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“I bought you some presents.”

That’s not a phrase most girls dislike. But I’m not most girls, and Nicholas can be a bit weird at times. It wasn’t my birthday or even close to it. There were no holidays in sight. And he was aware that I’m not into surprises.

“Yeah?” I asked skeptically.

“Very special presents.”

Sex I thought. It has to be sex. Like all guys, he’s a sex maniac. 

“Uh-huh,” I said even more doubtfully.

“Don’t you like presents?”

“I have a feeling these presents are for your enjoyment more than mine.”

“Wrong!” he exclaimed.

He had a look in his face that said ‘right!’ though.

“Well, maybe you should save it for Christmas.”

It was snowing outside. It was snowing like a bastard. It had already blocked the skylights in my attic loft and was piling up on the balcony just outside the picture window.

I live in a beautiful attic that has been renovated to hell and back. Now it’s a loft apartment. True, the ceilings are angled pretty strongly, right down to the floor on both sides. But I have the whole of the attic, which runs from the front of the house to the rear. So that kind of makes up for the lost space on the sides.

Plus, there are two very large skylights, one on the west side over the living room and one on the east side in the bedroom. There are no doors between these ‘rooms’, but I don’t really need them since I live alone. They are separated by a built-up area in the middle, which houses the bathroom and a storage room on one side, and the kitchen on the other.

It’s a very nice place. And some might say, ‘Paige, how do you afford this gorgeous apartment when you’re still going to school and just have a shitty summer job working as a waitress?’ 

And it was certainly way beyond what I could afford if my landlord wasn’t my dad. 

The only way I suffer is having no private entrance. That means when I have visitors, my parents can see who it is. And also, whether they’ve left or not. So, no overnight male guests. Oh, they wouldn’t have objected. But they’d know, you know? And that would make me way too uncomfortable. 

Of course, if neither was around when he arrived, they would remain in happy ignorance. And neither of them was home. They were working, while I had the day off.

“I’d rather give it to you now.”

“Fine. Give it to me.”

“First, I have to blindfold you.”

“Nope.”

“Paige!” he whined.

“I don’t trust you.”

“Why not?’

“Because you’re a pervert.”

“So?”

“Are these ‘presents’ something you bought on a lingerie site?”

“Nope.”

“A sex site?”

“Maaayyybeeee.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Nick is cute, but he’s generally not the most imaginative guy around. If he’d gotten something related to sex, it was because he’d seen it in a porn video.

“What porn video inspired this gift?”

“Who says I was watching porn videos?”

I gave him a look, and he shrugged and grinned. “Hey, I’m just trying to get pointers to drive you crazy.”

“You don’t need pointers for that.”

“I mean in bed.”

“When you do what I tell you, you’re fine in bed.”

“I want you to do what I tell you.”

“That’s your problem.”

Okay, maybe I’ve been spoiled by daddy. Maybe I’m used to getting my way. Maybe I’ve been flattered and complimented about how pretty and then later how hot and sexy I am since the age of four. Maybe I know my own value on the market, so to speak.

I’ve got a mirror, after all. I know what I look like. I know what other girls look like. I know what my body looks like. I know what other girls look like naked – although mostly from the internet. I can pick and choose who I want to go out with because guys want me – a lot.

It’s just not easy to pick and choose when you have to go out with someone first to find out what you’ll be getting. And you almost have to sleep with them first to find out if they’re any good.

So, dating can be annoying. Which is why I don’t have a boyfriend. Nick is more of a friend with benefits. He has a nice body and a lovely cock. But he’s a lot more into sports and video games and science fiction stuff than I’d prefer in a boyfriend. 

He is, though, mostly obedient, including in bed.

Of course, being cute and having a good body means he can get other ‘dates’ too, so I can’t be too snarky. I did enjoy sex with him, as long as he let me guide him. And the guys who are hot and sexy and the guys who will do what you tell them in bed are generally not the same group. There’s like, a small group in both of those circles, and he was one of them.

“I want to try something new. Like, experiment.”

“Oh, boy,” I said, rolling my eyes. 

“No, seriously.”

“What?”

“Bondage!”

I raised my eyebrows.

“Afraid I’ll run away?”

“No. I want to mess with your mind.”

I frowned at him, not saying what occurred to me, which was that my mind was a lot stronger than his, and if anyone was going to mess with anyone’s mind here, it would be the other way around.

“One time. And if you don’t have multiple orgasms, then you can be in charge from now on.”

I looked at him suspiciously. He looked like an eager puppy, and his tail was already wagging – so to speak. Yes, he was getting a hard-on just thinking about it.

The thing is, getting tied up and ‘ravished’ senselessly was one of my kinks, one of the things I used in sexual fantasies. I had not, however, shared that with any of my dates, including him. I was not about to volunteer to some guy that I was kinky. God knows what he’d tell his friends.

“Give me your phone.”

“What? Why?”

I held my hand out, palm up, and he frowned, took his phone out of his pocket, and gave it to me. I turned and eyed my phone, but it was locked. I headed out of the room with his.

“Where are you going?”

“To hide your phone. Be naked when I get back.”

I knew he’d do it. He looked like he’d do anything to get his moment in charge. Clearly, he’d been watching the wrong kind of porn videos. 

I came back to find him standing there naked. Because guys always seemed to feel awkward just standing around naked, he was posing and flexing as if he were in some kind of muscleman competition. He knew he had a good body, but even so, he wasn’t comfortable in his skin the way I was.

“All right. What kind of tying-up game did you have in mind?” 

“The kind where I torture you with pleasure until you beg for my cock.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, peeling my T-shirt up and off.

I stripped casually in front of him as he feasted his eyes on me. I didn’t try to put on a show. I didn’t need to for him. His eyes widened, as they always did, when my bra was gone, and he licked his lips when I dropped my pants and stepped out of them.

When I was naked, I stood casually before him.

“Now what?”

He had brought over a shoulder bag, which he had said had gym stuff in it. Apparently, it had something else.

He gave me one of those ‘just wait till you see this’ looks, which made me even more wary, then reached into it and pulled out a short belt. At least, I thought it was a belt, at first, until he held it up against my neck.

“Hey...”

“It’s a collar.”

“Oh.”

