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“Stop staring at my girlfriend's ass.”

Nick turned and raised his head, then reached
up to accept the beer as Dean handed it to him, then sat on the
chair next to him.

“But it's such a gorgeous ass,” he replied,
turning his head back to admire the ass in question.

Kayla Stewart was gorgeously blonde, with
thick, soft hair hanging halfway down her back. She had an
hourglass body with breasts which were noticeably larger than her
frame would otherwise suggest. And a tight, taut, round ass which
was currently well-displayed in a tiny black thong.

“So stare at your own girlfriend's ass. She's
got a great one.”

“How would you know?” Nick asked with a
smirk.

Dean snorted.

Emily was a slightly more slender, slightly
smaller-busted version of Kayla, only with long red hair instead of
the blonde. Her hair was a little more wavy and she had a lot more
bangs than the blonde she was currently cavorting on the edge of
the pool with, but she definitely had a great ass.

As they watched, Kayla won the wrestling
match they'd been having and Emily squealed as she was thrown into
the pool. That Kayla would win was a foregone conclusion. She was
extremely athletic and very into sports, which was how Dean had met
her. Dean was on the football team at UCLA.

Emily, meanwhile, was a poet; soft spoken,
gentle, sweet and kind. She was in good shape, but she wasn't an
athlete. Besides, she just wasn't nearly as aggressive as the
blonde girl.

The blonde bent over a bit, laughing down at
the redhead as she sputtered and came to the surface, and that gave
both of them an even better view of her mostly naked bottom. Then
she jumped into the pool to join the redhead.

“I know what you're thinking,” Dean said.

“I know what you're thinking,” Nick
replied.

They both snorted.

Both had talked about getting the girls
together, of course. It was one of their favorite fantasies.
Unfortunately, neither girl had shown much interest in sex with
another girl, despite all the hints. Nor had either shown a lot of
interest in threesomes – or foursomes.

“Well, we are brothers,” Nick said.

They weren't, in fact, brothers. They looked
nothing like each other. Dean was tall and muscular and
shave-headed, his skin gleaming black. Nick was also an athlete,
but a swimmer. He was more slender, though quite athletic, and his
hair was long and brown.

But they were frat brothers at Delta Phi
Delta, and had been roommates for two years.

“I would love to get between the legs of your
hot little redhead,” Dean said.

“And I'd love to bend your gorgeous blonde
over and hammer her from behind.”

“Now all we have to do is persuade them to
agree.”

They both sighed.

“Was a time women knew their place, and did
what their man told em',” Dean growled.

“Was a time you darkies did what us white
people told you too.”

Dean glared at him. “Don't go bringing up
shit that gets in the way of my complaint, prick.”

Nick smirked. “I did have an idea,
though.”

“You? Amazing.”

“Domination and submission.”

Dean raised an eyebrow.

“We fuck their brains out, and then they do
whatever we want.”

“Uh huh. Hate to tell you this, dude, but I
been fucking Kayla's brains out all year and she still don't do
what I want.”

“No, no, you dumb football ape, that isn't
what I meant. What we have to do is persuade them that what we
want, is what they want. And the way to do that, is to get them all
excited.”

“Uh huh.”

“Like Pavlov's dogs, man.”

“Like who's whats?”

“Shit. Don't they teach you engineering types
anything past how to tie your shoes?”

“Eat me, business boy.”

“Pavlov conducted experiments in behavioral
modification. Basically, every time he rang a little bell, he gave
his dogs a tasty treat. After a while, they started to salivate
just from hearing the bell. It was an unconscious reaction to what
they felt was coming.”

“Uh huhhh,” Dean said, staring at him and
frowning.

“Okay, how about this. Suppose every time you
tied Kayla up she had wild, multiple orgasms?”

“I already give her wild multiple
orgasms.”

“But if you only did that when she was tied
up, then after a while, just tying her up would turn her body on
and get it all hot and ready and wet.”

“Just looking at me does that, dude.”

“I've started trying it with Emily.”

