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I grew up in a pretty normal neighborhood and
went to the same kind of public schools as everyone else. Once I
got old enough I started to consume the same messages, the same
media, from the same magazines and websites as every other girl.
They told me that my value was based on how pretty, how sexy I was.
And they gave me lavish advice on how to be sexier and
prettier.

They told me I needed to learn how to use
makeup and to style my hair, how to pose and dress to flaunt myself
in the most attractive ways. Within the confines of what society
said I could do, of course. It was often a weird balancing act to
learn how to obey those messages about being a sexy girl, and yet
not fall afoul of that narrow, almost invisible line between
looking 'hot' and 'trying too hard'.

I mean, you don't want to get a reputation as
a slut, which you would get if you wore clothes which were too
provocative. But you also don't want to get a reputation as some
kind of silly prude by covering up too much. There is a narrow
space between those two that every girl is supposed to walk, and
it’s not always easy to see where the space is. Because it changes
from girl to girl, often depending on their looks and shape.

I mostly ignored those messages. They were
all about how to make yourself into a girl that boys would want to
have dangling on their arms. I didn’t want to dangle on the boys’
arms. That didn’t mean I didn’t want to have sex with boys. I did.
A lot! More, as far as I could determine, than any of my
girlfriends.

They were all interested in how to make
themselves seem sexy for guys and how to please guys, in bed or
out. How to let themselves be seduced so as to pretend they were
resisting a little, in order to avoid being called sluts when they
gave in. Their talk was all about making boys happy. I was
interested in making myself happy.

Yet none of them acted like sex was something
they typically wanted, so much as something they knew was
inevitable because guys wanted it. And one by one as they lost her
virginity their stories were usually of embarrassment, messiness,
pain, and discomfort.

This baffled me, to some extent. But I didn’t
know how to explore it with them without revealing my own
fantasies, some of which were pretty dark and nasty because they
were based on what I’d seen on the Internet.

And I’d seen a lot on the Internet!

I love looking at myself naked and taking
pictures and videos of myself naked. It’s like the secret me that
no one else can see. It’s the me that resembles all those hot, sexy
girls on the internet. I can flaunt my body before the camera, or
the mirror, without worrying about someone thinking I’m a slut.

I can do all kinds of nasty things to myself
while my mind plays out those fantasies, and I don’t have to worry
about consequences or reputation. So I had a very active sex life,
even if it was just with myself and a few sex toys I had bought
over the internet.

I had done all the stuff to my body that I
saw guys doing in those videos, and even learned to deep throat
with one of my dildos. Sometimes I did it while my video camera was
watching me and I was watching myself on the monitor next to it.
For some reason, I thought that was a lot more exciting than just
watching myself in the mirror. Maybe because it made me look like
one of those internet sex stars.

I’ve always liked tall boots, in leather or
suede. I think they’re especially sexy when combined with a short
skirt, though I almost never wore one. I was wearing knee-high
suede boots today combined with a forest green, bohemian style
dress. The dress was cute, with a loose skirt and big puffy
sleeves. It had a simple open neck, which I decorated with a light
green scarf.

I was a month and a half into my first real
job after high school, working for Emily Rose, a management
consultant who worked at a small consulting agency downtown. It was
on the tenth floor of a modern office building, sectioned off with
a separate entrance by the elevator, with big glass doors and brass
letters on the window.

There were a dozen offices inside that area,
but they were usually mostly empty. Each office belonged to one of
the consultants, and they were usually working somewhere else, for
some company or government agency who had hired them. Usually only
one or two of them were actually in the office at any given
time.

I worked behind the counter just inside the
glass doors, taking messages and generally fetching and carrying
whenever one of the consultants showed up and needed office
supplies or something. Emily Rose was the head of the little
agency, and for whatever reason, she was the one who was usually
there.

I was kind of envious of her because she
seemed very sophisticated, slick and successful and businesslike
and professional, and educated. And she was only in her 30s! I
would’ve liked to model myself after her as much as I could but at
my age she was at university and it didn’t look like that was a
place I was destined to attend.

Which meant I was not going to be a
management consultant. I did like her fashion style, though, and
she managed that sexy/attractive look without it going anywhere
near the border of being obvious or trashy. She met and dealt with
important people every day, after all. She couldn’t afford to look
trashy.

I could tell she was not in a good mood as
soon as I got in the door. And I knew that meant she was working on
an important deadline and was stressed. That led to her being
snappish at times, and I did my best to stay away from her, not
interrupt her, and fetch whatever she needed as quickly as
possible.

Her office was at the end of the hall anyway,
and I was up front behind the reception desk.

Towards the end of the day, Emily started
loading work onto me. I needed to print up the report that she had
been writing in multiple colors, and in multiple copies. Everything
had to be perfect and then had to be placed into a classy-looking
folder with the firm’s logo on it.

Emily never yelled at me, but I could tell
when her voice got tense, and hastened to do the work as quickly
and efficiently as possible. Unfortunately, I’d only been there a
month and a half, I was not yet completely expert on how to work
the complicated, computerized photocopy machine.

I printed up a hundred copies and they were
all in black and white. Emily was not pleased. She had a lot of
pretty colored charts and pictures in the reports and so it had all
be redone. Which meant I had to stay after work. I didn’t resent
that, since itwas my own fault. I was super embarrassed about the
mistake.

It was a Friday, and hot and muggy out. The
building turned the air conditioning way down at closing time.
Emily and I were both getting pretty harried and stressed out as we
struggled to finish the report. She was going on some kind of trip
over the weekend and needed the reports all finished and ready to
go for Monday morning.

Which meant they had to be finished tonight,
or she wasn’t going to be able to enjoy her weekend. As the evening
wore on I learned that the trip was to a lakeside cabin, probably a
fancy one, from the sound of it. She was going to be meeting her
boyfriend, who from the way she talked was the hottest, sexiest,
smartest guy in the world.

I was kind of surprised she was this stressed
out over being late to meet some guy that evening. She’d seemed
like too strong a personality to be that determined to please her
man. As I prepared the reports in their folders she hurried around
getting changed.

What caught my eye was the high boots. Unlike
mine, hers were black leather and thigh-high, with stiletto heels.
It seemed like an odd thing to wear to a lakeside cabin, but I
wasn’t going to say so. She had gotten less stressed and a lot more
friendly as it appeared we were nearing the end of our work and it
would be done on time for her to meet Nick, her boyfriend.

When I carried the latest batch of report
folders into her office she came out of the attached bathroom
half-naked, stunning me with what she was wearing. In addition to
the boots, she had on a black G-string and a leather shelf bra
which basically had no cups. It was a bra that cupped and lifted
her breasts but basically only covered the bottom third. Her
nipples were quite intentionally visible.

I stared at her in astonishment and felt my
face redden. Emily was a very sexy woman, and I was a virgin who
was getting desperate enough to start thinking about maybe
experimenting with women instead of men. I had had little flights
of fantasy about her before, though nothing serious. Just
occasional thoughts about what it might be like with her. I’d had
such thoughts with lots of guys and girls and nothing had ever
happened because I was too reluctant to open myself up to
anyone.

She grinned at the look on my face. “What?
You’ve never dressed sexy for a boy?”

“Um, not like that! I mean, I don’t mean like
there’s anything wrong with that,” I quickly fumbled out.

She laughed in amusement. “Nick likes to see
me dressed the opposite of the way I usually do when I’m working.
He says this is my inner slut.”

She turned and pulled on a black silk blouse,
and buttoned it up the front. It was quite tight across the chest
and her nipples were quite obvious.

“What about you, Hannah? I’m sure that you
have sexy things you wear for guys.”

“Well, lingerie,” I said uncomfortably.

“Sexy lingerie? See-through lacy, crotchless
panties?”

“Eww, no. I mean yes, some lacy stuff.”

“Sex is very easy for the young,” she said.
“All your guys want is your basic blowjobs and intercourse. When
they get older, they have more kinky interests.”

I was a little embarrassed by this but also
quite interested.

“Like what?” I asked.

She laughed softly. “Like what, the little
girl asks.”

She stood before me giving me a steely gaze
then gripped my arm and firmly turned me toward the desk, pushing
me a little so my thighs were against the edge. I felt her hand on
the back of my neck pushing me forward enough that I put my hands
on the desk to balance myself.

“So Hannah is being a bad girl, is she?” she
said, feigning a masculine voice. “Well, Hannah is going to have to
learn some discipline.”

And with that, her hand smacked my bottom
sharply enough that I yelped.

“Is Hannah going to be a good girl or is she
going to need a spanking?” she said in that same voice.

Crack! Her hand slapped against my
bottom again.

“Ow, Emily!” I yelped.

She laughed again and stepped back.

“I take it you’ve never been spanked,” she
asked slyly.

“God, no!”

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it, kid.”
She winked at me and picked up a long leather skirt.

The idea of her letting herself be spanked by
some guy was more than a little astonishing. Especially since she
seems so strong-willed. She wasn’t the least embarrassed about it,
either. I was more embarrassed by her revelation than she was. But
I also found myself instantly intrigued.

And this strange image of her naked across
some guy's lap getting spanked on her bare bottom was kind of
astonishing. And while I could see that this was kind of an erotic
scene, I really didn’t understand what she would get out of it.

“How can having your butt slapped be fun?” I
asked.

“Well, it’s part of a particular scenario
which involves an awful lot more,” she said.

“Like what?”

I was probably being too intrusive, but was
honestly intrigued. It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen spanking scenes on
videos on the Internet or anything. I just didn’t understand how
the girls would enjoy that.

“You have to establish a mindset,” she said.
“That mindset is what causes the excitement and pleasure. Once your
mind is in that particular frame, the body will follow. Remember
that the most important erogenous zone is between your ears,
Hannah, not between your legs.”

“I… get that,” I said uncertainly.

“How many more of these to do?”

“The last ten are printing,” I said.

“Okay, you have a few minutes. Let me
demonstrate something for you. Take off your dress.”

My face suddenly turned red and she snickered
as she watched me.

“Shy?” she teased “I won’t touch you at all.
That’s not the demonstration.”

“Well, I mean…,”

“You are wearing underwear, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I said, face red.

She was giving me a kind of superior look, an
amused look, as if I was acting like a silly little sophisticated
girl here. What made it worse was that I thought she was probably
right. But I was also feeling a strange little flutter of
excitement at the thought of undressing in front of her. I mean, I
had had those little thoughts about her and me before, after all. I
didn’t think she really meant anything, but still…

I reached down and peeled the loose hanging
dress up and then over my head and off, holding it and putting it
on the back of the chair, suddenly feeling extremely self-conscious
as she looked me up and down.

I was wearing a small purple thong, which was
really little more than a small V of fabric over my sex with two
thin strings angling up across my hips and around behind me. My
half bra matched with the thong.

“Why, Hannah,” she said with a smile “you’ve
been hiding your assets. You have quite the body there, little
girl.”

I flushed under her gaze, butterflies
swirling in my stomach.

She took my arm and guided me to the
corner.

“Kneel here, sit on your heels and spread
your knees wide. Now put your hands behind your neck and arch her
back.”

I was flustered and confused, but those
butterflies were swirling faster and faster as I did what she told
me.

“Stay,” she said in a stern voice. “If you
move it all, you will be punished! You understand me, girl?”

“Y-Yes,” I gulped.

She smiled down at me. “Oh no, dear. Your
response is yes Mistress. Say it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Or if it was Nick it would be yes master,”
she said, turning away.

Wow! This was kinky shit! The thought of her
doing this in front of this mysterious boyfriend of hers sent a
dark thrum of excitement through my mind.

“How long do you have to kneel like this?” I
asked.

She gave me a stern look. “You say how long
must your slave girl kneel here, Mistress,” she growled.

Oh wow! Her words sent a strange dark jolt
through my mind.

“Um, how long must your slave girl kneel
here, Mistress?” I asked.

“Your mistress will decide that, slave. It is
not for you to ask questions. It is for you to obey orders. That is
what a sex slave is for.”

Wow! Yikes! Her words left me a little
breathless, my chest tightening, and my nipples tingling. Did she
really do stuff like this with her boyfriend?!

“Except that I would be doing that naked, of
course,” she said.

Another jolt swept through me at the image
that presented.

She smiled. Would you like to take off your
underwear to get the full emotional impact?”

“N-No, No, that’s okay!” I said
hurriedly.

She giggled a little, clearly amused at my
embarrassment.

She finished zipping up her skirt as I knelt
there, and gave me that steely-eyed look again.

“You are obeying your mistress, slut?!” She
growled.

“Y-Yes! I mean, yes, Mistress!” I
squeaked.

“Arch that back, slut! Push those beautiful
breasts out so the world can admire them.”

I felt another rush of heat at her words, and
a strange pressure growing within me. But then she grinned and said
I should get to my feet and go get the other ten reports. I was
both relieved and disappointed as I climbed to my feet and walked
over to get my dress.

“You can leave the dress off for now,” she
said in amusement. “After all, it’s hot in here.”

I hesitated uncertainly, and then, blushing,
walked out into the hall in just my underwear and boots. I felt
very strange up there like that. I glanced nervously up the hall
towards the front, but I knew the door was locked and no one could
see me back here without coming inside.

It still felt weird working the photocopy
machine in my bra and thong. And Emily contributed to that sense of
uncertainty and uneasiness, passing me by slapping my bare
bottom.

“The work better be be done right, slave
girl, or it’s the whip for you,” she growled as she walked up the
hall and into one of the other offices.

“Weird!” I whispered softly

But my pulse was racing and I was embarrassed
by how hard my nipples were, afraid she might notice. I gathered up
the reports and brought them into the other room with a large table
where I divided them out and then began to place them in their
folders.

It was not work you would think would make
you feel the least bit sexual, but doing it in my lingerie
certainly did. I was starting to understand what she meant, though.
But even just doing it in my lingerie, or even naked would not have
normally caused me any particular degree of excitement. It was this
kinky stuff she was talking about, this sex slave stuff and
obedience and combining that with being half-naked in front of her.
That was what was making me hot.

I brought the reports across the hall and
into her office and put them with the rest just as she
returned.

“You check them all to make sure there were
no errors?”

“Uh, huh.”

She gave me that eyebrow raised look
again.

“Thatt’s not how you respond to your
mistress?”

I felt another flush of heat redden my face.
“Yes, Mistress,” I gulped.

“Then a final demonstration. Hands behind
your neck, feet apart on the floor.”

Heart thumping, I did as she ordered.

She laughed softly and stepped closer. She
reached out and slipped her fingers in under the scarf which was
still tied loosely around my throat. She used it to pull me in
closer so that her lips were inches from mine.

“Would you like your reward now, slave girl?”
she whispered in a soft, purring voice.

I was completely frozen, like my mind was
locked up the the computer that had the little hourglass thing
turning and turning and nothing visible was happening. I was pretty
sure she was just continuing to demonstrate, that she wasn’t going
to actually do anything.

Her lips brushed mine ever so lightly. Then
again, then pressed more firmly. I felt a wild rush of emotion, and
didn’t move or respond as her lips pressed more firmly against me.
They did nothing else, at first, and then slowly they eased apart
and begin to move gently against mine.

She didn’t touch me in any other way, simply
holding the scarf to make me lean forward a little and kissing me
in such a way it felt as if her lips were slowly melting against
mine. I felt a tremendous pressure growing inside me the longer the
kiss lasted. Her lips moved more passionately, hungrily. They
pressed against me with more of a sense of need, so that I moaned
helplessly, confused and bewildered amid the rush of heat.

Her tongue darted out, lightly caressing my
lips, then she abandoned the scarf, both her hand sliding through
my long brown hair, she leaned into me and kissed me even more
passionately.

It’s not like I hadn’t been kissed by a girl
before, because of course I had. But I had never been kissed by a
woman. Nor ever been kissed like this! If kissing was an art form
she was definitely an artist. I was in awe of that kiss. Even amid
the pounding of my heart I felt myself excitedly studying every
move her tongue and lips made so that I could imitate it
myself.

She was that good!

My hands instinctively came off my neck and
slid up onto her shoulders, she broke the kiss then gave me a stern
look.

“You disobeyed your mistress, girl. You were
ordered to stand still and unmoving. And yet you moved your hands
anyway. Naughty little slave girl!”

I was fighting desperately to keep my
breathing under control, still not knowing for sure if this was
some kind of cocky demonstration on her part or whether she was
actually intending to take this anywhere. I mean all she’d done so
far was kiss me. And that was certainly no big deal.

Even if it had been the best kiss I’d ever
had.

She took my arm firmly in her grip and tugged
me across the floor to the desk then pushed me against it again,
this time bending me over much further.

“Bend over for your punishment, slave girl,”
she growled.

Pulse racing, it did, excruciatingly aware of
how small the thong was.

“Now how shall we punish this naughty little
slave girl,” she mused aloud. She walked away from behind me and
then moved around to the front of the desk.

“Extend your hands all the way, slave girl,”
she said in that arrogant voice.

I did, and saw her take a kind of soft strap
and wrap it around my wrists. Before I could even ask what she was
doing she drew the strap down beneath the desk and fastened it
somehow.

She leaned over me gathering my hair in her
hand and then pulled my head up and back firmly so that I gasped at
the pull of stray hairs against my scalp.

“Now you’re helpless, little slave girl,” she
cooed. “I can punish you any way I desire.”

She moved around behind me again, and I
anxiously twisted my head over first one shoulder then the other,
struggling to figure out what to say, how to react, and still not
knowing if this was just a demonstration of how you could get
turned on by a game or whether she intended to do something…
Sexual.

I saw her open the drawer and take from it a
short leather strap of some kind. She gave me a stern gaze and
slapped it down across my bottom. To be honest, it didn’t really
hurt much, but I yelped anyway, startled and anxious to begin
with.

“Are you sorry for disobeying your mistress,
slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gulped wildly.

She slapped the strap down again and I
gasped.

“Apologize then, slave girl.”

“I-I apologize for being… for disobeying you,
Mistress!” I squeaked.

Crack! The strap swept down harder and
I yelped.

“Try again, slut!”

The harsh voice, the tone, and that word, all
sent a wild, dark jolt of emotion through my mind.

“I apologize for disobeying you, Mistress!” I
gasped.

“Punishments are a good way to teach the
young the error of their ways,” she said. “And we strive to make
those punishments memorable so that they do not forget and lapse
into error once again.”
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I felt her fingers in the strings of my thong
and my eyes widened as they slid slowly down over my hips. I felt
the slim line of fabric easing down and out from between my
buttocks and knew that I should object, that I should say
something, that I needed to protest. But I was frozen, stunned into
immobility and silence even as I felt the fabric pulling away from
my now-naked little pussy and the strings sliding down my
thighs.

