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Her name was Summer, and she took after the
season, blossoming as the days grew longer and warmer. Other girls
might stay inside, but she would be out in the sun, golden hair
flying in the air behind her as she raced up and down on her bike,
or streaming back as she swam like a fish, or lept and danced as
she did, at every opportunity.

It was inevitable that when it came time to
find a summer job she would look for something outside, and she
spent several summers as a lifeguard at city beaches before heading
off to college. There she decided to take Forestry Management and
Conservation. It would allow her to do a lot of work out of doors,
and it paid very well indeed.

Given the choice of colleges, Summer's had
chosen Texas A&M since it almost never got below sixty degrees,
even in the heart of winter. There she threw herself into
basketball, volleyball, soccer, and swimming as much as she did her
courses. She also got a small motorcycle, and drove it increasingly
far out, exploring the local area and getting a number of speeding
tickets despite her best effort at charming the Highway Patrol.

She looked down on one now. It was for almost
$300, and it frustrated her as she'd been keeping a fairly good
watch for police. She wasn't sure where that cop had hidden. He'd
come out of nowhere. She had tried explaining that the road was
clear and clean and straight and she'd just been enjoying herself,
but he was a humorless prig.

So what if driving fast was riskier? She had
always been a risk-taker. And if you couldn't take risks in Texas
where could you? She sighed and stuffed the ticket into her pocket,
started the bike, and pulled out onto the highway, wondering how
she was going to pay for it.

It was nearing March so she'd used up most of
her money by now. March break was coming up and she'd intended
going down to Lake Havasu in Arizona as she'd heard there were some
pretty wild parties there. But she had less than a month to pay
this damned ticket.

There was nothing for it. She was going to
have to get some sort of job, at least long enough to pay for the
ticket. It would interfere with her sports, which was a pain, but
it couldn't be avoided. When she got back to school she wandered
down to the student employment office, looking for something which
would let her pay the ticket off quickly.

There wasn't much there. The part-time jobs
that could be done on weekends and evenings were in high demand and
short supply. There were an awful lot of students at Texas A&M,
and the surrounding city – if it could be properly called that –
was not very large.

Then, as she was glumly examining the board
one of the student volunteers came over and posted a couple of new
ones, and her eyes widened when she saw the description of one:
lifeguard.

What was more it was only for weekends! That
was nearly perfect! She snatched it off the wall and headed up to
the desk.

“You're not supposed to take it off the wall,
you know,” the man said.

He didn't say it crossly, though. Most men
were nice to Summer most of the time, something she'd become
well-used-to.

“Sorry. I just thought it was the perfect job
since I worked the last few summers as a city lifeguard.”

“Do you have your own transportation? This is
out of town.”

“Yes. How far?”

“About a twenty-minute drive.”

Summer had driven around enough by then to
know there was a whole lot of nothing once you got ten minutes
outside the College Station city limits.

Twenty minutes meant fifteen minutes the way
she drove, maybe less. The job had twelve-hour days, though, which
was bad, although it meant she could pick up more hours and thus
more money faster. And they did supply your lunch and dinner, which
was good. She figured it must be some sort of holiday camp.

She called the number she was given and
discussed the job with a guy called Henderson, told him about her
experience as a lifeguard, and set up an interview. With the help
of her phone's GPS, she had no trouble finding the place, though it
was a long way from anywhere, with nothing but trees and brush on
all sides for a mile or so.

What she didn't expect, when she turned in,
was that it would have a large pair of double gates that were
closed. She looked around and saw a call button and pressed it,
then waited. There was a camera up on the fence, too, and she
wondered why a holiday camp would have a locked gate.

The gate slid aside, so she presumed someone
had looked at her on the camera. She accelerated through it and
down the narrow road, trees on either side. It turned once, then
turned again and she saw a building ahead. As she got closer she
began to suspect it wasn't some sort of holiday camp or hotel but a
private house.

A very large one.

It was done in Spanish style, with a wall
that looked or was made to look like pale brown stucco with a tile
roof and a long wooden gallery running along the second floor. She
pulled up in front of what looked like the front door, hopped off
and removed her helmet. She combed out her hair and walked to the
front door, somewhat curious and confused.

A tall, thin, middle-aged black man opened it
and looked at her with interest.

“Miss Foster,” he said, holding out his hand.
I'm George Henderson.”

Summer shook his hand and he ushered her into
the building. It did indeed look like a private house, or maybe a
private mansion, Spanish style. She'd never been in a house with so
much space before, and looked around uncertainly.

“Come through here,” Henderson said.

He led her down a hall, then into a huge
kitchen, through it, and out a door into the back yard. And there,
of course, was the pool... or lake... or something. It was simply
enormous. There were no straight lines. The interlock around one
side was gently curved, and there was what looked like a beach on
the other side.

There was an island reachable by a narrow
arched bridge, and then a large scattering of boulders along one
side with a waterfall spilling down over the top. To the left was
another pile of rocks, bigger, higher, with a small round opening a
couple of feet above the water which looked like a slide. There was
also another waterfall. But she could see darkness beneath, which
she supposed was some kind of cave.

The pool was probably over a hundred and
fifty feet long, and almost as wide. There were tall trees and
brush all around it, and at least a half dozen locations with
chaise loungers and chairs to relax on.

“My pool,” Henderson said.

“Uhm, wow,” she replied, eyes wide.

“Yes, that's what I wanted when I had it
built,” he said, a trifle smugly.

“And uh, you need a lifeguard?” she asked
uncertainly.

“Not during the week during the day. The kids
are at school. But on the weekends not only do I get my kids, but
their friends, plus my nieces and nephews and their friends, plus
sometimes my friends and their families. It's not unusual to have
twenty or thirty kids here ranging from seven or eight to twenty.
And I can't rely on the older ones to look after the younger ones
because, well, they're morons.”

She snorted.

“They don't have to pay attention, and get
easily distracted by playing around and showing off for each other.
And most of them, aside from my kids, can't swim very well. You can
be sure I made sure my kids knew how to swim!”

“I see,” she said.

“On the weekends they start showing up in the
late morning, and the older ones can be here until the late evening
when I throw them out. Well, except for mine, but they can
generally be trusted to not drown themselves. I have better things
to do than watch them all, and since I can afford to pay someone
else to do so, that's what I'm aiming to do. The job pays $12 an
hour.”

Given the minimum wage in Texas was $7.25
that wasn't bad. And she'd earn enough to pay off the ticket –
minus deductions, in just a couple of weekends or so.

“Sounds... doable,” she said.

“Okay. You're officially my son's
girlfriend.”

Summer looked at him in surprise.

“I'm gonna do this off the books. I don't
want to mess around with all that government crap about taxes and
other deductions. So you're here as my son's girlfriend who just
happens to spend all her time here at the pool because she likes
swimming pools.”

“Uh, you think anyone will ask?”

“With the crowd of people I get here, it
wouldn't surprise me. Everyone wants to enjoy my pool, after all,”
he said, looking smug again.

“How old is your son?”

He laughed. “I don't think it would be
believable if he was ten, honey. He's twenty, so don't worry. He's
a lot better looking than I am, too, so no one will doubt it.”

“Uhm, okay,” she said doubtfully.

Just so this guy didn't think she really was
his girlfriend.

“If he gets on your nerves tell him to get
lost,” Henderson said. “If he doesn't take a hint, call me. I don't
expect that to be an issue. He has no shortage of girls throwing
themselves at him.”

“Okay.”

*

The job was a little strange, but she was
pleased. It paid well, and she liked being a lifeguard. Henderson
had a cook and a 'houseman' whatever that was, as servants, and he
introduced her to them both in case she had any questions or wanted
to eat or drink something.

She drove back to school and parked her bike,
then headed up to her dorm room.

“Hey,” she said as he closed the door behind
her.

“Hey,” Keri replied.

Keri was her roommate, a native Texan from
Dallas, she was short and thin and busty, and conservative. Summer
had found her to be a bit of a prude about certain things and
topics of conversation, but not as religious as she'd have
expected. They got along reasonably well despite Summer being a
somewhat more liberal girl from Maine.

She was sitting on her bed reading a
textbook, with the TV on in the background.

“Got the job,” she said.

“Oh, cool,” Keri said. “What's it pay?”

“Twelve bucks an hour!”

“Oh, wow. Lucky you!”

“Yeah. I mean, if I hadn't been right there
when they put the job up I'm sure someone else would have grabbed
it first.”

She put her helmet away and hung up her
jacket.

“So where is it?”

“Outside of town. Get this, it's in a private
house.”

“A private house needs a lifeguard?”

“It's a mansion, like a big estate the size
of a hotel. The guy has a humongous pool with waterfalls and
islands and stuff. And he says his kids and his relatives and
friends show up every day so there can be twenty or thirty kids
there and he doesn't feel like watching them all day.”

“Makes sense. Rich guy, huh? Is he
married?”

Summer snorted and opened the closet, then
dragged out a box that had some of the stuff she'd brought but had
never unpacked.

“He's like in his forties or fifties or
something like that. Kind of skinny. And black,” she said almost as
an afterthought.

“Black? You're gonna work as a lifeguard in a
place full of black people?”

“I don't know. I mean, his kids probably have
white friends too. What difference does it make?”

“God, you northerners are so innocent,” Keri
said.

“Innocent? Not hardly,” Summer said, digging
in the box and then pulling out a couple of bathing suits.

“Let me tell you something, girl, white and
black people don't hang out together that much in Texas.”

“Well, I'm not a Texan. And anyway, I'm not
hanging out, I'm working.”

She took out her white bikini and examined
it.

“You're going to wear a bikini?”

Summer looked up in surprise.

“I always wear bikinis.”

“Not when you go swimming.”

“That's the swimming team,” Summer said. “You
have to wear a black one-piece. This is more an unofficial
lifeguard at a private house.”

“Yes, but you're a blonde!”

Summer looked at her in surprise, swirled her
head, gripped a handful of hair and stared at it in pretended
astonishment.

“I'm blonde! When did that happen!?” she
exclaimed.

“Haha. You know what I mean.”

“Haven't got a clue.”

“You're going to be this tall, pretty blonde
girl in a bikini surrounded by Black guys! You know how Black guys
go after blondes!”

“In my experience, all guys go for blondes,”
she said.

“But Black guys, well, and Hispanics... and
all minorities, really, have this view of blondes as these sort of
wild, slutty sex goddesses.”

“We are,” Summer said with a laugh.

“They'll go after you like flies on
honey!”

“Well, I am pretty sweet.”

“Summer!”

“Keri! I know how to say no to guys, believe
me. I've been practicing it since I was thirteen.”

And she had. She was tall, lithe and slender,
but with a firm, toned body which included a nice butt and breasts
which were, if not as big as Keri, certainly full and high and
firm. She had never had any trouble attracting attention from boys
– of any race or age.

“Just so they take no for an answer,” Keri
muttered.

“If they don't they'll take a knee in the
nuts. Look, it's a humongous mansion with servants and everything.
The back yard is bigger than the courtyard out front. And about the
only time I'll be going inside is probably to get lunch from the
cook.”

“Well, don't say I didn't warn you, Yankee.
Those black boys go for blonde girls like cats with catnip. And you
know what they say about them?”

“No, what?” Summer sighed.

“They all have huge... you-know-whats.”

Summer grinned but refrained from saying
something which would offend her roommate, like a promise to do her
best to see for herself.

A huge you-know-what didn't sound unappealing
at all. Maybe some of the 'kids' at Henderson's pool would be older
and cute and worth getting to know. God knew it was boring hanging
around a pool without anyone to talk to.

Still, she did consider her bikini again.
She'd always worn a one-piece at her lifeguard jobs because that
was what they required. But if she wasn't officially a lifeguard
then it'd kind of look weird to be wearing a one-piece, like she
was some kind of weird, nerdy conservative type.

What she needed was a one-piece which was not
dull and boring and old-fashioned like her school swimsuit. She
needed one that was reasonably sexy so as to not have people
wondering if she was some kind of Mormon, but not too sexy.

She needed to go shopping – online. Because
she knew from experience there just wasn't anything in town. She
sighed, got her tablet and then called up Amazon. Normally she'd
never buy a swimsuit without trying it on, but if she found what
she liked and then found it on Amazon prime she could return it
easily.

She found a black suit that looked
conservative but sexy. It was a speedo, with white stripes up the
sides, and a high neck which also had a white stripe around it. It
was cut high at the hips, though, unlike her very conservative
school suits, and was a bit cheeky, but not too much.

She ordered it for next day delivery and
sighed at yet another cost. But, it was the cost of doing business,
she thought. She'd make it back soon enough.
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She arrived at Nine-forty-five Saturday
morning, pulling her bike around the side where the garage was. She
was to report to Mr. Smith, the houseman, not Henderson, so she
rang the bell at the side door and waited until he showed up.

He was a huge black man a little younger than
Henderson. He greeted her in a friendly enough fashion.

“I'm Mr. Henderson's man,” he said. “I take
care of the house and grounds and see to it anything needs fixing,
gets fixed. I'm also security,” he said with a grin. “Anyone gives
you trouble just let me know.”

“Er, okay,” she said.

He showed her where she could change. There
was a bathroom just off the garage that had a large shower she
would be able to use.

Summer wasn't totally happy with her
swimsuit, but it was the best she had available. It had arrived a
bit late and was a bit tighter across the chest than she was
generally comfortable with unless she was trying to impress guys.
Which she wasn't here.

It was also a bit higher on the hips than
she'd thought, and, when combined with her long legs, well...
certainly showed off her long legs! Still, almost every suit would
do that to a degree. The contrast was just very obvious between the
black suit and her white skin.

She had a tan, but not much of one. She wore
a high SPF sunscreen whenever she went out. She was a natural
blonde, after all, with fair skin, and had no desire to experience
sunburn. Again.

Smith showed her the pool-house where
everyone else would be changing. It was done up like a grass hut
from Tahiti on the outside, but was all modern on the inside, with
separate changing, shower and bathroom facilities for men and
women.

There were also several large thatched tiki
patio umbrellas around the pool he pointed out to her, including
one on top of the largest mound of stones. They all had chairs
underneath. She decided to take that one as hers. It was the
highest point around the pool and should have a good view.

She decided to take a dip in the pool first.
She waded into it on the 'beach' side and then dove forward to swim
through the cool waters. She swam across to the far side, then
climbed out at the tall rocks – fake rocks, she had discovered. She
climbed up and then dove off a ledge, then climbed up and tried to
slide before looking in under the waterfall at the cave.

Pretty good place for teenagers to find some
privacy, she thought. Was she supposed to supervise that sort of
thing? Henderson hadn't suggested it. As far as she knew the only
thing she was here to do was keep people from drowning.

She climbed out, wrung the water out of her
hair, and then went over to find Smith to make sure she had her
instructions right. She did, and she returned to her perch. She had
brought a book to read, and sat down in the shade to read it.

No one showed up until after eleven, which
made for a pretty quiet and relaxing job. The first person at the
pool was a little girl of about eight with an inflatable toy around
her middle. She walked in along the beach, and Summer kept a close
eye on her.

Ten minutes later a couple of boys a little
older showed up and dove off the side of the pool, then climbed up
to her perch to use the slide.

“Who are you?” one of them asked in
surprise.

“Lifeguard,” she said.

“Cool,” he replied. “You're pretty.”

“Thanks,” she smiled.

They both slid down into the water a bunch of
times after that, then several more kids arrived and she put down
her book to pay attention full-time.

Smith showed up around noon to ask her when
she wanted to have her lunch, and told her the cook would bring it
out to her. Since there were little kids in the pool she didn't
disagree, and ate in the shade of the big tiki umbrella while
keeping an eye on the pool.

It wasn't until well after lunch that things
got busier. That was when the teenagers showed up. Henderson did
too, with a couple of adults who occupied chairs under another tiki
umbrella. The teens were mostly fourteen or fifteen. The girls
looked at her suspiciously while the boys looked at her the way
boys always did.

She didn't have any trouble with them,
though. They tried to impress her and told her how hot she was and
all, but not rudely or crudely. She just nodded absently and smiled
a lot.

A couple more adults arrived to join
Henderson, then more kids of various ages. Summer congratulated
herself on picking the high position since she could watch the
water very clearly.

It was after Four when two guys her own age
showed up. They were easy enough to see. They were both tall and
broad-shouldered, with thick, muscular chests. They jostled each
other, though, as they approached the pool, then wrestled at the
edge, one trying to throw the other before both fell in.

They swam across to the high rocks and
disappeared into the cave below. She knew there was a passage there
which led to the stairs, and soon they were up on top, headed for
the ledge. They stopped when they saw her, and she let her eyes
admire then behind her sunglasses.

“Well what do we have here?” one of them
asked in delight.

“So you're the lifeguard. Dad didn't say you
were gorgeous,” the second said.

One of them was about an inch taller than the
other and had very short hair. The second had a kind of square top
haircut. Both had strongly muscled chests which suggested they
worked out a lot.

“Hey,” she said.

“I'm Trevor,” the bigger one said, holding
out his hand.

She raised her hand and shook it.

“Summer,” she said.

“Really? Cool name.”

“I like summer,” the other said. “I'm
Jamal.”

“Hey,” she said again.

“So you gonna be working here a while?”
Trevor asked.”

“I guess so,” she said. “Mr. Henderson didn't
say anything to suggest otherwise.”

“That's Mr. Henderson,” Jamal said. “You
know, he usually has us supervise the staff when he's not around.
So we should, like, interview and get more details. Like, do you
have a boyfriend?”

“No,” she said, slightly amused.

“I see. And what were your measurements?”

Trevor pushed him and he stumbled over the
ledge and fell into the pool below.

“I'm in charge,” he said. “You can just
ignore him.”

“Uhmm hmm. You probably shouldn't be pushing
people off like that. They might get hurt.”

“Yeah, but it's only Jamal, so no real harm
done. Still, you can always spank me if I've been a bad boy.”

He turned and bent over a little, grinning at
her.

“That's all right,” she said.

He did have a nice butt, though.

Jamal had climbed back up and came running at
him with arms outstretched, clearly intending on carrying him off
the edge. Trevor demonstrated that he was very fast for a big man
in dodging aside and shoving his friend so he again went over the
ledge.

“The smaller they are, the easier they fall,”
he said.

“I think that's supposed to be the bigger
they are,” she said, smiling.

“Well, babe, you can go ahead and grab me and
try to throw me off,” he said with a grin.

“Hmmm. Some other time.”

His dodging skills didn't succeed the second
time, and both of them went off the ledge while Summer turned her
attention back to the kids in the pool.

She wasn't surprised to see a lot of them,
and everyone else, coming up past her. The high rocks had the slide
and the ledge, which served as a kind of diving board so everyone
was constantly climbing up to use them.

She also wasn't surprised that Jamal and
Trevor tried very hard to be nice to her, to impress her, and to
find out more about her. She got the same from guys at her other
lifeguard jobs. At least this time the guys were about her own age.
Well, except for a couple of the younger boys.

And both of them were, she had to admit,
hot.

The weather wasn't very cool either. She dove
off the ledge herself a couple of times and swam around. Trevor
reached out when she swam to the edge once and she reached up and
took his hand. He lifted her effortlessly up out of the pool and
set her on the side. And if he'd been trying to impress her with
how strong he was – he succeeded.

“Boy, oh boy, you got some kind of legs,
Summer,” he said, looking down.

“And they go all the way up, too,” she said
with a smirk.

“I can see that. Yup. Sure can.”

She smirked and walked away, knowing his eyes
were on her butt as she climbed back up onto the higher ledge.

Over the following days of fairly boring work
he and his Jamal, and a few of their friends did their best to
impress and seduce her, with varying degrees of success. She found
Trevor's thick chest almost irresistible. Though she never touched
it, she definitely wanted to run her fingers across it. And he did
have a cocky, bordering on arrogant confidence.

Then again, with his looks and money, he had
every reason for it. He was twenty-two and had just graduated from
college last year. Now he was working for his father in a business
that seemed to involve oil royalties and the renting of oil
drilling and development equipment.

He managed to pin her up against a wall once
or twice and steal a kiss, which she didn't really mind since he
was never threatening. And the third time he did it he got those
powerful arms around her and his hands slid down to cup her
buttocks through the suit as the kiss had lingered.

He knew how to kiss very well indeed, she
thought with approval.

