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Sunday’s Slaves




I awoke early on Sunday morning.  I could see Kirsty’s clock from where I lay – it was just before seven am.  Josh, no, my master was asleep on his back, an arm round me and the other round Kirsty, his other slave girl.  We both had thick leather collars on our necks.  Kirsty was also sleeping gently.  I removed myself from Josh’s arm and slipped down the bed, until my head was level with his groin.  I slipped his flaccid cock into my mouth and sucked gently.  I would keep it there until he woke up, however long that was.  It wasn’t long before I regretted my decision.  His cock wasn’t swelling under my gentle sucking, he was still fast asleep.  I settled down for the duration.

I had no idea how long I spent like that – it was certainly over an hour before eventually my efforts were rewarded and his cock started the grow in my mouth.  I felt one of his large, strong hands on the back of my head, pushing me down and holding me there, my face full of his soft pubes as his penis continued to grow in my mouth.  Above me I could hear Josh and Kirsty kissing.  He continued to hold me there as his shaft got bigger and bigger.  It hit the back of my throat and I started to gag, this just excited him more and he raised a leg over my head to hold me more firmly in place.

I was gasping for air when he released me and I pulled off to draw in oxygen.  Kirsty climbed on top of him and slid her tight wet pussy down on to his thick cock and raised herself up to ride him.  Josh pulled me up level by my hair and we started kissing, he had one hand on my tits and the other on Kirsty’s.  She was bouncing up and down on him, absorbed in her task, her head thrown back, her long dark hair flowing down her back, her hands on Josh’s crushing it into her breast.  She was groaning in delight as she rode him hard.  Josh couldn’t speak, he had my tongue jammed in his mouth.  Soon he fisted my hair and pulled me away from his mouth.  Kirsty instantly placed a hand onto her clit and started to rub

“I’m cumming, fuck, I’m cumming girls,” he yelled in delight as he shot is load into Kirsty’s cunt.  Kirsty was right behind him, screaming in delight.

“I’m cumming too master, holy fuck I’m cumming master.”

She collapsed forward onto Josh, her tits crushed into his chest, her hand stuck between their bodies as they started to kiss.  I was feeling quite left out, but I was so happy that Josh had cum.  This was a strange sensation, what was important to me was his pleasure and happiness – four days ago I’d have been thinking about myself, now what was important was him.

When they finished kissing Kirsty rolled off, Josh’s cock plopping out of her hot wet pussy.  Again, without being asked I went down on Josh to clean him before moving over to Kirsty to eat his seed from her cunt.  She moaned in pleasure as I licked her hole, eating the delicious salty cum.  Fuck, last week I wouldn’t have allowed him to cum in my mouth, now I was eating it out of my best friend’s pussy.

“That’s it Chloe, just there … ahhh,” she moaned in delight as I pushed my tongue and two fingers into her hole.  I pushed them in faster and faster while I sucked on her clit, loving the taste of her wetness.  She stopped moaning and I looked up – Josh had moved and tilted her head to one side and was fucking her mouth.

“Don’t stop Chloe, I’m enjoying the show,” he ordered me.  I didn’t speak, just buried my head back into her wet cunt.  I slipped a third, then fourth finger into her and was fucking her hard for all I was worth.  She was gagging and whimpering as Josh brutally rammed his long thick shaft into her mouth.  He was breathing deeply, and despite only having cum ten minutes ago I knew he was about to do so again.

“Yes, fuck yes, Christ, Kirsty YESSSSS,” he screamed as he came hard again, deep in Chloe’s mouth.  That sent Kirsty over the edge and she clamped her legs tight shut as she came, my hand trapped.  She held me like that for over a minute.  When she released me we both sat up and shared Josh’s cum over a tender kiss.  They had both cum twice now and nothing for me.  When we separated we showed him the cum in our mouths before swallowing.  Kirsty lay down next to him and took his cock into her hand, caressing him slowly.  I moved to join her but Josh spoke.

“Get us all a coffee Chloe.”

“Yes Master.”  What else could I say?  I left the room to watch them kissing gently as I made coffee for them both. 