One of those. I’d seen pictures of those, so let him slide it around my neck. It was thick and black and had little metal studs on it and a big ring dangling from the front. Once it was on, I insisted on going to the bedroom to look at myself in the mirror.

It looked hot!

He’d followed, of course, with his bag. He took a smaller ‘belt’ out and wrapped it around my right wrist while I looked on with interest. Then he put one around my left. I posted in front of the mirror, feeling myself starting to get turned on.

“Now this.”

This, was a black ball with a string through it. He pressed it against my lips, and I instantly understood that this was another of those things I’d seen. I hesitated, then opened my mouth. It was almost too large, but he got it in. When I relaxed my jaw, though, I realized I couldn’t close my mouth. Then I remembered that was the way it was supposed to be.

I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling a little breathless at how deliciously erotic and exotic I looked! I reached up and used my finger to slide my trapped hair out from under the string thing that held the ball in and swung my hair aside. 

Oh, yeah! I looked super sexy like this!

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

I didn’t see any reason why not to, and it did serve to tighten the skin across my breasts so they looked even firmer than usual. 

Nick gripped my wrists and pulled them a bit further back. I wasn’t sure what he was doing at first, but when he let go, the wristbands were locked to the back of the collar.

He pulled me back a bit from the mirror, and I stared at myself, feeling weird but hot.

“Now turn around.”

I turned, and he grinned at me. 

I felt my face flushing a little, and wondered why I suddenly felt... I don’t know... exposed. I mean, he’d seen me naked before plenty of times, so what was different now?

“Now you look like a proper sex slave.”

Sex slave!?

He looked around, saw my desk, and walked to it, then returned with my little plastic ruler. It was the thin, flexible kind, and he waggled his tongue at me as he slid it across the center of my right breast.

“Now remember, as a sex slave, you have to obey your master. That’s me.”

I snorted disdainfully.

“And you have to treat him with the proper respect a master is due.”

I would have given him my middle finger to look at if my hands weren’t behind my neck.

“Elbows back, slave, bitch!” he growled.

I turned and glared at him, and he grinned back, safe now that I was gagged.

“I read about this stuff, see. It’s called verbal dominance. It’s where you pretend to be someone, like all arrogant and nasty, and speak in a commanding voice to someone.”

I rolled my eyes.

“So, you’re gonna do what I tell you, understand, slave?” he growled.

I would have stuck my tongue out if the ball wasn’t in the way. Still, this was kind of hot, in an edgy sort of way.

And then he slapped the little ruler down against my right nipple! It didn’t sting a lot, but it did sting. And I felt a moment of shock that he’d hit my nipple! Like, that was so fucking outrageous!

“Obey your master, slave!”

Oh, boy, so this was what we were playing!

He slapped my nipple again, a little harder, and I gasped and then pulled my elbows back more.

“You'd better learn to be a good, obedient slave girl, or you’ll have to be tortured,” he said in his best attempt at a menacing voice.

He rubbed the ruler across first one nipple, then the other as he glared at me.

Then he hit my left nipple!

“Feet apart on the floor, slave!”

I gasped and obeyed, glowering at him.

“Don’t give me any dirty looks. I’m your master.”

He slapped my left nipple again, and it stung!

Bastard! He was going to hear from me once I could speak!

In the meantime, though, I could feel a hot, trembly feeling inside. This was definitely turning me on!

He stepped back and just looked me up and down, and I felt my face flushing again. Why?! I didn’t quite understand. Okay, I’d never exactly posed for him like this before. Or anyone else, for that matter. Certainly, not in full light where they could just stare at me!

“You will bring an excellent price at the slave auction. Once I get you on stage and the bidding starts from all those horny Arabs, the price will go through the roof.”

I really had to find out what he’d been watching!

But frankly, though I hate to admit it, this shit was turning me on even more. No, I have no interest in being a sex slave sold to some Arab! But the fantasy is wicked hot!

“Arch your back more, slave,” he growled, stepping forward and sliding the ruler across my right nipple.

I obeyed, flinching a bit.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said, his voice filled with excitement.

He rubbed the flat ruler across the taut skin of my breast, then slapped the tip down again.

“You know what you’ll get if you’re not obedient to your master, don’t you?”

He slapped it again, and I flinched. I wasn’t used to anyone doing anything to hurt me, much less just standing still while they did it, but there was just something deliciously dark and wicked about this scene he’d created.

“Bad slave girls get hung from their wrists and whipped,” he said darkly.

He slapped my other breast several times with short, flicking movements of his wrist, and I gasped and took a half step back.

“Are you defying your master, slave?”

He reached behind me and gripped my hair, then tugged it back so that I had to arch more.

“You’re completely helpless now, completely at your master’s mercy.”

He slapped the tip of the ruler down across the center of my right breast with rapid little flicking movements of his wrist so that the tip was a blur. My nipple ached and began to burn! But there was a darker heat spreading up from between my legs, and it was a lot more intense!

“You slave bitches need to be taught to obey,” he growled.

He pushed me across to the desk and then kind of roughly pushed me against the back of the chair where it sat pushed into the desk. I gasped as I was bent way over, my breasts pillowing out against the desk, the top of the chair jammed into my abdomen.

“I think I’ll fuck you,” he said. “You belong to me. I own your body and can do whatever I want to it.”

Crack!

I yelped, startled, as he brought the ruler down across my buttocks.

“Got that, slave bitch? You are owned property now.”

Crack!

I winced and moaned, then again as he struck my bottom again.

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I obeyed, panting already, then felt his hand cupping my sex.

This was insane! But I was already tight-chested with excitement and didn’t really understand why. No way would I have let him treat me like that, or even talk to me like that, normally! I’d throw him out on his ass! So why was this turning me on!?

He squeezed and rubbed my pussy.

“I own this, too. I think I’ll enjoy it whenever I feel like it now. And maybe I’ll let some of my friends enjoy it too. Maybe I’ll invite a few of them over right now to fuck you.”

I was already wet, which was embarrassing since I hated to let him see how this was turning me on. But he either didn’t notice or was too excited to care. I felt his cock against me next, rubbing up and down against my pussy.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he taunted. “I know how much you love cocks, slut.”

Crack!

He slapped my butt, and I winced and moaned.

“Don’t you, slave? Slave slut!”

Crack!

