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“Bitch.”

I looked up at Madison and shrugged as I took
a bite of my burger. She, of course, was eating a salad. That was
the point of her annoyance. I finished chewing and licked my
lips.

“Not my fault I have a high metabolism,” I
said.

That wasn't the whole truth, of course. I
worked out a lot more than her, plus I played sports. Maddie is
small and cute and slim and blonde but if she has much to eat it
shows. My burgers and fries just get burned up. Thus her eyes
flicking down to my bare midriff showed no hint of a bulge.

She turned her attention to Joshua, scowling
as he opened his mouth as wide as he could to get the double
cheeseburger in far enough to take a bite.

“That's disgusting,” she said as he bit down
on it.

He shrugged and ignored her.

“You people are all going to die young,” she
said.

“But we'll leave beautiful corpses,” Ethan
replied.

“I intend to live to a hundred,” I said.
“Can't do that on rabbit food.”

“Meat is not healthy for you,” she said
stolidly.

Ethan snorted, I shrugged.

“My job requires high energy anyway,” I
said.

I worked for a home gardening company, one
which cut grass, trimmed hedges, and weeded flower beds for rich
old people who either couldn't or didn't want to take care of their
own landscaping. It wasn't terribly demanding work, either mentally
or physically, but it did keep me constantly moving.

“So does mine!”

“You're cashier for Walmart.”

“Which means I'm on my feet all day!”

“Yes, but you're not moving.”

“My job is the one that needs a lot of
energy,” Ethan said, throwing his arm out to the side and making a
fist so his bicep muscle would pop up.

I looked at it admiringly for a second. He
was a strong guy. He worked for the same company as I did, only for
the landscaping part. No cutting grass for him. Instead he had to
haul big stones around and use them to make ponds look nice, or do
interlock patios and driveways, or mix concrete for porches.

He was tanned and well-muscled, and hot,
which was why I was sleeping with him. Okay, that might seem a bit
shallow, but he's also a fairly nice guy, and not entirely
uninteresting to be around as long as he's not focused on watching
sports on the TV.

I could usually distract him from sports,
though, so long as I wore the right lingerie.

“Me too,” Josh said.

He was a day laborer working for a
construction company, and trying to train up to be a carpenter or
bricklayer or something like that.

All of us, except maybe Madison, got paid
better than average for recent high school grads. None of us was in
love with our jobs, though. Me especially. The guys were at least
on a path to something better. I mean, landscaping could pay really
well, and becoming a tradesman could too.

Cutting grass and spreading fertilizer wasn't
going to get any more complicated than it was, and wasn't going to
start paying better with more experience. I needed something
better. It struck me the guys were able to parlay their strong male
bodies into long-term jobs that paid well. That didn't work for
girls.

Not unless we wanted to be models, which
neither of us was tall enough for, or hookers or strippers or
something. There wasn't any other way I could think of for girls to
use their fit bodies for anything that paid well.

I supposed I could get into some sort of
construction thing, too. There were women doing it, but they were
few and far between and none of the guys treated them well. Guys
had strength, muscles. Girls had... beauty. But that didn't pay in
any job I could think of, at least not one I wanted to do.

I mean, seriously, what were big boobs good
for? Becoming a porn model? No thanks!

Not that mine are especially large. They look
good on me, though, and they're nice and high and firm and round.
Maddy has always been jealous of them, and Ethan says they're the
most perfect breasts he's ever seen.

We left the restaurant and piled into Josh's
car. Usually the guys sat in front and us girls sat in back, so I
was a bit surprised Ethan got in the back. My surprise faded when
his hand slid across to start stroking my thigh.

I was wearing thin cotton cargo pants with a
drawstring waist. Ethan slid his hand right in between my legs to
cup my pussy through them, grinning at me.

I frowned at him and looked at Joshua and
Maddie to make sure they weren't noticing. They couldn't really see
without turning their heads around, especially Joshua, and it was
dark in the car, but still. Ethan was taking a chance. Or at least,
I was letting him!

But if you date a young, horny, strong,
self-confident guy used to getting his way you have to give in on
some things or they get resentful. Besides, I had taught him by now
not to be too rough with his hands down there.

Joshua and Maddy were talking about a Netflix
series, and Ethan joined in casually, even as his hand slipped up
and undid the drawstring, then pushed down the front of my
pants.

I gulped as his big, work-roughened fingers
slid in past the string of my thong, and down along the naked line
of my sex. He had been getting more and more skilled in using those
fingers as he learned my body and my reactions, and he must have
licked them first because they were slick as they found my clitoris
and began to rub me.

The Heavy was playing on the stereo, a nice,
steady beat which had been playing, come to think of it, the last
time we'd had sex.

I eased my thighs apart and kept my eyes on
Madison, since no way could Joshua see me behind him. I quickly
began to appreciate the feel of Ethan's fingers as they rubbed and
stroked me. I felt a hot little buzz almost right away from the
sense of danger, the outrageousness of doing this with Maddy and
Josh in the car.

I felt one of Ethan's fingers prodding at me,
pushing, twisting and sliding in between the lips of my sex, and
rolled my eyes at him as he ignored me, leaning forward to talk to
Ethan about MMA fighting. His finger was big and it slid several
inches inside me even as he continued to rub my clitoris.

Maybe it was the situation, but the
sensations seemed stronger than usual. My body was heating up
rapidly as his finger slid in and out, going from just being
aroused to something much hotter with startling speed.

I reached over and began to caress his crotch
through his jeans, but they were too tight and thick for me to do
much without the others realizing it. He was hard already, and I
felt the length of him pressing against the denim along his thigh
as my hand stroked up and down.

The problem was – where was this going? We
were on our way to Joshua's to watch TV. I supposed we could figure
a way to excuse ourselves and disappear into the bathroom or
something, but that would be pretty fucking obvious.

“I tell you about this job we're doing now?”
he said. “It's in Bridlewood, real ritzy neighborhood. This rich
guy had his regular, in-ground pool jackhammered out, and he's
replaced it with one twice as big, only way more natural-looking.
We're putting all kinds of stones and bushes and plants around it,
and redoing the whole back yard with more trees and shrugs.”

I didn't really care.

“Nice to have money,” Maddie said.

“He's got shit loads. He's also got a maid
who wears this tiny little maid outfit that barely covers her butt,
and has big tits that almost fall out the front.”

“Maid, huh?” Maddie snorted.

“Yeah, he's fucking her,” Ethan said with a
grin. “He even tells me about it.”

“I take it he's not married.”

“He says the only thing you need women for
are fucking, cleaning and babies. And a wife expects you to do what
she wants instead of the other way around.”

“He sounds like a dick,” I said, struggling
to keep my voice straight given the heat Ethan was generating
inside me.

“He says you need to train your women to obey
you.”

Maddie sniffed derisively.

“Yeah, good luck with that,” I said.

“I like the idea of that,” Joshua said.

“You would!” Madison replied.

“You wanna be my bitch, Tammy?” Ethan asked
me with a leer.

“What do I get out of it?” I taunted.

“Multiple orgasms.”

Joshua and Madison laughed. I sniffed.

“I can do that with a vibrator, and I don't
have to do what it tells me.”

That brought more laughter.

“A vibrator can't replace me, baby! I got
what you need!” Ethan said with a leer.

“What would that be? A tiny little cock?” I
asked sweetly.

His cock was definitely not tiny and he knew
it.

“You know, Mister Steele says you should make
sure you teach your women to act respectful around you,” he said.
“Give em a spanking when they act up.”

“No wonder he's single,” Maddie said.

“He's got his maid,” Ethan replied. “For all
I know she's his girlfriend. He's kind of kinky.”

“Ya think?” I demanded.

“Got some interesting ideas, though,” he
said, waggling his tongue at me.

Joshua pulled into the parking lot of his
building and Ethan slid his finger out of me, then into his mouth,
grinning at me as he sucked on it. I stuck my tongue out at him,
feeling a little breathless and aroused as everyone got out of the
car.

Then Ethan bent and picked me up – not in his
arms, but by flinging me over his shoulder like a bag of potatoes
or something.

“Ah! Hey! Ethan!” I squealed, struggling.

Crack! He slapped my bottom, which was
right next to his head.

“Silence, woman. Your man will decide on what
you do and say,” he said sternly.

Joshua laughed and Madison shook her head as
they headed inside.

“Ethan! Put me down!” I exclaimed, slapping
at his back.

He smacked my ass again and I yelped.

“Hey! That hurt!”

“Well, don't hit me then.”

He had my legs pinned to his chest. The rest
of me was hanging down his back and there wasn't a lot I could do
if I didn't hit his back... his very well-muscled back. I slapped
it again and he smacked my bottom again as Ethan followed Josh down
the narrow stone stairs to his basement apartment.

“Nice butt, Tammy,” Maddie said in amusement
as she followed him.

Joshua's apartment wasn't much to look at. He
didn't have much money, after all. He was the only one of us who
could even afford his own place. Well, him and his roommate, Zach.
It was basically a couple of sofas and a TV, with a tiny
kitchenette along the back wall, and two very small rooms on the
side.

Ethan tossed me onto one of the sofas and I
yelped and bounced and glared at him. Maddie had gone to the
kitchen while Joshua turned on a lamp and the TV.

“Bully!” I said as he sat down next to
me.

I pushed at him with my feet and he grabbed
them, then dragged me back so I was laying across his lap on my
belly.

“Maddie is right. This is a really nice
butt,” he said, fondling it.

“Hey!”

I squirmed, blushing a bit as Ethan sat
across grinning at us.

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“Bad girls who don't obey their men have to
be punished, baby,” he said.

“You're not my man! You barely qualify as a
man!”

Crack!

Ethan tuned to Netflix while Maddie brought
beers for the guys and colas for us, and sat down next to Joshua
and then kissed him. I remained across Ethan's lap, unable to
really get loose unless I put up a really strong fight, which I
wasn't willing to do.

“We should make the girls our bitches, Josh,”
Ethan said.

“I'm all for it.” Joshua grinned.

He pulled Madison in against him and kissed
her hard.

I gasped as Ethan's big hand pushed down
between my squirming thighs, squeezing and rubbing my pussy through
my thin cargo pants! Neither of the others seemed to be paying much
attention but they would as soon as they stopped kissing!

I squirmed some more but Ethan was a big,
strong guy and easily held me in place.

My chest was getting tighter as a dark,
thready sense of excitement began to rise inside me. I'd been
aroused when we got out of the car, and the way Ethan was
manhandling me, while it was a bit irritating, was also kind of a
turn-on.

“Steele says you need to teach women who the
boss is,” Ethan said.

“He sounds like an asshole,” I said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“No impertinence from you, woman, or you'll
get a spanking.”

“You're not the boss of me!” I exclaimed.

“Sure I am. You just need to realize it,” he
said with a grin.

“Sounds like she needs a spanking, Ethan,”
Madison said in amusement.

“Nobody asked you, you runt!”

“Oh, she's definitely being a bad girl,”
Maddie said.

Ethan yanked my pants down! I gasped in shock
and squealed as I felt them jerked down over my hips to settle at
my thighs! Then I felt his hand smacking down sharply on my bare
butt even as Madison laughed.

I mean, I was still wearing a thong, but this
was kind of brazen! I mean, Joshua was like six feet away!

“Ethan!”

Crack! Crack!

“Obey your man, woman!”

“Ow! You asshole!”

Crack! Crack!

“No backtalk, woman!”

“Ow! That hurts!”

Crack!

“Then you better learn some respect.”

“She's such a bad girl!” Madison taunted.

“You should give her a bare-bottom spanking,”
Joshua said in amusement.

“Her butt is already bare,” Maddie said,
giggling.

“She's still wearing a thong,” Josh said.

Madison snorted and gave him a suspicious
look, not liking that he wanted to see me more naked I guess.

“Maybe Madison should get spanked!” I
exclaimed.

“I'm being a good little girl,” Madison said
sweetly.

“Are you?” Josh asked.

She gasped as he reached over and picked her
up, then sat her down across his lap and kissed her. While they
were distracted, Ethan tugged aside the narrow crotch of my thong
and let his fingers stroke my bare pussy! That produced a double
shock – both emotionally and physically, and I gulped anxiously as
I shot a look at the two across from us to reassure myself they
hadn't noticed!

“Ethan!” I hissed.

I gasped as his thumb slowly wriggled inside
me! His fingers rubbed at my clitoris, and his other hand slapped
my bottom. The others couldn't exactly see what he was doing since
my right leg was hiding it, but they wouldn't have a hard time
figuring it out once they looked!

I could feel how hot and moist I was as his
thumb pumped slowly in and out, and my chest was getting tighter as
my pulse raced. My breasts felt swollen and hot, the nipples hard
as they pressed into the sofa below. I was starting to feel that
things getting out of control!

Ethan's left hand slid up my back and over to
my side to give my breast a squeeze, and I gulped in air as I
continued to anxiously watch the other two. Fortunately, they were
still absorbed with each other. In fact, as I looked, Josh's hand
slid up and cupped one of Madison's small breasts.

Then Ethan pushed my tank top up higher, up
under my breasts, then up higher, pulling the back over my head!
Since my arms were stretched out in front of me he was able to
actually yank it off before I grabbed at it with a gasp, then he
let it go and instead I felt his fingers at my bra strap!

“Ethan!”

He chuckled softly and I felt the bra let go.
I abandoned the shirt and tried to grab at the bra but I was really
not in a very good position and he was way stronger than me!

“Way to go, Ethan!” Josh said in
amusement.

I gasped, dropping my arm to my side to help
hide my breast as he and Maddie giggled at me. Well, Maddie didn't
care. She'd seen me naked often enough. But being semi-exposed to
Joshua was making my face heat up! Heat up more than it already
was, I mean.

He turned to Madison, though, and kissed her
again, his hand pushing up under her blouse this time, and I moaned
and squirmed as Ethan stroked his thumb in my pussy, rubbed my
clitoris, and used his other hand to glide up and down my body.

I was hot, I admit it. My insides were
thrumming with sexual tension and pressure. And if we'd been alone
then great. But we weren't! And I couldn't let the other two think
I was some kind of slut who let guys strip her and paw her in
public!

“Dick! Jerk!” I gasped.

I slapped at him, punched at his side and
squirmed to pull free. That got me another slap to my bottom, then
his hand came out of my thong and he gripped both my wrists,
drawing them together behind my back and crossing them there to
hold in one big hand.

A moment later something was pulled around
them, thin and strong, then looped around again and again! I gasped
and tried to jerk my wrists apart but couldn't! He had tied my
wrists together behind my back!

“Ethan!” I squealed.

He gathered my hair in. I have soft brown
hair that comes down a little below my shoulders, and he pulled it
into a mass and then pulled up as he rolled me over and lifted me
up! Now I was sitting across his lap much like Madison was with
Joshua. But the big difference was I wasn't wearing anything but a
thong!

Even as I squirmed in embarrassment he was
tugging my pants off my ankles with a grin.

“Now those are nice!” Joshua said from across
the coffee table.

I felt a wild heat rushing through me,
especially in my face, but could only gasp as Ethan jerked back on
my hair to force my head back.

“The most beautiful breasts in the world,” he
said.

I felt his hand cupping and squeezing one as
Joshua looked on approvingly.

Madison was less approving, of course.

“I thought you wanted to spank her. You can't
spank her like that.”

“There's lots of things I want to do with my
little bitch girl,” Ethan said with a grin.

His hand plunged down the front of my thong
again and I cried out as he brought his mouth down against the
center of my breast and bit into the soft flesh! He started to suck
and lick at the same time, even as his finger pushed into my moist
pussy!

Madison was doing her best to distract
Joshua, of course. And he turned to her, popping the clasp of her
jeans and pushing his hand down the front. But they weren't nearly
as blatant as this! I was practically naked!

“U-Untie me!” I gasped.

“Say please.”

“P-Please!” I gulped.

“Say please master.”

“Oh you have a hope!”

He chuckled and bit into my breast again,
adding a second finger to the one pumping slowly inside me!

“Ethan!” I cried.

“No, you have to call me Master Ethan.”

His thumb was stroking my clitoris in juuust
that way! The way I'd spent time teaching him! The
way that sent waves of liquid heat pouring through me when
it was done right!

My body squirmed helplessly, my heart
pounding as the sexual heat and pressure grew more and more
intense!

Madison had popped the clasp of Joshua's
pants and pushed her hand down inside. He definitely had an
erection, and she was unzipping him and pulling his cock out as she
shifted her body so she could bring her mouth down against him.

My body was becoming electric with sexual
power! I was gulping in air as Ethan sucked and chewed and licked
on my breasts and nipples. Then he suddenly pulled his fingers out
of me and jerked my thong right the fuck off! I was completely
fucking naked! OMG!

I squirmed wildly and he laughed, still
holding my hair bunched up just behind my neck. I tried to close my
thighs but his big hand was already between them, forcing them
apart. Then his fingers pushed into me once more, three of them
this time!

I felt stretched out, aching as his big
fingers wriggled deeper. Then he began to stroke his thumb against
my clitoris again and I felt my willpower melting away as a storm
of hot, jagged sexual pressure and excitement poured over my
mind!

He shifted my body around! So I was facing
the other two! I moaned as he pulled back further on my hair,
making my back arch, making me sort of slump back against his
shoulder as he spread his legs wide. Since my legs were on either
side of his, that spread MY legs wide too!

And Joshua was looking right at me!
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I squealed and frantically jerked my legs up
and together, and both Ethan and Joshua laughed as I managed to
twist right over onto my belly. But that didn't really help me much
because Ethan still had me by the hair and I wound up on my knees
in front of him – with my bottom pointed at Joshua!

Well, at least I couldn't see him staring at
me now! Instead I saw Ethan undoing his pants and pulling his
beautiful cock out! I moaned a complaint as he jerked on my hair,
pulling me in closer, then pushing his thick cock into my open
mouth.

“Suck my cock, babe.”

That wasn't his voice, though, but Joshua's,
which made me realize, despite how my mind was so fuzzy and panicky
and embarrassed, that she was probably giving him oral sex too.

The difference, of course, was I was
completely fucking naked! Not to mention had my wrists tied behind
my back!

But what could I do!? I moaned around Ethan's
cock and sucked as he pushed down on my head. I licked and sucked,
bobbing up and down as he kneaded one of my breasts and held me by
the hair, feeling a wild kaleidoscope of emotions!

Because this was fucking hot in a sick, kinky
way. The only real problem I had was that we weren't alone and
Joshua and Maddie were able to see me like this!

I shuddered as Ethan caught my hard nipple
between his thumb and forefinger, tugging and rubbing and rolling
it between the pads of his fingertips.

“Spread your legs, Tammy.”

What? Why?! No!

I moaned and rolled my eyes up at him,
scowling, and he pinched my nipple.

“Do it. Your master orders it.”

I tried to pull my head back to tell him what
he could do with his 'master' orders but couldn't, and he was
pinching my nipple hard! I yowled around his cock but he only
grinned. The big stupid ape! And my nipple was burning hotter and
hotter! Fuck!

I shifted my knees apart, moaning
helplessly.

“Wider, bitch.”

God, this was kinky hot! But embarrassing!
Fuck!

I shifted my knees wider, cringing mentally
because I knew that Joshua could see everything!

He stopped pinching my nipple and rolled it
between his fingers again, then pulled my hair up to draw me off
his cock.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said.

I moaned, gulping in air, and then gasped as
he reached down and closed his other hand around my throat!

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

Fuck! My mind was swirling and churning at
this. I mean, I felt indignant, outraged, angry, and also anxious,
a little fearful, and yes, intimidated by his strength. But there
was also something darkly thrilling about it, about being tied up
naked and manhandled like this by a big, muscular guy like Ethan!
And about another guy watching me!

“I-I'm your bitch!” I gasped in a choked
voice.

He grinned and released my throat, pulling me
forward and pushing my mouth down over his cock again. I moaned,
gulping in air, sucking and bobbing as his hand kneaded my
breasts.

“Spread your legs wider, bitch.”

I shuddered, but obeyed, and he leaned
forward, his hand sliding in under my body, reaching forward with
his long arm to finger my clitoris!

That Joshua was right behind me continued to
make my mind squirm! But heat was flooding through my mind and
body. It was a lot more powerful than the embarrassment and
self-consciousness. And let's face it. I have a fantastic ass, and
a nice, neat pussy. I had nothing to be embarrassed about!

I was, of course. Force of habit.