In the kitchen I made a large cafetiere.  We all drink it black and so I put three mugs onto a tray with the coffee.  When I re-entered the bedroom Josh was propped up on the pillows, playing with his phone and Kirsty was sucking his cock again.  I pushed the legs out on the tray and placed it over Josh.

“Your coffee is ready Master,” I said.  He smiled and poured two mugs, picking up one.  I sat next to him and he offered me the other.  Kirsty started to move to get a mug, but Josh spoke,

“Keep sucking until you’re told to stop Kirsty.”

“Yes Master, sorry Master,” she replied and took him back into her mouth.  Josh and I drank our coffee and spoke about what we would do that day.  There was a film on at the local cinema he wanted to see, I suggested going that evening but he said he’d rather be in the flat, being served, so instead we decided to go in the mid afternoon.

“And that way, I get to play with you both this morning,” he said, smiling.

“I’m looking forward to it already Master,” I replied.  Was it really only on Wednesday I’d told him we could play like this occasionally and here I was three days later playing like this full time – and I was loving it.  I couldn’t imagine going back to a normal relationship, it is so exciting to be controlled and commanded, all the time believing you’ll be punished if you don’t perform correctly.  I may only have been into this for three days but I wanted more.

When Josh put his empty mug down on the tray he ordered me to clear up – no coffee for Kirsty then.  I got off the bed, picked up the tray and he slapped me sharply on the ass.  I winced in pain, at the same time loving his touch on me.  I put the mugs into the dishwasher and returned to the bedroom.  I wasn’t sure what to do – Kirsty was still sucking his cock and Josh was back playing with his phone.  In the absence of any instructions I went to the side of the bed and dropped to my knees, head down in a submissive pose.  I stayed like that for 10, 15 minutes until Josh put down his phone, pulled Kirsty by her hair and ordered her to kneel beside me.  He got off the bed and went out of the room for a few minutes.  When he came back he had pair of leashes which he attached to our collars.  He ordered us to our hands and knees and walked us to the bathroom. 

Once there he removed the leashes and ordered us into the shower cubicle.  He looked at us and smiled, before turning on the water.  The apartment is ancient, the plumbing just as old and we both had a sharp intake of breath as the ice cold water hit our naked bodies.  Instantly my nipples were hard and my skin covered in goosebumps.  Josh smiled and turned the hot water off, leaving us there.

He used the toilet and ran a sink full of water.  He started to shave, slowly, getting every last hair as we froze under the ice cold water.  When he was finished he let the water out and opened the shower door to turn the hot water on.

“Let me know when it’s warm, slaves,” he said.  Both of our teeth were chattering so much we couldn’t speak, but at least warm water was coming.  Josh sat on the pan, smiling at our discomfort.  It took another minute or so before the hot water came through.  I tried to speak.

“The wa . . . wat . . . water is . . . hot . . . Ma . . . Master,” I eventually stammered out.  Josh stood up and climbed in.  He shut the doors.

“Clean me,” was all he said. 

Life was slowly coming back into our frozen joints.  Kirsty managed to stand first and washed his hair.  I was only moments behind her with the shower gel.  We cleaned him down, using our mouths for his ass and penis.  When he was clean he turned off the water and got out.  We moved to go with him to towel him dry, but he ordered us back where we were.

“Get clean girls,” he commanded, turning the water on.  He put his hand on the temperature dial to turn it down again and we both shrank back in fear.  He just laughed and walked out of the room. 

When we were clean we got out and dried ourselves quickly.  Our long dark hair was wet.  We debated drying it but decided we should wait for orders or ask for permission.  We held hands as we left the bathroom and went to look for Josh.  We found him in the lounge, naked on the sofa watching the TV.

“Fix breakfast Kirsty – I fancy pancakes this morning.  Chloe, lie next to me.”

“Yes Master,” we responded.  Kirsty turned for the kitchen and I got onto the sofa.  He had me lie on my side, my head on his lap and he held one of my breasts while we watched some crap on TV.  I desperately wanted to suck his cock but when I tried he held me back, so I just settled into place waiting for Kirsty to cook. 

She re-entered the room several times, setting the table, putting out soft fruit and maple syrup.  I could smell more coffee and the pancakes cooking in the kitchen.  Eventually she came through with a full stack and announced that it was ready. 