“What a lovely little pussy,” she said as my
face burned. “It looks so virginal and innocent, so tight and neat.
It looks like a pussy that needs to be despoiled by large, rough
men filled with lust.”

She brought the strap down across my bottom
still harder and I gasped in pain.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I jerked my legs apart, my breathing becoming
ragged as a dark, burning pressure filled my mind and body.

I felt her fingers caressing my buttocks,
then sliding lower and she sank to her knees behind me. Her hands
stroked my inner thighs and then I felt her tongue slowly lick its
way up the line of my sex.

I cried out, shuddering, my hips jerking
back, startled. This was no demonstration! I mean, you could say
everything else before had been just playing, just demonstrating,
but you can’t say that when a girl licks your pussy! That’s
real!

Still, I said nothing, fighting not to
hyperventilate as I stared at my arms and the strap around my
wrists and felt her tongue sliding slowly up and down the naked
lips of my sex. I felt her fingers there, next, spreading my lips
apart a moment before her tongue plunged into me.

I had, up to this point, given oral sex to
boys six times, to four different boys. I had been groped, fingered
a little, and kissed a lot. But I’d never felt anyone licking my
pussy before. The sensations which began to rapidly flood my body
were so intense, so delicious, that it felt like my entire body was
melting.

Her tongue squirmed as it drove deep into my
pussy, twisting and pumping as her fingers caressed my clitoris.
Then they reversed, and I felt tow long, slim fingers penetrating
me, sliding slowly through the already quite moist lips of my sex
as she caught my clitoris against her lips and began to suck
rhythmically.

I cried out, my hips bucking up and back
convulsively and she chuckled low in her throat and stood up.

Crack! Her hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Are you going to obey your Mistress, slut?!”
She growled.

Crack! “Answer your Mistress!”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

I felt what was probably her thumb pushing
into me and then her fingers stroking against my clitoris. She
reach forward and gripped my hair in her other hand and pulled it
back sharply. I cried out at the pull against my scalp, mouth, and
eyes wide, as my wrists pulled hopelessly against the straps
binding them.

“Promise to be an obedient little slave girl
from now on,” she growled.

I whimpered and moaned, my body quivering
with tension like a high-power line.

She jerked on my hair again. “Obey your
mistress, slut!”

She released my hair and stepped back. I
wasn’t sure what she was doing at first, almost too afraid to turn
my head. Then I felt the pressure against the mouth of my sex. It
didn’t feel like fingers or tongues. It felt like a… thing, an
instrument of some kind.

I started to twist my head around, but she
brought her hand down against the back of my neck, pitting my chin
against the desk. “Face forward, sex slave!”

I shuddered and moaned as I felt something
thick and hard sliding into me. It felt like… A dildo. It felt like
mine only, a little thicker. Her hands slid over my buttocks and up
along my back to my bra strap ,which she undid, then her fingers
continued, caressing my shoulders and working their way back down
my back.

Meanwhile, the dildo moved slowly in and out
of me, punching deeper with every forward stroke, until suddenly I
felt her hips pressing against my buttocks and knew with a gasp of
indrawn breath that she was wearing some kind of dildo thing, using
it on me as if she was a man!

I felt a sense of unreality, of disbelief
that this was happening, I was bent over naked in her office
wearing nothing but boots while she fucked me with some kind of
strap-on dildo. Even in my wildest flights of fantasy about her,
nothing like this had ever occurred to me.

“Do you like my big cock, slave girl?” she
purred. “Does it feel good inside you? Do you want me to fuck you
hard?”

She ground herself against me, and I could
feel the thick dildo shifting around in my abdomen. Then she drew
back and started to thrust, her hips slapped my buttocks again and
again as she used short, sharp strokes, fucking me with the
strap-on as her hand slapped my butt and slid up and down my back.
“

Sex slave!” she taunted me.

I had had dildos in me before, but they were
under my control. It felt enormously different to be fucked by one
that wasn’t under my control. To be fucked! Someone was fucking me!
For real!

I gasped and moaned as her hips struck my
bottom and the dildo thrust into me again and again. Wild, raging
floods of heat and excitement swept through my body and I felt the
muscles in my hips spasming as if they were instinctively trying to
drive me back against that cock behind me.

I felt the dildo sliding out and felt
temporarily empty, my body trembling, heat still roiling my
mind.

Crack! The strap cut across my
buttocks stingingly.

“Turn onto your back, slut!”

Crack!

I squeaked, and scrambled to turn around, not
easily given that my wrists were tied near the other side of the
desk. I felt her hands on my legs, helping me shift and turn, and
suddenly I was dropped onto my back on the desk, my buttocks
hanging awkwardly over the far edge so that I had to draw my feet
up and apart to put my heels on the edge of the desk.

She smiled down at me with a feral look in
her eyes. “What a lovely looking sex slave,” she purred.

She was still wearing the blouse but the
skirt had been removed and she was wearing some kind of strap thing
with a long, thick, and very realistic-looking cock sticking out of
it. Now she turned quickly and opened the drawer, slammed it shut,
and opened another before pulling out another pair of straps.

She quickly slipped one around my left leg
just beneath the knee and drew it to the left side of the desk,
then down underneath. A moment later another one was looped around
my right leg, and then out that to the other side. I felt the
tendons in my inner thighs stretched and strained as she forced my
thighs so far apart.

It finally drove me to speak.

“Oh! Please/not so wide!”

“What’s the matter, little sex slave, haven’t
you learned to spread your legs wide yet?”

She slid her hands up my body, pushing my
loose bra out of the way and uncovering my breasts.

“What lovely little pink nipples,” she
said.

She gripped the dildo in her hand and rubbed
it up and down against my naked pussy then pushed it slowly into
me. Her hands slid up onto my breasts, fondling and kneading them
as she began to work her hips in and out. It took her much less
time to work up to speed now, and I trembled and moaned and gasped
aloud as she began to drive the cock in and out at me with hard,
powerful strokes.

Suddenly one of her hands came down around my
throat and I gurgled as it squeezed firmly against the side of my
neck, feeling my eyes bulged a little.

“Remember, slut, you’re a sex slave now,” she
growled. “Your body belongs to your mistress!”

Her other hand descended and her fingers
began stroking my clitoris as she continued to thrust into me. This
was all just blowing my mind. I was astonished by what was
happening and how fast it had happened. A crackling sexual
electricity was rippling back-and-forth through my body which was
pulsing with heat.

The feel of the thick dildo moving inside me,
and knowing she was basically using like her bitch, fucking me like
she was a man, was doing wild things to my head. My hips began to
jerk compulsively against her fingers as I felt the intensity of
the pleasure growing.

Her hand rose from my clitoris to roughly
squeeze my breast. “You want to come, slave girl? Do you?”

I gasped in pain as she pitched my nipple and
twisted it.

“Answer your Mistress, slut!”

“Yes!” I cried. “Yes, Mistress!”

Her hands dropped back down and lightly
brushed my clitoris as she slowed her thrusts.

“Beg me to let you come. Beg me for
permission to come.”

This was so fucking bizarre! But the heat was
unbearable, and I was wrapped in this incredible cloud of passion
and need and desire, excitement and shock and delight. If she
wanted me to play her kinky game, that was okay with me.

“Please may I come, Mistress?” I moaned.

She gripped both nipples this time, pinching
them sharply and pulling up so that I squealed in pain and arched
my back.

“But more emotion into it, slut. Beg me to
let you come.”

“Oh! Ow! Please! Please may I come,
Mistress!” I cried.

She released my nipples and caressed and
rolled them in her fingers. Her hips began to work in and out
faster and faster. Her fingers returned to stroking my clitoris as
her other hand kneaded my breast.

“Come for me, slave girl. Come for your
Mistress, slut. Come while your Mistress fucks you, sex slave!”

I felt the orgasm welling up within me even
as her hand closed around my throat. She glared down at me as my
mouth opened and closed like a fish, unable to breathe or make a
sound but a low, choked gurgle.

“Come for me, you naughty little slave slut,”
she growled.

I did. My hips began jerking as convulsions
wracked my body. She loosened her fingers around my throat and I
sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air, then as I started to cry it
out again she closed her fingers once more. What emerged was a
desperate, hoarse gurgling as she fucked me hard and my body
twisted and writhed in helpless pleasure.

She dropped down atop me, gripping my hair
instead of my throat, crushing my lips with hers as I sucked in
more desperate breathes of air and cried out into her mouth. Her
hips never stop moving, thrusting the dildo into me hard and fast
as her mouth ravished mine.

The orgasm was like nothing I’d ever felt
before. It wasn’t like I didn’t enjoy orgasms, though only I had
given them to me before now. They were delicious, delightful. But
they were not mind-shattering, like this. I didn’t go on and on and
on till I wondered if I would actually survive, barely able to gulp
in air as my body seemed to be disintegrating around me.

I cried out again and again, especially when
she dropped her hand below and began rubbing my clitoris hard and
fast. She removed the scarf from my throat and shoved it into my
mouth to muffle my cries. She grinned down at me, one hand over the
scarf to hold it in place the other over my throat as her hips
thrust and thrust, and my body continued to shake and buck and
twist as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

The orgasm finally faded, leaving me feeling
shattered, breathless, and both mentally and physically drained.
Emily moved back, dislodging the dildo from the set of straps on
her hips, then pulling her chair over the front of me and leaning
over my overheated pussy.

Without a word, her tongue began to slide
back-and-forth across my clitoris. Her fingers pump the dildo
slowly in and out, then pushed it as deep as it would go and held
it there as she focused her attention on my clit.

I just lay there, chest heaving, staring at
the ceiling, trying to reorient myself with who and what and where
I was. I had never experienced that level of pleasure, that kind of
intensity, nor even the heat I was still feeling as my pussy
twitched around the dildo inside it and her tongue swirled around
and across my hypersensitive little button.

Her hands slid up my body to knead my
breasts, and as I lay there I realized that this too was an area
that I had lacked experience in. A lot of boys had groped me
before, but they clearly had not touched my breasts with the kind
of appreciation and skill as Emily was displaying. The steady flood
of sensation from my pussy and my breasts was soothing, at first,
as I lay there in the languid afterglow.

It didn’t take long, though, before the
sensations became more intense, especially with what she was doing
between my legs. My breathing became more ragged once again and
heat flooded through my body and threatened to drown my mind. I
close my eyes, moaning low in my throat, arching my back as the
pleasure rippled through me.

“Well, I guess this is why you’re late!” a
man’s voice suddenly barked from behind me.

I cried out in alarm, twisting my head up and
around to see a guy in a dark gray suit standing in the doorway to
her office. My face was already flushed, but now it burned as I
twisted helplessly against the straps holding me in place.

I mean, of all the utterly exposed positions
to be caught in, it would be hard to think of one worse than this!
I was completely naked, my legs spread wide, and the dildo still
mostly buried inside me. And he had started talking when she was
licking my pussy. Mortified didn’t begin to cover how I felt!

He walked into the room as if he owned it. He
was a tall, fit man, wearing what looked like an inexpensive,
tailored suit. He was probably in the tail end of his thirties,
with a pair of steely gray eyes, a square-jawed face, and a very
light beard. His hair was dark brown and longer than normal, kind
of tousled as if my wind.

He walked right up and around the desk and
looked down at me. I cringed, jerking my face in the other
direction even as I heard him let out a low chuckle.

“All laid out for eating, I see.”

I felt a huge surge of anxiety, wondering
what he was going to do to me. I mean, here I was completely naked
and everything, and tied up and helpless. He could do anything he
wanted to me!

He moved further in, though, almost turning
his back to me as he looked at Emily.

“What do you have to say for yourself?” he
demanded.

“It started out as just a little explanation,
maybe a little playful experimentation. And then I lost control of
myself,” she said, bowing her head.

“Clearly,” he said dryly.

Suddenly his hand shot out and he gripped her
by the throat, pushing her back against the wall.

Emily did nothing, her hands staying at her
side and she looked up at him.

“Obviously you need more discipline,” he
said.

“Yes, Master,” she said in a choked
voice.

He pushed her down onto her knees, and then
released her. Emily brought her arms up and back so that the backs
of her hands were pressed to the wall on either side of her head.
She opened her mouth as the man unzipped, and I stared in
astonishment as he drew out a cock that was way bigger than
anything I’d ever seen in person before. It was not only something
like ten inches long but was startlingly thick.

He moved forward and the head slipped into
her open mouth then he reached down, gripping her hair and tilting
her head back as he slid the whole, thick length of himself deep
into her throat. He jammed himself in until her lips were wrapped
around the base of his cock and simply held himself in place.

I could see she could breathe. How could she
with something that thick filling her throat? But she held her
position, even as her face reddened and her body began to tremble.
Her hands remained firmly against the wall on either side of her
head she looked up at him and he looked back down.

I had looked away at first, embarrassed, but
now I couldn’t help staring, partly appalled, partly fascinated.
Was she going to faint?! When was he going to pull himself out!?
What would he do to me if she fainted!?

Finally, he drew the long length of it slowly
up out of her throat, and when the head popped free she gulped in
ragged breaths of air, her chest heaving, even though she held
herself firmly in place.

“You have something to say to me, slut?”

“I-I’m sorry fo-for being a filthy slut,
Master!” she panted.

He slid himself back into her open mouth, his
cock barely fitting through her straining lips, then drove himself
all the way in to the balls before starting to pump in and out. He
was fucking her face, and doing it quite casually. Emily,
meanwhile, simply knelt in position, eyes looking up at him.

He turned his head suddenly looked at me and
I flushed and turned away.

“You’re getting an unexpected lesson in the
purpose of the female,” he said to me, sounding amused.

That was about as arrogant as I would’ve
expected from him.

He turned his attention back to Emily,
burying his cock in her throat repeatedly before pulling free and
letting her suck in great, ragged breaths of air.

“Proper punishment will wait until we’re at
the cabin,” he said. “But you can expect something severe for
keeping me waiting in order to satisfy your own pleasure.”

He pulled out again, and this time dragged
her to her feet and around in front of me. He undid her skirt and
it fell away before he roughly yanked on her G string and tore it
free, leaving her naked below the waist. Her legs shifted apart and
then he pushed into her from behind. I could see his cock clearly,
given that my head was at about the same level as her pussy.

He tore her shirt open to expose her breasts
and squeeze them as he thrust into her. His other hand slid around
to squeeze her throat as his lips moved along the nape of her
neck.

I knew I should look away, but couldn’t. I
stared at the sight of his thick, glistening cock as it slid in and
out of her body. My eyes flickered up to where his fingers were
kneading her breast, and then to her face, lips parted, face
flushed. I was amazed to realize that she could feel pleasure,
obvious intense pleasure from having this done to her in front of
me.

Did she have no shame, whatsoever!? Evidently
not!

His right hand slid off her breast, and down
to the top of her sex, his ring and index finger rubbing against
her clitoris. I saw Emily’s hips starting to tremble and jerk, and
spasming, bucking forward as she began to gurgle and moan in heated
pleasure.

I had no doubt her pleasure was genuine. Her
face and chest were flushed, and the look in her eyes was one of
feverish heat and desire. My embarrassment remained, though not as
sharp as before. And yet I could not help feeling a sense of
breathless heat at what I was witnessing.

Aside from masturbation, my sex life
consisted so far mostly of blowjobs, a few gropings, and watching
videos. The videos were never as realistic as this, though, nor
were they right in front of me, life-sized.

Suddenly, his hand came off her throat and
went around behind her to yank her hair. An instant later he was
bending her forward at the waist, all the way over until her face
was pressed against my sex. Without him saying a word she began to
lick.

I felt another wild jolt of anxiety, having
been drawn into their kinky sexual interlude. Yet I could do
nothing about it, and the feel of her tongue on my clitoris sent a
scalding wave of sensation rippling up through my body. Her body
was shuddering to the blows of his hips against her buttocks but
her tongue licked excitedly against me, and then she reached in and
gripped the base of the dildo started to thrust it in and out.

My face burned with embarrassment at this
happening in front of him. I knew he was watching me, even though I
had twisted my head away. I rolled my eyes back and yes he was
still looking down at me, so I jerked my eyes away again. My chest
was heaving, and I moaned in confusion, uncertainty, and
anxiety.

But he showed no signs of being interested in
taking part. That is, he seemed intent on using Emily to sate his
pleasure, rather than pushing her aside and using me. That was an
intense relief, mostly. A small dark side of me wondered what it
would feel like to have that big cock thrusting into me while I lay
helpless and bound like this.

One of Emily’s hands slid up and began to
knead my breast as she licked and sucked on my clitoris and pump
the dildo in and out. I whimpered and moaned, heat roiling my mind,
like waves washing away the deepest embarrassment and drawing me
into the dark, kinky sexual game they were playing.

I would not go there! I would not! Except
that determination was slowly seeping away as my body filled with
dark pleasure and heat. The muscles in my thighs and hips began to
spasm and I shuddered, my back arching involuntarily, then my face
filling with heat once more as I knew he would be watching, would
notice.

I rolled my eyes back and there he was
looking down at me. I froze, somehow, bound and unable to away. It
was like his eyes caught mine and held them. And then I suddenly
realized that Emily was thrusting the dildo into me with exactly
the same tempo as he was thrusting into her. Every deep thrust of
his hips which sent her body lurching forward drove the dildo into
me to the hilt so that it was almost like he was fucking me.

“You going to come, little girl?” he asked in
amusement.

I felt another wave of embarrassment at his
words and jerked my head aside as I heard his low chuckle of
amusement. But the dark heat filled my mind, and my body was
starting to ride and twist against the dildo and Emily’s skillful
tongue.

I couldn’t come in front of him! I just
couldn’t!

But I did. Once the orgasm welled up inside
me all my determination melted away. My hips jerked, again and
again, my back arching back as my head rolled from side to side. I
cried out in dazed pleasure, reeling from the force of the
explosive release of sexual energy washing over me.

Emily was thrusting the dildo in so hard and
so deep that it hurt. And yet somehow that pain was simply
incorporated into the hurricane of pleasure, making it still
stronger. Emily shoved the entire length of the dildo inside me,
and then her thumbs pressed against the base as if to push it still
deeper. I ached as it jammed against the very back wall of my
pussy.

His hand suddenly swept in around her throat,
completely enveloping in. He thrust harder, her whole body shaking
and I saw her eyes roll back in her head as her own orgasm hit her.
Her mouth opened and closed soundlessly, a look of animal heat
filling her eyes. She made low, gurgling sounds, her breath choked
off by him as he continued to hammer himself against her.

