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A hot preview…

"You're such a cute slut," laughed the actor, his face moving closer to hers. "And you have the nicest, juiciest tits I've ever seen..."

I couldn't help but laugh. These days I barely had to talk to my girls at all. They did whatever I wanted whenever I wanted it, and they would always give me what I demanded without question. We were basically on the same wavelength; they began to anticipate my needs and routine, cooking my meals, bathing me, servicing me; all of it was starting to fall into a comfortable, predictable pattern. My favorite times were when all three of them were going to town on my shaft while I jerked off, getting ready to paint their faces and breasts in sticky white spunk.

The girl in the movie was being bent over, I saw. I stood up and pulled Helena over to where I'd been sitting; I needed room for what was about to happen. Without hesitation she flipped herself over on her knees, sticking her shapely ass towards me like a good submissive. As one of the new girls, she still liked to act a bit spoiled, and being treated like the best bimbo in the harem made her feel happy and excited. It was a nice way of keeping her motivated to keep being my best pet.

"Mmmm, Master, yes!" she moaned eagerly as I slipped my cock between her thighs and slid inside her shaved cunt. "That feels so gooooood!" The other two girls stared at her from the floor, licking their lips. If the scene on the screen hadn't been so close to what was happening here - the girl was being fucked doggystyle by her co-star, the camera focused lovingly on her enormous, swaying breasts as she groaned with pleasure - they might have moved up and started to suck her nipples. Instead, both girls had returned to obediently sucking on my balls as I pounded the Helena's tight snatch.

The Submission Collar 7

Three beautiful, naked, collared submissives lay at my feet, casually licking my knees, calves, and thighs. Helena, Amy, and Lara: my gorgeous, sexy bimbos.  All tamed.  All trained.  All eager to please their master: Me.

Lara's sensuous lips moved up my inner thigh towards my balls, and her big boobs pressed firmly against my other leg. When I'd first met Lara and she'd become my girlfriend, she had been an insecure, self-conscious young woman. Now, collared, trained, and happy as a little submissive plaything, her only concern was how to suck me off and pleasure me properly. She licked up towards my shaft hungrily; all that remained of my previous blowjob session this morning with her fellow submissive, Amy, was a thin film of drying saliva on my cock.

"Mmmmmm," Lara whimpered, licking it away. Her tongue teased the underside of my shaft and sent a ripple of pleasure through my body. God, she was good at sucking cock. They were all great at it now... but Lara really took pride in her abilities as a cocksucker. Maybe because she knew how much I loved seeing a collared little submissive bimbo happily sucking dick. Her blonde hair bobbed slowly in my lap, and I heard a soft moan of envy from her right. Helena was looking longingly at my hard-on, desperate to join in the fun but still licking obediently at my knees and shins.

Amy moaned louder than either of them had before, and her head suddenly dropped into my lap next to Lara's. It seemed she simply could not get enough of her master's seed.  I gripped Lara's shoulder and thrust my cock deep into Amy's throat, blasting her mouth with what felt like a gallon of cum. "Nmmmm!" she gagged around my shaft, choking slightly as her airways filled up. Lara didn't notice; she was so focused on her own licking and sucking that she simply thought I'd slipped myself back inside her and was fucking her mouth. "Glurk! Glurk! Guuuck!"

A second wave of pleasure hit me as I shot the last of my load down Amy's hot mouth. Finally finished, I sighed deeply and looked down at my naked girls again. All three had stopped licking me - Amy couldn't help herself from swallowing down every last drop - but now they waited anxiously for their next command. The collars made sure of that.

"Clean her face off, ladies," I ordered them casually, and they leapt eagerly towards Amy.  The other two submissives started licking Amy's chin, cheeks, and lips. I watched approvingly, idly stroking my still hard cock. The collars had done wonders for my stamina too; since I was fucking all the time, I'd quickly built up my sexual endurance.  "That's enough. Let's watch a movie."

Submissives loved taking orders, even if they didn't understand them. All three girls stood obediently while I put on some crappy movie. My slaves didn't need to understand what was happening. They didn't care about it. They just needed to do as their master said. While I lay on the sofa and watched the TV, each of my slavegirls climbed onto a cushion on the floor and began to lick and caress the insides of my thighs and calves. A slow, teasing massage as they watched the film with blank eyes.