I gasped again and then moaned as his cock pushed against me, rougher than he usually was, stretching me as he pushed forward.

“Yeah, your pussy belongs to me now, bitch.”

Crack!

I gasped. Okay, I’m not taking psychology, but I sensed a little resentment there that he might be working out. Maybe I should be a bit more subtle at bossing him around in future.

He pushed deep and then gripped my hair, jerking it back as he slapped my butt again.

“Nice and tight.  You haven’t had enough cocks inside you, slave. You’ve obviously been very selfish about sharing your body.”

Crack!

He lunged forward, and I gasped and moaned, then yelped as he jerked on my hair again.

“Well, not anymore. Now that you’re a slave, you’ll be having lots and lots of cock every single day.

He jammed himself into me to the hilt and started to grind himself against me.

“And you have no say in it, you sexy slut.”

He started to thrust, then, using long strokes, not being gentle at all. But then, why would he need to be if I were a sex slave?

Crack!

“You know you love cock, slave bitch.”

Crack!

“You sluts all love cocks. You just pretend you don’t so you can make us guys beg.”

Which wasn’t entirely untrue. But really, we resist because guys are mostly not that good, and because we don’t want a reputation as sluts.

But boy, his cock felt good as he drove it into me! His hips smacked hard against my buttocks, and it really made me feel like I was a helpless sex slave completely at the mercy of my master! I gasped and grunted as his hips struck my bottom, my body shuddering to every forceful impact. 

His cock was using me hard, punching into me like a spear, like he was using it as a weapon to punish me! You sure couldn’t call this making love!

I cried out in pain as he pulled back harder on my hair, jerking me upright against him. He abandoned my hair, his hand coming up around my throat and squeezing to pin me back against him. His other hand roughly squeezed and fondled my breast, then dropped low and found my clitoris.

I shuddered as his fingers rubbed me there.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled into my ear. “Now you’re helpless and have no say in what happens to you! I can have all my friends over to gangbang you!”

It was impossible to keep still! I’d taught him how to touch me down there, after all, and he was doing it perfectly except... he was mashing his fingers down harder than I’d taught, like he was going to force me to feel the pleasure he should have just been giving me!

It made me ache, but I didn’t care. There was a wild thrill of excitement building within me. He tightened his fingers around my neck so that I had a little trouble breathing as he ground himself against me.

“Sex slave!” he whispered, mouthing my earlobe. “Slave bitch!”

He released my neck and then roughly bent me over again before resuming his hard fucking. And that was what he was doing. He was fucking me! Hard! I gasped and moaned as my mind and body began to fill with a kind of intense passion that I’d never experienced before. It was like my mind was melting under the heat.

That let me sink into the role of sex slave, let myself feel like that was what I was, and it made me shudder, my muscles starting to spasm as his big cock absolutely pounded me!

I had never come just from intercourse before, but I did now. The orgasm swelled up and exploded in a long, howling storm of pleasure that made me cry out loud. Usually, I repressed a lot around others for fear of what they’d think of me or getting a reputation. But my mind was so fried from the passion and now the orgasm, I lost control. I cried out all the air in my lungs before I could regain some control and then cried it out again anyway.

I was completely overwhelmed with the power of that orgasm! It swept through me like a hurricane, shattering my mind as my muscles spasmed and my hips jerked up frantically to meet his powerful thrusts. God, it was incredible! It left me shattered, dazed, and shell-shocked. I just lay there on the desk as his hips hammered me and his cock drilled me, and my body shook.

Until he finished with a grunt, pulled out, and slapped my bottom stingingly.

“I’m not done yet, slave. I’m just getting started.

He moved away, then returned with a coil of black rope. Black rope? 

I gasped as he pulled on my hair, making me straighten up, then jerked me back from the desk. I cursed dazedly as he yanked the chair out from the desk, then pressed me against the back again and bent me over. 

A moment later, he was wrapping the rope around my breasts! I was startled, to say the least! What was this in aid of!?

Every guy likes my boobs. They’re nice and plump and round and firm. They’re not huge, but they’re definitely not small either. They don’t sag at all, so I didn’t really need any support except when I exercised. I always wore a bra, though, since otherwise they’d move too much, and I had enough eyes on me when I was in public as it was.

He fed a double loop of surprisingly soft rope under and then around my right breast, fed it across under and around my left breast, then around behind my back, pulling it completely around my body until it was in front again. Now he led it across the top of my right breast, then down under it and back across my chest and around my left. 

He wasn’t pulling the loops really tight or anything, but tight enough that my nipples throbbed and the skin tightened across my breasts. He pulled me upright again and marched me over to the mirror. I swallowed as I stared at myself, and the black ropes wrapped around my breasts. Straightening up had tightened the skin further so that now the loops around my breasts made them plump out tautly and throb.

“Slave bitch,” he said, jerking on my hair and groping one fat breast.

“Pervert!” I tried to shout.

I’m not sure if I was understandable with the ball in my mouth, but he ignored it and pulled me back to the desk. He took out a thin black cord and tied a loose knot in it, then moved it down until it was surrounding my very, very hard nipple and tugged the loop tight.

I squealed and danced in place as it pinched my nipple, but he ignored me as he got another cord. I tried to back away, but he put my butt against a cabinet, placed the little loop around my other nipple, and jerked it tight too!

Look, I know they’re only pinched nipples, but they burned!

He pulled me over to the chair and bent me over the back, then gripped the two loose cords attached to my nipples and pulled them down. And across the front of the seat. That forced me to bend forward even more as he squatted and tied them to the front brace between the legs.

He grinned at me, then moved behind me. I felt a finger prodding at my bottom.

Crack!

I yelped at the slap to my bottom.

“You have a fantastic ass, Paige,” he said. “Now spread your legs.”

I reluctantly obeyed.

The blood was already rushing to my head from being bent over, and the narrow backrest was jammed into my abdomen very uncomfortably. I felt his finger pressing against my wrinkled back opening, and I gasped. I did not enjoy anal sex!

At least he’d put something creamy and slick on it as he worked it slowly down into my ass. He pumped it in and out, then pulled it out, and something else was pushed against me. It wasn’t him. It was too cool and hard. I grunted as he pushed it several inches deep, then yelped as he slapped my ass again, harder.

“You’re such a bad girl,” he said. “You obviously have to be punished.”

