all because of the huge black hand on my head. I moaned
around them, my nose jammed in against the underside of his cock.
He pulled me back abruptly, then pushed his cock against my open
mouth and slid it past my lips and over my tongue.

I had only an instant to brace myself before
he pulled me forward, inch after inch of thick, glistening black
cock sliding into my throat and down it as my lips moved forward
along the shaft until they were wrapped around the base.

“I love your throat almost as much as I love
your cunt, you sexy little slut.”

He held me in place for long seconds then
pulled back all the way out, letting me gasp and gulp in air as he
rubbed his cock over my face.

“Tell me you love my black cock, bitch.”

“I-I love your b-black cock!” I moaned, still
gasping for breath.

He pushed it back into my mouth and deep into
my throat then with both hands on my head started to fuck me. That
big cock slid back and forth along my tongue and over my lips, up
and down inside my throat as I gurgled weakly.

He pulled out again and once more I gulped in
air as he rubbed himself all over my face. His hand abruptly
dropped from my head to my throat again and I gasped, eyes
bulging.

“Tell me you love my black cock, white
girl.”

“I l-love your… your b-black cock!” I
gasped.

“Call me Master. Say I love your black cock,
master.”

This was weird but a dark, crackling sense of
heat rippled through me at how edgy and kinky that sounded.

“I love your black cock, master!” I
gasped.

He pulled me forward by the neck and threw me
down on the grass next to the patio. He dropped to his knees and
roughly flipped me onto my belly before gripping my hips and
yanking them high.

Crack! He slapped my bottom sharply,
stingingly.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I yelped in pain and quickly jerked my knees
apart and felt the head of his cock rubbing up and down along the
line of my sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, baby.”

“Please fuck me!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say master!”

Crack!

“Say it, bitch!”

Ahh! Please fuck me, master!” I cried.

His cockhead pushed into the mouth of my sex
then pulled back, pushed forward, spreading me wide, then pulled
back.

“Beg me to fuck your brains out, white
girl.”

“Please fuck my brains out, master!” I
moaned, shuddering with heat.

His cock pushed into me, deep into my belly,
and I gasped in pleasure as it filled me up and then some. His big
hands seized my hips and he started to thrust hard and fast so that
my whole body shook to the force of his impact against my upraised
buttocks.

He knelt behind me, pounding me, my breasts
rubbing against the hard ground as he extended his left leg forward
and his bare foot came down my head, my cheek, pushing down against
the grass as his hips continued to ram forward.

There was nothing I could do or wanted to do.
Nothing I could say or wanted to say. There was nothing to occupy
my mind other than absorbing what was happening to me as he churned
my belly to a burning, bubbling froth.

I felt like I was completely his, like I was
owned by him, possessed by him, conquered by him, his to do with as
he chose. Certainly, there was nothing whatsoever I could do to
resist anything he wanted. My body burned but my mind blazed
hotter, my eyes going glassy as the passion-filled me and turned to
an intoxicated fever.

I was on the edge of orgasm when he shifted,
stopping momentarily. His big cock was still lodged deep inside me
as he led his upper body down atop mine. His left hand slid in
underneath my neck and then up and back to catch my throat against
the inside of his elbow.

I could feel his hot breath on my other ear
as he ground himself against me, twisting his cock around in my
belly. Then he started to hammer himself against me once more, his
left arm tightening, squeezing around my neck so that it was
difficult to breathe. His right hand thrust downwards up under my
belly, his fingers finding my swollen little button and rubbing
furiously.

I gasped for breath as he rode me, pounded
me, his big cock stabbing into me again and again until still
another climax tore my mind apart and sent me into rapture.

I would’ve screamed had I been able to. I
screamed in my mind, howling as my body burned under the fiery heat
of still another intense orgasm. I while he pounded me, used me,
used me like a wild beast!

And I responded with my own animal instincts,
my own animal heat.

When it was over it left me feeling like an
empty shell, still being pounded by his hips until finally I guess,
he came, pouring himself inside me. I lay there for a minute or two
before realizing my wrists were no longer tied.

I groaned and slowly rolled over then sat up.
I was alone in the backyard, and my mind buzzed dazedly, confused.
What should I do now? I got dressed, for that seemed like the thing
to do. I hesitated to go into the house, unable to face anyone, and
not sure who I’d find anyway. I went out the back gate and around
to the front driveway where I found the garage door opened and the
car that Taylor usually drove gone.

I grabbed my bike and drove away quickly, my
head still full of fuzz. I couldn’t even remember how many orgasms
I’d had that day. Before Mr. Johnston, I had never had more than
one in a day. Often weeks went by before I had even that one. What
an amazing thing it was to have been gripped by the explosive force
of pleasure so many times in just one afternoon.

But what the hell had happened? When Taylor
and Ashley had gone inside hadn’t they run across her father?! Or
had they just left for the store again, leaving me tied up and
back?! If that was the case what were they going to think when they
got back and found her father there and me gone?!

I sent a text to Ashley. All it contained
were a bunch of question marks. She replied a minute later asking
me how I had gotten untied.

“Where are you guys?!” I demanded.

“We are on our way back to the house. Your
pussy was supposed to be all hot and bothered and waiting for
us.”

Well, that at least explained things.
Although it made me indignant that they had taken me for granted to
that extent just left me tied up out back like that. Bitches!

I hesitated then said I had gotten untied and
got dressed, and that I heard Taylor’s father come in the front
door so took off out the back and went home.

“It’s a good thing you got untied then!” she
replied.

“No thanks to you guys!” I replied.

“I don’t know. Maybe you should have just
stayed in place and seen what Taylor’s father did when he found
you. He’s pretty hot.”

“I sure wasn’t going to tell her exactly what
had happened!




Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Of all the ways to describe myself that I
could choose, kinky would not be among them. I was actually kind of
boring and ordinary and normal. At least I had thought I was before
I had met Mr. Johnston. I had thought of sex as something romantic
and about mutual sharing and caring, gentle caresses and soft,
erotic kisses. Maybe with wine before a crackling fireplace on a
soft rug.

My introduction to the kind of wild, hot,
rough manhandling that he subjected me to had shocked my whole
sense of self. Not to mention everything I had thought I had known
about sex. What Mr. Johnston did to me, though, was with a kind of
fierce animal heat. Which, having experienced it I suspected most
of the guys I had been romantic with would have loved to try but
didn’t dare.

And to be honest I don’t think I would’ve
taken it nearly as well from any of them. They didn’t have his
power, his strength, his age, and sophistication. All those things
were clearly superior to me in every way so it didn’t really bother
me that he was so well, dominant. With a guy my age, I think I
would’ve had to try and push back more. To stand up for myself, you
know?

And I don’t think I would’ve let a guy I knew
treat me that way, even if I wanted it. I would’ve been too afraid
of him telling all his friends who were my friends what a slut I
was and how easily I gave in and let them do what they wanted.

Now I stared at myself in my bedroom mirror,
stared at the bite marks on my breasts, and remembered how that
wild heat had gripped me, remembered his powerful strength, how he
had manhandled my body, remembered the sense he was like a tiger
about to devour me.

It almost made me forget what Ashley and
Taylor had done. And that was an astonishing thing given that
Taylor had fisted me! I mean… Oh my God! Well, at least they
weren’t going to be blabbing that around. Lots of girls fooled
around with each other but they didn’t tend to brag about it.

I was pretty darn sure, for instance, that
Taylor and Ashley had been fooling around together before today and
had never told me.

And then there was all that bondage stuff!
That was really wild. It was weird that Mr. Johnston had tied me up
the other day and then Taylor and Ashley had tied me up today. It
had been scary hot. It was scary because I didn’t know what they
might do, but hot maybe for the same reason. And also because
somehow or other that meant I wasn’t responsible for anything.

I didn’t have to know what to do or make sure
I did a good job of it. And if I was gagged like with the tape then
I didn’t even have to say anything. But there was more to it than
that. It was just kind of dark and kinky and sexy to be all tied up
like that.

It was really weird thinking that both Taylor
and her father fucked me, and I wondered what either one would
think if they knew the other one had done it too. God, I was such a
slut!

Oddly, I didn’t feel all that badly about it.
I felt a little triumphant about having had such wild and
sophisticated sexual experiences. Especially since there was very
little danger of anyone finding out about it. So I wasn’t all that
worried, and I didn’t feel guilty. It just made me feel… sexy.

The way I dress when I want to feel sexy is
to be casual, to not look like I’m trying to dress up or trying to
look sexy. So I put on a pair of gray, low riding cargo pants and a
cute little black top that had short sleeves, a collar, and
buttoned down the front with clip buttons. It was tight across the
chest and ended just below my breasts so that I showed a lot of
bare midriff.

But hey, showing your midriff is not slutty,
not like showing cleavage, say. And even Mr. Johnston said I had a
nice stomach.

I had to take the bus to work, but that was
okay because it was still afternoon and around rush hour when all
the people were coming home from work. That meant I was unlikely to
run into some drunk or a bunch of smart-ass guys my age who would
embarrass me.

Of course, it also meant that as I climbed up
the stairs onto the bus all the men sitting there stared at me as I
walked down the aisle. Most of them probably worked in offices and
they hadn’t seen any decent eye candy all day. Certainly not
dressed like me. At least most of them were pretty good about not
staring, but they certainly noticed.

I pretended not to notice them noticing as I
slipped the bus pass back into the pocket on my right leg and
looked for empty seats. There wasn’t any yet, but I knew there
would be soon as the bus made its way through the residential area
to drop people off before heading back.

I stood up near the rear doors, holding onto
one of the poles and listening to music on my earbuds. I pretended
to look out the window but like I said, I was feeling pretty sexy
and was paying attention to see if I got attention.

The men sitting nearby were certainly moving
their heads around a lot rather than staring out the window. I was
sure their eyes were skimming across my firm flat abdomen and belly
and then up along the definitely full top.

The guys behind me were probably watching my
butt, and I wished I could turn around to see. Being looked at like
this often made me feel kind of self-conscious when I was alone.
But not today. Today I was feeling like a very sexual creature and
kind of preening in my own sexiness.

I wondered what any of these men would think
if they could have known what I was experiencing just a few hours
earlier.

They’d probably all get giant erections!
Ha!