"Mmmmm, Master," Helena breathed as she sucked gently on my little toe. "Let your slut clean your balls for you." Her tongue slid up the base of my foot and across the sole, and her hand stroked the underside of my right leg sensuously. All three women were naked. All three wore collars. And all three were mindless sluts dedicated to my pleasure.

I grinned as the big-breasted redhead on the screen walked down a corridor and into an elevator. I'd seen this movie before, and I knew there was a sex scene coming up between the starlet and her co-star. When it started, I felt two new mouths move up to my balls and start licking them hungrily. They would get bored and confused if the sex wasn't happening right in front of them.

"Oooooh, yes, Master," Lara gasped as she tasted my cum-soaked sack. "So nice and smooth and firm." There had been an awkward phase in our relationship where Lara had found out how much I'd enjoyed shaving her pussy. Soon, though, that awkwardness had passed and the collar had removed it completely from her mind. Now the only thing left was a deep-seated joy in being her master's willing, eager pet. "Thank you for letting us kiss your feet."

I chuckled, reaching down to cup Amy's right breast. The film's co-star entered the elevator, and both of my girls began to suck hungrily on my nuts. "It's good you girls are grateful," I teased. "My other pet has always been more spoiled." As if in reply, Helena's fingers wrapped around my cock and began to jerk it gently. All of the girls understood what that meant. Three pairs of lips moved higher along my shaft, eager to service their master.

It didn't matter which of my submissives had first come up with this idea; now all three were equally passionate about it. In fact, all three had practically fought to take the initiative on the film idea, before finally relenting and sharing the workload together. Now I had the full results of their hard work: three mindless, fuckable bimbos eager to pleasure me at every turn. The collars made them stupid. Sex made them happy. And the result was perfect.

"You have such a big, thick cock," moaned the curly-haired actress on the screen as the camera panned over her body. "I'm not sure we can do this in here..."

The three bimbos working on my own rod stopped and looked up for a moment at the TV. Their brains were too numb for them to understand what the words meant, but the tone of the woman's voice was so sexual that they recognized something important was happening. Two mouths turned to each other hungrily, and they kissed each other. The third resumed jerking my shaft, waiting patiently for further orders.

"You're such a cute slut," laughed the actor, his face moving closer to hers. "And you have the nicest, juiciest tits I've ever seen..."

I couldn't help but laugh. These days I barely had to talk to my girls at all. They did whatever I wanted whenever I wanted it, and they would always give me what I demanded without question. We were basically on the same wavelength; they began to anticipate my needs and routine, cooking my meals, bathing me, servicing me; all of it was starting to fall into a comfortable, predictable pattern. My favorite times were when all three of them were going to town on my shaft while I jerked off, getting ready to paint their faces and breasts in sticky white spunk.

The girl in the movie was being bent over, I saw. I stood up and pulled Helena over to where I'd been sitting; I needed room for what was about to happen. Without hesitation she flipped herself over on her knees, sticking her shapely ass towards me like a good submissive. As one of the new girls, she still liked to act a bit spoiled, and being treated like the best bimbo in the harem made her feel happy and excited. It was a nice way of keeping her motivated to keep being my best pet.

"Mmmm, Master, yes!" she moaned eagerly as I slipped my cock between her thighs and slid inside her shaved cunt. "That feels so gooooood!" The other two girls stared at her from the floor, licking their lips. If the scene on the screen hadn't been so close to what was happening here - the girl was being fucked doggystyle by her co-star, the camera focused lovingly on her enormous, swaying breasts as she groaned with pleasure - they might have moved up and started to suck her nipples. Instead, both girls had returned to obediently sucking on my balls as I pounded the Helena's tight snatch.

Helena's tight, hot pussy clamped down on my cock and massaged it perfectly. She had gotten much better at using those inner muscles since I'd first broken her. I smiled and grabbed her curly hair, jerking on it as I fucked her harder. "Tell me who you are," I demanded, knowing how much she enjoyed answering me when she was being taken. The collar turned the shy, self-conscious girl into a brazen, shameless slut. "Say your name, cunt."