Oh, brother!

“Everyone knows that girls are all crazed sluts who need a man to instruct them.”

Crack!

I yelped again at another slap, and he pushed the thing deeper. I was assuming it was a dildo by this point. Though I was a bit mystified about how he thought that was going to make me go out of my mind with excitement and have multiple orgasms.

“You’ll learn to obey your master,” he said in a gruff voice.

Crack!

I yelped again.

“Or else!”

He pulled my left ankle to the side and tied it to the leg of the chair, then did the same with my right. I felt more and more helpless, and somehow, that was turning me on again. Then I felt something pressing against my pussy. Again, it wasn’t him. It was some kind of dildo. I moaned as it slid into me, pumping in and out as he worked it deeper and deeper.

I gasped as I felt his lips on my pussy. He was licking my clitoris as he pumped the dildo! I was mystified about why, since I knew he’d rapidly recover and be ready to do me again, but it quickly had an impact.

I mean, it wasn’t that he was fantastic, but just this whole thing; the way I was tied up, my throbbing breasts, the outrageous way he’d tied the cords to my nipples, which still burned and ached, the big cock thing in my ass, and now the dildo... it was all so wild and kinky and dark!

He was sucking on my clitoris as he pumped the dildo, and my body was soon thrumming with sexual energy. He jammed the dildo achingly deep, and when it was almost buried inside me, he did something at the base, and when he let go, it was locked in place. It felt kind of like it was attached to the thing in my ass.

He moved around in front of me, and I saw he was semi-hard again.

“Look what I have for you, slave. It’s a nice big cock,” he said, rubbing it over my face. “If you’re a good little slave bitch, I might even fuck you again and make you come.”

Frankly, as much as I found the way he was talking to me obnoxious and annoying, I wanted him to do just that. And okay, I could kind of forgive him for the language, given he was obviously trying to play some character, like role-playing. But I was still indignant.

“You are not permitted to speak,” he said, holding up the ruler and lightly slapping the side of my breast. “If you speak, I’ll gag you again and turn your ass a bright shade of red.”

He undid the string and then pulled the ball out of my mouth. I worked my jaw around a bit and then started to speak, but he jerked on my hair, which pulled my nipples against the cords, and pushed his cock into my open mouth.

“Suck that cock, slave!” he demanded.

God! 

I started to suck and lick at it as he looked down at me.

“That’s it, you nasty little sex slave. You had better please your master or I’ll make your ass so hot you won’t be sitting down for days.”

You fucking better not, I thought as I licked and sucked.

He pushed himself deeper, and I moaned as he pumped slowly in and out. I was pretty darn good at oral sex, but I’d never done it with my hands tied before. And it suddenly occurred to me I had no way of controlling how deep he pushed.

And then he jerked on my hair again, which not only sent stinging pain into my scalp, but also sent two darts of pain into my nipples. And just at that second, he pushed his cock right through my mouth and into my throat!

I was shocked, to say the least! My throat suddenly ached like it had a big chunk of food in it!

“Swallow my cock, slave slut!” he exclaimed, pushing his cock remorselessly deeper down my throat.

He tugged on my hair repeatedly, delivering jolts of stinging to my scalp and nipples to distract my mind as his big cock slid deep into my throat! And then just like that, my lips were wrapped around the base of his cock!

“See!? I told you that you could deep throat me!” he exclaimed in delight.

I was super pissed off for a few seconds, but then it dawned on me that he was buried in my throat and... and I’d done it. Well, he’d done it, technically. But I had his big cock filling my mouth and throat, and I wasn’t gagging or choking or throwing up!

That gave me a sense of elation, of victory! Hey, I was deep throating a big cock! I’d kind of experimented before, but had always been too reluctant to really let anything go into my throat. And now that I knew I could, I was certain I’d be able to do it again on my own in the future!

“This feels fantastic!” he exclaimed. “Having a slutty little slave girl’s lips wrapped around my cock! Buried to the balls in her throat!”

He drew his cock back a bit, then thrust it in to the hilt a second time, kind of grinding himself against my face.

My head was pounding now, and my chest was starting to burn from lack of oxygen.

He laughed and slid his cock slowly back up and out, and I coughed several times, then gulped in deep breaths of air. He jerked on my hair again, distracting me with the twin stings in scalp and nipples, then slid his cock into my mouth once again.

“Suck that cock, slave bitch!”

I moaned and obeyed, sucking and licking while breathing hard through my nose.

“You should worship my cock. You know you love it.”

He pulled himself out of my mouth instead of shoving it down my throat, and rubbed it against my face instead.

“Admit it! Tell me you love my cock!”

I gasped and winced at the pull on my hair.

“Say it, slave!”

“I-I love your cock!” I gasped.

He slapped his cock against my cheek.

“Say, master.”

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

“Say, master.”

“Master!” I cried.

“Now tell me you love my cock.”

“I-I love your cock, Master!” I gasped.

He slid his cock back into my mouth, and I started to suck and lick.

“Slutty little slave girl, always wanting more cock. Just wait till my friends come over. You’ll be taking them two and three at a time.”

He pushed his cock deep, and I had just enough time to suck in a breath before he jerked on my hair again, and his cock slid down my throat.

I realized, then, that the way I was positioned, the way he was pulling back on my hair gave him a straight shot from my open mouth down my throat. Because in no time he was buried to the balls, once again. This time, he started to pump in and out immediately, using short, slow strokes, fucking my mouth, fucking my throat!

Don’t think this was at all comfortable, by the way. I mean, my throat still ached from this big, unfamiliar lump in it, but it felt like it was starting to get used to it as he moved in and out.

Still, I was excited at being able to take his cock, thrilled by this new ‘talent’, and turned on by how deliciously nasty and edgy this was. The excitement let me mostly ignore the discomfort.

“Yeah! Swallow my cock, bitch!” he growled, twisting his fingers in my hair.

My nipples were burning as his cock slid in and out, and I gurgled weakly, my mind starting to sink into a dark place of heat and a strange, almost masochistic excitement at being a ‘sex slave’, at being treated so outrageously!

He pulled out, and I gasped dazedly as he slapped it against my face.

“I know you can’t ever get enough cock.”