The bus stopped several times and people got
off so that I was able to sit down at last. I picked up my phone
and flipped through emails, text messages, and anything else left
for me on other social media sites. I found one unfamiliar email
address, and the subject of the message which was Sloane has a very
big mouth.

Of course, immediately I thought someone had
sent me a complaint about my gossiping about them or something and
skimmed through who I’d spoken to lately about what even as I was
opening it.

The only thing it said was to look how big
Sloane’s mouth can get.

I hesitated before pressing on the link, but
it sure didn’t seem like some kind of a spam mail, so, frowning, I
pressed on it. It brought me to another site and the first thing I
saw was a video with my face filling the screen and my lips wrapped
around a large black cock!

I gaped at it in shock as I watched that cock
push slowly forward through my taut lips, inch after inch until my
mouth was pressed right up against the base of the shaft.

From the angle of the video it was obvious
that the camera had been placed high above and off to the right,
like from one of the second-story windows. I watched as Mr. Taylor,
though you couldn’t see him past the hips pumped his slick cock in
and out of my mouth and throat.

My heart was beating rapidly and I was
gripped by a sense of shock and dismay. Not at what I was seeing,
but that someone had a video of it with my face so clear! I watched
that cock moving in and out of my mouth, fucking my face as if it
was my pussy, and then suddenly the video shifted. Now my head was
upside down, my hair pulled down by a cord as the same big cock
moved in and out, in and out. I could see it making my throat bulge
as it moved inside it.

It was all I could do not to scream out loud.
I knew long moments of panic, thinking of what would happen to my
reputation if this video got out.

It had to be Taylor, and or Ashley. But they
were supposed to be off at a store when this was happening! There
was no one else in the house! I hesitated to phone Ashley because I
couldn’t say anything while I was on the bus. And what if it wasn’t
her?! What if it was just Taylor!? Was Taylor pissed at me for
fucking her father? It wasn’t like it was my idea!

Maybe I should talk to Mr. Taylor. At least
he knew for sure what we had done. And he could make sure that the
videos didn’t get out. Not that this showed his face, but I was
sure there were other videos that did. He wouldn’t want such videos
getting out of him fucking a girl as young as his daughter.

Would he?!

Needless to say, I was more than a little
distracted at work that evening. And that wasn’t improved when I
got a second email. This one showed me on my face, knees on the
grass with Mr. Johnston fucking me from behind and his foot on my
head. God! I looked so utterly conquered!

As with the other videos, the top of the
screen was around his shoulders. You could see all of me, but not
who the big black guy was that was fucking me so hard. I couldn’t
wait till tomorrow to do something about this! But the only person
whose number I knew was Ashley.

I had almost called her number when I
suddenly remembered something. There were security cameras attached
to the top corners of the house just under the eavestrough! That
must be where the videos were coming from! That brought a sense of
relief because if that was the case then Taylor and Ashley didn’t
know. The videos would be from Mr. Johnston himself. At least I was
fairly sure he would be the only one who would be able to see and
replay videos from the security system.

That meant I couldn’t dare call Ashley and
talk about it because she probably didn’t know and I didn’t want
her to know. I didn’t want Taylor to know either. Although it was
possible Taylor knew how to work the security system and these were
coming from her. This had suddenly gotten so complicated! Who had
these videos and how did I get to destroy them?!

Then another video arrived. And it showed me
tied to the chaise lounge while Taylor fist fucked me! Except that
again, she wasn’t shown above the neck. It was like the camera
zoomed in on me and just her arm and hand. It also showed the
vibrator being rubbed against me and then Ashley leaning in to lick
my clitoris.

My spinning mind finally figured out what had
likely happened. Taylor did know how to access the security system.
And she had been aware that the cameras would be recording. So she
had gone in to delete the videos and then saw the ones of me and
her father. Now she was angry at me.

Of course, it also might be that Mr. Johnston
had gone in to erase them and seen me with Ashley and Taylor. I
wondered if he was angry. And what he must’ve known. Obviously, I
hadn’t tied myself in that position. Maybe he went in deliberately
to see how I got tied up.

That made sense to me. I still needed to make
sure those videos never got out. If Mr. Johnston had them that was
unlikely, but I wasn’t sure about Taylor. But would he know my
email address? Ashley knew. She certainly would have given it to
Taylor if asked. Anyway, Taylor could’ve found it on any one of my
social media accounts

So that made it likely it was Taylor. I hoped
not. But there was no way I could reach her. I didn’t have their
phone number. I finally called Ashley and pretended I have
forgotten something in the house and got the Johnston’s phone
number from her.

She answered on the third ring.

“Um, is that you Taylor?” I asked
cautiously.

“Who is this?”

“It’s Sloane,” I said.

“Oh, you. Did you like my videos, little sex
slave?” she asked.

“No!” I exclaimed. “I didn’t know that your
security cameras took videos!”

“Of course, they do, bitch. You think we got
some cheap ass gear here? We got the best. You like how crystal
clear the videos were?”

“Why did you send those to me?” I gulped.

“I thought you might appreciate how sexy you
looked, little sex slave.”

That was the second time she’d called me a
sex slave.

“You know they also record sound?”

I stared at the wall in front of me as I
tried to think of what sounds they might have recorded.

“I don’t… You can’t… It’s not…”

“You called my father master, little sex
slave. I guess you can call me Mistress, now.”

I could feel my face heat up even though the
back room where I was standing was quite chilly.

“You tied me up and left me like that!” I
exclaimed.

“And you came like a whore. Again and again
and again. Don’t worry, little sex slave. I’m not going to show
anyone. Or at least not very many people. Why don’t you come over
tomorrow morning and we’ll get some more videos and some nice
pictures too.”

“I don’t want any more pictures or videos! I
want those ones destroyed!”

“You’ll have to learn how to properly address
your mistress if you want to avoid punishment, little sex slave,”
she purred.

“You’re not my mistress!” I hissed into the
phone.

“Sure I am. You’re my little sex slave. I’ll
start training you when you come over. Let’s say tennish.”

I was going to say something rude but she
hung up. I considered calling back but thought that it probably
wouldn’t do much good. I was certainly going to have to talk to her
tomorrow and convince her to part with those videos!

It seemed like the evening lasted forever.
But I finally got off and hurried down the street to the bus. Then
a big SUV pulled over ahead of me in the passenger door opened. I
lurched to a stop, suddenly gripped by a sense of anxiety and fear.
I moved off the sidewalk well away from the car as I peered through
the open door and then felt a sense of relief when I saw Mr.
Johnston in the driver’s seat.

“Get in, bitch.”

I hesitated but I did want to talk to him
about the security cameras in the videos. And if Taylor had them,
which she obviously did, and was pissed off, he was bound to find
out sooner or later.

I got into the car and closed the door and he
pulled away from the curb.

It didn’t really occur to me to wonder what
he was doing there or how he knew I worked there and when I was
getting off. I guess my mind was too preoccupied and too stressed
because of the videos.

“Um, Mr. Johnston, do your security cameras
out back take videos all the time?” I asked.

“Nope. They’re controlled by a motion sensor.
They start recording when they see movement and zoom in on what’s
moving the most. You think there were some nice, sexy videos of you
from today?”

“Would there have been?” I asked
cautiously.

“Sure. But that’s all right. A gorgeous
little piece of ass like you should be making lots of sexy
videos.”

“But… But what if they got out?”

“You mean on the Internet? There’s lots of
sexy videos on the internet. No one would likely notice. Anyway,
you are one hot little fuck doll. You got nothing to be embarrassed
about.”

“But… But… If my parents saw them -.”

“Your parents got a habit of looking for porn
videos on the internet?”

“Someone could just send it to them!”

“No one’s gonna send any videos of you to
anyone.”

I found that reassuring.

“Unless they pay good money for them. I bet
those videos are hot.”

I suddenly realized that I didn’t know where
we were as he turned into the dark parking lot of an industrial
building.

“Where are we? Why are we stopping here?” I
asked in confusion.

“I forgot to do something earlier.”
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He got out of the car and I watched him come
around the front to my door where he opened it.

“Outside, slut.”

My face reddened at the word and I began to
feel my pulse racing as he gripped my arm and pulled me out of the
car. He shut the door behind me and pushed me back against it,
gripped the front of my top and ripped it open, the clips snapping
as they came apart.

He pushed the top back over my shoulders and
down, pinning my arms to my sides as he leaned in and kissed me
passionately.

I moaned weakly up at him, taken by surprise
and flustered again about what to do, how to respond. I don’t know
why I hadn’t been thinking about how he would fuck me the moment I
saw him in the car. Why else would he have come for me? I guess I’d
been too busy thinking about those videos.

I felt my bra parting, and as his lips pulled
away from mine he yanked it over my shoulders and down

“M-Mr. Johnston!” I gasped, my head quickly
jerking from side to side as I look to see if there was anyone
nearby.

He reached in and gripped me by the throat
and I gurgled helplessly, my hands grabbing feebly at his powerful
wrist.

“Put your arms at your sides,” he
growled.

My little hands couldn’t do anything about
his powerful arm so I dropped them to my sides, my pulse and heart
both racing.

“Call me master,” he growled.

I felt a kind of hot little psychic jolt at
that. This was a very strange place to be thinking about sex. There
was a blank wall of a brick building behind us, and an empty
parking lot around us, and on the other side of the parking lot was
another blank, cinderblock wall. To the left were some scrub trees
and to the right was a road with some other industrial building
across the street.

His dark eyes bored into me, and what made it
even edgier was that I could hardly see much of him because what
little light there was was coming from behind him, putting him in
shadow. So it was like this shadowy figure had hold of me and was
pinning me to the side of the big SUV, half-naked!

“Reach your hands up above you and grab the
roof rack, slut.”

I wanted to say I wasn’t a slut, but I
couldn’t speak. And even if I could, it would sound pretty lame
given what I had done with him and how I had reacted.

I moaned and reached up above me until I
could feel the steel bars on the roof of the SUV.

“Don’t let go,” he growled.

His hand came away from my throat and I
gulped in several deep breaths of air even as he took something out
of his pocket and reached up above me. I felt some kind of soft but
strong cord or rope quickly being wrapped around my wrists and then
felt it being tied in place.

Another dark rush of a combination of edgy
excitement and fear swept through me at this. More of this bondage
stuff!

“Mr. Johnston I -.”

His hand gripped my throat again and I
gurgled, my eyes feeling like they were bulging. He was squeezing
more firmly now so that I couldn’t speak or breathe.