The only reason she wasn't willing to further
explore things was she was responsible for ensuring no one drowned,
and she refused to go off with him to see this or that outbuilding
or tour his house (or room or bed).

“I'm working,” she said, each time he
suggested something.

Nor did he have much of an answer to that,
though it obviously frustrated him.

Not until it rained one day. The rain was
accompanied by thunder and lightning, so the pool was abandoned.
Smith told her to knock off early for the day, so she headed for
the garage and the bathroom there to change.

Trevor followed her.

“You know, since you've got some free time,
maybe I could show you around the house,” he said.

“Well, I don't know. I'm not sure what your
father would think,” she said.

“He ain't here.”

“Ahh.”

He turned her around suddenly, moving in
close, pinning her up against the wall.

“And there are quite a few things I'd like to
show you,” he said.

“Do tell? I wonder what those things could b
– .”

He kissed her, his big hands cupping her
face, and this was the longest, deepest kiss he'd tried. She put
her hands up against his chest – defensively – but once there her
hands couldn't resist sliding up and down against his wet, muscled
chest. The tactile pleasure of that made her nipples harden inside
the cups of the swimsuit and made her breathing quicken.

His hands slid down her back and cupped her
bottom, his fingers kneading her soft flesh as he continued the
kiss.

Summer's chest tightened and she felt a rush
of energy, her pulse racing as her hands continued to slide over
his chest and then up onto his shoulders. One of those hands slid
up her side and ribs, then around to glide across her breast. And
when she made no objection it returned, squeezing her breast as his
tongue dipped between her lips.

Her excitement was rising rapidly, but she
was still startled, and perhaps even shocked when he abruptly
dropped low until he was kneeling in front of her.

“I been dreaming about what's behind this
suit of yours since I met you, baby,” he said.

Summer gasped, not at all sure she was
willing to go there, yet! But then his tongue, strong and wide and
long, licked eagerly right up against her pussy!

“Oh! Trevor!” she squealed.

She tried to push his head away but he
grabbed her wrists in his large, powerful hands, holding them down
against her sides as he licked again, and again, and again, hard,
strong licks that sent rushes of sensation through her body even
though he was licking through the crotch of the suit.

She tried to close her legs but his knees
were between them, and she gasped and squirmed in his grasp as his
tongue lapped at her sex again and again.

“Trevor! Stop!” she gasped.

He did, cocking his head up and grinning at
her.

“Why?” he asked.

And she didn't have an answer. Because trying
to explain that letting him do this, basically agreeing to sex with
him when they hadn't even been on a date or anything was... well...
it was somehow or other... against the rules!

Okay, the rules were kind of stupid, and they
weren't written down anywhere. And the only punishment was that
people might think you were a little slutty if they found out.
Which they wouldn't. And maybe he wouldn't 'respect' her, but did
she really care? She wasn't looking to some Texas rich boy as a
future boyfriend anyway. Especially not one in the oil
business.

Her lack of answer made him snort, and then
resume licking her.

Summer squirmed, both mentally and
physically. His tongue was sending a growing wave of sensations up
through her body. But watching him do it was sending her mind into
confused fits of excitement and anxiety. Because she knew she ought
to stop him, but wasn't at all sure she wanted to!

In fact, she knew she didn't want to!

He opened his mouth wide and closed it over
her pussy, sort of growling and licking and using his lips to
massage her, then his hands slid up her arms to her shoulders and
jerked the straps down so suddenly she could only squeal in
surprise as her breasts were bared and the suit was bunched around
her waist!

Then his hands were on her bare breasts,
squeezing and kneading them as he resumed licking her hard and
fast!

“Trevor!” she exclaimed, grasping his wrists
as she stared around wildly in fear of discovery. “Someone might
come!”

“I aim to make you the first one,” he
said.

He pulled his hands away from her breasts,
which throbbed alarmingly, then hooked a finger in through the side
of the crotch of her one-piece and yanked it aside to bare her
naked sex. Before she could do more than squeal, his tongue was
licking her there hard and fast. And the difference in the strength
of the sensations between licking through the suit and licking her
bare skin was so powerful she jerked convulsively.

“Ohmygod!” she cried.

His big tongue licked strongly right up the
center of her pussy, then his lips spread out and his tongue did
some hard, fast licking right at the top, his lips pushing hers
aside so he could get at her clitoris!

Her legs almost turned to rubber!

“T-Trevor!” she gasped, grabbing at his
head.

He resisted her pushing him back, his tongue
sweeping up and down against her rapidly swelling little button,
then from side to side. Then, since her hands were now down, he
grabbed at the straps of the swimsuit and yanked them down over her
hands, peeling the suit the rest of the way down her body.

He stood up as abruptly as he'd knelt, but
put his shoulder into her belly and his arm around her, lifting her
up as he rose until she found herself falling belly down across his
broad shoulder.

“Trevor!” she gasped.

Crack! He slapped her bare bottom.

“Ah!”

“That's sir to you, employee,” he said.

Her suit fell off her ankles and he carried
her through the garage, then opened a door into the house.

“Trevor!” she gasped, trying to tear herself
free.

“Shh, or someone will hear.”

Since she was buck naked that was the last
thing she wanted, and Summer stared wildly around – from her upside
vantage point, as he turned abruptly once inside the house, then
climbed a set of narrow stairs.

“Put me down!” she hissed.

He carried her effortlessly up the stairs and
then down a wide hallway, his bare feet slapping against a dark
wood floor until he came to an open door. He led her inside, kicked
it closed behind her, and by twisting her body around Summer saw
they were in a bedroom!

He flung her up and forward and she cried out
in alarm as she threw her arms up and back to brace herself. She
landed on a huge, four-poster canopy bed, though. And then Trevor
was on the bed, his big hands spreading her legs wide as his mouth
found her pussy again!

It was all more than slightly overwhelming.
Summer found herself in a large, luxurious looking room with high
ceilings, a big-screen TV on the wall at the foot of the bed, a
fireplace off to one side, and a large man lying between her spread
legs with his tongue on her pussy.

“Trevor! Stop!” she hissed.

He stopped, but only to grin up at her.

“If I can't make you come at least three
times before I take my swimsuit off I won't take it off,” he
said.

That was such astonishing arrogance it left
her speechless. The truth was that while she kind of liked sex it
was more for the hugging and kissing and stroking than penetration.
Because simply put she'd never had an orgasm with a guy. Not that,
at eighteen, she'd had a huge amount of experience, of course.

But her experience with guys was that they
were always eager to dive right in, and once they were inside her
they were done within a few minutes and looking to get dressed. It
wasn't that nobody had licked her pussy before, but they hadn't
done it for very long or with much enthusiasm.

Now Trevor was laying there with his forearms
pinning her thighs wide and his tongue working very skilfully and
patiently at her pussy. And despite her anxiety, her body was
quickly thrumming with sexual heat and pressure as his tongue and
lips worked on her clitoris.

It occurred to her as she lay there that just
this demonstration of what that was supposed to be like – amazing
in itself – was more than sufficient education for her to let him
do whatever he wanted. Her chest was already heaving as she stared
up at the ceiling, then down at him, then closed her eyes, moaning
low in her throat.

In fact, when her hands finally dropped down
onto his head again it was to push down harder as she squirmed and
moaned and her hips ground up against him.

Instead, he pulled his head up, easily
resisting her pressure, and slid his hands up her body, folding
them around her breasts to knead and squeeze them in a way that
made her moan helplessly.

“Na, na, baby. You leave the man to do his
work without interfering,” he said.

He dropped down atop her, though still on all
fours, and kissed her on the lips again. Then he gripped her
wrists, lifting them up and back above her head.

He broke his lips free of hers and reached to
one of the heavy posts. There was a curtain held there with some
kind of fabric tie, and he undid the tie and yanked it down, then
before she understood his intent, tied it around her wrist.

“Wh-what... what are you... doing!?” she
gasped, twisting her head from side to side to see.

“Keeping you from interfering in my work,” he
said.

He tied the thing to the headboard, and then
dropped back down, his mouth pausing to suck and lick and chew at
her breasts even as Summer was coming to terms with the astonishing
realization that he'd tied her wrists to the bed!

He licked and chewed his way down her body
and spread her legs again, then his tongue returned to her pussy,
and Summer was lost, twisting and rolling her hips up as fire
burned its way up her spine. She arched her back, gurgling and
gasping and moaning in heat, then cried out as the orgasm hit.

His tongue was relentless, and her hips
bucked up frantically as he licked her through the orgasm and out
the other side.

“That's one, “ he said.

She gulped in air, staring at him dazedly, as
he straightened up.

He grinned down at her, then leaned forward
and to the side. He opened the drawer of the bedside table and took
something else. He came back to her and she saw it was... a weird
sort of leather strap with what looked like a fat penis attached to
it!

No, it was more like the head of the penis,
but a very large one, and he pushed it against her mouth before she
even understood his intent.

“Open up, employee.”

She gasped as the pressure made her open her
lips, and the short cock pushed into her mouth until the strap it
was attached to was pressed down over her lips.

“Can't have you screaming in pleasure, blonde
girl, or we're gonna get visitors.”

Which made sense, sort of, at least as far as
her frazzled mind could tell. But she was still confused about what
this was even as he pulled the strap across her cheeks and around
behind her head, then locked it in place somehow.

It was a gag! The penis thing filled her
mouth, pressing her tongue down, and the strap went across her
mouth to help keep her silent! She was now not only tied up but
gagged! And utterly helpless!
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Trevor grinned and then slid down, taking his
time to suck and squeeze and knead her breasts, turning them to
hot, throbbing balls of aching flesh. Then he licked his way down
her belly until he was once again between her legs.

This time he didn't just use his tongue. His
fingers probed at the mouth of her sex, then slid into her, big
fingers, long fingers! She shuddered, her knees drawn back and
spread wide as his fingers pumped in and out of her while his lips
sucked rhythmically on her clitoris.

She was sopping wet, but also tight.
Especially when two big fingers became three. But she didn't care.
Her body was soon crackling with sexual heat, and undulated under
him as his tongue licked rapidly at her clitoris and sent her into
a second powerful climax.

He chewed lightly on her abdomen and belly,
licking and kissing his way back up to her breasts.

“Love these tits,” he said as he began to
lick, chew and suck on her nipples.

Everyone loved her tits, but none of them had
done what he was doing for them. He sucked just right. He licked
with a swirling, sweeping tongue. He chewed on the surrounding
flesh, almost to the point of pain. His fingers kneading her
breasts nearly continuously.

They were both throbbing and overheated by
the time he slid his lips and tongue downward, his teeth lightly
nipping at her belly and abdomen before his big hands roughly
jerked her thighs wide once again. His tongue dove into her, this
time, twisting and twining, pumping in and out like a warm, slick
little cock as his nose ground against her clitoris.

He rose up abruptly, jerking his swimsuit
down. His cock sprang up, thick and long enough to make her gasp.
It was definitely the largest she'd ever seen in person!

He gripped it in his hand, pressing the head
against her, but didn't enter her. Instead, he rubbed the head up
and down, up and down, pressing harder, rubbing against her
clitoris.

“What do you say, blonde girl? Should I fuck
your brains out?” he growled. “Should I tear this pussy up? Should
I ram it so deep inside you it comes out your mouth?”

Summer moaned, staring at it, her hips
rolling helplessly up as he ground the head against her.

He dropped atop her, his cock laying along
her belly, the shaft pressed between her legs. His hands grasped
her hair and jerked her head back as he kissed her throat. Then he
pulled his head up, staring down at her hungrily.

“You want this inside you, blonde girl?” he
taunted, grinding the shaft up and down, up and down along her
naked sex.

“Y-Yeth!” she moaned around the gag.

He kneaded her breast roughly.

“Yes, what?”

“Yeth! Fuuu meee!” she gasped.

She gasped again, her eyes widening, as his
big hand closed around her throat.

“Yes? You say yes sir to me, employee,” he
taunted with a leer. “Say please fuck me sir.”

“Peease fugh me... shir!” she moaned around
the gag.

He leaned in to chew on the nape of her neck,
then drew back.

“Again!”

Confused, she gurgled around his hand as it
squeezed her neck.

“Pease fugh me, hsir!” she gasped.

“You ain't begging hard enough, bitch.”

He slid back down, his hands spreading her
legs again, so wide the tendons in her thighs ached fiercely. His
tongue pushed into her, pumping in and out, then swept up across
her clitoris again and again and again.

Her hips began to roll up against him again
and Summer gulped in air, writhing in place, her back arching. His
fingers thrust into her, pumping in and out, fast and hard as he
licked her, and a third orgasm tore through her body, heat flaring
wildly inside her as she cried out around the gag.

Her hips bucked up frantically as he licked
and thrust his fingers in. Three big fingers drove deep, twisted
fast, came up, thrust deep, twisted around and came up, again and
again until her bucking hips went limp and she moaned, laying her
head back.

He licked and chewed and kissed his way back
up her body, up to her breasts, where he lavished more attention
before sliding higher. His hard cock lay against her once more, the
shaft rubbing against her sex as he reached behind her head and
undid the strap holding the gag in place.

“Beg me to fuck you, blonde girl,” he
growled.

“P-please... fuck me... sir,” she gasped,
panting, eyes fluttering.

He kissed her, his lips ravishing hers, his
tongue slipping inside as he jerked her head up by the hair.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

His fingers rolled her nipple, plucking at
it.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said with a
leer.

She groaned, and he pinched her nipple.

“Owww!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” she moaned.

He pinched harder.

“Sir. Say sir.”

“Ow! Don't! Sir!” she gasped.

She was confused. She sort of got his
nonsense game about her being an employee, but not why he really
cared about it.

He jerked back on her hair and she gasped,
then moaned as his lips slid in under her jaw and he chewed and
kissed his way along the front of her throat.

“Again. Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, sir,” she moaned.

“Sexy little white slut,” he growled.

He reared back on his heels, his hands
kneading her breasts, then sliding down. He gripped his cock,
rubbing the head against her, then slowly let it sink into the
mouth of her pussy.

“Gonna fuck you hard, baby,” he growled.
“Gonna fuck your blonde brains out.”

Summer shuddered in heat and pleasure as she
felt him sinking into her. As wet and hot as she was, the sight and
feel of his big cock pushing down through the tight folds of her
pussy made her want to cry out in pleasure. The deeper he moved the
more aroused she felt, as she felt herself being utterly filled
up!

His hands pressed her legs back against her,
spreading them apart. He leaned over her, letting his weight press
her legs back so that she felt utterly helpless and squashed
beneath him. With her wrists bound above her and her legs forced
down, she could barely move! What she could do was stare at his
thick black shaft as it slowly disappeared inside her body.

Oh! Oh! Oh God! OhmyGod!” she gasped in
pleasure.

“Fucking right, baby,” he said.

He growled and slid his big hands down onto
her ankles, then leaned further over her. His hips began to rise
and fall, slowly, pumping his cock inside her with short, slow
strokes. But the strokes got longer and faster, and all Summer
could do was stare at him, and at his cock, and burn in the fiery
heat sweeping through her body.

“Huhgh! Huhgh! Huhgh! Huhgh!” she grunted as
he thrust himself deep.

He grinned down at her, showing his teeth.
The sheer size of him, so muscular and male, filling the world
overhead, pinning her down helplessly, and thrusting his mighty
shaft deep inside her, all made her mind thrill to a dark, carnal
hunger she had barely known she possessed.

“Oh my God!” she moaned, her head rolling
back.

“I'm your god now, white girl. Your black god
of love!”

He thrust hard and she cried out as the head
jammed against the back wall of her pussy. The pain was sharp but
compared to the wild storm of pleasure, unimportant. He did it
again, and again, and again, and now his muscled hips began to hit
her upraised buttocks so that her entire body shuddered to the
impact.

Another orgasm burst within her, and she
cried out in pleasure, her voice rising higher and higher until his
hand slid around her throat again, this time squeezing shut. Her
eyes popped and she couldn't breathe, but didn't really care. The
vortex of pleasure and heat were overwhelming her mind, and all she
could do was tremble and shake and wallow in it.

Her chest began to burn, her head throbbing,
and all she could do was stare up through glassy eyes, her mouth
wide, gasping breathlessly as his hips hammered her.

He released her throat and she gulped in air,
then gasped it out again as he thrust even harder. His hands forced
her feet down against the headboard above her as his hips drove his
cock deep again and again. Every few strokes he stopped, buried
inside her, grinding himself against her body, only to resume his
hard thrusting again.

Summer's eyes were rolling back in her head,
and she began to moan more and more loudly as the heat and pleasure
and passion swept through her in an endless wave. She barely
noticed when he shoved the penis-gag back into her mouth and
buckled it behind her.

Then he began to pound her again, crushing
her into the bed, his cock a black spear driving achingly and
wonderfully deep into her spasming pussy. Still another orgasm tore
apart her mind, leaving her gasping, eyes glazed, body trembling
and twitching in overheated exhaustion.

He began to grunt now, thrusting harder and
harder until halting, buried inside her, his eyes closed as he
gulped in air.

“Fuuuck! So fuckin' tight!” he groaned.

He ground himself against her, thrust into
her several more times, then eased off. He slowly let her legs up
and back, then released them to drop to the bed on either side of
him.

He looked down at her and chuckled, his big
hands sliding up and down her body.

“Fucking hot little sex machine, that's what
you are, blonde girl,” he said.

He snorted and slipped his swimsuit
completely off, then got out of bed. He went to a closet, while
Summer lay there staring upward, panting for breath, trying to
analyze what the hell had happened. She was sore, battered and felt
totally... fucked out.

That had been the most... savage... and
incredible sex she'd ever had in her life! Not just the best, but
nothing else came close!

He gripped her left ankle and jerked it to
the side, and she blinked her eyes, watching, confused, as he tied
a black rope around it. He bent and threw under the bed, then moved
around to the other side. He bent and gripped the same rope, then
gripped her right ankle and jerked it wide – very wide, wrapping
the rope around it and then tying it off.

What the fuck was he doing, she wondered
weakly.

“You think I'm finished with you, white
girl?” he asked, as if reading her mind. “Nuh-uh. I'm just
starting.”

She gaped at him. Starting?!

He chuckled at her then squeezed himself.

“You think I'm not gonna be ready for action
again soon? Baby, you got a lot to learn.”

He held something up to her. It looked like a
black... cock! It was a dildo of some kind. She watched,
spellbound, as he brought it down between her legs and rubbed the
head up and down against her. She moaned as he pushed it into her.
It was thicker even than him, but not by much. It stretched her out
and slid deep, then halted, almost but not quite buried inside
her.

He did something to it and it started to
vibrate!

He laughed, then padded across the room to
the bathroom, but suddenly the hall door opened, and Jamal was
there. He walked in, halting suddenly when he saw her, his face
taking on a look of delight as Summer's face burned and she
strained against the ropes and strap, trying to turn away.

She couldn't, of course. She couldn't do a
single thing to hide herself from his eager eyes as he moved
forward. Not until Trevor stepped in front of him and led him back
to the door.

“Are you fuckin' kidding me!?” Jamal cried.
“What a fuckin' body!”

“And it's all mine,” Trevor said smugly.

“You bastard!”

“Now go out and leave me in peace to enjoy
it.”

He closed the door, then locked it before
turning back to her with a shrug and a grin.

“Oh well,” he said. “Don't worry. He ain't
gonna tell no one.”

Summer gasped as he put a knee on the bed,
then reached behind her and undid the gag, pulling it out of her
mouth.

“Oh my God!” she moaned.

“Ah, it's just Jamal. Anyway, you got the
body of a fuckin' sex-machine. You don't gotta be embarrassed.”

“Untie me!”

“Why? I ain't done with you yet, and he ain't
coming back.”

He gripped her hair, jerking it back to tilt
her head back.

“How you like suckin' on that little black
cock, huh, white girl?” he asked. “You want something bigger and
tastier, I bet.”

He climbed fully into bed, his knees shifting
as he straddled her, then moving forward. His soft cock and heavy
balls dangled above her face – until he lowered himself, his balls
pressing against her mouth.

“Suck my balls, baby. You be ma beeatch,” he
taunted.

She gasped, and then moaned around them as he
jerked on her hair again, forcing her mouth wide. His balls slid
into her and she began to suck and lick them, closing her lips
around them as he looked down at her filled with lust.

She was still struggling with the way she'd
been seen by Jamal, naked, her legs spread, with the vibrator
sticking into her! That was humiliating! Thank God he didn't know
anyone she knew! But it was still bad enough he'd seen her like
that!