We sat at the table, Josh at the head (of course) with us on either side of him.  We ate and discussed what to do that day.  As it was Sunday we had nothing planned, other than a trip to the cinema in the afternoon.  After breakfast Josh got dressed and we cleaned up – it felt completely natural now to be naked in the flat.  In fact, when we’d finished Josh informed us that, unless we had explicit permission, from now on we were to be naked in his presence, then he changed his mind and allowed us to wear sexy underwear if we thought he’d like it.  It was all about him, as it should be.

He played with us for a while, before deciding we should go for a walk in the local hills. We got dressed and went out.  The weather was pleasant, we chatted and spoke like normal people, except that we made sure to address Josh correctly.  We found a quiet pub for lunch.  When the bill arrived Josh looked at it and smiled.  I didn’t like the look of this.

“Chloe, see if the waiter will accept an alternative tip,” he ordered.

“I don’t understand Master.”

“Ask him if he wants 10% or a blowjob.”

I hesitated.  “Or use your safe word and ask to be released and I’ll just have Kirsty as a slave girl.  Your call.”

I looked at Kirsty – I was in no doubt she’d accept to be his slave.  And I’d share Josh with her, but she wasn’t going to get him all to herself.  Josh told me to get his number and what was allowed -anything, apart from kissing and fucking.

The waiter was hovering near the till.  I stood up and walked over to him.  As I approached he smiled.  I swallowed and looked back at the table, then at the waiter.  He was only young, about my age.  He had bad acne and was very nervous.  I smiled at him and made my offer.

“Would you like a cash tip . . . or a blowjob?”

He didn’t speak for about 15 seconds.

“You’re kidding me . . . right?”

I smiled back, trying to look like I wanted to do this and shook my head.

“This is for real.  £5 tip or a blowjob.  Whichever you prefer.”

He looked round the room and swallowed. 

“Follow me.”

I followed him into the gents.  He went into the far stall and I walked in after him.  He sat on the seat and I locked the door behind us.  I smiled at him and dropped to my knees on the hard, cold tiles.  I unbuckled his belt, opened this trousers and licked his cock through his pants.  He threw his head back in pleasure – I’d expected him to be pleased, but not this pleased.  Then it crossed my mind, maybe this would be his first blowjob?  I asked him and he confirmed that it was.  I told him to lie back and let me do all the work.

I pulled his rock hard cock from his pants and licked it from base to tip.  He was murmuring in delight as I took his tip into my mouth.  I licked round his helmet, pulling the foreskin down his shaft.  I looked up at him and sank down, taking his full length in in one go.  He gasped when I did this.  I felt a bit sorry for him, clearly this was incredible for him.  I sucked up and down, circling his cock with my tongue.  I placed one hand at the base and wanked him slowly.  I wanted to make it as special as I could, so I eased my blouse open as I sucked and placed his hand on my tits.  This sent him over the edge and he came in my mouth, shooting load after load into me.  I swallowed it all and looked up at him, happiness written all over his face.

When he had recovered I asked him for his number which he gladly gave me. 

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock Euan, I really enjoyed it.”

He didn’t know how to react to that and just said, “Anytime.”  I smiled, buttoned myself up and went out to sit back with Josh and Kirsty.  They quizzed me about it and when Euan came out of the gents they were in no doubt that I’d followed through, the massive smile on his face gave it away.  Josh was pleased I had Euan’s number, I had no idea why he’d made me get it.  Kirsty paid, like I said, she came from a wealthy family, and we left, walking back to the car and to town. 

We parked near the cinema, bought the tickets and settled down to watch the film.  Josh sat between us, me to his right and Kirsty to his left and while the trailers played he slipped his arms round us both.  He moved to run his hands down our fronts and inside our skirts and panties, onto our pussies.  He started to rub our clits.

“I’ll keep this up until one of you cums.  Kirsty, if I even suspect you’re letting Chloe cum first I’ll punish you, OK?”

“OK Master,” she replied.