I couldn't tell what he and Madison were
doing back there. I could hear slurping and moaning and sometimes
giggling from her. I assumed she was sucking him too.

Ethan pushed down hard and I gasped as the
spongy head of his cock pushed into my throat! I didn't often
deep-throat. It was usually something I only did when I was really
feverish with heat and then did sort of spontaneously. I wasn't
quite ready for this!

Still, it wasn't like I had a choice. His big
hand pushed down and I gurgled and fought against gagging as his
cock slid down my throat! He kept pushing remorselessly until my
lips were wrapped around the base of his cock and my body was
trembling and shaking as I fought not to gag!

“You always want your bitches to deep throat,
Josh,” I heard Ethan say.

“I always gag,” Madison complained.

“Tammy is a natural talent,” he replied
smugly.

He pulled back on my hair and my lips slid up
his shaft then off as I coughed and gasped for breath.

“Maybe if you watch more closely,” Joshua
said.

Ethan was being rough with my hair, and rough
in groping my breast, and now he shoved my mouth down over his cock
again. But more shockingly, I felt a hand on my butt! And it wasn't
his! For a moment I thought it was Joshua, but then I relaxed
because it was definitely a female hand.

My relaxation didn't last as that hand slid
between my thighs and began to finger my pussy! I mean, yow! Me and
Madison had fooled around a little but that had mostly just been
kissing and a bit more. This was... a lot more! But doing it with
the guys watching made it more sexy than embarrassing.

Her fingers found my clitoris pretty quickly,
and then pushed into my pussy, sliding in all the way to the
knuckles.

“Is she nice and wet?” Joshua asked.

“She's sopping wet,” she giggled.

Fuck! This was getting embarrassing
again!

But Ethan pulled me down on his cock again
and I gurgled as it pushed deep into my throat, so I didn't have
time to care about what else was going on. I sure couldn't protest,
even when the giggling blonde slapped my bottom several times as
she fingered me.

She rubbed my clitoris with hard, certain
strokes that had me unable to contain the sexual pressure building
inside me. My hips began to jerk and spasm as sensations flooded my
body! She pulled away, and a moment later pushed something thicker
against my pussy.

Much thicker. Something that felt very much
like... a cock!

Ethan let me pull my mouth back up off his so
that I could breathe, and I gulped in breaths, panting and trying
to clear my head. I could only move my head a bit, though, not
enough to confirm if it was Joshua behind me. But I knew! That was
a cock pushing into me! A big hard cock!

Madison giggled, and I saw her out of my
peripheral vision as she moved to kneel beside me. She reached in
under my hips and her fingers slid along my belly and abdomen, then
found my clitoris as Joshua jerked back on my hips, slapped my
bottom, and then drove himself into me to the balls!

Holy fuck!

“Suck my balls, bitch,” Ethan said, twisting
his fingers in my hair so I gasped in pain, and lifting his cock up
to guide my mouth down under.

Panting, moaning, dazed, I obeyed, sucking
and licking his balls while Joshua began to fuck me! His
girlfriend, meanwhile, was rubbing my clitoris!

“Nice and tight inside,” Josh grunted, his
hands on my hips.

Fuck!

“She is that,” Ethan said lazily.

He pulled my mouth back and shoved his cock
into it, then pulled me in and down all the way so that I gurgled,
my eyes crossing. The rest of me began to shudder and shake as
Joshua's hips began to hit my buttocks. Then he reached forward to
take my breasts into his hands, kneading and squeezing them.

I lost it about then, as an incredible orgasm
just exploded between my legs and tore up through my body like an
explosive force! Only this explosion wasn't like a single blast
wave. This was a roaring of pleasure and heat that continued batter
away at me like an erupting volcano!

I trembled and shook, my eyes rolling back in
my head, wallowing in the incredible flood of pleasure as Joshua's
hips slapped against my buttocks and Madison rubbed my clitoris,
and my breasts throbbed around his fingers!

This was the most shocking and slutty thing
I'd ever done in my life and as much as it made my mind squirm with
discomfort it was filling me with a terrible sense of passion and
hunger and heat!

The orgasm went on and on, and when it
finally drained out of me it left me gasping and shell-shocked,
moaning as my body continued to shudder to the hard fucking Josh
was giving me. Fortunately for my sanity, he came, then, gasping
and cursing, slapping my bottom as he poured his cream into my
belly.

He eased back, and he and Ethan talked. I
heard the words. But I wasn't processing them. I was still dazed
and feverish and gasping for breath, light-headed, in part because
of him shoving his cock down my throat!

I gasped in pain as Ethan pulled up on my
hair. Then he moved off the sofa. He and Joshua lifted me onto it,
turning me over onto my back – well, onto my arms since my wrists
were still tied together. They spread my legs wide – wide apart,
wide enough that the tendons in my inner thighs were straining and
aching as I lay there!

Only my head was propped up and forward by
the back of the sofa. The rest of me was lying on my back with my
legs now barely on the edge as they stretched them wider!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

Then Madison knelt in front of me, grinning.
She bent over and began to lick my pussy while the guys watched
from either side, each holding one of my ankles down.

She was, I have to admit, good. My chest was
heaving and my face and chest flushed and my mind was still kind of
dazed, but I could feel the delicious tactile pleasure as her long,
soft, slick tongue licked at my clitoris!

Instead of sliding her fingers into me,
though, she was pushing... a cock. I stared at it through glassy
eyes, moaning as she pushed it deeper. It was very real looking, at
least in part. It was long and thick and looked like a cock, except
near the base, where it had a fat branch sticking up and out.

She pumped the dildo in me while she licked,
and the two guys watched. Occasionally they reached down and
fondled one of my breasts.

This was fucking sick! This was fucking
kinky! This was helplessly exciting! And my hips were soon jerking
and spasming wildly as Madison licked and sucked on my clitoris and
fucked me with her dildo! My body twisted and writhed and arched as
the pleasure became a dark, feverish heat and swamped my mind!

She moved aside suddenly, and there was Ethan
with his big cock, laying it along my belly before pushing against
me. I shuddered as he drove himself into me to the balls and
started fucking! I stared down between my breasts, watching his
cock thrusting into me and moaning low in my throat.

And when Madison began to rub my clitoris I
came again, crying out in pleasure as the heat erupted, as my body
was flooded with a fiery liquid pleasure and my muscles spasmed
powerfully!

Ethan reached in and closed his big hand
around my throat again. I gurgled helplessly, my eyes bulging a
little, my mouth wide as I gasped for breath. The orgasm was still
tearing my mind apart and my hips were still jerking and spasming
as he drove himself into me harder and faster!

The orgasm stormed through me like an endless
roaring explosion and all I could do was lay there and let my mind
and body float on the waves of pleasure and passion! God it was so
good! It was so intense! My mind felt even more blasted! And when
he released my throat I gasped for breath, panting and moaning
dazedly.

He pulled out and moved back and Madison
quickly began to lick and suck my clitoris again!

My whole body felt burned up! I lay there
gulping in air and trying to clear my mind as my muscles continued
to tremble and twitch. She shoved the dildo into me again, pumping
it in and out as she licked, her other hand sliding up my body to
knead my breast as Ethan squeezed the other.

“Wh-what are you guys... doooooing?” I
moaned.

“Teaching you what being my bitch is about,”
Ethan said.

He pushed Maddie aside, pulled the dildo out,
and thrust himself into me again. Then he was gripping my legs and
lifting them up and pushing them back against me! I gasped and
moaned as he rose over me, leaning over me and started to really
drive himself into me with hard, savage strokes!

My shoved my legs back against the arm of the
sofa on either side of my head, and let gravity bring his hips
slamming down against my upraised buttocks as he fucked me!

I gasped and grunted and cried out as he
drove his thick cock into me like a spear! It... ached. But it was
also so dark and exciting and hot, and some part of me had already
totally surrendered and cast aside my inhibitions! I was wallowing
in being used as his fuck toy while he hammered against me like a
wild animal!

A third orgasm tore through me, and I
trembled and shook, staring helplessly down between my legs as his
big cock drove into me, as my body shuddered to the force of his
blows, as he pinned me down like a butterfly and used me like...
like his bitch!

He came inside me and dropped my legs, moving
back with a gasp, and Madison moved forward again, thrusting the
dildo into me once more. This time, though, she shoved it in all
the way to that little branch, and then pressed a button so that it
began to vibrate!

Ethan and Joshua held my ankles down and out
to the sides again as Madison ground the vibrator against me and
drove me slowly out of my mind!

The sensations were too strong, at first! I
squealed with discomfort, trying to twist myself free. Of course I
couldn't. Then they sort of morphed and became this wild, sizzling
rush of heat as my clitoris quivered and vibrated in tune to
it.

She alternated grinding that branch thing
against my clitoris with pulling it back to lick and suck me
instead. And with them sliding their hands over my body, and the
wildness inside me, I couldn't do anything but moan and cry out as
orgasm after orgasm tore through me!

I think I would have gone insane if they
hadn't stopped her! They dumped me onto the floor on my knees, had
her strip and lay back on the sofa, and then guided my mouth to her
pussy.

I'd never licked a pussy before, but I sure
knew how it was done, and given they weren't giving me a choice I
did it. I moaned dazedly, licking at her clitoris as the guys
fingered my pussy, slapped my bottom and squeezed my breasts.

Then while I was doing it Joshua fucked me
again.
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My sex life up until that night had been
relatively ordinary. So it was kind of mind-blowing what I'd gone
through, and I couldn't decide on how to react to it, what to think
about it. Okay, yeah, it had been fucking wild! It had been the
most exciting sexual event of my life.

But I hadn't even been asked about a
threesome or fucking another guy or girl! Ethan had treated me like
his 'bitch' and plaything, and just gone ahead and done it. After
tying my hands up with the drawstring of my own pants!

We hadn't even talked about bondage!

Which, let's be frank, had been fucking
exciting.

Yes, it had been a bit scary, a bit anxious
having no control over things, but it had been thrilling too.

All of that was sort of hard to wrap my mind
around. I mean, I was just an ordinary girl, not some wild slut
with lots of experience in that type of thing!

I had fucked two guys at once! That was
without even taking Madison's presence into consideration!

Luckily, neither of the guys I had to ride
around in a pickup truck with had any clue about what I'd been up
to the previous evening. They had their eyes on me enough without
them hearing about that sort of thing!

Randy was tall and skinny, with longer hair
than mine. He was nice enough looking, but not very ambitious. Matt
was shorter and thicker in the shoulders (and neck) with very short
hair. The pickup had a back seat, and that was where I was, in my
tank top and jeans as we drove from house to house to cut the
grass, trim the weeds, and sometimes do other things like
fertilizing or spread herbicides around.

The two of them were about my age, maybe a
year or two older. And they clearly thought I was eye candy. Only
their knowledge that Ethan was my boyfriend kept them from coming
onto me.

I was sure they ran all kinds of dirty little
fantasies in their minds, though, when they thought about me. I
know guys, after all.

We got out at the next stop, and went back to
the trailer we were pulling. Randy lowered the ramp and drove the
riding mower out while Matt and I looked at the list of stuff we
had to do. He took the trimmer and I rolled out the spreader, then
filled it with a mix of lawn fertilizer and herbicide.

I followed behind Randy, pushing the spreader
as it shot out the little pellets, and in ten minutes we were done
and back in the truck headed for the next place.

It wasn't a complicated job. The hardest part
was that these guys talked about sports so much. What was it with
guys and sports? Honestly?

I sighed and slouched in the back, taking my
phone out and checking for messages. There was one from Ethan and I
opened it and then my eyes widened as I saw a picture of me! Naked!
It showed me on my knees sucking his dick while Joshua fucked me
from behind!

Only all you could see of Josh was his hips
down. You could see Ethan from the waist down. I was the only one
with a face in the picture, even if it was distorted by having my
lips wrapped around Ethan's cock!

I gulped, looking past the picture to Randy
and Matt talking about the football game.

When did you take this?! I demanded. Delete
this! Now!

He just returned an LOL

Madison must have taken it! The fucking
slut!

Then I realized it wasn't a picture. It was a
fucking video! Oh fuck!

That bitch!

I mean it, Ethan! If anyone sees this you and
I are through!

Nobody's gonna see it, he replied.

And exactly what assurances did I have of
that!?

When we stopped at the next house I waited a
bit behind while the boys got out, and when they closed their doors
I tapped the picture and it started moving. Oh fuck! Was that what
I had looked like!? I watched my lips sliding up and down on
Ethan's thick cock, watched Joshua fucking me, watched my breasts
being kneaded, and then I watched and heard myself crying out in
orgasm!

I quickly halted the thing as Randy looked at
me through the window wondering what the fuck I was doing. I put
the phone away and hastily scrambled out of the truck to do my
job.

Me and Ethan were going to have to talk!

To tell you the truth, watching myself like
that had been, despite how squirmy it made me at the thought of
others finding it, really hot. I had looked so sexy and... sexual!
Like I was a porn star!

It worried me, though! It was so obscene! So
graphic! That bitch had even moved the phone around to the rear to
get Joshua's cock plunging into my glistening wet pussy! Fuck!

We drove to the next house and then the next,
and I did the work, but my mind couldn't let go of that wild video
or my anxiety about what would happen if other people saw it! Like
people I knew! Like my friends and family! That video was the
sluttiest thing I'd ever seen!

I took the phone out and looked at it again,
mind squirming once more. I stared at my wrists crossed together,
the drawstring wrapped around them again and again. I looked so
sexy and helpless! Like his bitch! Like a prisoner or
something!

I closed it and drew in a shaky breath. If
these guys saw it they'd probably get so turned on they'd tear my
clothes off and fuck me right here!

Maybe they'd even tie me up!

Yikes!

I got another text from Ethan and opened it
warily, but there were no attachments, no pictures or videos.

Pick you up after work, it said.
Get your sexiest bikini.

I looked at it warily. Why? I
asked.

Got an empty house with a big, private back
yard and a big pool.

That was entirely unethical, but it wasn't
the first time he'd done it – making use of someone's empty back
yard pool. I mean, it got pretty hot working in the sun, and it was
tempting to jump into a pool and cool off. Still, if we were caught
using someone's pool we could get into trouble, especially if we
weren't even supposed to be there!

Are you supposed to be there? I
demanded.

Yeah. I have to do some stonework around the
pool. You can have a dip while I work.

Ha. He meant have a dip and then fuck him but
hey, I felt like I wanted to talk to him and fuck him so... why
not? Besides, it was hot and working in the sun made you really
want to cool off in a pool.

And besides, it wasn't that great a job.

I knew the bikini he wanted was my black one.
It had small, triangular cups and a tiny bottom, with just a narrow
V of fabric in front and a much smaller thong in the rear. I didn't
wear it in public. He'd only seen it because I was sunbathing in my
back yard one time (which did not have a pool).

But if it was a private back yard and nobody
was there then I could wear it, and turn him on, and hopefully talk
to him about the mixed feelings I was having about last night. I
mean, yeah the sex was wild and hot, but him just... exposing me
like that to Joshua and then letting him fuck me was kind of
shocking.

I went home at the end of the day – Four –
and had a quick shower so I didn't look like shit when Ethan rolled
by. Then I put on a pair of shorts and a tank top over the bikini,
rolled a bottle of lotion in a towel, and ran outside just as he
rolled up in his pickup.

I got in, slamming the door twice to get it
to click. His pickup was almost as old as we were. It had no air
conditioning either.

“So where is this place?” I asked.

“Not far.”

“You should have warned me last night,” I
said, scowling at him.

“Warned you about what?”

“Warned me you intended to strip me naked in
from of Joshua!”

“Ah, you know Josh. He's a good guy.”

“That's not the point! You freaking tied me
up and stripped me naked and then let another guy fuck me!”

“And you came like a whore,” he said with a
grin.

I flushed, partly angry and partly
embarrassed.

“That isn't the fucking point either!”

“You had a great time. You came a bunch.
What's the problem?”

“The problem is I don't just let any guy fuck
me!”

“You didn't. I did.”

Now wasn't that breathtakingly arrogant?!

“You don't get to decide who fucks me, Mister
Ethan Sullivan!”

“You're my bitch.”

“I am not your bitch! Whatever that old man
has been telling you I'm my own woman!”

“You enjoyed it.”

I ground my teeth together.

“You know what your problem is? It's that you
expect every guy to beg you and flatter you and buy you stuff
before you let them fuck you. Even though you enjoy it!”

“Do you want me to just fuck any guy who
wants me!?” I demanded.

“Of course not. Some of them would be
scumbags. That's why only I should get to decide that.”

“You!?”

“Yeah. You'll be my little slave girl,” he
said with a leer.

“I am not your little slave girl!”

“Call me master.”

“I'll call you an asshole!”

“That might get you a spanking again.”

I was starting to feel really frustrated! He
was acting like a big dumb, arrogant... jerk!

He stopped at a stoplight, then shot his hand
out, grabbed me by the throat, jerked me in closer, and kissed me
hard!

I grabbed at his wrist, which was a complete
fucking waste of time given how thickly muscled it was, then
instead slapped at his chest. He threw me back with a laugh and
started forward when the light turned green.

God! He'd been a jock when I met him but now
he was acting so unbelievably arrogant and cocky and
overbearing!

“Stop grabbing me by the throat!” I
exclaimed.

“You like it.”

“I do not! Who would like being
strangled!?”

“I didn't strangle you. I let you breathe.
See if you angle your thumb and fingers upward at the sides it
doesn't close off the supply of air, just the supply of blood.”

“This is all coming from that Steele guy,
isn't it!?” I demanded.

“Well, kind of. He's a smart guy. He knows
what turns girls on.”

“Oh really? And what turns us on?” I demanded
sarcastically.

“Strength, power, confidence. Girls talk
about wanting a guy with a sense of humor and who is sensitive and
nice, but you know where those guys are? They're sitting alone at
home jerking off. What girls want is a guy who acts like a man and
shows them who the boss is. Women are turned on by that, not
jokes.”

“Is that his opinion?” I asked with a
sneer.

“Yup. Fuck em like animals and they'll scream
for more.”

I shook my head. “You are hopeless.”

“He says it's all instinct. Women are still
looking for a big, tough guy to be a good hunter and provider and
protector. Just like back in the caveman days. He says people
mostly operate on instinct, even if they like to pretend
otherwise.”

“He sounds like a caveman himself!”

“He's got a master's degree in psychology. He
should write a book.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Remember when we first met you tried to get
me to slow down and be more gentle when I was fucking you? But then
when I flipped you over and pounded you from behind, that's when
you started coming like a whore. Don't tell me otherwise. I know
how you like it and you like it rough.”

I flushed. The truth was that I had thought
he was too rough at first. And in some ways he was. He'd modified
how he touched me mostly, but the hard fucking he liked had
appalled me at first. It had also quickly started to turn me on.
And it was indeed the kind of dark, carnal heat of feeling like he
was some savage pounding away at me which turned me on.

“I don't like it too rough.”

“You got any bruises on you?”

I glared at him.

We were driving through a very nice part of
town judging from the houses on either side of the road. They were
all huge, with big lawns. Suddenly he stopped and turned into one,
pulling up the driveway, then turning off to the right of the house
onto a lane.

We got out and I followed him around back. I
was a bit distracted, trying to put my feelings into the words he
would understand. Which wasn't easy because I didn't understand
them myself.

“All I'm saying is you shouldn't be showing
me off to guys like that.”

“You're gorgeous and you know it, and you
like it when guys notice.”

“Not naked!”

“Naked too. You're just repressed.”

“Repressed!?” I exclaimed.

“Because society has told you that good girls
don't let boys see their body parts unless they're in a
relationship with them. That's why you think I shouldn't have let
Josh see you.”

“And fuck me!”

“That too. He hasn't taken you out on dates
and flattered you and bought you dinner and stuff, so he's not
allowed to fuck you.”

I really wanted to hit him!

The back yard was gorgeous. Wow. It
momentarily distracted me. It was very private, with a lot of
vegetation. The pool itself was oblong, and made to seem sort of
natural – though not entirely. I mean, it had stone sides instead
of interlock, but nobody had tried to make it look like there was
anything other than concrete.

Ethan reached down and popped the clasp of my
shorts and I gasped, grabbing at his wrists as I turned to stare at
the empty windows of the house.

“Nobody is home. And I like undressing
you.”

“Yeah but... Josh isn't coming is he?”

“No. I thought you liked Josh.”

“I do but … I mean... he's not my boyfriend!”
I blurted.