“You been tying up Emily?” Dean stared in
surprise. “I wouldn't have thought she'd let you do that, her being
this big feminist type and all.”

“She trusts me not to do anything she doesn't
want. And she's a reader, someone with a big imagination. So I play
on that. What I do is tease her and kind of play with her. I tell
her she's my sex slave, or my prisoner and I'm going to torture
her. I get her all hot and bothered, you know. I mind fuck her
before I fuck her body”

“I'd love to see a video of that!”

“You ever try to tie Kayla up?”

Dean shook his head. “Black dudes who tie up
white girls isn't an image that goes over well in the broader
community, man.”

“Yeah, but you guys have been going together
several months. See if you can persuade her. Girls... like to be
scared... a little.”

“What?”

“Not really scared. They want to be scared safely. Like
going on a roller coaster where you know nothing bad is really
gonna happen. Tie her up and pretend you're some evil Black gang
member gonna pimp her out. Or you're gonna invite all your football
player friends in to jump her, or you're gonna sell her to some
white slave outfit that'll ship her to Africa.”

Dean laughed out loud.

“Man, you are some kind of pervert!”

“Yeah, because I read a lot too.”

“And what will all this shit get us?”

“Obedient girlfriends, at least in bed, who
love kinky shit. And maybe, when Kayla and Emily are our eager
little sex slaves with their pussies getting hot at all the nasty
suggestions we make about what we're gonna do to them, maybe
they'll be more open to a threesome – or a girl on girl episode.
How'd you like to have them both on their knees naked in front of
us, their hands tied behind their backs?”

The girls had just climbed out of the water,
and were, coincidentally, both reaching up and back to wring the
water out of their long hair. That accentuated their lush young
bodies, especially as they arched their backs and their breasts
strained against the small bikini tops they wore.

They saw the guys watching them and looked at
each other, then smirked. Kayla turned and stuck her tongue out at
them, and Emily followed suit.

“See? We got them working together already,”
Nick said.

“This domination stuff, does that include
spanking their pretty asses?”

“Definitely,” Nick replied.

“Sounds like an interesting plan, bro.”

“So make sure when you're fucking Kayla, you
do it like... you're the boss, like putting her face down and ass
up and pinning her hands together. I like pulling on Emily's hair,
too. The message you need to send to her is like, you're the boss,
you're the alpha male, and she's your bitch, and has to do whatever
you want.”

“Man, Kayla isn't gonna go for that kinda
shit.”

“In bed, she will, once you got her worked
up. Chicks get hot for powerful men in bed. And you can pretend
it's just a game. Talk dirty to them. Tell Kayla she's your slut.
Make her say she's your slut, or your bitch. If she's worked up by
then she'll do it, and it'll turn her on. Emily said it turns her
on when she says it.”

“Man, I wish you had some videos of this! I'd
love to see that hot redhead saying shit like that!”

“Wouldn't you love to see that hot blonde
saying shit like that to you?”

“Yeah,” Dean said, staring at Kayla. “You bet
your ass.”

*

“What do you think they're saying?” Emily
asked.

“Probably what bitches we are,” Kayla
replied. “And how hot and sexy we are.”

Emily flushed slightly at the words. She
wasn't entirely comfortable with the thought of herself as a sex
object! Oh, part of her was. Part of her rather liked how lovely
and sexy her body was, and liked it that boys turned and looked
when she walked into a room. But that certainly went against her
feminist sensibilities that she ought to be admired for her
intellect and personality, not her body!

“Boys are pigs,” she sighed.

“You're just finding this out now?” Kayla
asked in amusement.

She tossed her head towards where the guys
were sitting in the shade.

“They've probably been elbowing each other
and saying – she deepened her voice – “

Hey, look how hot mine is! No, look how hot
mine is!'

“You're terrible,” Emily said, smiling.

“I'm a teenage blonde in a thong bikini,”
Kayla said. “If guys aren't thinking I'm hot then I'm doing
something wrong.”