I looked round the cinema, there were about 150 people in there, some were only two or three meters away.  Fuck, we’d have to be quiet.  I looked at Kirsty, she was having the same thoughts as me.  Josh increased the speed of his hand, I started to gyrate my cunt against it.  I looked round, this was so exciting, there were a couple of guys only three meters away.  Kirsty gave a little moan of pleasure, then started to fake cough to cover it up.

I closed my eyes and thought about the morning, watching my boyfriend fuck my best friend.  I wanted to scream, instead I just grasped the seat arms harder.  A soft “please” escaped my lips as I got closer and closer to cumming.  I opened my eyes and looked at Josh, he smiled back at me.  It hadn’t taken long, I was on the edge and so close to cumming.  I looked over at the guys close to me.  They had turned round and were watching – I didn’t care, all I wanted to do was cum.  I begged Josh softly.

“Please … please … so close.”  I could hear Kirsty panting quietly as she got close to her release.  I was at the point of no return, I was about to have my orgasm when Josh abruptly removed his hand.  I turned to look at him, behind him I could see Kirsty with a deep smile on her face.  The bitch had orgasmed.  I couldn’t help myself and spoke to Josh as the sensation passed me by.

“You bastard, I was so close … how dare you stop?”

He looked at me.

“You knew the rules girl.  And you’ll get punished for that outburst later.”

I wanted to complain more but knew it would do no good.  Instead I turned round, the two guys close to us were sneaking glances and whispering to each other.  I realized that the best thing to do was be silent.  I released my grip on the chair arms and sat back to watch the film as best I could.  Kirsty had cum three times that day and none for me. 

When we got back to the flat we went through the door.  Kirsty went first and started to the kitchen.  I watched her walk away then stripped off, I remembered that we weren’t allowed clothes in the flat.  Josh smiled at me.

“Glad to see someone remembered,” he said to me.

I followed Josh to the living room and he sat on the couch.  He bid me to kneel at his side, head down.  A few minutes later Kirsty came in with coffee for us all.  She saw me naked and swore, put down the coffee and removed her clothing, before picking up the tray and serving Josh.  She knelt beside me and we drank in silence.  When we’d finished Kirsty tidied up and came back.  Josh spoke.

“Chloe, you disappointed me today by your outburst.  Kirsty, looks like you can’t remember simple instructions.  What should I do?”

I spoke first.  “You should punish us Master,” then nervously added, “with your belt.”

“Good idea slave.  Does a dozen to you asses seem reasonable?”

In unison we replied “Yes Master.”

We assumed position against the table, legs spread wide, arms behind our backs, bent at the waist face down to the cold wood.  Josh took his belt off, swished it a couple of times in the air then brought it down onto my butt.  I gasped in pain as the leather bit into my flesh.  This was far harder than he’d hit us before.  Next I heard it fly in the air and hit Kirsty, she grunted in pain.  Josh repeated the cycle, hitting each of us in turn.  Kirsty started to cry at the third stroke, I managed to hold out until the fifth.  When we’d taken our blows he helped us up.  I didn’t like the look on Josh’s face, he was enjoying inflicting pain on us too much.

“I’m proud of you for not using your safe word slaves.  Well done for taking your punishment.”

I was proud of myself as well.  Kirsty was still crying, but I thanked Josh for the punishment.  What the fuck was wrong with me?  He’d just used his superior strength to hit me and my best friend and inflict considerable pain on us both and I was thanking him for doing it?  Why?  I guess that was what I thought he wanted to hear.  I looked at him – he was smiling a wide smile which just got broader as I thanked him.  That was it indeed – he was loving that he’d hurt me and I was thanking him for it.  I turned away so he couldn’t see my face, I didn’t like what he was becoming.

Josh picked up his phone and ordered three pizzas.  They’d be there in under 30 minutes or they were free.  He checked his phone as he put it down to record the time.

“Kirsty, lie on the couch, on your back, head over the edge, mouth open,” he ordered.  Kirsty had just about stopped crying and moved quickly to avoid a further punishment.  As soon as she was in place Josh moved to line up his cock and started to brutalize her throat. 