He jerked down the zipper and let my shorts
fall around my ankles, then lifted my tank top up and off. He
wrapped his arms around me then, kissing me, and his big hands slid
up and down my nearly bare back, and then down onto my nearly bare
bottom.

He was a decent kisser. I'll give him that.
And he'd been getting better under my teaching. He was still a bit
rough but... and it was hard to admit that even to myself, I kind
of liked that sometimes. It gave his kisses a sense of passion
which was a turn-on.

But then his hands slid up my back and I felt
the clasp of my bra parting. I gasped, grabbing at it but he yanked
it off and he was way too strong to resist.

“Ethan!” I squealed, dropping my arms over my
breasts.

“No one can see. Look at how private it is
here?”

It did look private.

“I'll get my boobs sunburned,” I
grumbled.

“Then I better put sunscreen on them,” he
said with a grin.

It turned out he'd brought some too.

“I like a high SPF,” I said, trying to see
what he had.

“This has a high SPF, plus it's edible,” he
said with a leer.

I flushed but moved my arms aside, looking a
bit nervously at the house.

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I said to.”

I scowled at him and folded my arms across my
chest.

“Just do it. You'll be glad you did. It's a
bit of a surprise.”

I made a face, then brought my hands up
behind my neck. I almost unconsciously arched my back as he looked
at my breasts, starting to feel a hot little thrum of energy
rolling through me. This was a pretty show-offy pose, after all,
especially when topless. And then he squirted some sunscreen onto
my upper chest. He began to spread it gently over my breasts and I
gulped as they started to warm and throb.

He didn't neglect the rest of me, spreading
it over my shoulders and up my arms, then down my back as I stood
there with my fingers behind my neck. It felt... weird to be
standing like this. But hey, if he wanted to spread the oil... and
after all, his fingers felt nice doing it.

He spread it over my buttocks, then, while
standing behind me, let his oily hands reach around to rub gently
at my stomach and then down my abdomen. His fingers dipped into the
waistband of my bikini bottom, then slid lower.

“I... don't need to have sunscreen there!” I
gasped.

“You will.”

I gasped as his slippery fingers found my
pussy and began to rub up and down. He was not rough down there, at
least and my heartbeat picked up as my pulse began to race. The
feel of his big, warm, slippery fingers caressing my sex was
sending hot little rushes of pleasure through my body.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed, kicking off my shorts, and his
fingers eased between the lips of my sex, riding up and down in the
narrow cleft, stroking across my clitoris. I closed my eyes and
moaned low in my throat, my hips starting to grind against his
fingers as I felt them beginning to dip inside me.

Then he reached up to grip my wrists behind
my neck with one hand, and the other undid the clip of my bottom so
they fell off. I gasped, but he jerked back on my arms.

“Spread your legs!” he barked.

I felt a momentary outrage at his tone but I
was heating up rapidly so obeyed, and his free hand moved smoothly
up and down my now naked, glistening body, caressing my breasts,
rolling my nipples, then sliding down to rub my pussy again.

Okay, I was definitely turned on despite my
better notions and despite my uncertainty and anxiety.

His hand drew back, the one rubbing my pussy,
and I moaned unhappily as my chest heaved. A moment later I felt
something... metallic against my right wrist. It confused me. I
felt it sliding around my wrist as he held my hands in place.

“Ethan? What are you doing?”

“You'll see in a second.”

It felt like a big bracelet or something
closing around my wrist. And then after a brief hesitation, another
one closed around my other wrist. Only then did he let my hands go.
I snatched them back and brought them up in front of me,
staring.

He had put these... bracelets, stainless
steel bracelets around my wrists. They were kind of thick for
bracelets, though. They were hinged at one side, and then came
together with a gold clasp that had a tiny keyhole. There was also
a ring that hung there below the clasp.

These were like... sort of handcuffs! Well,
except they weren't linked together, which kind of confused me. But
they looked like some sort of shackles!

“We're going to play a little game,” Ethan
said with a grin.

“Wh-what kind of game?” I gulped, still
staring at them uncertainly.

He moved behind me and then I felt something
thick and metal against my neck as he raised his hands there. I
reached for it and felt the same smooth, stainless steel going
around my neck! And this had a bigger ring in the front!

I heard it click locked in back and when I
reached up and back I found I was wearing – a collar! Like a dog
collar only metal!

I turned to stare at him indignantly only to
find him holding his phone up. He snapped a picture before I could
squeal and turn away.

“Ethan! Delete that! And delete that video
from last night! If anyone was to see that my family would kill
me!”

“Just thought you'd like to see
yourself.”

He showed me the picture and I gulped,
feeling a dark thrum of energy as I saw the ringed collar around my
neck, and the metal shackles on my wrists.

“Slave girl,” he taunted.

“I'm not your slave girl,” I gulped.

But the picture looked breathtakingly hot and
kinky!

“Whose slave girl are you then?” he asked,
pulling me in against him to kiss me.

“Nobody's!”

He kissed me passionately, his hands sliding
over my oiled body, and I moaned, heat racing along the surface of
my skin even as a crackling wave of sexual electricity moved up
inside me.

He paused, grinning down at me, then turned
me around.

“Hands behind your neck.”

Panting, I obeyed, and gasped as he clipped
the rings on the shackles to the back of the collar! Then he pulled
me along over by a tree. He pulled me back against it, and then
when he came away I found that I was locked to the tree! There was
a very short chain slung around a branch there, no more than a few
inches, and it was clipped to the back of the collar!

“What are you doing, you pervert!?”

His teeth showed as he grinned widely.
“Something kinky.”

He pulled out two more of the metal shackles
and slipped them around my ankles, then drew my feet apart,
attached chains to the shackles, and then attached those to pegs he
hammered into the ground!

“Ethan!” I gasped.
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I was feeling another wild rush of emotions.
He was completely tying me up – or, well, shackling me up – outside
where anyone might show up! He was supposed to be working here,
after all. It wasn't like we were in his bedroom! And this wasn't
like being tied up with the cord from my pants. These were like,
real shackles and chains!

But then, just as I was deciding I was going
to demand he release me he dropped to his knees in front of me and
began to lick my pussy! Well, I wasn't going to say no to that! Not
right away anyway. I had done my best to teach him the value of
oral sex – about performing it instead of receiving it – but he
generally didn't want to do much of it.

Nor was he expert, despite all I could do –
without damaging his ego – to give him hints in the right
direction. Still, being all oiled up and chained up and having him
licking me was having a definite impact! My body had already been
kind of pulsing with excitement. Now the feel of his tongue working
on my clitoris increased those sensations very rapidly!

His fingers pushed into me slowly, first one,
then the second, and he pumped them smoothly in and out as he
licked me. I quickly realized his oral skills had improved, too! He
wasn't just licking me but making his tongue circle and sweep up
and down, then from side to side.

Whatever he was doing with his fingers was an
improvement, too! Instead of just fucking me with them he was
carefully pressing in and back against the front wall of my sex,
kind of rubbing against me there as his tongue worked on the other
side.

I looked down at him, then across the yard at
the pool and at the house and its empty windows. This was so
fucking kinky! I looked up down at my ankles, which were firmly
shackled and chained in place, and felt how freaking weird this all
was and how fast it had come up. Where had he gotten these chains
and shackles anyway!

He stopped, and I moaned weakly, chest
heaving as he stood up.

“I forgot something,” he said.

He went behind the tree and came back with
something that looked like a kind of black rubber ball, though a
small one.

“Let's see, he said to take the hair and give
it a little jerk...”

And he did just that – to my hair! I gasped
in pain as he jerked on my hair, my head jerking back. And as I did
he pushed the black ball into my open mouth! It startled me, and
the pressure, since it was already halfway in, made me open my jaw
wider as he slipped it into my mouth!

It wouldn't go completely in, though. It was
too big. And my mouth couldn't close behind it. He didn't seem to
care. He drew the straps attached to the thing along my cheeks and
behind my head and fastened it in place as I stared at him in
astonishment.

Then he took another picture before I could
flinch and showed it to me.

Fuuuuck!

I'd seen these before, in pictures on the
internet. It was a ball-gag! And here I was all naked and
glistening and helpless and gagged!

He grinned, then dropped to his knees again
and resumed licking and stroking me.

Why the gag? I had no idea. I just kind of
gave a mental shrug figuring it was part of the 'costume' for this
dirty little game he was playing. And with the feel of his tongue
lapping at my swollen clitoris again I didn't much care.

I couldn't talk, but then, I didn't have much
to say just then. I stood there feeling the surprise and pleasure
and heat as his tongue licked at me, as his fingers pumped in and
out, and as he sucked rhythmically on my clitoris.

It didn't take that long. I could feel the
sexual electricity mounting, could feel the sexual pressure
growing. And then as he forced a third finger into me I came,
crying out in pleasure, my hips bucking as the orgasm spilled
energy through my nervous system and overloaded my brain!

I arched my back, feeling how sharp and hard
my nipples were! I felt the skin tightening against my breasts as I
rolled my head back, moaning around the gag, my hips twisting and
jerking as the sexual energy crackled through my body!

It was impossible to think about or care
about anything else as I wallowed in the sensory pleasure that
swept through me! The orgasm went on and on as he continued to
energetically lick and finger me, and I closed my eyes and gave
myself to the pleasure!

It finally faded, leaving me gasping for
breath – which was notably noisy given the ball gag in my mouth. I
saw Ethan look up, smug and feeling like the great lover, I
supposed. Well, okay. He hadn't done badly. And I was still aroused
and starting to think of that big cock he had in his pants and when
he was going to show it to me.

He winked at me, then suddenly, he was
sliding something over my eyes! I couldn't see! What was he up to
now!

“Just a game, baby,” he said, kissing me
lightly and chewing on my earlobe. “You're my sex slave.”

Ha. As if! But it was definitely a wild,
exciting game!

I felt his hands sliding over my body again,
applying more of that sunscreen, and moaned as they caressed my
breasts and rolled my nipples. They rubbed up and down over my
pussy, and then slid inside me before withdrawing. And a moment
later something else pushed against me. It wasn't him, I thought.
It felt.... artificial, like the dildo he'd used on me the other
day.

Sure enough, it slid deep inside me, and then
I felt the little branch sliding up to press against my clitoris.
It was turned on, and my hips bucked involuntarily as the
vibrations began to make my clitoris quiver and thrum and burn.

A moment later I felt pressure against my
ass, against my back opening. It was another artificial thing,
maybe a dildo, and he twisted and turned and pushed until it slowly
slid up inside me!

As he was doing that he folded his lips
around the center of my left breast and started to suck and lick at
my nipple! His mouth opened wider so he could dig his teeth into
the surrounding flesh and he began to chew lightly as he
sucked!

And then a second mouth did the same thing to
my right breast!

I squealed and jerked against the shackles,
but I couldn't really move much, nor complain, nor even see who it
was! My first thought was that it was Joshua again!

A hand was caressing my abdomen, then sliding
up to stroke the underside of my breast. Since both of Ethan's were
occupied with the dildos it had to be Joshua! Another hand began to
caress my back and squeeze and knead my buttocks!

It was... freaky weird! My body was all slick
and slippery! Feeling multiple hands and mouths on it was sending
sensations flooding through my body and mind! Since I couldn't see
what was happening with my eyes I could only picture it with my
mind.

I pictured myself standing shackled, naked,
oiled up, and the two of them standing next to me, touching me all
over and pumping the vibrator and clitoris inside me! And that
mental image was scalding!

I was a bit embarrassed at first, but well,
Joshua had seen and done everything the other day so I kind of
resigned myself to him. I wondered if Madison was standing there
watching! Or maybe she was working the vibrator like she had the
other night!

Fuck! Maybe she was taking another video! Oh
no! But at least with this gag and the blindfold it might be hard
to recognize me! I tried to complain, but of course, I couldn't say
anything intelligible through the gag. All I could do was stand
there while they manipulated my body until the heat became nearly
unbearable!

My hips jerked convulsively as another orgasm
tore through me. The heat just flared hotter and hotter until I
wanted to scream! My body twisted and jerked and my back arched as
I trembled with the desperate rush of pleasure and heat!

The vibrator was thrusting into me hard and
fast as I came. But to make up for the lack of vibrations against
my clitoris someone was rubbing me there pretty good! I felt myself
crying out in pleasure as the sexual heat became a firestorm and
roared like a furnace inside me!

There was a bit of a delay as the orgasm
faded. Then the vibrator was turned off. It eased back but
continued to pump slowly. Then a tongue went to work on my clitoris
again.

God! God! God! Was he trying to drive me
insane?!

His tongue was way better now! Despite the
dazed state of my mind I quickly became convinced this was Joshua
and not Ethan. His tongue was doing the same things as Ethan had,
but he was doing them all way better. He was licking just right,
with just the right range of varying pressure and speeds!

His lips were massaging my clitoris and not
just sucking. He was teasing me as well as stroking.

It didn't take long to bring me to another
orgasm. The muscles in my body spasmed as a wild rush of pleasure
swept into my body and mind! Convulsions wracked my body as I
jerked and spasmed and twisted against the chains, crying out in
pleasure as the orgasm shook my mind like a terrier with a rat in
its mouth!

I almost fell! Wouldn't that have been
something! I would have choked myself on the collar!

I wanted to fall down afterward, wanting to
sink to my knees, to bury my face in the ground and fall
asleep!

I felt a hand on the collar. And then someone
was pulling me forward. Apparently the chains were no longer on my
ankles and he'd removed the one from the collar. I felt a momentary
disappointment. I mean, this game was hot! I didn't really want it
to end yet.

Then I felt a pull on the collar, coming from
in front of me.

“Come along, slave girl,” he teased. “Sex
slave.”

I moaned and stumbled forward blindly. The
pull against the front of the collar continued and I shuffled
forward, wary of where I put my bare feet, wondering if he was
going to lead me into the pool or something else juvenile.

Instead I stopped with something against my
lower belly. It felt like the back of a chair. I felt myself bent
over it by the pull on the collar. At the same time my ankles were
shifted apart and then chained in place, probably to the back
legs.

I felt the vibrator sliding out of me. A
moment later what I was fairly sure was Ethan's cock pushed into me
in its place. Fingers were undoing the strap of the ball-gag and
pulling it free, and then I gasped and cried out as someone pulled
on my hair, pulling my head up and back so I was facing
forward.

A cock pushed between my lips and slid across
my tongue.

“Suck that cock, slave girl,” Ethan said.

I yelped at a slap to my bottom!

“Do what your master orders.”

I was sweltering in the heat by then, my mind
fried by the last explosive orgasm. I barely thought about it as
Joshua's cock slid over my tongue. I gasped in pain as someone
tightened their grip on my hair, then the cock in my mouth pushed
deep into my throat.

Joshua's cock felt so big in my mouth and
throat! I moaned around it, gurgling dazedly as it pushed deeper
and deeper. Then I felt my lips pressed against his groin as he
buried every last inch in my mouth and throat!

It pulled out again and I gulped in air.

Ethan fucked me a few times, then slid back
so that just the head was nestled inside the mouth of my sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” he
said.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom!

“Oh! Don't!” I moaned.

“Beg your master to fuck you, slave
girl.”

I shuddered as fingers rubbed my clitoris. I
wanted his cock to push deep again! I felt another slick cock
rubbing over my face, over my forehead and cheeks and along my
lips.

“Beg, slave.”

Crack!

“Ow! Ethan!” I gasped.

“Beg for me to fuck you, slave.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please.... please fuck me!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say master.”

I didn't want to say that in front of
Joshua!

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh!”

“Say it, slave.”

“Please... fuck me... master!” I moaned.

I cried out as a sharp jerk on my hair.

“Louder, slave.”

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Louder!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

His cock slid deep inside me and I moaned in
helpless pleasure as he buried it in my throbbing belly. But then
it held still.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

I groaned. “I'm your bitch, Master.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's Master Ethan. Say it.”

“Master Ethan!”

His cock started to move in and out, and then
the other one pushed through my open lips and slid deep into my
throat again! The two big cocks fucked me for long seconds, then
pulled out.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“Ow! I-I'm your bitch, Master Ethan!” I
gasped.

They both pushed into me and fucked me, front
and back, then pulled out again.

Crack!

“Tell me you love my cock, slave girl.”

This was so sick!

“I-I love your cock, Master Ethan!” I
gasped.

He fucked me again, Joshua fucking my throat
at the same time. Then both of them pulled back.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master Ethan!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

This was deliciously nasty!

“I'm your sex slave, Master Ethan!” I
moaned.

Hands played with my breasts and rolled my
nipples as the two of them fucked me again.

Then they pulled out once more.

“Tell me you're my slut,” Ethan demanded.

“I'm your slut, Master Ethan!” I panted.

He rammed his cock into me again, jerking
back on my hair as he did, and I cried out as he fucked me hard and
fast.

“Tell me I own your body, slave,” he
said.

Crack!

“Ow! Ethan!”

Crack!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“You own my body, Master Ethan!” I
gasped.

He thrust into me hard, and then the other
one pushed into my mouth, just as another orgasm swept through me
at this dark, kinky, thrilling shit! My blood turned to fire and I
tried to cry out, my brain getting fried by the power of the wild
rush of pleasure! I couldn't make much noise, though, with that big
cock in my throat!

I gurgled and moaned and trembled and shook
as the two of them fucked me hard, the world fading into this dull,
unimportant background as the orgasm continued to make my muscles
spasm and jerk!

Wow! I could hardly believe how incredibly
hot this was making me! It was so much different than our previous
sex sessions! I moaned dazedly, but in a moment of clarity realized
he must have gotten all this stuff from that customer, the old guy
whose pool he was redoing.

Which, come to think of it, sounded like the
description of this back yard!

The cock in my mouth and throat pulled back.
I didn't even know if he'd come, nor cared. I moaned groggily as
the ball-gag was pushed back into my mouth even as Ethan continued
to thrust into me from behind. I heard a snatch of a male voice,
though, and he pulled out again.

Why? I gasped as I was pulled upright once
more.

“Arch your back, sex slave,” Ethan ordered,
jerking back on my hair.

I gasped and obeyed, panting for breath as he
kicked my ankles apart again. God, it felt so weird standing there
like that naked and … you know, like a porn star or something! I
felt a dark flush at the memory of that video, and hoped there
wasn't another nearby!

I felt fingers at my nipples, rolling and
stroking and plucking at them. Then fingers rubbing along the line
of my sex and over my clitoris.

“I've got about fifty guys here waiting to
make use of my sexy slave girl's body,” Ethan said. “So you should
have a very busy evening.”

I moaned weakly, not believing him for a
second.

His hands, or his and Joshua's, continued to
slide over my slick body, caressing and kneading and stroking me as
I stood there. There were four hands anyway, touching me
everywhere!

This is so slutty! I thought, excited
but anxious.

“Remember, I own your body, slave. I can let
anyone I want use it. And if you don't obey I'll have you
whipped.”

It was a bit irritating I couldn't even
answer back, couldn't say something snide and sarcastic. But on the
other hand, that made it more... I don't know, realistic.

I felt him push in against me, then, felt his
hard erection pressed in between my buttocks! I moaned as it slid
up and down, up and down. Then it pushed against my back opening! I
moaned as fingers rubbed harder at my clitoris. Then the vibrator
was pressed against me, rubbing up and down the line of my sex!

His slippery cock pushed up deeper into my
ass while the vibrator ground itself across my clitoris, then
pushed up inside me!

“Keep that back arched, slave!” Ethan
ordered.

I gasped in pain as he jerked back on my
hair.

What a bastard he was being, I thought almost
admiringly.

The vibrator pushed deep into my pussy,
buzzing powerfully inside me as the little angled part ground
against my clitoris. It easily distracted me from Ethan's cock
pushing up into my ass. With two inside me, though I felt
deliciously full, and felt the heat within me deepening yet
again!

I was starting to get both physically and
emotionally exhausted from not just the orgasms but the way my body
had been bubbling and boiling and burning for so long. But the way
that vibrator was working on me I couldn't resist, especially with
Ethan's big cock jammed high into my ass!

Another orgasm welled up inside me and I gave
myself to it, crying out in pleasure around the gag, my hips
bucking violently as the pleasure soared into something like
ecstasy!
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After that he finally removed the ball gag
and blindfold, then unlinked the shackles so my hands were
free.

“Where's Joshua?” I asked, looking
around.

“Hmm? What makes you think Josh was here?” he
asked in amusement.

I glared at him. “I know that was him,” I
said.

