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It was a nice house. No, it was a
beautiful house. I had been looking for rooms the last two days,
and getting more and more tired and depressed. Anything close to
school was either taken or horribly expensive. This place was a
little far out, but the price was at least more affordable.

And it was in a house, sharing it with two
roommates. Okay, they were guys, and I was slightly wary about
that, but getting desperate. I was supposed to go into a dorm room
like most froshes, but there'd been a structural issue with the
building, and now I and a hundred other first years were scrambling
to find accommodation.

I had seen pictures of the place on the
internet, but they hadn't done it justice. It looked great from the
outside, and even nicer on the inside. It also had an immaculate
back yard with a pool and high hedges for privacy. The only real
issue was the two roomers were guys.

I was reassured, however, by the fact the
two guys didn't seem to like each other a lot. In other words, they
weren't buddies who would side with each other against me. In fact,
they were practically opposites.

Matt was a joker, the kind of guy who was
fun to be around and party with but you sure wouldn't want to rely
on him too much. We'd been in the yard walking along the pool when
we'd talked about the rent, and he'd offered to take 10% off if I
wore a thong bathing suit whenever I was around.

Creep? No, just a normal guy. He was only
like twenty, after all. And I was pretty sure he was just
kidding... pretty sure. But it soon started to look like he
was kind of a goofball, and so not really any threat.

He was kind of cute, though. He was about my
height, with shaggy blonde hair and bright blue eyes. He was
athletic, and was on the college diving team (he told me he was
great at going down on girls).

Jeffrey (never Jeff) was like his opposite.
He was way taller, also an athlete, only on the volleyball team,
wore horn rimmed glasses, and was uber serious. He didn't seem to
smile much, didn't crack jokes, spoke in a very serious tone, and
was purely business. He made sure I knew he would be studying EVERY
night and would have to make sure I didn't make much noise.

At which Matt rolled his eyes of course.

Jeffrey had short dark hair, and a long,
angular face, though with really nice teeth in a sensuous mouth. He
was big, with broad shoulders, but moved with a careful precision,
nothing like the bouncy energy Matt displayed.

They were an odd couple, but on the one
hand, Jeffrey seemed reliable, and Matt seemed – fun. Neither
seemed at all threatening, and the place was great! They even
offered me the master!

“It has its own bathroom, which we're sure
you'll need, you being a girl,” Matt said.

I prefer the bedroom on the north side,”
Jeffrey said. “It faces the back yard so is quieter.”

“I spend very little time in my own bed,”
Matt said with a sly wink at me.

I rolled my eyes.

Matt's room was a mess, with stuff strewn
about everywhere. Jeffrey's room was immaculate.

Matt was taking engineering, Jeffrey was
taking History (I had guessed physics).

As an added bonus, they had bought a car
together. It wasn't much of a car, but it functioned, and they took
turns driving it to school. Depending on schedules that sometimes
meant the other one had to take the bus or get a ride from someone
else, but my schedule, especially if I was willing to go in early
to study on Thursdays, would allow me to ride in every day!

I moved in on the Friday before school
started. Just in time!

Jeffrey had come in and inspected the room
just as I was finishing (I'd left the door open, of course). He
looked around with that serious face of his, then looked at me.

“I meant to tell you we don't have a snake.
You should get one,” he said.

I stared at him.

“For the drain.”

I frowned.

“In the bathroom, in the shower...”

He looked rather obviously at my hair and I
frowned even more.

“Dude, my hair doesn't, like, fall out in
clumps,” I said.

“Dude is not a term I generally respond to,”
he said dryly. “Your hair is quite long, and all the … work, dye
and chemicals women put into their hair tends to damage it. You
don't want to clog the drain.

I glowered at him. “I have never dyed my
hair,” I said, “And it's quite healthy.”

I grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand up
to feel my hair. I was quite proud of how soft and silky it was, in
no small part because I did so little with it.

I have brown hair. It's not mud brown. It's
a nice brown. Why should I put chemicals in to make it blonde or
something? I like myself as a brunette. It kind of goes with who I
am, you know?

Besides, I figured, if my hair clogged the
drain I'd get Mat to fix it. Mat struck me as the kind of guy who
would do just about anything a girl asked him, just to impress her
with his manly skills.

“Hair and plumbing don't mix well,” Jeffrey
said, though his fingers were sliding through my hair with
interest.

“You do have … nice hair,” he said, as if
reluctant to admit it. “I mean, it does feel uhm, healthy.”

He pulled his hand back.

“You ever watch Big Bang on TV” I asked.

He gave me that frown again.

“Are you suggesting something?”

“Me? No way. One of my favorite shows,
that's all.”

He turned and left me in peace and I shook
my head AND rolled my eyes at the same time, betting he would be
loads of fun at a party.

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror.
Yes, my hair fit me very nicely. And it wasn't that long. Maybe it
fell halfway down my back, almost, depending on how you measured my
back, I suppose.

Okay, it probably needed a trim, especially
the bangs. I think my bangs grow faster than any of the rest of my
hair. One of the benefits of wearing glasses is it keeps my bangs
out of my eyes when it gets long, like now.

My older sister is a blonde fashionista.
That's one of the main reasons I had always refused to be drawn
into the hair cult for women. My hair is fine like it is. I blow
dry it, and that's about the extent of the time I devote to it.
Usually it's parted on the side, but it doesn't tend to stay
parted, if you know what I mean.

My face is a near perfect oval, and
everything on it seems to be attractively arranged. I have no
complaints anyway, and God knows no lack of interest from guys,
though nothing like the crowd of horn-dogs that hangs around my
sister drooling at her big boobs.

No, I'm not jealous of it, believe me! Do
you know how much weight those things must be!? I play softball,
and soccer. I shudder at the idea of running with those things
bouncing up and down! My breasts are on the smaller side, but
perfect and round and high and firm – firm! You don't get that with
big giant boobs, you know, not unless they're full of silicone.

The boys who have gotten their hands on my
breasts have been enthusiastic in their praise, so no, I have no
jealousy of my sister. She's more of a kind of Swedish milkmaid
type anyway, you know, wide hips, big chest. I'm skinny, by
comparison, but I have more than enough curves to feel good about
myself.

Even if Jeffrey didn't really seem to
notice.

*

Matt had the car Monday, and drove me in.
Jeffrey had no classes before noon.

“That is a very nice skirt,” he said as he
drove.

“Watch the road, Matt,” I said.

“I am! Just commenting, that's all. Can't a
guy pay a girl a compliment?”

It had only been two days but I had already
kind of gotten to know Matt. He was a horny pervert (not that that
made him unusual among guys) but in a generally inoffensive
way.

“Sure. Nice trousers you're wearing,
Matt.”

“Thanks! You want to know what I'm wearing
underneath?”

“Nope,” I said.

“A nice black silk thong! What about
you?”

“Guys look really goofy in thongs,” I
said.

“Most guys,” he said with a grin. “But I
have a great butt!”

“Uh huh.”

He did, actually.

“You have a really nice butt too. I bet you
wear thongs.”

“The road,” I said.

“I love girls underwear,” he said. “They
have such a huge choice!”

“You could always get a sex change operation
so you could wear some.”

“Why would I do that? I get to play with
girls lingerie anyway, just with them in it,” he said with a broad
grin.

“I'm putting a lock on my lingerie
drawer.”

“Hey! Are you thinking I'd be the kind of
guy to play with your thongs and G-strings?!”

“Yes!”

“So you DO you have thongs and
G-strings?”

I rolled my eyes.

*

The first classes produced a bit of anxiety,
but we were pretty much all in the same boat in our ignorance. I
was taking a mixture of pre-law courses, mostly general arts,
including writing. I met some interesting people, though I felt
harried most of the day. I stayed a half hour late to read my
Communications 01 text while I waited for Matt, then headed over to
the pool to meet him.

The air inside was predictably warm and
humid, which wasn't the most comfortable. I was wearing a black
blazer over my black skirt, with a white blouse underneath, going
for the professional look. I was a would-be lawyer, after all.

Jeffrey had approved.

Matt had only approved that when I sat down
in the car the skirt, which was a couple of inches above the knee,
slid higher. He'd also been able to observe, looking sideways, as I
sat, staring through the small openings between the buttons, that I
was wearing a black bra.

Like I said, he was a good natured perve,
but not in any way threatening. I also wasn't interested, though,
despite him being cute. He was just sooo not boyfriend
material!

I didn't seem him waiting around, just a
bunch of guys... in bathing suits... so the first thing I did was
curse myself for not having come over to wait earlier! Swimmers
have really nice bodies, including nice butts! I didn't see Matt
until I asked a guy, and he pointed to the far end, where the
diving pool was.

I walked down that way, taking my time, in
no hurry now with so much eye candy around. There was a long,
Olympic sized pool where the swimmers were practicing, then beyond
it, a smaller, square pool with really high diving platforms
looking down, and I mean really high!

In the time it took me to walk over there
four guys dove off, doing, or trying to do, some complicated things
in mid-air. And then I saw Matt halfway up. He dove straight, like
an arrow. I watched his shadow curve in and up under the water,
then come to the surface and swim to the side.

I walked around as he got out, and despite
myself, felt a very appreciative inner sigh at the very cute,
dripping wet guy who rose up before me.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said.

“Matt,” I said, not wanting to say anything
he could take as suggestive.

Because, frankly, I was tempted. He had a
nicer body than I'd thought, and it was slick with water dripping
down it. Also, you know how the guys at the beach wear these baggy
bathing suits that come down past their knees? Well, this wasn't
that kind of bathing suit. It was short and it was tight, and I
very determinedly kept my eyes away off the front as long as he
could see me!

“You're early.”

“You're late.”

Another diver walked by and stopped, tall,
hot and nearly as nearly naked as Matt.

“Hey,” he said. “You Matt's girlfriend?”

“We live together actually,” Matt said.

“In separate rooms. He's one of my
roommates,” I said hurriedly.

“Oh, cool. I was about to congratulate Matt
for dating up.”

I grinned.

“There is no up from me,” Matt said
indignantly.

“Yeah. Uh huh,” he said, grinning at me and
heading over to the platforms.

“That guy has a nice ass,” I said.

“And I don't?” he demanded, turning and
posing.

“Are you gonna get dressed or drive me home
like that?”

“I bet if I drove you like this you wouldn't
be able to resist me,” he said. “You'd be all over me! So I better
get dressed.”

“Yeah, cuz you wouldn't want that,” I said
mockingly.

“A guy has standards,” he said with false
dignity.

“As far as I know your standards only say
she has to be conscious.”

“There's lots more than that!”

“Go get dressed.”

I almost told him to take his time. I could
watch the eye candy while he was gone.

He did have a nice butt, though, I thought,
as he walked away. Nice everything, in fact.

And that was when I first started thinking,
not seriously, just toying with the thought, of sleeping with Matt.
I mean, here I was far from home, where nobody knew me, so I didn't
really have to worry about reputation or anything. And he was,
well, cute, and nice, and friendly. He wasn't exactly boyfriend
material, not romantic material, but who knows. Maybe he could be a
friends with benefits kind of friend.

But not yet. I needed to get to know him
better.

*

“You know,” he said the next day, “You have
very pale skin. You should wear lotion.”

“I'm Norwegian,” I said.

“Is that like Swedish? Because I heard
Swedish girls are supper hot,” he said with a grin.

“I am super hot,” I replied, sliding the
scoop across the surface of the pool.

We were doing some routine pool maintenance.
I was wearing a black bikini (not a thong) and he was wearing a
regular swimsuit, not like the kind he dove in. He leaned in with
the pole, sliding the net over to pluck up some leaves.

“Stop staring at my ass,” I said, not
turning to look at him.

“It's such a nice ass,” he said.

“Matt,” I said in my warning voice.

“You can stare at my ass. I grant you
permission.”

“Thanks anyway.”

“And my skin is not pale,” I said as he
moved away. “It's fair!”

After we'd taken care of the pool, of
course, we got to jump in and enjoy it. Unlike at city pools or
beaches there wasn't any rule against inflatable toys, and they had
a really good quality floating chaise lounge chair Matt had pumped
up.

Needless to say I'd barely gotten into it
than he rose like a surfacing whale and threw it over, dumping me
into the water. Idiot. That led to a playful splash fight of sorts,
and then I righted the thing and tried to climb back in. We were in
the shallow end, but it was still hard because my throwing my
weight onto one side tilted it and threatened to turn it over.

“I'll give you a hand,” Matt said.

I didn't have time to say no before he
ducked under the water and then put his head between my legs from
behind, reached up to grab my hips and surfaced, raising me
completely out of the water! I was sitting on his shoulders and he
was holding my legs.

“Matt! You dick!” I shouted.

“Shh, you don't want to wake Jeffrey.”

“Idiot,” I said in a lower voice.

“And you used bad language! Jeffrey doesn't
like bad language!” he said, walking around with me on his
shoulders.

“Put me down.”

“If only I had eyes in the back of my head,”
he sighed.

I blushed slightly then hit him on the
head.

“Dickhead.”

“Oh if only! Just look where it is!”

I rolled my eyes then squealed as he dumped
me back into the water.

We played around some more, then climbed
out. I toweled off and dropped onto one of the loungers facing the
pool.

“Let me put some sunscreen on you,” he
said.

“I can manage.”

“You can't reach your back. Also, I can do
your breasts way better.”

I gave him the finger as I reached for the
oil. And it was just about then that Jeffrey came out of the house.
I was more than slightly surprised to see him in a bathing suit
even smaller than the one Matt had worn at the diving pool. I was
also more than a little taken aback at how hot his body was!

This guy was no Sheldon!

“Close your mouth,” Matt said with a
smirk.

I snapped my jaw together as we watched
Jeffrey walk past us and then jump into the pool. And then that was
that.

“How long is he going to stay under?” I
asked.

“He's considering joining the water polo
team. So he's practicing moving around at the bottom of the
pool.”

“Really?”

We both watched the pool. We couldn't see
down at the bottom, of course, but we figured he had to pop up to
the surface, which we could see... eventually.

Finally he did, gulping in air as Matt
snorted in amusement.

“Gay,” he said.

He got up and went indoors but I stayed
there enjoying the sun, spreading sunscreen on myself, mostly
alone. Jeffrey spent most of the time under water. I did get up
after a bit and walk to the edge of the pool but he was just a form
sliding back and forth at the bottom of the pool for a while.

He surfaced at last, and as he was in the
shallow end the water was only up to his upper thighs. My eyes
flicked down then away, then along his body. It was even more toned
than Matt!

“Matt says you're going to try water polo,”
I said casually.

“It seems like an interesting game,” he
said.

He pulled himself out of the pool and stood
before me.

“You have very fair skin. You should wear a
high SPF sunblock,” he said.

“I have sunblock... well, I had it,” I said,
examining my arms.

“Did you get it from Matthew?”

I looked up in surprise and nodded.

“The sunblock Matthew gets is not designed
to be especially good at blocking the sun. It's edible,
however.”

“Edible!?”

“In case he gets the opportunity.”

I gaped at him a bit, then blushed.

“He's such a pervert!”

Jeffrey nodded. “I have a high SPF you can
borrow. It's not edible, though.”

“I don't think I need it to be,” I said with
a snort.

“One thing, Hannah,” he said, frowning. “I
saw you give Matthew the finger. I realize I'm old fashioned in my
beliefs, but I think obscenity lowers us as a culture. We should
try to enunciate our feelings in concise English and without the
use of obscenities, or even obscene signals.”

“Uh... sorry.”

“I've been trying to convey this to Matthew,
and I recognize the temptation to respond to him in the language he
recognizes most easily, but it only exacerbates the situation.”

I felt oddly chastened by his tone and
sternness, kind of like I was being given a 'talking to' by the
Vice Principal or something.

“As someone who hopes to practice Law it
would be better for you to get into the habit of behaving with a
proper sense of dignity,” he said.

Which was true, I guess. But he was acting
so... old, you know.”

“You're absolutely right, Jeffrey. I
apologize,” I said solemnly.

Then I pushed him into the pool. I laughed
down at him but he came up surprisingly quickly for a big man, and
before I could get away he had a large hand around my ankle and
yanked me bodily over the edge and into the water!

He let go of me then, and I popped up,
splashing him.

“If you act bratty, you risk the punishment
bratty girls have gotten for generations to chastise them,” he
said.

And the grabbed me. I squealed but he was
way too big and strong to resist as he hauled me up out of the
water, right up across his shoulder! I was draped upside down,
staring down at his lower back, his arm pinning my legs to his
chest as he climbed out of the pool!

“Let me down!” I yelled.

Then, daringly, I slapped at his butt.

That, of course, got my butt slapped back,
twice! I yelped both times, then he flung me high over the pool to
land with a big splash. When I popped my head out of the water he'd
gone inside, leaving me gasping and shoving wet hair out of my
face.

I reached down and rubbed my butt too. That
had stung!

And I thought about what he said, about
bratty girls getting punished for generations. Did he mean a
spanking?! I was pretty sure he did! And I suddenly had this image
of me across his lap being spanked! That made my mind squirm in a
very strange, dark, excited way!

“Down girl,” I said to myself as I climbed
out.

Things were getting very strange by the
pool!
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“Want some sunscreen?”

I turned my head and looked up at Matt
through my sunglasses.

“I thought you had Math.”

“Prof got sick and canceled.”

I'd been living there for about two weeks
now, and gotten to know Matt and Jeffrey like you never really do
with people you don't live with.

“I have sunscreen on.”

I was wary as I said it, because, well, I
knew his schedule and I knew Jeffrey's schedule, and neither was
supposed to be home for two hours. So I was actually wearing a
thong bottom. I'd only flipped over onto my back on hearing the
noise of him coming outside.

He sat down across from me with a big,
cheery grin and I frowned doubtfully at him. I mean, don't get me
wrong, I'm not exactly shy about my body, I mean, any more than
anyone else, but I also wasn't in the habit of wearing a thong in
public! Not that this was in public exactly...

It was a small thong, too, and the top
matched it. It was my 'getting a tan by myself' swimsuit.

“Nice bikini,” he said cheerfully.

I flushed a little, but I wasn't really
embarrassed. I mean, not really. Instead I was feeling anxious
about all the teasing material he'd get out of this, and wondering
if I could sneak inside without him seeing my butt. I supposed if I
got up and wrapped a towel around myself... except the towel was on
the back of the lounge chair he was sitting on.

“Maybe you should be studying then,” I
said.

“Oh right! Who do you think you're talking
to, Jeffrey?” he said with a laugh.

He stood up. “Come on in,” he said.

“I've been in, thanks.”

“But not with me there!”

And with that he leaned in and scooped me up
out of my chair!

“Matt!” I squealed!

It was too late. He turned, took several
steps and threw me into the damn water, then jumped in after me.
Nor had my thong gone unnoticed, for no sooner had I come to the
surface than I felt his finger poking at my bare butt! I squealed
again, twisting away and slapping at him under water.

He rose to the surface, grinning.

“Pervert!”

“What's your point?”

I glowered at him, then swam to the side. He
followed after.

“Want to play with the beach ball?”

“No, I don't want to play with the beach
ball. I was peacefully getting a tan, reading a book and relaxing,”
I complained.

“In your thong,” he said with a leer.

“Okay, in my thong. Yes, Matthew, I do wear
thongs, though I wouldn't wear them around you!”

“Why not? I love thongs!”

“Because you're a pervert!”

“All guys are perverts!”

Which was kind of hard to argue with.

Hell, I was starting to believe even Jeffrey
was a pervert, for he'd made that same sort of 'brat' comment a few
times since the first one!

And my embarrassment was fading, such as it
was. I mean, so I was in a thong. I hadn't expected company. He
knew that. It's not like I was showing off, not on purpose anyway.
I wasn't ashamed of my ass. I have a nice ass, after all!

Which I knew I was demonstrating as I
climbed out of the pool, giving him a real good eyeful. That made
me flush again, a little embarrassed but also with this hot,
squirmy sensation down low. You know? It was like I was doing
something naughty, but since I'd expected to be alone nobody could
accuse me of anything.

Matt didn't grab my butt as I wriggled out
of the pool, just gave a wolf whistle which made me flush even
more, and made that squirmy sensation squirm more. I stood up, gave
him the finger, and then turned deliberately away from him,
stalking over to the little corner shower.

The shower was on a tall, two by four
planted on the patio. It was fairly basic, just a hose running up
the side and then the shower-head overhead. It was to rinse off the
chlorine, which I did, even knowing Matt had climbed out of the
pool and was looking on.

I felt that squirmy sense grow into
unmistakeable arousal. I mean, it wasn't naked, but it still felt
like I was taking a shower in front of him!

And he was coming closer!

I turned and gave him a flinty look.

“Hey, I need to rinse off too, you know,” he
said.

He reached down to the waistband of his
swimsuit and tugged it straight out some distance, looking
down.

“I don't want to get my privates all
chlorinated, after all,” he said.

I gulped, trying not to think of what was
inside his swim trunks as he let the waistband snap closed.

“I should tell Jeffrey you touched my butt.
He'll lecture you on proper behavior,” I said.

“Ha,” he said with a grin. “I think Jeffrey
has his own ideas about your ass, babe.”

I flushed even more, wondering if he could
be aware of my own suspicions about Jeffrey.

“I have no idea what you mean,” I lied.

“I think Jeffrey's favorite book is Fifty
Shades of Gray,” he said with a wicked grin. “You know those quiet
types. They're minds are always full of nasty things.”

I turned off the water.

“And yours isn't?” I said mockingly, easing
past him.

“Oh definitely,” he said, sliding his arm
around my waist to draw me back.