He squatted down and untied the cords from the chair, then untied my ankles. He held the cords in his hand and used them like a leash, pulling me away from the chair, ignoring my squeaks and yelps of pain. He led me to the wall and slapped something hard against it. It looked like some kind of round plastic, and I had no idea of its purpose.

He turned me around, though, and bent me over, then backed me against the wall. I gulped in air as he fiddled with the dildo inside me, pulling it out a little, and then somehow fastened it to the thing he’d stuck to the wall. He pulled on my hair and then drove his cock into my mouth again.

“Ride that cock, slut. Ride your hot, hungry pussy up and down that big cock.”

I gasped and moaned, gurgling as he shoved his cock down my throat. 

My pussy was shifting against the dildo, which was now locked in place, unmoving.

“Ride that cock.”

He slapped one of my breasts, and I cried out, then started to slide myself back and forth on the dildo.

Sick! Sick! Sick!

But it was wild and darkly thrilling!

I needed no further urging. I rode myself up and down on the dildo as he pumped his cock in my mouth and throat, pulling out only long enough to let me gulp in air as he rubbed his cock over my face. 

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” he demanded, slapping me again and again with his cock. “Say it, slave!”

“I-I’m... I’m... your... your sex slave,” I gasped.

He twisted his fingers in my hair, and I cried out.

“You forgot to say master! Say it, slave!”

“Oww! Master!” I whined.

I hate whining!

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I love cock, Master!” I moaned, sliding my pussy back and forth.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

God! This was sick and depraved!

“I’m y-your bitch, Master!” I gasped.

“Cock-hungry little slave slut.”

He shoved his cock down my throat again and started pumping in and out while my mind began to swirl dazedly, and I rode the dildo.

Then he pulled out and turned me around. He pulled on my hair and the cords dangling from my nipples and forced my mouth onto the big dildo before moving behind me. I gulped in air as he then thrust his own cock into me, then forced me forward so that the dildo pushed into my throat!

Right from the start, he drilled me, his hips slapping hard against my buttocks as he rode me. He reached down and squeezed my taut breasts mercilessly as his hips shifted from side to side and his cock plunged deep with every stroke.

And all the while, my lips slid further and further down the dildo until they were pressed against the wall all around its base!

“I need another guy to come in and help me teach you why you need to be a sex slave,” he said.

He gripped my hair and jerked it back as he slapped my butt, dragging me back so that the dildo popped free of my mouth.

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

I stared dazedly, cross-eyed, at the dildo, drooling, to be honest.

Crack!

“Obey your master!”

“Ah! Oh! I-I’m your slave bitch, Master!” I gasped.

My mind was muddled and dazed as the heat filled me. An almost intoxicating rush of pleasure and excitement made it impossible to think straight! I wasn’t gagged, but I made no complaint about the rough way he was treating me. Something about it was scalding hot!

And when he leaned over and thrust his hand down underneath, and his fingers found my clitoris, I came helplessly, crying out again and again as my mind collapsed.

He pulled the thing in my butt out, drew his cock out of me, and then drove it into my ass instead.

And get this, instead of being disappointed or outraged, that excited me even more! It was like I was taking a perverse delight in being treated badly, in being degraded and treated like a ... a sex slave!

The more outrageous he acted, the more excited I got!

He reached around and tugged at the knots holding the cords to my nipples, and they came undone. Then he pulled me upright like he had before. Only now, his cock was impaling me, jammed deep into my ass! It was so deep I felt cramps in my abdomen.

“Tell me you love my cock in your ass, bitch!”

“I-I... I do!” I gasped.

He slapped my breast!

“Say, I love having your cock buried in my ass, master Nicholas. Say it!”

“I l-love having your cock buried in my ass, Master Nicholas!” I moaned.

“Who owns your body, slut?”

“You do!” I moaned.

He jerked on my hair, forcing my back to arch, and I cried out.

“Who owns your slut body?”

“You do, Master!”

“Say it.’

“You own my slut body, Master!” I gasped.

He was thrusting up into me with short, deep strokes that made me gasp and moan. He shoved me up against the wall, face-first, my breasts mashed against the hard surface as his cock thrust up into me hard and fast.

“Slave!” he growled into my ear.

He pulled the dildo off the wall and worked it up into my pussy, shoving it deep, then fingered my clitoris as I came again, my ass jerking back convulsively onto his cock.

Three orgasms. Three! I’d never had three orgasms during sex before! And they’d all been enormously powerful!

And he still wasn’t finished!

He pushed the gag back into my mouth and fastened it behind me, then took my arm and guided me away from the wall and back to the desk chair. He bent me over again, pushed the dildo back into my ass, and then had me slowly sit back on the chair. I gasped when I felt something prodding at my pussy.

“Sink your buttery little pussy down on this nice big cock, slave.”

I moaned as he kind of forced me to do just that. I eased off and sank down a bit more, and slowly took the dildo back up inside me. This time, though, he’d attached it to the seat.

A moment later, he tied a rope to rings set in the wrist bands, then unfastened them from the collar and pulled on the rope instead, guiding my arms down behind the backrest. He fed it under the chair and up the right side, then over my leg just above the knee and back down. A moment later, he pulled it up across the left side, wrapped it around my left leg, and began to tighten it.

I gasped and moaned as the rope pulled my wrists down further, forcing me to arch back sharply even as my legs were forced wider and wider.

He grinned at me, then put a black scarf across my eyes and fastened it behind me! Now I could neither speak nor see! But I could sure feel. This time, instead of cords, he put some kind of sharp clips on my nipples. I squealed loudly about the sharp pain of that, but he ignored it and did something to the ball gag, or next to it.

I heard tape being pulled, then something pressed against the front of my pussy. It was big, like a tennis ball, maybe. There was a delay, and then it started to vibrate. A lot!

Holy fuck!

I squealed into the gag, jerking in place, trying to pull back, but to no avail. I instinctively jerked my head back, only to discover that pulled sharply on the clips biting into my nipples! I yelped and brought my head forward again as the throbbing vibrations made me squirm and twist – or try to!

I couldn’t get away from it, though! I was tied down! I’d tried a vibrator once and hadn’t liked it. This was... stronger, and the sensations were deeper.

I felt something pushed into my ears. I tried to shake my head, but they felt like earbuds and stayed in place.