And then he released her, allowing her to
collapse forward atop me as my own orgasm faded and I gulped in
air.

He pulled her back and she fell sprawling
into her chair. Then he grinned at me and walked up to the edge of
the desk. My eyes dropped and I saw that his cock was no longer
hard. He grinned and gripped it in his hand, and put it back into
his pants.

“You can only have sex with my slave-girl
when I say you can, girl,” he said to me. “Do it again without my
permission and you and I shall have words.”

Then he gave a sharp tug to the two straps
holding my ankles apart and the loops came free. He leaned forward
so that he was above me, actually standing right up against me,
with my legs still spread, then undid the strap around my wrist
before stepping back. He moved away and I quickly jerked my legs
closed and sat up.

He picked up my dress and tossed it to me.
“Now you may leave, girl,” he said.
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Trembling, face burning, I scurried out the
door, clutching the dress to my chest. It was only when I was well
out in the hall and almost at the front door that I realized I had
left my underwear behind. No way was I going back for them!

I was shellshocked from what I had just
experienced and quickly pulled the dress over my head, letting it
spill down past my hips. I stumbled for the counter, grabbed my
purse, and then hurriedly headed out the door to jab my fingers
against the elevator button.

It was only when I had left the building and
was stumbling down the sidewalk in the dark, that I realized that I
still had that big dildo inside me. Emily had shoved it in so far
that the lips of my sex had close behind. But now I could feel its
weight pushing against them and felt a sudden anxiety at the
thought of it falling out at my feet as people walked
back-and-forth around me.

Well, there was nothing I could do about it
except bear down on my muscles and hope to keep it inside. I walked
slower, my thighs together, anxiously monitoring where it was. Or
where it felt like it was.

I moved my purse around in front of me as if
checking something and while it was there my hand slipped in behind
it, my fingers reaching down between my legs. I could feel the base
of the dildo now protruding between the straining lips of my sex
and used the tips of my fingers to force it back inside.

I went downstairs carefully, walked across
the hall, and then took the escalator down to the subway.
Thankfully there were not that many people around, and I was able
to keep the thing inside with relative ease until the subway
arrived and I was able to sit down. Carefully!

I felt self-conscious there, wondering if it
was noticeable that I had no bra. Well aware of having no panties
either. Not to mention the dildo buried inside me. Still, with some
effort, I made it home without incident.

I had spent the trip home with my mind filled
with memories of what had happened. I was utterly astonished at it
all, and amazed at my participation in it. I suppose Emily had been
telling the truth when she had simply said she got carried away
while teasing me. I could forgive her for that.

In fact, the kinky stuff we had been doing
had been extraordinarily exciting until he had shown up. He had
lent a sense of menace and fear to everything as I had been so
helpless and naked before him. I was still confused and uncertain
about why he hadn’t done anything to me. He certainly could have.
And it’s not like I would’ve ever complained to anyone about it.
That would’ve been way too embarrassing given the
circumstances.

So why hadn’t he? I mean, it wasn’t like I
had this perfect understanding of men and how they responded to
naked, helpless girls they found in an extremely sexual position.
But based on my experiences with guys my age, there were few who
wouldn’t have taken advantage of that. Of course, he had Emily
there to satisfy him.

I wasn’t sure what I had seen in his eyes
when he had looked at me. I thought, though perhaps this was just
my ego, that he had looked at me with considerable approval. What I
mean is, I had a great body, and he noticed. A better body than
Emily, to be frank. And yet he hadn’t touched me. Hadn’t even
teased me. He could’ve gotten away with a lot, but he hadn’t even
tried.

Then again he was way older than the guys
that I had dated so far. Maybe they got more self-control as they
got older. He hadn’t seemed nearly as wild with heat as the guys
who had squeezed my breasts like sponges and tried desperately to
get between my thighs.

No, he had seemed entirely in control of
himself, amused, interesting, arrogant. He acted like an adult, I
suddenly realized. Granted, I was allegedly one, too. So were the
guys I was dating. But I guess he just had more experience at it.
Certainly, he had seemed a lot more mature and sophisticated than
anyone I had ever dated.

He was very handsome, and he had this aura of
control about him. I wasn’t the least bit surprised Emily had
fallen for him. I wondered what I would’ve been willing to do if a
guy like that was my boyfriend and he wanted me to. Tie me up?
Sure! Having just experienced that with Emily I could easily see
how exciting that could be.

I mean, it had been wild and thrilling just
with her. I imagined myself tied up naked like that with just him
there, him touching me, him kissing me, him shoving that huge cock
into my body making love to me. That would’ve been incredibly…
exciting.

I wondered what he would do to Emily once he
got her to this cabin of theirs. Was he going to spank her? It
didn’t seem to me that she had much anxiety over what her future
punishment was going to be. So I assumed it would end in orgasms. I
mean, they were playing this nasty, kinky game, but it wasn’t like
it was real or anything.

I kept coming back to his eyes on me, in
looking down at me naked like that as Emily licked me and pumped
the dildo inside me and he thrust into her almost as if he was
thrusting into me. In my mind, he pushed her aside, pulled the
dildo away, and drove that big cock of his right up into my
belly.

Would I have even tried to protest, before or
after? Or would I have come like a whore? Something told me it was
the latter. God, I had acted like such a slut! Of course, so had
Emily. Everything which had happened had been her fault. I would
never have been tied up naked like that while a strange man walked
in if she hadn’t done it.

She deserved to be punished. I hoped
he did spank her!

I let my mind play out the thought of him
untying me and then drawing me naked across his lap to be spanked
for the crime of having sex with his girlfriend, his slave-girl
without his permission. Yikes! And what did he look like naked
under that expensive suit? He had looked pretty well-built.

In the privacy of my room, I eased the dildo
slowly out of my body. I examined it once it was in my hand,
marveling at how real-looking it was. It had a strange texture to
the skin, too. It didn’t feel entirely lifelike, but it was close.
It wasn’t as thick as he had been, nor is long, but it was bigger
than anything else I had ever put inside me.

My own were a lot smaller than this. I had
been reluctant to stretch myself too much because it ached. Now I
realized that aching was sexy. Stretching was sexy. Big was
exciting. Deep was thrilling. Even the rough way he had treated
Emily, the way he had manhandled her, struck me as incredibly
erotic and sensuous in the light of the game they were playing.

His sex slave. What a wild idea! Emily had
played that game with me, too. And it had excited me then, as well.
It was kinky, kind of perverted, but darkly thrilling. Maybe in
part because it was also sort of forbidden. You weren’t supposed to
submit to men like that, weren’t supposed to let them boss you
around and treat you as if you were their belonging.

I supposed it was just like a kinky game, it
didn’t matter that much. As long as everyone agreed. I was sure he
didn’t treat her that way in real life. I mean away from sex stuff.
Emily had seemed too strong-willed to be anyone’s bitch.

I found myself wondering what he had seen
when he looked at me. How had I looked as I had leaned back across
the desk with my legs spread? And so, in my bedroom, I worked to
re-create the view he had had. That required putting a chair next
to the bed and a stool on the chair. That still didn’t raise it
high enough, so a box went atop that.

I put the little tripod which held the video
camera there pointed at the bed, and then scrambled into bed naked,
laying sideways along it, my hands above my head holding the remote
control for the camera as I spread my legs as wide as I could. Then
I started recording, looking up at the camera first, then looking
away. I arched my back a few times and let my hips roll and
grind.

Then I halted, jumping out of bed and
grabbing the dildo she had used. I slowly worked it inside my body
until most of it was buried, then lay back again and started the
camera. I looked past it to my monitor, eyes widening excitedly as
I saw the view he had when he had looked down at me. I looked
pretty hot and sexy!

I wondered if he had considered fucking me
himself.

I brought my hands down and caressed my
breasts, still watching the monitor imagining it was him looking
down at me, seeing me like this. I began to masturbate, rubbing my
clitoris as I pumped the dildo in and out, exaggerating my
movements, arching and twisting as the camera looked on, moaning
low in my throat.

I remembered her making me ask for permission
to come. That had seemed so wicked! But the thought of asking his
permission was even wilder.

“Please may I come, master!?” I moaned
softly. “Please may I be your sex slave come, master!?”

With the memories of the evening sweeping
through me, it did not take me long and the orgasm was powerful, if
not as intense as I had felt at the office. I twisted and ground
myself against the punching dildo and my own harshly rubbing
fingers, gasping for breath as the camera looked on my head rolling
back and pleasure tore through me.

*

“Let’s go in here.”

“Everything’s too expensive in there,”
Tiffany said.

“We can look.”

There were two reasons to go into the
lingerie store. One was to see what interesting stuff they might
have. I mean, I mostly wore pretty plain stuff, most of the time. I
had a few things I wore when I wanted to look or feel sexy. Like I
had been wearing the other day. But most of my underwear is just
that, not lingerie.

My experience the other day had given me a
new appreciation for sexy lingerie, including curiosity about the
leather stuff that was apparently the preferred choice for people
who liked kinky games.

Let’s face it, the guys that I know mostly
don’t care what I’m wearing, since all they want to do is
frantically tear it off as quickly as possible. And I had not been
all that interested in getting them even more excited because that
would make them even harder to control.

I felt more sophisticated now, somehow. Like
I should have more sophisticated lingerie. More adult, more mature,
sexier.

The other reason was that I was a little
self-conscious about the looks we were getting. It’s not like I’m
not used to being looked at by guys, by men of all ages, in fact.
It’s something I reconciled myself to years ago. Even old guys,
older than my parents would oggle me, looking me up and down, and
sometimes try to flirt.

And that was with me basically wearing
ordinary stuff that wasn’t at all designed to draw attention to my
body. But I had gone to the mall today with Tiffany. Tiffany was a
tall, beautiful blonde girl who is very into fashion, and always
dressed, casual or not, in something attractive.

Today she was wearing a short denim skirt
along with a formfitting white T-shirt which left several inches of
smooth, bare, flat belly naked between them. Normally I didn’t mind
being upstaged, in fact, I appreciated it. But for some reason
today, I felt that I wanted to look at least a little sexy,
too.

That was unlike me, of course, and I didn’t
have anything particularly hot to wear to the mall. Tiffany
would’ve remarked if I had. And it wasn’t like I could explain to
her all the strange emotions I was still undergoing. In any case, I
had worn a pair of low riding jeans and black baby-T with cut out
letters across the chest that said I am a crazy girl.

It wasn’t that the baby T was all that tight,
though it was a couple of years old and so more formfitting than I
usually wore. But it pulled in tight just below my breasts leaving
the rest of me bare all the way down. I had not really reckoned on
how guys would react to that in combination with the low riding
jeans.

It turned out they really appreciated seeing
that much naked me. I mean, everything was covered. Everything that
needed to be covered. I was just showing some bare skin. I hadn’t
thought they would be reacting much as they seemed to be.

So far they mostly hadn’t been rude, exactly.
But there were more obvious and lingering looks than I was used to.
Along with a few whistles and one old geezer saying to the other
“I’d like to have one of those.”

I suppose in a way it was flattering, but
that was making me self-conscious. Especially since these were men,
for the most part. I hadn’t thought much about men before. Sure
they looked at me, but so what. But now, after my experience with
Nick, I was thinking of adult men more in the way of sex than I had
before.

I don’t mean I was thinking more that they
were guys I wanted to have sex with. I mean I was more aware that
they wanted to have sex with me. Or at least see me naked. I didn’t
make them any different than the guys my age, but it was a sort of
new understanding for me, and felt weird. I mean, the idea that
some grandfather type might have the hots for me was just
freaky.

Anyway, the two of us walking along the mall
had drawn a lot of attention from the men we had passed. I figured
the lingerie shop would have very few men inside and would give me
a bit of relief from being stared at.

“You can find just as good stuff at
Bodywear,” Tiffany said.

“Yeah, but that’s not here. That’s on Bank
Street.”

She picked up a lacy half bra. “This would
look good on you.”

“Pink?”

“I think it would go well with your
skin.”

We wandered through the store, me doing my
best to not make it obvious I was angling for the corner where the
kinky stuff was. There were a dozen manikins along the wall here,
all wearing either high leather boots or high heels with stiletto
heels. They also all had leather halters, bras, and other stuff I
couldn’t even exactly name.

“Black is your color,” I said with a grin at
her.

She rolled her eyes. “No thanks.”

I pointed at one of the manikins that was
wearing a studded leather collar around its throat above a
crisscrossed collection of inch-wide straps which went down her
body and left basically everything bare.

“You don’t think you’d look good in the
collar?”

“I look good in anything,” she said with a
smile. “In fact, I look super hot in a leather choker. So the
collar would look good, too. I think it might give the guys ideas,
though.”

“What kind of ideas?” I asked in amusement as
I reached over and picked up one of the collars that was sitting on
the shelf next to the manikins.

I held it up playfully against her throat and
she pushed it back momentarily but then shrugged and slipped it
around her neck, buckling it behind her.

“Ooow, slave girl!” I teased.

“Take a picture of me,” she said.

If it was one thing Tiffany liked it was
having her picture taken, especially if it was in something sexy. I
took out my phone and snapped a couple of pictures of her posing
with various expressions on her face.

“You try,” she said.

She took the collar off and then slipped it
around my neck, buckling it behind me.

“Sexy!” she said, taking pictures of me.

I looked at myself in the mirror, feeling a
hot little tingle running up through my lower belly as I imagined
myself wearing the collar and nothing else. Maybe kneeling in front
of Nick. Or even Emily.

Yikes! That would be fucking hot!

Of course, there was no way I could buy one
here, especially not with Tiffany. I looked at some of the other
things on the manikins, some of the halters and straps, and
imagined myself wearing them, but had to follow her as she moved
off to what were more interesting things to her, like bathing
suits.

I had two minds about bathing suits. They hid
almost no flaws, so in that way it was kind of anxiety-producing to
wear one. But in another way, they showed way more skin than
anything else I could wear in public and did it without anyone
accusing me of being a slut.

I mean, I suppose if I wore a tiny little
thong in public people might say I was showing off or something,
but I’d never worn one outside of my own house. I was feeling
playful today, though, sexually playful. I decided to try on a
ridiculously high-cut one-piece.

Inside the changing booth, I stripped naked
and then stepped into the suit. It was black, and as I pulled it up
past my hips I felt the crotch pressing up into me harder and
harder. It was a tight suit, and had to be if things weren’t going
to fall out.

It had a narrow line of fabric no wider than
the length of my little finger which went up across my pussy and
passed my belly button before splitting to rise up across my
breasts and go behind my neck. These covered about half the
outsides of my breasts. In addition to the deep cleavage, there was
also lots of side boob visible depending on how I turned.

The thin line of fabric went up between my
buttocks to my waist before narrowing and dividing in two and
running up to the sides of the fabric going up to my breasts. The
suit didn’t cover an awful lot, and to ensure my breasts didn’t
spill out every time I moved it had to be fairly tight, which
pulled the crotch in sharply against my already throbbing
pussy.

It wasn’t uncomfortable, or anything, but I
was very much aware of the pressure. There was no way I would ever
wear it in public! Everybody would be staring at me! But boy I sure
looked sexy! My abdomen, my sides, and much of my butt all looked
so naked. Well, to be fair, my body was naked. It just seemed worse
than a thong because there was nothing across the top like there
was with a thong.

I went to the curtain and peeked through,
then gestured at Tiffany who raised her eyebrows and looked around
then shrugged and nodded. I pulled the curtain back and posed for
her and she laughed.

“Who are you kidding, Hannah? There’s no way
you would wear that in public. Even I wouldn’t wear that in
public,” she said as I turned and showed her my butt.

“Think it’s sexy?”

“It’s super sexy. And it looks good on you.
You have the boobs for it. And your legs look incredibly long.”

“That’s because they go all the way up with
nothing covering my hips.”

“I dare you to wear that to Madison’s pool
party next month.”

“Think I’d be popular?”

“Among the boys, sure.”

I turned to the side and looked at myself in
the mirror.

“Lots of side boob,” I said.

“Like I said, you have the boobs for it.”

She took a picture before I could protest and
I yelped and wrapped my arms around myself, which made her giggle.
“If you’re too embarrassed to pose for a picture in it, don’t think
you can wear it in public,” she said.

“You just caught me by surprise.”

I turned and posed for her and she took
several more pictures as I gave her sexy looks.

Then I changed back into my clothes and
returned the suit to the shop. She was right. There was no way I
was going to wear something that would attract that much
attention.

I did, however, buy a set of black bra and
panties. The panties were a high cut thong while the bra was partly
see-through. I told Tiffany it was a just-in-case set. As in, just
in case I met a guy who was very sexy.

We left the lingerie store and wandered down
the mall, and continued to be stared at by guys of all ages. We met
up with Sierra and Kara at the food court and had lunch. One thing
you can never do as a girl is have lunch alone at the food court.
For sure some guy will sit down next to you and hit on you. With
four of us, we were safer.

We mostly gossiped about various boys and
girls they were seeing, as well as what our jobs were like now that
were out of school. Nobody was very thrilled with their job. I
seemed to like mine the best, but I avoided telling them about what
had happened Friday, of course.

I wondered what Emily was doing right this
moment. Was she acting like Nick’s sex slave? How long could they
do that and what else did they do other than just plain sex? I
mean, did she clean the house and cook for him and still call him
Master? How far did they take their little sex game? I was super
curious about it!
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Monday rolled around, and I got more and more
nervous about how I was going to face Emily when I went in. I
supposed that I should try to behave towards her exactly as I had
been doing, but given that she had performed oral sex on me and
fucked me with a dildo, and I had seen her getting fucked by her
boyfriend, well, it would be hard to pretend we had a strictly
business relationship.

But acknowledging anything that happened
would be… embarrassing. I still hadn’t exactly wrapped my mind
around how I had gotten involved in something that kinky. But the
memories of the incredible excitement and pleasure made me want to
do it again. Embarrassing or not. I had no idea how to convey that
information to her, though. I was not a very forward person when it
came to stuff like this.

I was both relieved and disappointed when I
got into work and found two other consultants in their offices and
no sign of Emily. Well, at least it was a normal day then. No
sexual overtones at all. I had worn my sexy new lingerie, though,
just in case…

It was cooler out today, and I was wearing a
sweater over a shortish tartan kilt and knee-high black socks. It
was one of those outfits which could look kind of sexy but also
girlish and innocent. You know, somewhere in the middle. Prepared
for anything.

Emily came in around 2:30 in the afternoon. I
felt my heart skip a beat for a moment when I looked up and saw
her. She acted very businesslike, though, not showing anything
which would indicate she even remembered something strange had
happened Friday evening. I took my cue from her and acted the same
way.