And now... now she was like this.
Helpless.

She felt a strange dark sense of heat sweep
over her. Here she was totally helpless and tied up, and this...
this was... so... degrading, so subservient, so carnal! She licked
and sucked at them as his dark eyes bore into her, moaning around
them as he pulled them slowly out, then let them down again,
sucking them into her mouth a second time, then a third.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he ordered,
pulling them out of her mouth.

“I-I'm.. your bitch!” she gasped.

He slapped her face with his flaccid
cock.

“Sir,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Ow! Siiir!” she moaned.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

“You better do what I say, bitch or I'll beat
you with my cock,” he taunted, slapping it more lightly against her
cheek, then pushing it into her open mouth.

Gasping, moaning, Summer began to lick and
suck it, even as she felt her lower body starting to squirm around
the vibrations of the big black cock he'd pushed into her. Every
now and then he reached back, gripping it, shoving it back fully
inside her and grinding the base against her again, making her gasp
and moan.

She'd never used a vibrator before. First,
because she was afraid of her mother finding it. Then because she
wouldn't dare use it around her roommate. It was making her nerve
endings crackle and hum like live electrical wires.

Meanwhile, his cock began to grow rapidly in
her mouth. It hardened and lengthened and thickened, and he pulled
it out, letting her lick along its length, and suck his balls
again. Then he pushed it into her mouth once more. This time she
had to spread her lips wide around it as it pushed down along her
tongue.

Her body was getting hotter, her mind filling
with passion as she sucked.

Then he slid back, his buttocks sliding down
over her breasts, then halting, his cock laying between them. He
squeezed them together around his shaft, pumping slowly.

“You want my cock inside you, baby?” he
growled.

“Yes!” she moaned.

He snorted, gripped both stiff nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers, and twisted sharply.

“Ow!”

“Say sir,” he said, rolling them gently. “Say
it.”

“Sir!” she whined.

“Beg me to shove my cock into you to the
balls.”

“Please shove your cock into me to the balls,
sir!” she moaned.

He leaned forward, his hand around her
throat.

“Tell me you're my hot little blonde
slut.”

“I-I'm your hot little blonde slut, sir!” she
croaked.

He sprang up and around, and suddenly he was
above her, but behind her, straddling her arms as they lay bound to
the headboard. He gripped her hair, jerking down, tilting her head
back, forcing her to arch her back as she moaned in pain.

Then his cock pushed through her open mouth.
He pumped in and out, plunging deep enough to make her gag, then he
pushed even deeper!

Summer's eyes bulged and she gurgled and
gagged even as the sharp pull on her hair made her scalp sting
sharply enough to distract her. She stared in disbelief as his
thick shaft pushed deeper and deeper, feeling it stretching out her
throat as it slid down!

Then his balls were pressed against her as he
ground himself against her face.

“Every fuckin' inch!” she growled. “That's
what you do for your man, baby! Take every fuckin' inch down your
throat!”

His cock slid back, inch after inch of it
until it popped free, and she could breathe again. Summer gasped
for breath, taking in deep, ragged breaths as he rubbed his
spit-wet cock all over her face.

Her throat still ached and she was feeling
stunned by what had just happened, amazed, more than anything, that
she'd taken that massive cock deep into her throat! All of it!
She'd never deep throated before at all! She'd experimented, of
course, but gagging was unpleasant so why should she?

But he'd gotten it all into her and –.

He shoved himself into her mouth once more,
then straight down her throat, sliding faster than before, burying
himself in her throat as she trembled and strained against the
strap and ropes holding her.

He pulled back again, and again she gulped in
air, too busy doing that to complain, or to tell him to stop. Which
meant he did it a third time, leaving her coughing and gasping for
breath even as he laughed and climbed off the bed.

He climbed on again between her legs, and now
lay down, pulling the vibrator back and licking energetically at
the mouth of her sex.

Her head ached and her face was wet with
saliva, but when he pulled it out and drove his cock into her she
cried out in pleasure. Now his lips covered hers, swallowing her
cries as he thrust into her. His cock pounded deep even as his hips
moved and ground against her. He changed speeds, changed angles,
and drove her into two more orgasms before coming inside her a
second time.

She felt as if she'd done a two-hour workout
when he finally unstrapped her. Except she ached inside as well as
out. Her throat and pussy ached, and every muscle in her body felt
as if it had been working overtime.

Trevor brought her into the attached
bathroom, and they had a shower together, which was nice, and
needed. And he let his hands explore her body even as she finally
got to explore his, her fingers caressing his chest and ribs and
stomach and shoulders.

And more.

Under her soapy fingers, he hardened again,
and after rinsing him off she let herself be bent over against the
wall, then entered from behind.

“Oh! Ungh! Oh fuck!” she gasped.

His cock slid waaaaay up into her belly, and
his hands slapped her bottom and jerked back on her hips as he rode
her, his hips slapping wetly against her buttocks

He gripped her hair and she cried out as her
head was forced way back, but he leaned over her, chewing on her
throat. His other hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding
her clitoris, rubbing skillfully as his cock drove up into her
trembling body.

She felt, impossibly, another orgasm sent a
flood of pleasure through her nervous system, and cried out again
and again until his hand closed over her mouth to largely silence
her.

*

She had nothing to wear. He suggested she
just walk out naked, but she insisted he go and find her things.
Smirking, he left the room while she hid in the bathroom in case
Jamal returned. He came back with her suit and bag and she quickly
donned her shorts, bra and tank top.

She was anxious about how she would ever be
able to face Jamal again after what he'd seen, and still frazzled
and confused by the incredible flood of passion, heat, and pleasure
which had swamped her mind and body since Trevor had carried her up
the stairs.

She tried to sneak out, moving silently down
to the garage where her bike was, but ran into Jamal anyway. He
grinned, leered at her.

“Hey, Summer,” he said.

She dropped her eyes, red-faced, and moved
past him, gasping as he reached out to give her butt a good hard
squeeze, laughing as she hurried past and into the garage.

Of course he thought she was a slut! Anyone
who'd walked in on her like that would think she was a slut! SHE
thought she was a slut. Even Trevor had called her a slut! Although
it hadn't sounded bad at the time being called a sexy little slut
or similar.

She'd have to talk to Trevor and have him
talk to Jamal. God! She couldn't believe he'd seen her like that!
She cringed at the thought. This had been so stupid! Fucking a guy
she hardly knew for more than a few days and hadn't even
dated!?

But then the flood of memories swept through
her, the memories of all those incredible orgasms and that
incredible heat and pleasure, and she found it hard to regret.
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Summer alternated between a sense of
exhilaration at how wild and exciting the sex with Trevor had been,
and a sense of guilt over letting him do whatever he wanted to her
without them even hardly knowing each other. However, since no one
knew about what had happened, she could push that aside fairly
easily.

She had a week before her next workday,
though, and no real way to contact him unless she called the house.
And if she did that she'd probably get that Smith guy, and she
wasn't sure she wanted him knowing she and Trevor... knew each
other.

Rich men usually didn't want their sons
dating anyone who wasn't rich – not that they were dating – and she
wasn't sure how Henderson would react if he thought she was
screwing his son. Would he fire her? Because she still needed the
money. It might be chump change to the Hendersons but it was a lot
to her.

She got back to her studies, telling no one,
and certainly not Kerri about what had happened. The girl would be
smug with her prior predictions, and also didn't seem like the type
to approve of a girl having sex with anyone she wasn't at least
engaged to. Kinky bondage sex with a black guy she barely knew
would definitely draw her disapproval.

Summer wasn't entirely sure she approved of
that part herself! She'd never let anyone tie her up before during
sex, and it had felt very weird being so helpless, so completely
under his control. It hadn't been scary, though, so much as...
strangely hot. Like she was in some kind of dark fantasy, his
prisoner, his sex slave!

She'd never thought of herself as a
submissive girl, nor was she. But there had just been something
wild and breathless about giving up all control and letting him
take her wherever he wanted to! That had been dangerous, she knew,
but it had sure worked out!

Maybe next week they could have more normal
sex, maybe even arrange for a date of some kind.

*

Summer examined the envelope with interest.
She had no idea what it was. It was very lightweight, and about the
size of the ones she used to hold her reports before turning them
in. It was thicker, though, and clearly had something in it other
than paper.

She rode the elevator to her dorm and dropped
her books off, then peeled open the envelope. Inside was a plastic
envelope only a bit smaller, and inside that was... was it a
swimsuit? It looked odd, and when she tore open the envelope and
took it out it looked even odder.

She was bemused and curious more than
anything, but she generally changed to wear comfortable lounging
clothes once back at the dorm anyway – unless she was going out –
so stripped and then tried to pull the thing on.

It took a bit to figure out how it went on,
then she stepped into what was clearly a very small thong bottom
part before pulling the rest up her body and over her shoulders.
She opened the closet and looked at herself in the mirror, both
amused and somewhat scandalized.

The swimsuit consisted of a very narrow
crotch that rose and split into two straps which rose up to just
below her ribs before broadening out. The fabric then went behind
her back as well as up across her chest – or at least, some of her
chest. It did cover her breasts but left generous cleavage and side
boob.

The back was a thong, with the stretchy
fabric rising up to mid-back before broadening out and curving
around her waist. It was certainly the sluttiest swimsuit she'd
ever tried on, much less worn. And she had no intention of ever
wearing it in any sort of public place, ever.

The front wasn't too outrageous, she
conceded, shifting her body and posing for the mirror. The cleavage
wasn't too, too bad. The side-boob, though, would make her pretty
self-conscious. But the thong bottom – no. She'd never worn a thong
swimsuit. And this one emphasized how bare her bottom was far worse
than the bikini thongs she'd seen.

She wasn't sure why that was. She'd even
thought about wearing a thong bikini on spring break, as long as a
lot of other girls did the same. This one just seemed more...
sexual, somehow. Maybe because of how high cut it was at the hip or
all the black against her pale skin. Her own swimsuit had the same
effect on showing off her legs.

Obviously, Trevor had sent it. And the
thought of wearing it in front of him gave her a sense of heady
delight. But they weren't likely to have the privacy in the back
yard necessary for her to wear this at the pool.

She would bring it along, and perhaps model
it for him in private! It felt like quality fabric, and she doubted
he'd bought it at Walmart!

The next day she got another package. This
one was a small box about eight inches by three by three. Well, she
mused, if you were the son of a wealthy man then you could buy
presents for girls you liked without much difficulty.

She brought it up to her dorm and opened it,
only to find what looked like a black dildo! She flushed a little,
glad she'd got home before Keri! She was surprised it wasn't
bigger, and curious about why it had a strap attached to it.

At first, she thought it might be one of
those strap-ons that girls used on each other. But then she found a
card with it. The card said 'wear it when you show up for work'.
And she doubted Trevor meant for her to be walking around with this
dick sticking out from her crotch!

The dildo was curved and had a strangely
curved V-shaped base which had an odd-looking little half marble
stuck to the base just above the base of the dildo. The 'marble'
was made of some sort, spongy material, and she couldn't for the
life of her figure out its purpose.

Until she did. Then her jaw dropped open and
she gasped aloud. She went into the adjoining bathroom to strip
this time, just in case Keri came home early, then, with her chest
tightening, pressed the tip of the short, but thick dildo against
her pussy and began to work it up inside her.

She halted, because it was thick, and got a
bit of hand cream to make it slippery, then pushed it slowly up
into her pussy until the curved V-shaped base was resting neatly
against her. The strap then went up across her abdomen and behind
her waist, then down between her buttocks to join again with the
bottom part of the dildo.

It wasn't so much a strap-on as a strap-in!
And the idea of wearing it without anyone even knowing she had it
on was deliciously naughty! She could already feel the pressure
inside her making her pussy heat up and moisten.

She looked at herself in the mirror. The
V-shaped bottom looked like a very small thong bikini bottom. Very
small!

She put on a robe, went out into the outer
room, and got a pair of sweatpants, then pulled them up. She
removed the robe and put on a bra and then a tank top, and smirked
at herself. No one would even guess she was wearing a freaking
dildo! Certainly not Keri.

She could even go outside or to class with
this thing in! Although the danger if she was discovered – but that
could only happen if she was in an accident or something. Still, it
felt deliciously slutty, and she liked the feeling of having a big
cock in her.

She wore it while studying, and when Keri
came back, feeling smug and naughty. Then they went down to the
cafeteria to eat, and she felt even more naughty and kinky and
smug. Imagine sitting amid all those people with a dildo up inside
her!

She also found out what that soft little half
round bump was for. It pressed right against her clitoris, and when
she sat down, especially on a hard chair, it pressed quite hard. It
was soft, though, and if she moved around in her chair, if she
leaned forward and back, for example, it tended to grind against
her clitoris in a dark, delicious way!

And given it was in a crowded cafeteria, she
amused and excited herself by experimenting with it, by grinding
against it without anyone the wiser. The problem was it was making
her very aroused indeed. Keri even told her she looked flushed, so
she tried to tone things down.

After dinner, though, she found a public
bathroom, sat down in a stall, drew her knees up and apart, and
fucked herself with the dildo as her fingers rubbed frantically at
her clitoris. It took less than a minute to orgasm. Her hips bucked
up wildly against her fingers and the dildo as she writhed in the
seat, slumping down lower and lower as she struggled to keep from
making any loud noises.

She slid the dildo back into herself, pulled
up the straps, and went back to the dorm room, feeling flushed and
giggly.

She would have to tell Trevor about how much
fun she'd had with his nasty little toy!

She masturbated later in the evening in
another public bathroom, then took it out and hid it, but the next
morning, she felt daring and wore it to class. The problem with
that was the benches were hard and she had to lean forward to
write, which put the little round button grinding against
her little button all day!

It made her ache, made her clitoris feel sore
and tender and swollen, and also filled her with lubrication and
heat. And the bathrooms here had too many people coming in and out
for her to dare to masturbate while sitting on a toilet!

The longer she refrained, the hotter she got,
though, and the more tender her clitoris. There was a very real
danger she would actually have an orgasm during class!

She decided to go back to the dorm at lunch.
She rarely did, because the time spent getting there and back left
little time for lunch. But she had to get rid of this, and she had
come! She walked quickly down the paths through the courtyards and
then finally took the elevator back up to her dorm room.

She all-but ran to the bathroom, closed it,
jerked her pants off, pulled the sopping wet dildo out of her
aching, overheated pussy, then sat down, or rather, slumped back so
she was practically laying on her back before thrusting it back
into herself.

She came in less than a minute, gasping and
moaning and crying out softly as she thrust the dildo into her
pussy hard and fast, her fingers rubbing furiously at her swollen
clitoris as she writhed and bucked and trembled in the grip of
orgiastic pleasure.

God, I'm such a nympho, she thought
wearily.

She hid the dildo in the back of her closet,
then went back to school, determined to stop acting like such a
sex-crazed idiot. She had classes to attend and work to do! She
could think about sex on the weekend.

The next day she got another package. She
looked at it suspiciously, by now quite certain it was related to
sex somehow. Trevor was certainly free with his money. She opened
it and frowned at what the little box contained.

It was only a few inches long, round and
spade-shaped, and sat on a round little base. She shook out the box
and found another note.

“This will get your gorgeous ass ready for my
cock,” it said.

She flushed, looked at the thing, and then
recognized what It must be. It was a butt-plug. She'd seen the like
on the internet before. No way was she wearing it! And no way was
Trevor fucking her in the ass!

Although, the thought was kind of... hot, in
an outrageous, dirty and nasty sort of way. And it didn't look like
it would be all that hard to get inside her. Did Trevor really want
to fuck her ass? Well, lots of boys had talked about it. She had a
great butt, after all.

Unlike them, though, he seemed to know what
he was doing in bed! She doubted he would do anything that caused
her pain instead of pleasure. After all, he wanted to continue
fucking her.

Curious now, about what it would feel like,
she went into the bathroom, put some baby oil on it, and then
slowly worked it into her ass. She was pleased that it hadn't taken
much effort, and hadn't really hurt. It felt weird, was all.

She bent over, pointing her butt at the
mirror, and saw nothing but the little round base covering her back
opening. So it looked like this was also something she could wear
around without anyone knowing it. In fact, she could wear this AND
the dildo! Wouldn't that be nasty!

And so she did. And it was. And she felt smug
and sexy and naughty and hot as she strolled around with no one the
wiser.

She was considering where she might go to
masturbate, her body thrumming with sexual heat when a black SUV
slid to a halt just ahead of her. The window rolled down, and
Trevor leaned out.

Summer was shocked, then felt a sudden rush
of energy, a tightening of her chest as she licked her lips
nervously.

“Hey, blonde girl,” he said.

“Hey,” she said. “Nice car.”

“Yeah. Wanna ride?”

She hesitated only a moment.

“Sure!”

She walked quickly around and got in the
other side, grinning at him as he leered back. He accelerated out
into the road and she looked around the SUV admiringly. She'd never
been in a Range Rover before. The seats and sides were brown, with
black trim, and it felt very comfortable. The back seat looked
especially large, she noted as she craned her neck around.

They didn't go far. Trevor parked it in a
parking lot, then turned and grabbed her by the scruff of the
neck.

Summer gasped as he jerked her forward so she
sprawled halfway across the center console, his lips crushing hers.
Her hands had instinctively shot forward to support herself, and
wound up pressed against his chest as they kissed.

She half pulled back, gasping, eyes
alight.

“I'm wearing your little presents,” she
teased.

“Presents?”

She looked down significantly at her
sweatpants and he frowned, then jerked her forward across the
center console again, pulling her halfway across his lap.

“Trevor!” she gasped.

Crack! He slapped her bottom and she
yelped even before he yanked her pants down.

“Oh! Don't! Someone might see!”

“The windows are tinted. What the fuck are
these, you hot little slut?” he asked.

He tugged lightly on the base of the
butt-plug, easing it out, then letting it sink back in with a
chuckle of amusement. Then he undid the strap and pulled the base
of the dildo down.

“Hot damn, girl! You already got you some
black cock inside you!”

Summer moaned as he pumped the dildo in and
out and rubbed her already hot, throbbing clitoris.

“Y-You sent them!” she moaned.

“Why the fuck would I do that?”

He thrust the dildo back deep and then jerked
her pants fully back up, then got out of the car.

Summer pulled herself back across the center
console, gulping in air, and stared in confusion as he shut the
door on her. She opened her own door to find he'd come around to
her side. She looked around anxiously as he opened the rear door of
the big SUV and pushed her inside.

“You... but... I... I got them in the mail!”
she gasped, confused.

He laughed and then jerked her tank top up
and off as she stared at him in confusion.

“I didn't send them.”

“But – .”

He pulled her bra off, then shoved her back
on her back on the big seat, yanking her pants down and popping her
shoes off as he ripped them free.

“I-I don't... understand!”

He laughed and leaned over her, casually
flipping her onto her belly, then gripping her wrists and pulling
them firmly back behind her.

“Wh... Trevor!”

He laughed as he wound soft round around her
wrists, quickly binding them together.

“Why are you tying me up?!”

“Because I like to.”

He pushed her onto the floor and then grabbed
a fistful of her hair, and Summer gasped in pain as he yanked her
in between his legs. He pulled his cock out and rubbed it against
her face as he drew her down against it.

“But... who – ?”

“Suck my cock, employee,” he growled, pushing
her down.

She moaned as she took his cock into her
mouth, sucking almost instinctively, licking the underside of the
head as she bobbed up and down.

“Jamal probably sent them,” he said.

Her eyes widened and she tried to pull up but
he shoved down on her head.

“I'm sure he'll be happy to know you enjoyed
them,” he said in amusement.

Summer felt a shock, then embarrassment, then
indignation, then more embarrassment as his words penetrated. Jamal
had sent them!? That bastard! And she'd been using them! Getting
turned on! Even masturbating!

“He been talking a lot about your hot, sexy
body since Sunday,” he said. “He really wants to put the bone to
you.”

He shoved down harder and she gurgled as the
head pushed against the entrance to her throat.

“He saw that big vibrator sticking into you
so I guess he figured that giving you sex toys would make you want
his black cock more.”

He pulled her head up and she gasped and
licked her lips.

“Well I don't!” she exclaimed.

“Don't be so fast, Blondie. He's got himself
a nice big one. You love big black cocks.”

He pulled her down on his again and she
gasped as he pushed her down deep. She twisted and pulled and he
let her up.