What music was it playing, you ask? None! Instead, it sounded like girls moaning and groaning in pleasure! At least, it didn’t sound like the fake kind from porn videos. Although some girls sounded pretty good when they faked it. I liked to think I was one of them.

I was certainly making some sounds now! But the gag muffled them.

I would have been cursing Nick if I hadn’t been gagged! As it was, all I could do was sit there and take it, amazed at his imagination, at his perversity and kinkiness. Of course, he’d gotten the idea from the internet, but still. This was just so intense, so wild, so thrilling! 

I was breathing pretty heavily, pulling and twisting against the ropes, but he’d tied them firmly.

The earbud was pulled out of my right ear.

“I’m gonna go downstairs and watch the game on your dad’s big screen,” he said, before putting it back in place.

He was what?! No way! Oh, I understood. He was faking. Suuuure, he was going downstairs. He wasn’t going to just be standing there watching me at all. Uh-huh.

How dumb did he think I was?

It was just not possible to keep still with that thing jammed against me. It wasn’t a steady buzzing, either. Unlike my one brief experience with a vibrator, this one changed from pulses to throbs to a kind of strange rhythmic shaking. The throbbing, at least, actually didn’t feel bad against me.

Whatever fabric it was made of was not slick and smooth, either. This wasn’t hard plastic. It felt like some kind of textured rubber. And the longer I was pressed against it, the more my lower body began to kind of crackle with energy. So that after a short while, the pleasure of the thing outweighed the discomfort of such a high-intensity rush of sensation.

That was about when I started to gently (at first) grind myself against it. For about six seconds. The sensation grew rapidly, and I began to rub and grind myself against it harder and faster as I gulped in air. The sensations were soon overwhelming! My movements began frantic, and I began to sink into this wild storm of need.

My head started to jerk back, and that tugged on my nipples. At first, every time I did that, I stopped. But my mind was swimming in heat and want, and at some point, I deliberately jerked my head back again and again to tug at my nipples and produce sharp, stinging little sparkles of sensation! Yes, it hurt, but I didn’t care!

I was twisting and writhing and grinding myself to the point my entire body was pulsing with the sexual pressure built up inside it. And when it exploded, I practically lost my mind! I forgot that Nick was probably looking on. At that point, I really didn’t care. I howled with ecstasy as my mind was swamped with the most incredible, scalding overload of pleasure I had ever had in my life!

I was just... lost! I didn’t think or care about anything in the universe except pleasure. It was... rapture! It knocked me for a loop. I have no idea how long. I was dazed, woozy, barely conscious for a time after that. But the vibrator hadn’t moved, and even while my mind was absent, my body had continued to grind my pussy against the vibrator, just at a much weaker and slower pace.

At first.

See, even without my mind thinking nasty thoughts, my body was still full of hunger and still loved the feel of that vibrator. And so, by the time my mind kind of fit itself back together again, my body was already thrumming with sexual energy.

That slow grinding sped up and began more purposeful, more determined, and then, as the heat took me, more desperate. 

This thing was driving me out of my mind!

I came again, screaming, jamming myself furiously against it, grinding and rubbing hard and fast as my head jerked and my nipples burned and fiery heat took my body and mind. I forgot to breathe. The pleasure was so intense, I just held my breath and ground myself against it as long as I could, and almost passed out!

My abdominal muscles ached. They had spasmed wildly for the other orgasms, and now again, and they weren’t used to such a workout. I also kind of ached inside, because as I ground myself wildly against the vibrator, the dildo I was sitting on refused to move, and so even though my body wasn’t moving much in terms of actual distance, I was still kind of jamming the soft, inner walls of my sex against that remorseless fake cock jammed high inside me.

And I was still aroused! I felt a sense of awe, marveling at how I could possibly still be aroused after those two massive orgasms. Not to mention the ones before that. I had a fleeting thought that I might be hurting myself somehow. But that didn’t really seem to matter so much just then.

Because soon I was grinding myself through a third orgasm, then a fourth. Convulsions wracked my body as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably and my nerve endings crackled like live wires.

And all the while, I could hear those voices in my head crying out in passion and pleasure like I was immersed in some kind of dark, erotic dream. I was feverish, mind blown, and even after he pulled the blindfold off my eyes found it hard to focus.

“Having fun?” he asked.

Yes, he was hard again. I guess he’d been enjoying the show.

He pulled the clips off my nipples and untied the rope. My hands were able to come free and go up over my head and then down in front of me again, where my hands briefly tried to cup my aching breasts – or at least the nipples. My wrists were still joined together by the wristbands, though, clipped together somehow.

Nick pulled me up off the dildo, but my rubbery legs folded beneath me. I had no energy to stand and was still twitching. He pulled me forward by the hair, and I fell onto my hands and knees, then my elbows and knees.

“Hot, sexy slave bitch,” he said.

Crack!

I moaned at the slap, then gasped as he stepped on my back just between my shoulder blades.

“Face down, ass up!” he ordered loudly.

I collapsed, my breasts pillowing out against the carpet. I realized I was drooling, that my chest was wet, as was my chin, but didn’t care. Nick slapped my butt again, then gripped my waist to pull my upper body in closer to my thighs. He forced my knees apart, then pushed the dildo back deep into my pussy.

He pulled the thing in my butt out, though, then knelt behind me and quickly buried his cock in my ass.

I didn’t care. I was still dazed, stunned. My eyes were glazed. I grunted as his hips began to smack my bottom, as the head of his cock punched deep into my abdomen, but I was only partially aware of it.

At first.

I should say my conscious mind was barely aware of it. My subconscious was fully aware, of course, as my body shuddered to the impact of his hips and his cock stabbed deep into me again and again. And then his foot came forward onto my head, jamming my chin into the rug.

“Hot little sex beast!” he said loudly enough to hear over the cries of passion and pleasure in my ears. “Slave bitch!”

I just grunted again and again.

He folded himself atop me, and his right hand slid under my waist and up along my abdomen, quickly finding my clitoris.

The vibrator had made it hypersensitive, of course, and my hips jerked convulsively as he rubbed it.

He was soon pounding me with abandon, rubbing my clitoris, and chewing on the nape of my neck, or at least, the part exposed above the collar.  Pleasure began to fill my body again, sapping my mind of what exhausted awareness it had.

Nick undid the clip of the string or cord that held the gag in my mouth, pulled it out, then jerked back on my hair.