“Do you? How do you know it wasn't Brad Pitt
or Chris Hernsworth?”

“Yeah, right.”

I looked around, wondering where he was
hiding. Meanwhile, Ethan had pulled on a pair of shorts, and was
going over to do some touch-ups on some stonework near the
stairs.

“Have a swim,” he said. “The sunscreen is
vegetable-based and it will wash off.”

I wasn't sure what he was up to. Maybe he'd
had Josh take off to keep me uncertain about who the second guy had
actually been. That would seem to be in keeping with his dirty
little slave girl game. And it was working, dammit! I was
fairly sure it was Josh. But what if it wasn't!? What if it
had been another guy entirely!? Fuck!

I ran through a mental list of his friends
and wondered which he would be likely to invite over to use his
'slave girl', and felt my face flushing a little. Even though, like
I said, I was fairly sure it had been Josh.

“That better not have been Benji,” I
said.

“Wasn't Benji. He has a big mouth
anyway.”

I glared at him and kicked my toes in the
pool. Fuck, I was so hot from standing under the sun and for all
the wild hot sex. I sighed and sat down on the edge, letting my
legs slide into the water, then slipped off into the water to my
waist.

“It better not have been Nick or Patrick
either!” I said.

“Nope. Wasn't them. It was a complete
stranger you've never met.”

God. I was playing into his game! It was
Joshua! Of course it was Joshua! He was trying to fuck with my
head!

“Fine,” I said. “Bring him back again. He was
way better than you!”

I dove under the water and swam forward,
letting it slide across my skin before angling back up again and
emerging back into the sunlight.

I climbed out the other side of the pool and
looked around the yard warily, making sure no one could see in from
neighboring yards. I glanced at the windows of the house again,
still nervous. But there was no sign anyone there was looking out.
I picked up the towel and toweled off my head and hair, then swept
it around the rest of my upper body, giving myself a quick
rubdown.

“Whose house is this anyway?” I asked
suspiciously.

“Why?”

“Because I want to know.”

“Slave girls know what their masters decide
to tell them.”

“You're not my master,” I sniffed.

He turned from the stonework and looked up at
me.

“You want a spanking?”

I scowled. I would have once said he wouldn't
dare. But not anymore. God knows he's smacked my ass enough the
last couple of days!

Not that the thought didn't have a certain...
erotic theme to it. I would not have previously imagined how
exciting it would be to be … manhandled by a big guy like Ethan.
This slave girl stuff where I called him master was kind of
embarrassing to do but desperately hot and kinky.

I was the kind of girl who kidded around with
my boyfriends, who teased and mocked them whenever I thought they
needed it. I sure wasn't the girl to be 'respectful' and act like
some guy was the boss of me. But as a fantasy, if only during sex,
the thought was freaking exciting.

He stood up suddenly and then his big hand
was around my throat again! I gasped and grabbed at his wrist and
he snorted.

“Put your hands down. Don't resist your
master.”

I glared at him, but I couldn't do much about
his thickly muscled wrist and arm so I obeyed. Besides, he wasn't
squeezing really. I dropped my arms and his eyes bored into mine as
I stood there. I felt this wild dark rush of something carnal down
low even as he squeezed a little. He also flicked the towel off
me.

“Now I want you to say one of two things.
Either you say 'No, master, please don't spank me.' Or you say
'Please spank me, Master. If you say anything else, you get a
spanking.”

Where was he getting this, I thought,
marveling at how outrageous and arrogant it sounded.

He loosened his hand. “Now talk.”

“No, Master, please don't spank me,” I said,
flushing.

He grinned, then tightened his grip again. I
gasped, my eyes bulging a little, but kept my hands down. Then he
pushed and I stumbled a bit, forced to my knees as he leaned
over.

“Sit on your heels, knees spread. Hands
behind your neck.”

I gulped as he released my throat, and
brought my hands up behind my neck again.

“Spread your legs wider. Wider,” he said,
kicking at my knees.

“Ow! I can't spread them any wider!”

“Sure you can. You just need practice. I'll
give you a lot of practice in spreading your legs, Tammy,” he
said.

He returned to his stonework and I felt
strange butterflies swirling inside me as I knelt there. This was
kind of... degrading, kneeling like this like some kind of erotic
statue, just because he ordered it!

“I need to put on more sunscreen or I'll get
burned,” I said.

He stood up and walked past me, which made me
a little nervous. I turned around and saw him gathering up the gag
and blindfold again and felt a jolt. Sure enough, he came back and
locked my wrists to the back of the collar, then pushed the gag
into my mouth and blindfolded me.

He pulled me to my feet, though, then lifted
me across his shoulder. I gasped as my upper body fell down across
his back and his arm pinned my legs to his chest. I couldn't do
anything or even say anything or even see what he was doing as my
heart started to thump again.

He walked somewhere across the yard, then
went down a flight of stairs. Down!? I heard a door open, and then
I was being carried in somewhere!

“What are you doing? Where are we!? Put me
down!” I tried to say.

He did put me down, but on something.
Something... weird! Then he and someone else lifted me up again! I
gasped as two strong hands gripped me and raised me up. I felt
something thick and slick pressed against my pussy, and then as
they lowered me it sank deeper inside me!

Joshua!? What if it wasn't him!? What was
going on!?

I moaned as it pushed up high, then I was
settled atop something padded but very narrow and steeply angled
out to either side. I felt fingers plucking and rolling and
pinching my nipples, then suddenly felt a very hard pinch that
didn't stop!

I squealed and tried to twist away, but then
felt my other nipple pinched hard too! I felt something pinching
and pulling my nipples up and forward! But then realized my ankles
had been fastened down! A moment later I felt something clipped to
the back of the collar pulling it back so that I was forced to arch
my back again even with the pull on my burning nipples!

What the fuck was he doing!?

He pulled the blindfold off at last and my
eyes stared wildly around me!

I was inside a basement room, and sitting on
a padded, peaked... thing. I mean, I had no idea what it was
called. It was like sitting on a roof, right in the middle, with my
pussy right at the peak and my legs down either side. Except this
was padded and about three feet long and high. My legs were spread
apart by the angled sides, and my ankles bound tightly.

There was an upright pole at the front just a
couple of feet in front of me, and what looked like a thin cord was
attached to it at about eye height to me. The cord split in two and
each of the ends was attached to these... these... clips biting
into my nipples!

There was a second pole at the rear and my
collar was attached to that!

“So in answer to your question. This place
belongs to Mr. Steele. And he said I could use it,” he said with a
grin. Then he pressed a button and the vibrations started. He
winked and then walked out, closing the door behind him and leaving
me alone!

I could feel the entire length of the...
vibrator inside me kind of pulsing. There was also a small, rounded
lump like a half golf ball stuck on the peak of the thing I was
sitting on, and which was pressed firmly against the top of my sex.
That was vibrating even more than the one inside me!

This was so... so... beyond my experience I
could only stare wildly around.

The room was not empty. Aside from the padded
thing I was sitting atop there was an X-shaped frame attached to
the wall on the right, a thicker post which ran almost all the way
to the ceiling in the far corner, and strange looking wooden posts
along the other side, along with a large mirror on the wall. There
were also a couple of cabinets and shelf units, a wide square
buttoned leather bench or ottoman, and a table and chair.

I rolled my eyes to stare at myself in the
mirror. Holy fuck!

I had begun to suspect this must be Steele's
house. Where else would he have gotten all the bondage shit he'd
been using? But I hadn't thought he'd have permission to go inside!
And I hadn't imagined this Steele guy had some kind of... of
torture chamber!

Not that I felt very tortured at the moment.
My nipples were on fire, true. But the vibrator was buzzing
powerfully inside me and against me and as I stared at the mirror
and at my nipples and felt a rising sense of wonder and awe the
vibrations began to seem more powerful.

This was just so... next level! I'd never
have expected anything like this from Ethan!

It was that Steele guy! He must have talked
to Ethan, filled his head with all kinds of ideas about having a
woman be his 'sex slave'! Ethan would never have thought of such
weird ideas on his own! He'd been perfectly content to fuck me and
get blow jobs before!

Of course, from my perspective, this was the
most wildly, darkly thrilling sexual experience I'd ever had. I was
wary about where it was going and just how far Ethan would push
things. But there was no denying it was exciting in more ways than
one!

I squirmed atop the padded frame. It wasn't
that heavily padded after all, and the part most of my weight was
on was only a couple of inches wide at the peak. The sides angled
out but not enough to fully support the weight of my legs either,
so I was starting to kind of ache.

On the other hand, the vibrators were making
me want to grind myself against the little rounded lump. And that
wasn't easy given my ankles were shackled down and there was a
short chain pulling the collar back. I had to kind of use the
muscles in my thighs and legs to grind myself against the vibrating
lump. And that was tiring.

It felt so good, though, that I kept doing
it. Even though I winced and gasped as my nipples tugged at the
clips and cords. I could feel my insides heating up rapidly. I
could feel my pulse rate speeding and my heart thumping and the
pressure growing inside me until I was panting and moaning in
helpless sexual fever!

It was so good! It was overwhelming! I was
bathed in heat and hunger and felt my mind-melting as I squirmed
and moaned and ground myself in helpless, feverish excitement! Then
the orgasm came and I cried out, twisting and bucking and trembling
and shaking as the pleasure became a howling storm that sent my
mind tumbling and turning!

God! How many orgasms was I going to have
before I went home tonight, I wondered dazedly!?

Many, it turned out. Though my pussy began to
ache and throb more and more as I sat straddling that narrow peaked
frame, the vibrations drove me into more and more gut-churning
orgasms! What was more the way my pussy ached hotly made it more
sensitive to the vibrations, which in turn made me come even faster
and harder!

My nipples ached fiercely too! I couldn't
keep still and my nipples kept pulling and tugging on the cords.
They seemed to be elastic to some degree, but they still pulled
harder as I moved!

Finally, Ethan came in, grinning as he looked
at me. I knew from the mirror I looked exhausted and bedraggled. I
moaned into the gag but he ignored that to instead pluck the clips
off my nipples.

OMG that felt so wonderful once the initial
stinging and burning faded!

“Having fun, slave?”

He put the blindfold on me again and I moaned
dazedly. Then a half minute later I felt his lips on one of my
breasts, and an instant later someone elses on the other. Both of
them sucked and licked as they kneaded my breasts, and I felt such
an astonishing rush of pleasure coming from my nipples I cried out
loud!

Those soft, sucking, licking mouths and
tongues made me feel ready to climax just from my breasts!

And then as I was almost there I heard a soft
voice saying “No biting yet,” just as Ethan began to chew on my
breast! He stopped, and my breasts throbbed and throbbed and then
simply exploded! My hips jerked violently as I ground myself
against the vibrator and another massive orgasm swept through
me!

Convulsions wracked my body and I twisted and
thrashed as the intensity of the pleasure threatened to drive me
out of my mind! But even in the midst of it that part of my mind
still functioning realized that the voice I'd heard spoken, even
though very soft, was not one I recognized. It was too deep to be
Joshua, that was for sure.

I felt a bit of a sense of shock at that, but
my mind was being battered by too much pleasure to really care just
then.

I felt the chain attached to the collar
removed, but then a hand jerked back so that I bent back more, and
started to roll back onto my tailbone, taking my clitoris away from
that little 'lump. Then I felt a tongue against me there.

“Softly,” that strange voice said again.

The feel of that tongue against my clitoris
was beyond my ability to describe. After being ground against that
vibrator for I don't know how long it just felt overwhelming! The
orgasm, which had been starting to fade, exploded all over again,
this time with a different focus, and I trembled and shook as the
air sobbed out of my lungs!

It must be the Steele guy, I thought dazedly.
Oh my God!

But the pleasure was like a drug, like I was
drunk or high on it, and my inhibitions melted away.

“Now harder.”

I gasped as the tongue licked faster and
harder, and took the pleasure to yet another level. I thought I was
going out of my fucking mind! Could you die from this!? If so I
didn't care! I wanted it to continue! Fuuuuck!

I was lifted off the thing, whatever it was,
by two strong pairs of hands. I was practically limp in their arms
as they carried me over and then I felt something padded and
leathery under my knees. They let my upper body down gently until
my breasts – nipples still throbbing and tingling – pillowed out
against the leather.

I felt my knees spread, then strapped down,
and groaned dazedly, gulping in air around the ball-gag.

“Now isn't that a gorgeous picture?” I heard
the voice say.

I felt my mind starting to come alive, and
starting to squirm and starting to feel anxious and self-conscious
and embarrassed and indignant as I thought about the strange man
standing there with Ethan! And here I was in this incredibly
degrading and obscene and vulnerable position!

“She's got a gorgeous ass,” Ethan said.

“She's got a gorgeous everything, Ethan,” the
other voice said. “Her pussy is beautiful and the lips are nice and
tight. Even her puckered little ass is gorgeous.”

As I shook off the dazed afterglow and his
words penetrated I felt more and more anxious and embarrassed, but
my mind was also filled with confusion – and heat. I gasped as a
stiff cock slid deep into my pussy, not even sure if it was Ethan
or... or the stranger!

I thought it was likely Ethan, though. It
felt like him.

But what if it wasn't!? Fuck! It could be
some strange man I'd never even met fucking me!

That thought made me struggle to rise up, but
with my wrists still locked to the back of the collar I didn't have
a lot of leverage. Then I gasped at a slap to my bottom. A moment
later my hair was drawn back and then jerked sharply as I was
slapped again.

“Hot little sex slave,” Ethan growled.

I was... relieved that the sound came from
directly behind me. So that meant it was probably him. But even so
there was still a strange man standing there looking at me!
Watching!

“Here, try this,” I heard that voice say.

I felt pressure against my back opening and
gasped as something pushed into me there.

“Slowly,” the voice said.

The thing pushed deeper, then got wider as it
tried to enter, then slipped in, and then again and again. It felt
like a long pencil which had impaled a number of cherries or, no,
they were thicker than that. Ping pong balls maybe? It slid in,
getting wide, then narrow, wide, then abruptly narrow again and
again. Then it pulled slowly out even as Ethan continued to fuck
me!

“Jam yourself into her to the balls, then
grind yourself against her,” the voice said.

I gasped as Ethan did just that, his
cock-head deep inside me as his cock sort of twisted around a
little while his hips moved.

I cried out as he yanked my hair again.

“Don't pull sharply except to get her
attention,” the voice said. “Just apply a steady pressure to remind
her who's in control.”

It was that Steele guy for sure! Some old guy
was standing there watching Ethan fuck me and giving him
instructions on how to do it! Holy shit!

And I couldn't even complain!

“Now reach under her hip. You've got long
arms. Slide your fingers in under her and see if you can feel her
clit and give it a rub.”

This was sooo embarrassing!

I could only kneel there gasping and moaning
as Ethan fucked me in front of some strange man!

I moaned despite my embarrassment as he did
just as he was told, sliding his hand under me to rub my
clitoris.

“Now ram her. Show her who's the man. Destroy
that pussy,” the man said.

I cried out as Ethan began to hammer himself
into me, using his cock like a thick spear of flesh as he yanked it
back then drove himself into me with hard, powerful strokes and
made my entire body shudder and tremble.

“Pull up a little more.”

I moaned dazedly as the pull on my hair grew
worse and forced my head up and back. The stinging pain to my scalp
was enough to force me to rise up, to use my stomach muscles to
lift my upper torso up even as he continued to pound me from
behind!

“Beautiful tits on her,” Steele's voice
said.

I felt a hand, a large male hand fondling my
breast, kneading and squeezing it. Since Ethan's hands were on my
hair and pussy I knew that had to be Steele, and felt a wild rush
of confusing emotions. My whole body was shuddering and shaking as
Ethan hammered me, and my pussy was burning as his fingers
rubbed.

“Look at that flush,” Steele said. “This hot
little babe is ready to come again. Come for your master,
slavegirl,” he said, squeezing my breast.

Fuck this was so sick and crazy and
perverted!

But my embarrassment and self-consciousness
couldn't fight the raw, wild heat gripping my body and mind,
especially since my mind was shell-shocked by the incredible power
of the previous orgasms and the incredible dark thrills I was
experiencing. I came. Again!

God it was so good! Sooo good! I let myself
float atop the screaming wall of pleasure, reveling in the way my
body was completely filled with soaring passion and sexual
release.

*

After that, after, I guess, Ethan came inside
me. I was rolled over onto my back and my legs spread. Then Ethan
licked my pussy while Steele watched and gave him pointers. The
mouth of my sex was still sore and achy from having straddled that
weird platform thing. It felt a little bruised, so it was even more
sensitive than usual.

And this Steele guy clearly knew how to lick
pussy because Ethan was improving by the minute!

“You have to pay attention to her reactions,
very close attention. Watch how her muscles move, listen to her
breathing. Test to see how she responds to different types of
stroking and licking and sucking. There's no set instruction book
to women. They all have different reactions and preferences.”

Ethan's hands were on my thighs, so the hand
casually caressing and squeezing my breast was Steele again. His
fingers rolled and stroked my nipple as I lay there moaning and
confused, then he talked again, and Ethan slid two fingers inside
me.

“Always press upward,” he said. “Don't just
push them in and out. You want to caress the inside of her abdomen,
find her G-spot. It's just behind the clitoris. It's actually where
the clitoris presses against the wall of her sex so you can rub and
tap it from the inside while you're licking on the outside.”

It was super weird to have someone, a
stranger, a man, talking so calmly and clinically about my naked
body as I lay there being fingered and licked! It was like I was
some kind of display mannequin or something and he was teaching a
class!

But under his calm direction Ethan managed to
lick me to still another orgasm. It was intense enough to override
my embarrassment and force my hips to buck and twist as I arched my
back repeatedly.

And knowing some strange man was watching was
both daunting and, strangely, darkly exciting.
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Ethan didn't take the blindfold off until we
were back in the back yard. Then he also unhooked my wrists from
the back of the collar. Wisely, he didn't remove the gag, as I
glowered fiercely at him, then found my clothes and yanked them
on.

I was mad! I was... indignant! I was
outraged! I was embarrassed! We were through!

“Before you start yelling you should think
about things,” he said. “This was really hot and exciting and you
came like a half dozen times. And no harm from it. He's not gonna
gossip about you, and neither am I. So what if he saw you naked?
You got a hot body. You should do porn or something, or maybe be a
stripper. You'd make a fortune.”

“Fuck you!” I shouted.

It was hard to make myself understood through
the gag but I think I succeeded.

I made him take off the collar and restraints
and then the gag, then left, refusing to ride with him. I walked,
fuming, for some time, then called an Uber and went home and had a
shower.

I resented the hell out of him exposing me to
some strange guy like that! Who did he think he was anyway!?
Arrogant bastard! Sure he was big and powerfully built and
gorgeous. So? And sure I'd had multiple orgasms. So!?

I kept remembering Steele's calm voice, like
what he was seeing was nothing special. That made me indignant too!
Old fart probably hadn't seen a girl as hot as me in decades! And
how did I know he hadn't fucked me!? He'd sure shoved his cock down
my throat!

A big cock, too... Bigger than Joshua's. God,
it was weird being fucked between two guys like that! Hot and wild
too, of course...

What did Steele even look like!? I should at
least know what he looked like since he'd face-fucked me! The
bastard!

The next day at work I called the office and
talked to Jenny. I kind of casually asked what the address of Mr.
Steele was since I'd helped Ethan out at his place the other day.
And I got his full name! It was Jacob! With his name and address I
tried a google search, and sure enough, there he was!

He was listed on some site that talked about
something called a private equity firm – whatever the hell that
was. I didn't really care. All I cared about was there was a
picture of the guy who had shoved his big cock down my throat and
groped me and watched Ethan fucking me.

He was yummy!

He didn't look that old at all! He was big
and broad-shouldered, with a square jaw and these incredibly
piercing blue eyes! He had thick brown hair that looked very soft,
and a light mustache and beard that gave him a kind of
sophisticated – if slightly sinister – look.

Well, maybe not sinister, but definitely
intimidating. My half-formed thought that I'd confront him and give
him a piece of my mind kind of died out. Just looking at this guy I
knew he wasn't someone who took shit from anyone!

Had he done more than shove his cock into my
mouth? The mental image of this guy fucking me filled me with a
sense of breathless wonder. He was almost as big as Ethan and
definitely sexier and more sophisticated – and richer.

I thought about going to his place anyway and
confronting him. The thought was scary! Not that I thought he'd
attack me or anything. But... if I went there and yelled at him and
called him names... would he want to do something? Like... spank
me!?