“Trevor! You're too big to deep throat!” she
whined.

“Bitch, you already did it on Sunday,” he
said.

But he dragged her up onto the seat so she
was straddling him, undid the strap and pulled the dildo out of
her, and then maneuvered her over his own hard, thick cock.

Summer moaned as the pressure against her
mounted, then shuddered in heat as she sank slowly down its long,
thick length.

“Oh! Fuuuuck!” she groaned.

“That's what I am to do, baby. Gonna fuck
your hot, blonde pussy.”

He kissed her again, hungrily, passionately,
and she started to work herself up and down on his cock, gasping in
pleasure as it pushed deeper. He jerked back on her hair to make
her back arch, then leaned in to suck and lick and knead her
breasts as she rode faster and harder.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as she slid down
again and again.

Then his big hand was around her throat and
she gurgled, her eyes widening as he held her in place, his cock
buried inside her.

“Are you my bitch? Are you?” he growled,
squeezing her breast in his other hand.

“Y-Yes!” she croaked.

“Say it.”

“I-I... I'm your bitch!” she moaned.

He slapped her face lightly.

“Sir. You got to say sir, employee.”

“I'm your bitch, Sir!” she moaned.

He chuckled throatily and began to thrust up
into her and Summer cried out in pleasure, riding him hard and
fast. His hands squeezed her buttocks, helping her up and down as
he leaned in to feast on her breasts.

Then one of the hands on her buttocks gripped
the base of the butt-plug, tugging it out, then pushing it in,
tugging it out, then pushing it in. The strange new added sensation
overloaded Summer's nervous system, already flooded with a wild
rush of excitement and pleasure, and she came, crying out, bouncing
and twisting and writhing atop his stiff cock.

He closed his hand around her throat again,
shoving the butt plug into her, then reaching around and rubbing
her clitoris.

The howl of pleasure took on a new pitch,
sharper, more intense, and Summer gurgled and gasped and jerked
violently against him, her body crackling with sexual electricity
as she stared into his dark, hungry eyes.

“You're my bitch, blonde girl,” he
growled.

He released her throat, gripping her butt and
then rolling them both over to put her on her back on the seat. He
slid off onto the floor, forcing her ankles back over her head.

Summer moaned dazedly, gulping in air, chest
heaving, in the throes of the afterglow to a powerful orgasm. But
now he began to thrust into her hard and fast and deep, and she
trembled and moaned, staring up at him as his hips started to hit
her upraised buttocks with force.

“Oh! God! Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Oh! Oh!”

She trembled as he ground himself against
her, his cock jammed high in her belly.

“Tell me you're my bitch!” he growled.

“I'm... I'm your bitch, Sir!” she gasped.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

God, this was so nasty, and yet so hot and
wild!

“I'm your slut, Sir!” she cried.

Trevor thrust into her furiously, savagely,
and Summer gurgled and moaned and cried out continuously, the feel
of his big cock tearing up her insides like nothing she could ever
remember! She lay helplessly on her own bound arms, her feet jammed
in against the seat back as his heavy weight pounded against her,
and she felt herself sinking into a dazed, sexual fever as her body
burned with heat.

Another orgasm swept through her like a
firestorm, and she cried out again and again, hardly aware she was
even doing it, her eyes glassy as his big, powerful body
overwhelmed her, filling the world above her, crushing her beneath
its weight.

She was barely conscious when he finished and
let her legs fall to either side of him.

“God!” she moaned.

“You sure are a religious girl,” he
replied.

“I feel like I've been mauled by a bear,” she
groaned.

He chuckled. “A horny bear that loves how
tight your pussy is around his cock.”
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Saturday morning dawned hot and sunny. Summer
looked out the window nervously. She knew Trevor would try to
figure a way to be alone with her so they could have sex again, and
she had no problem with that. She was looking forward to it, in
fact.

It was the thought of facing Jamal that
embarrassed her. It was bad enough how he'd seen her last week,
stretched out naked with that big black sex toy inside her! But she
knew enough about guys to know Trevor had almost certainly told him
about her wearing the dildo and butt-plug.

Oh, he'd be delighted to hear that! God!

Maybe he wouldn't be there this week, she
thought. But she doubted he'd miss it, not if he'd gone to the
trouble of sending her all that stuff. Besides, he hung around
Trevor all the time. They seemed to be best friends.

It wasn't that she had no experience with
multiple guys wanting her. But usually, when she was with a guy the
others backed off. And if they didn't that guy would get pretty
angry and possessive. But that was with boyfriends, with dates. She
didn't get the feeling Trevor felt that way about her. He just
liked fucking her.

She tried to get indignant about that except
when she was honest with herself she had to admit she felt pretty
much the same way about him. It was Trevor's body and his skill in
how he used it that turned her on. Along with that rough edge, that
slight sense of menace that sometimes made her pulse race!

She'd had a dark, twisted fantasy just the
other night while lying in bed and masturbating. In it, she was
having sex with both Trevor AND Jamal! That would be sooo fucking
sick! So slutty! So wild! So outrageous!

The idea of a threesome wasn't exactly a
foreign concept to her. She'd seen porn. She'd had thoughts about
it in the past. But never serious ones. After all, she wasn't going
to do it with strangers. And she was fairly sure any boyfriend of
hers would be pissed off at the idea.

But again, Trevor wasn't a boyfriend, not
really.

The other reason she'd never really
considered it except as a twisted fantasy was that she didn't want
to get a reputation as a slut. But the pool... the Henderson
house... were like... another world. Nothing that happened there
was even going to get back to the people here at school, much less
her friends and family back home!

God knew she'd already done some perverted
stuff with Trevor that would absolutely trash her reputation back
home!

She got on her bike and headed out to the
Henderson place with a sense of anxiety roiling her stomach. She
wasn't sure what was going to happen, but was pretty sure something
nasty would!

After a short drive, she drove up the lane
and into the garage, then parked the bike and went into the
bathroom to change. She was just shutting the door when a large
black hand grabbed it and pushed it open, startling her.

Trevor grinned at her and she frowned.

“I only have like five minutes to be out by
the pool!” she whispered.

“This won't take long,” he said, pushing the
door back and slipping inside.

“You, not take long? Have you changed your
ways?” she demanded.

He laughed, then quickly stripped off her
clothes. He pushed her against the wall, knelt before her, and his
tongue whipped up and down along her naked sex with a sense of
wild, animal hunger that had Summer moaning in heat within less
than a minute.

His fingers pushed into her, one, then two,
then three, pumping in and out as he licked, and Summer's hips
ground against him as she moaned in pleasure and rising heat.

Then he pulled his fingers back and pushed
something else against her.

Summer moaned, staring down, watching as he
fed a thick black dildo up inside her!

“What is it with you guys and sex toys?!” she
moaned.

“You're a sex toy, baby. And I want to turn
you on.”

She gasped as the dildo pushed deep, his
fingers pumping it rapidly as he licked and sucked at her clitoris.
She was close to orgasm as she felt him pushing a little more so
that the base of the dildo was actually pushed inside her and her
pussy lips were partially closed.

Then he stood up, surprising her, and pushed
a scrap of black fabric against her pussy. It had a pair of thin
black straps that went up diagonally across her hips and then
crossed at the very top.

“Wha – ?”

He turned her around and clipped them
together behind her, then reached between her legs and pulled
another one up between her buttocks.

It was a bikini bottom, a very small one,
with a thong bottom.

“Here, put this on.”

“T-Trevor! What are you doing!?”

He pushed the little cups against her breasts
and chivied her into pulling the straps around so he could tie them
behind her. In the mirror, she saw herself wearing a sexy black
bikini. It wasn't totally out of line. It did show a bit more
cleavage than she would have worn had she chosen one, and the
crotch in front was definitely smaller and lower than she would
have liked.

“Wear this today.”

“I can't wear this! It's not proper for a
lifeguard!”

“What you been wearing isn't fashionable,
girl. You got to fit in with us sexy black folks.”

“But your father – .”

“Ain't here.”

He tugged one of the cups aside, bent and
sucked hungrily on the center of her breast even as his big fingers
plunged into the little V of fabric over her pussy and rubbed her
clitoris.

“Oh! Fuck! Trevor!” she moaned.

He chuckled, then backed out of the room,
leaving her frazzled and overheated.

She shook her head and looked for her bathing
suit, intending to wear it instead, then felt a shock as she
realized it was gone! He'd taken it!

She bit her lip anxiously, her pulse racing.
Go out in this!? Well, she'd seen a lot of the black girls near her
age wearing less. Lots of them wore thongs. So it wasn't really
that out of line. Or at least, so she told herself. It wasn't like
she had a lot of choices anyway. She was already late!

She cursed, grabbed her sunscreen and headed
out to the pool, hoping nobody was around yet to see her bare
butt!

She made it halfway across the pool when
Jamal came out of the house.

“Hey, baby,” he said with a grin.

She flushed but ignored him, even though her
mind squirmed at the need to pretend an insouciance she didn't
feel. His whistle as she walked away made her face flame.

She dove into the pool and swam casually,
diving under, then rising again, keeping her butt underwater. She
swam into the little cave under the waterfall, then pulled herself
out and climbed the stairs up to the heights.

These guys are gonna get me fired, she
thought anxiously. She didn't think Henderson would be impressed
with her wearing a revealing little bikini. And she doubted he'd be
impressed by her acting like a slut around Trevor and his friends
either.

Shit, I forgot to bring a towel, she
thought, reaching behind her to wring the water out of her hair.
Well, she'd have to get one the next time she was down below.

Trevor showed up, climbing up the stairs, and
came out on top to grin at her.

“You're gonna get me fired,” she said
accusingly.

“Naw. You think my old man cares what you
wear?”

He had a plastic squeeze bottle in his hand
and walked over to her with it.

“What's that?” she asked doubtfully.

“Sunscreen.”

“I have some.”

“This is better. Very expensive stuff. Very
good for pretty white blonde girls.”

“Why is it better?” she asked
suspiciously.

“Cuz it costs fifty bucks a bottle.”

“What!? That's ridiculous.”

He grinned, holding it against his crotch,
then squeezed it. It shot out a line of white cream that sprayed
against her belly as he leered at her.

“Trevor!” she gasped, turning to look down at
the house.

“Just helping you put on some sunscreen,
baby,” he said.

His hand spread the cream over her belly and
up her ribs, and she looked around again. She had backed towards
the rear and had a waist-high wall behind her, so probably no one
could see. Unless, she thought, they were looking out from the
second-floor windows.

“I can put it on,” she said.

“Sure you can. I'm just helping a
little.”

His fingers rubbed at her lower belly, then
pushed down the front of the little V of the swimsuit bottom.

Summer gasped as his slippery fingers rubbed
against her clitoris.

“Trevoooor!” she moaned.

He chuckled, his other hand sliding up and
down her arms and over her shoulders.

“Want to keep that fine white skin nice and
smooth,” he said.

He pulled his fingers out and spun her
around, giving her a little push so she gasped and grabbed at the
wall as he bent her over. Then he squirted more white cream across
her bare buttocks.

“Now that looks fine,” said Jamal's
voice.

Summer squealed and quickly twisted around,
red-faced, as Jamal sauntered across the big rocks.

“I hope you liked my little presents, blonde
girl,” he said.

“I don't know what you mean,” she gulped, her
eyes shifting away.

She gasped to feel Trevor's hand on her
buttocks, rubbing the cream in!

“That's not what I hear,” he said, leering as
his eyes looked down at her body.

She glared at Trevor but he only smiled. Then
he gripped her hair, jerking her in and kissing her hard. She
moaned, her hands against his chest. She felt his other hand
rubbing the oil into her now slippery buttocks, but then his other
hand rose up to cup her breast right in front of Jamal!

And, she realized, he didn't have three
hands! The one on her ass was Jamal!

She moaned and struggled in his grip, but...
not violently. And then when she felt fingers pushing down the
front of the little suit again, rubbing at her clitoris she felt a
roar of heat amid her embarrassment and anxiety.

She'd never felt four big male hands on her
at the same time before! She trembled between them as the two
pinned her against the wall, their big, warm, slippery hands
squeezing and stroking her so that her legs began to go
rubbery.

Then a couple of little kids ran out of the
house, squealing with happiness, and jumped into the pool.

They pulled back, smirking at her, and then
Trevor winked and jumped over the edge. Jamal ran his tongue along
his lower lip and followed.

Summer gulped in air, flushed, her heart
pounding, and her body filled with hunger and heat. She paced back
and forth, hugging herself, her pussy muscles squeezing down on the
dildo and her body thrumming with sexual tension.

This was fucking crazy! Just how slutty did
she want to get!?

More kids arrived, and as usual, the high
perch she was on was a popular location – not to hang around, but
to jump off or slide down the slide. She did her best to stay with
her bottom pointed towards the low wall, still very self-conscious
about wearing a thong.

From time to time she looked down the front
of the little bikini to see if the base of the dildo was showing,
or there was any other sign she had it inside her body. And when
she sat back against the top of the ledge she did very, very
gingerly, as she could feel the stone pressing against the
base.

A couple of black teenagers came up. They
were about her age, though it was hard to tell. One of them was a
slender girl with small breasts, and a scowl on her face as she
looked at Summer. She said something about 'blonde sluts' to her
friend in a voice just loud enough for Summer to partially hear it.
Then the two jumped off.

Summer glared after them. They hadn't even
seen her thong. Okay, so her top was a little small, and she had
nice boobs – certainly better than that bitch! That was no reason
to call her a slut. The bitch was probably just jealous.

Keri's prediction that she would basically be
the only white person around had turned out to be quite true. She
hadn't seen any white kids here in the few weeks she'd been
working. It made her feel a bit weird to be the 'minority'.

Jamal showed up again and she felt her
stomach fluttering as he came over to her.

“Hey, babe,” he said, his arms sliding around
her.

“Jamal,” she said, looking around
anxiously.

“What? I just came to check and see if you
were still enjoying that black cock inside your little pink
pussy.”

His arms were long enough that his hands
could not only slide down onto her bare buttocks, but one could
then dive down beneath so his fingers could press up against the
base of the dildo from behind.

Summer gasped, pulling free as he
chuckled.

“My cock is gonna feel a lot better inside
you, blonde girl.”

“Says you,” she replied in a shaky voice.

He moved in against her and she turned her
back to him, momentarily forgetting she was wearing a thong. He
pressed himself against her from behind, and his arms slid around
her again. Summer folded her arms over her breasts to block him but
then gasped as one of his hands pushed down the front of the bikini
bottom.

“Jamal!” she gasped in a strangled voice.

“What? No one can see with the wall there,”
he said, his fingers rubbing against the top of her sex.

She squirmed, both mentally and physically,
her heart pounding as his fingers rubbed her clitoris hard and
fast.

“Why you messin' with that white ho?!” a
voice demanded.

Summer gulped, jerking at his wrist to pull
his fingers free, twisting her head to see that same black girl
again, glaring at them.

“Cuz she's a lot hotter looking than you are,
Michelle,” Jamal said with a smirk.

“Fuck you, nigger!”

She jumped off the ledge and Jamal laughed,
then turned and squeezed Summer's breast before turning and jumping
after her.

Summer drew in a deep, shuddering breath and
looked down to see her nipples pushing out like pencil erasers
against the small cups of the bra. A dip in the pool would take
care of that, she thought. She looked out over the ledge to see if
anyone was nearby, then jumped into the cold water.

She swam under the waterfall and then to the
ledge, climbing out and heading through the narrow passage to the
stairs. And there she met Jamal again. She gasped, her chest
tightening as he grinned at her. Then he grabbed her, his lips
hungry as he pressed her back against the wall.

Summer moaned into his mouth, her hands
pushing feebly against his bare chest as he kissed her. His other
hand dove down the front of her thong again, and she grabbed his
wrist, but it was simply all too much. Her hips began to grind
helplessly against his rubbing fingers as his tongue thrust into
her mouth, and she felt a wild, spiraling rise of heat overtaking
her.

He laughed and drew back, then gripped her
wrists and jerked them up and back against the wall above her
head.

“You are one hot, sexy white girl!” he
breathed.

He reached behind her neck and undid the
strings of the bikini top, then even as she gasped and tried to
pull free, his hand slid down her back and he undid the strings
there, pulling her top completely free.

“Jamal! There are kids around!” she
gasped.

“Smith just served out hot dogs and pop,” he
said with a grin. “They busy.”

He tied the string bikini top around her
wrists, and then tied it to a hook there as Summer stared up in
astonishment.

“What are... you doing!?” she moaned.

He jerked her bottoms down and off and she
was completely naked!

“What you think, white girl?”

He spun her around so her breasts were
pressed against the rough wall, then slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Love this ass. Been watching it all
morning”

She felt his cock now pressed in between her
buttocks, sliding up and down. Her buttocks were still slippery
with that sunscreen they'd put on her, and she gasped aloud as his
hands came around her, one kneading her breast, the other fingering
her pussy.

He ground his hips against her, his thick
cock sliding up and down between her buttocks. Then he eased back,
jerked on her hips, and pushed the head against her round back
opening.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Wait! Jamal!” she gasped.

“I want this ass, white girl!”

Summer felt his cock pushing forcefully,
penetrating her, sliding deeper. She cried out as he jerked back on
her hair, and his cock slid deeper still. His other hand slid
around her hip and his fingers resumed stroking her clitoris as he
began to pump into her in slow, shallow strokes. Those strokes got
deeper and deeper and she gasped and gurgled and moaned
helplessly.

“Fucking tight!” he gasped, chewing on the
nape of her neck.

His cock pushed higher into her belly, giving
her camps, but the wild, dark thrill of it was overwhelming her and
she felt an orgasm approaching even as he began to thrust
harder.

The orgasm swept through her and she started
to cry out, only to have his big hand clamp down across her mouth.
He thrust harder, the head of his cock feeling as if it were
punching her deep inside, and his other hand continued to rub her
slippery clitoris as the orgasm tore her mind apart.

Summer cried out again and again into his
hand, her hips bucking feverishly, her body wracked by convulsions
as the orgasm poured a wild, fiery overload of pleasure through her
body. He pulled his hand away as she half slumped, jerking her hips
back so he could thrust harder.

His hips began to slap against her buttocks
as he drove his thick cock into her trembling belly with hard, deep
strokes that made her gasp and grunt and tremble. She'd never been
sodomized before, and felt absolutely crammed full down there! And
it didn't help that the dildo was still inside her either!

He thrust deep, grinding his balls against
her, then his hand jerked back on her hair so that she cried out.
He kissed his way along the nape of her neck, then under her ear as
his other hand roughly kneaded her breast.

“Hot blonde slut!” he growled.

His hand left her breast and found her pussy,
thrusting in on the base of the dildo, then catching it between two
fingers. He began to pump the dildo in and out even as his hips
worked his cock in and out of her ass. His fingers rubbed clitoris
at the same time, and Summer moaned in dazed heat.

“Me and Trevor gonna make you our white
bitch,” he taunted, pumping his cock harder.

He thrust the dildo in hard, then began to
hammer his hips against her buttocks, gasping and grunting as he
covered her mouth again against her own cries.

“Ahh fuck! Yeah! Yeah!” he groaned, driving
himself deep and pouring his come into her.

“Love that ass. Squeeze it, baby. Squeeze it
good!” he groaned.

“Fuckin' mighta known this would be what the
bitch would be up to.”

Summer gasped, her head jerking around, then
jerked it back to the wall, face heating.

Jamal sighed and pulled his cock free of her,
turning to look at Michelle standing there with a hand on her hip,
scowling.

“What the fuck you bitching about, girl?” he
demanded. “You want some cock, there's plenty around for you.”

“I don't like these white sluts always goin'
after black cock!” Michelle snapped.

“Well, baby, maybe if you was nicer to us
like these blonde girls are,” he taunted.

Summer tugged her wrists against the bunched
up swimsuit Jamal had bound them with, humiliated to be discovered
like this.

“Maybe I'll tell Mr. Henderson what his
slutty lifeguard is up to,” Michelle said.

“But then you wouldn't get to enjoy this
pretty blonde girl,” Jamal said, smirking.

“What you talking about? I got no interest in
this white slut!”

Jamal gripped Summer's right arm and jerked
her around to face the girl.

Summer blushed even more fiercely, dropping
her head, but he switched to her hair, jerking it up and back to
make her cry out as her back arched.

“Jamal!” she gasped.