“What did I just get done telling you? I said
to call me master. Obviously, you need a lesson in manners.”

He took his hand away from my throat and
dropped it to my cargo pants, undoing the clip and then shoving
them and my thong down my legs. He roughly turned me around to face
the SUV, then gripped my hips and jerked them back towards him.

“There’s that pretty little white ass I
remember,” he said, his strong hand squeezing and kneading my
buttocks.

He moved to my left side and his left hand
slid down my belly and abdomen until his fingers found my clitoris.
They rubbed lightly for a few seconds then pulled back. I cried out
as he pulled on my hair and forced my head back, and then he pushed
his three middle fingers into my mouth.

“Suck. You know how to suck. Let me feel that
eager little tongue of yours on my fingers, baby.”

I moaned helplessly and obeyed him, sucking
and licking his three fingers as they pumped in and out of my
mouth. They came free after a few seconds and dropped back between
my legs rubbing me there as the palm of his hand pushed back on my
pubic bone.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he ordered.

My heart was beating a mile a minute by then,
and I was feeling a dark thrum of sexual excitement filling my
body. We were right out in the open where anyone could see! Which
made it deliciously dangerous! Except of course, there was no one
anywhere around. Which made it safe.

Crack!

I yelped at the sharp little stinging blow to
my buttocks and twisted my head around to see that he was holding
what looked like a foot-long belt in his hand. Or maybe a short
strap.

“Obey your master, slut.”

Oh my God, this was kinky!

Crack!

“Let me hear you say it, slut.”

“Master!” I cried

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

Crack! The belt snapped down across my
bottom again.

“Ow! Yes, master!” I squealed.

Crack!

I yelped again, my right foot rising off the
pavement as my hips jerked from the sharpness of the sting. The
heel his hand pushed out though, and his slick fingers were rubbing
skillfully against my already swollen clitoris.

Even as my mind tried to cope with the flood
of sensation and excitement and heat and anxiety and uncertainty I
felt one of his big fingers pushing up between the lips of my sex
and sliding deeper.

“Let me hear you say I’m sorry for being a
bad little slut, master,” he ordered.

Crack!

“Oh! I’m sorry for… for being a bad little
slut, M-Master!” I cried.

Crack!

“Tell me you miss my big black cock.”

“I-I miss your big black cock, master!” I
moaned.

Crack!

“Ahh! Please, master!”

“Beg me to ram my big black cock up inside
you, slut.”

Crack!

My bottom was really starting to heat up
under his stinging blows! But the heat inside me was a lot more
intense. I shuddered as he forced a second big, fat finger up
inside me, then a third! Like I said, his fingers were big and
thick! I moaned helplessly, especially when he brought his thumb up
to stroke across my clitoris.

Crack!

“Obey your master, slave girl!”

Oh, fuck! This was so wicked!

“P-Please ram your big black cock up inside
me, master!” I moaned.

His fingers pumped slowly in and out as his
thumb stroked from side to side and I found myself rising up on the
balls of my feet just to slide my pussy down over his fingers
again.

“You sexy little slut,” he growled.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my sexy little slut.”

“I’m your sexy little slut, master!” I
cried.

Crack!

He grabbed my hair and yanked my head up and
back.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, master!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Please, Master!” I cried.

“What’s the matter, slut? Is your little
bubble butt hurting? Maybe I got something for you.”

There was a pause, and then I felt his right
hand caressing my buttocks. Only his hand was slippery, very
slippery with something as it rubbed against me and then slid down
between my thighs. I felt his finger probing at my wrinkled little
back opening and then slowly pushing into me.

A moment later his finger pulled free and he
moved directly behind me. I moaned as I felt his long, thick black
cock pressed up between my buttocks. He slid himself slowly up and
down, grinding himself against me as his hands squeezed and kneaded
my breasts.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, white
girl.”

I shuddered and gasped in pain as he yanked
back on my hair.

“Beg me, slut!”

“Oh! Please! Please fuck me in the ass,
master!” I cried.

I felt the helmet head of his thick cock
pressing against me there. His hands gripped my thighs and jerked
them apart and then the thick, fat head slowly pushed up past my
sphincter.

“I bet you have a nice tight little ass, but
I bet it holds every inch of my black cock,” he growled.

A moment later he wrapped the strap around my
neck and jerked back sharply. I gurgled as the strap tightened
around my throat, feeling his other hand slide in under my ribs to
roughly fondled my right breast.

“I love it when a tit fills my hand,” he
said, his lips inches from my ear. “Do you love it when a big cock
fills your beautiful ass?”

I cried out as he drove himself forward, my
muscles clamping down until he gripped my hair and yanked sharply
enough to focus all my attention on the pain to my scalp. His cock
drew back a little then pushed deeper, deeper, then deeper
still!

“Every fucking inch, you sexy little white
bitch!”

I couldn’t breathe at all, though my mouth
was open as I sought instinctively to gulp in air. He twisted his
fingers in my hair again, drawing his hips back and pushing
deeper.

His cock already felt like it was jammed high
inside me, and then cramps began to ripple through my abdomen. Not
that I really cared. All that mattered to me was that I couldn’t
breathe. At least until he loosened the strap and then I gulped in
deep, shuddering breaths of air as he abandoned the strap, gripped
my hips, then started to work his cock in and out of me with
longer, deeper strokes.

The cramps grew worse as his cock pushed
higher and then with a cry of pain I felt his hips against my
buttocks.

He jerked back on the strap and I gasped as
it tightened around my throat again. I felt his lips on my earlobe,
his breath against my skin.

“You got all ten inches up your gorgeous
little ass, you hot little fuck doll!” he growled.

Oh my God!

He ground himself against me then started
pumping in short, sharp strokes, his hips jerking back on my thighs
to pull me up against him. Like he’d done before, in the garage, he
was gripping my thighs so high he was able to get his thumbs in to
rub against my clitoris. A wall of sensation swept through me as I
dropped my head forward against the side of the car and gulped in
ragged breaths of air.

I felt him suddenly gripping the strap
moments before it tightened around my throat. I gurgled again, head
forced up and back. I stared up along my bare arms to where my
wrists were tied to the roof rack, gasping helplessly as his hips
slapped against my buttocks.

“You love it, slut! Bitch with a body like
yours should be getting fucked fifty times a day!” He growled.

His left hand was around my hip, his fingers
stroking my clitoris as he fucked my ass. He leaned forward,
chewing lightly on my earlobe, then along the side of my
throat.

“What the fuck are you doing serving food and
drinks when you should be serving this tight ass of yours, bitch?
It’s worth a hell of a lot more.”

He eased the strap and I gulped in ragged
breaths as his hand mauled my breast instead. His other hand was
still in under my hips, fingers rubbing my clit. And all the while
his hips were slapping against my buttocks, harder and harder as he
pounded his cock up and down in my belly.

This was all so wild, so insane, and intense!
My mind was churning, overwhelmed by sensation, emotion, and a
dark, roiling passion and hunger. My body was pulsing with heat,
filled with need to the extent that I was trembling.

Every time he jammed that big cock deep into
my belly I felt cramps inside. But the pain was unimportant
compared to the dark, scalding heat gripping me. Knowing how big he
was and how deep inside he must be, feeling him moving, feeling
inch after inch sliding up inside me was just so incredibly
wild!

It was all just too much, and the fever
settled over my mind and body. My mind swam as it was drowned in
liquid heat and a tremendous climax tore through my body. I started
to scream in pleasure and felt the strap tighten around my
throat.

I screamed and screamed, though no sound
emerged. My jaw worked as if I was screaming, but I wasn’t able to
breathe at all to the point I felt as if my head was going to
explode from the pressure of the orgasm sort of being locked within
me

The strap forced my head way back, so I was
almost looking up and back at him as he leaned in and bit into the
nape of my neck, growling again like some kind of wild beast! I
felt him sucking hungrily at my flesh even as he released the strap
at last.

I gulped in air as his free hand now mauled
my breast, even as he rammed his hips into me to bury that big cock
in my belly with every hard, savage stroke!

“I can feel your ass hole squeezing down
around my cock, bitch! What kind of a girl comes when a man fucks
her in the ass?” he demanded.

He jerked sharply on my hair and I cried out
in pain.

“I asked you a question, bitch! What kind of
girl comes when a man fucks ass?!”

He twisted his fingers again and again I
cried out in pain.

“A dirty little whore. Ain’t that right? Tell
me you’re a dirty little whore.”

“I-I’m a dirty little whore, M-Master!” I
gasped dazedly.

He had been grinding his hips against my
buttocks, twisting his big cock around in my belly. Now he slid
himself back and out and flipped me around almost violently. He
slapped my face and I cried out in pain. Then he gripped my ribs,
pulling my chest up and out as he bent and began to suck and lick
and chew at my nipples and breasts.

I shuddered and moaned, my head full of fuzz,
my body still trembling and twitching from the wild rush of the
climax. I whimpered and moaned, crying out as he bit more sharply
at my nipples. Then he sank slowly down, roughly forcing my thighs
apart.

I felt his tongue sliding up and down along
the line of my sex as his thumbs spread me open. His tongue pushed
inside me slurping and licking wildly. My hips began to grind
almost as soon as he focused on my clitoris. I was practically
hanging by my wrists, my eyes glazed over as my head lay back
against my arms.

His tongue licked hard and fast against my
burning, swollen little clitoris as my head began to roll and my
back arched.

As quickly as he dropped down, though, he was
up again, his big hand gripping my neck, squeezing as those dark
eyes bored into me.

“Beg me to fuck your whore ass!” he growled,
his lips inches from mine. “Let me hear you beg, white girl!”

He eased his fingers enough so that I could
gasp out the words.

“Please… P-Please fuck my whore ass, Master!”
I gasped.

He let go of my neck and twisted me around to
face the SUV again, slapping my buttocks stingingly and jerking my
hips back. A moment later I felt his cock pushing against me, the
head slowly sliding through into my body.

“Bend forward more, slut!” he ordered. “Push
your ass out at me.”

I obeyed, whimpering and moaning as I pushed
myself back onto that thick black cock, rolling my hips as I forced
myself to take him deeper and deeper. I had to rise up onto the
balls of my feet to push further as I felt his hands roughly
fondling my breasts.

As he had done before, his right hand pushed
down my belly until his fingers could get at my clitoris.