The words troubled Emily.

“But you're supposed to be admired for your
mind and personality and accomplishments, not having – .”

“A nice rack? Think of the rack as the front
cover, Em. It draws the reader in to pick up the book, but if
there's nothing in the book they'll eventually get bored and put it
down.”

“I don't understand.”

“Being admired for your body doesn't mean you
can't also be admired for your personality. But you can't expect
boys to know what your personality is before they go up to you at a
party and invite you to dance. All they're going by then is... the
book cover.”

“It's all very... sexist,” Emily said
disapprovingly.

“And you're wearing that thong to be admired
for your intellect?”

Emily flushed. “It's a private pool! I
wouldn't wear it otherwise!”

Kayla grinned. “But you don't mind having a
nice ass.”

“Well... no but...”

“If you looked at your ass in a mirror would
you non-judgmentally say it was a great ass? And don't even pretend
you haven't done it.”

“Well... I suppose,” she said
reluctantly.

“Then you can't really blame guys for
thinking the same thing when you're in a thong. Besides, if I'm
being honest, I went home with Dean because he had such broad
shoulders and a powerful chest. I wanted to see what a huge,
muscular guy like him would be like in bed.”

Emily flushed again.

“And it was worth it,” Kayla said with a
smirk.

“Such sexual judgments are based on
instinctive feminine needs for protection and for selecting a
strong provider to care for them and their children,” Emily said.
“They have no application in this day and age.”

“Uh huh. And you went home with Nick for the
first time because he was such a sweet talker. And that had nothing
to do with his great ass.”

“Kayla!”

“I'm not blind, Em.”

They wandered over to where the boys sat.

“And what have you two been up to?” Kayla
demanded.

“Talking about the football team's chances
this year,” Nick said.

“Yeah, right.”

“You want a beer, K?” Emily asked.

“Yes, please.”

Emily wandered into the house while Kayla sat
across Dean's lap.

“You're all wet, babe,” Dean said.

“You never complained about that before,”
Kayla said with arched eyebrow.

Nick laughed and Dean grinned.

“Cold and wet is different from hot and wet,”
Dean said.

He reached up his girlfriend's back and
gripped her hair firmly in his big fist, then jerked her head down
suddenly, kissing her passionately on the lips.

Kayla gasped, eyes widening, then feeling a
sense of breathlessness as his tongue flitted past her lips and she
squirmed atop his lap. But when his other hand came up and cupped
her breast and gave it a squeeze she felt a jolt of embarrassment
and jerked away, pushing his hand down.

“Dean!” she said, glaring as her face
colored.

He grinned smugly.

“I can't help it if you have fantastic tits,
babe.”

“Well, you have a fantastic dick but I don't
grab it in front of people,” she said in annoyance.

“Feel free.”

Emily came out with two beers, in glasses,
unlike the bottles the men were drinking from, and handed one to
Kayla. Then she wandered over to stand next to Nick. He slid his
hand up and down her back, caressing it lightly, then gave her butt
a squeeze. He dropped his hand before she could react and she
frowned a bit but did nothing.

Nick had been moving into business marketing
this year, and learning a lot about psychology, and what motivates
people. Or in other words, how to persuade them to do what you
wanted them to do. Lately he'd been reading about how you could get
away with doing things people didn't like, as long as they weren't
particularly annoyed, and they weren't forced to put up with it for
long, or at least, didn't think about it.

A small additional charge to their bill,
small, irritating, but nothing to really get upset at, particularly
if most people spent very little time inspecting the bill.

He'd been grabbing Emily's ass in public and
semi public a lot lately, but always drawing his hand back before
she could really get annoyed or upset. He was trying to get her
used to it, getting her to accept it since it happened so often and
was always over fast.

He wasn't entirely sure how she would react
if she knew he was making her the subject of his psychological
tests, but he didn't think she'd be entirely happy.

Best she not know then.

“We were actually saying how lucky we were to
land two such gorgeous girlfriends,” Nick said. “Both of them
10s.”