"I'm..." she gasped as my thrusts became more and more violent. She loved it rough, almost as much as Lara. "I'm... your fuckbunny! Fuck your horny little bimbo, please!" Her eyes were glazing over as I continued to slam her pussy, my cock sliding deeper and deeper inside her with every stroke. Both Amy and Lara had given up on licking my balls completely and were now licking the shaft. Every once in a while I could feel their tongues flick against Helena's labia or my balls as my cock plunged inside her.

"Are you a good girl?" I asked Helena. "Is my cute little sexpet a good girl for her master?"

"Aaaaaaahhhh!" Helena gasped and shuddered under the weight of her orgasm. That's right, I realized: the film actress on the screen was cumming too. It was hard to tell. All that mattered to the women now licking me was what I told them to do. My world. My reality. It made it easier to order them around, if they didn't really even have a sense of what was happening on the screen.

"What... what should we do tonight?" I muttered through gritted teeth. I was getting close again, but I wanted to make sure all of us got to enjoy the movie. "Shall I cover her face? Her tits? Do you think I should come on her ass?"

"Cum on her ass, Master!" gasped Lara.  "Paint her cute little but with your seed!"

I let myself go with a groan and felt the final few waves of pleasure hit as I emptied my balls all over my submissive's bare buttocks and back. She sighed happily as she felt me pull out, then moaned softly as another warm jet splashed across her round bottom.

"Oh, yesss," Lara whispered hungrily. "Cum on your sweet little slut's butt, Master." She watched the thick white seed coat Helena's soft, pink ass cheeks with obvious envy.

"Come here, both of you," I commanded, and the girls quickly stood and kissed me deeply, sharing my cum with one another as they licked each other's faces and lips. "I've had a stressful day. I want you to finish cleaning me off before we have dinner."

All three bimbos nodded eagerly. "We love you, master!" they replied in unison. Their fingers wrapped around my cock together, pulling and tugging at my foreskin until the final few drops of sticky white cum dribbled out onto the carpet. Then they bent to clean it up as well, using their tongues and lips to lap up every last drop of it. I grinned approvingly. They were such good, obedient girls now.

A year ago I would have never believed I'd be able to get so much sexual gratification. All of my desires had become part of our sex lives - the rough fucking, the submission and domination games, everything! If I ordered my girls to lick me, or eat each other's pussies, they obeyed instantly and without question. All three had learned to worship my cock with every fiber of their being, to crave the taste of my seed, and to enjoy serving my every desire.

To think I had once been a futile cuck, forced to watch his own girlfriend screw another man.  Well, Rick had gotten his comeuppance; I'd stolen Amy from him with a simple click of my magic collar around her throat.

I slid my thumb into Amy's mouth, her beautiful eyes going worshipfully up to meet mine. It was a signal she understood all too well. She began to suck it like it was my cock again, sliding her lips back and forth on the digit until I thought she was about to cum. I grinned down at her affectionately. "You're still the best sex pet, aren't you, Amy?"

Amy nodded excitedly around my thumb, continuing to fellate it happily. I felt myself hardening again as she slid it in and out of her luscious pink lips. She was still the cutest girl in the harem, the last one to be collared, and the last one to truly learn her place under my control. "Mmmm!"

As I watched Lara continue to lick up the rest of the mess my cum had left in the carpet, I couldn't help but reflect on just how well things had turned out for all of us. "My naughty little slavegirls," I laughed fondly. "All the fun I'm going to have with you."

Amy and Helena looked up from cleaning my body. "Mmm, yes please!" the curly-haired redhead sighed between licks, running her tongue across my thigh. "Please use me, Master. Fuck your favorite sex slave."

"Of course I will, slave," I assured her confidently. "When hasn't that happened?" The three girls laughed uproariously at the joke. As if there could ever be an hour when I wouldn't have used them.

There had been no time in the past week when the three women hadn't been used or fucked or filled by me, their master. I was insatiable, and so were they. The only thing that had slowed me down in the past months was having to worry about things like classes and work, but my girlfriends had taken care of those as well. Now they were free to be naked submissives, all day every day.

It made life easy.

***

It was dinner time.  Helena, it turned out, was an amazing cook; she had prepared a lovely four-course meal for us, which she had laid out on the dining room table in preparation. We had just sat down together when we heard someone walking in the hall.