The thought made me squirm.

But no way. I wasn't that brave!

I have to admit that thinking about him,
though, made me less angry at Ethan. It also made my memories of
what had happened seem... hotter. I wondered what else he could
teach Ethan.

Ethan had been texting and calling me, of
course, trying to get me to forgive him. He hadn't been abject
enough, though. I hadn't quite decided whether to answer or not. He
was freaking hot, after all. I had half decided to let him make it
up to me but put him on notice that nobody else was to get to touch
me or see me without my permission.

Now... now I was reconsidering. And I know
that sounds incredibly slutty. I felt incredibly slutty to be
reconsidering it. But the thought of this Steele guy watching me
being fucked made my chest tighten so much and my pussy throb so
much that it was almost irresistible.

So I finally replied to Ethan's texts,
grudgingly letting him apologize and allowing that maybe we could
get together again at some point.

Eventually I let him persuade me to see him,
privately deciding there'd be no sex, and maybe just a little
kiss.

He showed up early at my place. And to my
astonishment, he was wearing a suit! A three-piece suit! I'd never
seen Ethan in a suit before. I would have sworn he didn't
have a suit!

“Why are you in a suit?” I asked, startled,
and more than a little impressed.

Ethan's broad shoulders looked good in a
suit!

“Guy can't wear a suit now and then?”

“I... well, but you never do – .”

“You know everything about me?”

“Well...”

He pushed me back against the wall just
inside the door, then, firmly, not roughly, leaned in and kissed
me. It was a really good kiss! It started soft, but grew more
passionate, and when I remembered I was supposed to be making him
work for my forgiveness and tried to twist free he put that big
hand around my throat again, up under my jaw, to pin me in
place!

Instead of feeling angry or indignant I felt
a breathy sense of rising hunger as his lips grew more demanding.
My hands had risen instinctively to grab at his wrist, but now
pushed feebly against his big chest instead.

He drew his lips back and I gulped in
air.

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

I scowled, but then I did it, and he kissed
me again, still holding firmly to my throat!

I felt my nipples tingling inside the cups of
my bra as my head swam with confusion. Then I realized something.
He was taking Steele's advice! No way Ethan would show up in a suit
otherwise!

What else had Steele told him to do!? I felt
a sense of eagerness to find out!

He eased back, then gripped my t-shirt and
peeled it up and off. I gasped but didn't fight him. He reached
down and undid my jeans, then pushed his hand down into them and
down into my thong. His other hand gripped my throat again as he
began to kiss me once again.

His fingers found my clitoris and his tongue
darted and dipped into my mouth as I felt my heart beating faster
and faster!

He spun me around towards the side of the
stairs. He took a length of soft rope from his pocket and tied my
wrists together before I could protest, then lifted my hands up and
back and tied them to the railing above me!

He stripped me naked, then knelt and began to
ravish my pussy with his long tongue! God! This was not something I
could resist! His tongue and lips and fingers soon had my hips
bucking and jerking as heat swept through my body. My mind began to
get fuzzy as a feverish heat crept over me, and I was lost to
whatever he wanted to do!

What he wanted to do, apparently, was fuck me
up against the wall. He dropped his pants, stood before me, gripped
one of my legs and lifted it up and apart. Then he fit the nose of
his cock against my now very slick opening and, while I just stood
there gasping and panting, flushed and overheated, pushed himself
into me!

He lifted both my legs up and held them in
the air as his cock began to drive into me, then lifted them up
higher, all the way back, shoving my legs back against the wall and
railing over my head while his cock pounded me!

I came three times in quick succession,
shuddering and shaking and crying out in helpless pleasure, my mind
swimming in sexual passion and hunger as this big man drove his
hips against my upturned buttocks and his big cock deep into my
quivering belly!

He looked way too smug afterward, but I was
dazed and bedraggled and couldn't really complain a lot.

“I brought you a little present, slave girl,”
he said.

“I'm not your slave girl,” I groaned.

He went to the door and opened it, then bent
and picked up something he'd left there and brought it back
inside.

“Untie me,” I said. “My parents might be home
soon.”

He snorted, then opened the box and took
out... what the fuck?

It was a collection of black straps held
together with metal rings. But there was also some kind of black
dildo and... a smaller mushroom-shaped thing attached to one of the
straps.

He spun me around and slapped my butt.

“Push your beautiful ass out at me.”

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Obey.”

I glared over my shoulder but did it. A
moment later I felt pressure against my butt.

“Oh! What are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want. Your body belongs to me,
after all.”

“It does not!”

The mushroom thing pushed into my ass,
stretching the opening before slipping inside. The dildo,
meanwhile, was pushing up into my pussy. It was a good size, but
not as thick or as long as Ethan, so it slid in comfortably.

He lifted up this mass of straps along my
abdomen and up between my buttocks, then drew a strap across my
hips to go completely around my abdomen and fasten tightly
together. This was attached to other straps that went up my back
and up my stomach to more straps which were arranged in a pair of
circles. He drew those up around my breasts. Then the straps went
around my chest and over my shoulders.

He tightened the straps up around my breasts
so they kind of squeezed in around the base of both breasts, then
tightened the one that went down between my legs so it dug into me
very firmly!

“I suppose that Steele guy gave you this!” I
gulped.

He didn't talk. Instead he replaced the rope
around my wrists with leather restraints, then drew them behind me
and locked them together.

He gathered my hair in behind my neck and I
gasped as he used it to pull and push me across to where the hall
mirror was so I could see myself.

I looked hot! I looked outrageously sexy and
sexual!

“Now that's what a sex slave should look
like.”

“I'm not a sex slave,” I gulped.

I spent the next half hour acting like one,
though! On my knees in front of him sucking and licking his cock
and balls!

Afterward, we went to my bedroom, and he
began to open my drawers, looking at things.

“What are you doing!?”

“Considering how to dress my slave.”

He put a thin black crew-neck sweater with
long sleeves. Then he had me put on a pair of tight jeans.

“Hmm, yes. You look cute. And unless someone
looks carefully they can't tell you have anything on
underneath.”

“Including a bra,” I said.

“The straps work like a bra so your breasts
won't move around that much. If your nipples weren't so hard nobody
would notice.”

“The straps don't work like a bra! They
squeeze around the base of my breasts so they stick out more!”

“But nice and firm,” he said with a grin,
squeezing my breasts.

We drove to MacDonalds and I nervously sat on
one of their uncomfortable plastic chairs at one of their
uncomfortable little tables while Ethan wolfed down a big Mac. I
had a salad.

It felt very weird moving around with the
dildo up inside me and the straps digging into me. It felt very,
very sexual. It was impossible to ignore the straps as they
squeezed in around the base of my breasts and dug into my pussy.
Not to mention the dildo felt weird inside me as I walked.

Ethan wouldn't take the wrist restraints off
either, nor the ones he'd put around my ankles. The jeans hung down
low enough to hide the latter, and the sleeves of my sweater
covered the former. They, along with the rest of the getup, made me
feel very self-conscious and worried someone might notice
something.

I mean, under the jeans and sweater I was
dressed like some kind of kinky bondage slut!

Was that what I was becoming!?

A couple of girls I knew showed up and
wandered over; Holly and Amanda. My mind squirmed as they stood
over us chatting about things and I did my best to kind of slouch
to keep my breasts from sticking out against the sweater.

God! What that would do to my reputation if
they saw the wrist restraints or the straps underneath the
sweater!

Fortunately, neither seemed to find anything
amiss. That was partly because Ethan flirted shamelessly with them.
I glared at him as they went away.

“What? You can fuck my friends and I can't
flirt with yours?” he asked innocently.

My face heated. “I didn't choose to fuck
Joshua! That was you!”

He shrugged like that didn't matter.

He drove me back home, where my parents had
already arrived. That made me anxious and nervous again, but
neither seemed to see anything wrong with how I was dressed.
Fortunately! Instead they flattered Ethan about his suit, and he
stood there arrogantly, smirking at me.

I did my best to keep my arms in close. If I
stretched them out the sleeves of my shirt would pull up to show
the leather restraints. I didn't think that would go over very
well.

Of course, he wasn't allowed up to my room –
which was kind of a joke given what he'd done to me already – so we
went downstairs to the rec room to watch some TV. He put some
effort into kneading and stroking my breasts through the thin
sweater – with a wary eye on the stairs.

And... he got me to say some nasty, degrading
stuff – somehow. I mean, yes, he twisted my nipples when I refused,
and jerked on my hair, but it wasn't like I really had a problem
saying it so much as.... well, I wanted him to make me do it. Don't
ask me why. My mind wasn't really being very logical. The idea of
saying dirty things was... exciting, in a dark, nasty, kinky
way.

But I didn't want him to think that! I wanted
him to think he was making me! Does that make sense to you?

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he ordered in a
soft voice.

I remained aloof until he jerked back on my
hair.

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm... your bitch,” I gasped softly.

“Say I'm your bitch, Master Ethan.”

“I'm your bitch, Master Ethan. Ow!”

He released my hair and caressed my
breasts.

“Say I'm your slut, Master Ethan.”

I felt myself getting tight-chested and
breathless.

He pinched my nipple and I squealed –
softly.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, Master Ethan!” I gasped.

“Say you're my sex slave.”

His hand slid up around my throat and
squeezed slightly.

“I'm your sex slave, Master Ethan!” I
moaned.

“Say you're my little fuck toy.”

I moaned as he squeezed my throat a bit, even
as he leaned in to nibble at my ear.

“I'm your little fuck toy, Master Ethan!” I
half-whispered.

My pussy was squeezing down around the dildo
inside it and I could feel myself getting wet and hot down
there.

He had me say all kinds of deliciously nasty
things while my body pulsed with excitement.

“I should strip you naked and fuck you up
against the wall,” he growled, nibbling on my throat.

“While you're parents watched.”

“Eeww! That's sick!”

“So they'd know I owned you.”

I wanted to say he didn't own me, but I held
my tongue.

After a while we told my parents we were
going over to Joshua's and went back to his truck. No sooner were
we out of sight of the house when he told me to open my pants. I
did, and he let his hand plunge down inside.

The strap that went down between my legs was
actually two straps. The one with the dildo and butt thing attached
went down between my buttocks and up along the line of my sex, then
it ended, attached to a metal ring. Another leather strap was
attached to the other side of that ring, going up to the one around
my waist.

The ring, then, was over the top of my sex,
over my clitoris, and it let his fingers rub me there as my
clitoris throbbed and swelled as I became more and more
breathless.

“Take your pants off.”

“What!?”

I stared around us.

“No one is going to notice.”

“What if we get in an accident!?”

“Let's hope that won't happen.”

“Ethan!”

“Do it, Slave, or you'll get a spanking
that'll turn your ass red.”

I squirmed both mentally and physically, but
pushed my jeans down my legs and off.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed and his hand returned, stroking and
rubbing my clitoris as the heat began to throb more and more
intensely inside me. I looked around anxiously, too. I mean, the
other cars couldn't see me below the shoulders, I suppose. But
people on a sidewalk might be able to – thought only for a split
second as we drove past.

“Take your top off.”

“I can't do that!”

“Yes, you can.”

“Someone will see!”

“Who? Your tits are below the level of the
door.”

“Only barely!”

“The windows are tinted.”

“Not very!”

“And it's starting to get dark. Do what your
master orders you, Slave.”

“But... where are we going?!”

“Wherever. I make that decision. I'm the
master.”

“Ethan!”

I took the sweater off, and then was even
more self-conscious and anxious. I slumped down as I watched the
traffic around us, what there was of it. Now he could fondle my
breasts as well as rub my pussy, and despite my anxiety I was
getting hotter and hotter.

Fortunately, there wasn't a lot of traffic.
Then we turned off into a park, one along the river, and parked.
Ethan turned to me, roughly gripped me by the hair, and half
dragged me across the center console to kiss me as his other hand
fondled my bare breast.

We spent a minute or so doing that, then he
eased me back, but turned me away from him, pulled my wrists
together behind me, and locked them there.

“What are you doing?” I gulped.

He grinned and got out of the car, then went
around to my side and opened the door. I gasped, staring around us,
and only noticed what he was doing as he did it. He was sliding a
collar around my neck! I felt my heart pounding as he fastened it
behind my neck. But then he snapped a leash to it and pulled me up
out of the car!

“Ethan!” I gasped.

“Let's go for a walk.”

“Are you insane! I'll get arrested!”

“Oh, not very likely.”

And there wasn't a thing I could do! He was
way bigger and stronger and heavier than me and he just pulled on
the leash so I had no real choice but to stumble along after him!
We walked across the grass to a path that ran alongside the river.
There was a fence there, and he leaned against it.

“Nice out this evening. Look at the sun
setting.”

“It's already set,” I hissed, staring around
me.

It was still bright enough to see by, though.
And we weren't alone in the park! There was a couple sitting on a
bench along the path a few hundred feet away. A couple more people
sitting on the grass a little further off, and a man leaning on the
railing throwing pebbles into the river in the other direction.

They would all be able to see us, but... not
clearly. I mean, I could see them but I couldn't tell what they
were wearing. So they shouldn't be able to see what I was – or
wasn't wearing. Theoretically!

Unless they came closer!

Or unless – .

“Ethan!” I gasped as he turned and began to
walk along the path.

“Let's go for a nice walk.”

“Ethan!”

Again, it wasn't like I had a choice! And if
I struggled hard that would just draw attention to us! Which meant
that as he strolled along the path, his hand gripping the leash, I
had no choice but to stumble along behind him, worse than
naked!

It's not like it was dark out yet, either! It
was dusk, and I could see a man ahead of us as we walked towards
him!

“That man is going to see me!” I gasped.

“I'm sure he'll appreciate the sight. You're
really hot and sexy.”

We got closer and closer. The man had now sat
back on a bench and was leaning back, legs crossed, arms along the
top of the bench as he watched the river. But his head turned
towards us as we came closer and I dropped my eyes to the ground,
my face flaming.

“Nice view,” Ethan said.

“Even nicer now,” the man replied.

I recognized the voice! I jerked my head up,
then dropped my eyes again.

It was him! It was Steele!

That was... a relief, in part. I mean, I'd
never met him before, nor even seen him before, but... in a weird
way, he was at least familiar. I mean, I knew he'd already seen me
naked and... doing stuff. He'd already fondled me. I'd had his cock
in my mouth!

And now he was right there sitting in front
of me while my mind twisted and squirmed and my face threatened to
burn off!
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“Head down. Nicely modest. Although, her
breasts look better with her shoulders back,” he said.

Crack!

I gasped as Ethan slapped my bottom!

“Shoulders back, slave!”

I felt myself tremble, and had no idea what
to do! The easiest thing was to draw my shoulders back! I could
still look down at the ground then. Or at least, I could until
Ethan gathered my hair in behind my neck and jerked my head up and
back.

Ohmygod! This was sooo humiliating!

“Lovely,” Steele said. “She's got the body of
a goddess.”

I felt a helpless little rush of pleasure at
his words despite my embarrassment.

And even my embarrassment felt weird. This
guy had licked my pussy and made me come! I'd sucked his cock! He'd
watched Ethan fucking me! He might have even fucked me himself for
all I knew!

I think I was more confused and embarrassed
about all of that than him seeing me now!

Crack!

I winced at the slap.

“Say thank you,” Ethan said.

Talk to him!? I couldn't talk to
him!

Crack!

“Do as your master orders, slave girl.”

OMG!

“She'll take a good deal more training and
discipline before she obeys you without question,” Steele said.

Yeah, like that was ever going to happen!

I gasped as Ethan jerked back on my hair
more, and his other hand came around me, his fingers finding my
clitoris and rubbing it through the little ring.

“Say thank you,” he ordered.

“Tha-th-thank you!” I cried.

“Not like that. Say thank you master
Jacob.”

“Thank you, Master Jacob!” I moaned.

Ethan sat down next to Steele, then pointed
at the ground.

“Kneel, slave girl.”

I looked around wildly, then knelt. At least
kneeling I was less... visible!

“Spread your legs.”

I flushed and dropped my eyes but Ethan
jerked back on my hair and I gasped in pain.

“Slave girls who disobey are punished,”
Steele said.

This was sick! But despite my continuing
embarrassment a wild, breathless sense of thrilling excitement was
growing inside me.

I spread my legs apart.

“Wider, slave.”

I jerked my knees wider still. My entire body
felt... shaky, with a wild kind of pressure and stress inside
me!

Steele kind of nodded at Ethan, who undid his
pants and pulled his cock out. It was almost hard, and got harder
as I watched.

“Service your master, slave,” Steele
ordered.

Ethan jerked on my hair and I gasped, tilting
forward, then brought my lips almost dazedly down around his thick
cock. I let it push deep into my mouth, my pulse racing as the man
watched me, and then began to suck and lick.

“Spread your legs wider, girl. Always keep
your legs spread. It's an invitation to any man who wants to use
your body.”

That idea was so... outrageous!

But I spread my legs as I continued to bob up
and down on Ethan's cock, feeling a strange rush of almost …
unreality about this! I was kneeling naked in a public park sucking
Ethan's cock while a strange man watched me!

And... and I knew I'd done it before. But I
hadn't known then. This time I knew! It was all so wild and
confusing in my head! But that knowledge he'd seen me before, even
had his cock in my mouth, that kind of made it less...
mortifying.

Ethan pushed my head all the way down and I
gurgled as his cock pushed into my throat.

“Every inch, little sex slave,” I heard
Steele say. “No half measures for you.”

I gasped as Ethan let my head slide up and I
gulped in air. Then I continued to slide my lips up and down, going
all the way down again, until he pushed me up. He pulled harder on
my hair and I gasped in pain, forcing myself up off my knees. His
pull was making me climb up onto the bench, to straddle him!

The presence of Steele sitting next to him
and his eyes on me was... immense. I never looked at him, but I
knew he was there! I felt Ethan undoing the lower strap, and felt
the dildo sliding down out of me as he peeled the belt away. I sank
down on Ethan's cock and felt an incredible jolt of dark heat
inside me.

I began to breathlessly ride Ethan's cock as
Steele watched me, as Ethan kneaded my breasts, then began to suck
and lick on my nipples! My mind was filled with something like
stunned amazement I was doing this, and not even protesting!

And frankly, I don't know why but Ethan and
Steele both wearing three-piece suits made this even more exciting.
Maybe it was the comparison of my complete nakedness to their
nicely dressed gentlemen's suits. I don't know.

My body was positively trembling with sexual
heat and pressure as I rode his cock harder and faster, gasping and
moaning as I impaled myself again and again. Then I saw movement
out of my peripheral vision and jerked my head slightly, just
enough to see Steele's hand move forward and down to find my
clitoris, and rub me there.

I came, helplessly. The sexual pressure rose
in intensity like an explosive force and then I practically
screamed as it tore through me. I rode Ethan's cock frantically,
crying out at every drop, drunk on heat and pleasure as all my
inhibitions melted away!

The pleasure was overpowering, and my body
flared white-hot as my muscles spasmed wildly. The world around me
was lost as I turned all my attention and focus inward to wallow in
that massive flood of raw sensation!

I felt practically boneless afterward, limp,
dazed, and ready to melt down and just lay there in a breathless
mass of limp flesh as the afterglow filled me with contentment.

They, of course, had other ideas. I was
pulled back and off Ethan and back on my knees on the ground. Only
this time I was jerked aside, my leash given to Steele. Right away
that jolted my mind back to awareness as he undid his own pants and
pulled me in against him.

I hesitated only a moment, then my lips slid
down his cock and I began to suck him!

“Legs spread, slave girl.”

I moaned, shifting my knees apart on the
ground.

Ethan slipped off the bench then moved behind
me and I felt his cock rubbing up and down against me before
pushing in. So once again I was having sex with two guys at once!
The big difference here was I didn't even know Steele, and... he
wasn't a 'guy'! He was a man!

He casually, but skilfully fondled my breast
and stroked my nipple as I bobbed up and down his cock, while Ethan
thrust harder into my pussy, his hips now jarring my entire body as
they struck my bottom. This was all so wild and dark and nasty and
hot that I was almost immediately ready for another climax, as my
body burned feverishly!

And Steele pulled me up off his cock by the
hair, tilting my head back, then held it there, with my face
looking up at him, holding me in place, his eyes boring into mine
as the rest of my body shook to Ethan's hard pounding.

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

“I-I'm a sex slave!” I whimpered.

His other hand slid around my throat and my
eyes bulged.