Kayla snorted in amusement, not unhappy.
Emily made a face but didn't object.

“You are lucky,” Kayla said. “Especially
since you two are maybe sixes.”

“Six?”

“Seven on a really good day.”

Dean gave her a look. “You know what a thong
bottom is good for, baby?”

“What's that?”

“Spanking your bare ass.”

“Ha,” she said mockingly.

Dean took her drink from her hand, surprising
her, and then just as she started to realize his intent he swung
her around and over.

“Hey! Don't you dare!” she squealed!

But there was little she could do against the
big football player, and she was already face down across his
lap!

Crack!

He slapped her bottom, loud enough to produce
a yelp as he stung her, but not hard enough to really annoy her.
Then he let her scramble away from him as he smirked at her.

“Asshole!”

He laughed, as did Nick.

“You two are terrible,” Emily said with a
slight smile.

Kayla, meanwhile, had picked up the spray
bottle of water she'd put there to cool off while she tanned, and
sprayed it on Dean. He jumped up and she squealed and ran for the
pool. They both jumped in and he soon caught her, but there was
more kissing than spanking, especially since her bottom was safely
under water.

Nick slid his hand up and kneaded Emily's
buttocks as she stood there.

She turned an gave him a reproving look, but
didn't object since no one could see.

“Maybe I'll give you a spanking tonight,” he
said teasingly.

Emily flushed slightly, but felt a hot little
thrum of excitement at the thought.

He had slapped her bottom a number of times
lately, mostly when she was on her hands and knees and he was doing
her from behind. It felt so... animal-like to be taken like that!
Especially since he was able to get sooo deep!

It made her feel like a wild woman! Like
something out of time and history! Being taken by her
man!

“But I haven't done anything naughty,” she
replied.

“I'm sure you will. You're a naturally
naughty girl,” he said with a grin.

She snorted in amusement.

“How long is your friend going to be out of
town?”

“Jeff? Months. He's going to school at
Cornell, after all.”

“I can't believe he's got a house like this.
And he's your age!”

“His parents bought it for him on his
eighteenth birthday. Nice to have money.”

She snorted and put her arms around him.

“Your parents aren't exactly poor.”

“No, but they're not as generous as his.”

“Or maybe they're not so eager for you to
leave home as his parents were.”

“Well, I'm gone anyway. I don't see myself
moving back there after school is over.”

“You do for the summer.”

He nodded.

“I'm hungry,” she said suddenly. “Is there
food here?”

“Not much rabbit food.”

“Stop,” she said with a snort. “Salads are
not rabbit food. I eat properly! Not like that meat you're always
ingesting.”

She started for the house and he got up and
followed.

“You seem to enjoy ingesting my meat,” he
said.

She flushed and gave him a reproving look as
they stepped through the sliding glass door and went into the
kitchen.

*

Dean lifted the blonde girl up onto his
shoulder and slapped her bottom sharply, making her squeal, then he
dumped her back into the water, laughing.

“Bastard! Bully!” she cried.

He snickered at her and she splashed water,
then did it again.

“Being bratty will get that pretty ass
spanked, white girl,” he said.

“Ha!”

She tried to slap at his bottom, and when he
turned she squealed and dove into the deeper water. He followed,
but she was a better swimmer than he'd ever be. He wound up under
the diving board, where he leapt up and grabbed it in both hands,
holding himself in place.

“You're not gonna chase me?” Kayla asked,
taunting him.

“I'm just gonna relax, and let you come over
her and blow me,” he said casually.

“Ha! You wish!”

He grinned and then reached down and pulled
his swimsuit down.

Kayla gasped and turned to look at the yard,
but she'd seen the other two go into the house. She reassured
herself, then turned back.

“They can't see me from here, well, except
maybe from the top of the pool.”

Kayla swam closer. They would see his arms
and head and shoulders and the upper part of his chest, but that
was all. The idea of him hanging there – well, half hanging, half
floating, with his cock out appealed to her. It was very daring,
and she loved daring things.