“Tell me you’re my slave bitch.”

“I-I’m... I’m... you-your slave bitch... Master!” I gasped dazedly.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave.”

“I’m a sex slave, M-Master!”

“Confess to being a cock loving slut!”

I groaned, and he jerked on my hair.

“I’m a cock-loving slut, Master!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love having a big cock buried in your ass!”

“I love having a big cock buried in my ass!” I gasped weakly.

There was more of that. He seemed to take great delight in having me say the most outrageously degrading sexual things about myself! It took a while to come again, but he had a lot of stamina after coming twice already, and before he poured his cream into me, I felt another orgasm shake me. It wasn’t quite as intense as the earlier ones, but it still made my abdomen ache and sent my mind spinning.
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I have to admit that I was highly pissed at him afterward. I felt confused, indignant at the way he’d treated me, the things he’d said and that I had said at his insistence, and said some nasty things to him before he left.

Because, well, the thing is, I’ve always insisted on being treated with respect and maintaining a certain level of dignity. That had been the exact opposite! I wanted to be furious at him because I felt betrayed. But it wasn’t really him that had betrayed me, it was my own body, my own subconscious.

And the echoes of those fabulous orgasms continued to echo through my body every time I thought about some of the outrageous, dirty things I’d done.

He texted a number of apologies, which I ignored, and tried to call me, which I also ignored. I finally did text him back, though, because, well, shit, that had been so intense, so hot, such a freaking rush that I wanted more, despite how it made me feel afterward.

But I demanded to know where he’d gotten it all from. Because it hadn’t come just from a video. He’d let slip that someone else had suggested it, no doubt some guy he’d talked to about ME! I made him confess to that, but of course, he said that since the guy didn’t know me or any of my friends, it didn’t matter. Which was sort of true.

He’d gotten the idea from his boss! His summer job was at a fitness center. He was only working behind the counter, but he was also learning how all the equipment learned, so he could show clients how things worked and how to change settings. The guy who owned the studio was named Jerry.

I quickly googled the studio and found a picture of the guy. He was maybe thirty or so, with wide shoulders and a big chest. He had short brown hair and a square jaw. He looked a little like a football player, or ex-football player. And I found it weirdly exciting that Nick had told him all about me, my body, and what we’d done in bed. Not to mention him giving Nick advice on what to do with me.

I should NOT have found that hot. I should have been outraged. But I wasn’t. Because one of the highlights of the wild sex I’d had with Nick had been when I was rutting back at the dildo he’d stuck to the wall while sucking his cock. Doing two guys at once was one of my fantasies, you see.

It was late when I went there. I had only gotten off work at one AM. And my heart was going a mile a minute. Nick let me in the back door and brought me up front. There was the usual equipment present, as well as stuff I had never seen before. 

No one else was around. But I knew that wouldn’t last. 

I let Nick strip me naked. I was already so charged up with anticipation that my nipples were tingling, and it felt as if my fingers were trembling as he had me put my hands into these almost shoulder-length faux-leather gloves. I brought my arms behind me, but he lifted my wrists up along my back until my fingers were almost between my shoulder blades. Then he used that black rope, wrapping loops around my upper arms, forcing them in closer and closer together until my shoulders ached too much to go any further.

The rope went around my ribs then and circled each breast, squeezing in until they were taut and throbbing. He bent me over and pushed a dildo up my ass. He showed it to me, this time. It looked like a real cock except there was a one-inch stem at the bottom that was attached to a flat, round base. When he buried that inside me, it stayed firmly in place.

He pushed a big dildo up inside me, then. This one had thin black cords attached to the base. Two of them went diagonally up across my abdomen, over my hips, and behind my back. The third went up between my buttocks to join together with the other two.

Then he had me stand in this big metal frame, which people apparently climbed. He tied my ankles apart, then tied a rope to the ropes behind me before blindfolding me.

The vibrator came next. I’d had a glimpse of it before he put the black silk scarf over my eyes. It looked like a sort of long microphone, but with a round ball at the head. He began to rub that against my clitoris as he fondled my breasts, sometimes rolling the nipples while he told me I was his favorite fuck toy.

He made me repeat the things I’d said before, which made me flush hotly because I suspected this Jerry guy was now in the room with us! It made my mind squirm even more to say I was a sex slave and a cock-loving slut and all that stuff in front of a stranger!

By the time he pulled the blindfold off, I was gasping and moaning. My face immediately burned hot, though, because Jerry was standing right there looking at me!

“You’re everything Nick said you were,” he said.

Then he brought his hand up around my neck and squeezed slowly until my eyes started to feel like they were bulging, and I could hardly breathe!

“Are you going to be a good little bitch?” he demanded in a rough voice.

“Y-Yes!” I croaked.

He released my neck and slapped my face, startling me. It wasn’t a bad slap, but my cheek stung.

“Master. Say it, slut!”

My pulse raced, and my heart skipped a beat.

“M-Master!” I squeaked.

He looked so... tough and scary!

“Say you’ll be a good little slut.

“I-I’ll be a good little slut, Master!” I gulped, wide-eyed.

He turned to Nick.

“Fuck this bitch while I watch.”

My face was burning hot!

Nick eagerly moved behind me and undid the black cord holding the dildo up inside me. Jerry pulled it down and out, though, and then pressed the head against my lips. I reluctantly opened my mouth, and he slid it inside.

“Suck!” he ordered.

I moaned as I started to suck the dildo, which was, of course, slick with my own juices. Meanwhile, Nick pushed his cock into me from behind and drove it deep into my abdomen.

Jerry pulled the dildo out of my mouth and slid the head around my lips.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I love cock!” I gulped.

“Louder, slut!”

“I love cock!” I cried.

He gripped my hair roughly and jerked my head up, then crushed my lips with his. I moaned into his mouth as his other hand came up and squeezed my breast, his thumb flicking across the nipple.

He pulled his lips back and stared at me intently.

“Tell me you’re a come-slut.”

“I-I’m a come slut!” I gulped.

“Louder!”

“I’m a come slut!”

“Tell me you love being a come slut.”

“I-I love being a come slut!”

Now both his hands kneaded my breasts as he kissed me again, and I kissed back eagerly. Nick’s cock was thrusting up into me hard and fast from behind, and he gripped my hips to pull them back more. Jerry then leaned over, sucking and licking and then chewing at the center of first one breast, then the other!