“Master Jacob,” he said. “Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master Jacob!” I
gasped.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master Jacob!”

“Again, slave.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master Jacob!”

And then I came again, with his eyes boring
into mine, and his hand tightening around my throat so that the
explosive force of the orgasm seemed to echo around in my empty
skull with no way to escape! I trembled and shook as convulsions
wracked my body and my eyes rolled back in my head!

My hands were undone, or at least, the
restraints binding them together were unlinked. And Ethan and
Steele undid and removed the straps, including pulling that
butt-plug thing out of me.

I just sat there dazed, stunned, chest
heaving, eyes slit.

Ethan gave me a little push and I gasped and
fell back onto the dirt path and lay there looking up at them.

“Roll over, Slave,” Steele ordered.

I rolled over, still panting.

“On all fours.”

God, the world was just so strange right
now!

I got up on all fours, my bottom towards
them, hesitating.

“Crawl forward a foot or so. That's a girl.
Now, lower your chest and chin to the ground and keep your bottom
high.”

I felt another hot little jolt as I lowered
myself to my elbows, then lower still. My breasts were hot and
throbbing, my nipples hard as I pressed them into the ground and
then let my weight squeeze down on them.

“Pull your knees further forward,” Steele
ordered.

I obeyed, feeling a hot flood of mixed
embarrassment and heat at how... obscenely I was displaying
myself!

“Spread your knees to the sides. Spread your
arms to the sides.”

I winced as I obeyed. This was so fucking
degrading! But somehow, also so fucking hot!

“You want a big cock inside you, don't you,
girl?” Steele said.

I did!

“Yes, Master Jacob!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master Jacob!”

Don't get me wrong. I didn't think of myself
as a sex slave nor either of them as my master. I thought of this
as just something wild and hot and kinky to the point of incredible
excitement. And so I was going along with it.

But every time I spoke those words I was
ordered to I felt this weird, twisty sensation in my brain about
how deliciously exciting it was! That in spite of knowing how
outrageous it was and that it was shockingly degrading and I should
refuse.

And yet there I knelt with my ass in the air,
my legs spread, my sopping wet pussy feeling swollen and
vulnerable, and two men sitting on a bench behind watching me!

And then Jacob was on his knees behind me and
I thought – This is it! He's gonna fuck me! This man twice my
age I barely know! He's going to use me like a whore!

And that was what he did. But he pushed his
cock into my ass instead of my pussy. I gasped to feel him, then
gasped again as he gripped my hair and yanked it sharply. Every
time he yanked he drove his cock deeper. Then he started fucking
me, in and out, faster and faster, using longer, deeper strokes
until his hips were slamming against my buttocks.

And his right foot came forward and came down
on my head! It was so casual, so disrespectful, so... I don't know.
It should have angered me but instead I melted, my inhibitions
dissolving again as I just... let it all go, submitted to him and
dropped all sense of pride or restraint.

His cock pounded into me, impaling me again
and again as he used me like I was a whore or... a sex slave!

The pressure of his leather shoe on my head
forced it sideways, so my cheek was in the dirt. His foot shifted a
little so now it was on the top side of my face and I gasped and
grunted as he drove his cock into my ass with hard, powerful
thrusts.

I came again. The first time I'd ever come
just from being fucked in the ass. Then again, sobbing,
mind-blasted, drooling into the dirt as he continued to hammer into
me.

After he came inside me he got up and jerked
on the leash, pulling me onto all fours, then made me crawl out
onto the grass, and then back towards the car, with Ethan
following. I fucking crawled on the grass led by a leash,
naked! Fuck

At the car, they pulled my wrists back behind
me and locked them together, then lifted my ankles up and back and
locked them to my wrists.

The ball gag went back into my mouth, then
Ethan lifted me up and put me in the trunk of his car, then slammed
the lid closed.

I lay there in the trunk moaning low in my
throat, trying to get my head straight as Ethan drove off...
somewhere. I didn't know where we were going, and didn't really
care that much. I was trying to understand how I'd agreed to such
wild, kinky, slutty things in so short a time.

Well, agreed to would be a misstatement. I
hadn't agreed to anything. No one had asked me! But I hadn't
stopped it either.

And the heat was just so fucking
scalding!

The car stopped and the trunk opened. Ethan
filled the opening. He reached in and unlocked my wrists from my
ankles, then lifted me up over his shoulder and carried me into
Steele's house. We went down a flight of stairs and then into that
room – the one with the strange padded frames and straps and
chains!

The X-shaped frame that was up against the
wall turned out to be on a hinge and lowered flat like a table.
Then I was laid on it, my wrists and ankles spread and locked down.
And then they both left me alone.

The door opened. A woman came in!

I flushed hotly as she walked over to me. I
had no idea what she looked like. She was wearing a black leather
bodysuit that covered her all the way up to the neck. Then she wore
a kind of black mask – or hood. It covered the top half of her face
only, to just above the nose. There were large eye holes that
showed brown eyes and long lashes. There were also tall rabbit ears
on the thing.

I was astonished at the sight of her, gaping,
or well, would have been if the ball gag didn't keep my jaw open
anyway. I felt excruciatingly self-conscious and embarrassed! I
wasn't sure, but my first guess was she was that 'maid' that Ethan
said worked for Steele.

She looked up and down my body, then moved
away. She returned with a bottle of something and began to pour it
over my body. It was oily and warm and her hand spread it gently
over my body, over my breasts, along my arms and shoulders, then
down my belly and thighs and between my legs.

It was a thicker, slicker oil than the
sunscreen Ethan had used, coating my body fully and making it
glisten. Then her hands began to move over my body.

My mind squirmed, even if my body couldn't do
much. I tried to sort of ignore her, which was, of course,
impossible. Her hands moved slowly, in no great hurry, stroking and
caressing. They kneaded my breasts expertly, and rolled my nipples
between soft fingertips.

They skimmed down along my hips and smoothly
massaged my feet and then ankles, and then worked their way slowly
up one leg and down the other.

I... began to... relax.

Well, you can only stay on edge, super
embarrassed and uncomfortable for so long! And the woman certainly
had nice, soft hands and knew how to use them. I'd never done
anything with girls before, not really, just a little fooling
around for fun and jokes.

Nothing like this!

So that was kind of jarring and
uncomfortable, but not as uncomfortable as it might have been. And
it was a while before she began to focus on my pussy. When she did,
boy, did she know what to do! She didn't even penetrate me! Not at
first. She gently stroked and massaged the lips of my sex and the
surrounding skin, she slowly let her fingers sink between them,
sliding up and down the tight, thin cleft, and then began to
lightly brush my clitoris.

She teased me and backed off, teased me and
backed off, and my body started to respond, with my mind slowly
following.

By the time she started to slide the long,
slender fingers into the mouth of my sex I was panting!

And then Steele came back in, with Ethan
behind him. They stood on the other side of the 'table' and watched
as the woman continued her work. Steele then began a low
explanation, telling Ethan what the woman was doing, and even
giving some physical information, like anatomy.

It was clinical, and not at all excited. He
drew Ethan's attention to the flush of my face and chest, to my
rigid nipples and swollen breasts, and to the way my toes were
twisting and tightening.

All the while the woman just continued her
work as if not even noticing them.

Her fingers did a peculiar sort of brushing
thing to my clitoris, then rubbed harder in a different direction,
then 'brushed' me again, swiftly and repeatedly. Her fingers slid
up my body, kneading my breasts and rolling and stroking my
nipples, then moved back down again.

I felt... limp, warm, totally relaxed, except
for the pulsing heat and sensation coming from my pussy and the
tingling in my nipples.

The woman stopped and Ethan took over, being
guided by Steele. His fingers were not as good, nor as gentle, and
the woman took over again as he watched. Then he tried again as
Steele directed him.

The woman never spoke.

She took over again, and then thrust two
fingers deep, angling them up and back as the pad of her thumb
flicked up across my clitoris repeatedly.

I came at least a half dozen times as she
massaged and fingered me, the heat baking my mind as I twisted and
pulled against the restraints, arching my back and trembling
violently with muscle spasms.

Then she took out a tool. It had a short
handle, and a golfball-sized ball on its tip. She slowly pushed the
golf ball through the lips of my sex, and it started buzzing –
vibrating. As before, she was in no hurry. She let the ball slowly
push into me completely, then slowly pull free. All while her
fingers continued to work on my clitoris.

The sexual electricity began to crackle
through my body again, to the point I couldn't keep still, and had
to strain and writhe against the bonds. She calmly slid the thing
out of me, and then changed the way if it was vibrating, increasing
its speed and power. She brought it directly down on my clitoris,
rubbing it as her fingers slid into me to the knuckles.

I came, crying out again and again, back
arching, head rolling and thrashing as the sexual firestorm
consumed me.

And again. And again. And again. Ethan took
the thing, trying to do as she was doing, learning how to make my
body explode and drown my mind in heat and pleasure. She guided
him, demonstrating as Steele explained.

I was going out of my fucking mind!

I was drunk on heat, feverish with passion
and lust and the bubbling, boiling pleasure which kept roaring up
through my body.

The woman pushed three fingers into my
sodden, burning pussy, twisting and turning them, then a fourth.
And then, stretching me to my utmost so that I ached, she slipped
her whole oiled hand up into my pussy. And used it to drive me
insane, to drive me into screaming, thrashing, howling animal heat
until I literally passed out.

I have a dazed memory of being in a tub as
the woman bathed me. I was utterly exhausted. She got me dressed
and then, still silent, led me out to the front room, where Ethan
grinned at me and led me out to the car to drive me home.

“Hot night, huh?” he said. “I'm learning a
lot from Steele.”

Me too.

I just leaned my head back against the
headrest and closed my eyes.

“How many times you think you came this
evening? Ten? Fifteen?”

What an insane thought. But he wasn't
wrong.

“It can be good to be a sex slave,” he
said.

What an insane idea. But it had been an
insane night. And I felt like a hollow shell of myself. I ached
inside, both from that woman fisting me, and from all the intense
orgasms which had made my muscles spasm so wildly.

And I wasn't quite sure who I was
anymore.
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Saturday morning Ethan came and picked me up,
supposedly to go to a restaurant and a movie. Instead he drove me
right back to Steele's house! I half suspected it and my chest had
been getting tighter and tighter the more certain I was that was
where we were going. I didn't protest, though.

We went inside, and Ethan stripped me naked
then put those metal shackles on me again, along with the collar –
and the ball gag. Then he clipped a leash to the ring in the front
of the collar and led me out back.

I flushed as I saw Steele there, sitting by
the pool sipping a drink.

“Ah, here's our little sex slave,” he said.
“It's time to introduce her to a little discipline.”

He stood up and I gulped as I saw he held a
short, thin... stick in his hand! It seemed flexible and as he came
closer I saw it was wrapped in leather. I felt a jolt of anxiety at
this, but the dark, bubbling heat continued to grow.

“Now. You will be given an order,” he said to
me. “A very simple order. Your only requirement is to obey at
once.”

He turned to Ethan.

“When giving a slave orders you speak in a
firm tone, and be exact. We don't want her having to think about
things. We want her instant obedience.”

And then the … woman came outside. She was
about five years older than me, and blonde. She was naked, and
wearing the same collar and shackles as I was, along with high,
stiletto heels.

“I will give her an order. That will let you
observe what is required. Then when given the same order, you will
do the same.”

I looked at the stick a bit anxiously, my
emotions swirling already in the presence of him and the
blonde.

“Stand and display,” Steele ordered the
blonde.

She shifted her feet apart instantly, brought
her hands behind her neck, and arched her back, thrusting her
breasts out.

Steele turned to me.

“Stand and display,” he barked.

I gulped and stood as the blonde was,
flushing further, self-conscious of... well... displaying myself
like this!

He let the tip of the stick slide up and down
across my taut breasts then moved around behind me.

“Push your bottom out more, Slave,” he
ordered, slapping it with the stick.

I winced a bit, but tried to obey. I think it
was a bit unfair, though, given the blonde had stiletto heels on
and those were designed to push your butt out!

“Kneel and display.”

That was the same as standing except you
knelt. She did it and then I did. Then we were on all fours, where
I got a stinging little blow from the stick because my head wasn't
up and back. Then on my knees and elbows. Then on my face with my
bottom up like when he'd fucked me in the ass the other day.

After that we knelt by sitting on our heels,
legs spread wide, of course, and this time hands on our outer
thighs. Then we had to squat, with our knees spread, and our hands
on top of our heads. She managed it easily, but again she was
wearing the stiletto heels. I had to try to prop myself on the
balls of my feet, which required a lot more effort at maintaining
balance.

After that we lay back, feet flat on the
grass, spreading our knees wide, then raised our hips up and
propped them up with our hands. Talk about displaying yourself!
Then we lay flat, heels next to our buttocks, hands under our
necks, and arched ours back sharply.

I winced as Steele let the tip of the little
stick slap against my breasts, especially against my nipples.

“A slave girl obeys instantly and expects
punishment if she fails to do so,” he said.

I'm not a slave girl, I thought. But it was
super hot pretending! All the time I was moving and changing and
positioning myself I was feeling this bubbling excitement and dark
heat at being so sexual around people!

He put me next to the blonde, then and
started repeating his orders, one after another after another. I
jumped and twisted and knelt and rolled over and re-positioned
myself as fast as I could. While the blonde seemed to do it
effortlessly, I had a little more trouble, and got stinging little
blows from his stick.

I was also getting exhausted and hot and
sweaty!

Steele set a pair of bowls on the ground a
couple of feet apart, and motioned to the blonde.

“Drink, Slave.”

She was already sitting on her heels, as I
was. Now she dropped forward onto all fours, crawled a foot or two,
then dropped onto her elbows, bringing her bottom high and knees
wide as she began to drink from the bowl. I stared at her in awe. I
mean, seriously! Holy fuck! Like she was an animal or
something!

Steele removed the ball gag from my mouth and
pointed.

“Drink, Slave.”

OMG!

Gulping breathlessly, I slid forward onto my
hands and knees, crawled a bit, then, blushing hotly, lowered
myself to my elbows and lowered my head until I could drink from
the bowl.

Crack!

I gasped in pain as the stick cut across my
bottom.

“Always keep your knees wide and your bottom
high, slave,” he ordered.

I shifted my knees wider as I drank.

Ethan knelt behind me and Steele knelt behind
the blonde. I felt his cock rubbing up and down against my very
moist opening, then moaned in dark pleasure as he entered me. His
hands caressed my buttocks and slid over my hips as he began to
pump, slowly, then deeper and deeper until he was buried inside
me!

This was so nasty!

I forgot to drink as I reveled in the feeling
of fullness, in the dark, slutty wickedness of what I was doing. My
pulse was racing as Ethan fucked me, and as I noted the blonde
girl's body starting to shudder to the sharp blows of Steele's
hips.

Then he and Ethan pulled out, shifted over,
and he thrust into me while Ethan fucked the blonde. It wasn't the
first time Steele had fucked me – I think, depending on if I
counted him fucking me in the ass. But it was the first time I had
seen Ethan fucking someone else, and I was far from sure I liked
that!

But Steele knew how to use his cock. I'll
give him that. He drove himself into me with hard, deep, determined
strokes that had me pulsing with heat in no time. I gasped as he
caught at my hair, jerking on it, as he slapped my bottom, and as
Ethan did the same to the blonde!

They shifted again, and now it was Ethan
fucking me, slapping my bottom, jerking on my hair. God this was
sick!

And I came, crying out in wanton pleasure,
filled with passion and lust and heat as Ethan rammed his hips into
my buttocks hard and fast! Yes, my scalp ached as he yanked on my
hair, but I didn't care! The pleasure was too intense!

After that, I lay on my back and Steele
ordered the blonde to kneel and then lick my pussy. That caused me
some anxiety because it suggested I'd have to do the same for her
at some point! But feeling her tongue and what she was doing with
it drew me in completely, mesmerizing me and sending waves of
pleasure through my body!

Then she shifted around, straddling my face,
and lowering herself. With her pussy against my mouth and her mouth
on my pussy, she began once more and I had to imitate her!

This would have been wild and intense enough,
having full out lesbian sex with a woman I didn't even know. But
having Steele and to a lesser extent Ethan watching just made it so
much more over-the-top hot and insane!

We were sixty-nining there on the lawn, and
her skill at oral sex had my hips jerking and bucking and spasming
long before I could have much impact on her with my own tongue.
Then we had to apply oil to each other, which was also weird, and
then she lay atop me, positioned her pussy against mine, and sort
of ground us together until I came yet again.

Then it was back to positioning myself, with
the stick snapping down on my bottom whenever I didn't do it fast
enough or get the position right.

We went inside, then. The blonde and I were
gagged, and prepared lunch together. Then we served it to Ethan and
Steele at the table. They removed our gags and had us kneel,
sitting on our heels, next to them, then every now and then, Steele
and Ethan would reach out and feed us a piece of something, letting
us lick it from their fingers.

Sick! Wild! Insane! Outrageous! Degrading!
And thrilling!

After lunch we went downstairs to what I
thought of as his dungeon. My wrists restraints were lifted up and
apart and chained in place. Then my ankles were pulled apart so I
was on the balls of my feet and also chained in place.

The blonde picked up a vibrator. It looked
like the one she'd used on me the other day, with the golf ball
type thing on the end, and turned it on. She ran it up and down
along my naked sex, more and more firmly, eventually dipping it up
inside me, in and out, in and out, while she let her thumb rub my
clitoris.

I was soon feverish with heat again, writhing
and twisting and straining, gasping for breath around the
ball-gag.

“Now, when whipping or flogging your slave,
you need to bear in mind just how much pain you want to give her,”
Steele was saying behind me.

What!?

“Also how much of a mark you want to leave on
her body. You don't need to cause much pain to set a lesson in her
mind. And it's better, especially at the start, to give pleasure
instead of pain. Nevertheless, a little light flogging or whipping
can be instructive, and, given the right stimulation, and the right
state of mind, lead her deeper into slavery.”

What!?

It was hard to think or care about what he
was saying with the way the blonde was making my body burn. But
then she eased back with the thing as Steele and Ethan moved behind
me.

A moment later I felt a sort of blow across
my bare back. I say 'sort of' because it felt so weird. It wasn't
so much a blow as a couple of dozen thin little slaps and stings. I
gasped anyway, distracted as the blonde pulled her vibrator back,
twisting my head around to see... to see...

Steele was holding a whip! It had a foot-long
handle, and then a whole bunch of thin black laces about twenty
inches or so long! He'd just hit me with it! And he did it
again!

I gasped as the thing landed, the thin laces
spreading out to snap down against the soft flesh of my back.

“You use your wrist as much as your arm,”
Steele was saying. “You want it to snap a little, but not too much
at first. And you want the laces to spread out as you swing your
flog.”

It hit again, and again, and then lower down,
again, then on my bottom, then again, then higher and higher! I
gasped and jerked and flinched at each blow, but at the same time
felt a wild, thrilling wave of dark heat at the idea I was being
whipped!

Especially since it didn't hurt much.

It did sting a little, though, and there were
a lot of little stings because there were a lot of little laces.
And then Ethan took it and I felt another strange dark jolt as he
began to hit me with it! The blonde thrust the vibrator up between
my legs again, grinding it against me as Ethan experimented with
flogging me.

He and Steele weren't hitting hard but my
skin was starting to feel all-over warm and tender as the laces hit
repeatedly. But the way the blonde was letting the golf ball
vibrator thing push completely up inside me, then pull out, then
push in again was making my hips jerk and grind helplessly.

Steele and Ethan moved around in front of me
then, and the blonde put the vibrator away. Instead she put this
thing on her hand, on the back of her hand, then knelt in front of
me. She started to lick me, and then turned on the thing on her
hand. It made her fingers vibrate as they rubbed and penetrated me,
and I gasped and moaned in dark hunger as Steele drew his arm
back.

I felt a shock-wave of heat and anxiety, then
the laces swept down across my breasts!

I cried out at the shock, at the stinging.
The little laces cut all across my breasts with a rain of stinging
little jolts that made my breasts burn! Then he did it again and
again, as he demonstrated for Ethan! Ethan took the flog and he
started in on me, and my breasts turned pink and began to get hot
and sore and tender as the flog landed again and again!

And I came, driven half out of my mind by the
blonde's tongue and vibrating fingers! I came with her fingers
jammed deep inside me, my hips bucking violently as Ethan swung the
flog excitedly down across my breasts!