“Get you face onto Kirsty’s tits Chole, entertain me,” he ordered.  I dare not disobey him.  Something had changed in me in the last 30 minutes.  I was still submissive, and loved being told what to do.  But looking at him abuse my best friend’s throat as she gagged and struggled under his actions made me scared of him.  I still loved the idea of being a slave, being his slave but he was getting out of control.  Now was not the time to discuss it.

“Yes Master,” I replied and climbed onto my friend.  I started to lick and suck her breasts, trying not to listen to Kirsty gagging.  Josh ignored her protests and continued to throat her, pushing his cock all the way in and holding it there as she struggled.  He put his strong hands onto her shoulders to hold her down. 

“Bite her Chloe, bite her hard.”

“Yes Master,” I replied.  I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked hard, drawing as much breast tissue into my mouth as I could.  I looked up at Josh and bit hard, my teeth sinking into her soft flesh.  Even with Josh’s shaft buried deep in her throat she screamed, and screamed hard.  He closed his eyes in ecstasy, loving the pain he had caused my friend.

“I’m cumming, fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled, pulling his cock out of Kirsty’s mouth and shooting his load over her face.  I released her breast and it fell from my mouth.  He stood back to look at us both.  I looked down at Kirsty, there were teeth marks around her areola. I hadn’t broken her skin, that was good.

“Lick the cum off her and share it over a long sloppy kiss,” he ordered.  I didn’t reply, just moved to suck up every drop of his cum.  This was more like it, the control was back.  I sucked his cum off her face and neck and held it in my mouth.  Then we started kissing and caressing each other’s breasts.  After a while Josh lost interest and ordered us to swallow. 

Once again he had me be a footstool for him and Kirsty gently suck his cock while he watched the TV and we waited for the pizza.  When the doorbell rang he checked his phone, he was annoyed that they were within time.

“Get the pizzas Kirsty,” Josh ordered.  She released his cock from her mouth and went to the lounge door.  She stopped by her clothes and picked up her shirt.

“Sorry slave,” Josh said, an evil smile on his face, “Did I say get dressed and then get the pizza?”

Kirsty’s face flushed, “No Master.”

“So obey the order you were given.  And if you can think of a way to give the delivery boy a tip I want to know about it, anything he wants” he said, laughing.

Kirsty was resigned to her fate as she made for the door, naked apart from her collar.  It took her almost 10 minutes to return, holding the boxes.  Her left breast, the one I’d bitten was red.  Kirsty handed the boxes to Josh.  He opened the top one and put it on the floor next to me.  I was still being used as his footstool but he gave me permission to eat.  Once again it was exciting, having to wait for permission to eat.  I loved being a controlled slave, it was just his sadism that I was struggling with.

Josh opened the next box and took out a slice of pizza for himself.  He ordered Kirsty to the floor next to me and told her to get me a slice of pizza.  I picked it up to eat, balanced on one hand, Josh’s legs on my back.  He started to eat, so did I.  Kirsty’s pizza box remained closed.

“So Kirsty, tell me about the pizza delivery, did you tip him?”

“Yes Master.  I obeyed your orders Master, I opened the door, not covering myself at all.  The delivery guy was middle aged, probably about 40.  He was huge Master, must have weighed 120 kilos or more.  He looked up and started to speak, then went silent when he saw me.  I smiled at him and asked him if I could do anything as an alternative to a tip.  He looked round, like he was on Candid Camera or something.  I assured him that this was for real and I would do anything he wanted.  He ordered me to my knees and pulled out his cock.  He was fat and sweaty and his cock was short and fat – it tasted horrible I don’t think he’d washed for several days.  I started sucking him hard, I wanted it to be over quickly.  He leant back against the wall as I blew him.  It took me about 10 minutes to get him off, all the time he was pulling my hair.  When he came he pulled my hair hard, holding my face tight to his body, I couldn’t breathe until he released me.  As soon as he let go I swallowed his load and stood up.  That’s when he slapped my breast hard Master.  He zipped up and handed me the pizza, as I turned round he slapped my ass again, hard.  Then I brought you your pizza Master.”

“Did you enjoy sucking him off?”

“No Master.”

“But you did it?”

“Of course Master, you ordered me to.”