“Don't tell me you don't like the looks of
this, bitch. I know you like girls just as much as you like
boys.”

“You think you're so smart,” Michelle said,
sauntering over.

“I know what a fucking great body this bitch
has and I know how you been watching her.”

Summer reeled in shock. The idea the black
girl had some sort of sexual interest in her had never even
occurred to her!

“I-I don't like girls!” she croaked.

“Bitch, who fuckin' asked you!?” Michelle
demanded. “And don't tell me what you don't like, you blonde slut!
I know what blondes are like! There ain't any kind of sex you would
say no to! You'd fuck a horse if it bent you over!”

Jamal laughed.

Suddenly Michelle's hand was between her
thighs, her fingers exploring Summer's half-open pussy where the
base of the dildo pressed against it.

“Mighta known you'd have some black dick in
you, slut,” she growled.

“D-Don't!” Summer gasped.

“Why? You think I can't make you come like
the whore you are? Huh?”

And suddenly she knelt in front of Summer,
who squealed as she felt the girl's tongue against her
clitoris!

Summer's mind was jolted by another emotional
blow. But it lurched through confusion as the girl's tongue licked
furiously at her because she wasn't sure how to react. On the one
hand, she had never seriously considered sex with a girl. On the
other hand, sex with Michelle suddenly seemed way less humiliating
than simply having the arrogant girl catch her in the act, sneer at
her, call her names, and then walk away and tell everyone about
it.

And on the third hand, if she had a third
hand, the feel of the girl's tongue against her clitoris was
sending a churning flood of sensations up through her squirming
body. Her tongue was smaller than Trevor's, felt softer, and moved
much faster.

And now she gripped the dildo, pumping it in
and out as she licked and sucked.

Summer could only stare down at her, then
across at a Jamal, then down again, her mind reeling from the rush
of sensations and confusing emotions.

The girl stood up, then, a sneer on her face,
her hands roughly fondling Summer's breasts.

“Big titted blondes are all the same,” she
said.

She slapped one of her breasts and Summer
gasped in pain, then she gripped her hair, jerking her head around
and kissed her harshly. Her other hand continued to roughly fondle
her breast, then dropped down and started to rub her clitoris.

Summer was dazed and her mind was overheated
and confused. She moaned into the other girl's mouth, pulsing waves
of sexual heat and energy rolling up her spine. Then the orgasm hit
and she cried out, her cries swallowed by the other girl's mouth as
her hips bucked wildly against the rapidly rubbing fingers.

“Blonde slut!” Michelle sneered.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“What the fuck is going on here?”

A panting, moaning Summer looked around as
Trevor came down the passage.

“We fuckin' with the white girl,” Michelle
said.

“Well first, she's my white girl. Second,
she's supposed to be up top bein' a lifeguard. People are gonna
notice she ain't there.”

“Who fuckin' cares?” Michelle demanded.

“Smith will care, you dumb cunt.”

He reached up and unhooked the bikini top
from the hook, then carefully untied it from Summer's wrists.

“I was showing the ho that I can lick her way
better than you can,” Michelle said.

“Yeah, well, you ain't got my dick to make
her scream.”

“You think I can't make this blonde ho
scream?”

“Not while the kids are in the pool.”

He gave Summer her bikini top and helped her
put it on, then she gathered up the bikini bottom. She hesitated,
then started to pull the dildo out but Trevor stopped her, grabbing
her wrist.

“Oh no, blonde girl. That stays,” he said
with a grin.

She gasped as he buried it in her pussy, then
tugged her suit up. Then he took her wrist and led her back up top
to overlook the pool. Jamal followed, and the two of them put more
of that sunscreen on her again, ignoring her squirming, moaning
complaints.

“It's edible, you know,” Trevor said with a
grin.

He and Jamal slid their hands into her bra
cups, and down the front of her bikini as they oiled her up, then
laughed and jumped over the ledge, leaving her to rearrange her
suit before moving forward to stare around her with wild,
astonished eyes.

What the fuck had just happened down
there!?

She'd let Jamal fuck her in the ass! And then
that bitch had masturbated her to an orgasm!

She felt shaken and astonished. Not just at
what had happened but at the wild, irresistible rush of heat and
pleasure which had taken over her mind and body. It had been... the
outrageousness of it all, the wild, raw, carnal heat of it. She'd
never experienced anything quite like it.

Having sex right there in a semi-public
place, where she could be caught... and then she was caught, but
only to have the girl join in the sex! That was just so far beyond
her experience she was having trouble rearranging it in her
mind.

Doing wild, slutty things was just not who
she was. She was... well... ordinary and boring! She simply didn't
DO things like this! On the other hand... God, that had been
insane! And her entire world-view about sex with girls had just
taken a heavy blow.

Michelle's lips on hers had felt... hot and
soft and... erotic. Her fingers had been knowing, and her tongue on
her clitoris had felt amazing! If the girl wasn't such an arrogant
bitch Summer might have considered how she could ask her to
experiment further.

Trevor showed up a few minutes later, and she
gulped as he backed her against the wall.

“So you enjoy Jamal's cock?”

She flushed. “I never – !”

“You were built to take them up the ass,
white girl,” he said in amusement.

“What's that supposed to mean!?”

“It means you got a fucking gorgeous ass. Be
a crime not to use it.”

“I shouldn't be wearing a thong!” she
gulped.

“You were made for thongs. Thongs were made
for you. And I love touching this soft white skin.”

She gulped as his hand tugged down the left
bra cup and fondled her breast. She looked around quickly, and over
the ledge.

“Someone's gonna see!” she whined.

“So?”

He pushed her further back so that she was
partially hidden by a tall green bush, then reached for the table
and picked up the squirt bottle of sunscreen again. Summer gasped
as he pushed it down the front of the bikini and squeezed so that
cream gushed out.

“Trevor!”

He chuckled as he put the bottle back, then
gripped her hair behind her neck and jerked it up and back.

“Oh! Don't!”

“Drop your hands to your sides,” he said.

“Wh-what are you doing!?”

“Do what I say, employee!” he growled.

Summer moaned, but obeyed, and gasped as she
felt his fingers push down the front of the bikini again.

“Trevor!” she cried, grabbing his wrist.

“Hands down at your sides, employee!” he
growled.

It wasn't like she could dislodge his thick
wrist anyway, and so she obeyed, gasping as he bent over and
started to chew and suck on the center of her breast. His fingers
continued to rub the mass of slippery cream against her as her legs
began to tremble and shake.

“Hot little blonde sexbot,” he growled. “You
want my big black cock inside you again?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

He pulled his hand out of the bikini bottom
and slipped it firmly around her throat, squeezing
threateningly.

“Yes? Yes what?” he growled.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she croaked.

His hand jerked her bra cup aside and fondled
her breast, then pushed his hand down the front of the bikini again
to rub her clitoris.

“Tell me you're my bitch, white girl.”

“I-I'm your bitch, sir!” she gasped.

Summer had no experience playing sex games.
But she thought this one was wild, dark and thrilling, in a
strange, confusing sort of way. Trevor was talking to her in an
arrogant way that should have angered her. Instead, it turned her
on. There was something raw and carnal about letting this big,
strong, muscular male dominate her.

If she knew him better she might have
resented it more, and it wouldn't have had the dark edge that he
brought to it, that uncertainty about what he might do or be
capable of. But letting him tie her up so far had led only to
fantastic experiences of scalding hot sex, and she was willing to
let him do it again.

He bent over, his mouth wide, and then closed
it against the center of her breast. She gasped as his teeth bit
into her, as he began to suck, as his tongue stroked strongly back
and forth across her eager, straining nipple.

“I should breed you,” he said. “Like a slave
girl. Find some pretty blonde boy to fill you with cum and get a
whole cabin full of pretty little white slave girls.”

“That's sick!” she gasped.

“You calling me sick? Bitch, I should spank
your white ass,” he said.

And then he swung her around and slapped her
bottom sharply enough that she squealed in pain.

“You speak respectfully towards the boss man,
baby.”

“That hurt!”

His hand squeezed her nearly bare bottom,
then slapped it again, though not as hard.

“Of course it hurt. Bitches who backtalk men
get punished. Maybe I'll turn you over to Michelle and let her
train you as a proper white slave girl.”

Summer half-laughed, but his words, as
ridiculous as they were, were still deliciously hot.

“Come with me, blonde girl,” he ordered.

He pulled her towards the stairs, and Summer
hurriedly pulled her bra back into place, gulping in air as he led
her down the stairs and out the back.

“I-I'm supposed to be watching the pool!” she
gasped, twisting her head around.

“Michelle, watch the kids,” he said as they
passed her.

Michelle glowered after them, arms folded
across her chest, and Summer flushed as Trevor led her around and
into the garage. He brought her through the door and upstairs as he
had the other day, and she looked around anxiously in case Mr.
Smith saw her.

Trevor brought her into the same bedroom,
closed the door, and quickly stripped off the bikini.

“Get on that bed, slave girl.”

Heart pounding, her body flush with heat,
Summer climbed into bed.

“On your knees. Put your knees on the edge of
the bed, and put your face against the mattress.”

His big hand gripped her behind the neck and
shoved her face down against the mattress.

“Put your arms out in front of you. Out
straight. Spread your knees. Wider. You're my bitch. I want you in
the right position.”

He moved around to the other side of the bed
where her arms were stretched, and opened the drawer of the bedside
table, then drew out some black rope and quickly bound them
together. Summer had no idea why, but it did make things seem more
exciting somehow.

He tossed the rope under the bed and then
walked around to the other side, bending and picking it up. He drew
it out from the foot of the bed, then quickly tied it around her
left leg. He bent down and picked up another part of the rope he
had tossed under the bed, pulled it up from the head of the bed and
tied that around her right leg.

Summer shuddered. She was completely helpless
in this obscene, submissive position! He could do anything to
her!

Then he moved around behind her again. She
felt his hands on her ribs, jerking her in tighter so that her
belly was pressed in closer to her thighs.

“Keep that ass high, bitch.”

He slapped her bottom and she gasped. Then he
tightened the ropes before fingering her sex. “Hot little white
girl,” he said.

He pumped the dildo in and out, and she felt
the heat grow more intense, her hips starting to roll back against
him. He shoved it deep and stepped back.

“Now ain't that a pretty picture,” he
said.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered.

“Please... fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned excitedly.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

His fingers rubbed her clitoris again.

“Tell me you're my white slut.”

“I'm your white slut, sir!” she gasped.

This was all so sick and dirty and hot!

The door opened and she gasped, jerking
against the ropes as Jamal came in, smirking at her.

“Who the fuck told you to try and move?”
Trevor growled, slapping her bottom again.

Her mind squirmed and twisted with
embarrassment, self-consciousness and yet an even wilder sense of
heat. Her pussy squeezed down repeatedly around the thick dildo and
she felt her body starting to tremble with sexual tension.

“Now that's a pretty looking pussy,” Jamal
said.

“Nice ass too,” Trevor said.

“Yeah, and a nice, little pink asshole.”

“Oh yeah. She needs something for that.”

“My cock?”

“Something to open that little hole wider so
I can ram my cock in there.”

“I sent her a butt-plug.”

Summer winced at another slap to her
bottom.

“Why you not wearing that butt-plug I sent
you, bitch?”

“I... I... I'm... I wasn't – .”

Crack!

“Didn't you like getting my black cock up
your ass?”

“I – .”

Crack!

“Answer me, bitch.”

“Yesss!” she moaned.

He fingered her clitoris and pumped the dildo
in and out.

“Thank me for fucking you in the ass,” he
said.

What!? This was so outrageous, she
thought.

Crack!

“You hear me, bitch?”

“Th-thank you for... for... fucking me in the
ass, sir!” she squeaked.

Trevor stepped up and she moaned as he
twisted and pushed some other sex toy into her ass. It felt like a
dildo, only a short one. But then it widened and abruptly narrowed.
It must, she thought, just be a longer version of the
butt-plug!

This was so insane!

“Beg me to fuck you, bitch,” Trevor
ordered.

Crack!

“Oh! Please... fuck me, Sir!”

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, bitch,” Jamal
ordered.

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!” she
moaned.

“I think I'm gonna make her into my sex
slave,” Trevor said.

“Hmm, white slavery. Very old fashioned,”
Jamal said.

A moment later Jamal combed her now-tangled
blonde hair back and pulled, lifting her head up and off the bed as
she gasped in pain. He pulled her head back further and further as
Trevor knelt on the bed, and then jerked his shorts down. With her
mouth wide due to the pressure on her scalp, Trevor fed his cock
into her mouth.

“Suck your master's cock, white girl,” he
ordered.

She moaned and began to do just that as she
felt Jamal rubbing her clitoris and pumping the dildo.

The heat spiraled up to the point of
overpowering her mind, and she felt a feverish sense of need,
hunger, and passion as she gurgled around Trevor's cock. She gagged
only slightly as he shoved it deep into her throat, her eyes
widening in shock and excitement even as the thick black shaft
filled her throat and blocked her breathing.

He forced it fully into her, grinding his
balls against her chin as she gurgled weakly, then slid it slowly
back out again.

“Sexy white slut,” he said.

He slapped her face with his cock.

“Are you my white slut, girl? Are you? Are
you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she panted.

He slapped her face with his cock again and
again.

“Say it.”

“I'm... I'm your white slut, sir!” she
moaned.

He shoved his cock deep into her throat
again, then pulled back, then buried it again, and then again, and
again, fucking her throat as Jamal pumped the dildo in her
pussy.

He pulled out and she coughed and gasped for
breath.

The door opened again and Michelle walked
in.

Summer gasped, jerking against the ropes, but
to no avail! Her mind squirmed with embarrassment again as the
Black girl strode over to them, glaring down at her.

“Mighta known that was what you were doing
with this blonde whore!” she said.

“You're supposed to be watchin' the fuckin'
pool,” Trevor growled.

“I told Sandra to do it. I wanted to see how
slutty his white bitch would get. Shoulda known a blonde would do
anything for more black cock.”

She leaned over and slapped Summer on the
back of the head.

“Ain't that true, slut!? You'd do anything
for more black cock, wouldn't you?”

“Maybe she'd do anything for more of your hot
little tongue too,” Jamal said in amusement.

“Yeah, I bet she would!”

The girl disappeared from Summer's sight,
then she felt her small hands on her thighs, and a moment later,
her tongue licked up and down along the straining lips of her sex.
She shuddered as Jamal released her hair and Trevor gathered it up
instead.

Trevor held her hair up and back and shoved
his cock back into her mouth as Michelle licked and sucked her
clitoris while pumping the dildo in and out.

It was all so wild and stunning and intense!
She'd never imagined letting herself be this slutty before! But it
was as if she were playing a dark, thrilling, dangerous sexual
game, one that was so hot it practically melted her mind. And that
game required her to be helpless to what anyone else did to
her!

She gurgled and gagged as Trevor fucked her
mouth and throat. She moaned as Jamal reached under and began to
knead her breast. Her hips jerked and spasmed as Michelle's
talented tongue whipped across her clitoris.

Trevor pulled back, rubbing his cock against
her face as she gulped in air, then, chuckling, he shoved the
penis-gag thing into her mouth and strapped it behind her.

“Now I'm gonna fuck your brains out, white
girl,” he promised. “And I don't want your screams to scare the
kiddies.”

And then the door opened yet again. Only this
time, it was Mr. Smith standing there, scowling at them.

Even in the midst of a massive sexual fever
Summer felt a tremendous emotional jolt as the older man walked in
and looked around in disapproval.

“Is this what you all have been up to?” he
demanded.

“I'm just training my white bitch,” Trevor
said, pulling up his swimsuit.

“This bitch is supposed to be out back being
a lifeguard!” he snapped.

“I told Michelle to do it.”

Smith glared at him then at Michelle.

“I told Sandra to do it.”

“None of you are reliable enough, which is
why Mr. Henderson hired this white girl.”

“Well, he shouldn't have hired a big blonde
slut then,” Michelle said.

“Clearly!”

Summer had buried her face in the bed as soon
as Trevor had released her hair. She was mortified to be caught
like this by the older man! Plus there were now FOUR people in the
room with her, three in bathing suits, one fully dressed. And here
she was naked, with her ass in the air, her legs spread, and a
dildo in her pussy!

“When your father hears about this he's going
to fire this slut so fast her head will spin!”

“Oh come on, Mr. Smith. There ain't no call
for that,” Jamal said.

“Yeah,” Trevor said. “Besides, I'm gonna make
her my white slave girl.”

Smith snorted derisively. “Your slave-girl?
Boy, you ain't got the intestinal fortitude to train or condition a
slut like this!”

“He just needs to get himself a whip,”
Michelle said in amusement.

Smith snorted again. “You don't train a bitch
with a whip. You want to turn a slut into a sex slave you gotta
train them with pleasure more than pain. You gotta make them want a
man's cock more than anything in the world.”

“I think that's her,” Michelle said.

“Because she's a blonde slut? That don't mean
shit. With a face and body like she's got she can get cock
anywhere. You want her to be your slave you gotta condition her so
she practically comes just from the sound of your voice.”

“That be a neat trick,” Michelle laughed.

“I been working on it,” Trevor said.

“You gotta make her know she's a slave, that
she's your bitch, and make her want to wallow in being just that
and nothing else.”

“Make her come a lot,” Jamal said.

“That's simplistic,” Mr. Smith said.

“You,” he said. “Put your tongue to work
there.”

A moment later, to her shock, Summer felt
small hands on her thighs and then Michelle's tongue against her
pussy again!

“What you do is condition her mind to
pleasure and pain. It ain't much different than training a dog or
other animal. She gets the pleasure for obeying, she gets the pain
for disobeying, even a little bit.”

“Yeah, I been starting to do that,” Trevor
said.

“Not much pain; just enough to put it into
her head that she's gonna get it if she doesn't obey right
away.”

Summer moaned into the gag, totally
bewildered now. She'd expected Smith to be outraged and threaten to
tell Mr. Henderson, and he had. But now... now it was like he was
encouraging them to turn her into a sex slave! Which was
ridiculous! Yes, it was a hot, sexy game! But Smith sounded like he
meant it for real!

“The only way you can keep a sex slave
prisoner is in a prison of her own mind,” Smith said. “And to do
that you gotta make her an unthinking whore, always eager for her
master's touch.”

“Or a black girl's tongue,” Jamal
laughed.

“You don't make her get off on tongue. You
use tongue or other things to get her high, then you use a big cock
to push her over the edge. You make her long for that big cock
inside her.”

“Make her beg for it!” Trevor said.

“Yeah, but not because you tell her to beg,
because she really IS begging for it. Make her burn with heat, but
don't let her come till she gets that cock. You make her want that
cock more than anything she's ever wanted before.”

“I can make her come fifty times,” Michelle
bragged.

There was a slap and the black girl
yelped.

“You don't make her come at all. You don't
let her come.”

Summer felt the dildo pulled out of her, then
a pair of long male fingers pushed into her pussy. She didn't know
who they belonged to but felt a sense of shock that they might be
Smith!

“Now, what you wanna do is learn how to tell
just how close a bitch is to coming,” he said as the fingers moved
around inside her.

A hand – a male hand – caressed her buttocks
as the fingers pumped inside her.

“Put your fingers in there,” he said.

The fingers pulled out, then another pair of
fingers pushed into her.

“No. Keep the pads of your fingers facing
down, rub along that wall, slowly. Now reach down and rub that hot
little button. You feel her pussy spasm? You feel it squeeze
down?”

Summer felt fingers on her clitoris and
moaned helplessly.

“Yeah.”

“That's cause she's just about ready to
explode.”

She realized to her astonishment that he was
right. Despite how shocked and embarrassed she was by his entrance,
she had started to calm down, and the way Michelle's tongue had
been licking at her the wild, swirling heat had built up once again
inside her!

“But you don't let the bitch come yet. You
keep her bubbling and boiling but don't let her boil over until
she's begging hard for that cock inside her. Stop fooling with her
clit or she'll come.”

Smith moved away and opened a closet door,
then came back with a three-foot length of some kind of thin black
switch. He whipped it back and forth through the air and it made a
sharp, cutting sound.

“Now the trick here is you gotta know how
hard to hit,” he said. “You don't want to do any damage, and you
don't want to cause too much pain that she dries up.”

Summer's bewilderment mounted, and she turned
her head anxiously only to see Smith whip the switch down across
her upraised buttocks.