“Matt!” I exclaimed.

I pushed against his chest... his bare
chest... my hands against the soft, slick, damp skin which rested
so nicely on his very powerfully built chest.

He grinned and gripped my wrists, then
shoved them up and back against the post behind me.

“How dare you grope my naked chest,” he
said. “I bet Jeffrey would think you needed a good spanking for
that.”

“I wasn't groping you!” I exclaimed.

“I feel so used,” he said, leaning in
against me.

“Matt – !”

And then his lips were on mine! I twisted my
head automatically to the side, but the truth is... the truth is my
heart was hammering and my insides were swirling, and that squirmy
sensation had turned into a hot throbbing somewhere inside my
swimsuit bottoms!

Matt leaned in, his bare chest pressed
against my breasts, as he leaned in to the side, his mouth going in
under my ear, down along the nape of my neck, making me feel
suddenly breathless. He managed to shift his hands up above me,
holding my wrists in just one, and bringing the other one down to
caress my bare bottom.

“M-Matt!” I gasped, my mind spinning.

“I think I know what Jeffrey would do in
this sensation,” he said, his voice getting lower.

His hand glided up my side and over my ribs,
then crossed in to cup my breast!

I squeaked, and he crushed my lips with his.
This time I didn't turn away, frozen, heat and shock billowing up
through my mind as his tongue invaded my mouth and then... mine
responded.

I moaned into his mouth, my lips melting
against his as his fingers kneaded my breast. I felt a shock as he
tugged down the cup to bear my left breast entirely, my nipple
tingling and burning as his fingers caressed the bare skin.

Heat rolled through me as I gulped in air,
my mind trying to figure out what I should be doing, whether I
should give in (I wanted to!) and what the consequences might be,
and what he might think of me and what would happen if – !

He eased his lips back and reached up to my
wrists, then moved me around to the back side of the post for some
reason, then I felt something being wrapped around my wrists! I
jerked my head up and back, staring up, and saw it was the
rope.

It wasn't much of a rope. It was a ratty
thing that was coming apart. It had once held a pot or something,
but now it just hung there, about two feet long, and he had already
wrapped it twice around my wrists, much to my shock.

I felt another hot wave of excitement, dark
excitement this time, mixed with a sense of delicious anticipation,
anxiety, heat, and uncertainty.

“Matthew!”

“That's what Jeffrey calls me,” he said with
a grin, lowering his hands.

He reached behind my neck and undid the bow
holding my bikini top there, then did the same with the string
behind my back. I was … breathless! I was flushed from forehead to
chest as he slid his hands up and down my ribs, then up under my
breasts.

I squirmed, moaning, my legs together, my
buttocks pressed against the post, as he leaned in and kissed me
again.

But I had to protest! I twisted my head
aside. “You untie me right now!” I exclaimed.

But I didn't want him to!”

He leaned and took the center of my left
breast into his mouth! I almost cried out as he sucked rhythmically
on my nipple, his tongue licking hungrily! Then his right hand slid
down my belly and right into my swimsuit bottom! Another incredible
shock hit me, partly emotional, partly physical!

I felt his fingers against my pussy, sliding
over my clitoris, and down along the neat line of my sex as he
sucked and then began to chew on my breast! The feel of his teeth
digging into my soft flesh was incredible! It... hurt, ached... in
a way that pain isn't supposed to feel, in a way which made it more
like pleasure!

And his lips were still closed against my
flesh as he continued to suck strongly. My nipple was burning!

His hand slid up out of my panties, then he
tugged on the strings at my hips and I squealed as it fell away. I
snapped my thighs shut but he jerked the bikini bottoms off and I
was completely naked!

“Nicene!” he said in a long, slow groan of
delight.

“Y-You u-untie me!” I gulped, struggling to
gain control of myself.

“Hmm, maybe if you beg,” he said, dropping
to his knees and sliding his hands between my thighs.

“Matthew!”

He forced my thighs apart and then his mouth
slid up to cover my sex! My eyes felt like they were bugging out as
I stared down at him, his mouth covering me as he sucked lightly!
Then his tongue began to slide up and down the line of my sex, and
up across my clitoris!

That felt incredible! I shuddered as his
tongue stroked across my hot, swollen button.

He drew his mouth back, then his thumbs
pressed in to spread open the lips of my sex, his tongue going in
and stroking strongly up and down the length of me, ending up at my
clitoris, where his lips closed again!

I gave a half sob of helpless passion as his
lips began to suck on my clitoris. At the same time, his fingers
pushed up through the mouth of my sex, one, then two, then a third,
making me ache, stretching me open as they slid up into my
overheated pussy!

This was... insane! I was standing up naked
outside! I was tied up! My fucking hands were tied to a post and
Matt was licking at my naked sex! OhmyGod! How had this happened, I
wondered frantically, even as my mind was swamped with heat and
excitement.

And he was good. Oh, he was good! I soon
felt as if I was losing my mind! I gave up any pretense of
resistance, my legs sliding apart, my hips grinding against his
hungry mouth as his tongue sent waves of sensation rolling up
through my belly!

Oh my God, I thought. He was going to make
me come! He was going to make me come like his, standing up and
tied up in the back yard! What kind of a pervert – ?!

His hands cupped my buttocks, pulling me in
harder against him, and I felt my right leg kind of, almost trying
to climb up over his shoulder as the intensity of the sensations
inside me grew more and more powerful. I was arching and my body
was undulating, my hips grinding against his mouth with more and
more desperation.

The rope was tight around my wrist, tight
enough to ache, but that didn't distract from the heat. If anything
it added to it! The constant awareness of my helpless state, of how
outrageous this was, added gasoline to the firestorm inside me!

And then I lost it. The orgasm swept up
through me like a firestorm. It wasn't a small orgasm. It was one
of those monsters that take control of you and shake you like a dog
with a rat in its mouth. I twisted and shook, hips bucking against
his mouth as I cried out in helpless, wanton, sluttish
pleasure!

I felt as though I was burning up in the
wild fires of that orgasm! All the breath inside me exhaled in a
long, gurgling, sobbing, moaning cry of pleasure until there was
nothing left. And I didn't dare to breath, didn't dare to do
anything which might detract in even the tiniest way from the
pleasure screaming through me!

Nothing else mattered in that moment but
clinging to that moment as long as humanly possible! But slowly,
shockingly slowly, it faded, and then I slumped, gasping for
breath, red faced, light-headed. I'm pretty sure I would have
simply collapsed on the ground if my wrists weren't tied up,
holding me on my feet. As it was the pressure against my wrists
became really tight and hard until I managed to get my legs under
me.

Matt stood up, and I raised my flushed face,
then let out a gasp as he jerked down his swimsuit. His cock sprang
up like a freaking tree branch, pointing right at my stomach! And
it was big! It wasn't the longest cock I'd ever seen, but was
thick, and I felt a dizzying wave of uncertainty come over me as he
stepped in against me.

“M-matt!” I gulped.

But then he was pressed against me! Now my
naked breasts were pressed against his chest, and his cock, his big
thick cock was pressed up against my abdomen, against my belly,
trapped between us as he pressed himself into me.

He kissed me, and then his hand slid up
through my hair, jerking my head back forcefully, almost painfully.
I cried out, startled, and then shuddered as his lips moved down
against the nape of my neck, kissing their way up under my
earlobe.

His right hand kneaded my breast, then slid
down my belly and between my legs. I groaned as he cupped and
caressed me, as his fingers slid back and against my overheated,
swollen sex and he chewed lightly on my throat.

“You're my prisoner,” he growled as he eased
back, grinning. “I can torture you as much as I want!”

I gulped, heart hammering, not in the least
afraid of torture. Yet the words excited me, thrilled me, as his
face took on a hungry, but cocky look. His hands cupped my breasts,
then he caught my stiff nipples between his thumbs and forefingers,
stroking and rolling them before digging in his nails to pinch.

I yelped as he drew my nipples out,
stretching them.

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

“I can do anything I want to you, prisoner,”
he growled.

I twisted to the side, and brought my bare
foot up. I sure wasn't going to kick him between the legs, not with
that... that... thing sticking out, but I did manage to get my foot
against his belly and shove him stumbling back.

“Now that was uncalled for,” he said,
quickly returning.

I had kind of turned away, turned towards
the post, but that just left his hands free to slide up and down my
back and knead my buttocks.

“Jeffrey would say bratty things like that
should be punished,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped as his hand slapped my
bottom.

“Bad girls need to be taught a lesson, after
all,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Matthew!”

Crack!

“It's Matt,” he said, leaning in to chew
lightly along my neck.

His right hand slid over my hip and down
between my legs, and I jerked as he found my clitoris again.

“Say it. Say Matt,” he said, his voice soft,
his breath warm against my ear.

“M-Matt!” I gasped.

I felt his cock, thick and hard and warm,
pressed upward between my buttocks! Then his hands gripped my hips,
drawing them back. I was gulping in air, reeling from it all, as he
pulled my hips backward.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

I was still panting, moaning.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Trembling, I spread my legs and his hand
slid across my hip again and down between my thighs pulling them
wider. I felt his cock sliding in beneath me, and he gripped the
tip, drawing the shaft up against my sex as he pressed his hips
forward. I felt his pubic hair, soft and wet, pushing up against
the underside of my buttocks as he kind of rubbed the shaft up and
down against me!

Then he drew back, and I felt the helmet
head pushing against me, felt it pushing back the lips of my sex,
then spreading them apart. I shuddered, half hanging by my wrists
as he pushed up into me, and a wild, frothing, swirling heat swept
through me at the same time.

I had never been so hot in my life!

“Oh! Oh God!” I moaned helplessly.

He felt slick and hot and the tactile
sensation as he pushed through the tight grip of my pussy lips was
indescribably hot! Even better was the feel of him sliding slowly
up into me, pushing aside the tight, elastic walls of my sheath and
driving into the very center of my being! I felt an ache deep
inside, a fullness as I felt his wet hips grinding against my
buttocks.

His lips were on the side of my throat as I
gulped in air, my body bent over at the waist, him holding my lower
body firmly against him as my breasts kind of hung down, nipples
tingling in the warm air.

“Oh!” I moaned as he ground himself into me,
riding up and down, then in a circular motion, first one way, then
the other.

“You feel warm and wet and tight,” he
groaned, “like I knew you would!”

Then his hips drew back, and of course, I
felt his thick shaft sliding back down within me. It didn't go far,
though, before he thrust back up and I cried out at that renewed
ache and fulness.

He drew back again, slowly, then thrust up
deep once more, drawing another cry from my open mouth. Then it was
as if he set himself, drawing back and pushing in, drawing back and
pushing in, moving faster, using longer strokes.

His hips began to slap against my buttocks
as he drove himself into me, and my body began to tremble in tune
to his strokes, my breasts wobbling, my insides thrumming. The
steady stroking back and forth through the warm, swollen lips of my
sex was like a soft symphony playing in the background to the hard,
steady drumbeat of his hips slapping my buttocks. And then there
was that deep, thrumming bass of his cock punching softly against
the back wall of my pussy!

I lost myself to that music, moaning and
trembling, grunting with every impact, hands more or less hanging
now from the rope as a dark side of my mind reveled in the wild,
wicked sexuality of what we were doing!

This was so incredibly hot!

His breath was coming faster against the
back of my neck as he drove himself into me, and one of his hands
left my thighs, sliding up to roughly grope my breast. The other
hand slid further forward to cup my pussy, his fingers pressing
down to stroke my clitoris.

I lost it – again! The orgasm rose like a
soaring crescendo of howling music, a storm of lights and sound
that swept my mind clear of any thought or concern but the
intensity of the pleasure tearing through me!

I'd never had an orgasm so powerful! It took
complete control, and it was like my mind lost contact with
anything else. My eyes could see but my mind didn't care what they
were seeing. All it cared about were the raw, violent sensations
rushing up through my nervous system and exploding within my
skull!

I trembled and shook and cried out again and
again, with every hard, hammering blow of his hips against my
out-thrust buttocks, with every deep spike of his thick cock inside
me! I twisted and jerked and half sobbed in mindless, wanton
pleasure as the orgasm seemed to go on and on and on until I was
barely conscious of anything else.

It faded away slowly, and as before, I would
have collapsed were it not for the rope around my wrists. My eyes
slitted and my jaw was slack as my head fell forward, my own hair
spilling out around it like a soft brown curtain, hiding the
world.

But my body was still jerking and shuddering
to the blows of his hips against me, and his cock was still
spearing up into my quivering, roiling belly as I moaned dazedly,
helplessly. I cried out at the sudden pain in my scalp as he
grabbed a mass of my hair and jerked my head up and back, then I
felt his teeth against the side of my throat as he sucked
hungrily.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he groaned, his hips
driving relentlessly in against me.

My breast ached, for his hand was crushing
it, but I hardly cared. His hand eased off, though and I did feel a
sense of relief as it slid down between my legs. He let go of my
hair and my head dropped again, though I was starting to recover,
dazed though I was.

His hand gripped my other breast, squeezing
it hard, and then he suddenly jerked back, letting go of me
entirely, pulling clear. For a dazed moment I thought he had come,
and sagged in relief, using the post, leaning against it to help
support myself.

But he hadn't pulled out because he had
come. He had pulled out because he didn't want to come!

That was not something that had ever
happened to me before. I'd never had sex with a guy with enough
self-control to push back his own orgasm. If I'd thought about it
at the time I would have wondered why he would anyway. I mean, I
had already come – twice. Why wouldn't he let his own orgasm
come?

“No, put your hips out,” he said.

I groaned.

Crack!

“Ow!” I moaned in complaint.

His hands seized my hips, pulling them back
out again, then he sank to his knees behind me, his hands sliding
into grip my thighs a half inch below my sex, prying my legs wider,
pulling my hips back so that I had to rise onto the balls of my
feet to keep from hanging from my wrists.

And then his mouth was between my legs! I
shuddered at the feel of his lips closing against mine, of his
warm, wet tongue sliding up and down the length of my sex. He
sucked rhythmically, his tongue sliding up towards my clitoris and
finding it.

I was sooo sensitive just then! But his
tongue sent spasms of sensation up through my belly, making my hips
jerk convulsively.

“Fuck!” I groaned.

I felt his fingers pushing up into me, one,
then two, then three, sliding deep, achingly deep, twisting around
inside me as he sucked on my clitoris, and I gasped again, my hips
jerking and rolling.

“Oh! Oh! God! Matt!” I moaned.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply, stingingly, and I cried out weakly.

Then his fingers pushed up into me again,
twisting around, clockwise, then counter clockwise. A moment later
my eyes and mouth widened as I let out a startled gasp, for his
thumb had pushed up into my ass!

“Matt!” I gasped urgently.

Crack! His other hand slapped my ass
sharply.

“Ow! Don't!” I cried.

His stood up behind me, leaning in, his left
hand sliding down across my hip, then in to let his fingers stroke
across my clitoris.

“Are you my bitch, Hannah?”

Incredibly, despite that massive orgasm, my
body was heating up again. He had three fingers in my pussy, was
trying to push a fourth in, and his thumb was kind of moving in a
circular motion in my ass! Meanwhile, his other hand was stroking
my clitoris as he rained kisses along my shoulder and neck.

“No!” I groaned.

The fingers stroking against my clitoris
slid up my body to my dangling breasts, and he caught at one
nipple, pinching it.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Say you’re my bitch.”

“No!”

He twisted my nipple and I yelped.

“Say it.”

I was on the razor edge of saying F U
instead, but... there was something darkly intriguing about the
thought saying I was his bitch. I mean, especially given I was tied
up at the time!

“I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

The words were... hot!

Crack!

He slapped my butt again. I felt a mixture
of indignation and … something else.

“Say it again!”

“I'm your bitch!” I gulped.

“Push your ass back, baby. Further. Spread
those beautiful legs wide,” he said. “Yeah, that's what I like to
see.

I shuddered, his fingers pushing in and out
of me, all four of them! And the fifth one, in my butt was doing
the same! Fuck!

“I love this ass,” he said. “I'm gonna fuck
it one of these days.”

I felt another hot shock-wave roll through
me. I'd never done anal sex, and never seriously contemplated doing
it, but just then it felt incredibly raw and hot!

His other hand was roughly groping my
breasts, first one, then the other as I leaned forward against the
post.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you, baby,”
he purred.

I groaned as his fingers pumped in and
out.

“I do!” I moaned.

“Say it.”

“I want your cock inside me!” I groaned.

He moved behind me again, and his fingers
pulled free of my body. He thrust his cock in between my thighs and
reached around me, gripping the head, pulling it up against me,
sawing it back and forth, rubbing the head against my swollen
clitoris as the shaft pushed up lengthwise against my soft,
overheated sex.

“Say it again,” he ordered.

“I want your cock inside me!” I gasped.

He angled it up and thrust into me, then
grasped my hips, jerking me back to meet his hard, steady
thrusting.

My body began to shake and shudder to the
hard blows against my buttocks again, and I felt myself spiraling
upwards through the rising heat of wild, sizzling sexual pleasure.
My head hung forward again, bobbing and jerking as he thrust into
me, as his hips struck my bottom with bruising force, as his cock
thrust almost painfully hard up inside me in a hard, steady
pounding beat.

And then as the pressure built up in my
skull and the heat covered me like a roiling wave another orgasm
tore through me! It wasn't as intense as the last one but it was
enough to make me cry out in wild, passionate heat, my head jerking
back convulsively as heat roared inside me.
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I had more than a little trepidation about
what the consequences of what sex with Matt would be. I mean, he
was, like I said, not really my kind of guy so far as boyfriends
went, even if he was hot. But that had been the best sex of my life
by a long shot! Maybe I could tolerate him if that was what it
would be like!

On the other hand, Jeffrey wouldn't be happy
if the two of us were suddenly a couple. And did I really want to
do any couple things with Matt other than sex? He liked those wild,
stupid CGI filled action pictures, which I despised. He liked to
bowl and play pool and get drunk at bars. I liked none of that.

I liked plays, the theater. Matt had never
been to one and didn't seem interested in ever remedying that. I
liked orchestra music, jazz, and some rock and pop. Matt liked
country music. Ick! More than that, I was, generally speaking, a
very serious person, with a plan for life. And Matt was... well,
Matt.

I just did not see any future for us. Except
of course, in bed. My mind was still flaring with heat at the
memory, the shocking, stunning, incredible, thrilling memory of
something something so... so wild and nasty with a guy! And the
memory of that incredibly intense pleasure still echoed within me
whenever it came to mind.

I wanted more of that!

Then again, I thought, who was to say Matt
wanted more of me? He had no lack of opportunities, and just like
he wasn't what I thought of as boyfriend material I was sure I
wasn't his idea of a perfect girl. Of course, being a man slut he'd
certainly have sex with me given the opportunity, but that didn't
mean he wanted a relationship.

So if I just sort of made him a friend with
benefits, and just had sex with him for the pleasure of it, did
that make me a slut?

I did know one thing, that I wasn't going to
be able to easily resist Matt if he wanted to do it again!

And, of course, he wanted to do it again. Of
course he did!

That very night, in fact, he got into my
room soon after I'd gone to bed, slipped into bed with me – naked –
and we did it some more. Oh, I kind of made hesitant moves to push
him out, and I called him names, but... I couldn't really resist
the thought of him inside me again! Not after the wild fun of the
first time!

I even kind of convinced myself this would
be much less pleasurable and take away some of the shine my mind
had for him.

But it wasn't. I mean, it didn't have the
same raw edge as when I'd been tied to a freaking post, but with
him atop me, thrusting into me, riding me like a bull, God, it was
all I could do to keep from screaming the house down! I had to use
a lot of restraint to keep my voice down when the orgasms hit,
believe me!

And that was just missionary style! Well, at
first. I mean, he was atop me, his naked flesh on mine, my legs
spread, my knees apart as he rode me. But after a while, after the
first orgasm, he raised my legs up onto his shoulders as he leaned
into me, his hips slapping my buttocks down into the mattress.

Then he straightened his arms, his hands
sliding down to my ankles, forcing them back over my shoulders,
kind of crushing me, bending me in two, which raised my butt up.
Then he bounced up and down atop me, his hips slapping down again
and again, throwing my hips back down onto the bed only to have the
spring in my spine send them right back up to meet the following
stroke!

I had another orgasm before he finished up,
then with a wink, he was gone, leaving me sprawled on the bed,
chest heaving, my head shaking in amazement at how sudden and
overpowering that had been.

The next day I was on the sofa, having
looked at the schedule and decided to skip a couple of classes in
hopes of a repeat. Although I intended to play hard to get, at
least at the start.

I hadn't exactly dressed up, because I was
going to play it cool, you know, and it wasn't like I needed to be
wearing something sexy to tempt him to make a play for me.

I was wearing gray sweat pants and a green
T-shirt. Nothing special, except I had a nice black lace thong on
underneath the sweatpants, an no bra. I was slouched down watching
TV, or really, flipping through channels as I waited for Matt to
get home.

I was both startled and disappointed when
Jeffrey walked in instead of Matt! He was wearing black dress pants
and a purple dress shirt and carrying a black briefcase as he came
through the door, and I felt a surge of disappointment and
annoyance to see him.

I mean, shit!

“Uh, hi,” I said. “I thought you had classes
now.”

“No. My last class is at noon.”

“I thought Matt's last class was at
noon?”

He raised his eyebrows. “No, his last class
is at three.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“You remember that schedules change on
alternate weeks, right.”

“Yeah, I know. I just thought... oh well. No
big deal,” I said.

He sat down on the sofa next to me.