I shuddered, pulling forward then back,
forward then back. I was fucking my ass for him but he stood still
behind me.

“That’s the way to do it, you dirty little
bitch. Work that ass around my cock. I’m gonna give you a big,
juicy cum enema.”

As the heat rolled through me and my body
began to burn once more I forced myself back harder and faster,
gasping for breath, whimpering, and crying out every time I took
him deep. Then he started moving again, his hip slapping forward to
meet my backward thrusts so that my whole body shuddered from the
impact.

He threw his hips forward hard, burying
himself in my belly so that I felt his cock way up high and deep,
as if it was trying to punch out through my stomach. He gripped my
hair, twisting it around his fingers as I gasp and moaned in
pain.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, Master!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my fuck doll.”

“I’m your fuck doll, Master!”

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, Master!”

“Are you going to obey your master’s orders,
bitch?” he demanded as he twisted his fingers in my hair again.

“Aggh! Yes, Master!” I cried.

He continued to grind himself against my
buttocks pushing me in so that I was plastered up against the cool
metal of the car, then used his grip on my hair to push my face in
against the window.

“Let me see your tongue, slut. Let me see you
lick that glass. Lick it, whore!”

Whimpering, gasping in pain, I licked the
window in front of me again and again.

“Long, hard likes, slut. Get that tongue to
work.”

I licked hard against the glass as he started
to work his hips in and out again, slowly at first, then faster and
faster as he pulled my head up and back by the hair and bit into
the nape of my neck.

“Now you gonna get it, bitch. I’m gonna fill
you up!”

His fingers moved even harder against my
clitoris as he pounded himself against me so hard it felt like my
brain was shaking. Then another orgasm tore through me and I
started to scream as he cursed and poured himself up inside me. I
imagined I could actually feel his spurting cock deep in my belly
as he came.
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Because his car was faster than my usual bus
ride home I actually got home on time. Not that it mattered since
everyone was asleep. Which was just as well because I looked pretty
mauled when I checked myself out in the bathroom.

I winced as I looked down at my breasts,
sliding my fingers tentatively over them. He had been harder on me
tonight than he had earlier. I could still see bite marks around my
nipple. I turned around and bent forward, looking over my shoulder
at the mirror. There was no sign of any marks on my behind from the
strap.

I blinked as I saw the round metal coin-like
object covering my back opening. He had pushed it up inside me
after he had come. Then he had ordered me to wear it all the time
everywhere I went so that my ass would be ready for him or any
other man who wanted to use it.

If that wasn’t arrogant and outrageous I
don’t know what was.

I reached back and quickly gripped the little
coin then slowly pulled backward, feeling the pressure against the
inside of my sphincter. I moaned as I increased the pull, then
finally the plug thing appeared, getting wider and wider as it
spread me open before coming fully out into the light.

I knew what it was, of course. It was a butt
plug. I’d never seen one nor ever considered that I wanted to. Anal
sex was not something I ever craved or was really interested in.
Until tonight. Maybe I really was a dirty little whore, because I
had come powerfully twice while he was fucking me in the ass.

The harsh, savage sex that he inflicted on me
was so completely out of tune with everything in my previous
experiences that I almost couldn’t quite grasp it as sex. It was
something else, something much darker and more ferociously carnal
and… thrilling.

I cleaned myself up, using the bidet,
showered, washed my hair, and then fell into bed naked, feeling
clean and pure again. I ached inside from his harsh, powerful
sodomy, and my breasts were sore and felt bruised. My mind was
gripped by a strange, dark heat as it relived what had
happened.

You’d think after the intensity of that
experience I was sated but I wasn’t. As the memories played out in
my mind, I spread my legs slowly, wider and wider, my hand sliding
up and down my body until my fingers were at my clitoris, rubbing
and stroking. It didn’t take long for me to come, and it became so
powerful I desperately rolled onto my belly jamming my face into
the pillow as I cried out in pleasure.

*

I didn’t understand my strange attraction to
Mr. Johnston’s rough, even cruel sex. But the heat, the passion,
and pleasure were so intense that after only a few experiences I
ready felt as if I was addicted to the point where I thought of
little else.

He told me to come over to his place late in
the morning. And to make sure my ass was ready for him. I mean,
that was kind of an outrageous demand that I would’ve laughed at
boyfriends had they dared make it. In fact, I would have made a
point of not showing up just to show him that he couldn’t boss me
around

That wasn’t even a consideration this time. I
mean, a relationship is in a sense a partnership, but a partnership
where they are constantly testing out who gets to do what, what the
borders are of that relationship, who’s in charge, and when and
why. A relationship was full of compromise.

There was no compromise in this whatever it
was. He was in charge, and I would do whatever he told me to do.
And the reason why I would was because of that passion and hunger
that he roused in me. Because pride and dignity were simply
unimportant compared to that.

Of course, I had assumed that he had set the
time for me to arrive with the idea that we would be alone in the
house. So I was startled when Taylor opened the door instead of
him. I didn’t know what to say, and my mind blanked momentarily,
especially as I remembered that she had sent me those videos and
that she knew everything. I could feel my face heating up as she
scowled at me.

“Well look who’s here,” she said, folding her
arms across her chest. “The sluttiest little white girl in
town.”

I didn’t know what to say to that either. She
pulled the door back and motioned me forward and I stepped into the
house. My mind suddenly froze up as it switched from anticipation
of nasty sex with her father to a very embarrassing conversation
with her about what I was doing with her father and about those
videos.

She put her hand on the back of my neck and
roughly shoved hard enough that I stumbled. I turned to scowl at
her and perhaps protest but she had pushed me forward enough that I
caught sight of the living room where Ashley was just getting up
off of one of the sofas. My mind froze up again because I didn’t
know how much she knew.

The smirk she gave me, however, told me she
knew plenty.

“It’s our little slave girl,” she said.

“Take your clothes off, bitch,” Taylor said
from behind me.

I turned and stared at her in shock.
“What!?”

“You heard me. Take off your clothes. Sex
slaves don’t need to wear any clothes.”

My face heated. “I’m not a sex slave,” I
muttered.

“You will be. Take off your clothes.”

I scowled at her. “You can’t make me!”

She smirked at me and walked past me to pick
up a remote control, then pointed it at the TV. My face got even
hotter as my own image appeared on the big screen on the wall
showing my lips sliding up and down her father’s big cock.

“That’s your fault!” I exclaimed. “You’re the
one who left me tied up out there!”

“Am I the one who made you come like a
whore?”

I felt my face burning.

Then Ashley stepped forward and slid her
hands through my hair before kissing me passionately on the lips.
That startled and surprised me. We’d kissed before, of course, but
only to tease boys. Even as she kissed me her breasts pillowed out
against mine and her hands slid down to squeeze my butt.

“We know you’re a whore. Don’t pretend
otherwise,” Taylor said from behind me.

I felt her hand gripping my hair and jerking
back and cried out in pain, my hands instinctively shooting up and
back to grab at her wrists. As I did that, though, a giggling
Ashley yanked my shorts and thong down to my ankles.

“Taylor! Ashley!” I gasped.

“You’re our little sex slave too, bitch,”
Taylor said.

She held my wrists as Ashley lifted my top up
over my breasts and then up over my head, and with my arms up and
back she and Taylor simply slid the top up my arms until it was
around my wrists as she undid my bra.

And to tell you the truth, by then I was only
putting up an act of resistance, pretending that I was against the
nasty sex stuff I knew they had in store for me. It was necessary
to pretend, to protect my pride and dignity. But I didn’t resist
very hard, because now that I was basically naked a dark rush of
heat was swirling within me

“And what do we have here?” Taylor demanded
as her hand squeeze my butt.

She and Ashley bent me forward against the
back of one of the sofas and they both examined the base of the
butt plug as my face burned.

“What kind of a girl wears a butt plug?” she
demanded.

“A girl who thinks she’s going to get a big
cock up inside her ass soon,” Ashley replied

I felt someone slapping my bottom sharply and
squealed in pain even as they laughed and released me, stepping
back. I straightened up and turned to face them but dropped my
eyes, embarrassed, and they both stood there, arms folded across
their chests, smirking at me.

“I still say she has gorgeous breasts,”
Ashley said.

“Put your hands behind your neck, slut,”
Taylor ordered.

“I will not!” I said resentfully.

“Like to see these videos on the
internet?”

I gulped anxiously and then put my hands up
and back behind my neck.

“Put your elbows back, spread your legs
apart, push those tits out at us.”

I flushed red but obeyed as the two of them
examined me.

“She has a gorgeous body,” Ashley said.

“Yeah, she was meant to be a sex toy for some
man.”

“Why only for men?” Ashley asked slyly.

“You got a point there, blonde girl.”

She turned and left the room and Ashley move
forward to catch my embarrassingly hard nipples between her thumbs
and forefingers. She rolled her fingers against them as she grinned
at me.

“Now what should we do to punish our naughty
little sex slave today?” she purred.

“I’m not your sex slave,” I gulped.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

Taylor returned with what looked like a group
of short, red straps in her hand. He handed them all to Ashley
except for one thicker one that she brought up and held before my
eyes. I blinked in surprise as I realized it was not so much a
strap as an open collar, red with, stainless steel rings and studs
on it.

She pulled it up around my neck and I
instinctively grabbed at her wrists.

“Did I say you could move, slut!?” she
snapped.

The tone froze me momentarily and she slipped
the collar around my neck. They moved behind me as I reached up to
grip the collar but she had quickly buckled it behind me. She moved
back around in front of me and grabbed one of my hands then took a
smaller strap from Ashley which turned out to be a kind of leather
wristband much like the collar.

I didn’t really resist as I was confused and
also intrigued, allowing her to slip another band around my other
wrist. She took another from Ashley and dropped down on her knees
in front of me as Ashley moved behind me. I felt her hands on my
wrists and then she drew them back and clipped the bands to the
back of the collar. I jerked against it experimentally and felt a
dark gush of heat and something breathless sweeping through me.

“Hey!” I protested.

Taylor fastened one of the bands around my
left ankle then placed the fourth around my right.

“Keep your elbows back, slave girl,” Ashley
ordered from behind me.

She tugged on a thin tendril of hair so that
it stung and I gasped and pulled my head and elbows back. A moment
later I felt Taylor’s hand sliding up my legs and thighs and then
her tongue on my sex.