She squealed at the sharp, stinging pain.

“Use your wrist, not your arm. You don't want
to hit her too hard,” he said.

Crack! The switch snapped down across
her bottom a second time, and Summer's sense of bewilderment
grew.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and winced at the stinging blows.
But they weren't very deep. They stung a little, yes, but didn't
really hurt a lot.

He handed the thing to Trevor, and she gasped
as he swung down harder.

“Not too hard,” Smith said.

The next blow was softer, then another and
another struck her bottom.

Jamal tried it, then Michelle!

And all the while Summer lay there on her
belly with her bottom raised high and legs spread, unable to move
or do a single thing!
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“Give that pussy the two-finger test,” Smith
said.

Fingers pushed into her, rubbing up and down
against the front wall of her sex. Then another pair of fingers
rubbed her clitoris.

“She's backed off a little. You can
continue,” he said.

A moment later she felt Michelle's tongue
against her again and she closed her eyes and shuddered. This
was... absolutely beyond her experience or imagination! What was
going on!? These people were all crazy! Were they really serious
about the idea of 'training' her into being a sex slave!? The very
idea was insane!

But now that Smith was involved in this dark,
dirty game of theirs, her fear and alarm had faded, and her
embarrassment had begun to back off, as well. The rising rush of
pleasure from Michelle's tongue began to set her blood boiling
again, too. And the fact three men were looking at her as she knelt
there with her bottom in the air and legs spread was so shocking
and hot that she could barely cope!

She felt fingers pry at the base of the
butt-plug and tug it out of her.

“Now with a girl's ass, you got only two
things to work her mind,” he said. “One is the sense of being
penetrated, which any slut loves. The second is the feeling of
fullness. This thing ain't big enough, but it's a start. You push
it in, then pull it out completely, then again,” he said.

And as he spoke the thing pulled free of her,
then after a few seconds, pushed into her again, then pulled out
again.

He backed off, but Jamal took the dildo,
pushing it in, then pulling it out, then penetrating her again
repeatedly as Summer felt the heat beginning to melt her brain.

“Give the bitch another two-finger test,” he
said.

Fingers pushed into her, and then rubbed her
clitoris.

“This bitch is ready to explode,” Trevor
said.

“So back off.”

Summer moaned helplessly, then gasped as the
switch began to swing down against her bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Smith leaned over and undid the strap holding
the gag in, then pulled that out of her mouth.

“You know why you're being punished, slut?”
he demanded.

She blushed, turning her head away, but he
gripped her hair and jerked it around.

“Answer me, slut!”

“No!” she squeaked, embarrassed anew.

“It's because you're a bad girl,” he said in
a low voice.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and moaned, confused, her mind in
turmoil, her body sending wild, conflicting messages.

Smith jerked on her hair sharply and she
cried out.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
demanded.

He jerked again.

“Are you?”

“Yes!” she cried.

Again he jerked.

“Yes sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say you're sorry for being a bad girl.”

Crack! Crack!

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Sir!”

“Here, this will help put her in the right
sense of mind,” he said.

He released her hair and she heard a buzzing,
then something round, something about the size of a billiard ball,
and very smooth, was jammed into the mouth of her sex. It rolled
and rubbed and vibrated powerfully, and she gasped, her hips
jerking convulsively.

It withdrew, and then the switch cut down
across her bottom again.

“Do you want that black cock inside you,
slut?” Smith demanded.

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Answer, slut.”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she cried.

“Bitch, you are not begging nearly hard
enough.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Summer writhed and twisted, gasping and
yelping and moaning as the switch cut across her bottom. Her flesh
was heating up rapidly, and not in a good way, as they all took
turns with it.

“Please!” she cried.

“No one hears you unless you say sir,” Smith
growled.

“Please, sir!”

The vibrator pushed against her again and she
trembled and shook, trying to jerk her hips back to impale herself
on it.

“Beg for cock, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she cried.

“Not good enough.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Michelle's tongue drove deep into her pussy,
and a dazed Summer shuddered and moaned as pleasure flooded her
body.

“Beg for cock, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she cried.

“I think she's about ready to blow,” Smith
said. “You can only keep her on edge so far. Give her that cock and
do it hard.”

Summer gasped as a thick cock pushed deep
into her pussy, then deeper still! Her mouth opened wide to cry
out, then she did cry out as he began to thrust.

“Grab her hair. Yank it back. Make sure she
knows, even subconsciously, that she's being dominated, that the
boss is using her like his bitch, like she deserves.”

She cried out as her hair was yanked back, as
Trevor slapped her bottom and his cock punched into her hard and
fast.

Her whole body shuddered again and again from
the hard, savage impact of his hips against her buttocks. And the
feel of his thick black spear punching deep into her belly drew a
cry of pleasure and pain with every thrust.

The orgasm blossomed inside her. It was like
an explosive wave of heat and pleasure so intense she screamed, her
mind battered by an endless flood of sensation so delicious she
wanted to drown in it. And for long, long seconds, she did. Her
body trembled and shook, her hips bucking back convulsively, her
muscles spasming even as Trevor continued to pound her with savage
thrusts.

She was left, at the end, dazed, her muscles
going limp, her jaw slack, even as her body continued to shake from
his fierce pounding. It took another thirty seconds of gasping and
cursing before he came inside her. Then Michelle's tongue cleaned
her out, thrusting and twisting and caressing as she moaned
blearily.

They weren't finished with her, either. Under
Smith's direction, her wrists were untied, then her arms drawn out
to the sides before being tied down again. Michelle then climbed
onto the bed and scooted right up in front of her before taking
Summer's hair in her fist.

“Now you goin' show me what you learned,
bitch,” she said.

Summer groaned, then gasped as the dildo
pushed into her. A moment later the vibrator pressed against her
clitoris.

“Lick, slut.”

Gasping, moaning, eyes glassy, she obeyed,
licking the black girl's pussy as Trevor and Jamal did their best
to heat her own body up.

Smith just stood by giving instructions.

“Don't rub so hard or so fast,” he said. “You
want to work your bitch up slow like, so it's got more time to
spread out. Rub lightly and slowly, then back off and use your
fingers for a bit. Then start up again. Jamal, when you're pumping
that cock in her wet pussy shift the angle, and press downward
more.”

At one point the dildo pulled out, and Smith
slid two fingers into her, instructing them on how to use them on
her.

“You wanna push against the front wall of her
pussy, especially along the front. Feel around and try to find the
bitch's G-spot there, see? You can kind of tap lightly on that, and
rub it, and tap it. Try it.”

Jamal tried, and Trevor tried, and Smith
showed them again, so that different fingers kept sliding into
Summer's hot pussy and rubbing in and out. Meanwhile, Michel jerked
on her hair to inspire her to greater efforts licking her pussy.
She was giving Summer instructions even as Smith was teaching Jamal
and Trevor.

“Not so fast, slut. You ain't lickin me like
a dog. You ain't rover, are you?”

She jerked on Summer's hair.

“Well, she's a bitch in heat,” Trevor
laughed.

“Rest your tongue on your lower lip, slut,
then you can use your lower lip to add pressure,” Michelle said,
tugging on her hair again to ensure she got the message.

Summer moaned and obeyed whatever she was
told, gasping and moaning as her body reacted to fingers and dildo
and vibrator. It did not occur to her even once to say no, or to
consider saying no, to anything. Her mind was too overwhelmed with
how wild and dark and sexual this was, with her body thrumming with
sexual tension.

They kept rousing her and then drawing back
to snap the switch down across her bottom until her heat faded.
Then they'd arouse her further, until she had to start begging to
be fucked again.

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she gasped again and
again.

And this time Jamal gave it to her, driving
his cock into her hard and fast, jerking her hair back, slapping
her bottom as his hips pummeled her upraised buttocks.

After that, she managed to make Michelle
climax. Then the black girl moved around behind her to add her
tongue to the mix of things they were doing to her. None of which
Summer could even see – only feel.

And it was Smith who got onto the bed in her
place, dropping his dress pants and pulling out a long, thick cock.
He gathered her hair up into a single thick mass at the very top of
her head, then pulled on it, using it to raise her head up and
back.

“Now the thing is when you're training your
bitch,” he said, “You got to get them used to all that black cock
in their throats. Best way to start is to pull their head back so
you got a straight shot through their open mouth and down their
throat.”

He reached down and ran his hand along her
throat as he did, then guided his cock into her open mouth and
pushed it several inches deep.

“Deep-throating is a mental thing, you know,
not physical,” he said. “There ain't no reason a finger in the back
of your throat should make you gag. You swallow food all the time,
after all. So you gotta train her mind – such as it is – to think
of cock as just more food. More meat.”

The others laughed.

He pushed his cock deep into her throat, and
Summer gagged weakly, but he jerked sharply on her hair at the same
time, explaining to the others how the distraction would help
defeat her gag reflex. Apparently, he was right, as his cock slid
slowly down through her throat until the tip must have been right
in her chest.

He drew back, then pushed forward, drew back
and pushed forward, moving faster and faster as he explained things
about how to throat-fuck a girl properly.

“It's not a bad thing to get them
light-headed,” he said. “The less they can think about it, the less
their little minds try to reject it. But you gotta be careful. You
don't want them fainting. You don't even want them getting
desperate for air because that distracts from how aroused they
should be.”

He pulled his cock back out and Summer gasped
and gulped in air as he rubbed himself over her face. Meanwhile,
someone was pumping the dildo in and out of her while someone else,
Michelle, she thought, licked her clitoris.

The licking was replaced by a vibrator, and
the dildo by fingers stroking and pumping, and then Smith shoved
himself down her throat once more and started to throat-fuck
her.

He pulled out and moved behind her, and
Michelle jumped on the bed again, holding the dildo. She shoved it
down Summer's throat, pumping it in and out, while Smith's skilled
fingers rubbed her clitoris and pumped in and out of her pussy.

When she got super aroused again, another
cock drove into her and rode her body with animal hunger – Smith's.
She shuddered and moaned and gasped and gurgled around the dildo in
her throat as Smith rode her with hard, deep strokes, slapping her
bottom and reaching down under her hip with the vibrator in hand to
grind it against her clitoris.

The top of Summer's head fairly exploded with
the next orgasm, and she screamed shrilly around the dildo in her
throat, her body straining and shaking and thrashing as he rammed
himself into her now aching, burning pussy.

It felt as if the head of his cock was
punching her deep inside, hammering against the back wall of her
pussy. But the pain didn't matter. Every sensation which flooded
into her nervous system acted as oil for the fire consuming her
mind.

They traded places again and again, with
Jamal and Trevor shoving their cocks down her throat while fingers
probed her, while dildos pumped in her pussy and ass, while tongues
licked and vibrators buzzed.

To finish her off, Michelle managed to kneel
with her back to the bed, tilting her head way back to get her
tongue at Summer's clitoris. The vibrator was inside her, buzzing
powerfully. And then first Trevor, then Jamal, then Smith fucked
her ass – hard.

She lost track of how many times she came
during that.

The sex – the whole dark, sexual game of
submission and slavery, took on a kind of routine. It filled her
mind so that it was like she actually took on the mentality of a
sex slave. As incredibly arousing and passionate and thrilling as
it all was, though, she was finally utterly exhausted.

Smith seemed to sense it.

“No point in continuing here. But you do need
to drive it into her little blonde brain firmly and fully. We just
continue at a lower level,” he said.

At that point she was untied and allowed to
finally shift position, groaning dazedly as she fell onto her side.
A collar was placed around her neck, then a leash attached to the
ring in the front. Trevor jerked on the leash, and Smith slapped
her bottom to get her out of bed.

Onto her hands and knees on the floor.

“Now you wanna clean your bitch up,” Smith
said. “But you got to keep it in her mind that she IS your bitch,
and she's got no say in anything.”

To remind her of that they put the gag back
in her mouth. Then Trevor jerked on the leash and made her crawl
across the floor.

As exhausted as she was Summer couldn't
ignore the dark, animal shock of that, of how utterly outrageous it
was to be crawling naked at the end of a leash like... an animal!
She shuddered, her pussy squeezing down on empty air as she crawled
out of the room.

Trevor didn't lead her far, just into a large
bathroom.

And there, since she had no voice to object,
and was too drained to really try, she put up no opposition as
Smith instructed Trevor on the care and cleaning of his
'bitch'.

Her mind was coming back to life, and she
marveled at how fucking outrageous this whole thing was. But as
degrading as it was it was still fascinating and arousing. It was
also embarrassing, of course, when Smith instructed him in giving
her enemas.

“You want to keep your bitch's asshole nice
and clean and ready for your cock,” he said. “or any cock that you
want to let use her.”

So breathtakingly outrageous!

Smith had Trevor clean her all over, in and
out, including taking her into the enormous shower stall to soap
her up – while she stayed on all fours, and to shampoo her hair. He
dried her off, then even brushed and blow-dried her hair.

Smith produced another butt-plug. This one
was bigger and had an actual tail – a blonde one – attached to the
base. Once it was inside her the tail sprouted from it and hung
down between her thighs. Then he put a kind of wire across her head
and brushed her hair across it to hide it, and down to hide her
ears. Two pointed, dog-like ears sprouted from the wire.

Summer stared at herself wonderingly when she
was taken to a mirror. She had a collar around her neck, dog ears
sticking out of her head, a tail behind her, and was crawling
like... like an animal! Like a dog! Like a bitch in
heat!

Trevor led her, still leashed, still
crawling, further up the hall.

In another room, Smith had her sit on her
heels, knees spread wide, and hands behind her neck.

“This is how you have your bitch display
herself to people when they come in,” Smith said.

Trevor nodded. “She's got gorgeous tits.”

“She's got gorgeous everything,” Smith
agreed.

Jamal came in at that point, and he also
agreed.

Summer felt a strange dark pride at that, at
having them all looking at her appreciatively like that. It felt
weird, too, of course. They were all fully dressed now and she was
wearing nothing but a collar. Her insides ached from all the hard
pounding she'd gotten, but she was still gripped by a strange,
almost detached state of awe at what she was doing and how deeply,
darkly thrilling it was.

Smith still had the switch, and he ran it
slowly over her breasts as she sat on her heels, back arched.

“Now, white bitch, I'm gonna take the gag out
of your mouth,” he said sternly. “Do not get the idea you're
allowed to talk. Bitches talk when they're asked a question and not
before. If you talk, you're gonna get this on those pretty titties.
Clear?”

Summer gulped and nodded.

He came over and put his finger in her face.
“Remember, speak when spoken to. And say sir.”

He removed the gag, and then set a bowl on
the floor.

“You must be thirsty. Drink,” he ordered.

Not only was she thirsty but her throat was
sore. Summer started forward.

“But don't use your hands, little bitch.
Drink like the hot little animal you are. Down on your elbows, ass
in the air, and spread your knees wide, wide apart.”

Summer flushed slightly, but obeyed, raising
her bottom high and spreading her legs obscenely wide as she
lowered her face to the water and began to gulp it down.

This is so sick! she thought for the
hundredth exciting time.

Smith left the room while she drank, then
returned with something which smelled delicious. It reminded Summer
that with all the dark, wild sexual games going on she'd missed
lunch. She'd also used up an awful lot of energy.

“Remember, bitch, you got paws, not hands, so
don't use your hands for anything,” Smith said.

He had her sit back on her heels and put her
hands behind her back. Then he held something that looked like meat
over her head.

Summer head to tilt her head far back before
he lowered it to her lips, and then she could take it into her
mouth. She didn't know what it was, but it sure tasted good!

Then Trevor whistled to her, and bent over,
holding a piece of meat.

Summer stared, confounded, at first, but then
flushed and dropped forward onto her hands and knees. She crawled
over and took it out of his fingers.

Sick, sick, sick! she thought
breathlessly.

He and Jamal and Smith took turns feeding
her, and Summer crawled from one to the other, eating out of their
hands, or letting them toss pieces of meat into her mouth. Then she
was allowed to drink from a bowl of milk set on the floor.

Trevor led her back to the bathroom and
brushed her teeth, then put the gag in and led her that same room
once more. There Smith had something new ready. It looked like a
sort of low stool, though it was oddly rounded rather than flat on
top.

It also had a big black cock sticking out of
it, as well as a narrower... thing just behind that. The narrow
thing looked like a pencil that had been shoved through the middle
of a number of ping pong balls.

The men had her straddle this and sink her
pussy down on the dildo. The butt-plug was pulled out of her
bottom, and then the ping-pong pencil pushed into her. She slid
down both until she was firmly sitting on the little bench-like
thing.

Her ankles were strapped to the side of the
thing, and then her wrists were lifted up and out to the sides,
stretched tautly, and attached to chains which stretched up to the
ceiling.

In addition to the dildo and the little
balls, there was a small rounded lump pressed against the front of
her pussy as she straddled the bench, and that began to vibrate.
Then she was gagged and blindfolded, with earbuds pushed into her
ears playing soft music.

She had no idea what else they were doing
after that. She was alone in her own world with her body. The dildo
began to move up and down as the vibrator buzzed, and then the
balls slid out of her one by one, then back in.

She had no idea what the three men were
doing, or if they were even in the room anymore. And after a while,
it didn't matter, because she didn't think about them – or anything
– other than her body and what it was feeling.
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She was dazed, half-conscious, by the time
they removed her from the... the machine, the bench, whatever it
was. She wasn't even sure who 'they' were, though. She was still
blindfolded and gagged, and had those AirPods in her ears playing
soothing music.

She was put on something with wheels, a kind
of cart. Her head hung over one side, and her buttocks were at the
other. Her legs were spread and strapped to the lower legs of the
cart, and her wrists remained bound together beneath her as the
cart rolled along.

The cart stopped, and she felt liquid
trickling onto her body, then hands and... sponges? She was being
cleaned.

It was hard to think, though, or care much
about this. She was still shell-shocked from the multiple orgasms
she'd had on that thing. Summer trembled and twitched. She moaned
weakly, and her eyes fluttered under the blindfold.

Her body ached everywhere, as if every muscle
had been spasming continuously for a long time.

With the dildo pushing up through the tight
folds of her pussy, and the vibrator buzzing, and those balls
popping in and out of her ass and... and the wild dark thrill of it
all... Well, she'd been hammered by orgasm after orgasm; too many
to count or keep track of.

Her mouth was dry and her throat sore. She
recalled screaming a lot in the darkness – while she was straddling
that... that machine. But she'd also gotten a lot of cocks fucking
her throat today, she also remembered.

The hands and sponges moved up and down her
body, down her legs to her feet. Then her legs were unstrapped and
she was lifted – by two pairs of hands – onto her belly on the
thing. She groaned dazedly as the hands and sponges and warm, soapy
smelling liquid continued to show she was being washed.

She was lifted again, and this time placed on
some kind of padded table. Her legs were spread wide again, though,
and strapped down. And, as before, her head hung over the edge of
the table so her view of the world – if she could see – would be
upside down. Now warmer liquid trickled onto her body, and hands
massaged the slippery liquid it in. Four pairs of hands moved up
and down her body, stroking, caressing and massaging her
everywhere.

She caught the sound of voices on occasion,
depending on how the music played, but she couldn't tell what they
were saying. The four hands neglected no part of her body, from her
hands to her toes. But they focused more and more on her breasts
and pussy.

They were quite a contrast to the buzzing
vibrator and thrusting dildo. They moved slowly, and... and
switched around. Yes, she could tell now. One of the voices was
Smith. The other Trevor. And now Jamal's. Was Smith continuing to
teach them stuff?

She lay back moaning weakly, just glad of the
respite in the intense sexual passion and heat which had gripped
her mind and body for so long.

The hands, though, were rousing her again,
though not to the same extent. It was a soft, humming sense of
sexuality, growing as her mind came out of its haziness. She was
emotionally and physically drained, but this was still pleasant.
And the realization that there were three men there touching her
everywhere still excited her.

But in this case, it was a soft, erotic
torpor, a sense of luxurious warmth and pleasure, like stretching
on waking in a warm bed. Fingers plucked her nipples, then plucked
and twisted. Other fingers did it, then still others. Yes, they
were practicing their technique on her body.

Who was Smith anyway? How was it he seemed to
be some sort of acknowledged expert on how to excite and arouse
women? Not that he'd been wholly wrong, she conceded.

And how on earth had she arrived at the point
where she'd not only let some guy twice her age she'd barely spoken
a few sentences to fuck her but come wildly as he did? He'd fucked
her throat, too, she remembered, and probably her ass. And now he
was sliding his hands all over her body along with the other two.
Apparently teaching them how to excite her.