“Hannah,” he said, in his extra serious
voice. “I think you and I had better have a talk.”

No conversation which starts that way is
ever good.

“Uhm, okay,” I said slowly and warily.

“It's about your sexual games with
Matthew.”

I felt heat come to my face immediately, of
course, and started to bluster a denial but he just shook his head
and swept his hand out in a curt silencing motion.

“I heard you last night,” he said, making me
squirm with even more embarrassment.

“More to the point I saw Matt trying to
sneak out of your room afterward.”

I pressed my lips tightly together, not sure
what to say!

“While you're an adult and can have whatever
relationships you choose to, you must know that having the two of
you as lovers would be extremely awkward for me here.”

“We're not – lovers!” I blurted,
embarrassed.

He raised an eyebrow.

“I mean, we uh, might have... had sex
once... or twice, but... we're definitely not – .”

“You will recall that you signed an
agreement when you joined us.”

“Uh, yeah,” I said uncertainly.

“That agreement specifically said that there
was to be no sex between roommates.”

“It did? I mean, oh, well, uh...”

I hadn't paid much attention to that, but
now that I recalled, I had thought it a great idea at the time.

“Well,” I said. “It wasn't like I planned
it!”

“I relied on you to be the voice of reason
and maturity here,” he said. “We both know Matt can't be
either.”

It was hard to argue with that.

“As with everything in life, there are
consequences to breaking the rules,” he said, glowering at me.

I felt a surge of wariness. Was he going to
tell me I had to leave? Could I then appeal to Matt? That would be
awkward! And unfair, since it would be us 'lovers' against him, and
would that then mean he'd leave!? Shit!

“I think I told you last week that if you
act like a brat you'll be treated like one,” he said.

I stared at him, unblinking, kind of frozen.
What the hell did that mean!?

“And acting in an immature fashion as you
did the other day can certainly be described as acting bratty,” he
said. “As well as undisciplined.”

I started to feel a strange sense of
tightness in my chest.

Now, I don't think of myself as a slut, but
the truth is I had been anticipating Matt, looking forward to it,
thinking about the things we might do, and kind of, well, getting
horny. And my mind was still kind of reacting to the shock-wave
that was yesterday. So I was, like, uhm, vulnerable.

But it was more than that. Yes, Jeffrey was
cute, and well-built, but he wasn't boyfriend material any more
than Matt. Too serious. But I'd just made a solid, powerful case to
myself, or maybe Matt had made it, that I could have wild,
incredible sex with a guy who wasn't boyfriend material.

That had been a really big precedent, as we
would-be lawyers might say, both intellectually and, I think,
emotionally.

And there was his suggestion, or at lest,
the way I was taking it, that he wanted to... well, to manhandle
me, to spank me! That had been intriguing before yesterday. After
yesterday, and Matt doing that to me while I was tied up, some
dark, wild side of my mind was now finding the very idea of
being... being taken, being used, being manhandled, even being
spanked, to be a wildly thrilling idea!

It was so far from what I used to think was
the proper way of 'making love'! Yet, if it wasn't with a
boyfriend, if it was just with a 'friend with benefits' then did it
have to be 'making love' or could I just do nasty, kinky, exciting
sex?!

“Uh,” I said, not very intelligently.

“I think there's only one way to resolve
this.”

“Wh-what?” I said, gulping a bit.

“Well, the time-honored fashion to
discipline a young girl is to spank her,” he said sternly.

Oh shit! Oh shit, shit shit! What was I
going to do about this!?

“Uh,” I said again.

But my chest was getting tighter, and I was
feeling butterflies in my belly.

“Right now,” he said, extending his
hand.

I stared at it, open mouthed, my mind moving
like those little spinny circles on my computer when the damn thing
was trying to process something.

In my own defense, I didn't make an actual
decision, not really! I mean, when he held out his hand I just kind
of... naturally... like, uh, instinctively, held mine out too!

He took my hand in his much bigger hand and
then jerked me forward across his lap!

I yelped, gasping and squirming as he
settled me across his lap, my butt right above him.

“Wait!” I squealed.

“And to make the proper impression on you,
the proper emotional impression, I really do think that it should
be a bare-bottom spanking,” he said.

What!?

I was still trying to process that, when I
felt his fingers in the elastic waistband at the back of my
sweatpants, and he jerked them down, along with my thong!

I squealed and tried to twist around,
instinctively trying to kind of cover my now bare butt, but he
pinned my arms at the small of my back by crossing the wrists,
holding them there with one hand.

And a part of my mind was suddenly back to
yesterday, when Matt had done the same! Heat flooded my mind and
body to combat the shock and embarrassment, and my brain locked up
again!

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped as his hand came down on my
bare butt.

“I'm sure you'll come to understand that
this is necessary,” eh said.

Crack!

“Ow! Jeffrey!”

Crack!

“When you break the rules, you have to pay
the price,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww!” I squealed, my butt stinging as he
brought his hand down, my legs kicking wildly, but caught in my own
pants!

“You have a very attractive bottom, Hannah,”
he said, his hand pausing to glide over my ass.

I felt another shock-wave hit my sputtering
brain!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“A most attractive bottom,” he said, his
fingers caressing me again.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it! Jeffrey!” I said, my voice
starting to sound kind of whiny.

Crack! Crack!

“You know you're only getting what you
deserve, Hannah,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! You bastard!”

I gasped as he shoved my bound wrists up
along my spine, up high behind my shoulder blades.

“Ow!”

“Show the proper respect, Hannah,” he
growled.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and moaned and twisted feebly as
his hand came down repeatedly on my bottom. The short, stinging
blows heated up my soft flesh and began to make it throb with pain!
I was starting to grow concerned, even a little frantic! My ass
hurt! I mean, maybe a spanking doesn't sound like much to you but
it stung!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Don't!” I gasped. “I won't do it
again!”

Crack! Crack!

“Of course you will,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

“You can't help yourself.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“It's the way you're built.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

What the hell did that mean!?

Crack! Crack!

“You have very soft skin,” he said, his hand
caressing my throbbing, overheated buttocks, then sliding up along
my back.

Forcing my wrists up almost between my
shoulder blades had also shoved my t-shirt up, and I let out a
shocked squeal as his hand slid up under it, along my ribs, then
just under to firmly cup my breast!

“Very soft indeed,” he said, fingers
kneading my sensitive flesh.

Crack!

“Do you apologize?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Do you apologize?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

“Then do so.”

“I-I apologize!” I moaned.

Crack!

“For what?”

“I-I … for... for sleeping with Matt!'

Crack!

“For fucking Matt, you mean.”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“I apologize for fucking Matt!

Crack!

“Is that all?”

His hand slid up under my shirt again to
knead my breast.

“I-I... I don't know – !”

Crack!

“Apologize for acting like a slut.”

“I'm sorry for acting like a slut!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Is that all?”

“Oww! Jeffrey!” I whined.

“How do you intend to make this up to me,
Hannah?” he asked, his hand kneading my breast.

“I-I... I don't know!” I moaned.

Crack!

“You haven't got any ideas?” he asked.

He let go of my wrists, suddenly, and I
groaned in relief for my shoulders had been aching, but almost
immediately he tugged my shirt up and pulled it over my head, and
before I could react he'd taken it completely off leaving me –
naked!

Oh God!

My ass was on fire, but heat was now flaring
wildly inside me too!

He pulled my hands back together behind me
while I lay there half stunned, and then I felt him tying something
around my wrists! I didn't resist, just jerked sharply as I
understood what he was doing, my mind still spinning!

“You don't think it was difficult for me to
hear your cries of pleasure as I lay alone in my room?” he
asked.

His left hand slid up my back and then
around my ribs to cup my breast even as his left pushed down
between my buttocks, down between my thighs to squeeze me softly
between the legs!

“I-I... I didn't – !”

Crack! Crack!

The hand between my legs pulled off to
deliver to sharp blows to my aching bottom, then slid back down
again, and I felt his fingers trace the neat line of my sex before
pushing in between.

“It seems like you pay careful attention to
keeping yourself clean here,” he said. “I approve of your
efforts.”

What!? What the hell was – ?!

Crack!

I gasped again, moaning, my bottom stinging
hotly!

“Spread your legs.”

I moaned, and actually tried, but my pants
and thong were caught around my legs. He tugged them off.

Crack!

“Spread your legs.”

I gasped in pain then obeyed, and his
fingers found my clitoris!

“Oh! Oh fuck!” I croaked.

Crack!

“You know I don't approve of obscene
language,” he said.

I was sweating, I was panting, I was
moaning, my bottom throbbing in pain, and my insides were pulsing
wildly as he kind of caught my clitoris between two fingers and
rubbed them in contrary directions. My hips bucked helplessly.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl,” he said, fingers
returning to my sex.

“Oh! Please!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Please what?”

His fingers pushed slowly into me, inch
after inch. They weren't small fingers either! His other hand slid
back down my spine.

Crack!

“Did you mean to say please sir?” he asked
coolly.

Crack!

“Oh Ow! Please!”

“Do you mean to say please sir?”

Crack!

“Please, sir!” I cried helplessly.

“That's better,” he said. “I pay more
attention when you speak with respect.”

Two fingers were deep inside me, and now a
third was pushing in. And then I felt his thumb pushing down into
my ass! The same thing Matt had done!

I gasped and moaned helplessly, squirming,
panting for breath.

“Jeffrey!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Sir,” I think you meant to say,” he
said.

“Oh! Oh God!”

His left hand was kneading my breast again
as his right fingered me. It took surprisingly little time for him
to get four fingers inside me and his thumb fully embedded in my
ass.

“Are you sorry for acting like a slut,
Hannah?” he asked.

“Y-yesssss!” I moaned.

Crack!

'Yes, sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for acting like a slut, sir!” I
gasped.

The heat was starting to build into
something so wicked that it was now overpowering the heat of my
aching bottom! This was kinky beyond what Matt and I had done!

“Then I think you should consider it your
duty to make it up to me,” he said.

He tumbled me off his lap and onto the
floor, while holding my upper arm and hair, jerking me back and
around so I was kneeling between his spread legs! He wrapped my
hair around his left fist as he undid his belt, undid his dress
pants, pushed down his zipper, then reached in for his cock.

He was hard, and long and thick! He was, God
help me, bigger than Matt! I gasped, wide eyed, as he pulled
himself out into the light.

“You see what you've caused,” He said. “It's
entirely your fault, so you have a responsibility to do something
about it.”

Which was so much bullshit but I was so
turned on by then I didn't care.

I cried out as he dragged me forward by the
hair, my breasts grinding across the stiff fabric of the edge of
the sofa and then mashing in against top top as he pulled my head
down. My nipples were crackling like live electrical sockets, and I
whimpered in heat, almost instinctively trying to grind them back
and forth against the sofa.

And then his cock pushed against my mouth. I
felt a little shock as it forced my lips apart and moved inside, as
I felt it sliding across my tongue! I shuddered in heat, closing my
lips around it, sucking as he pushed deeper, rolling my startled
eyes up at him as he calmly forced me further down the shaft.

He was so... unemotional! A part of me was
turned on by that, while another part saw it as almost a challenge.
I began to work my tongue more strongly against the underside of
the heat, though as he pushed it deeper that became difficult.

I was resolved to make him respond, to make
is face fill with passion, but... I wasn't in charge. He was. And
he didn't seem to have any hesitation to enforce his wishes. My
hair was still kind of mashed into a ball in and around his fist
and he used it to jerk me up and back as he wished.

He pulled me back along his shaft, for
example, then raised it up and back and guided my mouth to his
balls, pulling me in sharply. I licked along the underside of his
cock, then kissed his balls before licking tentatively at them. I
hadn't really paid them a lot of attention in oral sex, focusing on
the head instead, but if this was what he wanted...

I sucked them into my mouth, working them
around inside, massaging them with my lips and tongue, moaning
around them as I rolled my eyes up at him. He was still giving me a
steely look, but I wasn't sure if that was an act or not.

I let his balls slide out of my lips and
licked my way up his shaft, as much as I could given his tight
control of my hair, and my bound wrists. But he pulled me back,
then pushed his shaft down and thrust it into my mouth, and I
closed my lips and began to suck once again.

He reached down with his free hand and
roughly groped and kneaded my left breast, fingers rolling and
lightly tweaking my nipple. I moaned softly around his cock, then
he pulled me further forward, and I shuddered in heat even as the
heat pushed into the back of my mouth.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


He pulled me back by the hair, and then
stood up, moving around, and pulling me after him. I was half
dragged, and had to stumble forward on my knees, yelping in
surprise. He turned and straightened me up on my knees, then pushed
himself into my mouth again, and started to pump.

I moaned again around his shaft, sucking and
licking as he released my hair. But that seemed temporary. His
fingers combed through it, the fingers of both hands, kind of
separating it into two thick masses, then wrapping them around his
hands.

He pulled me forward quite firmly as he
thrust into me and I gagged slightly as his cock moved deep before
withdrawing. There was an ache to my scalp, but it was minor and
easily ignored given the wild rush of sensory heat within me.

He started pulling me in and out steadily,
though, in time to his thrusts, and then without warning he pulled
me hard as he thrust, and I gagged as his cock pushed into my
throat. My instinct was to jerk back, but that was impossible. He
forced me forward, and my eyes widened as I began to struggle! But
he pushed forward ruthlessly, drawing me forward by the hair as his
cock and shaft pushed firmly down into my throat!

I was shocked! And yet suddenly I found my
lips wrapped around the base of his cock, my nose in amongst his
short, curly pubic hair as he held me tightly in place!

And it was... bearable. I won't say it was
physically pleasant. I mean, my throat ached and I had to fight a
wobbling sense of choking and needing to gag. On the other hand, I
felt a soaring sense of shocked triumph that I had actually taken
his whole thing down my throat! And like I said, he was big!

He held me there too long, though, and I
started to panic, my head pounding and my chest burning. But he
ignored me writhing and twisting attempts to free myself until
suddenly drawing back on my hair with both fists, pulling me back
as he drew his hips out. His cock slid up out of my throat, into my
mouth, and then out as I knelt, swaying, moaning, coughing and
gulping in air.

“I think it's incumbent upon us do the
absolute best job we can at any task which is set for us,” he said.
“I'm sure you feel the same way, and are eager to learn how to
please me to the maximum extent possible.”

I wasn't, of course, listening. I was just
gasping for breath even as he jerked me forward onto his cock again
and began to pump inside my mouth. I started sucking and licking,
partly out of instinct, and partly out fear if I didn't he'd –
.

And then he did.

He pulled me forward and drove himself down
my throat. Again I gagged weakly as his thick shaft pushed deep
into my throat, and again I could do nothing as he drew me in
firmly against him and held me in place.

He wasn't being rough exactly, but...
absolutely determined. He would decide what happened, not me. I was
helpless. I was …. like a prisoner! Myriad fantasies spiraled up
and around in my mind even as he pulled back. I was a bit
light-headed, gulping in air again as he pulled free, chest
heaving, dizzy and head aching as he rubbed his spit-wet cock back
and forth across my face.

He pushed himself back into my mouth, back
into my throat, and then started pumping as he had before, only
using longer, deeper strokes now that he was in my throat. He
pulled me in and out, and I was too dazed and light-headed to try
to resist, not that I could have anyway. He pumped his hips in
tandem so that his long shaft slid up and down in my throat, back
and forth across my tongue, in and out through my taut lips.

He pulled out, and then jerked my head back.
Dazed, I fell back onto my back on the rug, gulping in air even as
he dropped quickly to his knees, grasped my thighs and jerked them
wide apart. He dragged me closer, then bent and took my pussy in
his mouth, then his tongue darted out, snake-like, thrusting
startlingly deep inside me to twist and turn and pump in and
out.

I moaned dazedly, sprawled on the floor on
my bound arms, legs forced wide, then even wider as his strong
hands gripped them behind the knees. His tongue moved up and across
my clitoris, then began to sweep back and forth with fast, strong
licks.

He drew up and back, kneeling, though bent
over, and his powerful arms lifted my lower body up into the air to
make it easier for him to work.

I groaned, still gasping for breath, as he
held my lower torso up and licked powerfully at me. Then his lips
forced in and around my clit and began to alternately suck, and
then kind of, I don't know what he did, sort of like blowing
raspberries, or maybe making his lips vibrate against me. But it
sent a hot, sizzling jolt through my belly.

My legs spasmed, which, since he was holding
them tightly, meant my hips jerked instead. He dropped me abruptly,
and I gasped as my lower body hit the rug. An instant later he had
my legs in his hands and was flipping me bodily over onto my
belly!

Crack!

“Ow!” I moaned.

“On your knees,” he growled.

Crack!

I yelped, squirming to obey, drawing in my
knees, raising my bottom. I felt his hands on my hips, sliding down
to my waist, then pulling back, forcing my belly in more tightly
against my thighs.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Panting, I obeyed, moaning as his hands
caressed my buttocks. I felt his cock pushing into me, sliding up
and down the neat, tight opening, forcing its way through,
spreading me wider, so that my pussy lips squeezed tight around his
shaft.

I groaned as he pushed deeper, feeling the
ache, feeling the heat, as he drove himself deeper. My chin was
kind of forcing my head up and back, my hair splashed across my
back as my breasts ground into the rug below me. But most of my
concentration was on his cock pushing into me.

His hands caressed my buttocks as he pushed
forward, but then one drew back, and left me for a few seconds.
When it returned I felt his finger pressing against my back
opening. I moaned a weak, dazed protest, but was still mainly
focused on him burying himself in my aching, throbbing, burning
pussy.

Besides, Matt had done something similar,
and everything about the memory of him and me was a swirl of heat
and passion.

Jeffrey must have put something on his
finger other than saliva, though. It felt slippery, moving in and
out fairly easily. Then a second finger pushed into me, even as he
buried the last, aching inch of his cock in my belly.

Two fingers slid in and out of my ass while
he ground his cock around inside my belly. Then he started to
thrust in and out, reaching forward with his left hand to gather in
my hair and then jerk it up and back.

I let out a helpless, startled cry of pain,
my head forced back sharply by the pull on my hair. He pulled me up
so that my chest was raised off the rug, up so that I saw the knees
of someone standing in front of me.

I blinked, gasping, confused, then Matt
knelt down in front of me.

“Well, well. And here I thought you were my
bitch,” he said, frowning as he gathered in my hair from
Jeffrey.

I gaped at him stupidly as Jeffrey slid a
hand down to knead my left breast.

“And yet now it looks like you're Jeffrey's
bitch too,” he said as if complaining.

He unzipped his fly and drew his own hard
erection out, then pushed it into my mouth before I could even
understand what was going on, much less think of what to say.

This wasn't happening! I felt a shattering
burst of wild, dark, thrilled heat as Matt's cock slid deep into my
mouth and Jeffrey began thrusting in and out of me from behind!

Matt gathered my hair in one mass to hold in
one hand, then reached down to grasp my other breast, the one
Jeffrey wasn't already kneading and squeezing, and then pushed
himself into and down my throat!

My body began to rock back and forth in time
to Jeffrey's thrusts, in time to his hips striking my buttocks.
Matt pumped at the same time, so that his cock slid quickly up and
down in my throat as I jerked convulsively, my mind, quite frankly,
just blasted into shock and awe by what was happening.

Jeffrey dropped his hand from my breast and
I felt it curl down under my waist, his fingers reaching for and
finding my clitoris, then starting to rub powerfully against
it.

I came, screaming silently, twisting and
writhing and bucking against him, my mind overcome by a shattering
wall of sensations, overpowered by the wild, incredible passion I
felt at this lewd, unbelievably wicked turn of events!

My body just exploded with an incredible
fiery outburst of raw energy and pleasure, so that I lost myself to
it, forgot who I was, my mind scoured into blank dazed emptiness
under the wall of heat and churning excitement.

Did I mention I couldn't breath? Yeah, well,
not with Matt's cock jammed down my throat. Black dots were dancing
before my eyes, though I couldn't see them – or really, process
anything. But thankfully he pulled back, letting my body take over
and automatically suck in deep, ragged breaths of air.

Jeffrey's fingers were in my ass again by
the time my mind kind of returned to the physical plane was able to
process information again. Then Matt was sitting back, then
actually laying back, and pulling at my hair!

I moaned weakly as he forced me to straddle
his legs and then shuffle forward on my knees. He pulled me forward
until I was over his stiff cock, and then Jeffrey pulled back and
out and the two of them settled me down on Matt's cock instead.

“Ohhh!” I gasped as he slid into me.

Matt reached up to grasp my breasts, and I
fell forward against his hands, panting, moaning, and grinding
myself against the thick cock inside me. I felt Matt's legs
spreading apart beneath me. They pushed my knees apart
automatically.

I felt Jeffrey's cock against my still pink
buttocks, felt it pressing up and down, then jamming itself against
my tight little back passage. But I wasn't paying a lot of
attention to him.

I leaned over more, as Matt pulled at my
nipples.

“Are you my bitch, Hannah?” he demanded.

I just moaned.

He pinched my nipples, and I gasped, the
pain pulling me, at least partially, from the dark haze enveloping
my mind.

“Say you're my bitch,” he said.

“Ow! I'm your bitch!” I gasped weakly.

I felt Jeffrey's cock slowly pushing against
my opening, my slippery opening, it felt like. Then with a shock, I
realized he was inside!

What... what were they doing!?

“Say you're Matt's bitch,” he demanded.

“I'm Matt's bitch!” I gasped
breathlessly.

I felt the pressure building behind me,
inside me, felt Jefferey's cock pushing up deeper into my ass!

“Say it again. I like to hear it,” Matt
growled, thrusting up into me from underneath.