There was a knock on the door.

The four of us looked at each other. None of us could remember the last time anyone had actually knocked on our front door. There was a mail slot, after all - it was how all the bills, letters, and Amazon boxes got to us. We stared at one another curiously, wondering who it could be.

I shrugged. "Girls," I said at last. "Put on your robes, and greet our guest." They scampered out of the dining room, naked and beautiful. As I took a sip of water, I smiled to myself; I was glad I'd told them to get dressed for this mysterious visitor. I might have ordered them to strip off right away otherwise!

A few moments later I heard the door open, and muffled conversation in the hall outside. I rose to go and find out what was going on, when two men came striding into the dining room. I recognized both of them immediately.  It was Rick, the guy who'd stolen Lara from me; and James, his friend.

They both took a second to drink in the sight of three beautiful young women, barely clothed. Helena was wearing only an apron over her naked flesh; the other girls wore flimsy little dressing gowns. They had tied them too tightly around their breasts, so that their cleavage was perfectly accentuated by the thin cloth. Then both of my friends shook off their surprise, turning their attention to me.

"What are you doing here, Rick?" I asked pleasantly. My three girls looked at him curiously; this was the first time in weeks that I'd ordered them to stay silent. "You're supposed to be in New York by now. And you..." I turned to James. "We both know that if you want to discuss business, it's better to do it in my office." I tried to inject a note of menace into my voice. Both men ignored me.

Rick grinned maliciously, looking at me as he spoke to Amy. "You were so eager to show me your new apartment, baby." He turned and winked at James. "When we were talking yesterday, she practically begged me to come see it. I just brought my friend along, since I figured he might wanna use girlfriend too."

James nodded slowly. "She's cute. The curly-haired girl's hot too, but Lara's the one I'd always liked."

I grunted in irritation.

It was a little hard for me to take this all seriously, considering that both of my girls were staring at their feet and blushing prettily as they heard praise from another man. This had to be some kind of trick, I decided: a bizarre attempt at reverse psychology. Or something. It would make more sense than James thinking they were really attracted to him.

They were my bimbos.  MINE, alone.

...weren't they?

The collars ensured submission to only one man, unless I told them otherwise...

Surely there wasn't some way that Rick could have subverted the collars' power, made them... less potent. 

If this had been part of some strange long con, I had no idea.

"Girls," I said finally. "Make sure our guests are comfortable. Give them something to drink." Then, with an angry glare at the two intruders, I rose from the table and headed up to my bedroom to think. I slammed the door shut behind me, wishing I could somehow slam the front door of the apartment and shut those assholes out too - but Rick and James had barged in before Amy had had the chance to close it behind them.

It was an uncomfortable ten minutes later when I finally returned downstairs, determined to make my visitors leave, that I was greeted by a strange sight. As soon as I entered the room I was met by the sight of Lara, naked, her lips wrapped tight around James' cock. She stared back at me through half-closed eyes, sliding up and down on his member contentedly as he stroked her hair. At the same time, Helena was also working on his cock - licking up its sides, caressing it lovingly with her breasts, or simply letting nuzzling it with the same sort of sluttiness she showed me.

Rick was sitting in my chair, I noted angrily. His pants were pushed to his ankles and Amy was bent over the dining room table next to him, her shapely legs spread and her gorgeous ass sticking out as she took his cock doggystyle. Both women moaned softly as Rick began to fuck her harder, slamming deep and hard inside her shaved little pussy as she braced herself against the table.

"See, buddy?" Rick laughed, nodding to the other woman kneeling between James' thighs. "My girl really does suck better than yours. She can actually take more than three inches!"

"I thought your last girlfriend could only handle a couple too," James chuckled. "She's gotten really good at it. This guy trained you well!"

I broiled with anger and jealousy.  How was it that MY women were servicing these men - my enemies, no less - as though they didn't even belong to me?

"Rick," I growled.  "What the fuck is going on?"

"Oh, you didn't figure it out?" he grinned, stuffing Amy's pussy harder and faster, her moans of joy filling the air.  "After your little trick you played, I contacted the guy who puts these collars out.  And I made him void your contract."  Rick smiled wider.  "From now on, Amy, Lara, and Helena will be submissive to ALL men, not just you."