She should be outraged. And she could sense
that outrage, deep down inside. But the insanity of it all, the
steamy heat and passion, the astonishing number of orgasms, had all
swamped her brain over the past however many hours it had been.
That had made her thinking processes pretty fuzzy as she was
overwhelmed with heat and hunger and excitement.

She moaned as she was penetrated by several
thick fingers. They were slippery and gentle, but they still pushed
through the aching folds of her pussy. Then she felt the pressure
of a slippery thumb against her clitoris, rubbing up again and
again – flick-flick-flick. Then in a circular motion, then from
side to side.

Meanwhile, fingers were kneading her breasts
and massaging her nipples.

She felt her ankles unstrapped and her legs
raised up then her knees bent back and spread apart. Someone
strapped them that way, and she groaned weakly as the pressure
against the strained tendons in her thighs.

Now fingers probed at her back opening,
rubbing in a circular motion, then dipping inside.

What were they doing to her!?

The gag was undone and pulled free, but she'd
no sooner started to gulp in air and moan aloud when something – a
dildo, she thought – pushed through her open mouth, pumping slowly
in and out, twisting and turning.

Her jaw was slack and she moaned weakly
around it as it pushed slowly forward into her throat. It was a
long one, sliding deep through her throat and then further. She
could feel it in her chest. It pulled slowly back just as the
fingers came out of her pussy and she felt a wider pressure.

Another dildo pushed into her, slowly, at
almost exactly the same speed as the one pulling slowly up out of
her throat. Her head was starting to buzz. It was already upside
down, and now she was feeling the distinct lack of oxygen. She
tried to instinctively jerk her head up but found her hair had been
tied down below her, holding her head in position.

The dildo in her throat slid out into her
mouth and she gulped in air, even as the one in her pussy pushed
deeper still. She moaned as it hit bottom, grinding against her
there as the one in her mouth slipped almost out – almost. It sat
resting just within her lips as she drew in ragged breaths of
air.

The one in her pussy twisted and turned from
side to side while fingers rubbed her clitoris and massaged her
thighs and breasts. Then the slippery cock in her mouth pushed
deeper as the one in her pussy pulled back.

These people were all sex crazy, she thought
breathlessly, moaning weakly as the dildo pushed into her throat.
And they seemed to be doing their best to turn her insane, too.

The dildos increased their pace, moving in
and out faster, but always together, so that after a while it felt
as if there was only one long cock sliding entirely through her
body from mouth to pussy.

Her hips bucked convulsively as another
orgasm took her, then another, then a third. Finally, they
unstrapped her, gagged her again, and lifted her up. She was
lowered into a tub of hot water, and a pair of large hands caressed
her, both above and below the water.

She felt lips kissing along the nape of her
neck, then her head was gently but firmly tilted back and she
moaned as her back arched. Lips gently sucked and licked at her
breasts and nipples. Her hair was released and the lips moved along
her throat again.

How many hours had passed, she thought
weakly. She'd had lunch. She remembered that. She wasn't likely to
ever forget it. Was it nearly dinner? She wasn't at all sure. It
was hard to judge time.

Was this Trevor? Or Jamal? Or was it Smith?
She had no idea.

It could be anyone, she thought. That was a
bit of a shock!

Sex slave!

She snorted at the thought.

Occasionally she considered what to do. But
since there didn't seem to be anything she could do those
thoughts quickly faded.

Whoever she was with lifted her to her feet
and steadied her, then half lifted her out of the tub. A towel was
wrapped around her and she was toweled off. She felt a pull at the
collar, then, as if a leash were drawing it forward, and stumbled
forward before catching herself.

Then she followed the pull, still blind, deaf
and dumb. She felt the floor change under her feet, from tile to
wood, then to carpet. She heard something, voices, male voices,
over the music, but only brief bits and pieces so she couldn't
identify them.

Smith and Jamal? Or – and she felt another
emotional jolt – someone else entirely?!

She was lifted onto... someone's lap, from
the feel of it. She was positioned sitting sideways across it, then
a hand explored her body. Whose!?

This was the strangest and most outrageous
experience he'd ever gone through in her life! The fingers kneaded
her breasts and fingered her pussy, but weren't rough. After a few
minutes, she was pulled off and moved a few feet away and then sat
across someone else's lap, to be further fondled.

This happened again several times.

She assumed she was simply being shifted back
and forth among Smith, Jamal, and Trevor, but for all she knew it
was a whole new set of men! That was... unlikely, she thought. But
the realization it could be made her breathless with anxiety
as well as sexual tension.

She was shifted around on someone's lap, this
time so she would be facing forward, with her back to him. He
spread his legs apart, and since her legs were resting on either
side of his, that effectively spread her legs, too.

She gasped as he pulled back on her hair to
make her back arch, then his other hand began to play her as though
she were a musical instrument, as if he held a cello against
himself. His fingers were talented, stroking and rolling her
nipples, then slipping down to rub her clitoris, penetrate her, and
pump skilfully in and out.

All the fondling and fingering and sucking
and licking had, despite her tiredness, managed to rouse her body
yet again. Well, that and the dark thrill of what was happening.
And she began to feel her body heating up more and more under his
fingers.

This must be Smith, she thought dazedly,
moaning around the gag as his fingers stroked and massaged her
clitoris in a way which forced her hips to grind and buck

Sure enough, when he paused to pull off the
blindfold, she discovered she was straddling him. She blinked her
eyes rapidly, though the light in the room wasn't bright.

She saw Jamal sitting on the sofa across from
them, and then Trevor sitting on the other end of the sofa Smith
and she were occupying. And then she felt a body blow of a shock as
she saw a fourth man, one she'd never seen before, sitting across
from Jamal!

He was tall and broad-shouldered, like the
others, and just as Black. He was a few years older than Jamal, and
smirked at her before she rolled her eyes away, red-faced.

Her embarrassment couldn't hold back the
heat, though, and despite the emotional shock, despite the
embarrassment, her body responded to Smith's fingers and in another
minute an orgasm made her tremble and shake and jerk her hips in
helpless sexual pleasure.

After that, it was a repeat of lunch. She
knelt on the floor in the kitchen as Smith served dinner to Jamal,
Trevor, and the third guy, whose name was Chris. The same rules
applied as earlier, and she really didn't care because she had no
idea what to say, especially around this new guy.

They fed her by hand, with her wrists still
locked together behind her back. Then she drank milk from a bowl
set on the floor as they looked on. After that, the gag went in
again, and they returned to the living room to watch TV.

At least she was able to see now!

They were watching football. And just as
before, she was passed around between the three younger men while
Smith wandered in and out. They fondled and caressed her absently,
chatting and watching TV. She couldn't make out what they said
because of the AirPods, so remained in a strange sort of world.

Then Smith and Trevor took her upstairs, to
the big bedroom she'd originally felt Trevor's cock inside her.
Instead of being placed on the four-poster bed, however, her wrist
restraints were unlocked only to be locked together again above her
head. Then they were fastened high up to one of the lower
bedposts.

The two of them left, then, but not before
turning on the big flat-screen on the wall.

And there an astonished Summer got to see
everything she had missed seeing while blindfolded!

That included herself straddling that strange
bench or saddle, and her reactions as the thing deepened her
arousal then sent her into orgasm after orgasm. The sound coming
from the AirPods switched over to her own muffled cries of pleasure
as she writhed and twisted and frantically tried to ride up and
down on the dildo.

Summer had never seen herself naked on video,
much less in the throes of orgasm! It was an astonishing sight.
Then she watched herself laid out on the padded bench with Smith,
Jamal, and Trevor running their hands over her shining, oiled-up
body.

She watched the dildos pushing in and out of
her body and watched herself climax again.

Watching and listening to herself in the
throes of heat, passion, and ecstasy had an impact on her. Despite
her weariness, she felt herself growing more and more aroused. That
she was watching this while naked and chained to a bed, with her
arms high above her, only added to how absolutely outrageous this
all was!

She didn't know or understand when
'outrageous' had become synonymous with 'exciting' in her mind, but
at some point, it seemed to have done so. Her body was soon
thrumming with heat as she watched herself fingered, fondled,
massaged, stroked, and then fucked into repeated orgasms.

Then she watched herself being led into the
living room, naked, gagged and blindfolded, and sat down across
Chris' lap. She cringed as the stranger fingered, fondled and then
chewed and sucked on her breasts. She watched herself squirming and
moaning, then watched herself led over to be placed across Jamal's
lap, then Smith sat her down on his own to demonstrate things, his
fingers pushing up inside her so that she writhed helplessly.

Then she was placed on Trevor's lap, then
Chris' again, then Jamal's!

God! God! God! This was insane! How had she
not screamed and demanded she be released!?

But it was also scaldingly hot! She felt
herself grinding her thighs together as her pussy throbbed with
excitement and need. She turned around so she was facing the post,
and raised one leg, moaning around the gag, trying to curl her leg
around it and angle her body in to grind her pussy against the
wooden bedpost.

Fortunately, Trevor came in at that point. He
undid her wrist restraints from the post, pulled her over onto the
bed, then strapped her wrists above her head to the top of the bed
before spreading her legs and thrusting himself inside her.

He removed her gag, and his lips crushed hers
as he fucked her, his body heavy atop hers, his hands firm against
her body, his cock stroking steadily, alternating speeds, driving
her through one orgasm, then into another before he really picked
up the pace.

He lifted her legs up and back, jammed her
ankles down on either side of her head, then pounded into her with
such force she cried out at every stroke – before coming again.

After coming himself, he put the blindfold on
her again, then left.

She eventually fell asleep there on the bed,
her wrists still strapped to the center of the head-board.

It was not the way she usually slept, but
given her exhaustion, she fell asleep fairly quickly. It was not,
however, a lasting sleep. She woke up frequently, or at least, rose
to a dozy sense of sleepiness, trying instinctively to pull her
wrists down, but unable to. She rolled onto one side, then the
other, then onto her back again.

She woke up fully with someone touching her,
small hands sliding up and down her body. Then her thighs were
spread and she felt a tongue at her sex. She groaned weakly,
sleepily, but didn't resist as whoever it was – Michelle, she soon
thought, explored her pussy with their lips and tongue.

It was certainly a girl, given the size and
softness of the hands, not to mention when she slid forward atop
Summer her soft flesh and breasts. Summer had no idea what to say
so she said nothing, even as the girl began to kiss her.

Michelle? She wondered. Could it be some
other woman entirely? Michelle liked to taunt her and this girl
wasn't saying anything at all. That made Summer slightly nervous,
wary that it might be yet another stranger touching her body.

But so what if it is, she thought tiredly.
Did it really matter any more?

She felt her legs stretched wide, her left
leg lifted up and back as the girl shifted position. Then she felt
the other girl's pussy push in against hers as Summer's leg was
held up along the girl's chest. She moaned at the feel of the other
girl's pussy rubbing and grinding against her own, feeling the heat
rising inside her higher and higher.

Not knowing who was having sex with her was a
very weird feeling! And like before, she found it both
uncomfortable and arousing. She was on a sexual adventure ride, she
realized, one where she was fairly safe – she thought – but without
guarantees.

Wasn't that the whole point of a roller
coaster? She was fairly sure she wouldn't go flying off into the
air, but never quite sure... And that was the thrill, wasn't
it?

She was too tired to come again, but she
could tell from the woman's labored breathing that she did. Then
she left, and after a while, Summer fell asleep again. She slept
for a while this time, only waking when Trevor arrived to fuck
her.
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Summer felt a lot less self-conscious in the
tiny bikini today. Her worldview had undergone a radical change the
previous afternoon and evening. Not to mention this morning, when
she was wakened by Trevor, had sex, then was led, still chained,
down to eat breakfast on her knees.

But finally, he had removed the restraints
and collar.

“I thought you might like the excitement of
feeling like a sex slave for a day,” he said with a grin.

It had been an astonishing experience, with
more sex in a compressed period of time than she usually got in a
year. And the sex had been more astonishingly exciting, passionate
and pleasurable, with way more intense orgasms.

It had shifted her definition of 'outrageous'
and 'embarrassing' and 'slutty' by quite a bit.

So wearing the little thong bikini out at the
pool just didn't seem like as big a deal as it had the previous
day.

And at least it gave her some time to think –
though the shocking, wicked memories of all the wild shit she'd
experienced kept flooding her mind. I can't believe I did
that, was a phrase she was constantly telling herself, partly
in guilt, partly in awe and delight.

She was somewhat unnerved at the presence of
that new guy, Chris. She didn't even know if she'd fucked him or
not! What kind of a slut had she become anyway!?

A sex slave!

That was a weird concept. It was ridiculous
on the face of it, but at the same time, it was a roll imbued with
a kind of guilt-free sense of sexual abandon. After all, sex slaves
had to do what they were told, so they couldn't really be blamed
for being sluts, say.

So pretending to be Trevor's sex slave was
kinky and hot and thrilling, especially given Jamal and then Smith
being involved. Smith's presence was harder to wrap her head
around. He was way older, and it was like... he took things more
seriously. She was fairly sure Trevor was just playing a game with
that sex slave business.

She wasn't so sure about Smith. He sure acted
like he thought she was some kind of sex slave in the way he talked
about her, calling her a bitch as if that was her species or
something, as opposed to an insult. Like when he'd say “Make sure
your bitch is well-trained.” Like what the fuck was that!? Was he
just a good actor!?

He made her nervous the way he treated the
idea so seriously. And yet, strangely, she felt even more thrilled
because of that. He was the one who brought out that switch to use
on her butt, too. And that had stung! Which she hadn't liked. On
the other hand, that had also made it seem more real.

The first person who came up to her ledge
that day was Jamal, who smirked at her.

“You got your lotion on, blonde girl?”

She gulped and nodded and he came closer.

“You sure you used enough?”

He pushed his hand straight down the front of
her bikini bottom then, and Summer gasped, grabbing instinctively
at his wrist.

“Hey, you trying to deny me access to your
slutty body?” he demanded. “You're our bitch, you know.”

“Jamal!” she exclaimed anxiously. “One of the
kids will come up and see.”

“You let me worry about that, white girl.
Take your hands away.”

She wasn't able to do anything against hist
thick wrist anyway, so she dropped her hands as his fingers began
to rub her pussy.

“You got lots of black cock yesterday, didn't
you, white girl?”

She flushed and nodded.

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes... sir,” she said, her pulse racing.

“You like all that black cock inside
you?”

“I... yes, sir,” she gulped again.

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

This habit of theirs of talking about her
race was kind of unnerving, too. She sort of got that it meant
something extra to them, that she was a blonde girl and they were
black. She wasn't sure exactly how, other than some kind of feeling
of racial resentment. Or on the other hand, maybe they were just
fucking with her mind. She certainly couldn't discount that for a
second.

“I love black cock, sir,” she said, her face
flushed.

“You notice how Smith added those planters to
the front of the ledge, slave girl?”

She had noticed. There were two large
planters near the front of the stone ledge now, each with a bushy
green, waist-high plant in them.

He pulled his slick fingers out of her pussy
and then pushed down on her shoulder.

Summer reluctantly sank to her knees and he
jerked his suit down.

“Suck my black cock, white girl,” he
ordered.

She moaned as his cock sprang up thick and
hard but obediently took it into her mouth, bobbing up and down as
she massaged his balls with her fingers.

“Yeah, that's it. You suck that black cock.
Nasty little blonde slut. You know you love it.”

He jerked back on her hair and she gasped in
pain, reaching up to grab his wrist.

“Hands down,” he barked in a harsh voice.

Startled, she dropped her hands to her
sides.

“Tell me you love black cock!”

“I-I love black cock, sir!” she gasped.

He shoved his cock back into her mouth,
pulling her forward.

“Keep your hands at your sides.”

She moaned as he began to pump his cock in
and out, in and out, then pulled her forward and thrust himself
down her throat. She'd gotten a lot of practice at that the
previous night, but she still gagged a little, her hands rising to
press against his thighs before he barked another order to drop her
hands down.

He fucked her mouth and throat slowly as she
knelt there, then pulled out and pumped his cock to shoot semen
across her face. He leered at her as he did it, then used his cock
to rub it into her forehead, cheeks, and lips.

“Don't wipe your face off. You're gonna get
lots of come on it today, baby, to remind you you're our sex
slave.”

“I'm not your – .”

He grabbed her by the throat and she gasped,
grabbing at his wrist again.

“Hands down!” he growled.

Summer moaned and obeyed, and he stared down
at her, still squeezing her throat for long seconds as her head
began to pound and her chest burned. Then he loosened his grip,
letting her gulp in air.

“Remember, sex slave. You got to obey us, or
else you get punished.”

He grinned, pulled her to her feet with his
hand still around her neck, then released it.

“Hot blonde slut,” he taunted.

He moved around the plants and dove into the
pool and Summer stared after him, holding her throat. That had
been... degrading, and outrageous, and yet despite a feeling of
anger towards Jamal, she was aroused. Her pussy ached from the hard
use yesterday, which made it more sensitive to the touch.

And he knew how to touch her, the
bastard.

Ten minutes later, Chris showed up, and she
felt her heartbeat quicken immediately. She still didn't know if
he'd fucked her when she was blindfolded, but she knew he had
fondled and groped her when she was being handed around on the
sofa!

“Hows the sexy blonde slave girl feeling
today?” he asked.

She licked her lips self-consciously.

“Okay,” she said.

“Okay? That's not how you talk, Blondie.”

He gripped her arm, firmly but not roughly,
then turned her body away from him briefly before slapping her
bottom sharply.

“Ow!” she yelped as he let her twist
around.

“You forgot to say sir,” he said.

“That hurt!” she complained, rubbing her
butt.

“Then learn,” he said.

A moment later he gripped both her arms and
jerked her in against him before kissing her. She wondered if she
should tell him that Jamal's come was on her, but decided he
wouldn't like it very much. Besides, he was a good kisser, and her
heart was beating faster and faster as his tongue pushed into her
mouth.

He pulled her further away from the ledge,
and over to the side wall, then, with a hand on the back of her
neck, forced her to bend way over until her hands were on the low
wall. She gasped as he jerked aside the narrow crotch of her thong,
then felt his cock rubbing up and down against her.

Summer knew she ought to protest, ought to
say something, ought to resist and demand that everyone stop
assuming she was their... their bitch! But the truth was the feel
of his cock rubbing up and down against her made her want to arch
her back and jam herself back against him. And when he penetrated
her and slid up inside she closed her eyes and shuddered
helplessly.

He started to fuck her then and there, and
all she could do was stand there bent over, gasping and moaning as
his cock drove deeper and deeper until his hips began to slap
against her buttocks.

Every thrust pumped heat higher inside her
and Summer felt her mind rising into a strange dark high where it
wallowed in the excitement, heat, and passion filling her.

She felt him gathering her hair into his fist
and jerking it back, and gasped in pain as her scalp stung. But she
didn't respond as his hips continued to hammer her buttocks and his
cock drove into her with harder, faster strokes.

Even in the midst of her sexual high, though,
she heard giggles and turned her head slightly to see two older
black girls, complete strangers, staring and laughing. She felt a
rush of heat even as they ran past and jumped over the edge, one
saying to the other “Blonde sluts are always after black cock!”

She was on the edge of orgasm, even with the
interruption, but Chris finished with a grunt and then pulled out.
He slapped her bottom and then jumped off the edge, leaving her to
stumble upright, panting for breath and adjusting her bikini.

This is crazy! she thought weakly.

Then Mr. Smith showed up, and she gulped
nervously as he looked down at her.

“Miss Foster,” he said. “Mister Henderson
wants to know if you would make yourself available to work here
every day during spring break.”

“Uh... pardon?”

The offer startled her. She was only working
here to pay for spring break, after all.

“I'm not – .”

“He's willing to double your pay.”

“Uh, that's nice but – .”

“What do you think you'll get at spring break
you won't get here, except drunk?”

“Well... I mean, I can party.”

“I'm sure we can provide you with
compensatory entertainment,” he said. “Not to mention...
training.”

“I don't think I need any training,” she
gulped.

He snorted. “That you'd say that simply
demonstrates how much you need.”

“I'm not – .”

“Come with me.”

He headed for the stairs and she looked after
him nervously.

“But I'm supposed to watch the pool.”

“Do as you're told. Someone else will watch
the pool.”