Josh snorted and threw the last pizza at Kirsty.  She opened it and we ate in silence.  Once we’d finished he removed his legs from my back.  I was ordered to tidy up and take the boxes out to the recycling.  I remembered how he’d treated Kirsty so I took a deep breath and walked out of the flat, naked.  I walked down the communal stairs to the passage way and along it to the black recycling bin.  I loved the feel of the cold air on my naked body.  Despite the fear of being discovered outside like that I stood there for a few minutes, letting my body cool and goosebumps form on me.  My nipples were rock hard.

When I’d had enough I went back in.  I heard someone coming down the stairs so I raced outside again and hid round the corner.  When I heard them move out to the street I went back into the stairway and quickly up to the flat.  When I got in Josh was lying on his back on the couch, watching what looked like porn on his phone.  Kirsty was between his legs, her head stuck up his ass sucking on him.  She was slowly wanking him with one hand.  Josh looked up at me.

“You took your time.”

“I’m sorry Master, there were other people on the stairway and I hid from them.”

“Hmmm.  Next time you are not to hide from people OK?”

“OK Master,” I replied.  He ordered me close and started to pull on my rock hard nipples.  He had me lean over him so he could suck them.  As he was doing this he put a hand between my legs and started to rub my clit.  I gasped as he first touched me, I hadn’t realized how wet I was.  He stopped sucking me and ordered me onto his cock.  I climbed on, reverse cowgirl, and started to fuck him.  This was more like it, the excitement at being controlled was back.  I started to ride him, slipping one hand onto my clit.  I rubbed hard, he’d come at least three times that day, as had Kirsty.  I looked down at her, she had her tongue buried deep in Josh’s asshole.  Our eyes met as she dove deeper and deeper with her tongue.

“That’s it girls, fuck me hard,” Josh said between gasps.  He was very excited and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he blew into my cunt.  He put his hands on my waist and held me still, he started to fuck me hard and fast.

“That’s it, yes, yes . . .YESSSS,” he screamed as he came deep inside me, running his hands up my body, grabbing my tits and pulling me backwards to lie on top of him.  He twisted my head round so we could kiss as he kept cumming.  As he stopped he held me there, pinned to his body.  He ordered Kirsty to stop licking his asshole and instead suck me. 

Josh’s cock was still buried in me she started to lick my pussy, his cum seeping out and into her mouth.  Soon I was on the edge.  Josh could sense it, I was breathing deeply and begging.  He found one of my nipples in his fingers and squeezed it hard in a vice like grip.  The pain sent me over the edge and I screamed loudly as I came, my cunt contracting on his dick.  When I had recovered he pulled me off his cock.  I could feel Kirsty’s hair on my pussy, tickling it gently as she cleaned his cock.  Finally she licked me and stuck her tongue in my hole to get out all the precious cum.  I placed a hand on her head, holding her there until I felt like she’d got every last drop.

When I released her she kissed her way up my body until her head was level with mine and Josh’s.  We lay there for a while until Josh pushed me off him.  He left the room and in the absence of any orders we lay curled up on the sofa, kissing and hugging each other.  When Josh came back he looked at us and took a deep breath in.

“Cut that out without permission.”

We stopped kissing immediately and separated, getting onto the floor.  Josh looked down at us.  All the sexy feelings left me, I knew we were going to be punished.  He left the room again and came back with several pairs of handcuffs.

He made me lie on my side, with my arms behind my back.  He then locked my wrists in place.  Next he ordered Kirsty to lie behind me, on her side but with her head at my feet and my feet at her head.  He put one of her wrists in the cuffs and passed the end through my arms, before locking the cuffs to her other wrist.  Then he turned my collar round, so the D ring was on the back of my neck, he attached handcuffs to her ankles and used a carabiner to connect my collar to the ankle cuffs.  Next he repeated the same procedure on my ankles and Kirsty’s neck.  He stood up to admire his handiwork.

“Sleep well slaves.  And don’t talk to each other.”

Kirsty replied first, I was right behind her.  “Yes Master.”  I added, “Sleep well Master.”  He looked at me, “Oh, I will Chloe, I will.”  With that he turned and walked out of the room, turning the light out.

We were in for a long, cold, uncomfortable night, and we weren’t going to get much, if any sleep. 


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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