The other two consultants left at three and
at four, after which I was feeling on edge, anxiously looking up
the hall ats her door, wondering if she would say or do something.
Maybe she would fire me if Nick told her to. I wondered if he was
really angry at her. It was close to Five when she buzzed me and
told me to come to her office.

Needless to say, my pulse was racing. I
locked the door and then went down the hall and knocked timidly at
her door before opening it. I heard a voice telling me to come in
and pushed it open, my heart thumping.

She gestured me forward and came around her
desk, then pushed the door close behind me before shoving me up
against it and kissing me passionately. I was… startled, to say the
least. I had imagined all kinds of things, from a tearful apology
to getting fired to an embarrassing explanation. I had not imagined
she would simply start kissing me!

But I certainly didn’t push her away either.
I kissed her back, trying to imitate her expertise though I knew I
was failing. Still, the way you get better at kissing was to get
kissed by people who were better than you. Right? And I was eager
to get better.

I felt my blood racing faster as her lips
moved against me and her chest pushed in against my suddenly
swollen breasts. My hands slid up onto her shoulders and then
behind her head into her hair as she continued the long,
passionate, exciting kiss.

Then I felt a wild jolt of psychic energy as
her hand slid up under my short skirt and rubbed against my pussy.
A moment later its rose up to push down the front of the narrow V
of my thong and I felt her fingers against my naked sex!

I instinctively grabbed at her wrist with a
yelp and she brought her left hand up against my throat as she drew
her lips back from mine. Her eyes narrowed and she spoke to me with
that same stern voice she had used Friday.

“Hands at your sides, slave girl!”

I shuddered and dropped my arms, eyes
widening as she smirked at me.

“How fast do you think I can make you come,
little girl?”

Her fingers were already stroking against my
clitoris with such skill that my hips were beginning to grind
helplessly against her. I gasped as she tightened her grip against
my throat, barely able to breathe.

“Beg me to make you come, slut.” she
purred.

“Please make me come!” I gasped in a low,
hoarse voice.

She threw her body against me and kissed me
roughly her fingers still stroking against my pussy.

“Say it again, slave girl, and call me
Mistress,” she growled.

“Please make me come, Mistress!” I
gasped.

She chuckled and then eased her fingers back
out of my panties. A moment later they pushed into my mouth.

“Close your lips and suck. Lick and suck
them, little slave girl. You know how to do that. Let me feel your
tongue against my fingers.”

I moaned excitedly and obeyed, licking and
sucking her fingers, tasting my own pussy on as her eyes bored into
me.

She drew back and looked at me.

“Strip. Naked!”

I felt another psychic jolt and looked at the
door then back at her.

“Uhm, is Nick coming tonight?” I asked
tremulously.

“Why? You want to fuck my boyfriend,
slut?”

My face flushed uncertainly. “I just… don’t
want him… to get mad,” I gulped.

“You let me worry about him. I want to see
you naked right now.”

Heart racing I peeled the sweater up and off
and then undid the kilt and dropped it to the floor I let her see
me in my sexy new black lingerie then reached behind and, face
reddening, undid my bra and pulled it up and forward to expose my
bare breasts. She seemed unimpressed and simply made an imperious
gesture towards my thong so I peeled it down and stepped out of
it.

“The shoes, too, slut.”

The word made me flinch a little but I knew
it was part of her kinky games. Hadn’t Nick used it on her, as
well?

“Turn around and cross your wrist behind your
back.”

I felt another huge rush of sexual energy as
I obeyed, my heart beating like a drum as she wrapped some kind of
thick leather or faux leather band around my wrists which locked
together. She spun me around again and kissed me roughly, this time
gripping my hair as her lips crushed mine.

I moaned and panted excitedly into her mouth
as I kissed back, feeling her hands sliding up and down my body,
squeezing and kneading my throbbing breasts, rolling and stroking
my tingling nipples. Then she drew back and reached behind her for
something.

She pulled back further on my hair, firmly
not roughly, forcing my head back. My mouth opened wide almost
automatically and she brought something up against it. It was some
kind of black ball thing and she worked it into my mouth, startling
me. It was only when I realized the ball was attached to a thin
strap that she drew across my cheeks and behind me that I realized
that it was one of those kinky gag things I had seen on the
Internet.

That sent another hot rush through my
body.

She filled her fist with my hair and yanked
me around to face the mirror on the back of the door. I stared in
wonderment at the sight of myself naked and helpless with the ball
gag in my mouth.

“This is what a sex slave looks like,” she
whispered into my ear.

She pulled me over to the desk and bent me
forward across it as she had done Friday.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I gasped and obeyed.

Apparently, she had replaced the dildo she
had used on me before, for I felt something rubbing up and down
against my pussy then slowly pushing into me. It was as thick as
the other dildo had been, and I moaned helplessly as it strained my
entrance. She twisted and turned it, her fingers rubbing my
clitoris as she worked it in deeper and deeper.

Then I felt her finger against my wrinkled
back opening. I moaned a protest around the gag, as her finger,
very slippery with some kind of lubricant, slowly worked its way
into my butt. It didn’t go far, but when it withdrew something else
pushed in its place. It felt like another dildo!

I had experimented with my own dildo back
there, of course. So I wasn’t shocked. But it did add to the wild
animal heat building up within me. She pushed it deeper and deeper,
pumping them slowly in and out, making me moan and gasp as the head
drove so high I felt cramps.

When it was very deep inside, uncomfortably
deep, she did something to it. I heard a kind of pumping sound, and
then part of the dildo started to swell inside me, the part that
was just inside my butt. When she stopped, I could tell the thing
was sort of stuck inside me.

A moment later she slipped the belt around my
neck and drew it back behind me to fasten it tightly. I realized
within seconds that it was probably a collar just like the ones
Tiffany and I had played with on Saturday!

Sure enough, when she pulled me to my feet by
the hair and led me around to look at myself in the mirror, I could
see the studded leather collar around my neck, the metal ring
dangling from it. Further down I could see the black base of the
dildo in my pussy protruding from the screening lips of my sex. It
felt like it was attached to the one in my butt, somehow.

And then it started to vibrate!

I squealed and twisted in her grasp and she
laughed softly.

“Sometimes torture can be fun, little sex
slave,” she said.

Then she showed me a strange little black
chain. It had a kind of small ring on each end and she squeezed my
breast and then placed one of those rings around my stiff pink
nipple. With a quick little yank on the chain, the ring suddenly
tightened and I squealed and danced in place as my nipple burned
and stung.

“Of course, sometimes it just hurts,” she
said.

She released my breast and squeezed my other
breast and quickly pressed the second ring against my other nipple
before yanking it closed. Now both my nipples were burning and
stinging and I was squealing and moaning around the gag as she
smiled at me.

“It’s all heat, slave girl. Pleasure or pain.
It’s just heat.”

She hooked a finger under the chain and
lifted it up and forward. My nipples burned even more and I cried
out in pain, rising onto the balls of my feet and thrusting my
chest forward.

“Nasty, sluttish little sex slave,” she
heard. “Obviously you have to learn some discipline.”

With her finger under the chain, holding it
up and out so that I had to stumble forward on the balls of my
feet, she led me over to the wall where there was a straight-backed
leather chair. For the first time, I noticed something had been
placed across the chair. It looked like a kind of leather-wrapped
pole had been hooked over the back rest to angle down across the
center of the chair.

Still holding the chain, Emily led me right
up to the chair and had me kneel on the seat facing the wall. Then
she pulled the chain forward and up, ignoring my squeal of pain as
my nipples burned. There was a hook driven into the wall, and she
slipped the chain over the hook. This drew me in further and made
me bend forward with my breasts thrust out before me. It also
pressed the very top of my pussy against the leather-covered
pole.

The vibrator buzzed powerfully against me,
inside me, and my abdomen felt extremely full with that and the
dildo she had pushed into my butt. I was bewildered as she moved
away and sat down behind her desk, smiling at me.

Then she started tapping away at her computer
as if nothing else was going on.

I moaned helplessly, staring at my nipples
clamped in the little rings, my breasts throbbing as I leaned
forward. I could feel the pressure of that angled pole thing
against me, against my clitoris as well as the base of the
vibrator. I realized this was a part of their kinky sex games she
and Nick must play, but it was still more than a little
overwhelming.

I had not gone in much for vibrators, and I
wasn’t used to the uncomfortably powerful sensations coming from
this one. At first, the stinging and burning in my nipples had
overwhelmed those sensations. But that began to fade to a dull,
background throbbing and my body began responding to the vibrator
as the heat built up within me.

I realized the point of the pole thing she
had hung from the back of the chair only when the muscles in my
hips began to spasm. That ground the top of my pussy up against the
angled leather-covered poll, and the sensations were intense. I
rolled my head to the side, but she seemed to be ignoring me,
looking at her monitor.

I shuddered and ground myself softly against
the leather. If I got the angle just right, it rubbed directly
across my clitoris. The problem was that the base of the vibrator
kept kind of getting in the way. The more heat and arousal gripped
me, the less I was willing to allow that to happen.

I found myself grinding my pussy up and down,
in and out, even pressing down to force the vibrator deeper inside
me. I felt like I was starting to sweat, my body overheating. I
gulped in ragged breaths of air around the ball gag, moaning as
often as not.

My breasts felt swollen and hot, the nipples
burning. But all I could do was grind myself against the leather as
the sensations built up in strength and a kind of feverish heat
took hold of me. I knew she must be watching me, but while that
made me a little self-conscious it was also exciting and wicked and
wild.

And I knew I was going to come very soon.

And then the door opened and Nick walked in.
The blood drained from my face, at first, as I froze in place.

“What’s the matter, little sex slave? Shy?”
he asked.

Emily got up from around her desk and stood
on the other side of the chair. Her hand reached in and fondled my
breast and she chewed lighty on my earlobe.

“Are you going to come, little girl?” she
purred. “Come for your Mistress, little slut. Let me hear you
scream in pleasure.”

I whimpered and moaned dazedly, twisting my
head around and back as Nick walked up on my other side, looking
down at me.

“Take off her gag.”

Emily instantly obeyed him, undoing the strap
and tugging the gag free of my mouth.

Nick unzipped his pants and pulled his cock
out. It was just as thick and hard and long as I remembered it and
I stared wild-eyed at it even as I gulped in air.

“Would you like to taste this, little slave
girl?” Emily purred. “Look what a lovely big cock Master Nicholas
has.”

She turned my head towards him and he leaned
in a bit, letting the head of his cock slide along my cheek, then
along my lips.

My mind was in turmoil, wild, contradictory
sensations sweeping through it. But when he pushed it slowly
forward I let my lips part and shuddered as his thick cock slid
into my mouth. The deeper it got, the more incredibly aroused I
became. I began sucking and licking him, trembling and moaning as I
started grinding my pussy against the pole once again.

“Does that taste good, little slut?” Emily
whispered. “Lick it good, so you make master Nicholas happy.”

I was filled with dark, broiling heat, but
also an intense anxiety and uncertainty. What I was doing was so
slutty! It was so beyond anything I’d ever done before! It was
beyond pretty much anything I’d ever even imagined! Clearly, these
two had much dirtier minds than me!

Nick was casually pushing his cock into my
mouth, pumping just the first few inches as I sucked and licked.
Then he drew back and reached for the chain, lifting it off the
hook. I squealed as he guided me back off the chair and down on my
knees on the floor. He looked down on me from on high and then
gathered my hair up and pushed his cock forward into my open
mouth.

I shuddered, excitement and heat sweeping
through me as I felt his cock sliding along my tongue. I sucked and
licked as best I could, trying to hide my inexperience from them.
Then he tightened his grip on my hair, drawing my head up and
forward and I suddenly remembered him and Emily on Friday.

I gurgled weakly, a jolt of fear going
through me as the head of his cock pushed against the entrance to
my throat. But there was no time to prepare and he drew me firmly
forward as his shaft slid through my tight lips and he drove the
head down my throat.

It ached, a lot! It was thicker than my
dildo, although softer in a way, less rough against the inside of
my throat. It was still difficult to adapt to it. And that was
leaving aside the fact I couldn’t breathe as that thick shaft
pushed down my throat.

And then my wide eyes were basically pressed
against his abdomen as he buried every inch in my mouth and
throat!

I trembled in shock before him, gurgling and
weakly gagging as he held me in place for long seconds. Then he
slowly drew me back by the hair and I watched, cross-eyed as his
slick, thick shaft appeared before me, inch after inch after inch,
until with a cough and a gurgle I was able to suck in deep,
shuddering breaths of air.

He eased me back off my heels, and to my
great relief didn’t try to shove his cock back into my throat. I
was aware, now, that while he had been doing that, Emily had
stripped. She had removed the bar thing from the chair and was now
slumped in the chair herself, legs draped across the arms as Nick
guided me in between them.

I stared at her naked pussy, my eyes kind of
glassy, and felt another shudder of anxiety for I had no idea,
really, how you performed oral sex on a woman. Other than, of
course, what she had already demonstrated for me Friday. Would that
be enough? I would have to try.

She took hold of my hair and guided my mouth
down to her pussy and I started to lick.

Nick moved behind me and knelt there, then
gripped my thighs and jerked them back apart. I felt his fingers at
the vibrator, drawing it slowly out of me.

What a way to lose my virginity! That was
what passed through my mind as I felt his cock pushing against
me.

“Please your Mistress, sex slave, or you will
be tortured and beaten and whipped,” she growled, reaching forward
to roughly fondle my breast.

I moaned and licked frantically at her pussy
as I felt Nick’s cock pushing deeper and deeper into my body. It
felt… incredible! It was so much better than the dildos! It was
warm, and alive, and attached to a real man who was fucking me!

I felt his big, rough hands squeezing my
breast, then his fingers plucked at the rings on my nipples, and
they dropped away. My nipples burned but his fingers gently stroked
and rolled and caressed them as his cock began to move in and out
of me with more authority.

Emily had spread the lips of her sex and I
was licking hard at her clitoris, trying to remember exactly what
she had done to me Friday. Then she started to teach me, guiding me
in how to please her as his cock continue to pump slowly in and out
of me. He was driving it deeper and deeper with every other
stroke.

Heat and excitement built up within me again,
and a tremendous pressure began to squeeze down around my mind. My
breasts pulsed and throbbed in Nick’s hands as he thrust harder,
and then his hips began to slap against my buttocks and I knew had
had every inch of his big cock inside me.

He thrust harder and harder until my whole
body was shaking from the force of the impact, his cock spearing up
into my body with a dark mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Lick your Mistress, slave girl,” Emily
moaned as she tugged on my hair. “Nasty little girl. Filthy little
sex slave. Are you enjoying my boyfriend fucking you? Does his cock
feel good inside you, slut?”

She rolled her eyes up and over my head at
her boyfriend behind me.

“Fuck her harder,” she growled. “Fuck her
little brains out. Make her scream!”

I was not far from doing that now. A
suffocating heat had caught me, to the point I felt dazed and
overwhelmed. And then the orgasm swept through me and I cried out,
my voice rising in an animal wail of pleasure and need.

Emily quickly reached down and fastened her
hand up under my throat, gripping my hair roughly and she tilted my
head up to meet her eyes. Behind me, Nick had his hands on my hips
as he used me roughly, savagely, hammering himself against me.

“Come, little sex toy. Let me watch you come
while my boyfriend rides you like a bitch in heat. Nasty little
slut! Come around my boyfriend’s cock, whore.”

My mind was completely blasted by the force
of the explosive orgasm. All I could do was gurgle and shake and
tremble and drive myself right back against his cock as it rammed
into me. Nothing was in my mind but the heat and the wall of
pleasure. Nothing else mattered. A massive storm of sensation
howled within me and it was all I could do to stay somewhat sane as
it battered at my mind.

Emily released my throat and I sucked in
deep, ragged breaths of air, crying out and moaning in pleasure as
the orgasm rampaged within me.

“This little bitch has very long orgasms,” I
heard her say.

“She’s not the least bit jaded like you are,”
he said. “Everything is new and exciting to her.”

“You going to fill her with your come?”

“No, I can think of a better statement.”

I was pulled up and back as the orgasm faded,
feeling as if my bones had melted. My mind had been shattered and I
stared at him dazedly, uncomprehending as he held his cock before
me and pumped his hand on it. Then he came, his hot, silvery seed
shooting out in thick wads to spread across my face and into my
open mouth.

Emily gripped my hair and dragged me back
around and down between her legs.

“That means he owns you now, slave girl. You
belong to him. He’s claiming you. He owns your body. You’re his sex
slave. Now please me or be whipped. ”

I shuddered dazedly and resumed licking her
pussy.
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“You’re late again,” my mother said as I
walked into the house.

“Well, uhm, they had this project that had to
be done.”

“Well at least it’s not as late as it was
Friday. I hope you’re getting overtime for this.”

“I think so,” I said.

I wanted to head upstairs right away and wash
my face, at the very least. Emily had smeared his semen into every
inch of my face and refused me permission to wipe it off. It had
long since dried and there was no way anyone would be able to
notice. But I felt like there was a great big sign on my face that
said ‘Slut’ somehow.

I was also afraid that somehow or other she
could notice something was different about me. Although really, my
virginity had only been technical given how many times I had used
my dildos on myself, Still, I was definitely not a virgin anymore
not after this evening.

That had been wild and intense and dark and
dirty, and hot and thrilling. It had been a shocking experience. It
was hard to deny it had been better than the stories my girlfriend
had told about losing their virginity. Okay, it was messy when he
came on my face. But everything else had been incredibly hot and
exciting, and the orgasm had been amazing.

And then before I had left, Emily had invited
me to the cabin for the upcoming long weekend. Three days of fun
and games, she said with a smirk. “You’ll definitely love it,
Hannah,” she said. “You’ll learn a lot and have more orgasms than
you can count. Live a little.”

Yikes!

Well, of course, I had to think long and hard
about something like that. But given the incredible level of
excitement and passion I’ve experienced with them that evening, it
was pretty hard to say no. I mean, this was the time to fool around
and experiment and have fun, right?

The hot, steamy sex I had taken part in left
me feeling almost giddy with excitement. See, the big thing holding
me back for so long in indulging my interest in sex had always been
the fear of having my reputation shredded. Guys have such big
mouths! I guarantee you that if I had done something like that with
people my own age from the crowd I knew everyone would be talking
about me the next day.

But I didn’t have to fear such things with
Emily and Nick. There was no chance anyone would find out. And it
had been fantastic! Oh yes, it’d been uncomfortable and
embarrassing at times. But that was because I was new to their
kinky game, not to mention that I didn’t know Nick at all.

I sure didn’t have much to hide anymore from
either of them!