“Ohh! Unggh! Please!” I moaned.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I'm Matt's bitch!” I groaned, twisting my
head, trying to see behind me.

I yelped as someone, Jefferey, gripped my
hair and jerked my head up and back.

“Are you my bitch?” he asked. “It wouldn't
be fair to be Matt's bitch and not mine. Say you're Jefferey's
bitch.”

“I'm Jefferey's bitch!” I croaked
weakly.

His cock had pushed deeper when he pulled at
my hair, and now it sank deeper still.

My mind was spinning, unable to comprehend
how I had let this happen, unable to process that it actually
was happening!

The hand in my hair pushed down on my back,
forcing me down firmly, my breasts pressing into Matt's chest.

Crack!

I gasped weakly at the slap to my bottom,
and gasped again as Jefferey's cock pushed several inches
deeper.

“Say you're my bitch,” Matt demanded, hands
pushing under to knead my breasts.

“I'm Matt's bitch!” I gasped dazedly.

“Say you're my bitch,” Jefferey ordered, his
upper body leaning in against my back.

“I'm Jefferey's bitch!” I moaned.

He started pumping slowly in and out, and
then Matt did. The two achieved a kind of rhythm, with one moving
in while the other moved out. But then every now and then they'd
both thrust in at the same time, and oh God did that send a jolt of
sensation through my body and mind!

My head was clearing, and I was starting to
feel a kind of indignation, even a bit of anger, but I pushed it
back. It was happening now, and I had to cope with it as best I
could. Sort of.

Coping with the wild, raw heat and sensation
was more like it.

Jeffrey kept pushing deeper, and his upper
body was pressing against my back to bend me over further. I felt
his breath, then his lips on the nape of my neck in back, then Matt
pulled me down so his lips could crush mine from in front.

Jeffrey drew back briefly, then his chest
pressed against my back once more, only this time it was his bare
skin against mine as his teeth closed on the side of my throat.

Matt thrust up faster, and Jeffrey drove
himself in deeper, and I screamed as the orgasm tore through me, my
body quivering violently as my insides threatened to churn
themselves apart! I cried out again and again, short, yelping
cries, long, wailing moans, half sobbed curses.

The orgasm went on and on! They kept
pumping, thrusting, grinding against me, grinding me to paste
between them! I didn't think the orgasm would ever end! And it
didn't! It softened, rather than faded. It became something duller,
easing in its strength down to something bearable. Yet I wasn't
sated by any means!

I was still bursting with sexual heat and
pressure! And as they continued to thrust into me that pressure
burst up into another orgasm again within less than a minute, and I
cried out all the breath I'd just managed to draw, sobbing weakly
as I slumped against Matt – still desperately overheated.

They thrust into me again and again, their
lips and hands moving over me as I soared up into another orgasm,
and another, and another... or was it all just the same orgasm with
highs and lows? I hardly remember it except as one wild, howling
storm of sensation and emotion.

Then I was laying sprawled on the rug, with
Matt getting to his knees and Jeffrey saying something from behind
which I absolutely didn't process.

I simply ached inside!

I felt Jeffrey kneeling over me, straddling
my buttocks, his hands at my wrists, untying them. I groaned
dazedly, not really caring, just trying to recover energy. I paid
little attention to what he was doing, though I felt confusion when
he was done and moved back, because my wrists were still tied
together. Even if they did feel... different, like they were bound
separately in leather bands rather than being tied together.

Matt knelt in front of me, combing the hair
back from my neck, then he half lifted my head and something went
under my chin and up beneath my throat, then pulled back around
it.

“What... what are you... doing?” I
moaned.

I felt something thick enclosing my throat,
drawing in firmly behind me. Then hands slid under my arms and I
felt dizzy as I was pulled up onto my knees.

“Sit on your heels, Hannah,” Matt said.

Why? What did that matter? But I did.

Jeffrey was in front of me, squatting low.
He reached out and pushed my knees apart, wide apart, until I
groaned as the tendons in my thighs burned and strained. I couldn't
do much, though, for Matt held my hair as he stood with his legs
pressed against my back.

He knelt, then, and I gasped as he pulled my
hair back. I felt his other hand pushing in against my back.

Shoulders back, chest out,” he said, hands
behind you on the floor.”

“What are you dooooingg?” I whined.

Jeffrey leaned in with a black ball in his
hand. I was like... huh? I mean, what the hell? With the way Matt
had pulled on my hair my jaw was wide open, but the ball still
couldn't quite fit. He pushed it against my mouth, then kind of
squeezed it hard and pushed it through my open lips, and into my
mouth.

My eyes widened and I started to kind of,
well, not wake up, exactly, but care more about what the hell was
going on. I felt the ball filling my mouth, pressing up against the
roof, down against my tongue, and then felt the thin strap pulling
around my head and tightening behind me.

What the fuck!?

Then I jerked at a remembered scene from
some movie, maybe a porn movie, I wasn't sure. But I knew what the
ball was. And then I knew what the thing around my throat was too.
It was a collar!

OhmyGod, you perverts! I thought!

But not with alarm or disgust, more with
awed disbelief!

Heat began to flicker up and down along my
spine again, much to my shock.

Jeffrey stood up and moved away, then
returned and squatted low once more. I stared at him, then at what
he held in his hand.

OhmGod, you perverts! I thought
again!

It was a very realistically shaped dildo, at
least, for most of its length. It had a kind of angled ring two
inches from the base, angled down that is. I thought that meant
that the part below that was the handle.

I gasped as pressure on my hair forced me up
off my heels, and my eyes widened as Jefferey slid the dildo in
beneath me, its base on the floor. He pressed the nose against my
still very swollen, overheated and yes, quite wet opening, and then
the pressure on my hair eased and I sank down.

I sank down fairly quickly, too, for there
was little weakness in my legs and the way they were spread so far
apart didn't give me a lot of leverage anyway. The dildo was thick,
but no thicker than Matt, and it slid smoothly, if tightly up
through the folds of my sex until it was all the way in, right up
to the ring pressed against my tight opening.

But … my body's weight continued to sink
down. And the angle of the ring was downward, which meant that the
lips of my sex spread slowly further and further apart, spread,
strained, ached, and I tried to push myself up, only to have a hand
press down on my shoulder!

Suddenly the ring disappeared through my
entrance, and my pussy lips closed around the narrower base. That
was a relief, at least, though the nose of the thing was pretty
deep inside me by then!

“Very nice,” Jeffrey said as his finger
traced the line of my sex where it gripped the shaft.

He turned around, then turned back, and
there was another one in his hand.

I shook my head, and he smiled and nodded
his, and then the pressure on my hair forced me upward. I moaned in
complaint, but with the gag filling my mouth and my wrists locked
behind my back I wasn't exactly in a position to protest!

I sank back down, groaning as the other
dildo penetrated me and then slowly began to push up into my
ass.

It moved up slower, but no less inevitably,
and I ached as the ring slowly pushed through, until my sphincter
closed behind it.

“Now,” Jeffrey said, “Since you're my
bitch... “

“And since you're my bitch,” Matt added from
behind me.

“We thought it would be a good idea to set a
few rules for you.”

“Rules which you better obey,” Matt
said.

“Or of course, there will be punishment,”
Jefferey added.

I moaned, eyes wide, feeling that dark heat
surging.
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Matt released my hair and came around in
front of me, standing next to Jefferey. Both of them were still
naked, and I have to say that the spinning in my head was
interrupted as my eyes lighted on him, on them.

Oooooo!

“Of course, as our bitch, you'll have to
show the proper respect,” Matt said.

“A respect suitable for a bitch to her....
what would you say, Matt?”

“Masters,” Matt said with a leer.

I jerked.

“Masters seems a tad... cliched,” Jefferey
argued.

“But she's our little sex slave now,” Matt
said.

I jerked again, my insides flaring.

Sex slave!?

That was so stupid! And so... wild and nasty
and kinky and deliciously exciting!

“So I think she should call us master,” Matt
said.

“Well, it is respectful,” Jefferey said. “A
sort of acknowledgment of her inferiority and her need for
obedience to whatever we order her to do.”

“She'll probably need to be trained first,”
Matt said.

“Oh yes, I'm sure you're right.”

“How do you train a sex slave?”

“Well, she's our bitch, a bitch is a female
dog. We know how to train dogs.”

“We do?”

“Well I do.”

He turned and walked away, and Matt looked
at me. I looked back, eyes blinking, my chest still heaving. He
grinned and moved forward, then his fingers combed through my hair,
drawing me forward until my face was in his groin and grinding
softly against his flaccid cock and balls.

I moaned into the gag. A gag! I mean, wtf!
This was so wild and kinky! I pulled against whatever they'd
attached to my wrists, but it held tightly. It was some kind of
leather, hard leather bands, in fact, which were locked
together.

“You'll like being a sex slave, Hannah,” he
said. “You get lots of sex, for one thing.”

Which was good for him, I thought, but I
could always have gotten lots of sex if I'd wanted it! Well, sort
of! I mean, yes, I could have offered myself to strangers, but
there was no way I was ever gonna do that.

Jefferey returned, and he had a … a stick in
his hand! It was about two feet or so long. It had a handle at one
end, and ended in about eight inches of thin brown plastic or
leather or wood. I had no idea which, about two inches wide.

He grinned and bent, extending the thing
between my spread legs, and pressing the flat, two inch part
against my sex, then sliding it slowly but firmly up. I sucked in a
breath of air as it slid across my swollen labia where the dildo
stuck out. It was definitely not plastic! It was more like hard
leather, and when it moved up across my clitoris my hips jerked
helplessly.

“This is a riding crop... sort of,” Jeffrey
said.

The words made me jerk again.

He slapped it lightly against the underside
of my right breast and then my left, then let it rub back and forth
across my very stiff nipples.

“It's used for training slave girls,” he
added, letting the thing slap lightly against my nipple.

“Hannah,” he said. “Face to the floor, and
raise your lovely bottom high in the air.”

I felt another shock of heat, but obeyed –
not because I was afraid of anything, but because – it excited me
to obey.

I fell forward onto my shoulder,
straightened out, and raised my bottom as he moved around behind
me. I trembled slightly as I felt the length of the crop sliding
back and forth over the curve of my buttocks. Them it drew back and
suddenly – .

Crack!

I winced at the stinging blow, but it wasn't
really that harsh.

“Raise your bottom higher, slave,” he
ordered.

I grunted with effort, wriggling on the
floor to draw my knees in against my belly.

“Good slave,” he said, sliding the crop back
and forth. Now spread your legs wide.”

I moaned and did so, and then gasped as he
let the thing slide back and forth over my clitoris.

“Good slave,” he said. “Now legs together
again.”

I drew my knees back in together obediently,
my pussy thrumming hotly around the dildo, my insides hot and
throbbing and stuffed.

“Now back on your knees, slave,” he
ordered.

I pushed myself up and back, grunting with
effort, then sat back on my heels, spreading my legs apart. He
moved around in front of me, slapping lightly back and forth
against the insides of my thighs.

“Wider, slave. We want to see your lovely
pussy all the time.”

I strained my legs wider, and he traced the
crop up and slapped it against the center of my right breast.

“Shoulders back, slave, head back. Push your
breasts out at us. Hands on the floor behind you.”

I flinched but obeyed, arching back sharply,
the sexual heat and excitement swirling around and within me.

“Now lay back on your back, slave, feet flat
on the floor.

I grunted and rolled back on the floor,
staring up at them.

“Legs apart.”

I spread my knees wide.

“Now push your butt up off the floor,
raising your hips up high.”

This was actually kind of one of my yoga
moves, but it assumed quite a different state when I was naked and
there were guys looking at me! I raised my hips high off the floor,
angling my body from shoulder to knees and holding in that
position.

God, this was so nasty!

“Good slave.”

Slave!

“Now lower your hips and draw your knees up
and back against your chest.”

I did so, panting, moaning into the gag.

“Spread your knees wide, sex slave.”

I groaned, letting my knees fall apart to
the sides until the strain in my thighs began to ache.

“Good sex slave,” he said, letting the long,
thin length of leather caress my swollen clitoris.

“She's already pretty obedient,” Matt
observed.

I grunted at that. I was obedient because I
was doing what I thought was wild and nasty and exciting anyway,
but let him think what he wanted.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

I sat up and then stood up, wincing as he
brought the crop down sharply across my bottom.

“Shoulders back, chest out,” he barked.

Dick! I thought. But I obeyed.

“Feet apart on the floor.”

I shifted my legs apart as Matt cupped one
of my breasts, and Jeffrey slid the crop up and down against the
other one.

“First rule is that while you're here in
this house you only wear what we want you to wear.”

I rolled my eyes at him, and gasped as the
crop snapped down across my nipple.

That hurt!

“No snotty looks, slave girl. We're in
charge. You're our sex slave.”

I only barely kept from rolling my eyes at
that.

“I'm going to unlock your wrists. When I do,
put them behind your neck, fingers interlaced.”

He did something at my wrists and I pulled
them free, staring down at them for a moment. There were round,
studded leather bands around them!

Crack!

I gasped, and jerked my hands up and back
behind my head!

“There is to be no hesitation in obeying
your masters, slave girl,” he said.

I gave him the finger, but since my hands
were behind my head and in my hair he didn't notice. I was starting
to have my doubts about his little crop thing. But still, this was
all wickedly hot!

“Arch your back more, slave,” he said,
letting the crop slide back and forth over my breasts and nipples
as I obeyed.

“Now don't move,” he said in a low
growl.

I blinked as Matt produced something I
hadn't seen before. It was like, but unlike the crop. It too had a
handle, and a narrow tube. But the tube was much smaller, and at
the end was a round glass ball, like a large marble. Only this was
an electrical thing somehow, for the handle had buttons.

The little ball seemed to glow and crackle
with energy, like electricity, and even before it touched my nipple
I felt the hum of energy and sensation. I gasped as it rubbed in
circles around my hard nipple, sending a hum of electricity into my
flesh. It wasn't a vibrator exactly, but it made my muscles spasm
in response, my nipple thrumming hotly!

I looked down at it and saw it crackling and
sparking.

Crack!

I gasped at the blow to my bottom.

“Head back, back arched, sex slave,” Jeffrey
barked.

I jerked my head back as Matt played the
little glass marble thing back and forth over my nipple, then
across to the other one. I was biting into the ball in my mouth,
moaning softly as my nipples tingled wildly. Then he traced the
thing slowly down my taut belly and across my clitoris!

My hips bucked helplessly.

Crack!

“I said don't move, slave,” Jeffrey said
sternly.

The little marble made my flesh seem to
vibrate, and then he did something and the power surged higher, so
that I felt a kind of low, continuous buzz, a shimmering crackle
against my flesh which was too low to be painful, but still made my
nerve endings react wildly!

Matt rolled the ball back and forth across
my clitoris as I fought to keep from moving, my heart pounding and
pulse racing as my lower belly began to burn with more and more
heat!

Jeffrey moved behind me and undid the strap
around my neck, then his fingers worked the ball out of my mouth. I
gulped in air, trying to steady my breathing, moaning low in my
throat as I felt his hand on the bottom of the dildo in my ass.

I gasped as he kind of pushed up a little,
and the nose of the thing jammed achingly deep up inside me, making
me rise on the balls of my feet!

I felt his lips on the nape of my neck, and
his warm breath.

“Are you my bitch, Hannah?” he
whispered.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped shakily.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes!” I groaned.

“Tell Matt you're my slut,” he
whispered.

I felt a rush of heat.

“I'm Jeffrey’s slut!” I gulped
helplessly.

Matt snorted.

“Are you my slut?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Say it.”

“I'm Matt's slut!” I moaned, my entire lower
belly starting to boil.

Jeffrey eased down on his pushing and I
gulped in relief, my heels sinking back to the floor, then then he
moved back and – .

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Are you my slut, Hannah?”

“Y-yes!” I gulped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say yes, sir.”

I shuddered weakly.

“Yes, sir!”

What a horrifically wild and kinky game!

“Are you my slut, Hannah?” Matt asked.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Get down on all fours,” Jeffrey
ordered.

I grunted and dropped to all fours.

Crack!

“Bottom high, slave.”

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” Matt
added.

I jerked my knees apart, heat roiling
through my mind.

Matt reached down and did something to the
collar, and then when I rolled my head up and to the side I saw a
leash dangling from his hand leading up behind me!

Crack!

I winced at the blow to my bottom as Jeffrey
moved up on my other side.

“Eyes forward, slave,” he said.

Matt tugged on the leash, jerking me off
balance.

“Crawl, slave bitch,” he said with a
leer.

Oh God! This was so intense!

A rush of energy swept through me as I
crawled forward. But I also felt a charge of guilty embarrassment.
I mean, I should not be cooperating with these perverts! If my
friends ever found out I'd be mortified!

But the heat was to wicked. I crawled along
as he led me up the stairs, with Jeffrey following behind, slapping
lightly at my bottom with the crop. We crawled down the hall to my
room, and Matt had me climb up onto my bed.

“Kneel at the edge, slave, chest on the bed,
bottom high,” Jeffrey ordered.

I did so, panting weakly, spreading my knees
without being asked.

“What do you think our slave girl should
wear around the house?” Jeffrey asked.

“Nothing?” Matt said.

“She needs to wear something,” Jefferey
said.

“Why? She looks fine the way she is.”

“You have no style, Matt.”

“She has a fucking hot body. Why cover it
up?”

“Sometimes clothes add to view.”

“Not that I can recall.”

“Hmm,” I heard Jeffrey say as he looked
through my dresser drawers.

It was kind of hard to believe I was letting
Jefferey root through my dresser without complaining! Then again, I
was kneeling naked with my ass in the air right in front of him, so
complaining about him violating my privacy by looking at my
underwear would have seemed kind of dumb.

“These look nice,” he said.

I turned my head and got a whack on the ass
again.

“Face front, slave!” he barked.

Jerk!

But I obeyed. It looked like he had a pair
of my socks in his hand! One of the thigh high pair, which was a
sort of steel gray.

A push on my hip and I fell over onto my
side, gasping, looking up.

“Put these on, sex slave,” he said, tossing
them to me.

I gulped, but pulled them on. They were the
thigh high socks. They rose to about two inches below my
buttocks.

“Yes, I like that,” he said. “Resume your
previous position.”

I knelt, legs apart, bottom high, overheated
breasts pressing into the mattress, the two of them standing behind
me.

“We should invite some buddies over to fuck
her,” Matt said.

I jerked and felt another hot pulse of
energy!

“Ten or twenty,” he added.

I knew he was just saying that, but it was
still hot and nasty!

“I think that Hannah's body should only be
available to roommates,” Jeffrey said.

“What about other girls? Maybe Karen would
like a threesome,” Matt said, referring to a girl he knew.

“You would like one,” Jeffrey corrected him.
“I doubt you could persuade Karen, but if you can, then by all
means.”

I was so not having sex with Karen!

Jeffrey slid the crop between my legs and
stroked it back and forth over my clitoris as they talked, and I
had a hard time keeping still!

Then I felt something else slide up between
my thighs, and a distinct buzzing sound. It wasn't the little
marble ball thing, either, but a genuine vibrator! I felt my
fingers close into the palms of my hands, and moaned helplessly as
it was played back and forth over my clitoris.

“No moving, slave slut,” Jefferey said,
slapping the crop lightly against my bottom.

I felt my eyes close, my fingernails digging
into my hands as the buzzing vibrator made my nerve endings
burn!

Crack!

I said no movement, slave.”

I shuddered, trying to keep still, and
failing.

Crack!

“Such a bad slave,” he chided.

My hips began to jerk convulsively.

Crack!

“Obey your master, slave.”

I couldn't, though, not for more than a few
seconds at a time!

Crack!

“Clearly the slave is being disrespectful by
disobeying me.”

Crack!

The crop snapped down harder, and the pain
stung more, but I still couldn't keep still as the vibrator moved
back and forth over my clitoris! God!

Crack!

“Ow!” I moaned.

“Disobedient sex slave,” Jefferey said.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“It's because she's so slutty,” Matt
said.

Crack!

“Yes, her sluttish body keeps grinding like
that because she wants more cock,” Jefferey said.

“This isn't fair!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Nobody asked for your opinion, slut,”
Jefferey said.

The vibrator pulled back, leaving me
gasping. Then Matt and Jeffrey grabbed my arms and pulled me up and
back, then stumbling back off the bed. They led me over to my own
closet, and the full length mirror on the door, and I stared at
myself dazedly, noting the studded collar around my neck, and the
matching leather bands around my wrists!

Fuck!

Matt drew my arms back tight behind me,
actually crossing my arms at the elbows and pinning them there like
that.

“This certainly looks like a prime example
of a slut to me,” Jefferey said, the crop sliding down to rub
against my clitoris.

My hips bucked helplessly!

“I think so too,” Matt said, jerking back on
my hair as I gasped for breath.

“I think she'll need lots and lots of
orgasms to make her happy,” Jefferey said.

“Definitely.”

Matt let go of my arms suddenly, and then he
gripped my left wrist and pulled my hand up and around in front of
me, sliding it up onto my breast.

“Squeeze your breast, slut,” he growled.

I shuddered, but obeyed as Jefferey pulled
my right wrist around and over my sex, then slid my finger up and
down across my clitoris. I moaned helplessly as he rubbed them back
and forth, then let them go.

“Rub your clit, slut,” he ordered in a voice
which I now recognized as hot and excited.

I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to! I
stared at myself, with them on either side of me, just behind me,
watching me in the mirror, and masturbated to a tremendous orgasm!
And just as I came I saw that Matt had his cell phone in his hand
and was pointed it at the mirror, recording on video!