Another rush of dark hunger and heat rolled
through me as her tongue slid up and down along the line of my
sex.

“Y-You guys are perverts!” I gasped, still
feeling the need to put up a front, to pretend I wasn’t excited by
what they were doing.

I don’t think it fooled them, but I needed it
for my pride’s sake.

Ashley’s arms slid around me from behind and
her hands came up to squeeze and caress my breasts and roll and
tweak my nipples. Then she backed off, turning away. When she
returned she too dropped to her knees behind me. I felt her fingers
at the butt plug and moaned in denial as she slowly pulled it
free.

A moment later she pressed something else
against me there, something that felt very much like a cock except
it was too cool and too hard. It slid into me slowly and she began
to pump in and out. I assumed it was some kind of dildo. My body
and mind were both starting to swirl with dark, excited heat as
Taylor lapped at my clitoris and Ashley pushed her dildo deeper and
deeper into my ass.

I started to feel cramps as she thrust higher
and then felt it getting wider and wider, uncomfortably, achingly
wide. I started to protest and then it suddenly got narrow again.
She let go of it but it didn’t fall out and a moment later I felt
something similar only more lifelike pressing against my sex.

I felt a sense of astonishment, wondering
just where they got all the sex toys as she worked another dildo up
into my pussy. Taylor took over control of that one, pumping in
harder and faster and Ashley got up and moved around next to me,
bending over to lick and suck at my nipple and breast.

This dildo seemed to have a strange sort of
base to it, for as she thrust it deeper I felt a sort of curved
something pressing up against the top of my sex.

“Fasten the dildo to the one in her ass,” she
said.

Ashley dropped down behind me and I felt her
fingers going up to the two dildo things, confusing me for a moment
as I wondered what she was doing. Then the both of them stood up,
and Ashley came around in front of me, the two girls smirking at me
as I stood there. I dropped my eyes down along the line of my body
and saw that the dildo in my pussy was buried to the hilt, but had
a kind of rim at the bottom, at least at the topside, which
prevented the thing from going deeper and all-but covered the top
of my sex.

Taylor got her phone and I thought she was
going to take a picture so I twisted my head away, but instead the
thing inside me started to vibrate powerfully. It vibrated not only
inside me but on that little angled base that was pressed up over
my clitoris. And it was really uncomfortable! A bizarre combination
of extremely ticklish and… and something else, something that felt
like it was making my whole lower body quiver like a plucked guitar
string!

I squealed in discomfort, kind of bending
forward and jerking my thighs together as the two laughed at
me.

“Oh! Turn it off! It’s too powerful!” I
cried.

“Poor little slut,” Taylor sneered.

I dropped to my knees and squirmed there on
the floor, dropping my head forward onto the rug, my thighs rubbing
together until I fell over onto my side.

“Taylor! Ashley!” I cried.

“Sex slaves have to be tortured for being
naughty,” Ashley said sweetly.

“Suffer,” Taylor said in amusement.

I was suffering! I was writhing on the floor,
grinding my thighs together as I endured the powerful vibrations
resonating up through my abdomen. It wasn’t painful or anything, it
was just extremely uncomfortable!

They grabbed me and put me back onto my
knees, and I sat back down, still rubbing my thighs together as I
bent forward.

Taylor produced what looked like a foot-long
metal bar with leather loops on each end and put one of the loops
around my right leg just above the knee. Then she and Ashley forced
my other knee apart and fit the other to it. They did something to
the bar which extended it, forcing my thighs even further apart,
and then locked it in place.

Then Taylor moved behind me and gathered my
hair in, pulling up and back as she had done the other day. Again,
she tied something to it but this time instead of feeding it behind
the chair she led it down and tied it around the base of the butt
plug to hold my head up and back so sharply I was basically looking
up at the ceiling above me.

While they were doing this the discomfort
level began to fade and blur as if my nervous system was beginning
to adjust, or maybe become numb to it.

“What are you two bitches doing!?” I
moaned.

“Did you hear what she said? She called us
bitches,” Ashley said with mock indignation.

“We’ll have to punish her for that,” Taylor
replied.

“Torture her!” Ashley said with
enthusiasm.

“Freaks!” I gasped.

“That’s not nice,” Ashley said.

“You should call us goddesses,” Taylor
added.

They both pinched my nipples then, pinched
them sharply so that I yelped. They twisted them then, before
pulling back at my cry of pain. Then they leaned in and started
licking and sucking on my nipples, both at the same time.

The vibrator thing was starting to have a
different impact on my nerve endings down there. I was starting to
feel a rising sense of pleasure from the sensations rippling
through my body. And then four soft hands began to caress me,
sliding up and down my hips and thighs caressing my buttocks,
stroking my back, and gliding over my breasts.

My heart had already been beating pretty
quickly but now a dark heat and hunger began to spread through my
body. I stared up at the ceiling, my breathing getting more ragged
as I tried to show no response. That, of course, couldn’t last
long.

“Tell me I’m your goddess,” Taylor
ordered.

“No way!” I gasped.

I cried out as they pinched and twisted my
nipples again.

“Ow! Ow! Quit it!” I cried.

“Say I’m your goddess,” Taylor demanded.

“You wish!”

“I can see that our little sex slave hasn’t
quite realized the need to obey her mistresses,” Taylor said.

I felt a sudden sensation across my breasts
like they’d been struck with thin leather laces of some kind, kind
of like shoelaces but a dozen or so at once. I cried out, startled,
and rolled my eyes downward as she brought some kind of little whip
thing down a second time. It looked like a foot-long handle with
foot-long laces attached to the tip.

I yelped again, and then again as she swung
harder and faster, the thin laces crackling down across my taut
breasts repeatedly, raining light little stings across the surface
of each breast. None of them really hurt very much, but a dozen or
so at a time added up. Especially when she swung it down again and
again so that my breast started to redden and feel hotter and more
sensitive.

“Ow! Taylor! Stop it!” I cried.

“Say I’m your goddess,” she said sternly.

The laces came down again and again, and my
breasts began to throb and ache and burn. But the vibrator was
still thrumming within me and a dark, glittering sense of thrilled
awakening was filling my mind with excitement.

“Obey your mistress, sex slave,” Ashley
ordered.

My breasts really began to ache and I
shuddered and wriggled in place, my wrists pulling against the
collar and my hair tugging against the long butt plug thing. I was
completely helpless and that realization just added more fire to
the heat that began to bake my mind.

“Obey!” Taylor ordered.

“Obey!” Ashley exclaimed.

Taylor whipped the thing down harder and
harder and I hissed and gasped and moaned as the heat of pain and
the heat of pleasure churned wildly within my body and mind.

“All right!” I cried. “You’re my
goddess!”

Taylor stopped swinging the little whip thing
down and I felt two hands caressing my breasts and gently rolling
my nipples between their fingers.

“Say you’re my fuck toy,” Taylor sneered.

“I-I… I’m your fuck toy,” I moaned.

The laces cut down again and again and again
and I yelped and squealed in pain.

“You forgot to call me Mistress,” she said
indignantly. “Now try again. Tell me you’re my fuck toy.”

“I’m your fuck toy, Mistress!” I gasped.

Ashley crawled around behind me and then I
got a glimpse of what looked like a very long dildo in her hand as
she brought the head into my mouth. My mouth was open wide because
of the way my head was being pulled back by the hair. And she
filled my mouth with it before I even knew what she was up to.

“Suck that pretty cock, little sex slave,”
Taylor ordered.

Gasping, moaning, my body now thrumming with
heat and need, I obeyed, licking and sucking at the long, silicone
cock as Ashley pumped it slowly up and down in my mouth. It was
ridiculously long and then she suddenly pushed it down into my
throat.

I gurgled and stared, cross-eyed as inch
after inch slid through my lips. This was far too long to be any
man’s cock. And it wasn’t until I felt it going deep into my chest
that I saw she was holding the last few inches and that there was
another head on the other side. It was a double-headed dildo, and
she forced almost every inch of it down my throat.

“Look at how expertly she swallows cock,”
Ashley said in delight.

“We should be able to make a lot of money off
her if we pimp her out,” Taylor said.

I felt her hands fondling my breasts as she
talked and then one of them slid down my body to press against the
little branch part vibrator pressed against my clitoris. She kind
of ground it against me there and I cried out in dazed pleasure,
jerking and grinding helplessly in place as the sensations
overwhelmed my nervous system.

She and Ashley both leaned in on either side
of me, whispering into my ears.

“Slut!”

“Sex slave!”

“Whore!”

“Sex toy!”

“Fuck toy!”

“Bitch!”

“Slave!”

They repeated the words over and over as I
gurgled around Ashley’s dildo and my hips trembled and jerked
against the vibrator. My mind was going fuzzy again, my chest
burning from lack of oxygen as my head pounded.

“Whore!” Ashley whispered into my right ear
at the same time as Taylor whispered “Slut!” into my left.

“Fuck toy!” Ashley whispered as Taylor
whispered, “Sex slave!”

“Bitch!” Ashley whispered as Taylor
whispered. “Whore!”

Ashley slid the long dildo up, up, up, inch
after inch of it until the head finally popped free of my throat
and I sucked in ragged breaths of air.

“Tell me you love to suck cock, slut!” Ashley
taunted as Taylor whispered, “Tell me you love to lick pussy,
whore!”

They were both licking and sucking and
chewing on the opposite sides of my throat and the nape of my neck
as they whispered. Their hands caressed my body, my breasts, my
buttocks, and the base of the vibrator as it rubbed back and forth
against my clitoris.

The orgasm welled up within me and exploded
as I cried out and startled pleasure. Then it swamped my mind and
all my cares and concerns about dignity and pride were swept away
under the flooding waves of heat and pleasure. I cried out, again
and again, sucking in air only to cry it out again as my hips
spasmed uncontrollably against the vibrator.

“Whore!”

“Slut!”
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Taylor moved behind me and untied my hair,
and I groaned as my head slowly fell forward. She removed the bar
from my legs and then one of them pulled on my hair forcing me to
stumble to my feet. Taylor snapped a leash to the ring dangling
from the front of the collar and gave it a tug.

“Come, slave girl,” she said in an imperious
voice.

I moaned as I stumbled after her, then yelped
at a sharp, stinging blow across the buttocks from Ashley who was
following.

“Elbows back, chest out!” she called.