They both thought I was hot and sexy and
beautiful and wanted to play games with me. What wasn’t to like
about that? I told her I would think about it, but by the next day
I was back at the lingerie shop buying that bathing suit. I might
not wear it at a public beach or swimming pool or around my friends
but I didn’t have a problem with wearing it at a cottage of some
kind with Emily and Nick.

I had to hide it from my parents, of course.
They would’ve gone ballistic if they’d seen it. They thought I was
still an innocent little virgin. Ha! As if!

Emily wasn’t even in the next few days at
work, which was quite disappointing. Every evening in bed I used my
dildos, remembering those wild, sordid, wicked evenings with them
and wondering what the weekend would bring.

I told my parents I was going to a cottage
for the weekend with girlfriends, which seemed to satisfy them. It
wasn’t like I really needed to account for myself anymore. They
might treat me like a child sometimes but they at least granted me
the rights of being an adult.

Emily and Nick pick me up in a big black SUV.
I had to climb up into the back seat and toss my stuff on the seat
because the back of the car was jammed with luggage and supplies. I
carefully dressed casual in cutoffs and a T-shirt. They were
dressed pretty much the same, with Emily wearing a pair of dark,
aviator-style sunglasses.

“Hey sexy,” she said as I got in.

“Hi!” I said.

“I hope you like classic rock. It’s all he
listens to and it’s a long ride,” she said.

Nick snorted but didn’t talk.

“I’m fine with just about anything but
country,” I replied.

“Ah, now we know how to really torture you
then,” Nick said.

“Oh please no,” I said as Emily laughed.

We headed off the highway and I did my
seatbelt. I felt a little awkward, being, like, way younger than
both of them. Emily was easy to talk to, though. She asked me about
high school, and what I intended to do with my life. I was used to
that, since almost everybody over thirty asked me the same
question.

“All I can to do is take what comes my way,”
I said. “I don’t know what jobs I might get, what might be
available or what someone might offer me. I don’t have any, like,
profession I’m real interested in or anything. I don’t want to go
to college. That’s too boring.”

“Not all of it,” Emily said with a smile.
“And going to college or university is the price you pay for better
jobs to pay higher salaries. Think of it as short-term pain for
long-term gain.”

“Or there’s always the alternative,” Nick
said.

“What’s that?”

“Well, they say every beautiful girl is
sitting on her fortune.”

I looked at him in confusion for a minute and
rolled my eyes as Emily laughed.

“Hey, a stripper in a better club can make a
couple hundred thousand a year,” he said.

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Okay then, that’s what we're going to do
this weekend,” Emily said in amusement. “We’re going to teach
Hannah how to be a really great stripper.”

“You teach her. You’re really good at it.
I’ll just observe and give marks for excellence.”

“I am really good at it,” Emily said as she
grinned at me over her shoulder.

“She is,” Nick said.

“How come you’re not working as a stripper?”
I asked.

“Because I already make more than 200,000 a
year, honey,” Emily said.

Yikes! I knew that these consultants were
making a lot of money but I didn’t think it was that much.

“Besides she has worked as a stripper,” Nick
said.

Emily gave him a sour look.

“What he means is that years ago I lost a
bet, and so entered an amateur hour competition at a strip club and
made $500.”

“Really! What was that like?”

“Scary. I was kinda drunk at the time. But I
have to say that one thing. It’s like I’m naked and dancing and
everything but all those guys looking up at me was pretty fucking
wild. I mean you spend all your time since you’re a little girl
making sure no strangers see certain parts of your body. So to like
take off all your clothes in front of a big crowd of people is
pretty scary but also a real thrill ride.”

“Well then, maybe…” Nick started.

“Forget it,” she said quickly. “Besides, I’m
too old for that now.”

“I think you’re beautiful,” I said.

“I am beautiful. But I’m also thirty-four.
Most of the girls at these clubs are your age. And the customers
like them young.”

“We’ll have to enter Hannah in an amateur
competition then,” Nick said in amusement.

“No, thank you!”

The ride passed surprisingly quickly. Both of
them were fun to talk to and I found myself getting along pretty
easily with them. Then we were driving down a rural road where
everything smelled fresh and clean and there were no buildings
around. It was good to get out of the city.

We turned onto what was essentially a dirt
road, and drove slowly, bouncing here and there, with tree branches
occasionally brushing against the roof. It didn’t look like there
was anything at all around but then suddenly I could see the lake
ahead as the road turned and there was some kind of building, a
cottage there.

We drove past it, then passed another and
another and another. These were the cottages located along the edge
of the lake. Finally, we stopped in front of a wooden gate, and
Emily climbed down and went to the gate to open it. She pulled it
back and Nick drove the car into a small yard in front of a
reddish-brown wooden cottage.

Emily closed the gate and followed us as Nick
parked next to the door and got out. I climbed down from the back
seat and we spent the next half-hour unloading stuff into the
cabin. The cabin was very nice, with very high ceilings. It had
huge glass walls looking out at the lake and the dock below with a
small beach next to it.

There were five bedrooms upstairs. The
biggest one face the lake was the master being taken up by Emily
and Nick, of course. But the other room was very nice, too and I
unloaded my stuff there.

While I was doing that Emily passed the
doorway and stopped to look in. She was wearing a very tiny thong
bikini and told me to join them down by the water when I was
ready.

I hurried to finish unpacking and then felt a
tightness in my chest at the thought of wearing that swimsuit. I
had brought a couple of more modest ones, just in case I chickened
out, but given she had been wearing a tiny bikini and that we had
privacy here, I didn’t see any reason why I shouldn’t go for
it.

I pulled it on and stared at myself in the
mirror, feeling my pulse racing. I wondered what kind of kinky
stuff we would do, or if it would just be, you know, sex. I turned
and posed from the side and then turned my back to it flushing a
little at how completely naked I looked from behind!

Oh well. It wasn’t like they hadn’t seen me
naked already.

I had brought my own beach towel and
considered wrapping it around myself but then I would seem like a
shy girl embarrassed to be seen. I wanted to be looked at as a
sexy, sophisticated girl who was proud of her body. So I just hung
it over my shoulder and tried to appear as casual as possible as I
went out the door and down the path to the dock and beach.

It was beautiful down there, and I tried not
to look too closely at Nick in his bathing suit. I mean, he was
super hot and we had already had sex but he was also Emily’s
boyfriend. I sure didn’t want to make her angry.

They had set up several chaise lounges there
and brought down drinks and a radio. I flushed a little as they
looked at me and Emily whistled.

“Sexy bathing suit, Hannah. I wouldn’t have
thought you would have something like that.”

“I just bought it recently,” I said, face a
little red.

“Well I approve,” Nick said.

“Of course, you looked better in what you are
wearing last week when I saw you.”

It took me a moment to realize he meant when
I was naked.

“I think I know just one thing which might
add to your outfit,” Emily said.

She stood up, grinning at me. And she picked
up what looked like a black silk ribbon. I felt my stomach flutter
as she turned my me so my back was to her and then gripped my right
wrist and drew it back behind me. I sucked in a deep breath of air
as I felt her carefully wrapping the ribbon around my wrist, and
then drawing my other wrist back to cross them together.

She looked them around my wrists in a
crisscross fashion, very carefully, layering them so they would be
firm but not too tight. Then she tied it off somehow.

“How… How am I supposed to put suntan lotion
on now?” I gulped, face flushed.

Nick passed her a squeeze bottle of some
clear liquid and she squirted it on my right shoulder and she stood
behind me. Then on my left. She put the bottle down and let her
hands caress my shoulders and neck and then slowly slide up and
down my arms, caressing and smoothing the liquid over every inch of
flesh right down to my wrists.

She squirted more onto my back and spread it
down my back, over my shoulder blades, down the small of my back,
and then over my buttocks.

Suddenly she tugged on my hair.

“Stand straight, feet apart, and back chest
out,” she barked.

Heart thumping wildly I obeyed and she spread
the oil up and down my thighs and legs and then let her hands slide
around in front to smooth the slick, slippery stuff up and down my
naked flesh there. I was waiting for her to do something more, to
squeeze my breasts or something, but she only spread the oil where
there was no suit, which was kind of disappointing.

I looked down and was not surprised to see my
nipples pushing out strongly against the front of the fabric.

Emily tugged on my hair again, leaning in so
her lips were next to my ear.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” she
whispered.

I felt the dark, second jolt of
excitement.

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress,” I said
excitedly, flushing under Nick’s eyes.

“Isn’t she wearing too much to be a sex
slave?” Nick asked.

“Nope. She’s fine like this,” Emily said. “In
fact, I think I’ll go for a walk with her”

She took my arm and led me down onto the
beach and then we walked along it, and passed a thick growth of
trees and brush to find ourselves looking up at someone else’s
cottage. I gasped in alarm and stopped in place.

“What if someone sees me like this!?”

She tugged on my arm to get me moving again.
“Like what? You mean in a sexy swimsuit?”

I didn’t want to admit that. I mean, there
was nothing technically wrong with the suit. The cupboard would
need to be covered. But I would’ve been incredibly embarrassed if
we had run into someone while was wearing it. It was meant to be
worn around her and Nick, not strangers.

“I mean, like, people would wonder why my
hands are tied up!” I gulped.

“That depends on how closely they see you.
Not to mention that the people around here are a little more
sophisticated than the ones you’re probably used to.”

What did she mean by that? Surely anyone
would be startled if they saw me walking along with my wrists tied
behind my back!

We passed another scrubby group of trees and
brush and then there was another cottage there. This was making me
very nervous.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“For a walk along the lake. Look how
beautiful it is here.”

“Maybe you should untie me while we're doing
this,” I suggested.

“Now what fun would that be?” she teased.

I squeaked in alarm because I heard a sound
behind me, and whirled around only to see that Nick was coming up
to join us. It was a bit of a relief, since it gave me more cover
in case we should run into anyone.

Emily slipped her arm through mine and since
mine were tied behind my back I couldn’t exactly go in any other
direction but hers and she led me further along the lake. We passed
another couple of cottages and then when we walked through another
group of scrub brush and small trees and emerged next to a dock
where several people were sitting and standing.
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I froze, but couldn’t stop moving forward as
Emily continued to walk. They turned to look at us and my face
flushed red as Emily waved at them.

“Hi, guys!” She said.

“You’re back again I see,” one of the women
said with a smile.

Emily released my arm and hurried forward
onto the dock to embrace her and then a second woman next to her. I
started to back up but Nick was right behind me. I heard him laugh
softly as he pushed forward on my shoulders.

There were two women and three men on the
dock. All of them were in swimsuits, and they were all pretty much
around the same age as Emily and Nick. That is, somewhere in their
thirties. I was extremely self-conscious in the super high cut
swimsuit I wore, even with my front to them. My mind was racing as
I tried to figure out how we could get around them without them
seeing my wrists were tied or my bare butt! If Nick walked behind
me, they wouldn’t notice a thing, I thought.

As it happened, he steered me away from the
dock and up onto the lawn, and stayed behind me as if he had the
same idea. My heart thumped wildly as I tugged my wrists against
the ribbons and moved further away from the dock, making sure Nick
was behind me.

Then we rounded a copse of trees and to my
horror, I saw a half dozen more people sitting and standing near a
table which was set with paper plates and condiments. A guy was
behind a big barbecue where he seemed to be cooking hamburgers and
hotdogs and other things. I barely took notice as I was starting to
panic.

“Hi, Nick,” one of the women in the chairs
said as she waved.

“Good to see you, Amanda.”

Someone turned on some music and then four
more people came out from a cabin off to her left. I backed up a
bit, feeling horribly exposed in my tiny suit and trying
desperately to twist my wrists free of the ribbon before someone
noticed and asked about it.

Everyone seemed to know Nick, then Emily
joined us and there was a round of hugs. Several more people came
down from the cottage, then the people from the dock came up to
join us so that there must’ve been fifteen or more people there.
Most of them were dressed, with only the ones from the dock in
bathing suits.

No one seemed to be paying a lot of attention
to me, thankfully, and I tried to be as unnoticeable as possible,
hoping Nick and Emily could quickly find an excuse to leave with me
before anyone noticed anything amiss.

There was lots of conversation and laughter
over the music, and I looked anxiously behind me to see if there
was an escape route I could use to slip away. Suddenly Nick came
back for me, grinning in amusement at my obvious discomfort.

“Thinking of running away?” he asked.

“Nick! Untie me!” I hissed.

“Now why would I do that?”

He slipped his fingers along my lower chest,
letting them slide into the thin line of fabric which slid up over
my breast and then tugged it slightly to the side to expose my
nipple. I squeaked in alarm and turned around to face the woods. Of
course, that would let anyone watching see my wrists, but Nick was
standing behind me so would presumably block that.

“Nick!”

“Yes, beautiful?”

I felt his right hand slide over my hip and
abdomen and then pushed in underneath the four-inch-wide strip of
fabric which went down my belly and abdomen to stroke the flesh
underneath. His slippery hand stroked gently up and down across my
belly and down my abdomen underneath the fabric, then kept
going.

I gasped in alarm as his fingers slipped
right down my sex and began to rub my soft pussy.

“Nick! Someone will see!”

“Live a little, baby. This is no time to be
shy,” he whispered.

The feel of his slippery fingers stroking up
and down the line of my sex was incredible. And then to make
matters worse, his left hand slid in beneath the band of fabric
which went over my right breast to casually cup and squeeze and
stroke it.

“What a hard little nipple you have, slave
girl,” he whispered into my ear.

I moaned helplessly as his fingers skillfully
stroked my naked clitoris underneath the narrow band of fabric
while my breast throbbed in his other hand.

We were about ten yards away from the nearest
people, who were sitting on lawn chairs with their backs to us, and
only Nick’s body was between me and them!

Nick’s lips were on my earlobe as he sucked
lightly and chewed against my soft flesh. But his fingers were what
were causing more and more my pressure as they rubbed in hard,
circular motions over my clitoris. The surge of energy and heat was
incredible and almost made my legs go rubbery.

I had to fight to keep my breathing from
being too loud as my pulse raced and a tremendous, thrumming sexual
tension began to feel my body. I dazedly reminded myself I was
still fully dressed, after a fashion. I mean I was wearing the
suit, even if his hands were under it. But it almost felt like I
was naked since his hands were on my bare flesh.

“Remember, baby girl, you’re our sex slave,”
he whispered.

“But… but… there are… there are people
around!” I moaned.

It was impossible to keep my hips from
grinding against his fingers. The sensations he was rousing were so
intense it was all I could do to not cry out loud. His slippery
fingers were stroking up and down and from side to side as my body
trembled and my heart pounding like a drum.

“Beg me to let you come, baby slut,” he
whispered.

I shuddered and moaned helplessly as my body
started to flare with heat.

“Beg me to let you come, slave girl,” he
growled.

 “P-Please!”

“Beg your master for permission, sex
slave.”

“Oh! Oh! P-Please!”

His left hand came out from under my suit to
squeeze my throat and hold me firmly back against his body.

“Beg your master for permission to come,
slut.”

“P-Please may I c-c-come, master!?” I
whimpered helplessly.

“Legs apart, chest out, head back, baby
slut.”

I trembled and moaned helplessly, my
breathing rougher and more ragged as he squeezed lightly on my
throat. I shifted my feet and arched my back more, my hips grinding
more and more desperately against his rapidly stroking fingers.

I was terrified that someone would notice
what he was doing, but we were doing, but as the heat grew into a
feverish hunger the need for release outweighed everything else.
Then the orgasm hit and I gurgled helplessly as his fingers
tightened around my neck, my hips now bucking desperately against
his rubbing fingers as the pleasure tore through my body and
swamped my mind.

If it wasn’t for his hand around my throat
I’m sure someone would’ve noticed my cries of pleasure. As it was
they were soft, choking gasps and moans as the climax made my body
shake and tremble and burn furiously.

“Sex slave,” he whispered as he chewed his
way along the nape of my neck.

The orgasm began to ease, and I gulped in air
as he eased his grip on my throat. He chuckled softly and his hands
gripped both my arms before firmly but gently turning me around to
face a group of people on the lawn before me.

I was half astonished that nothing had seemed
to change. No one apparently had noticed anything amiss. And no one
was paying any attention to us. Then I felt another jolt as Nick
drew his cock out of his bathing suit and I felt it pressed up
along my bare buttocks.

My eyes widened and I gulped anxiously,
moaning as I felt the length of him pushing between my buttocks. I
felt his fingers easing aside the narrow line of fabric which went
between them and then the head, now slippery with whatever
sunscreen they had used on me, pressing against my wrinkled back
opening.

I felt a moment of sheer disbelief. Surely he
wouldn’t dare try to do something like that right here! And yet it
was clear that was exactly what he was doing. His cock jabbed
gently but forcefully against me, then slowly pushed up into my
ass.

“Oh my God! Someone’s going to notice!” I
moaned.

“Well then they’ll be very jealous,” he
said.

He worked his hips in and out very gently and
slowly, as if not wanting to be noticed, but the slippery stuff
made him push in surprisingly easily as he drove himself deeper and
deeper into my body. And then someone did notice, but thankfully it
was Emily.

She came over to us and stood in front of me,
giving him a tolerant look

“Hey, I couldn’t resist her beautiful ass,”
he said.

“And is it as tight and warm as you hoped it
would be?”

“Even better.”

She smirked and then she let her hand slide
in and caress the soft flesh underneath that narrow strip of fabric
going down the center of my body. Her fingers slipped down to my
pussy and she stroked it teasingly before her other hand moved up
to lightly pinch my nipple as it poked against the fabric.

“Are these nipples as hard as they look?”

“Why don’t you check?” Nick asked.

Suddenly the clasp behind my neck was untied
and the whole front of the suit dropped almost to my hips. I
squeaked in alarm, eyes widening in shock, but still no one seemed
to be looking our way and Emily was blocking the view of most
people.

“Yes, yes they are that hard,” she said.

She rolled my stiff nipples between her
thumbs and forefingers, pinching and stroking them as she giggled
at the look on my face.

“It’s a good thing Hannah is still a teenager
or she might have a stroke,” she said.

She cupped and squeezed my breasts together
then as I felt Nick pushing his cock achingly deep in my belly.

“Wh-What are you guys d-doing?!” I moaned
desperately.

“Playing with our little sex toy,” Emily
said.

“Burying my cock in our little sex toy’s
tight ass,” Nick said behind me.

Emily kissed me on the lips, her left hand on
my breast, and kneading and squeezing as her rights slid down my
body and into the bottom of the suit to rub up and down along the
naked line of my sex. The movements of her fingers and hand pushed
the suit lower and it slipped right down my legs to pool around my
ankles, leaving me completely naked!