"What?!"

"Yep. I mean look at them, so fucking slutty."  He gestured to Lara, who was now deep-throating James' cock, gurgling around him like a well-trained escort.  "They'll do anything for cock."  Rick chuckled.  "Isn't that right, girls?"

"Yesss," Amy purred, as she felt Rick's cock slide over her g-spot. "Please keep using this pussy, stud!"

The girls are mine! I thought stubbornly, unwilling to give up even as their bodies betrayed me. They had become accustomed to having the collar control their minds and make them eager for my every desire, I thought desperately. Now, though, if what Rick said was true - the collar had only maintained one effect, and that was horniness.  Their loyalty, however, would flag, because all they cared about was getting as much dick as possible.

All they wanted was to get fucked...

"I can't fucking believe this..." I mumbled, feeling powerless as I watched their perfect little pussies and tight assholes get used.

I saw Lara begin to pull up off James' cock slowly. There was no way he was going to cum in her mouth, I realized - he was going to shoot his load in her pussy instead! That's the reason she'd pulled back!

"Wait! Don't do that!" I shouted, but it was too late. He thrust his dick deep inside her wet cunt, grunted and began to orgasm, pumping spurt after spurt of hot seed deep inside of her. Lara cried out happily, a dreamy, orgasmic expression on her face as she felt him fill her with his potent sperm.

No wonder the three of them hadn't come upstairs to check on me; they'd been far too busy being turned into whores for other guys!

"Why do you care so much about what happens to them?" Rick asked me mockingly. "Just look at 'em: all these girls want is to get fucked."

"You haven't won," I growled.  "I'll find a way, I swear it..."

"James," said Rick, "Take a break and neutralize him." 

Before I could react James grabbed a needle from his coat, then jabbed it into my thigh. The substance began to work immediately, rendering me motionless as James carefully withdrew the needle and tossed it onto the ground.

"Nice job," said Rick. "Now let's fuck these girls and give him a good show."

"Hell yeah. I always knew they were sluts."

The world around me went black. When I came to my vision was fuzzy, like my eyes were filled with cobwebs. And then there was the sound of slurping and gagging...

I blinked and opened my eyes to see James, standing at the edge of the table with both hands wrapped tightly in Helena's hair. He was using her lips, her tongue, and her throat to service him, gently fucking her face. He must have done that already with Lara; my curly-haired bimbo looked absolutely fucked out, her pretty blue eyes glazed over and a smile plastered across her face. She lay sprawled across the dining room table, naked except for her heels, and covered in splotches of thick white cream. As I watched, I saw one of Rick's large, sticky loads slowly ooze from her pussy, leaving a trail down the side of the oak table and pooling on the carpet below.

Rick, meanwhile, was using Amy again; this time he was fucking her against the wall, holding her with her back pressed against the plaster and her legs wrapped tightly around his waist as he thrust up inside her. Her cries of pleasure were muffled, as though she were speaking through cotton. It took me a moment to realize that Rick had been stuffing her panties into her mouth, to gag her a little - she was moaning almost as loudly as Helena.

As I watched, James began to move even deeper, burying his cock balls-deep in my sex pet's throat. With an exhalation of pleasure, he shot his load and began to fill her belly. I was sure that James wasn't the first guy she'd deepthroated today, but I still felt rage and jealousy bubbling inside of me as I watched a string of drool run down Helena's chin, connecting her face to James' cum-dripping prick. She looked up at him submissively, moaning, thick globs of semen spilling out of her used mouth. 

After the last few drops of hot sperm dribbled down the beautiful bimbo's lips, James smiled. "Hey Rick, why don't we let them have a break while you do her from behind?"

My stomach lurched with dread. "Helena...!" I murmured, struggling to make my limbs work again. Nothing happened.

Amy was still getting fucked up against the wall when they switched over. Rick's big, meaty dick made a delicious, sloppy pop as he pulled out of Amy's gaping cunt; but before I could think too much about it, he'd turned his attentions to her friend. Grabbing her firmly by the hips, he spread her legs wide and pushed the head of his prick against Helena's dripping wet slit.

I knew I should be angry. I should have been doing everything in my power to stop these two men from using my beautiful women like this; from turning them back into the cheap little floozies I'd first met!