I came, crying out helplessly, hips bucking
as my fingers rubbed frantically against my clitoris and heat
poured over me in waves!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“Slut!”

“Whore!”

“Tramp!”

“Slave!”

“Nympho!”

They flung names at me as the leash jerked
against the collar, forcing me to crawl dazedly across the floor
and down the hall. Then it was downstairs, just starting to get my
breath, and then down into the basement!

The basement was unfurnished, so used only
for storage, and of course, for the furnace, water heater, ducts
and the like. But there was an old dog cage in one corner, and Matt
had dragged it out into the center of the cement floor. It was
built for a large dog, and there was a soft blanket on the bottom
as he ordered me in and Jeffrey snapped the crop down on my bottom
to hurry me along.

They closed and locked the door, then went
upstairs, leaving me there.

In a cage!

I was kind of drained, though, and didn't
mind. I was actually kind of glad to have some time in peace to
myself to rest and get my scattered mind back together. The blanket
was very soft, a kind of thick fleece thing, and felt good against
my bare skin.

There was only one thing in there with me,
which I discovered as my hips rolled onto it. It was a
vibrator.

I groaned weakly and pushed it away, laying
curled up on my side for a bit. The cage was too short to stretch
out, of course. It was high enough to sit up, but I couldn't with
those dildos in me, so I kind of lay on my back and drew my legs
back, then slowly worked them out of my body.

I sighed as the thick, soft ache within me
eased and fell away, then just lay there, cupping my pussy for a
bit, trying to wrap my mind around the kinky shit I'd just been
through. Yesterday was wild enough but today!

I'd fucked two guys at the same time! God,
that was so wild!

What if they told people!? Well, they didn't
really know anyone I knew. They weren't in any of my classes, not
even in my department. They didn't know any of my friends or my
family either. So I was relatively safe there. Then I remembered
Matt taking cell phone pictures or videos and I cringed. I was sure
going to have to get that back from him, pronto! Shit!

I ran my fingers along my collar, and
examined the leather restraints on my wrists. They were locked on,
so I couldn't remove them even if I wanted to, and to be honest, I
wasn't sure I wanted to just yet.

I tried the door of the cage, but couldn't
open it. I shook my head in amazement at the thought I'd let them
lock me up naked in a cage! Fuck! Those perverts!

My fingers were stroking idly against the
moist, overheated, swollen lips of my sex as I lay back, and then
began to dip within as a dark churning series of thoughts, images
and memories passed through my mind. I had acted like such a slut!
I'd even said I was a slut!

What a slut I was!

I didn't think that with guilt but in
wonder. I was amazed at what I'd let them do to me! They'd
obviously planned all this, too! The perverts!

I moaned softly as my fingers pushed deep
into my sex. It was warm and tight and still slick with my own
excitement. I pumped them in and out as I lay back, knees raised
and spread apart, chest rising and falling with growing speed as I
felt the dark hunger and excitement forming around myself once
again.

I remembered the vibrator and grabbed for
it, then eagerly turned it on and began to play it across my
clitoris. I moaned, back arched, and then grabbed for one of the
dildos, sliding it back into my pussy and pumping it in and out as
I used the vibrator.

I came within less than a minute, gurgling
and moaning, bucking violently as the wild dark pleasure tore
through me!

Fuck! This was so hot!

But how long were they going to keep me in
this fucking cage, anyway!?

“Hey!” I called out after a few minutes of
recovery. “How long are you gonna keep me in this cage!?”

I was thirsty. Well, I'd been through a lot
of energetic stuff over the past hour or more. And one of the
things I'd noticed when exploring my cage was that there was an
opening at one end, low, about three inches above the floor. And on
the floor just outside it was a bowl of water.

Now I turned and got to my hands and knees,
well, my elbows and knees, and reached out for the bowl, trying to
draw it inside. But the bowl wouldn't move! It was like it was
glued to the floor! I pushed my head through the opening and saw
that there was two half melted ice cubes floating in the water.

I couldn't pull it inside, but I could lean
in and down and put my mouth into the water, so I did that,
drinking thirstily.

Perverts, I thought, flushing a bit as I
drank like, well, a dog... a bitch... in heat.

I settled back down again, in my cage,
laying back on the soft blanket. The only semi comfortable position
was on my back with my knees up and apart, so that was the position
I assumed.

“Hey!” I cried.

No answer. Fuckers.

My hands moved up and down over my naked
torso, fingers caressing my still-stiff nipples, kneading my
breasts with a kind of proprietary delight. I let my right hand
slide down between my legs with a sigh, gliding up and down the
neat line of my sex, then dipping inside again.

God, I was still horny!

I began to masturbate again, and reached for
one of the dildos, sliding it deep, until the ring was pressed
against the outside of my sex, groaning as I pumped it in and
out.

The light came on overhead and I gasped,
jerking it out of me and sitting up, knees together, as feet
tromped down the wooden stairs.

Matt and Jeffrey were there, looking at me
through the cage. I flushed.

“We're so lucky,” Matt said. “Not many guys
have a sex slave.”

“I'm not your sex slave,” I gulped.

“Do we want her to speak?” Matt asked.

“I think not,” Jeffrey said.

He unlocked the cage door.

“Come out, slave.”

I wasn't going to refuse that order! I slide
my upper body low and crawled out through the door, and Matt
gripped my hair, wrapping it around his fist, kind of pulling, but
not hard. When I got out I tried to straighten but he pushed my
face down.

“Face against the floor, sex slave,” he
said.

“Matt!” I moaned in complaint.

Crack!

“That's sir, to you, slave,” Jefferey said,
wielding the crop.

“We didn't say you could remove the toys we
put inside you,” Matt said, reaching into the cage and taking out
the dildos.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs, slave,” Jefferey
ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and Matt thrust the two
dildos back inside me, then they let me stand, though Matt pulled
my wrists back behind me and locked them together.

“Upstairs, slave. You need to start making
our dinner,” Matt said.

We went upstairs and they led me into the
kitchen.

“You guys are perverts,” I complained.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Do we want her back-talking?”

“Slaves aren't allowed to complain,”
Jefferey said.

I felt my hair pulled back sharply, and
opened my mouth just as the black ball was pushed against it.

“No, wait!” I moaned.

Too late! The ball was shoved into my mouth
and the strap pulled around behind my head and locked tightly in
place.

Then my wrists were unlocked. I mean, the
restraints were still on them but the clip which held them together
was released.

“Now make us dinner, slave,” Matt
growled.

It was his fucking turn to make dinner but I
had no way to complain about it! I glared at him.

“The slave is being disrespectful,” he
said.

I gasped as I was shoved and bent over the
counter.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Ow!

They pulled me upright and I glowered at
them again. So they bent me over once more.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“No glaring at your masters, slave girl,”
Jeffrey said. “Now make dinner.”

All right, so I made dinner. No big deal. I
was supposed to make it tomorrow anyway. But making it naked, well,
except for the high socks, was weird! And there were those dildos
stuffed up inside me! That was even wilder!

We usually didn't make anything complicated.
TV dinners were a favorite. But tonight, Jeffrey insisted on
broiled Cajun chicken. This wasn't terribly complicated and I'd
made it before, of course, but it did mean over a half an hour of
attention there in the kitchen. But then again, what else did I
have to do?

I did try to get the gag out but the strap
wouldn't come loose!

Bastards!

So I made Cajun chicken. Naked. They were in
the living room watching TV, and yet even making dinner – like this
– made it into a kind of wild, swirling sexual experience. I set
the table, made some salad to go with the chicken, and then when it
was ready went to fetch them. I mean, it wasn't like I could call
them in!

“Ah, our slave girl has made us dinner,”
Mark said in a jovial tone, smirking entirely too much.

I glared at him, of course, and then yelped
as he gripped my arm, turned me quickly and gave me a sharp slap on
the ass!

“No glaring at your master, sex slave,” he
said sternly.

I glared at him again and he did it
again!

“Asshole!” I said.

It was pretty muffled, mind you, but I think
he got the gist, because he turned me around and slapped my ass a
third time! Then he spun me around and pulled my arms back behind
me, locking the wrist restraints together once again.

“I think our slave is being rebellious,” he
said.

“We have a lot of training to do,” Jeffrey
said as he sat down.

Matt led me over to the table, where I had
set three places, but then made me kneel on the floor.

“Legs spread wide, sex slave,” he said.

I grunted and spread my legs apart as he sat
down, and then he and Jeffrey began to eat. I blinked uncertainly,
then glared at him, but he didn't see it. Which was just as well. I
schooled my features and waited a bit. No doubt they were waiting
for me to make a fuss. I had brothers so I had some idea of how
guys acted, after all.

But they just ate and ignored me for a
couple of minutes, until Matt spoke up.

“Do you think we should feed our slave
girl?” he asked.

Jeffrey looked at me doubtfully. “I don't
know. She's been giving us rude looks. If we remove her gag she's
liable to start complaining.”

“You're right,” Matt said. “We don't need a
woman's bitching and nagging to spoil our dinner.”

I glared at him indignantly. I had made the
fucking dinner, after all!”

Jeffrey turned to me. “Suppose we do this,”
he said. “We'll remove the gag so you can eat, but if you say one
word the gag goes back in and you get a spanking.”

I gulped. On the one hand I wanted dinner.
On the other hand, something inside me kind of thrummed with
interest at the idea of a spanking, even though it implied pain. I
knew it would end in pleasure, after all.

Jeffrey shook his finger warningly at me,
and Matt reached behind and undid the strap for the gag, then
pulled the ball out of my mouth. I worked my jaw around, and
resisted, somehow, calling them names.

Then Jeffrey held out a piece of chicken –
in his fingers!

I felt another thrum of excitement, of dark
delight in doing something... nasty! I leaned in and took the piece
of chicken from his fingers and began to chew.

“Good bitch,” he said.

Oh, it was a good thing my mouth was full!
But still, he was being deliberately obnoxious, like he was acting
out a role, so I found his outrageous words kind of nasty and
exciting too.

He held another piece out and I licked it
from his fingers.

“What do you think we should train our sex
slave in?” Matt asked.

“Well, obedience is the most important
thing,” Jeffrey replied.

Matt held out a piece of chicken and I had
to kind of shift sideways on my knees to lick it out of his
fingers, a breathless feeling starting to come over me.

“She seems to be pretty good at oral sex,”
Matt said.

“We can probably teach her to dance,”
Jeffrey said.

I frowned. I danced, I was sure, way better
than either of them!

“I'd like a lap dance,” Matt said.

Oh, I thought.

“Yes, regular lap dances would be nice,”
Jeffrey said, as I took another piece of chicken from Matt's
fingers.

“We could teach her how to strip, and then
put her in one of the clubs to make us money,” Matt said.

I felt a tightness in my chest, despite out
wildly outrageous the words were, or maybe because of it!

“I think Hannah would make an excellent
stripper,” Jeffrey said.

He snapped his fingers and I rose on my
knees and shifted over to take another piece from his fingers.

“We could probably get better marks if we
loaned her out to some of our professors,” Matt said.

“That would be a violation of the rules,
Matthew,” Jeffrey said.

“You only say that because you get straight
As,” Matt said with a snort.

“And because it's true. Keep your knees wide
apart, slave,” Jeffrey added, glaring at me.

I spread my knees apart and Jeffrey gave me
another piece of chicken.

God, this was so kinky and degrading!

“But Hannah is such a slut she'd probably be
happy to have sex with all our professors,” Matt said.

“Yes, quite probably,” Jeffrey replied.

They were trying to get me to talk so they
could punish me, I thought, the bastards. Well it wasn't going to
work!

“You know, there's no reason she has to keep
her bedroom now that she's our sex slave,” Matt said. “We can keep
her in a cage, and then rent out the third room so we pay
less.”

“That's an excellent idea,” Jeffrey said.
“It's not like she's going to be spending any time in her room any
more, after all.”

I leaned in to take another piece of chicken
from his fingers, refusing to be baited into talking.

“You know, Dave isn't happy where he's
staying,” Matt said.

“Dave? He's that big Black guy from the
diving team, isn't he?”

I felt another hot pulse through my
insides.

“Yeah, and I've seen him in the showers.
He's got a monster cock that I bet our little slave girl would love
to have inside her.”

“Well, she is a slut,” Jeffrey said.

“A whore,” Matt said, nodding.

“A tramp,” Jefferey said.

“A nympho,” Matt replied.

Matt tossed a piece of chicken on the floor
next to me. I looked at him and he pointed at it.

“Well, don't let food go to waste, slave
girl. Eat it,” he said.

I felt breathless again, my insides churning
now. It was so … outrageous!

But I backed up and then bent over as best I
could. With my wrists locked behind me I had to prop my shoulder on
the floor to lick the piece of chicken up, and felt insanely slutty
doing it!

“Don't forget to keep your knees wide,
slave, Jeffrey said.

I was panting, and started to rise again,
but Matt tossed another piece down. It hit me on the head, bounced
off, and landed on the floor next to me.

What a bastard! I thought in awed
delight.

I scrabbled to the side.

“Legs wide,” Jeffrey barked.

“And keep your ass high,” Matt added.

“Bottom, Matthew, please,” Jefferey
said.

So I had to spread my knees and raise my
bottom just to lick the food off the floor!

Jeffrey waited until I had straightened on
my knees, then he threw a piece six feet away. I had to shuffle
forward on my knees, then fall forward onto my shoulders, making
sure I kept my knees apart and bottom raised, and only then could I
lick it off the floor!

Of course, they both took turns tossing the
chicken onto the floor, then, making me crawl around to get it! It
was absolutely outrageous! And incredibly hot!

Jeffrey poured milk into a bowl for me
afterward, and I had to drink it without using my hands again, with
my bottom raised and knees apart.

When dinner was over Jeffery raised me to my
feet, snapped the leash to my collar, and led me up the hall to the
bathroom. There he brushed my teeth for me, much to my
astonishment. Then he put the ball gag back in, strapped it behind
my neck, and showed me what I at first took to be three small
earrings.

Only they weren't earrings.

They were three little weighted balls on a
one inch chain attached to a clip. And he carefully fitted the
clips to my nipples, then my clitoris! They throbbed hotly and
painfully, though the pain faded fairly quickly. And it wasn't like
I could do anything about them!

He led me back into the kitchen.

“Now I think you need to clean up. That
includes washing the floor,” he said. “And wash it very well for
there will be an inspection, and you'll be required to demonstrate
how confident you are in their cleanliness by licking the
floor.”

He unlocked my wrists and gave me a light
slap on the bottom.

“Oh yes, you have to clean on all fours,” he
said as Matt brought over a bucket of soapy water and a sponge.

Shit!

Gagged, I couldn't even protest, and Matt
was holding the crop, eyes gleaming, waiting for an excuse. I was
almost in a sexual fever from how wildly thrilling all this nasty,
kinky stuff was! Yes, my nipples throbbed and my clitoris ached,
but it was still deeply exciting.

So I did it. I cleaned the counters, washed
the dishes, then dropped to all fours and washed the floor, on my
hands and knees, with the little weighted balls swinging from my
nipples and clitoris and the dildos stuffed inside me! I was so
wrapped up in how kinky and exciting it was that the work itself
didn't even bother me.

A smoldering heat gripped me as I worked, my
insides bubbling with dark arousal. And when I was done Matt and
Jeffrey 'inspected' it, and removed my gag so I could lick the
floor here and there.

“Lick here,” Jeffrey said finally, pointing
right in front of where he stood.

I was still bound, and grunted as I shifted
aside on my knees and shoulders, then licked at the floor
there.

“Not the floor. My shoe,” he said
blandly.

I rolled my eyes up at him, startled.

“Do it,” he ordered. “Show me what an
obedient slave girl you are.”

It was another outrageous, degrading demand,
and in the mood I was in it only made me burn that much hotter. And
so... despite hesitating, I did it, running my tongue along his
shoe, licking it hesitantly, at first, then with more enthusiasm at
how dirty and nasty this all was.

They didn't undo my wrists. Matt led me
upstairs to his room and I had to give him a tongue bath, then bob
up and down on his thick cock, taking it deep into my throat each
time as he lay there beneath me. Then he dragged me up by the hair,
threw me onto my back and lifted my legs up and back, pulling the
dildo out of my ass.

“Jeffrey already got your ass. Now I want to
try it out,” he said.

I moaned helplessly. I wanted him in my
pussy not my ass! But there wasn't much a sex slave could do about
things like that! He sank easily down into my bottom, then pushed
my legs back harder against my chest, using his own weight to crush
me in two as he started thrusting down into me.

I was less distracted than when Jeffrey did
it, but on the other hand I'd had a dildo up inside me for quite
some time by then, so he moved smoothly in and out. I felt an
aching deep inside at the bottom of his strokes, but it didn't
really hurt. In fact, the harder he thrust the more excited I
became.

It was like the hard hammering of his hips
against my buttocks was sending vibrations through my body and
making my aching clitoris burn that much hotter.

And it was aching! The stupid clips were
still biting into me! And as I moved, the weights moved and jerked,
and pulled at me!

He pulled out to flip me onto my belly, then slapped my bottom and
jerked my hips up into the air before plunging into me again and
riding me hard! God, it felt so wild! I gasped with every deep
thrust, then felt the pressure inside me building into something
all encompassing, something which put me into a different zone,
into a sexual fever where nothing else mattered.

I came, hard. And I came hard with him
sodomizing me! He wasn't even rubbing my clitoris or anything! The
orgasm tore through me, a storm of sensations flaying my mind as
his big cock drove powerfully down into my ass, and all I could do
was gurgle and gasp and cry out in mindless animal pleasure and
heat!

“All right, slut, go and service your other master now,” he said
when he was done.

Dazed, gasping, moaning, I did exactly
that.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Jeffrey had me straddle and ride him as he
lay on his bed. He also pulled me over so he could get his hands on
my breasts as I rode up and down. When he plucked the clips off my
nipples they actually began to hurt more! But that faded into a
kind of strange pins and needles sensation. When he pulled me over
so he could suck on my nipples I nearly fainted from the rush of
heat!

He pulled the clip off my clitoris, and the
same thing happened, only this time he let his thumb stroke against
me until I was screaming in orgasm as I bounced atop him.

Then I had to go to the bathroom. That was
embarrassing! Jeffrey wouldn't give me any privacy! He made me pee
with him right there! Then he wiped me, and gave me an enema!

I would have resisted that, if I'd
been able to. But he'd put the gag back in and bent me over, and I
didn't really know what he was doing as he thrust something into
me. I thought it was more sex, at first. But no, I felt the warm
water gushing into me, and by then it was too late to do anything
about it!

After that, he took me into the shower and
washed me. That included a lot of carefully rubbing with his soapy
fingers against my clitoris, enough to make me come again. Then he
rinsed me, off, dried me off, and led me back to the kitchen, where
I discovered they'd brought the cage up from the basement.

I spent the night in it, locked in, with
nothing but the vibrator for company, and that bowl outside if I
wanted a drink.

Wild!

Alone in the cage, with the house quiet, I
couldn't stop myself masturbating again, though I kept it as quiet
as possible. I used the vibrator, but only as a dildo. I didn't
need the mad vibrations to get me off, just my fingers.

I was wakened in the morning by Matt. I
crawled out and he immediately wanted oral sex. So I knelt there in
the kitchen and gave it to him. It didn't take long. He undid my
wrists with a grin and then gave me a grope.

“Make the coffee, slave,” he said. “Then go
upstairs and give Jeffrey a nice quicky.”

God, these two!

But I did it, only – .

“Wait,” he said.

I paused with my foot on the stairs.

“Crawl,” he said.

I felt that wild thrill of dark heat, the
tightness in my chest, then obeyed, crawling up the stairs, then up
the hall, despite the fact he couldn't see me. I reached up and
opened Jefferey's door, then crawled in and onto his bed.

He woke up at once, looked at me, then flung
back the covers, and I crawled in to give him a blow job. But just
like last night, he wanted me to ride him, so I straddled him, sank
down, and rode him to orgasm.

Oh yes, I came too.

I was allowed to go to the bathroom myself,
at least! And to wash and dry my own hair! Then the slave stuff
ended as I got ready for school.

Or mostly ended.

Jeffrey insisted I wear a butt-plug all day.
And Matt put ben-wa balls inside my pussy.

So that was how I went to school, with that,
my sluttiest, laciest lingerie, and a pair of pinstriped black
pants, gray blouse, and jacket.

That had been a very wild and thrilling
experience, or so I thought. But even as I thought it, well, I
wasn't entirely sure where we went from here. I was now living with
two friends with benefits, which was not really a bad thing if they
kept their mouths shut. I cringed again, remembering too late to
demand that cell phone picture or video from Matt.

I spent the day perfectly normally, except,
of course, that I couldn't forget what I had done the previous day,
and so felt very... sexual, all day. Not quite horny, but almost.
And that put me to mind of what would happen when I got home. Were
we going to have wild sex every night? And if so was that a bad
thing?!

*

I rode home with Jeffrey, nervous and
uncertain, more than a little aroused, too, wondering what he had
planned. To be absolutely honest, if he had nothing planned I would
have been really disappointed.

He acted quite normally, though, without a
hint that our relationship had changed.

Until we got inside the door.

“Take off your clothes, Hannah,” he
ordered.

I sucked in a breath.

“Okay,” I said, heading for my room.

He grabbed my arm and pulled me back.

“Here, now.”

“But – !”

“Do you need a spanking, slave girl?”

I felt that hot thrumming between my legs,
and shook my head, then stripped naked, and he put the collar on
again, along with the wrist restraints.