I gasped in alarm again, my pulse racing as I
moaned into her mouth. Nick was starting to thrust in and out with
longer strokes now, as Emily’s fingers expertly stroked my
clit.

“What a pretty pussy you have,” she said.

I felt her slippery fingers spread the lips
of my sex and then push up inside. Her thumb stroked across my
clitoris as two and then three fingers squirmed up into my
pussy.

“Are you going to come again, slut?” she
purred. “I bet we can make you come, and come, as often as we
want.”

“That’s because she’s a sex slave,” Nick
said, chewing along the nape of my neck again.

His right hand was squeezing and roughly
fondling my right breast and his left continued to be wrapped
around my throat. Emily’s right hand was fondling my left breast
and her right was down between my legs.

There was laughter and music and conversation
not twenty yards away, while the two of them set my body aflame and
drowned my mind in dark, scalding liquid heat.

“Sex slave!” she cooed.

“Baby slut,” he whispered.

My hips were grinding helplessly as he fucked
my ass and she fingered my pussy. My mind was feverish and losing
control of my body as it was roiled by heat and hunger and lust and
pleasure. And suddenly a man came up behind Emily and then stood
beside her watching me with a smile.

He was wearing a flowered green shirt and
gray shorts. He was a broad-shouldered guy, who looked like he used
to play football.

“Well now,” he said, “introduce me to your
little friend, Nick.”

I jerked sharply against Nick, but he held
firmly to my throat, and with his and Emily’s hands on my breasts I
couldn’t move as he continued to slowly thrust his cock up into my
belly.

“This is… Ashley,” Emily said.

I don’t know why but I was grateful for the
phony name for some reason. Not that it made much difference given
I was standing here completely naked in front of this complete
stranger whose eyes were running up and down my body!

“She’s absolutely gorgeous,” he said
admiring.

“Isn’t she,” Emily said.

Her fingers were still working slowly in and
out as she stroked her thumb across my clitoris. I couldn’t see
them because of the way Nick was holding my throat back so my head
was against his shoulder but I could certainly feel them and knew
that this guy must be excited by what she was doing.

“And is Nick fucking her ass like he looks
like he’s doing?”

“Why yes, I think he is,” Emily replied in
amusement.

“Well I can hardly blame him,” the new guy
said.

It seemed unreal how casually this guy was
treating this. It was like he witnessed obscene acts like this all
the time. Then again maybe he did.

“She has incredible-looking breasts,” he
said. “You don’t often see them this perky this big.”

“Well, she’s still a teenager,” Emily
said.

“Oh. Well, that explains a lot.”

“We’ve decided she’s going to be our sex
slave,” Emily said.

I squeaked in alarm as Nick finally succeeded
in forcing every last inch of his cock up into my tight bottom. I
felt him grinding himself against me and his cock twisting a little
from side to side deep in my abdomen.

“Watching this is making me hard,” the new
guy said.

“I’m not surprised,” Emily said.

Emily slid her fingers out of my pussy and
then pushed it against my open lips and slid them inside.

“Suck, little sex slave!” she growled in a
low voice.

I half sobbed in dazed bewilderment as I
obeyed.

She put her hand on my shoulder pushed down
and I felt Nick’s hands on my thighs half lifting and lowering me.
The next thing I knew I was on my knees with Nick still buried to
the hilt in my ass. Emily eased to one side and suddenly the
stranger was standing in front of me, gathering in my hair as he
jerked his shorts down and pushed a large cock into my open
mouth.

I felt another wave of disbelief and
unreality that this was happening right near a group of people! We
could be discovered any second! I gurgled weakly around his cock,
feeling him pushing deep into my throat even as Nick resumed
thrusting into my ass.

Someone else came up beside Emily. This time
it was a blonde in a green bikini.

“Well you guys seem to be enjoying
yourselves,” she said.

“We’re letting Liam test-drive our little sex
slave,” Emily said.

“Lucky Liam. Some kind of body she’s
got.”

She moved forward and knelt to my right and
reached in and fondled my breast.

“I thought it was real but I wanted to
check,” she said. And then Emily knelt on my other side and fondled
my other breast.

“Oh they’re real, all right. Aren’t they’re
lovely?”

I was frantic, embarrassed, self-conscious,
filled with fear and alarm at being discovered by the rest of the
group, and yet churning with heat and dark, burning excitement as
Nick’s hips slapped against my buttocks and his cock speared deep
into my ass with every stroke.

Either Emily or the blonde slid their hands
down to finger my clitoris and I shuddered and felt my mind going.
The incredible tension, anxiety, and fear began to melt away as a
kind of strange dark acceptance came over me. I gurgled and gagged
around the stranger’s cock as it slid in and out of my throat my
eyes glassy as my chest burned.

He drew himself back and I gulped in air even
as my body shuddered to the impact of Nick’s hips.

“This tight little ass is going to suck every
drop of come from my balls!” Nick groaned from behind me.

“Well, fill her up, lover,” Emily said in
amusement.

He thrust harder and faster and my whole body
shook and shuddered as he jammed his cock deep into my belly with
every stroke and finally came inside me. There was little rest for
me, though.

“I want her hot little pussy!” the guy in my
mouth said.

I was more than a little lightheaded from
lack of oxygen as he pulled free and Nick slipped out of my ass.
They turned me around to face the trees and the woman, the blonde
shifted around in front of me, pulling the string on her bikini
bottom so it came three. She sat back, her knees apart, and reached
up to grip my hair and pull my mouth against her pussy.

I felt the other guy pushing into my sex as
she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Lick my pussy, little sex slave!” she
growled.

Holy fuck! I didn’t even know these people!
But I obeyed, licking wildly at her pussy as the guy behind me
thrust harder and harder.

“God she’s tight!” he groaned.

“She’s a gorgeous little sex toy,” I heard
Emily say.

She was kneeling beside me, her fingers
stroking my clitoris and squeezing my breasts. The blonde was
moaning as I licked at her pussy, my hair in one hand, her other
hand on my other breast.

I was relieved to have my throat free, and
much preferred having the guy in my pussy as I licked at the
blonde’s sex. This was so wild and crazy! But I was starting to get
used to it and heat was roiling my mind again. I whimpered and
moaned as the blonde mashed my face against her sex.

“Lick harder, slut!” she growled.

I squeaked and obeyed.

“What a sexy little bitch she is.”

I didn’t even know whose voice that was. It
was a woman, and she was apparently kneeling beside me. But I
couldn’t turn my head as the blonde had captured my hair and I
could only lick harder and faster at her pussy. My body was shaking
and trembling now as the guy fucking me hammered himself into my
upraised buttocks.

I felt my mind swimming in heat, and a dark,
yearning hunger. Sensations overwhelmed my senses as my dazed mind
wondered what was happening to me!

I sank into a strange, dazed sense of
acceptance, and with that much of the alarm and embarrassment began
to fade away. Excitement and heat rose and I wallowed in it as my
body rocked to the forceful thrusts of the man behind me.

And then another orgasm swept over me, much
more intense this time so that my entire body was wracked by
convulsions. I cried out again and again until someone closed their
her hand around my throat and the blonde jammed my facing against
her pussy.

“Sexy little slave girl,” I heard someone
say.

“She’s a hot little, cum slut,” another voice
said.

I trembled and shook violently as the orgasm
made my muscles spasm wildly. The blonde moved aside for some
reason and then there was another guy there, with his thick, hard
cock pointed at my mouth. I sucked in a deep breath of air just
before he pushed himself into my mouth and straight down my
throat.

He started fucking my mouth and throat
immediately as the guy behind me, who had paused and pulled out,
pushed into me again and started riding me once more. A pair of
women were kneeling beside me, both of them fondling my breasts and
fingering my pussy as the two men thrust into me.

I had no idea where Emily and Nick were. I
felt lost and surrounded by strangers, with strange hands all over
my body as two men I didn’t know thrust their cocks into me hard
and fast, all of them talking about how hot and sexy I was.

Dark heat continued to roil my mind and a
second orgasm tore it apart as I nearly lost consciousness, choking
on the cock of the guy in front of me.
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I felt firm hands gripping my arms just above
the wrists, and then something metallic was slipped around my
wrists as the ribbon was untied and removed. The man who had been
fucking me pulled me up by the hair so that I could look dazedly up
at Emily standing before me and smiling.

She had a kind of metallic collar in her
hand. It was stainless steel and about 2 inches wide with a large
ring dangling from the front. It had a hasp on the other side to
allow it open and she leaned in and slipped it around my neck, then
she and the guy behind me closed and tightened the hasp so that the
collar was firm around my throat.

I was coughing and gulping and gasping in
air, too dazed to even talk, and then Emily pushed a stainless
steel ball into my open mouth and drew a thin chain across my
cheeks and around behind my head. I moaned helplessly, unable to
close my mouth now as she attached a leash to the ring that dangled
from the front of the collar and tugged on it to pull me to my
feet.

She turned me around and pulled me stumbling
and staggering across the lawn until we were in the middle of the
circle of at least a dozen chairs filled with interested
spectators.

“Everyone, This is Ashley, our new sex
slave,” she said to them all.

I should have been absolutely mortified. But
given what I had just gone through, and how stunned and
shell-shocked I was, I was more like extremely embarrassed and
self-conscious. I cringed under all those eyes, but Emily had my
hair in a firm grip so I couldn’t drop my chin or look away.

“Feet apart, slave!” she barked.

I squeaked as she pulled on my hair and
jerked my feet apart on the grass.

“Chest out. Show all these lovely people your
beautiful breasts.”

My face burned as I obeyed, and as she cupped
one of my breasts and gave it a squeeze.

“They’re really unbelievably firm for their
size,” Emily said. “But the skin is very, very soft.

“How old is the little slut?” One of the
women asked.

“She’s eighteen years old,” Emily said with a
grin.

The hand which had been squeezing my breasts
slid down my trembling body and her fingers caressed the line of my
sex.

“She’s a very responsive little animal,”
Emily said as her fingers stroked my clitoris. “She has extremely
powerful orgasms.”

Was it possible to die of embarrassment!? If
so, I was going to find out now, for my embarrassment only deepened
as Emily let her fingers spread the lips of my sex apart and I felt
a slow trickle of semen emerge from my overheated, harshly used
pussy.

“Her snug little pussy has only been used by
three men so far today,” Emily said. “And Nick, who fucked her
ass.”.

Three men, I thought in confusion. I hadn’t
even known there had been three men who had fucked me! I had
thought it’d been the same guy, simply pulling out and then
thrusting into me again. Obviously, I was wrong.

“We want to give her a weekend to remember,”
Emily said. “A weekend where she will realize how much pleasure her
lovely young body can absorb.”

“I hope you intend to teach her some
discipline, too,” a woman said.

“Oh, naturally. She clearly must learn
obedience, like a proper little slave girl.”

“She looks a little shy,” one of the men said
in amusement.

“She’s very shy,” Emily replied. “But we know
the cure to that.”

There was a ripple of laughter around the
circle of people.

Suddenly one of the women stood up and walked
towards us. She was a tiny, Asian girl, with a very sweet, round
face.

“I think I know how to do away with some of
that shyness,” she said in amusement.

She dropped to her knees before me, and her
hands glided up and down along my inner thighs as she leaned in and
began to lick my pussy.

I gasped, then jerked back, or tried to, but
Emily slapped my bottom and jerked back and down on my hair.

“Stand still, slut!” she barked.

I shuddered, red-faced, as the Asian woman
forced my legs wider and then let her fingers push up into my
pussy. Her tongue started licking against my clitoris with tiny,
rapid movements. Every few seconds her lips press forward to
massage and then suck rhythmically against the hot little
button.

Meanwhile, she had three fingers up inside
me, twisting and turning them, stroking them in and out, rubbing
firmly against the front wall of my sex right up behind my
clitoris.

I could hardly believe I was standing here
naked in front of all these people while a woman whose name I
didn’t even know performed oral sex on me! But then again I could
hardly believe three men whose names I didn’t know had already
fucked me. My mind was being battered by the incredible insanity of
this morning.

“Sexy little fuck toy,” Emily whispered into
my ear she stood behind me.

I trembled and moaned around the metal ball
in my mouth, chest heaving as I stood in place while everyone
watched me getting eaten. I was gripped by disbelief and a dazed
sense that somehow I had stepped into a wild, dark fantasy.

Emily’s arm slid around me, her hands
squeezing and kneading my breasts, lifting them up and mashing them
together as her fingers stroked and rubbed my nipples.

“Dirty little sex slave,” she whispered in my
ear. “Nasty little slave girl.”

I whimpered and gasped as the Chinese woman
pushed her fingers deeper, spreading them out, twisting them from
side to side. Then I realized she had pushed four fingers inside
me. Her thumb stroked up across my clitoris intermittently with her
tongue sweeping from side to side.

“Cum-slut,” Emily whispered. “You know you’re
nothing but a sexual animal. Your lovely young body was built to
give pleasure to others. And to receive pleasure from them.”

She bit into the nape of my neck, sucking
hungrily as her fingers kneaded my breasts.

“Whore,” she growled.

The Chinese girl was twisting her hand,
thrusting her fingers up and down inside me. It was starting to
have a very strong impact. Especially in combination with what she
was doing with her tongue and lips. And those dark, nasty words
coming from Emily were having an effect, as well. Oh, I knew she
didn’t mean it. But it reminded me that I was playing a role in her
kinky sex game. And that none of this was real.

It was just a game. I told myself that, and
also that I didn’t know any of these people and they didn’t know
me. So nothing that happened today really mattered. Just like with
Emily and Nick, this was an opportunity to experiment without
endangering my reputation.

Even so, even with Emily right there next to
me, I was horribly embarrassed as all those people looked on. That
pushed back against the dark heat and pleasure, but it couldn’t
hold it away from me forever. The heat was like a narcotic, or
alcohol. Every little bit that seeped into my mind weakened my
inhibitions and sense of care about what was happening and the
consequences.

I felt the heat building, the sensations
growing stronger, and my arousal deepening. My mind swirled with
emotions, wonder, amazement, and the scalding heat churning within
me. And then, despite my embarrassment, the heat overpowered me,
and another orgasm tore through my body.

My hips bucked frantically against her
fingers and mouth as my back arched and I cried out in dazed
pleasure. I came right in front of everybody, writhing and moaning
and shuddering as my lower belly exploded in pleasure and it swept
up through my body and took over well my mind.

I would have sunk to my knees but suddenly
Nick was there, moving it behind me and gripping my arms as Emily
moved to the side. And then a couple of the men got up from their
chairs and came over. At some word from Nick they reached down and
gripped my legs, lifting them up and back, spreading them apart as
they helped Nick hold me in place.

More people gathered around as the Asian
woman continued to lick. Then she eased back and someone produced
the vibrator which they played back-and-forth against my swollen,
hypersensitive clitoris.

I squirmed and twisted and moaned at the
overpowering sensations but they only laughed and rubbed the
vibrator harder and faster. The Asian woman was twisting her
fingers from side to side inside me. She was trying to push them
deeper, and I felt the strain and ache as the mouth of my sex was
forced wider.

I could stare down at what she was doing now,
for they were holding me with my ankles lifted up and back almost
over my head. I stared through glazed eyes and realized that it was
her knuckles trying to twist and push their way into me. The
knuckles of all five fingers.

I cried out as they slowly ground through the
mouth of my sex and I stared in something like disbelief as her
hand slid slowly into my body and my pussy closed a little to grip
firmly around her wrist.

The people watching congratulated her,
laughing and talking excitedly as they watched her hand push deeper
into my abdomen. I felt her fingers drawing slowly back into her
palm so that she could push her now closed fist deeper into my
body. Hands kneaded my breasts as the vibrator rubbed against my
clitoris and the tiny Asian woman’s fist began to slowly pump up
and down inside my super tight pussy.

I could hardly believe she had been able to
do that. I was aghast, thinking that surely she must have damaged
me. And yet the wicked dark perversity of what she had done sent a
wall of fire sweeping through my mind! As she worked it in and out,
my head dropped back, trembling moaning as the vibrator ground down
against my clitoris.

I felt again that sense of surrender, of
giving in. And with that my inhibitions and fears for consequences
faded away. Excitement grew more intense, my body trembling with
sexual fever now, twisting and writhing in their grip as the Asian
woman worked her fist in and out longer, faster movements.

Another orgasm hit me, this one astonishingly
powerful. I screamed around the ball in my mouth, my inhibitions
gone as I shook violently in their grasp. The world faded away,
replaced by a howling, screaming storm of pleasure that battered my
mind.

It was like I was reduced to an animal state,
all higher orders of consciousness shut down as I was consumed by
the pleasure and passion and hunger. The orgasm was so powerful I
forgot to breathe. No that’s wrong. I just didn’t care about
breathing. And once that climax finally faded I sucked in great,
shuddering breaths of air, sobbing dazedly around the ball gag as
my body continued to tremble and twitch.

The passion and heat still burned within me,
though, especially as I saw her wrist and forearm sliding in and
out of me. This was so sick! It was so insane! It was so
perverted!

Less than a minute later another orgasm tore
my mind apart and I twisted and writhed as my mind was battered yet
again.

The men carried me underneath a large tree.
Other men were there, and they gathered around, talking to each
other quickly. As a loop of rope was thrown up above the hanging
tree branches, and then fell down again to slip, loop after loop,
around my chest just beneath my arms. They pushed my legs back
against my chest, and someone reached in to squeeze my breasts in
and grope me in between my thighs as my ankles were drawn up behind
my neck.

More ropes went around my ankles, then pulled
back behind me enough to tilt my lower body forward a little.
Meanwhile, the Chinese girl was still slowly twisting and turning,
pumping her fist up and down as another woman ground the vibrator
against my clitoris.

She pulled the vibrator back and the Asian
woman licked skillfully at my clitoris, then the vibrator returned,
only to be replaced by the second woman’s mouth. Other people
gathered around now watching as the men released me to let me hang
from the tree limb, swaying slowly in place as the Asian woman
fist-fucked me and I exploded into another orgasm.

Then another.

She slowly drew her hand out of my body, and
then, laughing, they all returned to their chairs. But I was not
far away, eyes remained upon me as I hung there, swaying slowly,
dazed the point of near catatonia at first. It took me a couple of
minutes to realize that I was drooling around the ball gag, and
that was only because I saw my own saliva dripping down onto my
breasts and trickling down onto my belly.

A man came over to me after about five
minutes or so and grinned down at me as he slowly pushed his cock
into my ass.

“Nice and tight, just like I like it,” he
said as he worked himself in and out.

I gurgled weakly, dull-eyed, not really
caring.