But the sight of two strong men double-teaming one of my pretty little blonde bimbos had set all my hormones raging; my own desires, my basest urges, took control of my body again.

She wants this, I thought, noticing the dreamy look on Helena's face.  She just wants cock.  Any guy's cock, she doesn't care who.  I had to find a way to reverse whatever Rick had done; I had to get them to only want ME.

I felt a surge of heat in my loins; blood rushed to my penis and began to harden it, despite whatever substance James had shot into me.

This is fucking wrong, I reminded myself with the last vestige of self-control. You have to stop this!

But another voice inside my head answered that first one, smugly. And just who exactly do you think is going to stop this? There's only you...

Helena moaned as Rick slid deep inside her tight little pussy, taking her against the dining room table. His thrusts sent ripples up her flesh, her breasts jiggling up and down like water balloons bouncing around under her thin nightgown.

"Look how fucking hot this slut is," Rick laughed to James, holding his new conquest's hips tightly and grinding her ass back against his waist. He began to thrust deep inside of her with fast, urgent strokes. Helena moaned again - it was such a dirty, sexy sound. Then, she opened her eyes, catching my gaze, and she blushed prettily. Her whole body glowed red, her embarrassment obvious.

"Master, he's fucking me so hard..." she murmured, but Rick gave her no time to adjust. All she could do was pant and moan and gasp as he slammed inside of her, his thrusts sending shocks through her slender body. My dick was as hard as iron by now, the veins on my shaft throbbing, the sensitive underside rubbing against my clothes, making me even hornier.

Rick fucked the helpless young woman for another few minutes until at last he groaned with pleasure. With a final grunt, he slammed as deep inside of Helena as he could, his balls contracting as his entire body tensed, then relaxing again. Thick, sticky ropes of white cum began to splash inside of her, flooding her fertile womb. It was more semen than I'd ever shot in her!

The three of us were left panting heavily.

James walked over to the couch. Amy didn't say anything - just smiled sweetly, crawling after him on all fours like the obedient bimbo she was. The curly-haired whore crawled onto his lap and began riding him cowgirl style. I felt that rush of anger and jealousy well up inside me again, watching her perfect, shapely pair of young legs straddling another man. Those creamy thighs that I so loved to be between were squeezing some other man's waist. And those perky tits, those firm little nipples that I so enjoyed sucking and nipping and caressing - they were pressed firmly against another man's chest.

And there was nothing I could do about it...

She's mine! Mine! That bitch is supposed to be submissive to only me...

I was torn out of my ruminations by Amy's moans of joy, mixed with James' deep groans. She was so loud that it was clear they wouldn't hear me if I got up off the couch, found the phone, called the police and told them everything. I watched bitterly as the cute young brunette bounced up and down on the cock of some stranger. His thick meat pole slid easily into her tight pussy - which had been getting a lot of use over the past few hours. As I looked over, Rick  seemed quite relaxed, a satisfied smile spread across his face.

After fucking the blonde bimbo for a while, James pulled her head back, making Amy gasp with delight, and started pounding harder and deeper than before. Then finally, with a groan, he came; thick loads of hot cum shooting deep inside her tight snatch, and beginning to trickle out along the shaft of his rapidly softening prick.

Then Amy moved onto Rick, climbing onto his lap as his cock rapidly stiffened again. She rode him for almost thirty minutes - the time stretching out long for me as I stared, helpless, at the sexy sight of my beautiful girls getting used by another man.

"Rick," I muttered through my cotton-muffled lips. "Why the hell are you doing this?"

"Hmm?" He was paying attention to Amy now, running his big hands all over her body, groping her and playing with her breasts, pinching and teasing at her nipples.

"Why do all this? Why do you need to... humiliate me?"

"I just want your business, buddy. And if this is what it takes, then fuckin' A."

After watching him pound my sexy little plaything for a bit longer, I spoke up again:

"You're going to pay for this, I swear. When I get free-"

He shrugged. "Yeah, you said that the last time. But when are you gonna catch up, huh? Look around you, bro. This is my world. There's nothing you can do, nothing. Just accept it. Give it up. You never had a chance in the first place."

Fuck him, I growled inwardly.  He wanted my business?  That was what this was about?  Not revenge for me taking Amy?  Hell, maybe it was both. 