Then he got the crop!

“Kneel.”

I knelt and he brought the crop down against
my nipple.

“Ow!”

“You know by now that when you kneel it's
with your knees wide,” he said sternly.

I gulped and spread my knees wide.

Crack!

“Ow!”

He brought it down against my other
breast!

“You know by now that you are to keep your
back straight, shoulders back, chest out,” he said.

I obeyed, pulse racing now.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched.”

I obeyed, arching my back, and he played the
crop back and forth over my stiff nipples, lightly tapping
them.

“Are you my slut?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, sir!”

“On all fours.”

I fell forward onto my hands and knees,
making sure my bottom was high, my legs apart.

“Lower.”

I lowered my front end onto my
forearms.”

“Lower.”

I sucked in a breath again, then lay my bare
breasts on the floor, arms outstretched.

Crack!

“Keep your belly pulled in against your
thighs,” he barked.

I shifted my position, heart pounding, and
the crop traced over my buttocks, then slid between my legs,
rubbing against my clitoris.

“On your back.”

I fell back, spreading my legs.”

“On your front.”

I rolled over, raising my bottom high.”

“Kneel.”

I raised myself up, sitting on my heels.

“Stand.”

I stood up, legs apart.

“Hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed, and he made me move forward, then
locked my wrists together behind my back and raised them up high.
That forced me to bend over at the waist, of course, with my arms
raised up almost straight behind me! And then he tied a rope to the
restraints and fed it up through a ring in the ceiling I had never
seen before!

He pulled my legs apart, making me gasp as
that forced my arms even higher, and then attached another pair of
restraints to my ankles and chained them in place, leaving me
helpless in that awkward position.

He gathered my hair up and used it to raise
my head, then stuffed himself into my open mouth. I moaned around
his cock, sucking as best I could as he began to pump slowly in and
out. The longer his strokes, the less I was able to do, other than
just be a receptacle for his cock to move in and out, but that
didn't seem to bother him.

Now I could deep throat, but what he was
doing was a lot more difficult. He thrust himself deep into my
throat, stayed there a moment, then started pumping up and down –
in my throat! Keeping from gagging while he did that was hard, even
though he moved slowly at first!

He pulled out, leaving me gasping, and
released my hair, letting my head fall forward. He moved around
behind me and I felt what I at first thought was the head of his
cock rubbing up and down against my opening. I moaned as he sank
into me, but it felt like he was even thicker! Still, it felt like
him, and I was already so hot that I just accepted it as him.

It moved deep inside me and began to pump in
and out, in and out, as I stood there bent over, blood rushing to
my head, moaning. One of his hands came forward to roughly grope
and kneed my breast, then he grabbed my hair and pulled my head up
and back as he thrust.

Then he jammed himself deep inside me and
came around in front of me.

What the – ?

I moaned as he pulled my head up by the hair
again and pushed himself into my mouth.

Which meant he'd been using a dildo on me! I
was amazed I hadn't noticed the difference. It even felt warm like
a guy!

He had the crop in his hand again, and
pumped slowly in and out of my mouth and throat as he slapped
lightly but stingingly on my breasts, then slid the thing between
my legs and rubbed it back and forth over my clitoris.

He pulled out of my mouth again, leaving me
gasping and dazed, a bit light-headed, my head pulsing as it again
fell downward. He moved behind me and slapped the crop lightly
against my bottom, then did it again, harder. His other hand
reached underneath and began to rapidly rub my clitoris, and as he
did he brought the crop down against my bottom again and again in
short, quick, stinging little blows!

And I came!

I could feel my internal muscles squeezing
frantically around the dildo inside me as I ground my hips wildly
back, the stinging blows from the crop echoing through my groin as
I twisted and writhed and cried out in helpless, wanton heat!

When the orgasm had faded he moved around in
front of me again, using my hair to lift my head up, thrusting
himself back into my mouth and throat, pumping in and out, then
pulling back so I could mouth and suck his balls before pushing
back in again.

And all the while he taunted and teased me
with the crop, sometimes rubbing it against my aching nipples and
clitoris, sometimes slapping it against me to make me gasp and moan
at the stinging ache.

He pumped faster and harder in my throat,
until my skull threatened to explode from lack of air as my chest
burned. When he came, he thrust himself deep, burying himself,
grinding my face into him as he emptied himself inside me. I almost
fainted! But he pulled back in time, leaving me gasping dazedly as
he moved behind me.

The cock inside me, whatever it was, began
to pump again, hard and deep, as I felt a vibrator slide in across
my clitoris.

I came, and then I came again, and then
again, crying out like a helpless, mindless animal!

Jeffrey put me in the cage, after that, so I
could do some homework, mainly reading. That got interrupted when
Matt came home, but Matt was really only looking for a quicky, so
he did me right there on the kitchen floor, then put me back into
the cage so he could do his own homework.

After that Jeffrey had me put on this thing
he'd bought, which was like a net body stocking. It didn't cover a
freaking thing, but it did kind of push against my breasts to keep
them from moving too much, and looked sexy.

I made dinner again, then ate it like I had
the previous night, on the floor, licking from their fingers. At
least they didn't throw it on the floor this time!

After dinner Matt had a new outfit for me to
put on. It was this cheap assed schoolgirl thing he'd bought at a
sex shop. It had a gray, white and red tartan kilt which was really
low on my hips and yet barely covered my buttocks, gray knee socks,
and white 'shirt' which was really thin and never meant to actually
be worn as a shirt.

There was also a thin cardigan, sort of, if
you can think of a midriff baring cardigan. The shirt was midriff
baring, too, in that it really was designed to not be buttoned but
to tie together under my breasts – displaying lots of cleavage. The
cardigan was meant to stay open, just hanging on my shoulders, and
the guys added a pair white high heels they took from my
closet.

They did have me wear underwear underneath
it, but only to take it off. They sat on the sofa and turned on
some music and had me do strip teases for them. And then, of
course, came lap dances. It was all... exhilarating, to be honest,
and of course, hot.

I had never been so hot for so long as I had
been yesterday, and now today!

Matt was holding back as I ground against
him. He and Jeffrey were sitting on kitchen chairs they'd brought
into the living room, and I was straddling his chair. I had dressed
again – if you can call that tiny little slutty schoolgirl costume
a dress, complete with G-string, and was rolling my hips as I
ground myself against him.

I had hold of the back of the chair as I
leaned in, kind of arching my back, sliding my breasts up along his
chest, then up higher to just barely brush his lips. Like I said,
the white blouse was very thin, and my nipples were actually
visible through it, and very hard. But he was just sitting there,
grinning at me.

I could feel his reaction below me, though,
as I ground myself up and down against the bulge in his jeans. Of
course, grinding myself against a bulge like that in the state I
was in was turning me on to no end! But I was pretending it didn't
even as he was pretending he didn't want to grab me and tear off my
costume.

And then the doorbell rang.

I blinked, breathless. The music was
pounding, and so was my head, so I hadn't heard it at first. I
noticed Jeffrey getting up and crossing the room, and then I heard
the bell ring when it was depressed a second time. I gasped, and
started to jerk back but now Matt caught my arms, grinning
mischievously at me as he held me firmly in place.

Already I could hear male voices, and even
amid the wild haze of excitement and heat I felt a shock of alarm
as I tried again to get off Matt's lap.

“Matt!” I hissed.

“What are you afraid of?” he asked with a
smirk.

And then Jeffrey came back into the room,
and he wasn't alone!

The guy with him was a big, scary looking
black guy! He was taller than Jeffrey, and wider at the shoulder
than Matt. And he was very, very black! I froze, my face already
flushed with excitement but now starting to burn as he eyed me.

“Hannah was just showing us how good she is
at giving lap dances,” Jeffrey said.

I was … stricken, unable to move or talk...
or think! My brain was like one of those computers with the little
whirly thing going around and around and around like it was
frozen!

“Aren't lap dances supposed to be given
naked?” the guy said, his voice a thick, low rumble.

“Well, they don't start out that way,” Matt
said.”

“Depends on how much you want to pay,” the
guy said.

“Oh, she's free,” Matt said.

The guy grunted, his eyes raking me.

“In that case, she can start out dressed
like a nun, so long as she winds up naked in the end.”

I jerked against Matt's hands and he let me
go so I scrambled up and back to my feet. Of course, now I was
facing him, cleavage and all, and I backed up – right into Jeffrey.
I would have fallen but he caught me around the waist to steady
me.

“I'm uh.. going to change,” I said with a
squeak.

The big guy sat down in the other kitchen
chair, the one Jeffrey had been in.

“Don't change on my account,” he said with a
grin.

“This is Dave,” Matt said. “He's on my
diving team.”

I felt a rush of horrible insight. Dave was
the guy they had jokingly said might move in to my room since I
would be living in a cage. Had they told him stuff about me?! God,
had Matt shown him that video or picture I kept forgetting to ask
about!?

“I'd like a lap dance,” he said.

I flushed and tried to laugh it off.

“I only do that for friends,” I gulped.

“I'm a friend,” he said. “And I can be even
friendlier.”

Fuck, he was big! I thought about what Matt
had said, about him having a 'monster cock' and felt a dark, wild
rush of heat. God, imagine if I – no way, I couldn't!

Matt reset the music.

“Go for it, Hannah,” he said.

“No, way!” I protested.

My eyes flicked at Dave anxiously.

“I promise not to touch you,” he said, hands
held up in the air.

“That's not the point!”

“You don't want Dave to feel left out, do
you?” Jeffrey asked.

“I don't – .”

“Maybe she doesn't like Black men,” Matt
said sadly.

“Oh bullshit! You know very well – .”

“Come here, baby,” Dave said, patting his
lap.

I swallowed repeatedly, feeling a thrill of
the forbidden swirling inside my belly. I was anxious, wary,
embarrassed and yet... and yet the thought of giving this big black
guy a lap dance dressed like... this, was so fucking wild! My chest
was suddenly so tight, and my entire body felt charged with
energy!

Jeffrey kind of bumped me forward, and I
turned and gave him an anxious, exasperated look! But I quickly
jerked my head back to Dave and felt another rush of heat!

“I-I couldn't – .”

He bumped me forward again, and then Matt
caught at my wrist and pulled me further forward. I felt a rising
sense of panic even as the heat burned even hotter inside me. God,
this would be insanely slutty!

“You haven't finished my lap dance,” Matt
said.

“I'm a guest,” Dave said, and he reached out
and caught my other wrist, jerking me towards him.

Matt let go of my left wrist, and I stared
down at Dave.

“Dance,” he growled.

I felt a shock of … anxiety. I didn't feel
any fear, but... there was something stark and dangerous about him!
Maybe it was because he was a Black guy. I mean, there are all
those myths, you know a lot of them racist, but still, I hadn't
ever dated a Black guy, much less done anything else with one!

He pulled me firmly forward, and there was
nothing I could do but spread my legs around the chair, and then …
and then I was standing over him, my crotch at about the level of
his face in my tiny little skirt!

I drew in a shaky breath.

“Dance,” he said.

My hips began to move reluctantly, then more
in time to the music. I had, after all, been grinding my body to
this same music for half an hour by then. He let go of my wrist,
and I considered pulling away but only briefly. It was like... I
was … expected to do this and didn't want to disappoint everyone!
And I know that's weird!

But I slid my fingers slowly up and down my
torso as he looked up at me, my hips rolling slowly, languidly, in
time to the music. I leaned forward, reaching for the back of the
chair, but he was so tall that his shoulders were in the way, and
so almost by instinct more than thought, my hands lit on his big
shoulders for support.

My heart was pounding as I leaned in,
sliding my tongue across my lower lip, rolling my hips, then kind
of arching up as I slid my lower body in and down onto his thighs.
I was too embarrassed to look into his face, and kept looking over
his shoulder or at his chest as I ground myself against him.

I slid my groin in, then back along his
legs. I slid in again, then arched my back, my hands coming off his
shoulders and dropping onto his knees behind me as I arched my back
sharply, my head falling back. I slid back along his legs and off,
standing, and turned my back to him.

That was easier, somehow. I rolled my hips
with more enthusiasm, though inside I was still burning with
embarrassment as well as heat. I knew how incredibly short the
skirt was! And then I did what I'd done a number of times already,
did it with hardly a thought. I bent over there in front of
him!

I felt another wild tumbling rush of
embarrassment as I did it. It was a kind of Oh shit! Moment, but it
was too late to stop, and I bent way over, still rolling my hips. I
straightened up, face red, then turned, letting my hands slide up
and down my torso, then up through my hair.

The skirt was part of a costume, of course.
It was held together on my right hip by a simple piece of Velcro.
It was Matt who reached up with a smirk and gave it a pull. I
gasped, eyes and mouth wide as I clamped my hand over my hip.

And then, heat flooding into me, I let it
go, let the skirt slide down my legs to pool at my ankles!

I stepped out of it, still dancing, now
wearing just the tiny black G-string below the waist, still
dancing, grinding, rolling my hips at him as my hands slid up and
down my body.

My fingers were actually trembling. I was
that charged up! It was at this point I opened my top with the
other two, but I found it very had to do that with this stranger!
Yes, I was showing lots of cleavage, and yes, it was thin enough
you could see the dark circles of my nipples, but even so!

The center of the blouse was held with a
small clip under what was meant to look like a bow. I popped it,
and let my arms slide up and over my head, rolling my hips as I
arched my back, my bare breasts pushing out nakedly at him!

God, my nipples felt so hard, so hot, and
tingled so sharply it was like they actually hurt!

I flung my arms back as I had done with the
others, which caused the blouse and 'cardigan to slide back over my
shoulders.

Oh! My! God!

This could not be happening!

I slid forward, grinding myself in his face,
then sliding onto his lap, now wearing nothing but the G-string as
I ground myself against him! I slid my buttocks back along his legs
towards his knees, leaning in, then up, arching up like a porpoise
so that my stiff nipples slid up along his shirt, up just past his
face, and then I was upright, almost light-headed!

I slid my fingers through my hair, then
dropped my hands onto his shoulders again, grinding my hips against
him in time to the music.

And his big hands came up around me and onto
my ass!

I started, gulping in alarm.

“Y-You're not allowed to touch dancers!” I
gasped.

“Call the bouncer,” he replied.

One of his hands slid up and caught at the
waistband of my G-sring behind, then jerked it up and forward.

That jerked the crotch up hard into my pussy
and I let out a startled cry as it kind of pulled my bottom back
and up. That tilted my shoulders forward, and I caught at his
shoulders against with my hands as he leaned in and cup one of my
breasts with his left hand!

“D-don't!” I squeaked.

“You don't give orders to me, slave girl,”
he said.

I jerked again, frozen by the words, even as
the big fingers of his hand kneaded my breast. Then I cried out as
he jerked harder on the waistband, and the crotch jammed up even
harder into my pussy. A moment later he let my breast go, reached
behind with his other hand, and tore my G-sring apart!

I was naked!

I shuddered as he gripped my hips and
settled me upon him.

“Dance, slave girl,” he growled.

I squirmed, more than danced, and he reached
down and undid his jeans, then unzipped them. He pulled out his
cock, which was hard and thick and long and very, very black, and
laid it up against my belly!

I stared at it with wide eyes, and he
gripped my hands, drew them down, and put my hands over him,
pressing him back against my belly.

“Put your hands around that, sex slave,” he
ordered.

Moaning, dazed, I couldn't refuse, and as my
fingers slipped down around his long, thick cock I felt the heat
and arousal churning inside me with such violence and hunger I
could hardly breath! I rubbed him against my bare stomach, staring
at it even as his hands slid in against my hips and pushed me
backward along his legs, back and back until I slid off onto the
floor.

His hand shifted to my hair and I gasped as
he jerked me in. But I stared at that big cock and then licked at
it. I took it in my hands again and licked up and down it, my mind
roiled by heat as I bent and licked up and down the underside of
the shaft, then began to mouth it, sideways, like a flute, sliding
my lips up and down.

This was so horribly slutty!

I took it into my mouth with a moan, slowly
forcing my taut lips down further and further, sucking just the
head, then another inch, then another, bobbing up and down, my
hands pushing down to massage his balls. I grunted as someone
pulled at my hips and jerked them back, then winced at a slap to my
bottom.

“Legs spread, sex slave,” I heard.

I jerked my knees wide as I slid my lips
down further, forcing them down until the head was poised at the
entrance to my throat. I feared taking something that big into my
throat, though, and slid back up, licking up and down the lower
part of his shaft.

His hand tightened in my hair and
pulled.

“Oh! Oh!” I gasped, grasping at his
wrist.

He pulled me up and forward, forcing me to
my feet, forcing me in, so that I was straddling him, and then he
pulled me down.

“Put that against that hot little pussy of
yours, slave girl,” he growled. “Do it!”

Moaning, whimpering, trembling, I did. Heat
scalded me as the fat, purplish head pressed against the swollen
lips of my sex! Then I felt his hands easing me down, felt the
pressure of his cock pushing up against me, pushing harder, pushing
harder still!

I was sooooo wet! He was big and he was
thick, but the lips of my sex spread wider and wider, achingly
wide, and then... and then I felt that fat head forcing its way up
into the mouth of my sex. My pussy lips strained horribly wide as
my own weight forced me down, and his thick, slick shaft slowly
pushed up into my body!

It … hurt. It was like being impaled. And
yet, the wild thrill if it baked my mind in a furious heat. I
shuddered as I sank down, as his hands slid up my body and roughly
kneaded my breasts. I sank down inch by slow inch, and I didn't
care how much it hurt. I had to have every inch inside me!

Jeffrey had removed the collar and wrist
restraints for my strip tease and lap dance practice, but now I
felt the collar going around my throat again. Then my wrists were
pulled up and back behind me, the restraints locked onto them, then
locked together.

I moaned and gulped in air, using my leg
muscles alone to keep myself from falling fully onto his mighty
staff. But his hands were sliding up and down my body, making it
impossible to keep still. And anyway, I was squatting there, and
couldn't maintain the position for long. So I sank lower and lower,
taking him even deeper inside me!

His hands slid under my bottom and he leaned
in to start sucking and licking at my breasts as he slid me up and
down. His powerful arms seemed to have no difficulty raising me,
much less lowering me, and I began to ride his cock amid a wild,
crackling storm of sexual electricity.

I stared down at the thick, black shaft
glistening below me with breathless fascination. I could hardly
believe how thick it was, or that it was able to get into my
slender body! I stared at it as it slid into me, and out, then in
deeper, then out, then in deeper still!

God! It was like I was wrapped in a nasty
dream!

Then he leaned forward again, sucking at my
nipples, biting at them, then at the flesh around them! He was –
rougher than Jeffrey or Matt had been, but that just made the
excitement, the dark heat more real! I shuddered and cried out as
his large mouth enveloped the center of each breast in turn, teeth
and lips closing in as his chewed and sucked and licked
hungrily!

Devouring me!

He lifted me up and down effortlessly, and
then the incredible sexual tension broke and exploded and I began
to writhe and twist and buck against him, crying out in dazed
passion at the eruption of pleasure, at the stunning explosive
force of it tearing up and out of my body!

It left me stunned, and lolling forward
against his broad chest even as he began to jerk me up and down
faster, and began to thrust up into me. I cried out – every breath
a gasp or cry or moan, as he rode me up and down, as that slick,
fat hard shaft drove up into me with savage force!

I trembled and shook at the feel of it
thrusting up into me, and twisted and moaned as my muscles spasmed
and convulsions tore through me. Despite the intensity of the
climax, I was still utterly overpowered by the heat. I tried to
make my rubbery legs work, my feet scrabbling at the floor to push
myself up, to drop myself down.

My buttocks were hitting his thighs now, and
another raw burst of carnal heat swept over me at the realization I
had that whole big thing inside me! I sobbed dazedly, crying out
again and again as he rode me up and down,as he drove himself up
into me, coming again in helpless pleasure, my insides churned into
a boiling froth by the combination of my own dark heat and his dark
cock.
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My mind was fried to the point I hardly
understood how I had wound up across his shoulder as he carried me
up the stairs. I moaned, eyes glazed, as he tossed me onto my bed
and closed the door. Then he stripped off, revealing a powerful
chest, narrow hips, and a cock which had softened considerably.

Did that mean he had come, some functional
part of my mind wondered.

He straddled my shoulders and dropped his
cock and balls onto my face, leaning over to look down at my head
trapped between his muscular thighs.

I moaned dazedly, and started licking at
them, started sucking at them, drawing his balls into my mouth and
massaging them with my tongue. What was going on, I wondered, or a
part of me wondered, but I didn't really care much.

I focused on his cock. That was, like, my
job, some part of me knew. And it didn't take long for him to start
to grow again, to grow thick and long and hard.

Then he fucked me.

I could expand that into several tens of
thousands of words. He fucked me on my back, slow and deep. He
lifted my legs up and jammed my ankles back over my head and
pounded into me until I thought my bottom was so bruised I wouldn't
be able to sit down again.

He took me on all fours, and he took me on
my side. He made me straddle and ride him, and then he shoved
himself down my throat – somehow, and then he threw me on my face
and fucked me in the ass. He tied me spreadeagled to the bed and
fucked my pussy, my mouth and my breasts. He fucked me for what
seemed like the rest of the night, through multiple orgasms, and
left me covered in sweat, bruises and come, barely conscious,
throat and jaw aching, insides aching, mind fried.

It was like I was gang banged – by one guy.
One big, black, and very intimidating guy who didn't ask anything,
just told, and did.

He did not move in, though, thank God,
because I didn't think I'd be able to survive that sort of thing
every night. Then again, he must have been saving that up. No way
any guy even had the time to spend hours in bed every day, much
less the stamina.