She licked her lips and followed him down the
stairs, where he told off Michelle to watch the kids, then led her
into the house, into a part of the house she hadn't seen yet, where
she felt somewhat relieved to find Trevor waiting, sitting in a
leather upholstered chair by a bookcase.

She gasped as Smith, without a word of
warning, undid her bikini top, then yanked it off. She blushed as
he yanked her bottoms down and off too, then pushed her towards
Trevor.

“Give him a lap dance,” he said.

Summer looked at him in confusion, and Trevor
laughed, then picked up a remote control and turned on the
stereo.

“Dance, white girl,” he said.

Smith picked up what looked like the switch
he'd used on her the other day and Summer gulped and shifted closer
to Trevor.

“You know white girls can't dance,” came
another voice.

It wasn't Michelle, but one of the other
girls who had snickered at her when they'd seen Chris fucking her
earlier.

“Then you show her, Suzanne,” Smith said.

The girl smirked at her and then strolled
forward, wearing a small thong bikini. She began to dance to the
music in a completely unembarrassed, unrestrained fashion, rolling
and grinding her hips in front of Trevor, sliding her fingers up
her body and through her hair, arching her back, and turning and
twisting around in time to the music.

She stepped to the edge of the chair and
leaned slowly forward, her hands on the back of the chair, letting
her breasts, encased in small white cups, sway in front of him.
Then she climbed onto the chair, straddling him, her body upright,
slowly lowering herself until she was grinding against his crotch
as her fingers slid through her hair again.

Summer watched nervously as the girl rolled
her body against Trevor, then turned around and sat astraddle him,
grinding her buttocks against him, arching back across his
shoulder, leering and taunting him as he sat there smirking at
her.

She got off and then gestured at Summer, who
flushed even more, then yelped as Smith brought the switch in
across her bottom.

“Get to it, white bitch,” he growled.

She felt an emotional jolt, but anxiously
started forward, trying to dance in front of Trevor, her mind
churning with embarrassment and determination. She didn't want to
be shown up by this black girl, after all! But this was a lot more
embarrassing given she was naked, unlike everyone else!

She bent over the chair, letting her naked
breasts hang before him, then eased in and up and back so that she
was straddling him, grinding herself against him in time to the
music.

His hands slid around and cupped her
buttocks, squeezing them as she ground herself against him, and he
leaned in to suck and lick and chew at her nipples.

She gasped at another blow from the
switch.

“Now roll over,” Smith ordered.

She gasped, rolling over onto her back,
sitting straddling him, grinding her buttocks against him as his
hands came around her chest to fondle her breasts.

The second black girl had come into the room
and had joined the first, watching and smirking at her. That made
her face burn even more and made her feel even more self-conscious
and confused. She was also feeling inadequate, for she wasn't
nearly as uninhibited as that black girl had been in her own
lap-dance.

Both of them were insulting, too, and then
the second girl gave Trevor a lap dance just as uninhibited as the
first before demanding Summer try again.

Summer had to perform again, straddling
Trevor, her hands on his shoulders, grinding herself against
him.

This time his fingers slid down to rub her
swollen clitoris as she ground against him, and the physical
sensation was a roar of heat which swept up through her body. She
was flustered, confused and uncertain, not to mention embarrassed.
Adding a growing hunger and passion to it all just made her that
much more flustered.

When she turned around to grind her buttocks
against him she saw that Jamal and Chris had come into the room. So
she now had five people watching her!

“This white bitch is only good for sucking
cock,” Michelle said as she came in. “Leave the dancing to black
girls.”

“She can learn,” Smith said.

Trevor laughed. “Sucking cock sounds like
something I'd welcome about now.”

He pushed Summer off onto her knees but
grabbed her by the arm, then the hair, turning her around and
pulling her in between his legs as he jerked his swimsuit down and
let his cock spring up hungrily.

“Suck my cock, slave girl,” he said in
amusement.

Summer felt a panicky moment at the thought
of doing that in front of so many people, including two strange
girls, but he had already pulled her mouth down onto his cock
before she could protest! And after that, well, there didn't seem
to be a lot of point!

But she was exquisitely aware that there were
six people standing around behind her as her lips slid down
Trevor's cock. And she was also fully aware she was completely
naked! But her lips slid up and down his cock anyway as his fist
held her hair firmly, and she felt a strange sense of unreality as
he pushed her down all the way and his cock drove deep into her
throat.

“You lovin' that black cock, white girl?” one
of the girls taunted.

“Blondes all love black cock,” the other
replied.

“Everyone loves black cock,” Jamal said
smugly.

“Yeah, you wish! Not every girl is as slutty
as blondes!”

Summer yelped in pain as the switch cut
across her buttocks.

“Spread those legs wide, bitch,” Mr. Smith
demanded. “Always keep your legs spread!”

Wincing, Summer spread her knees apart as
Trevor pulled up on her hair and his cock slid up out of her
throat. She gulped in air, then gurgled as his cock pushed into her
mouth again.

“This bitch is always after nigger cock?”
Michelle's voice growled.

“You know what blondes are like,” one of the
other girls said.

Summer gurgled as Trevor's cock pushed deep
into her throat.

“At least the bitch knows how to take a cock
down the throat,” one of the girls said.

“Blonde girls want every inch they can get,”
another said.

Summer yelped as the switch snapped down
across her bottom again.

“I said keep your legs spread, bitch,” he
ordered.

She moaned but obeyed, and then suddenly the
two new black girls were kneeling on either side of her, and their
hands kneaded her breasts while rubbing her clitoris. Fingers
squirmed into her moist pussy and pumped in and out, and all she
could do was continue to suck on Trevor's cock.

“Don't make the bitch come yet,” Smith said.
“I want to keep her hot and bothered.”

Summer trembled and moaned. She still had the
slippery sunscreen on and their fingers stroked deliciously across
her clitoris and pumped and twisted skilfully inside her pussy.
Then something pushed into her ass, twisting and turning, pumping
deeper and deeper as Trevor jerked her head up and down on his
cock.

He pulled her head back suddenly, holding it
by the hair, then pumped his cock so that his come fountained out
across her face. Like Jamal, he rubbed it against her face as the
black girls laughed, rolling her nipples and pumping their fingers
inside her overheated body.

She was caught up in an insanely kinky sexual
game which both aroused and embarrassed her, one like nothing she'd
ever imagined. She had no idea where it was going or what it would
lead to. All she knew was that her body thrummed with sexual
tension, so hot her face, neck and chest were flushed and she was
panting for breath.

Suddenly someone put something around her
throat – the collar from the other day! Then the restraints were
put around her wrists and ankles by the snickering girls.

Smith stood over her, holding the switch, and
as the girls moved back he swished it through the air.

“Let me see you put your chin on the floor,”
he said. “Keep your pretty little white ass raised high. You
remember the position from yesterday.”

Summer cringed at the idea of assuming that
position in front of so many of them! Especially three girls! But
the switch snapped down on her bottom and she yelped, lurching
forward.

“Do it, slave girl,” Michelle taunted.

Crack! The switch bit into her bottom
again and she yelped, dropping onto her elbows, then cringing again
as she lowered herself further. Her breasts pillowed out against
the floor as she stretched her arms out before her.

Crack!

“Draw your belly in tighter against your
thighs, bitch!”

She moaned and obeyed.

Crack!

“Spread those legs wide. Everyone wants to
see that pretty pink pussy.”

“That is a nice pussy,” a guy said as he
walked into the room.

She shuddered. She'd never seen him before.
He was another black guy around twenty or so years old, and he
licked his lips as he looked at her.

Crack!

“Did I tell you to turn your head around,
bitch?” Smith demanded.

She gasped, jerking her head forward.

Michelle and one of the other girls moved
forward, kneeling behind her, and Summer felt dildos being pushed
into her pussy and ass. She moaned and trembled as they giggled.
One of them rubbed her clitoris as she worked the dildo in and out,
thrusting deeper and deeper. The one in her ass moved so deep she
felt cramps in her abdomen and gasped in complaint.

Michelle gathered up her hair and yanked on
it. And when Summer gasped in pain and tried to reach up to
dislodge her hand she got the switch across the bottom again.

“Hands forward! Slave girls don't fight what
happens to them. They submit,” Smith said.

There was that outrageous term again! She
wasn't a slave girl!

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

Summer trembled and moaned, and Michelle
slapped her bottom sharply.

“Say it, slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, whore!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I love black cock!” Summer cried.
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“I want to ride this bitch and make her
come,” Michelle said.

“Do it,” Smith replied.

Michelle was wearing a swimsuit, but now she
donned a pair of thick black leather shorts that had a large black
dildo protruding from the front. She knelt behind where the
trembling blonde knelt, pulled the dildo out of her and rubbed the
head up and down against her sopping pussy.

“Beg me to fuck you, white girl,” she
demanded.

Crack!

She grabbed her hair and yanked it back and
Summer cried out.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me!” Summer cried.

Crack!

“Say please fuck me, mistress,” Michelle
demanded.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” Summer
gasped.

The thick dildo sank slowly into Summer's
pussy, and she moaned as she felt herself being stretched out.

“That's a nice big black cock for you, white
girl,” one of the other girls said.

“I got a nice big black cock for her,” said
the new guy.

“Later,” Smith said.

Summer gasped and groaned as the thick cock
was pushed deeper into her abdomen. It ached, but the dark heat had
her mind in a feverish grip, and she closed her eyes, moaning as
Michelle began to pump.

“Hot little blonde slut,” Michelle said,
slapping her bottom again. “You love this black cock in your hot
little pussy.”

Crack!

“Don't you, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Summer moaned.

One of the other girls scurried forward,
squatted, and locked the restraints around Summer's wrists
together.

“You likin' that cock in you, blonde girl?”
she taunted.

“She loves it,” said the third girl, who
knelt on her other side. “White whore loves that black cock.”

She and the other girl reached under to grope
Summer's breasts.

“Get your fingers on her clit,” Smith said.
“That's the key to her little blonde brain.”

A moment later fingers rubbed her clitoris
and Summer's body felt a wild pulse of sensation that made her jerk
her hips back spastically.

“Let's see you come on Michelle's cock, white
girl,” one of them taunted.

“Dirty little white slut,” the other jeered.
“Come for us, you blonde whore.”

“Come for your mistress, slut!” Michelle
ordered, her hips slapping bruisingly against Summer's
buttocks.

She was lost to the fever heat, and then the
orgasm rose up like a gathering tidal wave before crashing down
upon her. Summer cried out in breathless heat, ecstasy drowning her
mind as the orgasm tore through her.

Her buttocks jerked forward again and again
as Michelle's hips slammed into them. The thick black cock drove
deep into her belly like a hot, aching spike which made her entire
body tremble and shake with a roiling, churning ecstasy.

That all those people were watching made it
both desperately embarrassing and almost unbearably exciting as the
breath sobbed out of her and she felt convulsions wrack her
body.

Michelle eased back, pulling the thick dildo
out of her, and then someone gripped her by the hair, yanking her
head up so that she cried out in pain. It was one of the men, one
she didn't even know! He jerked her mouth onto his cock and she
gurgled as it sank deep.

Someone leaned over behind her, and hands
undid the wrist restraints, then pulled her wrists back together
behind her. A moment later the man who's cock she was sucking sat
down, pulling her mouth down on him.

Someone slapped her bottom sharply, jerked
her hips back, and then another cock pushed into her body. She had
no idea whose cock it was! The other two black girls knelt on
either side of her, their hands fondling her breasts and sliding in
to rub her clitoris as they leaned over close to her head.

“Nasty little slave girl,” one of them
purred. “Dirty little sex slave!”

“You love that black cock, don't you, white
girl!?” the other taunted. “You love having all that black cock
inside your hot little pussy.”

“Nasty little blonde slut.”

“You're a bitch in heat, ain't you, white
girl!? You were made for cock!”

“Dirty white girl, loving that dark
meat!”

“Are you ready to come again, slut? Huh? Are
you?”

“Ooo, that big cock is all the way down your
throat. I bet it tastes good.”

They never stopped talking, their lips near
her ears as the man pulled her mouth up and down his cock. It was
all entirely insane, but she was breathless, overheated, and dazed
by it all. And the hard cock driving into her from behind and their
skillful fingers were rapidly building the heat up inside her
again.

She trembled and shook, and then the orgasm
hit. Her hips bucked back desperately as she shook and twisted, her
eyes rolling back in her head. And the girls continued to taunt her
and call her a slave girl and a sex slave and a bitch and a
whore.

She cried out dazedly as the man whose cock
she was sucking dragged her upward onto the chair, onto him, so
that she straddled him. Her pussy sank down onto his cock and she
moaned helplessly as another man pulled on her hair, jerking her
head forward and to the side to push his cock into her mouth.

The man she was riding sucked and chewed on
her breasts and nipples, while someone else moved behind her and
pressed a hard cock against her back opening. That cock slid up
deep inside her, and she lost her mind again, astonished, awed,
overpowered with heat and shocked excitement.

She came again, and again as the three men
used her, while the girls continued to taunt her, to rub her
clitoris, to slap her bottom, to pinch her nipples. It was all so
confusing that in her overheated state she could hardly cope with
the wild array of emotions and sensations.

The feel of two huge cocks thrusting into her
belly at once was like nothing she'd ever experienced or imagined.
It drove her half out of her mind with a dark, thrilling heat that
made her spasm and shake and sent wild waves of pleasure through
her body and mind.

Then somehow she was on the floor, straddling
Trevor, who lay on his back. Jamal was pushing his cock into her
ass while Chris pulled her head forward and drove his cock into her
mouth. Two more black men stood on either side of her and she had
her hands on their cocks, pumping them up and down as she tried to
retain some fraction of sanity.

She was barely conscious when the girls took
her away, into a bedroom. There they used her body themselves.
Michelle straddled her face while one of the others scissored their
legs together, grinding her pussy against Summer's. They were rough
and demanding, and Summer's tongue and jaw ached trying to satisfy
their hungry pussies. They used strap-ons and other dildos on her
and drove her to the edge of insanity with their vibrators.

When they finished with her, two of the men
came in and picked her up, carrying her upstairs to the attic.
There her wrists were lifted up and apart, and attached to chains
dangling from the rafters. Then she was left to hang there,
suspended, with her wriggling toes just above the floor, and a
ball-gag filling her mouth.

It was hot in the attic, and she began to
sweat almost at once. By the time Smith came up to see her, she was
soaked in sweat. Her chin was on her chest, and she was drooling
dazedly around the ballgag filling her mouth.

She groaned as he gripped her hair to lift
her head up and gaze into her glassy eyes.

“How is life as a sex slave?” he asked.

Summer only moaned.

“A little more fun than going on spring break
somewhere and hoping to find a man worth spreading your legs for,
wasn't it, blonde girl?”

He casually cupped and kneaded one of her
breasts.

“I'm afraid you can't count on large
gatherings like that very often, though. That was just to teach you
something about yourself. Do you know what that was?”

Since Summer's mind was barely functioning
and she was gagged, she said nothing.

“It doesn't matter whose cock it is. It just
doesn't. A hard cock is a hard cock. They can get you off no matter
who they're attached to. Doesn't matter if you know the owner, or
like them. Doesn't even matter if the owner is a girl using
silicone. You can still feel that intense rush of heat and
pleasure. And what is life for but pleasure?”

He let his thumb stroke her swollen
nipple.

“Any idiot can sit by a pool and watch kids.
But someone with a body like yours shouldn't be wasting her youth
and beauty. Youth is to be enjoyed, beauty something to take pride
in and take advantage of. You won't have both forever, you
know.”

He let his hand slide down her body, the pads
of his fingers lightly rubbing against her clitoris.

“The people here have lots of money. And what
you have can command a very high price. You can make way more as a
'sex slave',” he said with a snort, “than whatever sort of job you
hope to get after finishing school. Have a hell of a lot more fun
at it, too. Not to mention, ahem, satisfaction.”

His finger curved under, wriggling up into
her body.

“Now most girls would find that degrading and
disgusting and wouldn't even consider it. But you're not most
girls. You get turned on by this stuff. Lucky for you. That gives
you options.”

He moved behind her and she felt his hard
cock pressed up between her buttocks. He pumped up and down against
her there, his hand jerking back on her hair again, his other hand
kneading her breast.

“Being a sex slave, a white slave to Black
men, is going to be something that will change your whole view of
life,” he said. “But just as important it'll be a thrill ride like
nothing else you can imagine. Am I wrong?”

His cock began to push into her ass, while
one of his hands slid down to finger her pussy.

Summer trembled and moaned. Her inner heat
began to rise to meet the outer heat, and then she lost herself to
the sexual fever again, her mind baking, her body trembling and
jerking as spasms rippled through it. She felt Smith's big cock
drive high into her abdomen, so high she could look down and see
her abdomen bulging above her belly button every time the head of
his cock jammed into her.

Until he jerked back on her hair again and
began to chew on the nape of her neck. Then she lost herself to
still another mind-blowing orgasm.

*

Summer was terrified to accept, but couldn't
bring herself to refuse. She agreed to spend the spring break at
the Hendersons. And not as a lifeguard either!

Her first day started in restraints and
collar, with a ball-gag filling her mouth. Then, while Jamal and
Trevor looked on, Smith used his switch to make her crawl and kneel
and display herself. She had to arch her back, and roll over, to
stand and bend over to grab her ankles, and to lay back and spread
her legs wide.

Every obscenely exposed position made her
mind run with fire as the three men looked on. And then she was
given a dildo and made to masturbate while they watched. That was
even more mind-blowing, and she came powerfully.

Then she practiced giving lap dances to them,
which always ended with her performing oral sex, then straddling
them and riding their cocks to orgasm. She was given full use of
their home gym and instructed to use it every day to keep fit. And
Smith also instructed her in keeping herself clean, inside and out,
which would involve several showers each day, as well as
enemas.

She was to wear a butt-plug at all times so
her ass would be ready for use. But she wore almost nothing else
other than boots, restraints, and collar.

Her first experience meeting Mr. Henderson
like that was horribly embarrassing. But since she'd already been
exposed to so many people, so many men, it was bearable. She
performed oral sex on him, then straddled him as she had the
others, riding his cock to orgasm.

Her buttocks took a lot of stinging
punishment along the way, as Smith and Trevor, and even Henderson
didn't hesitate to use that switch on her buttocks for the
slightest reason.

She was given her own bedroom, but she spent
her first night in the attic hanging upside down from her ankles,
which were spread wide. The only light in the attic was a candle
stuffed into her ass which flickered and burned down slowly,
spilling wax onto her whenever she moved.

Since they'd also shoved a vibrator deep into
her pussy, one which started and stopped at unpredictable
intervals, that meant a lot of wax.

The next day she was turned right-side-up,
and Smith began to teach Trevor how to whip her, first using a
flog, then a long, single-tailed whip. He taught him how to rouse
her first with vibrator and fingers, then to raise the pain
threshold bit by bit, swinging the flog or whip in across her body
with stinging force.

“The trick is to make sure that she feels so
aroused that the pain is actually drawn into that arousal and makes
her hotter. If this is an unpleasant experience then you're not
going to be properly conditioning her,” he said. “You want your
bitch to get off on this. And with careful attention, she
will.”

And so it went, as Summer ate infrequently,
got little sleep, and was subjected to constant heat and pleasure
that kept her writhing and twisting and crying out in hunger and
passion. For nine days her life was one of obedience, submission,
and nearly endless sexual manipulation and use. And she remained
naked the entire time.

It was like being overdosed on sex and
passion. For nine full days. It left her addicted to the dark,
thrilling fantasy of being a sex slave. She dropped out of school
shortly after that and moved into the Hendersons'. The only courses
she took then were erotic massage, pole-dancing, and makeup and
modeling, and the various ways a slave girl could please her
mistresses and masters.

Henderson raised her 'salary' to a hundred
thousand dollars a year, ostensibly as a lifeguard. But her job was
entirely focused on sex, and on pleasing Henderson, his son, and
their friends, as well as Henderson's business associates.

She knew her choice would horrify people who
knew her. But she couldn't bear to turn aside the opportunity to
live life as a sexual fantasy, as a slave girl leading a life of
hedonism and pleasure day after day. And if the line between
fantasy and reality was starting to blur, well, did that really
matter?

She was young and beautiful, and healthy, and
having the time of her life while being paid for it.

And that beat anything else she could imagine
doing with her life for some time to come.

 


END
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