Ethan stepped up then, excitement filling his
face, and dropped his pants, shoving his cock deep inside me. I
felt Steele's cock against my buttocks. Then he pushed himself up
into my ass! The two of them crushed me between them, their cocks
thick, hard, hot spikes of flesh as they drove up into my
belly!

They were rough and demanding, and I melted
between them. Or at least my mind did! I came several times as they
used my body, then again as the blonde knelt and licked me. Then
again as she used the vibrator on me. Then again as she fucked me
with a strap-on dildo!

I was everyone's bitch! And I loved it!

After that came more 'positions', rushing to
instantly obey and position my body as ordered. And then another
order, one the blonde instantly obeyed, but which I hesitated in
carrying out.

But I did.

I knelt, lowered my chest to the floor, just
as the blonde was doing, and began to lick Ethan's feet, just as
she was licking Steele's!

OMG! This was insanely perverted and
degrading!

The blonde and I then had to masturbate, side
by side, using big dildos, while the guys watched! Then we fucked
each other with a big, double-headed dildo, then did another
sixty-nine.

I'd never had a day so completely full of
sex! And it wasn't over yet!

Ethan had me call home and tell my mom I was
going to spend the night at Madison's. Then we made dinner for the
men, then knelt and let them feed us by hand again. After dinner we
relaxed a little by the pool, then me and the blonde gave the men
lap dances. She was really good! I watched her and then did what
she was doing, as we traded places several times between Ethan and
Steele.

Then it was positions again, rapidly shifting
through them to avoid getting a stinging blow from the riding crop.
Then back inside and into a kind of comfortable man cave room. It
was all glossy dark wood and heavy dark buttoned leather wing
chairs ottomans. And a stripper pole!

The blonde started, of course, and I was awed
by how good she was! And embarrassed at how amateurish I was as I
tried to imitate her.

Then me and her took turns giving the guys
blow jobs, then being taken doggy style.

And finally, we went upstairs to the attic.
It was pretty bare, and hot, but it had a big cage in it, like for
a really big dog. I gulped as I followed the blonde into it. Steele
closed the door and locked it, then he and Ethan went downstairs
and turned the lights out.

“Holy shit,” I said, looking around at the
dark attic.

There was a small window at either end, but I
couldn't see much of anything at first. Gradually, my eyes adjusted
to the light coming through the windows so I could see shadows, and
make out the blonde in the cage with me.

She was lying on her side with her knees
drawn up.

“How long do you think they'll leave us
here?” I asked.

I could just make out her blue eyes.

“All night.”

“Seriously!? They wouldn't!”

“Why not? It's comfortable enough.”

“But... I'm not sleeping in a cage!”

“You're a slave girl, a sexual animal,” she
said in amusement. “A cage is where you belong, animal.”

I flushed.

“What's your name?” I asked.

“Slave.”

“No, really.”

“Slave is the only name I need.”

“I mean, this is hot and kinky shit but...
you're not really a slave, are you?”

“Of course I am. Why would you think
otherwise?”

“Well, I mean, he doesn't keep you here
against your will, does he?”

“No. But I'm a slave anyway.”

“Does he, like, pay you?”

“What do you do with your days, slave girl?”
she asked.

“I'm not a slave girl,” I said defensively.
“I work for a lawn care company.”

“You find that exciting and satisfying?”

“No. But it pays okay.”

“This is a lot more exciting and satisfying,
isn't it?”

“Of course, but it's not like a job. I'm not
gonna get paid for it.”

“I get paid in lieu of a job,” she said.
“Officially, I'm his personal assistant. So I get paid as a
personal assistant. That's what I'll put on my resume eventually,
too. But instead of cutting grass I'm a slave girl, which is way
easier and way more fun.”

“But... isn't that like prostitution?”

She shrugged. “Having actual sex is only part
of the... job. And anyway, I like sex. I love sex. Master has
turned me into practically a nymphomaniac because he's so good. How
many orgasms have you had before this?”

I shrugged.

“How long have you been Steele's... slave
girl?”

“A year or so. Before that I had another
master.”

“You did?”

My eyes widened.

“He sold me.”

“Sold? As in like Steele paid money for
you?”

“Yes.”

“But... he didn't own you! How can he sell
you!?”

“You'll find out.”

“No I won't!”

“Like I said, you can cut grass or wait on
tables or sell jeans in a store or something. Or you can have wild,
exciting sex and travel around the world with rich men. I much
prefer that.”

“Ethan isn't rich,” I said.

“Once you're trained maybe Master will buy
you, or find you someone willing to buy you.”

“I live with my parents! I don't think I
could explain to them I was going to live with a master!”

“Then don't. You think I tell my family?”

“Look, this is kinky and hot and all, but I
wouldn't want to do it every day.”

“Because it's more interesting to cut grass
and weed flower beds?”

She had a point.
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The next morning we served breakfast, ate out
of their hands, then had a shower – together. Even though we
weren't putting on a show for the guys she still, once we were all
soapy, slid her thigh between mine and began to kiss me as she
ground our pussies together.

I didn't resist! She kissed me with passion
and hunger, and the feel of her slippery, soapy breasts against
mine and her pussy grinding against me drove me into orgasm very
quickly, then two more before she came too.

Then it was back to lap dancing, stripping,
oral sex, and fucking the guys. And then I was hung upside down
with my legs spread wide as Steele gave Ethan further tips on
flogging slave girls. That stung! It made my skin hot and tender
all over!

But I was so hot it didn't really matter, and
then the blonde fucked my ass with a strap-on while fucking my
pussy with a vibrator and drove me into multiple orgasms.

Then it was more positions.

The blonde went inside to do something. I sat
on my heels, legs spread, wrists locked behind my neck, elbows
back, nipples sore from being smacked with the flat tip of the
riding crop a number of times for not maintaining my position.

So now I was backed against a low post, the
collar attached to it, and my knees strained wide, with narrow
bands around them, pulling them apart and back, going behind the
post.

I was impaled on a vibrator, a big one, and
it was remote-controlled, so Ethan and Steele turned it on from
time to time to try to get me to the brink of orgasm before turning
it off again. To 'punish' me.

After a while it started to become just that,
because my frustration was getting worse and worse as my body
thrummed with sexual hunger and need.

And then a man came around the corner of the
house!

I gasped in shock and alarm, jerking against
the post, but unable to move! It was a big black guy! He was very,
very black, and he had his hair done in long dreadlocks which were
bundled together and hung down his back.

He had a large nose, a thin mustache and
beard, and an earring, and was wearing a brown uniform shirt and
carrying a bunch of stuff.

“Ah, Jerome. Welcome back,” Steele said.

“Hey, Mr. Steele,” the man said.

He looked at me... leered at me and I flushed
hotly, trembling, mortified. Yet he seemed to find my presence not
that shocking. Oh he was interested all right, but not terribly
surprised. He carried his stuff forward to the pool, then started
to clean it.

“The pool man,” Steele told Ethan.

The pool man had huge arms! He picked up a
very long-handled brush, and then moved around the pool, brushing
the sides of the pool. He tested the water for whatever it is pool
guys tested the water for, then did other stuff that involved
things like emptying the skimmer basket.

Meanwhile Ethan and Steele chatted about
various things, and turned the vibrator on and off.

My humiliation at having a strange man see me
like this took a while to pass. But eventually it began to, and the
sheer outrage of being exposed like this began to actually make me
hotter again! I mean, being exposed like this to a complete
stranger! And the fact he was a big, dark, powerfully built black
guy made it... no pun intended, very darkly sexual!

He was probably in his mid-twenties, and
every time he turned and looked at me I flushed again!

He was mostly intent on his work though,
adding this or that chemical to the water while I squirmed both
mentally and physically. When he was finished he came back to see
Steele.

“Pretty much done, Mister Steele,” he said.
“Unless you got anything else you need doing?”

He looked at me and I flushed again.

“No, the pool has been functioning quite
well, Jerome. You do good work.”

“A little harder to do with a hard-on,” he
said, leering at me.

Steele chuckled and Ethan smirked.

“Well, you can get rid of that before you
leave if you want.”

“Thanks, Mr. Steele.”

He moved over to me and my pulse raced as he
grinned down at me. He reached behind my head like he knew what he
was doing, and then undid the strap holding the ball gag in place!
He worked that out of my mouth even as he jerked his pants
down.

His huge black cock sprang up hungry and hard
and I gaped at it in disbelief!

Which made it perfectly easy for him to shove
himself into my open mouth!

I jerked against the post, my eyes wide, as
his cock pushed deeper into my mouth. It was thick and it was long
and my lips strained around it as it pushed across my tongue. It
eased back, then pushed deeper. My mind, sodden with a dark,
bubbling heat, began to sink into a strange sense of almost eager
acceptance despite my embarrassment and shock!

I gurgled as it pushed deeper, then pulled
back a bit before pushing still deeper. I stared along the length
of the thick, gleaming black cock, thick veins running along the
surface as it pushed further into my mouth.

I gasped as he gripped my hair, tilting it up
more, then pushed deeper still, his cock, now slick, entering my
throat. That made me moan in pain for his cock was really too thick
for that, but he pushed it forward relentlessly, inch after inch
pushing through my lips as I trembled and shook.

He buried every inch inside my mouth and
throat, his balls pressed against my chin as he ground himself
against me. He drew back, perhaps half its length, then thrust deep
again, then again, then again.

My head was pounding because as good as I was
at deep throating his cock was so thick it was almost impossible to
breathe! I began to get light-headed as he moved it in and out, and
only when he pulled it out entirely was I able to gulp in deep,
ragged breaths of air.

He rubbed his big black cock across my face
as I gasped for breath, then pushed himself into my open mouth once
more and drove himself deep into my throat. He reached down and
held my head in both big hands, then, and began to fuck his cock in
and out in smooth, steady strokes that had his big balls bouncing
against my chin.

I saw movement out of the corner of my eye.
Ethan had moved around so he could watch more closely from the
side, clearly excited as he watched the big cock pushing deep into
my throat again and again.

I think my throat stretched a bit, allowing
me to breathe a little better, and then the dark heat which had
been thrumming away inside me began to surge up through my body. I
stared along the length of that glistening cock as it moved in and
out, in and out, in and out. I felt it inside me, felt it sliding
up and down in my throat as he used me.

A strange sense of almost fascination took
hold of me as I stared at it, as my body unconsciously ground
itself down against the vibrator, and as I sank into a strange
sense of complete acceptance – even submission. My mind, or at
least, the part capable of much thought, was shutting down as my
body burned hotter.

He pulled out suddenly, his hand gripping his
cock, pumping it, and then a thick string of white semen sprayed
out over my face. Another, and another and another followed as I
sat there gasping, open-mouthed, eyes glazed.

“Fucking A!” I heard Ethan say.

I realized then that he was taking pictures,
or maybe a video. I didn't care. I lay my head back against the
post, gasping for breath, dazed. My body was still thrumming with
sexual energy as the man did his pants up and then took his tools
and left.

They released me from my tight position and I
slumped forward with a groan, bringing a hand to my sore throat and
rubbing it. I rubbed the come away from my eyes too and rubbed it
off my face, or at least, much of it.

“Kneel and present, Slave,” Ethan
ordered.

I groaned weakly, then gasped as he brought
the crop down across my bottom.

“Kneel and present!” he barked.

I hurriedly assumed the position, then the
next, then the next. He was faster with the crop now and he hit
harder! It stung! I had no time to think as I had to rapidly shift
from one position to another, trying anxiously to evade the sting
of the crop.

And then that wasn't even possible, for he
had me sit on my heels, put my hands behind my neck and arch my
back again. Only this time he brought the flat, flexible tip of the
crop slapping lightly but stingingly down across my nipples.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master Ethan!” I moaned.

He snapped the tip down against my nipple,
which stung.

“Louder, slave!”

“Yes, Master Ethan!” I cried.

He slapped it down again and again and again,
in rapid succession.

“You're a filthy little slut, aren't you?” he
demanded.

“I... I...”

The crop slapped down rapidly against my
other nipple and I gasped in pain.

“Aren't you, slave?”

“Yes, Master Ethan!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a filthy little slut, Master Ethan!”

Oh wow! This was nasty! But somehow, it also
felt almost... right. I was breathless, filled with a dark heat,
and still gripped by that strange sense of submission.

“You love cock, don't you, slut?”

“Yes, Master Ethan!”

“Say it, slut.”

He brought the tip slapping down on my nipple
a half dozen times.

Him calling me that was outrageous but
strangely thrilling on some dark level.

“I... I love cock, Master Ethan!” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master Ethan!”

“Face down, ass up.”

I threw myself down, raising my bottom high
and spreading my legs. I felt the flat tip of the crop rubbing
against my clitoris, the shaft easing in between the lips of my
sex.

“Hot little fuck toy. You were built to be a
sex slave, weren't you?”

“Yes, Master Ethan!” I panted.

“Say it, slut.”

“I was built to be a sex slave, Master
Ethan!”

Rushes of pleasure roiled my insides as he
rubbed my clitoris, but then he stopped and moved around in front
of me, his feet right in front of my face.

“Are you grateful for your training, slave
girl?” he asked.

“Yes, Master Ethan!”

“Show me how grateful you are.”

I had no idea what that meant, and cried out
as he brought the crop whistling down to smack hard against my
upraised bottom.

“Kiss me, Slave.”

Kiss him? Kiss him? I was face down on the
ground and – .

Crack! Crack!

“Are you disobeying your master, slut?”

Crack!

I moaned, feeling a sense of anxiety, my mind
sodden with heat trying to frantically understand. Then I eased
forward and kissed his foot.

“More, slave. Show me how grateful you
are.”

I kissed his foot again.

Crack!

“Lick, slave,” he ordered

Panting, moaning, I licked at his foot.

Crack!

“Harder! Long licks!”

Moaning, I obeyed.

Crack!

“Faster, slave.”

I licked at his feet harder and faster.

Crack!

“Keep your ass high and your legs
spread.”

I moaned, and kept licking, and felt fingers
at my sex, then rubbing against my clitoris. Something thick pushed
into me, the vibrator, and then began to buzz as it pumped. The
fingers continued to rub me, and I continued to lick, my body
getting hotter and hotter and flooding my mind with scalding liquid
heat.

The orgasm came, sweeping through me,
drowning me in a pleasure so deep and dark I thought I'd lose my
mind! My hips bucked back desperately as my mind was scrambled by
the shattering roar of pleasure, and all I could do for at least
half a minute was tremble and shake and grind my hips back.

I had no time to recover before they were
dragging me along the ground by the ankles, the two of them. They
lifted my ankles up and apart, and then fastened the restraints
that way somehow, so that I was suspended in mid-air.

My wrists were pulled down and apart, and
chained that way, then I was blindfolded and gagged.

Their hands moved over my body, soft, gentle
and oily as they spread what I guessed to be more of that edible
sunscreen all over me. The vibrator was pushed into my pussy again,
and a long dildo jammed down into my ass. Then I was left to hang
as they did something else.

My head started to pound as the blood rushed
to it, but after a bit of time that faded as my body got used to
being upside down.

A radio played, and now and then I heard
snatches of their conversation. Sometimes it was about me, and
sometimes it was about other things entirely, like sports.

I gasped as someone began to work the
vibrator. It wasn't them. I could hear them talking, so it must be
the blonde. Her tongue began to lick me as she pumped the vibrator
in and out, then she began to pump the dildo as well.

After several orgasms, she left me alone to
hang there gasping and panting weakly, the vibrator still
buzzing.

I was getting a little dazed and dozy from
hanging like that blindfolded when I heard a strange voice. I
gasped as I heard Steele talking to whoever it was, and heard Ethan
being introduced. It was another man I didn't know! And here I was
hanging like this with my legs spread obscenely wide!

This would have absolutely mortified me not
long ago. It was weird how quickly my mind seemed to have adapted
to having strangers seeing me naked and in perverted positions.

Then I realized it wasn't another man, it was
two! Fuck!

They didn't come closer. They were all over
where I had seen Ethan and Steele sitting. So in my mind I put the
four of them there sitting around talking and watching me!

And here I was utterly, obscenely
displayed!

“Nice tits on her,” one of the men said.

“Nice looking body all over,” the other
said.

“They look even better right-side up,” Ethan
said.

“That looks like a nice, neat little pussy,”
one of them said.

“It is,” Steele said. “Nice and tight
too.”

They moved closer and I trembled
anxiously.

“Looks nice and fit,” a male voice said.

A hand caressed my buttocks, squeezing and
stroking them. Then another hand squeezed one of my breasts.
Suddenly there were hands all over me! Eight male hands were
rubbing, stroking, massaging, squeezing and caressing my body at
the same time!

Fingers rolled my nipples, kneaded my breasts
and rubbed my clitoris. The vibrator and dildo pulled out of me and
fingers pushed into me in their stead, pumping and stroking and
turning and twisting as I hung there trembling.

The shock of this didn't so much ease as
shifted, morphed into something dark and powerful, until I wallowed
in all that touching, straining and writhing in my bonds as those
hands moved over me.

I was not thinking straight. I couldn't think
straight. Today had been too astonishing. I had never had a chance
to sit back and think about anything. I had been driven from one
shocking thing to another.

And now this, as long, thick fingers pushed
deep inside me, pumping and stroking and rubbing, as my clitoris
was stroked and massaged, as fingers rolled my nipples, squeezed my
breasts, kneaded my buttocks. Hands moved up and down along my
thighs and over my belly and down my back all at the same time.

Then the fingers pulled free of my pussy and
my ass, and what had to be cocks pushed down into me, two at the
same time! The other hands were still stroking and kneading and
caressing my body as those cocks began to thrust down into my
quivering belly in firm, steady strokes.

Were these the new guys!? I didn't know! I
didn't even know who was fucking me! And then I realized it didn't
matter. I didn't care. I just let my mind relax and wallowed in it
all

And of course, came, again and again,
overwhelmed with an almost animal heat both from the sensations and
the wicked sluttiness of what was happening.

After that they let me hang there for a while
longer while they sat around and chatted. After some time hands
lowered me onto my back on the ground and I lay there, more than
slightly dizzy. When I had adjusted Ethan put me through my paces
again, making me shift from position to position.

He didn't take the blindfold off and I didn't
either, kind of cringing at the thought of seeing the men I was so
exposed to. I shifted rapidly from position to position, feeling
self-conscious and embarrassed now that my mind had kind of
recovered.

Then he pulled the blindfold off and my face
went hot as I saw the two middle-aged men sitting next to Steele,
all watching me.

“Again, slut.”

I cringed at the word, but the sharp sting of
the crop made me fling myself from one position to another,
kneeling, standing, laying down. God, that was wild! Laying on my
back with my feet flat and legs spread wide and hips propped up by
my hands – and three men, two of whom were complete strangers,
looking right up my pussy!

Ethan had me give them lap dances, then. And
despite all I'd gone through today and yesterday I felt a sense of
awe and amazement at how outrageous this was. I said nothing, in
part because I was still wearing the ball-gag, but mostly because I
had no idea what to say anyway!

I ground myself against one of the men, a
slender, dignified man in a blue suit, and he casually fondled my
breasts as I did so. I could feel his cock starting to grow under
me as I turned and shifted and acted like a complete slut atop
him!

Then Ethan guided me to the other man, where
I had to repeat myself. He had a gray suit, and was bigger and
balder. But he too fondled my breasts, and even bit and sucked and
chewed on them as I ground myself against him.

This was so insanely slutty!

The guy I was grinding myself on unzipped his
pants and pulled his cock out. I didn't know if he'd fucked me
before but it was hard again if so. I stared at it anxiously,
uncertainly, but Ethan brought the crop down against my bottom and
I gasped, taking it in my hand and rising up, then sinking down on
it.

Fuck!

I moaned dazedly, riding his cock as he
sucked and chewed and played with my breasts. And then I did the
same to the other man.

I didn't even know their names!

I still had a ripple of small orgasms as I
rode them.

After that I had to go through my positions
again, first driven by one of the men, then the other, then by
Steele, then by Ethan again. And I had to lick their feet and shoes
to demonstrate my gratitude for their 'training'!
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I went home that night, more than slightly
stunned by all I'd gone through. It was a lot to try to process.
I'd spent all day letting men, men I barely knew or didn't even
know, treat me like the worst kind of skanky whore. And yet I'd
come so many times I couldn't even remember.

The whole day had been one of dark, thrilling
sexual heat, hunger and passion. Which excited me, which awed me,
which made my mind look back on individual things done to me with a
sense of wonder. It was also kind of strange in that I felt like I
should be outraged and even furious about some of that stuff.