I was dragging my ass the next day, let me
tell you. It started as usual, with Jeffrey taking me out of the
cage, and getting his blow job. Then I made breakfast, fucked Matt,
got dressed, and went to school, where I tried to focus on the law,
with only minimal success.

When I got home Matt, who was driving,
sodomized me, then took me upstairs, up to the attic.

“What's up here?” I asked dubiously.

“Raw beams we can attach bolts and screws
to,” he replied.

I looked up and saw that was true, licking
my lips as I saw the chain dangling there.

I spent most of the next couple of hours
looking at the floor, because Matt hung me upside down by the
ankles. Did I mention it was hot in the attic, hot and sweaty? He
stuffed a dildo up my ass and a vibrator deep into my pussy, then
gagged me and left me alone.

At first, the blood rushed to my head,
making it throb, but that slowly faded as I hung there, swaying
slightly, and then I began to feel the heat. My insides were
thrumming with excitement, and the vibrator was making that worse,
especially with my thighs squeezing in around the base.

It felt sort of like I was floating, after a
while, especially as my mind began to drift into the swirling heat
rising within me. A parade of orgasms followed, as I twisted and
swung and cried out in muffled heat, sweating like a pig and wildly
overheated, inside and out until I was dripping wet (inside and
out).

By the time Jeffrey got home and let me down
I was almost as dazed as I had been after that long session with
Dave. He gave me a quick washing, since I was so sweaty, then
fucked me before taking me downstairs so I could make dinner.

I spent much of the rest of the evening
across his lap or Matt's while they watched a football game. I was
still bound, still gagged, and had the dildo and vibrator inside me
much of the time. I was alternately slapped, groped and
masturbated, and spent most of the time in a medium to deep heat,
coming several times.

And that was before I gave them lap-dances
before bed, both of which turned into me riding up and down on
their stiff cocks. Then it was off to bed.

But they'd made changes to my bed while I
was hanging around in the attic. In fact, they'd removed my bed
entirely, and replaced it with a large wooden cage. This was not
the dog cage from the basement. This one was actually long enough
for me to lay in with my legs straight. It was the size of a single
bed, in fact, and about three feet high.

It had a water bottle attached to the
outside of the bars, with a nipple curving inward, like you'd see
on a hamster cage, and a second container which had granola, which
I guess was a play on the hamster food thing. There was also a
clock radio on the outside, and a very soft, if thin mattress on
the inside, along with a furry blanket.

I was... bemused more than anything, by it.
I was also tired and had just come, so I was okay with crawling
into it and flopping down with a groan, not really caring that
Jeffrey locked me in.

Perverts, I thought tiredly.

We continued on like this for several days.
It wasn't all sex, but I was always either naked, or the next best
thing. I was almost always bound, with my hands only locked in
front of me when I needed them to either do some cooking, cleaning,
or homework.

My butt got slapped a lot, though I have to
admit some of that was me teasing and taunting them to draw a
reaction when I felt I wanted one. I didn't mind their little
punishments, not even the odd spanking, because the pleasure was
always way more intense than the pain.

But the slaps were instant for certain
infractions, like rolling my eyes, or failing to call them 'sir',
or any backtalk. And so I got into the habit of calling them sir,
and of schooling my features when they could see me, and was more
careful about whether I wanted to be mouthy or not.

And every afternoon, with the help of the
crop, Jeffrey would put me through multiple positions, which I had
to assume instantly and perfectly, like a soldier given an order.
Any hesitation or failure brought a quick snap of the crop against
my butt or hip or sometimes my breasts.

That wasn't really difficult, for the
positions weren't hard to remember, nor assume. I just had to shift
between them quickly, which gave me quite the workout, to be
honest, leaving me panting and breathless at the end.

The first time I got a strapping, though,
was something else again. That hurt! But it also produced an
incredible sensation of wild, thrilling arousal.

Admittedly, I had been acting up on purpose
because they were watching another stupid football game and I was
bored. And I might have been more convincing about 'accidentally'
pouring Matt's beer on him if I'd poured it in his lap, say,
instead of over his head.

Laughing right afterward was probably not a
wise choice either, but he did look wonderfully startled. But I was
feeling slightly giddy at my own daring, knowing damn well that was
going to get me a spanking.

Instead Jeffrey brought me to my room, to
the cage. He tossed me in, then left the room and came back with
some odd additions. One was an L-shaped post which attached to the
top corner of the cage. It went straight up, then straight out,
with a hook on the end. The second was a three foot long post which
also attached to the corner. It was straight, and round, and angled
down at an angle.

Matt came in, having cleaned himself off
somewhat, and they dragged me out of the cage – eventually. I mean,
I had to put on a show, right? But between them they wound up
literally dragging me out by my ankles.

They drew my already bound wrists up and
forward to the overhead post. To do it, though, they had me
straddle the second, down angled post, which, by the way, had
leather around it. It wasn't smooth leather, but kind of a rough,
or grainy leather.

I was wary about what they were doing, kind
of anxious, for this was new. Naturally, they stuffed the ball gag
into my mouth, so I couldn't ask any questions. My arms were pulled
sharply up and forward, bending me forward somewhat, and jamming my
groin into the grainy leather post.

Jeffrey was the more perverted one, but it
was Matt who was taking engineering, and it looked like he'd put
this thing together. He moved around quickly making adjustments,
raising the angled post a bit, which forced me up onto the balls of
my feet, while Jeffrey attached an elastic cord to my nipples by
clipping it to both of them.

Which hurt! I danced around, yelling muffled
curses and cries as the alligator clips snapped down on my hard
pink nipples, but my movements were severely limited, and they paid
no attention to my complaints. It wasn't the first time I'd had
clips on my nipples, though, and the pain faded into a dull
throbbing ache before too long.

More notable was that this time the cord
went around the upright post, pulling at my nipples, stretching
them forward.

And then Matt produced the strap!

I gulped and my eyes widened when I saw it!
It was about three inches wide and two and a half feet long, and it
was clearly designed for this, not for wearing. It was doubled up,
but it was completely flat, and when Matt swung it the thing
smacked my bottom hard!

It's hard to describe the sensation other
than to say it hurt! It was different from being spanked, because
the leather wasn't very heavy compared to a hand, and was more
flexible as it snapped in against my out-thrust bottom. The
stinging was sharper, but not as deep, if that makes sense.

But it hurt!

I cried out into the gag, and the sharp
stinging blow threw my hips forward. Of course, I was already up on
the balls of my feet, and my sex was already pressed against the
dimpled leather. Even so my hips jerked violently forward as I rose
onto my toes, and my sex jammed even harder against the narrow
leather post, hard enough for it to force my labia apart as my
body's natural reaction sent my hips rolling up against it,
effectively grinding myself along it.

And no, that didn't feel good. Though
honestly, I hardly noticed that part amid the sudden sharp pain in
my butt. I didn't notice the ease of tension in the elastic clipped
to my nipples either, at least, not initially, as my body jerked
forward.

But then my body eased back, of course, and
that pulled my nipples more sharply against the cord until I was
able to assume my previous position.

Except the strap swung in again just about
then, and Matt used a sideways swing of his arm and wrist to sent
it flying up against the underside of my buttocks with a sharp
crack of sound and another stinging burst of pain!

Once again my hips and body jerked forward,
then back, and another blow from the strap bit into my bottom.

And another, and another... and another!
Matt was swinging the strap about once every two seconds, and
giving me no time to brace or control myself or ease into this
(admittedly deserved) punishment! The strap cracked down across my
bottom again and again, and my flesh began to burn and ache with
real pain!

With it was real frustration and anguish! I
mean, I couldn't even tell him to stop! I couldn't apologize or beg
or make myself understood! All I could do was keep jerking and
twisting and crying out as the belt bit into my tender bottom!

I started to panic a bit, to be truthful. My
butt was really hurting and I couldn't do anything about it but
just stand there and take blow after blow! Neither of them sounded
like they were in a forgiving mood either!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You know you deserve this, slave,” Matt
growled.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Slave girls need to be obedient,” Jeffrey
added.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sex slaves have to show respect to their
masters,” Matt said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You know you're our slut. You've said so,”
Jeffrey said.

Crack! Crack

“You're our sex slave. You've admitted
it.”

Crack! Crack!

My bottom was burning! And I could feel
tears starting to come to my eyes, tears of frustration and pain! I
was not liking this!

Matt paused and I felt his hand on my
throbbing, overheated bottom, stroking lightly across the surface
as I moaned and sniffled helplessly.

“You have to learn to be a good little slave
if you don't want to be punished,” he said.

“Every sex toy needs to be properly
trained,” Jeffrey said.

“Are you sorry for pouring beer on my head,
slut?” Matt asked?

“Yes, sir,” I moaned through the gag.

“Do you want more or would you rather I fuck
you in the ass?”

Well, of course I wanted him to fuck me
instead!

“Fuck me in the ass, please, sir,” I tried
to say through the gag.

I wasn't wearing a dildo but I always had a
butt-plug in now. He pulled it out and I felt a huge surge of
relief that my punishment was over! I let my head fall forward
more, eyes blinking rapidly as I felt his erection sliding up into
my body.

I gasped as he seized my hair and jerked my
head up and back through my arms, then leaned over to kiss his way
along the nape of my neck as his cock began to slide slowly in and
out. I moaned, still panting, flushed, and still terribly relieved.
I welcomed this rather than the strapping, believe me!

Truth to tell I'd come to kind of like anal
sex. Oh, I preferred the regular kind as far as sensation goes, but
there was something particularly dirty and nasty and so wickedly
exiting about letting them fuck me in the ass, so I liked that
too.

I groaned as he moved in and out, as his fat
round mushroom head drove all the way up inside me and he ground
his hips against my still overheated buttocks. And now I kind of
noticed that my pussy was feeling pretty sensitive. Well, it had
been rubbing up and down against that textured leather while he
strapped my ass, so it was feeling a bit sore and – hot.

And sensitive.

Pulling back my hair also reminded me that
my nipples were sore, too. They'd been jerking back and forth,
pulling repeatedly at the elasticized cord, and were doing so again
now that his hips began to strike my buttocks with more
authority.

And that was when the heat began to kick in.
And it did so like turning on a switch. The sharp aching blows were
passed, and here I was having been... tortured, practically, naked,
being sodomized, my nipples burning, and my pussy grinding against
this leather post thing and...

And my breathing began to get ragged again
before I'd even caught my breath from the frantic pulse racing
strapping! I grunted and moaned as he thrust into me. He was using
long strokes, and his hips smacked solidly against my buttocks
every time he drove himself in, as if he wanted to cram every
possible inch up inside me!

That, of course, forced my naked sex to
slide up along the leather covered post! And when he pulled back my
hips slid back, my body falling back so that my nipples stung
wildly as they pulled against the cord!

It was a different sort of sensation than I
was used to. It ached, both up top and down below, but the wild
dark thrill which was sweeping over me was drawing those aching
sensation in and shifting them, twisting them into something hot
and seething and wickedly exciting.

Heat enveloped me. I found it hard to draw
breath, moaning and gasping and grunting as Matt thrust solidly
into me. The harder he thrust the more heavily my sex ground up
against the post, and the wilder the dark, aching heat felt.

He pulled out several times, leaving me
feeling vacant, only to enter me again and thrust himself all the
way up inside me. When he pulled out again I shuddered weakly. I
was actually grinding my hips in and out on my own now, as they
could both see, heedless of what they'd think. I was moaning and
shuddering as Matt picked up the strap again.

Crack!

I cried out, dazed, startled, moaning at the
blow, but the churning dark heat and hunger enveloping me was
almost masochistic in nature, exulting in my bondage, in the
'cruel' punishment and my helplessness.

Crack!

I cried out again, the blow sending my hips
forward, my sex grinding up along the post.

Crack! Crack!

My hips lurched and bucked violently.

Crack!

The orgasm started between my legs and
exploded up through my body!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The belt snapped across my bottom repeatedly
as my hips bucked frantically, as the orgasm tore apart my mind and
overloaded my nervous system. The sharp cracks of the strap were
like oil on the wildfire within me, and I think my eyes actually
rolled back in my head as I bucked and twisted and pulled my aching
nipples against the clips again and again.

I was drooling through the gag. That was an
ongoing problem you had to watch for with ball gags. Obviously when
you have something in your mouth and it keeps your mouth open
you're going to salivate. Usually it was something I could cope
with, but not when my mind was spinning like a top.

I half hung there by the wrists, which
ached, moaning dazedly as I felt Matt thrusting into me again. His
cock pumped steadily up in my belly, his hips sometimes slapping,
sometimes grinding against my buttocks as he stroked.

“You're our slut, Hannah,” he whispered in
my ear. “You're our sex slave. You're our whore. You're our fuck
toy.”

He didn't say it in an insulting or sneering
fashion either, but in a kind of hot, breathless, exciting tone
that made me moan in my head.

“Hannah's body was built for continuous
sex,” Jeffrey said. “Her mind, as well.”

I just lay there, head hanging over,
grunting as Matt drove into me and then finished.

But then Jefferey moved in and took his
place, and once again I felt a long, thick cock deep inside as his
hips pushed me in and then let me slide back, pushed me in and let
me slide back.

At first, as my awareness returned, that was
uncomfortable, for my sex was extremely sensitive, but then heat
started to rise within me again.

When he pulled out and started strapping my
bottom, I came again.
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Jeffrey was staying at work preparing for
some sort of diving event. That left me alone with Matt for much of
the evening. That was okay, though he had me dress in the slutty
schoolgirl outfit again, and then announced, after dinner, that
we'd be having company.

I immediately felt a flush of heat, thinking
Dave would be coming back. I was both wary and excited at the
thought. The rough sex with him had left me bruised, but God, it
had been wild!

The guy who showed up at the door, though,
was called Paul. He was blonde, and like Dave and Matt, was on the
diving team. I tried to back away when I realized it was a
stranger, but Matt grabbed my wrist to hold me in place.

“Hey, Paul,” he said casually. “This is
Hannah, my roommate,” he said.

My face was flushed, my skin feeling as
though it was throbbing with the heat of embarrassment as I dropped
my eyes.

“Hey!” Paul said.

I gasped at a slap to my bottom.

“Be polite,” Matt said.

“Hello,” I all-but whispered, face
crimson.

“Go and get Paul a beer,” Matt ordered.

The guys had spent the last week teaching me
to be their servant, so to speak, and also teaching me to do what I
was told, so this had become kind of, well, not instinctive, but
easy and mindless. I was delighted to scurry out to the kitchen and
out of Paul's sight!

I was less delighted to return, but I had
to, blushing furiously as I handed him his beer, trying to avoid
his wide, staring eyes.

“I have to – .”

“Go get the poker table and set it up,
Hannah, would you,” Matt said.

I squirmed emotionally, but again, I was
getting used to obedience, so I did as he ordered, bringing it back
and setting it up. By then I was starting to get used to this
strange (cute) guy ogling me in my slutty costume, and starting
also, of course, to realize that Matt probably meant him to fuck
me!

Well, he was well-built, and I was, after
all, in a very slutty mood.

The thing about doing slutty things is the
more you do, the less shocking they are, which means that things
you might not have done before which were just a little more
slutty, are now not quite as out of the question. And then
after you do those things, well, then things even
more slutty are not quite as out of the question.

And the guys had done a pretty good job of
getting me used to doing wildly slutty things!

So the idea of fucking this Paul guy was
starting to seem kind of exciting even though I was still kind of
embarrassed.

“That's a nice outfit you're wearing,” Paul
said.

I just blushed.

“We try to make her wear at least
something,” Matt said. “If we'd leave it to Hannah she'd parade
around naked every evening.”

“And this is bad in what way?” Paul
demanded.

“Put a bowl of chips on the table, Hannah,”
Matt said.

“Yes, sir,” I said, instinctively, then
flushed and hurried out.

“Sir?” I heard Paul ask.

Shit!

I brought the bowl in and set it down, and
the bell rang!

I flushed as Matt went to the door and let
in another guy! As he and Paul greeted him I gathered his name was
Derek. He was shorter than them, stockier, with a very short,
almost military type haircut. His eyes were darker and they looked
at me with unrestrained lust.

My cheeks burned again, and I found my heart
pounding and my pulse racing as Matt ordered me to go and get him a
beer too.

Oh, God! This was getting so kinky! My heart
was in my throat but my body was starting to thrum with a
glittering sense of wicked excitement!

I brought back Derek's beer, and poured for
him as Matt ordered, and then the bell rang again!

“Get that, Hannah,” Matt said casually.

I turned, chest tight, and went to the door,
then slowly eased it open.

It was another stranger!

He was a bit older, with shaggy brown hair,
and a lazy smile on his face. I led him back to the table, where he
sat with the other three, and then went and got him a beer. His
name was Colin, and he had an English accent.

The thing was, despite all the staring and
comments, they didn't do anything to me – at first. Matt had me go
and make them all some nachos. That took a little time, mostly to
get the stuff together and heat up the cheese and pork. I knew how
Matt liked his nachos by then.

I returned and placed the tray on the table
amid much thanks, and they continued to play poker. I wondered what
else Matt had in mind, for I was fairly sure he had something in
mind other than showing me off, but that just left me wary and
uncertain, as well as being kind of well, hot and bothered.

It was half an hour later when Matt called
me out. I stood there anxiously, blushing as they all looked at me.
I noticed Matt didn't have many chips in front of him. As I
watched, he tossed the remainder on the table, then gestured to
me.

“For the rest, I bet her panties,” he
said.

I started, and gulped, and blushed more
hotly. The skirt, like I said, barely covered my ass!

“Let me see the panties first,” Derek
said.

Matt gestured at me and I blushed hotly, but
lifted the skirt up to show the tiny little black V of lacy
fabric.

“Okay, deal,” Derek said.

“What about the back end?” Paul
demanded.

I had to turn around and raise the skirt
again to show my mostly bare bottom!

“Okay,” he said.

So they played, while I stood there
uncertainly, and Matt lost.

“Give him your panties,” he said in
disgust.

Gulping, blushing, I slid my panties down
and off and handed them to Derek, who grinned at me and looked at
my crotch.

“Hang around, Hannah,” Matt said as they
dealt cards for another hand.

Matt seemed to like his hand.

“Tell you what, I'll bet her sweater,” he
said.

The little cardigan wasn't much of a
sweater, I thought, and covered nothing at all, but the others
accepted it, and Matt lost again.

I was starting to think this was some kind
of strip poker game!

Matt bet my top! I felt breathless! Of
course, it left half my breasts bare anyway, since there was so
much cleavage, and my very hard nipples poked through it, the pink
buttons partially visible through the thin white fabric anyway.

Matt lost the hand.

My heart pounded as I untied the two sides
and let them slide apart, and a kind of wall of heat and shock hit
me as I felt the sides fall away, my breasts pushing out naked!

I removed the top and handed it to Mat, who
tossed it to Colin!

“Nice tits,” Colin said.

“Those are awesome,” Mark added.

“I like those,” Paul said, nodding
happily.

All of them were staring at my bare
breasts!

'You should feel how soft they are,” Matt
said.

“Okay.”

“Not part of the deal. Let's play.”

The next hand, Matt bet my skirt, and
lost.

My skin felt as if it were both flaming with
embarrassment and crackling with sexual electricity as I removed
it.

“Nice shave job,” Paul said.

“She waxes,” Mark said.

“I bet that hurts.”

“She doesn't mind pain sometimes,” Matt said
with a smirk.

I was trembling slightly, and closed my
thighs self-consciously.

“Is that the way you should be standing,
Hannah?” Matt asked.

I flinched.

“Feet apart, hands behind your neck, back
arched,” he ordered.

I felt my face burn as I obeyed, arching my
back sharply and thrusting out my breasts.

“Niiiice,” Colin said.

“Shit, I'd like to fuck that,” Paul
added.

“Let's deal the next hand,” Matt said.

He bet a lap dance from me, and this time
won. I was relieved and also disappointed. He won back my little
skirt, and I put it on anxiously. Then he lost the next hand so I
lost it again, and had to stand there once more with my hands
behind my neck, naked!

And then he bet a lap dance from me and lost
it!

Colin was the one who won the hand, and I
could feel my pulse racing as he pushed back his chair with a broad
grin and patted his lap while Matt turned on the music. I was
stricken, horribly embarrassed and yet burning with heat at the
same time.

I had never even spoken to him or any of
them, but now I straddled his chair, my hips starting to grind as I
began to move in time to the music. I sank down slowly onto this
thighs, my hands sliding up his chest and over his shoulders as I
slid in closer.

His hands came up and cupped my ass.

“No, you don't get to touch the dancers,
man,” Matt said.

Colin chuckled and dropped his hands and,
breathlessly, I danced, grinding myself against what I felt was
definitely a thick hard cock inside his pants!

This was so insanely slutty!

And it wasn't just him! Three other guys
were looking on, two of them strangers!

Fuck!

I turned around, sitting back on him,
grinding my buttocks in and out and from side to side, arching back
across his shoulder as he let his fingers come up to caress my
hips. My butt rubbed back and forth over his crotch and I could
feel his breathing was getting pretty heated too!

Then the music stopped and Matt gripped my
arm, pulling me away.

“Next hand,” he said.

He bet a lap dance from me again, and lost,
this time to Paul. Once again I had to straddle his chair, grinding
myself against him, sliding my nipples up and down across his chest
and face, twisting and writhing on his lap until the music was
ended.

“Next hand,” Matt said.

He won the next hand, which got me my skirt
back. But then he lost it in the following hand, and in the next
one he bet a lap dance from me again. Colin and Paul objected,
though.