He straightened up, and his big hand came up around my throat again, slowly closing around it until my head began to pound.

“Tell me you love being a sex slave.”

“I-I l-love being a sex slave!” I croaked.

His fingers loosened a little.

“Louder.”

“I love being a sex slave!”

“More emotion, slut!”

“I love being a sex slave!” I cried.

“What can we do to your body, slut?’

“A-anything!” I moaned.

He pulled back a little, and a moment later the blindfold swept around my neck, then drew back and began to tighten. My eyes started to bulge, and I gasped for breath as Jerry watched me, as Nick fucked me, as my body burned.

Jerry moved to a nearby bench and picked up something, then returned. It was a short-handled flog. I’d seen them on the internet lately as I had perused sex and bondage sites. It had at least a couple of dozen long black laces attached, and I moaned to see it.

He swung it around and down across my breasts!

I cried out, though my voice was a croak because of how tight the scarf was. The flog wasn’t heavy, and the thin laces delivered a widely scattered series of stings across my breasts!

“Slave!” he growled.

He hit me again, and then again, and again! My breasts began to burn, but my mind was burning even hotter! And when he reached down and fingered my clitoris, I came so hard it’s a wonder my head didn’t explode! I screamed almost silently, without air, until Nick loosened the scarf. Then I screamed like a mindless animal! My body trembled and shook as Nick’s cock continued to punch up into my belly, and my eyes started to roll back in my head as the orgasm swamped my senses.

Jerry leaned closer. “Sex slave!” he growled.
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They removed the rope holding me, as well as the rope from my ankles. Then Jerry replaced the flog with a thin switch or crop of some kind.

“On your belly, slave bitch!”

I moaned and leaned forward. I was already on my knees. Now I half fell forward onto my shoulder. Nick moved off about a dozen yards while Jerry stood over me.

“Crawl to your master on your belly, slave,” he growled, bringing the crop down on my butt with stinging impact.

I yelped in pain and started to wriggle across the floor, my swollen breasts aching as I rolled atop them, twisting and pushing myself forward with my legs and feet as Jerry brought the cop down on my bottom several more times. When I reached Nick, Jerry dragged me to my knees by the hair, then dropped his own pants.

He shoved his very large cock into my mouth, then gathered my hair in both hands.

“Start sucking, slave bitch.”

I obeyed, of course! I licked and sucked at my best, but of course, he didn’t let me continue for long before shoving his cock down my throat. It was harder this way since my head wasn’t pulled back, but he used my throat roughly, pulling out only when I was on the edge of fainting from lack of air.

He shoved me, so I fell back onto my arms.

“On your belly, slave!”

I rolled over as Nick stood before me and then yelped as the crop hit my butt.

“Raise that beautiful ass high in the air, slave bitch.”

I hurriedly obeyed, panting for breath, moaning weakly.

“Now show your master how submissive you are,” Jerry ordered.

He pointed the crop at Nick’s shoes.

“Clean your master’s shoes with your tongue.”

I was kind of stunned by that order! That got me several sharp, stinging blows from the crop before I frantically began to obey.

And then Jerry knelt behind me and thrust his cock deep in my pussy. God, the thrill of that! The thrill of having a strange man, an older man, a big, strong, dangerous-looking man using me so roughly! It made me shudder right from the start!

I licked Nick’s shoes, glad he was wearing some new ones, dress shoes at that. I panted and gasped and moaned as Jerry rode me and I licked Nick’s shoes. Then, he dropped to his knees, took my hair in his hands, and shoved his cock into my mouth.

The two of them used me roughly, their big hands moving over my body, mauling my breasts, jerking at my hair, and slapping at my ass. They stopped several times, turning me around, having Nick fuck me, then Jerry again, then Nick again, then Jerry, until it really didn’t even matter to me whose cock was inside me!

I came several times, then I had to suck them both hard again, and they kind of put me on my side on the floor and lifted my right leg way up high. Nick drove his cock into my pussy while Jerry thrust his deep into my ass. They both used me just as roughly as before, slapping at my breasts, pinching my nipples, and squeezing them hard, making me come like crazy several more times!

After that, they hung me upside down from the ankles, my legs spread wide, then used the vibrator and dildos to drive me out of my freaking mind again!

Then they both stepped up and fucked me at the same time again. One of them had the vibrator and used it on my clitoris as they did, and my head exploded so hard I lost consciousness briefly.
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All that summer, Jerry, sometimes with Nick, but often without, taught me just how much pleasure my body was capable of experiencing. He also taught me the freedom of being a submissive, how to deep throat like a pro, and how to give terrific lap dances. There were stripper poles on the women's side of the club, and he had me take classes for free.

And then, at the end of the summer, I had to strip at a club on amateur night! I was so terrified! But I was also almost feverish with heat! Stripping naked in front of all those men was insane! I even came on stage! It wasn’t a huge come, but when I was clutching the pole and leaning back, my legs on either side of it as I slid my pussy up and down – I came! Fortunately, the pole didn’t have much friction, so the orgasm wasn’t a huge one. I didn’t think anyone noticed, except maybe Jerry.

Then I had to give lap dances to strange men, many of them two or even three times my age! It was gross, and humiliating, and it took every bit of strength I had not to come while rubbing myself against them!

I went back to school then, very regretfully. There was just no way to explain to my parents why I wanted to drop out.

But while I was at school, I took a part-time job as a stripper. See, my entire worldview had changed. And now, sex and my own hunger were the central focus. I had needs and urges that I had to get satisfied! And ordinary boring sex with college boys wasn’t doing it!

The strip club manager put me in touch with an agency, and I was soon working as an escort, making huge amounts of money to let men tie me up and use me roughly! Even flogging and spanking me! The money, frankly, was insane. I decided after my first ‘date’ that I was going to do that full-time once summer arrived again.

Separating myself into two people: the college girl, and the bondage slut, wasn’t easy, but I eventually found an equilibrium. 

As for Nick, well, he was in another state, and I just hoped he’d found another friend with benefits.

END
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me and have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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Also by JJ Argus
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  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.
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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! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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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!
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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! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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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.
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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.



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





cover.jpeg
Something New






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