Gasping, I obeyed, still trying to catch my
breath, my mind still shellshocked from the force of the
orgasm.

They led me up the stairs and then into
Taylor’s bedroom where I was flung onto the bed. They stripped and
quickly climbed into bed with me. Taylor sat down with her back
against the headboard, and her feet flat on the bed. She slumped
down more and spread her legs wider and then she and Ashley guided
me in between her thighs.

“Please your mistress, slut,” she ordered as
she jammed my face in against her sex.

Ashley slapped my bottom repeatedly until I
raised it into the air and spread my legs. She put on a strap-on
panty thing which had a dildo attached then knelt behind me and
pulled the dildo out of my ass. She placed the head of the new
dildo against me and slid it deep into my belly.

I moaned as I began to lick at Taylor’s sex
while I felt that big cock sliding up and down inside my belly. The
vibrator was still buzzing away powerfully in my sex, and Taylor
and Ashley continued to run their hands over my body as I
licked.

I wasn’t very experienced at this, but of
course, I had the general idea, not to mention having had recent
experience on the receiving end. But it was a little difficult to
concentrate as Ashley forced the last inch of the big dildo she was
wearing into my ass and began to thrust hard and fast. Not to
mention the vibrator. Not to mention she and Taylor mauling my
breasts, pulling at my hair, and slapping my ass!

They were also talking dirty, using the same
wicked and outrageous insults that Taylor’s father had used the
other day. But they were saying them like they were taunting me
with them, like when they called me a sex slave or a slut or a
whore. It was a strange, verbal assault that was both darkly,
wickedly thrilling, and insulting and degrading at the same
time.

But it was just the background to the
sensations churning through my body and the wild emotions churning
through my mind. I was gripped by a dark, delicious sense of being
helpless, and being a prisoner, of being a captive who was cruelly
abused. I’m not at all certain why I found this to be so exciting,
why the outrageous way they were treating me and the outrageous
things they said to me turned me on so much.

Anyway, this was nothing like sex. Certainly
not like any of the sex I had before. The stuff I did here, with
them and Taylor’s father had little in common with the softer, more
romantic sex that I had had with guys before.

There was nothing romantic about this,
whatsoever. It was all just rough, savage, carnal heat. It
suggested no emotions, no romance, not even any relationship or
liking. Nor did it have any strings attached, any suggestion of a
future relationship or romance or friendship.

It was just raw animal hunger and pleasure.
And that was not something girls were supposed to partake in. That
was a guy thing. We were supposed to be all about emotions when it
came to sex. And so this, especially being tied up the way I was,
was sort of a release. It let me wallow in the nastiness without
any real guilt about what I was doing. After all, they
forced me to do it! So they could hardly accuse me
later.

And, of course, there was something wild and
intense about feeling that big dildo thrusting deep into my belly.
Deep into my ass! What a slut I must be to find that so wickedly
hot! Especially with the vibrator buzzing away in my now overfilled
belly.

It was just incredibly, outrageously exciting
to be bent over like this while Ashley of all people used me like I
was her bitch, sodomizing me with a strap-on cock!

My face was being jammed in against Taylor’s
pussy as I licked frantically. I winced and moaned and gasped as
she twisted her fingers in my hair, trying to do my best to please
her even as my body shuddered to the repeated impacts of Ashley’s
hips against my upraised buttocks.

“Dirty little sex slave,” she purred. “Lick
my clitoris, slut!”

“Sloane loves to lick pussy,” Ashley said
from behind me. “She’s practically a lesbian.”

“Is that right, slut?” Taylor asked. “Are we
turning you into a lesbo? I don’t think so. I think you love cock
too much for that.”

She leaned back further, slouching down more,
and groaned as she rubbed my face against her sex. Her other hand
was on my breast, repeatedly kneading and squeezing it even as she
pulled at my hair.

“That’s it, slut! Lick my clit, you dirty
little whore!”

“Don’t you love the way I’m fucking your ass,
Sloane?” Ashley demanded behind me.

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“You’re such a dirty little slave girl I bet
you love it.”

I cried out as Taylor jerked my head up and
back by the hair, my eyes rolling up towards her.

“Tell Ashley you love being fucked in the
ass, bitch.”

“I… I love being fucked in the ass,
Mistress!” I moaned helplessly.

She jammed my face in against her sex again
and I resumed licking.

She was writhing slowly beneath me, her
breathing becoming more ragged. So was mine, for that vibrator was
doing wild things inside me and against me, and the hard, steady
pounding of Ashley’s hips against my ass and that dildo thrusting
into me was filling my mind with dark, delicious heat.

Taylor came before I did, though, and the way
she twisted her fingers in my hair and pulled on my scalp sent
crackling stings through my head to distract me from the thrumming
heat gripping my body. At least momentarily.

She and Ashley traded places, and now it was
her pounding the dildo into my ass while Ashley twisted her fingers
in my hair and jammed my face against her pussy. It didn’t make any
difference to me. Except that it reinforced the thought that I was
their bitch, the sort of overriding assumption that I belonged to
them and had to do anything they told me to.

It was a mindset that came with a dark,
hungry fever, a mindset that did not allow for any hint that I had
any say in anything. They were in control of me. They owned me!
They could do anything to me!

I came again while Taylor was sodomizing me,
my hips grinding and bucking back against her as I cried out in
pleasure. The two girls mocked and taunted me through it, Taylor
slapping my bottom and squeezing my breast roughly while Ashley
rubbed my face against her pussy and called me her bitch.

*

It made me uncomfortable when they unclipped
my wrists from the back of the collar. Maybe that was why they did
it. I mean, I had to do what they told me when I was tied up,
right? But if I wasn’t tied up what excuse did I have for being
their outrageous orders? Still, I did.

“Get down on all fours, slut,” Taylor
ordered.

Panting, overheated, and flushed, gulping in
air, I got out of bed and knelt where she pointed. She attached the
leash to the collar and then started forward.

“Heel, bitch!” she growled, jerking on the
leash.

I had to crawl along next to her, with the
obvious suggestion I was some kind of animal, a pet, a bitch! And
that was again, outrageous and wicked and hot and edgy. Which is
why I did it.

“Crawl, you little slut,” she ordered.

She walked back and forth with me crawling
next to her like an animal. And of course, I still had the vibrator
inside me, along with the dildo now thrusting deep into my ass
again. My mind was still thrumming with heat, and every new
outrageous thing I did only served to turn the heat up higher.

“She’s just like a bitch in heat,” Ashley
said.

“Is that right, slut?” Taylor demanded. “Are
you a bitch in heat?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned.

“We should find a big dog to fuck you then. I
bet you’d love that. I bet you’d love having a dog fuck you while
you knelt there on all fours? Would you like to be his bitch?”

I shuddered at the suggestion.

“She needs a big cock inside her,” Ashley
said.

“Maybe a horse cock then,” Taylor
replied.

“I don’t think she cares what kind as long as
it’s big.”

Taylor jerked back sharply on my leash so
that the collar dug into my throat and half forced me up and back
onto my heels.

“Kneel, slut. Legs wide, hands behind head,
back arched.”

I knelt and the two stood over me as they had
downstairs.

“Tell me you’re my fuck toy,” Taylor
ordered.

“I’m your fuck toy, Mistress,” I said,
flushed.

She picked up the strap and swept it down so
that it snapped across my breasts. I winced and moaned, but held my
position despite the line of heat drawn across my breasts.

“Tell me you’re a filthy little whore,” she
said.

“I’m a filthy little whore, Mistress!” I
moaned.

Again she snapped the belt down across my
breasts and I cried out weakly.

“Do you love your mistress, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress?” I gasped.

“Then demonstrate it, slut. Lick my feet to
show me your submissiveness.”

The thought was jarring, giving me a psychic
jolt that momentarily caused my brain to freeze up. She brought the
belt cutting down across my breasts again and I gasped in pain.

“Now, slut!”

I moaned and flung myself forward to avoid
another blow, finding myself on all fours. Then I felt another blow
on my buttocks as Ashley swung something there.

“Lick her feet, sex slave! Lick your
mistress’s feet!”

Whimpering, I lowered myself further, looking
at Taylor’s bare feet, and then at another stinging blow across my
bottom I bent and hesitantly licked the top of her foot.

“Show more energy, slut. Give those feet a
tongue bath!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Some kind of strap cut across my bottom with
stinging blows and lent urgency to my action as I licked harder and
faster at Taylor’s feet. This was so degrading! And yet it turned
me on! Doing something so submissive, so degrading, so outrageous
it turned me on to an incredible degree.

Crack!

“Lick faster, you filthy slave!”

I licked up and down along Taylor’s foot,
then, and at further orders sucked on her toes as the vibrator
buzzed away inside me. Then it was Ashley's turn and I had to lick
her feet and suck her toes. Then they made me crawl along the
carpet out of the room and up the hall. Taylor opened the door to
reveal another staircase and Ashley snapped her belt across my
bottom as she ordered me up.

I crawled up the stairs, wincing but
overheated, my mind gripped by a dark, sexual fever as I made my
way into the attic. They had me crawl along the floor there and
then stop and lay on my belly. Ashley and Taylor fastened some kind
of chains to my ankle restraints and then as I heard the sound of a
machine going I felt them being pulled up behind me.

My ankles lifted up so that only my knees
were touching the floor and then raised up higher still so that my
upper legs also were lifted up. Then my hips rose, my belly and my
chest following as I pressed my hands against the floor
uncertainly. The machine continued to growl as my legs lifted
higher and spread wider until I was suspended entirely upside down
above the floor.

Ashley and Taylor then drew my wrist down and
apart and chained them to the floor. A moment later I was
blindfolded and then gagged and left there in the hot, sweltering
air of the attic.

I heard their footsteps on the stairs going
down and the door closing. It didn’t necessarily mean they were
gone, of course. They could sneak back up quietly. Otherwise, why
blindfold me? But as far as I knew I was alone as my head began to
throb from the blood rushing to it.

My legs were spread quite far apart and my
body felt like it was taut and straining, being pulled from four
directions. I was starting to sweat in the heat, and moaned around
the gag as I wondered how long they intended to leave me like
this.