He finished and walked back to the group. A
few minutes later two women walked up to me, holding sex toys. One
of them worked the big dildo up into my ass while the other jammed
a vibrator with a little branch near the base into my pussy. The
vibrator had a little strap that went around me to hold it tight
while the dildo had a fat round ring near the base that served the
same purpose as a butt plug in keeping it from slipping free.

The vibrator again began to buzz and the two
walked away after giving my breasts some casual squeezes. I was
left alone for a bit, though it was hard to tell time as I hung
there. They were still gathered around in a circle chatting. Most
of that chat, what I could hear of it, wasn’t about me or sex or
anything else kinky. It was the kind of stuff you expect to hear a
bunch of people talking about at some kind of barbecue.

I discovered you can’t stay embarrassed
forever over the same thing in front of the same people. It
gradually began to fade, though I remained self-conscious as I hung
there naked with my body obscenely penetrated by their sex toys and
the vibrator buzzing away against me and inside me.

But with that acceptance that everyone there
had already seen me naked for some time now, the resistance to the
wild, shocking, perverted things that were happening to me began to
fade. The vibrator began to have more and more effect as my body
filled with hunger and need, once again.

I began to tremble and twitch and shake in
place, whimpering and moaning around the gag.

Two men came over, and fondled my breasts
which made me shudder even more intensely. Then they reached up
above me and did something to adjust the ropes. My body slowly sank
downwards, almost to the point where my tailbone touched the
ground, but not quite.

One of the men fiddled with the strap behind
my neck and undid it, then worked the ball gag out of my mouth. He
turned my body a little so it was sideways to the main group of
people and then dropped his shorts and pushed his erection slowly
into my mouth and straight down my throat.

I gurgled and gagged weakly as he slowly
fucked my throat and mouth, his hands gripping my head as his hips
worked in and out. He pulled out a few times to let me gulp in
ragged breaths of air, and I was aware that most of the people in
the ring of chairs were watching.

“Tell me you love cock, little slut,” he
ordered.

I was too dazed to really care about what he
was saying until the slapped my face. I gasped at the sting, my
eyes rolling upwards.

“Tell me you love cock,” he ordered.

He slapped my cheek first on one side then
the other. “Say it, sex slave. Tell me you love cock.”

I whimpered and moaned and gasped and then
finally did as he ordered.

“Louder, slut.”

I love cock!” I moaned.

He pinched my nipples sharply, pulling them
up and forward.

“Louder, slave girl.”

“I love cock!” I cried.

He dug his fingers into my nipples and they
burned.

“Put more emotion into it, sex slave.”

“I love cock!” I exclaimed.

He drove his cock deep into my throat again,
pumping slowly in and out, fucking my face. When he pulled out it
was to demand the same thing again.

“I love cock!” I asked, gulping in air.

He fucked my throat again, faster this time,
and then came, pouring his cream down my throat.

The second man chuckled and moved in to take
his place, and he made the same demand as he fucked my throat.

I was lightheaded and even more dazed from
the intermittent lack of oxygen, as the third man moved in and took
his place. Then the fourth man came, then the fifth.

They lowered me to the ground and removed the
ropes. I lay on the grass, chest heaving, sweating and trembling
and gulping in air, slowly writhing in place as I moaned in
confusion.

“You will crawl across the ground to Mistress
Emily,” one of the men ordered.

He had a three-foot-long black leather switch
of some kind in his hand and swung it down to hit my bottom. I
squeaked at the sharp sting.

“Crawl, sex slave. Crawl across the
grass.”

The switch snapped down across my buttocks
and then again and I twisted and rolled only to have it hit
stingingly at the side of my breast. I whimpered and yelped and
cried out and started to rise only to be pushed back onto my belly
on the grass.

“Crawl on your belly, sex slave.”

Tormented by the sharp little stings of the
switch, I wriggled and writhed across the grass on my belly,
rolling and twisting from side to side, my wrists still bound
behind me as the man followed. He seemed to take great delight in
snapping the switch down across my bottom or breasts whenever he
could get at them.

I crawled into the middle of the circle of
chairs, sliding through grass and dirt until I reached where Emily
was sitting. She had changed into a short leather skirt, a leather
halter, and very pointy black leather booties.

“Raise your bottom high, head low, knees
apart,” she snapped down at me.

Gasping for breath, trembling and sweating
and shaking, I obeyed, basically staring at her shiny black
shoes.

“Show your mistress how much you love her,
slave,” she growled. “Lick my boots.”

The man who had been using the switch on my
bottom used it again and I yelped in pain.

“You heard her, slave. Lick your Mistress’s
boot.”

Crack! Crack!

I yelped and moaned and then obeyed, licking
frantically at her shiny boot.

“Long, loving licks, slut,” she ordered.

The man with the switch got down on his knees
behind me and drew the dildo out of my ass before thrusting his
cock deep inside me.

It was almost like I had been transported to
another universe, which had different roles, different acceptable
kinds of behavior. I mean, this was absolutely insane to be acting
like this in front of other people, as far as I was aware. And yet
these people seemed not the least bit surprised at what they were
doing or what I was doing.

It was like, to them, this was normal!

And in a weird way that was comforting. I
mean, like what I was doing was not that shocking to them. Even if
it was to me.

I licked up and down along Emily’s boot as
she held it above the ground, her knees crossed. I licked along the
sides and up around the ankles and then down to the pointy toe.

“Put the toe of my boot in your mouth, slut,”
she ordered. “Slide your lips up and down as if you were sucking a
cock.”

The man behind was now slapping his hips
against my buttocks as he sodomized me fairly forcefully. I
shuddered and moaned and gasped as he seized my hair and jerked
back roughly. He jerked my head back and Emily pushed the toe of
her boot slowly into my open mouth.

It was quite narrow at first, but of course
it got wider the further it went in. My lips strained around it as
I gurgled and sucked and licked helplessly at the underside while
the man behind sodomized me with savage abandon, his cock impaling
me again and again.

Evan pulled me up and back by the hair, then.
He and another woman turned me around so my back was to Emily, and
as she put the heel of her boot on the ground, they sank my pussy
down onto the toe and the increasingly thick length of it pushed
slowly up inside me.

The woman played a vibrator back-and-forth
across my clitoris as the man drove his cock into my throat and
fucked it.

The orgasm that hit me broke my mind. It was
like my body had a fit, thrashing and shaking wildly as I rode
frantically up and down on Emily’s foot. I screamed and screamed,
though not very much sound emerged around the cock plugging my
throat.

It was… It was… Rapture!

My mind swirled and swam and soared, twisting
and turning, burning with desire and passion and excitement and
pleasure. My body shook violently, muscles spasming as nerve
endings crackled with sexual electricity.

I don’t remember a lot, after that. It’s just
a fog in my mind of me bent over licking women’s pussies or sucking
men’s cock as somebody fucked me from behind. Then they dragged me
back beneath the tree and hung me upside down from the ankles, my
legs spread wide. They pushed the ball gag, vibrator, and dildo
back into me and then continued their barbecue.

Then they put me in a car and drove me back
to Emily and Nick’s cottage. Emily washed me and then brought me
into a small room that had a large cage, the kind built for his big
dog. She put me inside, locked the cage, and then left and I fell
asleep, mentally exhausted.
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I didn’t sleep for long. When I woke, I
stared around me, looking through the bars, and groaned weakly. I
squirmed up into a somewhat sitting position and then saw the big
screen monitor sitting on the floor at the foot of the cage. It was
showing a live image of me in the cage. I stared, a little
dumbfounded, my wrists pulling feebly against the metal shackles
around them.

I rose on my knees, though I had to keep my
head bowed as I moved to the foot of the cage and stared through
the bars at myself. For the first time, I saw the metal collar
around my neck, and the ring dangling from it. There were also
letters etched into the collar that said “Slave”.

This was so… freaky!

I blinked and stared at my breasts, noting
the bite marks on them, then shook my head wonderingly. I hadn’t
really asked what Emily and Nick had in mind for the weekend, but I
had never imagined this. I had been gang-banged by a whole bunch of
men and women! That Chinese chick fist fucked me!

God!

I spread my knees apart and looked down at my
pussy. It felt sore, and not just from her either. I didn’t even
know how many men had fucked me, or women with strap-ons and
dildos. I had no idea how long it had lasted, or what time it was,
or how long I had been asleep.

I felt a tremor run through me at one of the
memories, the one where the Chinese chick had been licking at me
with her fingers right in front of all those people and I had come
like a whore. I remembered all the eyes on me as I had started to
tremble and shake and cry out in pleasure.

God!

I couldn’t believe what I had done! Or at
least, what had been done to me! Holy fuck!

The door opened suddenly and a man walked in.
I didn’t recognize him. It was possible he had been there but he
was a complete stranger and my face reddened as he came over to the
cage. But, what would have made me mortified just yesterday, being
seen naked by a strange man, did not hold nearly the same level of
embarrassment now.

He scowled at me and then reached down and
unlocked the cage door, opening it.

“Come out here, slave,” he growled.

This was so sick!

I crawled uneasily out, my wrists still
locked behind my back. He gripped the front of the collar and
helped drag me out the rest of the way, pulling me to my feet
before him. He had the ball gag in his mouth and he gripped my
hair, tilting my head back as he pushed it into my mouth. He
reached behind my neck and fastened the strap, then gave my breasts
a good squeeze.

A moment later he attached a leash… a
leash!... to the O-ring dangling from the front of the collar and
tugged as he led me from the room.

We went down the hall and into the large,
open, high ceiling area by the windows. I was relieved to see Emily
and Nick sitting there, along with a redheaded woman I thought I’d
vaguely remembered from this morning.

“From the fun you had this morning, sex
slave, you didn’t really get much exercise,” Emily said. “It’s time
for you to dance a little.”

I thought I had gotten a lot of exercise,
even if I hadn’t moved much except to tremble and shake and writhe
in place.

Nick turned on the stereo with a remote
control and some music played. To my surprise, the redhead stood up
and started dancing in place. She gave me a seductive look as she
moved her arms and body, her hands sliding up and down across her
chest and through her hair, her hips grinding and rolling.

She undid her skirt, letting it slide off,
then as she continued, undid her blouse. She flung her arms back to
send the blouse sliding up across her shoulders down her arms and
off. She moved in front of the other man, grinding her hips before
him, then turned her back to him, and slowly bent over as she
rolled her nearly bare bottom.

She reached down and eased her thong slowly
over her hips and down her buttocks, still grinding back at him,
and stepped out of them and undid her bra. When she was naked she
straddled him, giving him a lap dance, grinding her pussy up and
down over his lap then standing turning, sitting back on him to
roll her buttocks against him some more.

Emily undid the metal bracelets around my
wrists, or at least unfastened them from each other so my arms were
free then she guided me towards where Nick sat.

“Start dancing, sex slave.”

I was reluctant, and kind of embarrassed
about the quality of my dancing, especially naked. But when Emily
pulled out for the little switch I didn’t wait for her to bring it
down across my bottom. I started to dance, feeling awkward and
clumsy, at first.

Then Emily stripped naked, and she began to
dance next to me. That brought me a lot of relief, as I began to
simply mirror her, and do whatever she did.

The redhead was still grinding herself
against the guy when Emily guided me over to Nick and I climbed
into the chair to straddle him. I began to grind myself against
him, my hands on the backrest as I rolled my hips and, watching the
redhead, leaned in so my breasts slid slowly up and down his chest
and over his face.

I was starting to feel the flicker of arousal
again, as he grinned at me and his eyes flicked up and down my body
with approval. Emily called me back and took my place to
demonstrate some things, and then had me straddle him once again
and resume my ‘dance’.

Then, more embarrassingly, I had to straddle
the strange guy and grind myself against him. I could feel his
erection inside his pants as I rubbed my pussy and ass against it.
And I felt a surge of discomfort and heat as his hands rose to
gently cup and squeeze my breasts.

He told me to reach down and undo his pants
and pull his cock out, and I felt that dark rush of heat and
anxiety even as I reached out to obey.

This was so sick! This was so perverted and
kinky!

I squeezed my hands around his cock as I
pulled it free then his hands slid in under my buttocks to lift me
up. I trembled and moaned around the gag as I sank down his cock
and began to ride him. His fingers moved in and I felt them rubbing
my clitoris as I slid my aching, overheated pussy up and down his
cock.

I was amazed at myself for doing this, and
for doing it so casually, with some old guy whose name I didn’t
know. I mean, yes I had been fucked by a bunch of guys out at that
barbecue thing. But somehow in my mind, this was the other way
around. This was me fucking him. Maybe because all he was doing was
sitting there and I was doing all the work. Although what
difference that made I couldn’t explain to you. Just that it
somehow made a difference in my mind.

Then he reached up with his other hand and
folded it around my throat just above the collar. I gurgled weakly,
grabbing his wrist.

“Hands at your sides, sex slave!” he
barked.

Whimpering helplessly, I dropped my arms to
my sides.

“Keep riding.”

I obeyed, my face getting redder and redder
as I tried to breathe and failed. His hand remained where it was,
folded around my throat as I rode up and down his stiff cock.

He eased his grip and I sucked in great lungs
full of air as he grinned at me and pulled me forward to place his
mouth against my right breast. He sucked and chewed and licked the
center of my breasts as I continued to ride his cock.

Then he pushed me upright again, his hand
tightening around my throat, his other hand between my legs rubbing
my clitoris as I rode him. My eyes bulged and I gurgled, my mouth
trying but failing to grind here as I wrote up and down, up and
down, my arm staying at my sides.

He loosened his grip again and I gasped for
breath.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave,” he ordered.

He tightened his grip again momentarily as if
in warning.

“I-I’m a sex slave,” I moaned.

“Call me master. Tell me you’re a sex
slave.”

“I’m a sex slave, master,” I gasped.

He tightened his grasp again, and I gurgled
helplessly.

“Tell me you’re a fuck toy.”

“I’m a fuck toy, master!” I barely managed to
gasp out around his thick fingers.

This was honestly so fucking outrageous! And
yet, it was his words, his attitude, a dark fantasy they were
creating around me that made this so indescribably hot and
shockingly thrilling.

He abandoned my throat, his hands roughly
fondling my breasts as I continued to ride up and down, and I felt
the dark tides of heat sweeping through me again and again. Every
downward slide made me gasp in pleasure. My head rolled back
slowly, my back arching as he rolled and pinched my nipples and his
fingers dug into my sore breasts.

I started to ride faster and more
desperately, leaning forward putting my hands on his shoulders so I
could ride faster and harder. He reached down between my legs and
fingered my clitoris and I exploded into orgasm, crying out again
and again as I plunged up and down his stiff cock and felt the head
driving deep into my burning sex.

It felt so intense, so glorious, the long,
thick length of him caressing my flesh inside my body as I rode up
and down! It felt so… sensuous! And the fact three other people
were watching and I was, in essence, a ‘slave girl’ with my mouth
forced apart by a ball gag, a collar on my neck, well…

I was burning up with the delicious heat,
passion, and excitement, my breathing rough gasps and moans around
the ball. I was really getting into the role, really starting to
feel like I was a slave girl!

And then Emily gathered in my hair and pulled
me firmly up and back so that I had to stumble off his lap and back
to my feet. She led me instead over to Nick and slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Now give master Nick a lap dance, slut.”

I moaned in disappointment, casting a last,
longing walk the other man’s stiff erection, still sticking up from
between his legs. He was highly gripping it, his hand slowly
pumping up and down as he watched me. Emily slapped my bottom sent
me forward to climb onto the sofa and straddle Nick’s lap.

Once again I ground myself against him,
trying to do it in time to the music as he fondled my breasts. I
could feel his big cock inside his pants as I ground my pussy up
and down against it, a delicious ripple of pleasure rolling up
through my lower belly.

After a few minutes, she had me undo his
pants and pull his cock out, then rise up, put it against my pussy,
and slide down it’s length. It felt incredible as it pushed up
inside me, and I cried out in pleasure as I sank down to the hilt.
I started riding eagerly only to be stopped by Emily’s hand on my
shoulder.

“Long, slow, sensual movements, slut
toy.”

I moaned in disappointment, heat churning
wildly within me as I slowed down.

“You’re putting on a show, remember, sex
slave. Arch your back, roll your head, slide your fingers up your
body and through your hair. Looks sexy.”

Panting and moaning around the ball gag I
obeyed her, fighting to keep from riding too quickly for she now
had the switch in her hand and was sliding it up and down my back
and along my buttocks.

Nick squeezed my breasts and leaned in to
suck and lick and chew on my nipples. More rippling waves of
sensation spread through my body and poured into my mind.

Then Emily pulled me off by the hair again
and led me over to the first guy. He had mostly softened by now,
but after a minute or so of my grinding myself against him, he was
hard once more. I pressed it against myself and slid down his cock,
and began to ride him in the same way as I had Nick.

It was incredibly frustrating, though. I so
wanted to go faster. This long slow ride was driving me out of my
mind as my brain baked in the heat. But every time I sped up Emily
brought that thin switch down across my bottom with stinging
impact.

I was close enough to my orgasm to start to
feel desperately in need. And Emily seemed to sense this as she
pulled me off the man again and this time led me over to where the
woman sat on a padded chair. She drew my wrist back behind me and
locked the metal restraints together then she and the woman guided
me forward to place me belly down across her lap.

I felt her fingers at my sex. One finger slid
into me and pressed against the front wall of my sex while more
began to stroke my clitoris hard and fast. Sensation swept through
me and my entire body began to throb with energy as my hips bucked
and trembled.

Emily undid the strap holding the ball in my
mouth and pulled it free, then lifted my head up and back by the
hair.

Crack!

I cried out at the sudden stinging slap
against my bottom.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You forgot to say Mistress, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say it then, slut. Apologize for being a bad
girl.”

“I’m sorry for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I
exclaimed.

The woman’s thumb slid into me again, rubbing
against the front wall of my sex as her fingers stroked my
clitoris.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
whore?” Emily demanded.

“Yes, Mistress! I’m sorry for being a filthy
little whore, Mistress!” I moaned.

This was so sick! And so hot!

“Do you love cock?”

“Yes, Mistress! I love cock, Mistress!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Whore! The redhead said as her hand slapped
down sharply across my bottom.

“I bet you love to suck cock, don’t you,
slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. “I love to suck
cock, Mistress!”

I could hardly believe the things I was
saying but that made my body crackle with sexual electricity.

“That makes you a cock sucking slut, doesn’t
it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I’m gasped, “I’m a cock
sucking slut, Mistress!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Filthy little slut!” the redhead said

“Do you want to suck master Nick’s cock?”
Emily demanded.