“I already had a lap dance,” he said. “Bet
something else.”

“How about a free hand lap-dance?”

“Done!”

I had no idea what the fuck that was, and my
brain was too overheated to really think about it. But Matt lost so
I was about to find out. This time it was Derek whose lap I ground
myself against. His hands came up and began to caress and knead my
buttocks as I did, and Matt didn't say anything.

I gulped and continued to grind against him,
rolling my hips as one of his hands slid up my hip, up my side, and
then came in under my breast! He cupped and squeezed my breast as I
ground against him, his fingers plucking at the nipple!

I eased back, turned my back to him, and
sank down again, rubbing and grinding my buttocks against his
crotch. His right hand came around my side and his fingers found my
pussy! They started sliding up and down the tight, slick, swollen
crease as his other hand came around my left side and cupped my
breast!

I had a pretty good idea of what 'freehand'
meant now!

His right fingers slowly pushed up inside me
as I tried to concentrate on my 'dancing', grinding and rubbing and
rolling against him, and I was on the verge of an orgasm when the
song finished and Matt pulled me away.

Matt bet a blow-job on the next hand, and
lost.

Moaning, I sank to my knees in front of
Paul, unzipped his trousers, pulled his big erection out, and slid
my lips over it, bobbing and sucking as he cursed softly and the
others looked on with excitement.

It didn't even occur to me to say no, by the
way. It was like... like I wasn't in charge of anything any more,
like it was up to Matt to decide stuff, and I would just do
whatever he wanted.

I took Paul deep into my throat, and he
cried out in surprise, then came, his hips pushing up as his hands
pushed down on my head and he groaned in pleasure.

“What a hot little slut,” Derek
exclaimed.

Matt bet my pussy, and lost. I straddled
Colin, moaning helplessly, sinking down onto his cock, and then
riding him. It took about twenty seconds before the overwhelming
heat turned into orgasm and I began to cry out in helpless pleasure
as I rode him desperately.

It was so fucking wild! All those eyes on
me!

And not just eyes. I saw Matt with a camera,
but didn't really pay much attention.

The next hand he bet my ass, and I was bent
over the table, breasts pressing down on the chips and cards as
Derek pounded himself into me hard enough to make the whole table
shake! I came again, writhing and sobbing helplessly under the wild
hurricane of emotional and physical heat.

The gave up on the poker game and turned on
the TV to watch a game. Matt had me get everyone beers, but he
stuck his leg out so I tripped and spilled some on the coffee
table.

“You're so clumsy,” he said. “I think our
little maid has to be punished for her clumsiness,” he said to the
others.

“Sure,” Derek said with a grin.

Matt dragged me belly down across his lap
and then started spanking me. When I squirmed and twisted he drew
my wrists back behind me and tied them together, then resumed the
spanking as the other guys looked on.

Of course, as always with Matt, every second
or third spank ended with his fingers between my legs, either
inside me or stroking against my clitoris! And he stopped spanking
when my pussy was even hotter than my butt.

“That gave me a hard-on,” he said as if
complaining.

“I think we know who can take care of that,”
Paul said.

So he put me on my knees in front of him,
wrists still bound, and had me blow him.

“Keep that butt up and legs spread,” he
ordered.

I moaned helplessly as I obeyed, knowing
three guys were looking at me. And I shuddered as I felt a hand on
my butt, then sensed a presence beside me. Big male hands came down
to cup and fondle my breasts as fingers pushed into my pussy and
flicked across my clitoris. Derek and Paul were kneeling on either
side of me as I bobbed up and down on Matt's cock!

“I wanna fuck this whore!” Paul growled.

“Do it,” Matt said.

I moaned around his cock as I felt myself
penetrated, not by fingers, but by a cock. Paul thrust into me and
started riding me hard, his hips slapping against my butt!

Matt sat back lazily, taking pictures, or
was it videos? I didn't care!

When he came He had me sucking Colin hard
again, then had me straddle Paul as he lay on the sofa. Derek slid
in behind me and shoved his cock into my ass again, and I came,
writhing and bucking and sobbing in heat and wildfire pleasure!

Then Colin moved in and grabbed my hair,
forcing me to bend over more, and shoved his cock into my mouth and
then down my throat. Six hands moved over my body as they thrust
into me with eager hunger, and I came again and then again,
writhing and twisting, convulsions tearing through my overheated
body as they crushed me between them!

It was like I was drunk, intoxicated,
light-headed, but on the incredible dark excitement of it all
rather than any kind of alcohol! I did anything they wanted! I did
everything they wanted!

*

They were all gone and I had finished
cleaning up by the time Jeffrey got home. He took me upstairs and
washed me, as usual, and then fucked me and put me into my cage.
And somehow, the next morning, I went to school as if nothing had
happened! I wore a knee length beige skirt and a dark brown shirt,
and looked, I thought, very professional.

And that night, Matt had to stay late to
practice, and Jeffrey had me to himself.

And his guest.

I didn't know he had a guest, of course, not
at first. He brought me into my room where the cage had now had two
posts added to the corners, then tied my arms up and apart, my legs
down and apart, blindfolded and gagged me, and began to whip
me.

“I'm going to make an instructional video,”
he announced, as I stood there on the balls of my feet. “Since your
face is pretty much covered you don't need to worry about being
recognized.”

I flushed and pulled against the restraints
to no avail!

“In order to properly discipline the slave
girl, it's necessary to first put her into the proper frame of
mind,” he said, as if speaking to an audience.

I heard the buzzing, then gasped as the
vibrator began to play up and down against my pussy. At the same
time, a dildo began to push into my ass and pump in and out!

“Slave girls are by definition, a very
highly sexed group,” he continued. “Slut is a pejorative term, but
in reality, what you have with slave girls are young women whose
minds are completely fixated on physical pleasure, both giving and
receiving.”

I moaned, my hips grinding. This was kinky,
silly but kinky! Then I started hearing a woman gasping and moaning
and crying out in pleasure! It was me! But … where the hell was it
– ?!

And then I remembered Matt and cringed,
wondering how much of me he'd recorded the previous evening!
Because that was definitely the sound of me having an orgasm!

“It is necessary, from time to time, to
discipline these slave girls,” Jeffrey said.

He buried the dildo in my ass then drew
back.

“A proper whip should be used, one heavy
enough to sting, but insufficient to damage the slave's skin.”

I could still hear myself moaning and crying
out in pleasure!

And then – snap! The sound was
comparatively soft as the thin, flexible something hit me.

I yelped into the gag as a stinging line of
pain cut diagonally across my back!

And then I thought ohmygod! I mean,
was he actually whipping me!?

“Slave girls become impertinent without
proper discipline,” he continued.

Snap! The impact across my skin was
light, but followed an instant later by a stinging heat which made
me gasp and jerk.

Snap! I yelled into the gag as
another line of pain crossed my back, this one sideways! I pulled
against the restraints, twisting my head uselessly, I mean, as if I
could see anything anyway!

Snap!

I squealed and strained against the
restraints as the sharp line of pain crossed my back again.

He was whipping me!

Snap!

The line of pain cut across my bottom with
stinging force!

Snap!

I cried out again, as the line of pain cut
across my upper back, circled across my ribs on the right, and then
cut at my right breast!

“The important message to convey to the
slave,” Jeffrey said.

Snap! The whip cut across my lower
back, then curled around my waist, leaving a line of hot pain
behind!

“... is that she must obey every order her
master gives her without question or pause.”

Snap!

The whip curled across my back again and
snapped at both breasts!

“At the same time, the punishment should
continue to convey to the slave what a sexual animal she is.”

Snap!

The whip cut across my lower back and then
curled across my hip and down between my legs!

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

Four straight blows which alternately curled
across my right hip and my left, all ending up slapping stingingly
against my pussy, and making me writhe and twist with growing
desperation!

Oh I knew that he wasn't using a lot of
force. I mean, just feeling the whip hitting me I could tell it
could have hit a lot harder. And I did feel a sense of wild dark
outrage at the thought of being whipped! But it still hurt! And I
couldn't do anything to stop it!

Snap!

The whip curled around my chest and snapped
at my breasts.

Snap! Snap! Snap!

It did it again and again and again as I
twisted and arched and moaned helplessly!

“It is necessary to demonstrate to the slave
that her body belongs to you now, and that you are free to do
anything to it you choose,” Jefferey said.

Snap! Snap! Snap!

The whip curled across my hip again, slicing
into the soft, pink, now aching flesh between my legs!

There was a brief hesitation, and then I
felt his fingers against me, gently prying open my swollen labia.
Then his tongue slid up and down and his lips enveloped my clitoris
as he started to suck.

I shuddered in relief, gulping in air, and
the heat within me began to swirl and churn again very quickly as
he reached between my legs, gripped the base of the dildo in my
bottom, and began to pump it in and out.

His tongue drove startlingly deep inside me,
twisting and swirling, then rose up to flick across my clitoris
with short, rapid movements which made me gasp and caused my hips
to grind and spasm.

Snap!

The whip curled across my chest again,
slicing into my taut breasts!

I felt a shock at that, for his mouth was
still on my pussy! Or... someone's mouth was!

“The sex slave is, above all, a sluttish
girl,” Jeffrey said from what sounded like six feet or so behind
me, “A prisoner to her own sexual hungers.”

Snap!

The whip cut across my back as the mouth
between my legs continued to suck on my clitoris. I felt the dildo
pumping steadily as fingers pushed up between the lips of my sex
and wriggled deep inside me!

God! Who was there!? Was it Matt!? Was it
another stranger!?

I yelped as a hand jerked back on my hair,
forcing my head far back.

“Are you my slut, Hannah?” Jeffrey demanded,
his lips next to my ear.

I moaned in response, and felt a hand
cupping my breast.

“Say it!” he ordered.

“I'm your slut!” I moaned into the gag, my
words, of course, heavily muffled and largely unintelligible.

He undid the strap behind my head and worked
the gag loose, and I cried out as he jerked on my hair again.

“Say it,” he whispered.

“I'm your slut, sir!” I moaned.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

He jerked on my hair. “Say it, slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” I cried.

The mouth between my legs was extremely
talented! And hungry! It was sucking avidly on my clitoris as his
fingers, three of them, I thought, pumped in and out of me!

God, I didn't even know who he was and I was
still starting to burn with a sexual fever!

I felt his hands at my wrists, undoing them
from the chain and then drawing them down together behind my back.
I shuddered and swayed as the guy between my legs licked strongly
at my quivering clitoris! I was going to come very soon now!

But then they stopped. I moaned as my ankles
were undone, as I was pulled to my knees and bent over.

“Legs wide, bottom high, sex slave,” Jeffrey
ordered.

I eagerly complied, and moaned as I felt
something hard and warm rubbing up and down against my swollen
entrance. It pushed slowly inside me and my eyes closed beneath the
blindfold as it drove deeper and deeper, filling me up in an aching
but delicious way!

I felt the blindfold being pulled free, and
blinked dazedly at the rug in front of my chin, then cried out as a
hand grasped a thick mass of my hair and jerked my head up and
back. Hips slapped against my buttocks and I cried out at that too,
for he had driven his cock wonderfully deep inside me!

I rolled my eyes to left, to right, but I
couldn't move my head while he kept my hair in such a tight hold.
His hips began to slap against me hard and harder, his cock
punching deep inside me, and off to the side, Jeffrey stood – with
a camera to his face!

This time I was going to demand the
video!

But then my mind was washed out by an
intense orgasm as I was fucked by... by no one I could see, fucked
hard, fast, deep and wonderfully wickedly roughly! I cried out
again and again as he pounded into me, and when he released my hair
my head dropped so fast my chin almost smacked into the floor!

I groaned weakly as he continued to thrust
into me, his hands jerking back on my hips as he rode me with hard,
steady strokes that didn't slow down at all. I lay slack jawed for
a bit, eyes slitted, groaning and grunting as he continued to ride
me, as Jeffrey moved around in front of me, then onto my other
side.

I gasped in pain as my hair was wrapped
around the guy's fist again and I was pulled up once more. Then he
leaned over me and I felt his teeth against my throat and then...
bare breasts against my bare back!

I rolled my eyes wildly to the side, and got
a sense of blonde hair and a blue eye, but she held my hair firmly,
and I couldn't turn my head! But there was no mistaking those warm
breasts against my back, or the stiff, hard nipples rubbing against
me!

There was an 'omygod' moment which stretched
on as she thrust into me, but then it slowly began to dissolve as
the heat swept over me and through me once again. I could feel my
anxiety and concern and embarrassment melting away as the heat
became more intense, and then I just surrendered myself to the dark
pleasure as whoever she was rode me powerfully, rode me for long
minutes, and rode me through another powerful orgasm.

Her hand reached under to knead my breast
roughly, then slapped it lightly, but stingingly, and repeatedly as
I trembled and cried out. She shoved my face down into the floor
and released my hair, her hands on my shoulders instead, pushing my
chest down hard into the rug as her hips rode me, as they rammed
hard and ground against my upraised bottom.

Then she folded her body atop mine again,
and I felt her breasts pillowed out against my back as her arm slid
down around my waist, her hand searching for, and finding my
clitoris. I cried out as they began to stroke across it, and felt
her teeth on my throat.

“Are you my slut?” she growled.

I moaned dazedly, then cried out as she
pinched my nipple.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut!” I gasped helplessly.

“Say, I'm your slut mistress,” the woman
ordered.

“I'm your slut, mistress!” I moaned, heat
and embarrassment swirling inside me.

“Say you're my filthy little whore,” she
demanded.

“I'm your filthy little whore, mistress!” I
half sobbed as she jammed her … dildo, hard into the back wall of
my pussy!

She pounded me into another orgasm, then
drew out and shoved on my hip so I fell over to the side. She
rolled me onto my back and spread my legs wide, then drove
herself... drove her strap-on dildo into me again.

She was blonde, and about my age. She was
taller, with wider shoulders, large breasts, and a strong, oval
shaped face with large blue eyes filled with heat and hunger.

She scooped my legs up and jammed them back
as she leaned over me and buried the strap-on dildo she wore deep
in my belly! She forced my legs back further and further, pressing
her own chest down, then kissing me hard as her hips worked up and
down, the dildo pumping in and out.

She didn't get soft, of course. She couldn't
get soft! So she could just keep thrusting into my quivering body –
which she did, until I came again!

She chuckled as she eased up and back, then
stood up, slipping the dildo down and off.

“Now you and I are going to have a little
alone time, slut,” she said.

She wound my hair around her fist and jerked
and I cried out as she half lifted me off my back and dragged me
across the rug. I scrambled to my knees, but I couldn't rise
because she was holding my hair in her fist and walking away,
forcing me to scramble along on my knees, head down!

We went into Matt's room, which of course,
was empty, and she closed the door behind us. She pulled me by the
hair up into the bed and then threw her body atop mine!

“I have a lot to teach you, little slut,”
she purred as she began to grind her sex against mine.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


My jaw was tired by the time she left. I
still didn't know her name. She'd made me call her mistress. She'd
taught me a lot about how to please a woman, though, made me learn
it, to be more accurate. It had been weird on many levels. Even
without my hands being bound behind me she could have overpowered
me. As it was she manhandled me as much as any man would have.

And made me come repeatedly.

When she was gone, Jeffrey fucked me, then
washed me. Matt was home by then, and after I was gagged, and with
me still bound, they had me kneel in the living room as Matt got to
eagerly watch the video Jeffrey had taken!

It was a shock seeing myself on the big
screen TV! Watching myself writhe and arch and strain against the
leather restraints while he whipped me was shockingly erotic and
arousing! Watching my body buck and shake as the woman knelt there
and licked me was even wilder!

Then I got to watch her mounting and riding
me to several orgasms. That was hot, too, though it made me feel
really weird!

I wanted to complain about him taking the
video but of course, I was gagged. And then I saw the one Matt had
taken, of me and those three guys! God! My face flamed, but at the
same time I ground my thighs desperately together, and managed to
climax just from seeing myself like that!

I mean, if those videos ever came out people
would think I was the biggest slut in the world!

And maybe I was!

Matt fucked me, of course, and then they put
me into the cage bed for the night.

The next day started like the others, with
sex and breakfast and rushing off to classes. I did manage to
complain about the videos but the guys just joked about it!

And that night we had a 'Playboy' session,
which was basically both of them taking tons of pictures of me,
mostly naked pictures, but sometimes with lingerie or in my
bikinis, and sometimes with dildos sticking out of me, in various
obscene positions all around the house!

I would have refused but they used a
vibrator on me first and I was so hot that the idea … well, by then
I would have agreed to just about anything.

Then they took a video of me masturbating
with a dildo, and coming!

I was just too caught up in the role of sex
toy, of wild, free, uninhibited slave girl, to care about tomorrow!
All I cared about was my own dark pleasure!

I had come to trust them, though, in a
strange way, even to rely on them to look after me. I was their
slave girl, after all, which suggested they were responsible for
me. Sometimes they invited guys over, or girls, but in the context
of my living as their sex slave, I let them do whatever they wanted
to me.

I still went to classes during the day. I
was still the properly dressed, professional young lawyer-to-be as
I attended lectures and discussed legal strategies with other
students. I still went to the library to research papers.

It was only back home that I was a rabid,
naked slut. I rarely wore anything there that wasn't a sexual
costume, and even did my homework naked and shackled, and often in
the cage.

It certainly made for a memorable and
exciting life! And wasn't that what college was supposed to be? An
exploration of all the possibilities life held?

Near the end of term I met up with another
of those experiences. The boys put the restraints on, locking my
wrists behind my back, gagged and blindfolded me, then took me out
and put me in a car. That alone was enough to have my heart
pounding and my pulse racing.

We stopped and they walked me along a
sidewalk – barefoot, then I heard someone knock at a door. It
opened and I sensed light.

“Very nice,” a male voice said. “Here's your
money.”

Then I was led inside and the door closed
behind me!

I was led forward and to the side, and then
released.

“On your knees, slave,” that same male voice
ordered firmly.

Heart pounding, I obeyed. I was used
to obeying, after all!

It was not the voice of a student. It was
the voice of an older man!

“Hands on the floor behind you, head
back.”

I obeyed, and felt his foot against the
inside of one knee.

“Legs spread.”

Moaning into the gag, I spread my knees wide
and waited for long, long seconds.

“Very nice,” I heard him say again. “Well
worth the price.”

Price!? What did that mean!?

“Kneel upright.”

That wasn't an order I was used to, but I
kind of figured it meant to straighten up. I felt him grip my hair
and pull me up off my heels and then his fingers undid the gag and
pulled it out.

A moment later his cock pushed into my
mouth.

“Begin,” he ordered in a low growl.

God! What had those perverts gotten me into,
I thought dazedly.

But I obeyed, of course. What else was I to
do!?

Before long his cock was deep in my throat,
and he was holding me in place as my head began to pound and my
chest began to burn.

He pulled me back abruptly, and I gasped for
breath, panting, chest heaving, as I felt his hand on my breast,
then between my legs. Fingers pushed up inside me as he forced my
back to arch, and then began to play across my clitoris even as
they pumped in and out.

A wild dark heat grew within me. I felt like
I was totally helpless, lacking any control of the situation at
all, and that made me burn!

He pulled my blindfold off and I rolled my
eyes up at him with a gasp, my face burning with embarrassment as
well as heat.

He was way older than me! I wasn't quite
sure how old but deep into his thirties anyway! He was wearing a
black button-down shirt and black dress plants with black leather
shoes. He had short dark hair and a handsome face with a very
strong, square-cut jaw. His eyes looked very intense, and he
frowned slightly, as if warning me not to dare talk back or
disobey!

He sat down on the sofa, and then beckoned
me forward with one curled finger.

I shuffled forward on my knees, and then
rose, gasping as he gripped my hair and arm, rising higher,
climbing onto him, straddling him, and then sinking down on his
stiff cock. I began to ride him as he fondled my breasts and ran
his hands up and down my body. And the more I rode him the hotter I
got.

This was unbelievably hot and nasty and
wicked!

When his finger found my clitoris I came,
twisting and sobbing and bouncing wildly!

His name was Adam. He lived in a very big
house, had a lot of money, and wanted to rent a slave girl every
now and then. Since I would be available soon for the summer, he
suggested he 'hire' me as his maid slash sex slave when school let
out.

He would, in exchange for my services, pay
me way more money than I could possibly make in any other kind of
summer job (a ton of money!), and see to it I got a good reference
from his company.

I didn't really think of it as prostitution,
because they idea was hot and exciting, and certainly sounded more
attractive than working as a secretary over the summer, which as a
first year law student was about the best I could expect.

And so I agreed, and became a hired slave
girl over the summer.

I made more money during the summer than
both my parents combined. I had a ton of orgasms, some wild and
wicked times, and really learned how to obey! His discipline was
more severe than the guys' had been, but on the other hand,
everything he did just seemed hotter and more exciting. What a
rush!

Come the fall it was back to school, but
instead of moving back in with the guys I stayed with him as his
slave girl. He did hire someone else to clean the house,
though.

Living as a slave girl can be a non-stop
rush that never gets old or boring. It was certainly more exciting
than the law, and more rewarding, as it turned out. I still got my
degree and passed the bar. The videos and pictures of me got out,
though, which I suppose was inevitable.

Fortunately, by then I had been exposed in
so many ways to so many people that it didn't horrify me like it
would have. It didn't hinder my career, either, since Adam's
company hired me to do legal work for a very handsome price.

It meant sleeping with the boss, of course,
but that was more in the nature of a benefit than a drawback.



End
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 * 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";
	}
}