The vibrator continued to throb and my nerve
endings continued to crackle with excitement, causing my muscles to
spasm and twitch. It felt very strange being hung upside down
blindfolded. But my mind was filled with dark fantasies and had me
wondering what they intended to do. I was so helpless that I
wouldn’t even know who was doing what to me. They could invite in a
whole football team of guys to gang bang me and I wouldn’t even be
able to say no.

I could feel little droplets of perspiration
trickling slowly down my body as I hung there in the heat quivering
and trembling. Every time I heard a sound I gasped, jerking my head
around as if I could see what was there.

Finally, I did heard definite sounds. The
door had opened and someone was walking slowly up the stairs,
someone with a heavy tread. I felt a sudden shock, realizing it
probably wasn’t them. What if it was Mr. Johnston? What if it was
someone else entirely!?

And I realized in that instant that even if
it was a complete stranger, if they just fucked me hard I would
probably come. Because it didn’t really matter. I just wanted a big
cock inside me! I wanted somebody to use my body like I was a
helpless victim of their lust!

Then I felt a hand, a large, warm, male hand
on my inner thigh! It slid up and down slowly, touching then
fondling the base of the dildo and vibrator protruding from my
body, then sliding down my taut belly until it cupped and fondled
my breasts.

It skimmed upwards or rather down my body
again and did something with the vibrator. I felt it sliding out a
few inches. That still left it inside me but removed the base from
my swollen clitoris. A moment later a large, wet tongue took its
place, licking expertly so that I gasped and moaned and immediately
began to writhe in place.

As much as it could, my back arched, my body
flaring wildly at the sudden intense surge of sensation.

The licking stopped and I heard movement and
then the vibrator pulled back. Then something pushed against me
there, the unmistakable soft, yet hard and warm head of a big cock
pushing into my body. My mind was filled with a wild shock of
almost breathless realization that I didn’t even know who this was.
And so as that big cock slid down into my body I began to come
before he could even stroke.

The cock began pumping into me hard and fast
as my body twisted and thrashed in place, and I was pretty sure it
was Mr. Johnston from its size and thickness. Still, enough doubt
remained that I was still gripped by that wicked, outrageous
thought that it could be just any stranger using my body, using me
like a whore!

That cock plunged into my belly again and
again while I trembled and shook as my mind was swamped by a
churning flood of pleasure, of ecstasy. Used! Ravished! The poor,
tormented victim of an evil, lusting man who couldn’t keep his
hands off her beautiful young body!

I swear that orgasm lasted almost a minute.
It left me dazed and breathless, my chest heaving as his cock
slowed and pulled back. The vibrator pushed back into me once
again, all the way until the base was pressed against my
clitoris.

There was a delay and I suddenly felt a dozen
stinging blows across my lower chest and belly. It was like those
thin laces that Taylor had used on my breasts earlier, only much
longer and a little heavier. I shuddered and moaned as they struck
again and again across my belly and lower chest before snapping
down with a stinging crackle of sharp bites across my breasts.

He was moving as he swung whatever it was and
I felt the thin laces snapping down across my ribs and then my back
and shoulders. They bit into me again and again as he raised his
aim. Then came down from above between my legs.

I don’t how many times those thin laces cut
across my body. Certainly several dozen. When they stopped I felt
him pulling up the vibrator and felt that tongue against me once
again. The contrast made me cry out as that soothing, delicious
tongue circled and caressed my tingling, burning little button.

He licked faster and harder as the vibrator
began to pump in and out of my sobbing pussy. Then it pulled out
entirely and a moment later his cock drove into me once more. But
from the first he drove himself into me hard and fast, his hands
clutching my buttocks as he used me ruthlessly.

I was going to come again, come powerfully.
And then it happened. The dildo in my bottom was pulled up and out.
Then I felt something else pressed against my back opening. It was
similar in size and shape but the feeling, texture, the heat was
unmistakable. It was another cock!

And it wasn’t a fake. It wasn’t it dildo.
This was real! That meant there were two men there using my body at
the same time! I felt the second cock sliding deep into my belly.
Felt almost as if it was caressing the first through a thin layer
of flesh inside me.

The two cocks punched in and out of my body
as my mind froze up and then melted in a wave of terrible heat! I
screamed around the gag as the orgasm overloaded my nervous system
and shattered my mind. I had a lot of powerful orgasms since Mr.
Taylor had taken me in the garage, but none quite so intense

Being used by two girls was one thing. Being
used by two men was far, far more shocking and outrageous! Now I
could really get into the dark sense of masochistic heat at being a
helpless sex slave. And I wallowed in it, the pleasure surpassing
anything I had ever experienced and taking me to a place of
something like rapture.

It seemed like every muscle in my body
spasmed uncontrollably even as I hung there spread-eagled upside
down. And I had no control over them for my mind was swirling and
spinning, buffeted by the powerful shockwaves of pleasure.

Two men! That thought kept ringing through my
mind. Two of them! Using my body together! The thought, even the
visualization in my mind was scalding! This sort of thing didn’t
happen to me! Not boring little Sloane! This was the sort of thing
that happened to wild, sexy girls.

I think they both came inside me. Maybe my
spasming body and howls of pleasure brought them over the edge,
though of course, I was too out of it to really pay any attention
at the time.

They lowered me to the floor, removing the
chains from the wrist and ankle restraints and letting me lay there
for a few minutes as their hands caressed my body. Finally, a firm
pull on my hair forced me to rise, to sit up, and then kneel. They
pulled the gag out of my mouth and then removed the blindfold.

There were two large, muscular black men
standing before me naked except for some kind of thin, flexible
hoods over their heads. They were like stockings, stretchy and
dark, but shaped for heads. Obviously, they could see through them,
but I couldn’t make out their features at all.

I was fairly sure one of them was Mr.
Johnston, though. I recognized that powerful body, not to mention
his cock. The other one struck me as being younger, though of
course, I had no glimpse of him above the neck.

My heart pounded as I looked up at them,
wondering what they wanted next of me. One of them undid the collar
around my throat, and let it fall on the floor. Then he took a thin
chain and slipped it over my head in its place. It was a choke
chain, I realized almost at once.

He pulled it taut and it jerked me up off my
heels, drawing my face forward against his groin. My hands
instinctively rose up to grab at the chain but a harsh male voice,
not that of Mr. Johnston barked out at me.

“Drop your hands, slut!”

I jerked helplessly at the shock of a strange
male voice, then lowered my hands. The man who held the choke chain
gripped my hair and tilted my head back as he brought my mouth
against him. I began to mouth his flaccid cock and the other one
reached down and gripped my right hand, pulling up and out to his
own groin so that I knew he wanted me to fondle him.

So that was what I did. I licked and sucked
on the first man’s cock and balls, using my left hand while my
right caressed and massaged the other man. Naturally, the one I was
sucking and licking at hardened first. But as soon as it was hard
enough for me to bob my lips up and down on it he handed the chain
to the other guy.

The other guy jerked on, tightening the chain
around my throat and forcing me to jerk my head over next to him. I
got the message. I didn’t need further instructions. I began to
suck and lick at him as I used my left hand to massage the other
man’s cock.

That was easier now that he was hard as I
gripped it between my fingers and thumb, pumping them slowly up and
down as I licked and sucked on the other guy. I was pretty sure the
guy I had originally been sucking was Mr. Johnston. I had no idea
who this new guy was but he did have a beautiful cock.

He hardened, as well. Suddenly the two men
shifted to either side and I gasped aloud. My eyes widened to see a
third muscular black man standing in front of me. He was just as
naked as them, and he took the chain from the guy I thought of as
the younger one and pulled me in against him.

I was stunned, dazed, but began working on
him automatically. The first thing I realized was that his cock was
already kind of damp, and smelled of soap. I didn’t understand that
at first. It was only hours later that I recalled that neither of
the first two men I had sucked and licked tasted like they had been
fucking my ass recently.

My mind wasn’t really set up for analyzing
details just then. It was in a state of stunned amazement even as I
got this third guy hard enough to plunge down my throat. He held my
head by the hair as well as holding onto the chain. The other two
guys on either side of him were holding my wrists as my hands
pumped up and down on their stiff erections.

He let me pull back, and gulp in air as he
handed the chain to the guy on his right. That guy pulled me in
against him and I was soon deep throating him, or at least being
held in place while he fucked my throat with deep, slow
strokes.

The guy I had been sucking shifted to his
other side so that once again I had my wrists held up and out to
the two men I wasn’t sucking, my hands pumping their cocks as the
one before me fucked my throat. It was just one more source of
confusion and uncertainty, one more source of shock and
unreality.

They passed me back and forth from one to the
other, licking and sucking and deep throating each cock in turn
until I was lightheaded from repeated lack of oxygen. Then I was
pushed back and the choke chain used to jerk me sideways, so that I
had to crawl along the floor as if leashed again.

There was a padded metal bench there on the
floor, one of those weightlifter-type benches. One of the men lay
down on it and I was pulled up to straddle the bench and his body.
Then the vibrator was pulled out and I sank slowly down, feeling
his cock pushing up deep into my pussy.

I began to ride slowly up and down on his
big, cock, leaning forward, hand sliding up along his powerful
chest. One of the other men took the choke chain and pulled down
and to the right, then pushed his cock into my mouth. The third man
drew my wrists up and back behind my back and locked the restraints
together. Then I felt the dildo being pulled out of my bottom and
his cock working its way up inside me.

Three men at once! Three, I thought
wildly!

I had simply lost myself to the darkness of
this incredible, outrageous, shocking role of being a sex slave. It
did not occur to me to voice any kind of doubt or question what was
being demanded of me. I didn’t even think for a moment of saying
no, or even that I could.

The man who was standing fucked my throat
slowly as the man I was riding up and down on fondled my breasts.
The one who was pushing himself up into my ass reached around my
hip and began to finger my clitoris.

It was all impossible! I was just…
overwhelmed by it all! I came, screaming around the cock plunging
up and down in my throat. I came, again and again, losing my mind
to the dark, savage sexual high as the three big men growled and
used my body relentlessly, driving their cocks into me until I was
dazed and half-conscious from exhaustion and too many climaxes.
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Much of the rest of the day passed in a
strange haze. Suddenly the men were gone, and I had no idea where.
It was almost like they were just a dark fantasy from my
imagination. Especially since they were all faceless. Ashley and
Taylor came and got me and I spent some time posing for pictures
that ranged from just naked, to truly obscene.