I watched Rick continue to pump inside of Amy's tight pussy, fucking her hard and fast as she bounced happily on his big cock, riding it as though it were her only purpose in life. All of this - it was happening because I hadn't been smart enough to see this coming.

My cock strained against the fabric of my boxer briefs, my heart beating faster and faster as Rick slammed harder and faster into Amy, until finally he let out a deep, throaty groan, holding her down against his balls as he came. As she kissed him happily, smiling, Rick grinned down at her and smacked her on her perky ass. She giggled delightedly.

Rick turned to me smugly and said, "So what should we do next, bro? Maybe another blowjob from the blondie there, since the first one went so well?"

"Yeah," James grinned. "This time, fuck her mouth for real. Really go to town on her and make her choke. Show this little whore how we treat women like her. They ain't nothing but sex dolls to be played with, anyway."

They want me to feel the rage, I realized. I knew that this was part of their plan: to degrade me, to get me angry and frustrated. I gritted my teeth. This is just a game, I thought to myself. I have to stay calm.

I tried to relax my body; my blood pressure had gone up, and now it began to slowly fall back down.

Just a game...

Lara was still on the table where Rick had left her; the curvy babe was curled up with her legs pressed together, gently rubbing her pussy while she moaned in satisfaction. Rick had come twice inside of her at least. The thought made my own penis harden a little more.

Helena lay panting, face-down on the carpet as Rick's semen trickled down her leg, soaking into the floor beneath her. The sight of both my pretty little sex pets looking so used and dirty made me want them even more, despite everything that was going on.

Rick, meanwhile, was standing by the couch and getting his breath back, still with his dick hanging out, glistening and sticky, but beginning to shrink again after being emptied into two perfect little bodies. The man had a good recovery time, I would give him that.

Amy was sitting on the couch now, looking flushed and satisfied from Rick's last orgasm, although James had used her pretty roughly. There were bruises on her hips, and a bite mark on her left breast. They hadn't really cared about hurting her, or Lara, for that matter. And why should they? I thought darkly. My girls had been nothing but fuck-pets and toys to those men. They didn't care about them. But then neither do you, I reflected ruefully.

All you care about is using and pleasuring them, my mind whispered treacherously. You don't love them.

That last thought shocked me - until I realized with some surprise that it was true. Even though I'd taken them from their old lives and given them new ones here, even though they had served me faithfully for months...

I realized with shock that I actually had no attachment to these beautiful young women. I used them like sex-dolls to slake my lust upon. No, I hadn't kidnapped them, exactly. But I knew, deep down inside, that I'd made them into submissive little bimbos. I'd made them this way; there was nothing they could do. It was almost as though I'd brainwashed them - like some evil mad scientist.

And it wasn't like Amy or Helena had a choice in the matter! Even if I'd never put those collars on them, they had never wanted anything more than to be used by a dominant, sexy stud like me! Hell, they would probably still want to fuck me, even right now. Even if I took them away from everything: all their possessions, their careers, their families and friends - hell, even their dignity - and dumped them naked into a trashcan in some back alley, they'd still want to serve my cock. I felt powerful just thinking about it.

It was a twisted game of chicken, I realized. One where I'd already won before the other guys had even made the first move. They were still underestimating me. They thought I was an arrogant idiot. But I wasn't. I'd known what I was doing when I picked these beautiful young women; I had hand-picked them. And now Rick's own jealousy was leading him down a path that he thought was his, but was actually mine. A trap he couldn't possibly have foreseen. He'd played right into my hands.

One way or another...

I'd get these fuckers back.

Just let them wait, I thought.  I'll get my girls back..

And give Rick the ultimate revenge.

Then, with one swift movement, James got up, pushed Amy off of his lap, and began walking over to where I lay helpless on the couch.

"Alright," he said to Rick. "This is your show, dude."

He untied me, but I was still paralyzed under the effects of the drug.  The two men gathered up my women and carried them towards the door.  Helena had her arms around James' neck, while Rick held Amy and Lara.

"We'll see ya...never," he laughed, and they disappeared.

Just you wait...

When the drug wore off...I was going to get them. 

And this time, Rick wasn’t going to outsmart me. 
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