“Yes, Mistress! I want to suck master Nick’s
cock!”

“Then you will go over to him and beg to let
you suck his cock,” she ordered.

She pulled me off the woman’s lap by the hair
and I yelped in pain as I tumbled onto the floor.

“Crawl on your belly over in front of him,
lick his shoes, and beg him to let you suck his cock, whore!”

Oh my God! This was so sick and dark and wild
and degrading and filthy!

I had to crawl awkwardly over to Nick on my
belly, and once there I licked his feet as I looked upward towards
him. “Please may I suck your cock, master Nick?” I begged.

He reached down and filled his fist with my
hair, lifting me bodily by the hair and jamming my mouth down onto
his cock as I cried out in pain. I moaned as his cock slid into my
mouth, sucking and licking before he pushed my head all the way
down until my lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft.

He released my hair and I slid my lips up
again, gasping for air as I pulled myself high enough so that the
head of his cock was in my mouth and not my throat. I started to
suck and lick frantically, bobbing up and down, up and down, and
then slid all the way down to the base before he could force me
down.

He pulled me back up and roughly shoved me so
I fell sprawling onto my back on the floor.

Emily stood over me. “Now go over to master
Luke and beg him for permission to suck his cock,” she ordered.

I had no idea who the hell that was but there
was only one other guy in the room so I rolled onto my belly and
wriggled across to where he sat, then licked his feet without being
told.

“Please may I suck your cock, Master Luke?” I
moaned.

Like Nick, he pulled me up by the hair and I
started to suck and lick his cock. He guided me roughly down onto
his balls and I sucked them into my mouth, moaning around them as
he pressed heavily on the back of my head, licking and sucking them
until he pulled me up then pushed his cock into my mouth, and down
my throat.

He used a two-handed grip in my hair to
roughly work my mouth and throat up and down on his cock rapidly as
I gurgled and gagged and choked. Then he eased up and I gulped in
air as I sucked and licked the head.

Emily yanked me off again and once again I
fell sprawling onto the rug. “Now go and beg Mistress Brooke for
permission to lick her pussy.”

Panting for breath, chest heaving, I rolled
onto my belly, moaning as my breasts were ground against the rug
below me while I wriggled across to where she sat and licked her
feet.

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress
Brooke?” I groaned.

She pulled me up by the hair as the others
had, and I saw that she had spread her legs wide and slumped down
as she pulled my mouth in against her sex.

I was starting to lose track of myself, of
everything about me and what was going on other than the most
immediate act of what I was to do. The way they kept roughly
manhandling me, and pushing me from one person to the next had me
befuddled and was weakening the heat inside me. It was still quite
strong, though as Emily yanked me back once again and threw me onto
the floor.

It was then that I realized that there was
another man in the room. He must’ve come in while I was licking the
redhead’s pussy, my face jammed between her thighs.

“Go over and beg master Wyatt for permission
to suck his cock, slut.”

I wriggled across the floor as they all
watched, moaning helplessly, chest heaving as I reached the new man
and licked his shoes.

“Please may I suck your cock, Master Wyatt?”
I begged.

I gasped in pain as he pulled me up by the
hair. Then my mouth was sliding down on another cock, as he reached
in to fondle my breasts and pinch my nipples.

Emily kept jerking me back and forth, making
me crawl from one to the next on my belly, lick their feet and then
beg for permission to suck or lick them. But she never left me in
place long enough for any of them to come.

Of course, that meant the men all stayed hard
and ready.

Finally, she threw me on the floor and
ordered me to assume the face-down, ass-up position, then unlocked
my wrists.

“Spread your arms up to the sides, draw your
belly in tight against your thighs and spread your legs, you slutty
little animal. Now beg master Luke to fuck your slut body.”

She put her foot down on the back of my neck
and I shuddered helplessly.

“Please fuck my slutty little body, Master
Luke!” I cried.

“Doesn’t sound like she really wants it badly
enough,” I heard the man say.

Crack! Emily brought the switch down
across my upraised bottom with stinging force.

“Beg master Luke to fuck your filthy little
slave-slut body, whore!”

“Please fuck my filthy little slave-slut
body, master Luke!” I cried.

Crack! The switch came down across my
bottom again.

“Louder, slut!”

“Please fuck my filthy little slave slut
body, Master Luke!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Put more feeling into it, slut!”

“Please fuck my filthy little slave slut
body, Master Luke!”

I was so relieved when he shifted off his
chair and knelt behind me. I felt his cock rubbing up and down the
swollen lips of my sex and pushing into me with a hard, deep
thrust. He leaned forward over my body, his hands coming down on my
shoulders pressed me more firmly against the floor as his hips
started to thrust hard and fast from the beginning.

I gurgled and gasped and moaned as his big
cock pumped savagely inside me and his hips pounded against my
buttocks. A dark heat swept through me once again and my eyes
closed as pleasure filled my mind. My breasts ached as they were
crushed beneath me, pillowed out against the floor as my body
ground them down into the rug.

“This is how you fuck a filthy little whore,”
Emily said. “Just use the little bitch animal for your
pleasure.”

The orgasm exploded within me and I cried out
in mindless pleasure, trembling and shaking as my mind dissolved
under the screaming waves of pleasure that coursed through me. It
was simply glorious and I wallowed in the pleasure, nothing else on
my mind but the steady thrusting of his cock and the slap of his
hips against me.

After he came I had to beg the other two men
to fuck me again and again, which they eventually did, riding me
just as hard and savagely until I came several more times.

Then I had to lick the redhead an orgasm
before Emily attached the leash to my collar and led me, this time
crawling on all fours, out of the room and up the stairs. She
brought me to the bathroom, slapping my bottom whenever I tried to
talk, then brushed my teeth before putting the ball gag back in my
mouth.

She sat me on the bidet and cleaned my pussy,
then to my humiliation, gave me an enema to clear out my bottom.
She washed my hair and body and led me, crawling again, back down
the hall. We went into the master bedroom this time where she
removed the ball gag, locked my wrists behind my back, and had me
kneel between her thighs and lick her to an orgasm.

She returned the favor, then half rolled me
onto my side and slid her pussy in against mine as she knelt over
me. She ground her pussy against mine, reaching forward to roughly
fondle my breasts with her left hand while pulling my hair sharply
back with her right.

I came again, crying out in dazed pleasure as
her pussy mashed and rubbed furiously against mine.
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I hadn’t had anything in my stomach all day
other than semen. I was awfully hungry by dinner, especially given
how energetic and mind-blowing the day had been. Nick and Emily
dressed up for dinner. He had a very expensive-looking suit and she
wore a long, black silk dress.

I wore nothing, except the collar and
shackles, with the ball gag filling my mouth. We got into the car
and drove a short distance along the lake before stopping before
another cottage. This one was somewhat larger and more
expensive-looking. I moaned nervously at the look of lights and the
sound of voices as they led me past several other parked cars in
and around the back of the water.

A man and a woman met them, and they greeted
each other as friends, then we walked out into a large, beautiful
backyard with manicured grass, bordered by gardens and flowering
bushes. Were to tall posts in the center of the yard and I was led
over between them.

My wrists were lifted up and out to either
side and attached to chains that came down from the top of the
posts. My ankles were spread apart and they too were chained to the
lower part of the posts as a dildo and vibrator were worked up
inside me, and the vibrator was turned on.

And then, Emily came up to me and carefully
placed a pair of contact lenses into my eyes.

“We wouldn’t want your eyes to be blinded by
so much bright light,” she said with a smile.

That was a weird thing to say given it wasn’t
that bright and the sun was starting to set. And the lenses she put
in my eyes were so dark I couldn’t see anything beyond shapes
within a foot or so of my face.

It was all I saw of the evening. I could hear
more and more voices as apparently people gathered for some kind of
party. Sometimes the voices came close and talked about me as hands
caressed my breasts, rolled my nipples, or slid down to rub my
clitoris. But I couldn’t make out any faces or really even distinct
bodies.

The vibrator throbbed within me and my body
began to tremble in tune with it. My clitoris felt swollen and
hypersensitive. I knew there were a lot of people around, but I
couldn’t see them, just the occasional hazy shape in the
darkness.

My hips began to spasm and grind helplessly
as my body grew more and more aroused and hunger roiled my mind. I
felt something in my ears, then. Things being pushed into my years
turned out to be ear pods. No sooner were they inserted than I
began to hear my own voice speaking, saying all the degrading
things they had had me say earlier.

You know, I’m a sex slave, I’m a filthy
whore, a bitch animal, a cock sucking slut, I’m a fuck toy, and all
that stuff. It was repeated over and over again along with my own
cries of pleasure. Of course, this meant I was deaf and blind now
to whatever was happening around me. But I still felt fingers and
hands-on my body now and then.

The words in my ears were repetitive, and I
got used to them after a while, half tuning about. Until they
changed. Now the words were that I was a bad girl and a filthy
little slut.

Suddenly I felt a strange blow across my
back. It wasn’t heavy or anything. And it wasn’t sorrowing. It was
like somebody had swung a dozen boot laces or something against me,
and they all slap lately but with just a little sting across my
bare back.

“Bad little sex slaves must be punished!” A
new voice said over the ear pods.

It was Emily’s voice.

Again the laces snapped down across my back,
a little harder this time so that I gasped around the ball gag.

“Disobedient little sex slaves must be
flogged,” Emily’s voice said.

 


The laces cut across my back again, harder
this time. I yelped and twisted against the chains, my mind
fluttering wildly in confusion and uncertainty.

“Sex slaves must learn to obey,” Emily’s
voice said.

The laces cut across my back again, and I
squealed helplessly around the ball gag as the dozen or more stings
crackled against my soft skin.

It didn’t hurt especially badly or anything.
In fact it did sting as badly as being slapped on the bottom had.
But they were sure lots of them, and more importantly, the way I
was standing like I was, and her words brought to mind the thought
of being whipped the slave girl. And that was suddenly a darkly
thrilling idea.

Me, being whipped like a sex slave! Naked in
front of a whole bunch of people! This was so shocking and wicked!
So perverted and dark!

“Sex slaves must learn submission,” Emily’s
voice said.

Again and again, the laces snapped across my
back, moving slowly lower until there were stinging my buttocks and
setting my hips jerking forward with every blow. My skin began to
feel hot and tender as I stood helplessly in place, whimpering and
moaning and yelping with every blow.

Suddenly the long voices began to creep
around my ribs. The tips snapped against the side of my ribs, and
then against the side of my breast, and then they swept completely
around me to snap the whole breast, my nipple burning.

I twisted and writhed in place, straining
against the chains as the laces stung my swollen breast. They moved
completely around my body now. The person holding the flog swung it
down across my breasts repeatedly, then my belly, my abdomen, and
finally between my legs.

Skin all over my body began to feel hot and
tender, and then the flogging stopped. I felt male hands on my
back, stroking up and down then moving around my ribs and sliding
up to squeeze my breasts up and together.

A moment later, the vibrator was slid out of
my pussy. The guy standing behind me pushed his cock up and into me
between my thighs while someone else rub the vibrator against my
clitoris. The guy thrust into me hard and fast while someone ground
vibrator side to side for my clit.

It didn’t take long before the orgasm rolled
through me, and knowing there were perhaps a dozen or more people
watching only made it more intense as I cried out, again and again,
my body shaking and grinding back against him.

They unchained me and I was led by the leash
crawling across grass. I sucked several cocks and licked several
pussies, then rode up and down on several men as they sat on chairs
and sucked and squeezed on my tender breasts.

Then I straddled her by who was laying on the
ground, sliding my pussy up and down on his cock until someone else
pushed me forward and drove their own cock into my ass. My arms are
lifted up and out to the sides, my hands wrapped around thick, hard
cocks and rubbed up and down them. The ball gag was pulled from my
mouth, my head turned forward as another cock pushed my throat.

Hands far to squeeze and fondling my breasts,
and fingers rubbed my clit. I couldn’t really see anybody, so it
was almost like I was in a strange, dark, hazy dream. But I could
feel them, as I was the center of attention for at least five
men.

But numbers didn’t matter. I was wrapped in a
dark, burning sexual fantasy, riding up and down on one cock as
another guy thrust into me from behind. I came again and again and
again, my mind blasted by incredible rushing floods of liquid
heat.

For hours I was nothing but a helpless naked
body, used by any man or woman who wanted me, not even being able
to see them. I was turned and bent, thrown on my back, legs spread,
used by one, two, three, or sometimes more men at the time.

Finally, I was raised to my feet and led to
what felt like a round post. The post was horizontal, pressing into
my back just below my shoulder blades. My arms were stretched out
to either side and tied tightly to the top of the post, then my
hair gathered into a braid and pulled down to force my head so far
back I would be looking behind me I could see anything. My legs
were spread apart in the dildo and vibrated pushed inside once
more.

Then someone began to lick my clitoris was
sufficient skill that my entire body began to tremble and shake.
That was when the laces came down across my taut breasts. I
squealed and cried out and the sting and burn, then shuddered and
moaned as the vibrator up slowly in and out and the tongue licked
faster at my clit.

Another blow of the flog cut across my
breasts, and another, and another, until they burned hotly, and
then somehow the heat of their pain joined with the heat swirling
and churning up through my body from whoever was licking my
clitoris and popping the vibrator inside me.

Although my breasts ached, my pussy didn’t
seem to hurt anymore. It was like they were tingling and throbbing
with pleasure even as the fog came down on again and again.

I came, screaming, thrashing, and shaking in
place, the intensity of the rush so powerful that I think I blanked
out entirely. Certainly, I don’t remember any more of that
night.

*

I was finally able to eat something the next
morning. Emily made a nice breakfast, though only she and Nick sat
at the table. I knelt beside the table, still naked, of course. I
had to beg like a dog, but my tongue lolling out, and my arms
against my chest with my hands downturned.

Every now and then they would let me lick
something out of their fingers, or out of the palms of their hands.
I wasn’t permitted to talk, though, only whimper like a begging dog
might. In fact, being a dog was what they had planned for me for
that day.

They put a pair of doggy ears on my head, a
butt plug with a tail attached in my bottom, and made me crawl
everywhere. Instead of the ball gag in my mouth had a ball gag
jammed between my teeth. Natalie walked me on the leash, and when I
needed to go to the bathroom she walked me outside and made me go
against a bush like I was a dog!

Later that morning another couple came for a
visit. Or I should say, two men and a woman. They were all black,
with one of the men and the woman dressed nicely. The other black
man was naked, and crawling on all fours just like I was! He too
had a leash attached to a collar around his neck.

They let him out back where I was and I
stared in astonishment as he saw me and then crawled rapidly across
the lawn and grabbed me! He quickly shifted me around some so my
butt was toward him, then his big hands gripped my thighs and
yanked them apart as she bent his head and shoved his face in to
start looking hungrily at my pussy.

As you can imagine, I was kind of stunned,
but there really wasn’t a lot I could do even if I wanted to or
knew that I wanted to. His tongue was incredibly long as he thrust
it into my pussy and pumped it in and out. He made whole, animal
growls as he looked at me, and when his lips found my clitoris and
started sucking my entire body started to tremble violently.

Then he mounted me, climbing on top of me the
way a male dog would mount a bitch. His cock plunged deep into my
belly and he dropped his chest down on my back, his arms
surrounding me as he rode me furiously.

His hands roughly fondled my sore breasts as
he chewed and sucked on the nape of my neck, growling like he was a
dog as she rode me. It was so insane! But it didn’t take me long to
come. And then come again! I came four times before you emptied
himself in my pussy.

It was only a temporary emptiness for he
quickly threw me on my back, spread my legs, and dropped down to
eagerly lick my pussy once again. His big cock pushed out further
than any tongue I had ever seen as he ran his hands up down my body
fuck me with his tongue.

It didn’t take him long to get hard again,
and he roughly flipped me onto my belly, jerking my hips high
mounted me once again. He rode me just as savagely, driving me into
several more orgasms before coming.

More people dropped by during the day, and at
one point I had to lay on my back in a circle of a dozen people and
masturbate while they watched, first with my fingers, then with a
large dildo. And yes, I came several times.

The weekend was a crash course in public sex,
exhibitionism, bondage, submission, and slavery. I am no idea how
many people I had sex with, or more properly, how many people had
sex with me. I was a creature of sex, an animal, a pet, a sex
slave. The distinction between this being simply a game that I was
playing, and reality, was not always clear to me.

I practiced my lap dancing again, and then
actually started putting on clothes so I could strip them off in
time to the music. The next evening they brought me to a strip club
where, despite my heart thumping wildly with anxiety and
uncertainty, I went out on stage and stripped naked before scores
of people, dancing and twisting and posing my body in obscene ways
for them.

Then I went to the backroom and gave lap
dances to the mostly middle-aged man who put money on the table
beside them. This at least was way easier than doing it at the
cottage because the men were allowed to touch me and I wasn’t
expected to pull their cock so and suck or fuck them.

And the money was real! In fact I made
several hundred dollars in just a couple of hours!

It was the most insane weekend of my life,
filled with so many new, shocking experiences it was hard to absorb
them all. To say it changed me would be a huge understatement. I
went back again the next weekend, and then Emily found me a job
working in an upscale strip club. I made $1000 my first night!

Within a few weeks, I was working as a call
girl, going to well-heeled clients who were willing to pay extra
for kinky sex with a beautiful teenage girl they could tie up,
strap, call names, and even, for extra money, flog.

At first, I made $1000 per ‘date’. But the
demand was such that I was able to raise it to three within a few
months. I was soon making more money than Emily! I didn’t have to
go to university to do it either!

I get that most people wouldn’t understand,
and might even think that I had been led astray. But I was never
less than enthusiastic about it, and while not every client made me
come, only a few made me doubtful of the choices I had made.
Fortunately, I was able to pick and choose who I would see again.
If I didn’t like them, they would not get to see me a second
time.

I know that my job is not considered exactly
respectable, but I’m not quite sure why. I bring pleasure to people
and enjoyed doing it. I also make way more than most people, and
certainly more than I would have as a high school graduate working
as a clerk or a server or a barista.

I’m grateful to Emily and Nick for showing me
what my true calling was. And who knows, maybe whatever made enough
money I might even decide to go to university. And then I’ll
probably need some financial training and help take care of it. I
intend to be a rich girl, after all.

And like Nick said, pretty girls are sitting
on their fortune.
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One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up
his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for
me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how
much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's
parents at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that
Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of
Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she
arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping
hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency.
Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds
herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is
soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige gets a job
as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is
a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
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arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her
own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers
and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more
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foggy London night,
Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a
shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
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a fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
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pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!

 


 




cover.jpeg





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

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