I didn’t object to it. I was shellshocked. I
just did and moved and posed as I was told while they took
pictures. That included pictures of me licking their feet and
pussies, sucking on their breasts, fondling my own body,
masturbating with dildos, and whatever else they could think
of.

And after an all-day sexual marathon I then
went home, showered, got ready for work, and went to work that
evening. It was very… calming, but it felt odd, weirdly, to be
wearing clothes. I hadn’t been naked for so long a time since,
well, maybe ever! Unless you counted the occasional sleeping while
nude.

Dressed the way I was it was not the least
bit unusual for guys to look at me, flirt with me, or even hit on
me. It was unusual for guys to actually touch me without my
permission, and usually they did it when they were really
drunk.

There was a big basketball game on that
evening. That meant there were more black guys at the bar than
usual. I didn’t really think anything of it when I found two black
guys in a booth in the corner. Except to blink a little at how big
they were, how broad their shoulders were.

After all, I’d spent that very afternoon
fucking three very large black guys. So looking at these two made a
pretty quick link with the memories I was still processing in my
confused mind. They both looked me over very obviously, not the
least bit bashful as they ran their eyes over my body.

“What can I get you, gentlemen?” I asked, as
I usually did.

“What kind of beers do you have on tap,” the
guy on the right asked.

And as he asked that his left hand came up
very casually, slid under my skirt, and began to fondle my
buttocks. It wasn’t something he did furtively or hesitantly or
drunkenly. It was very, very casual, as if he had the perfect right
to do it

Normally I would’ve jumped back in
astonishment, but given that I had spent almost the whole day in
some kind of weird, hazy sex slave game the feel of his big hand on
my nearly bare butt startled me, but I didn’t really react at
first.

Instead I just kind of continued on to recite
the list of beers we had on tap, meaning draft beers, though my
voice became unsteady and uncertain. Naturally, I felt a wild jolt
at the thought that maybe these were the two guys who’d been in the
attic with Mr. Johnston. Why else would they be so daring!”

“Which one would you recommend?” he asked as
his hand squeezed my buttocks.

“Th-that depends on your preferences,” I
gulped. “I don’t drink draft beer myself.”

“And what does a sexy little white girl like
you drink?” the man on my left asked as he brought his right hand
up along my left thigh, up under my skirt, and began to lightly rub
me through my little thong.

I was momentarily speechless.

“I- I… drink B-Budweiser,” I gasped.

“I’ll take a Coors,” he said as he slid his
fingers in under the thong and began to directly rub them along my
bare pussy.

“Why don’t you read me over that list of
draft beers again,” the first man said with a smile.

He half-turned in his seat and brought his
right hand up to gently squeeze my breast as I recited the list. I
finally came to my senses and abruptly jerked back, my eyes wide.
He grinned and asked for a Michelob and I hurriedly retreated, a
little shocked at myself for not backing up faster, and more than a
little confused.

Were those the guys or not? It seemed awfully
coincidental if they weren’t! And if they were, what else were they
going to do?! And how should I respond?!

All the wild dark heat, passion, and
confusion churned through my mind again just as it had in the
attic. But I wasn’t playing a sex slave here! I was just a
waitress, a server! I couldn’t take my eyes off them, though. If
they were the guys who had fucked me earlier, at least they were
good looking guys. And they weren’t nearly as old as Mr. Johnston.
Though there were still quite a bit older than me.

I nervously brought them their drinks,
intending to stay well back after that, but the guy on the left put
his big hand around my leg even as I was bending forward to slide
the glasses onto the table.

I tried to steel myself to protest

“S-Sir,” I gulped, “P-Please don’t --.”

The problem was even as I looked at him the
guy on the right slid his hand up under my skirt and began to rub
my pussy. His finger pushed up through the side of my thong and
seemed to find my clitoris almost immediately. I gasped and brought
my hand down on his but it just stayed in place, his fingers gently
rubbing against me as he grinned up at me.

“How much do you charge for this pussy,
baby?”

“I-I’m not… I don’t…”

“This feels like a very tight little pussy,”
he said.

The other guy reached up with his left hand,
cupping and squeezing my breast.

“We’d like to order something to eat,
baby.”

I managed to pull back and fled to get them
menus. But I was becoming even more sure that these were the two
guys from the attic. Who else would dare act like this in a
restaurant?!

I was able to keep away from them as I slid
the menus over. But of course, then they wanted to ask kinds of
questions, and even point to items on the menu to ask what they
were. I was nervous and uncertain, and definitely didn’t want to
make a scene. Especially if these were the guys from the attic.

So I basically put up with their groping but
I answered the questions and took their orders. But it left me
frazzled and more than a little on edge. And I have to say that
despite my anxiety and fear of being seen by someone else I was
feeling a dark sexual electricity crackling through me before I
could finally pull myself away. It was that guy who rubbed my
pussy! He had very skillful fingers!

At least they were discreet enough that no
one else noticed. Though it helped they were in the booth in the
corner.

I have to say they certainly made for a much
more exciting, and anxiety-filled evening than usual! At the end of
the evening, they paid for their bill on the machine, as usual. But
when they got up the guy on the right pushed a folded-up bill into
my cleavage, giving me a wink as he did. I was so startled I didn’t
react, and then the second guy I did the same thing before the two
wandered off.

They turned out to be hundred-dollar bills
which definitely shocked me. I rarely saw bills that big, and never
as a tip.

That night, needless to say, I masturbated
very hard, thinking about those men, thinking about what had
happened that afternoon, thinking about what might have happened,
my imagination running wild.

Then Mr. Johnston sent me a text telling me
to come over to his place, that Taylor was away. As before, I felt
a surge of anxiety and uncertainty, but there was no way I could
refuse. That dark feeling of rabid hunger I got around him was just
too intense. The orgasms he gave me were too incredible. It was
like I was addicted.

One thing struck me as especially jarring
about his text, though. He told me to wear my uniform from
work.

Sure enough, when I got there he wasn’t
alone. The two men from the restaurant were there with him.

“She sure does look cute in that little
outfit,” one of them said.

“She looks a lot cuter without the outfit,”
the other replied.

“We’ll compromise,” Johnston said. “She can
do a little striptease for us.”

“Oh… Oh I-I… I couldn’t!” I gulped.

“Or we can take turns taking a strap to her
cute little bubble butt.”

I did a striptease. And the more I danced and
the more I removed the hotter I became with those three big,
powerful men watching me.

“C’mere baby,” one of the younger ones said.
“Gimmie a lap dance.”

I straddled him and began giving him a lap
dance. And as I did, his hands were all over me, stroking,
squeezing, caressing. And his fingers were every bit as talented
between my legs as they had been at the restaurant.

I could feel his erection through his pants
as I ground myself against him and before long, with his fingers on
my pussy I was practically ready to explode. And so, right in front
of the other two guys, I unzipped his cock and slid my pussy down
its long length. Then I began to ride him!

You might think this wasn’t all that shocking
given what I’ve been doing lately. But it was to me. Because I was
fucking an actual guy with an actual face whose name I didn’t even
know. And I had two spectators watching me. That was the new and
unreal part.

It wasn’t me and three naked guys all
touching me at the same time. It was me and one guy I was riding up
and down on while two other fully clothed men watched me. That was
what made it even more outrageous. Having spectators watching me
have sex!

I kept waiting for the others to take part as
well like they had the other afternoon, but they just watched. And
of course, I came like crazy. And then after the guy came inside me
I had to give lap dances to each of the other two in turn.

And by the time I had finished the third man
the first one was ready for another lap dance. My thighs were
really starting to ache, but I was still wildly aroused. So I gave
him a lap dance. As soon as he was hard he reached down into his
pants and took his cock out and began rubbing it against my abdomen
and belly.

He didn’t make me ride his cock. Instead, he
pushed me onto my hands and knees and took me from behind. But
again, the other two men just sat there and watched me! Which felt
freaky and wild and hot and dark!

Especially when one of them produced a camera
and began taking video!

Well, I got fucked in a whole bunch of
different positions that afternoon and evening, all just one on one
while the others watched. And mostly on video. Then they all left.
They left me behind tied up naked and spreadeagled across the
kitchen table with the vibrator in my pussy and a big dildo in my
ass.

And I wasn’t at all surprised when Taylor
showed up. I was soon on my hands and knees licking her pussy with
my arms tied tightly behind my back. Then she hung me upside down
by the ankles in the attic again. I was up there for a while, long
enough to be sweaty and exhausted.

She let me out again as long as I was willing
to crawl on my belly to where she stood and then lick her feet.
After that I went downstairs and had a shower. When I came
downstairs she showed me the website where she had been putting the
pictures and videos of me they had taken.

“It’s a way better way to make money for you
than that stupid restaurant job,” she said

Given all the incredible outrageous sexual
behavior I had been experiencing the last week it was hard to get
really upset about it. And she would quickly turn out to be right.
The amount of money that started pouring in was enormous. I
would’ve quit my restaurant job but then I would’ve had to explain
to my parents why I didn’t have any job.

So Mr. Johnston found me a job as a stripper.
I could make tons of cash that way, only work in the evenings, and
then the next day I could go back to his place to do more pictures
and video while Taylor and sometimes Ashley trained me as a ‘sex
slave’.

It was odd that I never saw the two of them
together, or maybe not so odd. But when I was with one, the other
wasn’t at home. I could understand that, though they must have had
some odd conversations to arrange it. Like ‘Are you using the
slutty white girl this afternoon or can I?’”

However I was soon raking in a shocking
amount of cash for very little work or effort on my part. I still
intended to go to college the next year, but now when I went, I was
going to have a serious nest egg to help with the expenses.

Until then I was going to have a lot of fun
making that money and learning just how much pleasure my body could
feel.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can
a nerdy blonde tech
support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very
muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out!
One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up
his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for
me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how
much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great summer job, working for her
friend Emily's parents
at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad
decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a
lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the
butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to
submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their
needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she
arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping
hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency.
Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds
herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is
soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job
as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is
a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor
is a spoiled rotten
Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and
servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!

 


The Nerd
Girls

Paige is a tall,
athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student,
an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets
herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo
assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to
tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds
herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night,
Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a
shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked
and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The
Temporary Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just
wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle becomes
a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man
who seems to do nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But
when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his
domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she
melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling
heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered
a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to
relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son
came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a
poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a
fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But
he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha
male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of
submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her
inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!
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