That wasn't the way I should be letting
anyone treat me!

But it had all been so fucking hot!

I got a text from Steele, and it had a link
in it. I clicked on it and I gasped for it was a video of me being
face-fucked by that Black guy! I stared at the sight of his big
cock pushing into my mouth, watching it move deeper. I could see my
throat bulging as he tilted my head back and pushed his head
down!

God! I watched him fuck my mouth and throat,
his big cock glistening as it moved in and out, as it moved up and
down in my throat. With no blindfold this time there was no doubt
whatever that it was me! You couldn't even see that I was tied up
either!

I winced as he came in my face, but felt a
sense of amazement anyway. My nipples were hard and I could feel my
pussy thrumming as I shook my head at the sight.

Every hour another video arrived! Me face
down and ass up being fucked in the ass, a foot on my face. Me
being whipped! Me doing lesbian things with the blonde. Me hanging
upside down being fucked by the two strangers! Me giving them lap
dances and riding their cocks and sucking Steele and... it was just
one outrageous, pornographic scene after another!

And I masturbated furiously as I watched
them, coming each time!

I quit my job and went to work as Steele's
'personal assistant'. That just meant I spent all day naked at his
place. Little of that was outright sex, though. First, he put me
through my paces, throwing myself from one degrading and obscene
pose to another under threat of the crop. Ending with me licking
his foot in gratitude.

Then he had me exercise. He set the blonde to
teaching me stripping and pole-dancing. And when I was exhausted
and my muscles ached from that she taught me what she called erotic
massage. That was the stuff with the warm oil which had made me
come so much on Saturday, and which did so again now.

Then I had to do it to her. I had to lick her
to orgasms while she licked me. I had to spend half an hour giving
Steele a blow job, taking my time, rubbing my cheeks and hair over
his thighs, rubbing his cock against my lips and face, licking and
sucking at his balls and licking up and down his cock.

She taught me how to massage his cock, again
with the oil, to gently work him up but then back off so he didn't
come, then work him up again, and again, with my hands, with my
body, until finally he exploded between my breasts.

Every day I learned how to use my body to
give him and the blonde pleasure, and learned what incredible
pleasure my body could feel at their hands – and fingers – and
lips.

Ethan came around every day after work, and
he put me through my paces again, then fucked me. But he didn't
stay the evening. I spent the evening laying around the pool, or
the house with the blonde, who never told me her name.

Often someone would come over, a visitor, and
I would have to accept them seeing me naked, touching me, fucking
me. Every time it happened I felt a wild rush of anxiety and
embarrassment. But it always gave way to the most incredible dark
hunger and thrills.

One evening three men came over. I gave them
lap dances, then fucked them, then I was hung by my wrists and
flogged as they and Steele took turns experimenting with various
flogs to see how I reacted. Then single-tailed whips hissed down to
snap across my breasts and back and in between my legs! Those hurt
way more!

But my mind was so wrapped in dark hunger and
excitement it didn't seem so bad, especially with the blonde
fingering me and using the vibrator on me.

The three men fucked me together after that.
I straddled one and rode him while the second pushed his cock into
my ass and the third fucked my throat.

It was so wild! So insane! So outrageous!

After a couple of weeks of practice Mr.
Steele thought I was good enough to dance on the pole for his
visitors, and I did that before giving them lap dances, then
fucking them.

Then one evening he and the blonde and Ethan
took me to an actual strip club! There I had to do my stripping and
pole dancing in front of what seemed like hundreds of men! It blew
my mind! I was so incredibly nervous and anxious and
self-conscious!

I could hardly breathe as I danced around on
the stage, and every time I pulled off a piece of clothing it felt
as if my pulse shot up even higher! Taking off my bra gave me a
huge jolt of both embarrassment and sexual energy. And then when I
slipped off my thong and was entirely naked I could hardly believe
it!

I almost came just from grinding my pussy
against the pole!

After that I began to give lap dances in the
'champagne' room for twenty dollars a song.

I had just fully and completely accepted my
status as a sex object, as a fuck-toy, as a 'sex slave', and lust
and excitement and passion filled my life. My inhibitions had
melted and now all I wanted was pleasure. And to me, that meant a
stiff cock inside me!

It was like Steele and Ethan had turned me
into a nymphomaniac!

What I hadn't thought about, hadn't realized,
hadn't considered, was that a guy like Ethan had no need of a sex
slave. I mean, Ethan was twenty, broad-shouldered, good looking,
popular and outgoing. He had no problems getting sex.

And Steele already had a sex slave, the
blonde.

I thought nothing of it when he put me into a
different collar, a leather one, with matching wrist, arm and ankle
restraints. This time, though, he not only locked the wrist
restraints together behind me, he attached a chain to the back of
the collar. It dropped a short distance to a large ring, where two
shorter chains were attached, and then locked to the armbands. A
third dropped down to attach to the wrist restraints.

I thought it looked deliciously slave-like,
but no one asked my opinion as a ball-gag was inserted into my
mouth.

He led me on a leash out to the garage, where
there was a man waiting. I had met him the previous day. By which I
mean I had danced for him, given him a lap dance, a blow job, and
then ridden him to orgasm. He was about forty, like Steele. He
wasn't nearly as attractive, or as broad-shouldered, though.

He had short dark hair, and a bit of a grim,
Slavic look, and he spoke with a Russian accent.

Now Steele handed him the leash.

“You will obey Master Alexei,” he said. He
has bought you.”

I gaped at him.

“Ethan needs money more than a sex slave at
this point in his life,” Steele said with a smile.

Alexei jerked on the leash sharply, so that I
stumbled against him, and his hand went up under my jaw, around my
throat. I gulped as he squeezed a little and held my eyes close to
his. Then he eased back and Steele opened the door to his three-car
garage. The man led me inside, then had me crawl into the trunk of
a large sedan. There he drew my ankles up and back and attached the
ankle restraints to the wrist restraints.

The trunk was closed and we drove off. I
was... confused, but not particularly worried. I mean, Steele had
done a lot of wild, outrageous things to me over the past weeks.
I'd also been given to a number of different men – and women – to
make use of. It was all just a wild, thrilling game to me. I
figured this was another game.

When the car stopped the trunk opened and
there he was again. He lifted me out and released my ankle
restraints from their chain, then led me into a different house by
the leash. This was bigger than Steele's

Alexei sat down and then yanked me face down
across his lap. He slapped my bottom sharply and ordered me to
spread my legs. Then his fingers began to work on me. He was, I was
pleased to see, as skilled as Steele at that, and I was almost
always at a low broil anyway. Soon his fingers were driving deep
into my wet, overheated pussy as I moaned and squirmed.

He pulled his fingers out and spanked me.
Hard! I gasped and yelped and squirmed more as his hand came down
across my bottom with hard, stinging slaps! The pain jerked me out
of the soft, bubbling heat and made me cry out as the spanking
continued. I had no idea what had even provoked it!

He stopped and began to finger me again. I
moaned in relief, my bottom sore and hot. I was sooo glad he'd gone
back to fingering me! I welcomed his long, thick fingers as they
slid deep inside me. And as he began to stroke my clitoris my inner
heat started to rise again.

His other hand slid up my body and under to
knead my breasts while made my bottom squirm and roll with rising
pleasure and lust.

Then he started spanking me again! I squealed
and cried out, squirming and twisting as his hand slapped down
sharply across my bottom again and again! It hurt! And my bottom
was soon on fire! My eyes began to fill with tears as the spanking
continued, tears of pain and tears of frustration – that I couldn't
make him stop, or even ask him to stop, or even know why he was
spanking me!

Finally he did, his fingers returning to my
pussy, stroking and massaging me, easing in, first one, then two,
then three fingers, twisting and pumping and stroking as his other
hand kneaded my breast.

His fingers slid out and a vibrator pushed
into me, sliding deep, stretching me out. The base had a little
hook in it like others I had seen, which curved up and over my
clitoris. He ground and pumped the vibrator until my hips were
jerking and grinding and my insides were ready to boil over with
liquid heat.

Then he lifted me off him and had me bend
over the coffee table, with the vibrator still jammed inside me. I
thought he was going to fuck me, but instead he took out a belt and
started strapping my bottom. Hard! I squealed and cried out, trying
to twist free, but he gripped my collar and held me there as he
brought the belt down again and again until my ass burned
hotly!

Then he stopped, gripping the base of the
vibrator, grinding and pumping it against me as I knelt there,
whimpering and teary-eyed. I didn't know what he was doing, or why.
I was confused!

He stood up, then yanked back on my collar,
which lifted me up and then threw me back onto the floor on my
back!

“Spread your legs, slave!” he barked.

Whimpering anxiously, I spread my knees apart
as he moved his foot forward and pressed it down against the base
of the vibrator. That made the little branch push harder against my
clitoris and ground the nose deep in my belly!

“You are owned now,, slave. You will obey me
and everyone else instantly,” he growled. “Your body belongs to
others and we can do anything to it we choose. You must learn to
never resist whatever is done. Even if there is pain. The more you
resist the more you will get. Remember, pain is only heat.”

He drew his foot back as I lay there, chest
heaving.

“Stand up,” he barked.

I scrambled to get to my feet, and he roughly
spun me around, then unlocked the chains holding my arms and wrists
together.

“Stand and display,” he ordered.

I shifted my feet apart and quickly drew my
hands up behind my neck, arching my back. The vibrator slid out and
fell to the floor at my feet.

“Obedience will bring pleasure. Any
resistance will double the pain,” he said.

He put down the belt and picked up a flog. It
had perhaps a half dozen thin thongs and he drew it back.

“Do not move, Slave,” he ordered.

Gulping, I braced myself, then cried out as
the thin leather thongs slashed down across my taut breasts! They
stung! But I managed to hold my position as he glowered at me. He
moved around behind me and again the thin thongs snapped down
across my back, then my bottom!

“Hands and knees.”

I dropped instantly to my hands and knees,
wincing as the flog came down on my back again.

“Face down.”

I dropped my chin to the floor, raising my
bottom and gasped as the flog bit into my already burning hot
bottom!

“On your back, legs spread, feet flat on the
floor!”

I flipped onto my back, raising my hips with
my hands and spreading my legs wide.

The flog came down between my legs! I
squealed and my hips jerked violently, but I held my position as he
looked down at me.

“Kneel and display.”

I scrambled to my knees, putting my hands
behind my neck again, and he reached down and undid the strap
holding the gag in place. He undid his pants and pulled his cock
out, then thrust it into my open mouth.

“Do not move, Slave.”

He drove himself deep into my throat and then
immediately fucked my mouth and throat hard and fast. I gurgled
weakly, almost gagging a number of times. My head began to pound
and I became light-headed, but I stayed unmoving as he fucked my
face.

He pulled out.

“Face down.”

I threw myself back and twisted around,
putting my face down and my bottom high, and he drove himself into
me from behind. He rode me like a … an animal! He fucked me like he
was some kind of savage beast!

He yanked on my hair and also gripped my
throat, his cock spiking deep into my belly again and again and
again as his hips hammered my buttocks. I was too dazed to really
enjoy it, though.

When he was done he gripped me by the hair
and roughly jerked me to my feet, then forward and up a flight of
stairs, then up another into a dimly lit attic. He locked my wrists
together before me, raised them up and locked them to a chain, then
gagged me again and lifted me up so I hung suspended from my
wrists.

He lifted my ankles up, then, up and back
against my chest, then spread apart, wide apart, and attached to
two separate chains that drew my feet back behind my head.

He rolled a … a machine over, then. It was on
a cart, and it was at just about the level of my pussy. It had two
long pipes extending forward from it, and both of them ended in
dildos. He pushed them forward, and worked the dildos deep into my
pussy and my ass. Then drew a much thinner metal tube forward above
the dildo in my pussy. It had a ball the size of a ping pong ball
on its tip, and he pressed that against the top of my pussy.

Then he took a pair of wires and brought them
up to my nipples. They had little round loops at the end, and he
placed them around my nipples, then tightened them until my nipples
ached.

He put a blindfold over my eyes, then earbuds
in my ears. The earbuds played soft music and the sounds of girls
moaning and crying out and then screaming in pleasure.

And then the dildos started to move, pumping
slowly in and out of me. The little ball started to vibrate and
moved from side to side and around in circles against my clitoris.
The clips attached to my nipples started to buzz, delivering a soft
little electric current.

I was... bewildered, to say the least. But I
was also desperately relieved. I mean, after the spanking and
strapping and flogging I was just super happy this didn't hurt! My
wrists ached, sure, but with my ankles held up and back much of my
weight was on them so it wasn't so bad.

Before long my body began to respond to the
machine, and before much longer than that I was coming. And coming.
And then I was coming again. The machine was relentless. The dildos
shifted speeds and tempo, shifted angles and stroke, while the
vibrator shifted through different pulsations and strengths as the
ball ground against my clitoris.

My nipples felt as if they were swollen to
three times their size! The low-level electric current made them
feel as if they were quivering and vibrating, and I longed for
someone to suck and lick and chew on them!

I don't know how many times I came. I was
semi-conscious by the time he let my legs down, and drooling around
the ball-gag.

The flog brought me back to life. I danced
and jerked as I hung by my wrists, crying out in dazed pain as the
flog swept down across my skin from neck to thigh in back and
front. Then my ankles were lifted up and back again and the machine
went to work once more.

I don't remember much beyond that. I woke in
a tiny cramped cage in the attic, my skin crisscrossed in red
lines, my insides aching from the muscle spasms caused by intense
orgasms.

I was not happy! I was also dazed and
exhausted, both emotionally and physically.

The next day, or was it...? I had no idea. I
didn't know what time had passed. Anyway, when he dragged me out of
the cage it was to yell at me and make me jump through various
positions, then lick his leather boots, then let him face-fuck me
again. Then he hung me upside and with my legs spread and flogged
me all over again before returning me to the cage, where I fell
asleep – or unconscious.

When I woke up... I was... completely
confused. It was like I was dreaming. I was laying on a huge
four-poster canopy bed with tons of big pillows. The bed was inside
a bedroom much bigger than any I'd seen before. There was a gas
fireplace nearby, chests of drawers, a desk with a computer, and a
big-screen TV on the wall.

But the bed was completely enclosed with
bars.

I looked myself over. Despite all the
flogging I didn't have any cuts, and the red lines were faint now.
I wondered how much time had passed. Enough, it seemed, because my
nipples had been pierced and there were rings through them. They
were perfectly round rings, like the one that dangled from my
collar. I wondered how they came off.

I gasped as I felt and then saw that I also
had a ring between my legs! The hood of my clitoris had been
pierced! My nipples and pussy ached but not terribly.

The next thing I realized was the leather
restraints had been replaced with stainless steel. Same for the
collar.

The bedroom door opened and I gasped, staring
anxiously. But it wasn't Alexei. It was a woman. She was in her
late twenties or early thirties, kind of cute, with shoulder-length
brown hair and what looked like big boobs.

“Well, little slave girl. How do you feel?”
she asked in a friendly tone of voice.

I couldn't really answer since I was still
gagged, but she didn't seem to expect one. She slipped off the robe
she was wearing and then, naked, unlocked a door and then climbed
through the bars. She smiled at me as she licked her way up my
thighs and belly and onto my breasts.

The next hour or two were spent making love
with her. She had a very agile tongue, and it pushed out
startlingly far. She made me come multiple times before she opened
a drawer I hadn't noticed in the panel behind the bed and took out
a strap-on.

Then she made me come many more times with
the strap-on, taking me in multiple positions, her hands expertly
stroking, massaging and kneading my body to fill it with heat and
excitement.

Only after I'd come many times did she remove
the ball gag and straddle my face. Then I did my best to repay her
for her efforts.

The contrast with Alexei could not have been
more blatant. I was so relieved! She sounded and acted so nice!

“Just call me Mistress,” she said with a
smile.

She led me out of the bed – crawling,
leashed, but I didn't mind. We went to an attached bathroom, where
she, to my embarrassment, gave me an enema, then washed me all
over, including my hair, then dried me and brushed out my hair.

She pushed a large butt-plug into me, which
had a tail attached. Then she attached little dog ears to my head
with one of those wire things that goes over your skull and hides
under your hair. She put sort of mittens of my hands. Only they had
no thumbs and were shaped like paws.

Then she led me, crawling and leashed again,
to another room where I was able to eat and drink – from bowls on
the floor. Alexei showed up then, causing me a great deal of
anxiety, but he didn't touch me or say anything. I thought he might
be her husband or master, but she gave him orders and he
obeyed.

After eating I crawled at her side out into
the living room and she kind of petted and stroked me and told me
how pretty I was, and masturbated me to another orgasm. Then we
went out back and lounged around by the pool, me naked on the
ground, her wearing a bikini on a lounger.

Alexei came out occasionally to deliver
drinks or snacks to her on trays.

Later in the day another man showed up. He
was slim and neat and prim and proper, and greeted Mistress with a
peck on the cheek. He examined me closely, as I knelt in the
display position. Then Mistress gave him the leash and I crawled
inside with the man, and into one of the bedrooms.

He had sex with me. It wasn't rough or
spectacular or anything. It was more of a quicky, really, and then
I sucked him erect again and he fucked me again. It was.. not
unpleasant, but I didn't come.

He didn't show a lot of interest in me after
that. He spent most of the evening working in his den while I lay
with Mistress watching TV or doing other things. Occasionally he'd
come out and they'd chat about something. His name was Daniel, and
hers was Amanda.

Later, she put me to bed.

“Remember, be a good girl. Alexei won't be
disciplining you as long as you're a good girl.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She closed the door and locked me in, then
left.

I lay back on the bed and examined my cage,
then turned and looked at the back of the bed. It had a kind of
platform running along the top, with drawers in the side. One
yielded the dildo with straps that Mistress had used on me, as well
as a vibrator.

Another had a remote control, which
controlled the TV, the lights, the curtains, and, startlingly, a
toilet. Yes, a small toilet pushed forward from the foot-board.
Apparently you used it, then sent it back into the foot-board
(which was a foot deep) and then you flushed it. Weird!

There was a water dispenser in the headboard,
and, it turned out, a wireless keyboard and mouse which could be
used in concert with the eighty-inch screen on the wall at the foot
of the bed.

This was some kind of gilded cage!

*

Because I had been spending more and more
time 'sleeping over' at Maddy's, or so my parents thought, nobody
particularly missed me. Besides, there was a phone in the cage too.
I spent several days there, which were... interesting, and
lively.

Daniel fucked me every day, in a kind of
dull, ordinary way like a number of boyfriends I'd had. Amanda and
I spent considerably longer having sex each day, in all kinds of
ways with all kinds of toys! That was a lot more interesting! And
then there was Alexei.

The thing was, I wanted to be fucked hard by
a man. And he was the only one who was going to do it. So I acted
up in little ways, trying to get mildly punished. Alexei didn't do
anything mildly, though. My punishment was a flogging. Which hurt!
But it was also a ferociously hard fucking that made me scream in
pleasure.

And that was how things went there. I moved
in, telling my parents I was moving in with Maddy, and lived the
life of a slave girl with Mistress Amanda, who had little interest
in sex with men, and her husband. With Alexei, who was a kind of
butler, providing the hard, nasty sex I'd come to crave.

Sometimes girlfriends of Amanda came over,
and they'd tie me spreadeagled and then torment me, trying to see
how hot they could get me without letting me climax. They also
seemed to find it fascinating to make me masturbate while they
watched, to make me degrade myself, fucking myself and licking
their feet and telling them I was a slut and a whore and a
slave.

I found it kind of... darkly thrilling
myself, to be honest.

And on occasions, they brought over a big,
muscly guy kind of like that pool guy to fuck me hard while they
watched. That was wild! I had come to love being watched while
doing outrageous things! And of course, I loved big, muscly men
fucking me hard!

It was a weird life, but it was relaxing and
fun. I lived in the lap of luxury and didn't have to do any work
aside from fucking – which I mostly loved. It was sure better than
cutting grass. And every month Amanda deposited ten thousand
dollars in my bank account. Which made it an awfully well-paid
gig.

I was sort of a companion, pet, and sex toy
for Amanda, as well as an available sex toy for Daniel. One they
paid for with what was, to them, chump change. I didn't wear a
stitch of clothing for months, not until Amanda went on a world
trip. Then I came with her, and wore as little as was legally
possible everywhere we went.

But that's another story.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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