“You think you can warm up this cold cock of
mine, baby.”

“Why would I want to?” she taunted.

“You know you love him when he spits at
you.”

She sniffed, but swam closer. She loved the
look of his muscular body all stretched out and glistening wetly in
the sun! She glanced again towards the house, but couldn't see over
the edge of the pool. Licking her lips, she moved in closer and
cupped his cock, feeling a rush of heat.

“If they come out – .”

“I'll tell you and you can swim back and I'll
drop into the water.”

She licked at his abdomen, then downwards,
sucking his flaccid cock into her mouth, where it began to rapidly
harden. She held herself in place by clutching his thighs as she
pulled her lips off, then sucked his balls, one by one, then both
at the same time.

His cock hardened and she felt her heart
beating faster at the sight of it, so thick and long and black! She
licked at the head, then slipped her lips over it, moaning as she
sucked and began to move her lips up and down.

This was so nasty! The other two could come
out at any minute!

Of course, they'd have warning, since Dean
would see them sliding the door open first. And even outside they
wouldn't be able to see below the level of the pool's edge.

“Do a good job, baby, or I'll invite Emily
out here to do it,” he said.

“Yeah, right. I'm sure Nick won't have a
problem with that!”

She slipped her lips over the head again and
bobbed slowly up and down.

They were both excited by the daring public
nature of what was happening, and she moaned as she slid lower and
lower. He was so thick it was often hard for her to deep throat
him, but she found herself, despite the cool waters of the pool,
getting hotter and hotter, more and more excited by doing this
while in danger of being caught!

She forced her lips all the way down his
long, black cock and moaned as he began to hump his hips in and
out, gripping his thighs and letting him fuck her throat while she
held herself in place!

She pulled back, gasping, her hands seizing
his cock, squeezing and pumping it, and then licked up its length
again.

God, this was daring and nasty! she
thought excitedly.
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“Niiick!” Emily gasped.

His hand had slid down into the front of her
little thong as she stood by the counter, trying to prepare some
sandwiches.

“What? Nobody's in the house.”

“Kayla and Dean are right outside!”

“In the pool. I can see the whole yard from
here. They're probably making out in the water.”

They could, in fact, see the whole yard, and
that mollified Emily somewhat.

“You're a sex maniac,” she gulped.

“Any guy who was your boyfriend would be a
sex maniac, baby. You're just so incredibly hot,” he said, leaning
in to chew lightly along the nape of her neck.

He pulled his fingers out of her thong and
his hands cupped her breasts and squeezed and kneaded them, then
tugged the cups of her bra down and apart.

“Nick!”

“What? They can't see. They're both in the
pool.”

She moaned as his fingers rolled her hard
nipples, and felt her breathing grow more ragged.

He reached a hand into the margarine
container she had been spreading across the bread and then thrust
it down into her suit bottom again.

“Nick!” she squealed! “That's cold!”

“You'll warn it up really fast, baby,” he
growled.

Moaning, trapped against the island,
distracted by looking anxiously out through the glass doors, Emily
squirmed as his now very slippery fingers rubbed her expertly! As
he had predicted, the margarine warmed quickly against her, and she
felt hot little rushing waves of dark excitement rippling through
her body!

She hardly noticed, at first, as Nick's hand
pushed a little lower, and the strings of her thong slid lower on
her hips, then slid down her legs to pool at her ankles.

This is so crazy and nasty and wicked,
she thought excitedly, eyes fixed on the pool!

His fingers came away from her and dipped
into the margarine again. Then his other hand did the same, and he
cupped her bare breasts!

Emily squealed again, but he had her neatly
trapped, and as before, the margarine warmed rapidly as his hands
rubbed it into her breasts.

“What are you dooooing, you pervert!?” she
gasped.

“Oiling up my hot girlfriend,” he said,
fingers kneading and rubbing her now- slippery breasts.

Then he reached down and tugged his own
swimsuit down. A moment later his cock was pressed in between her
pert young buttocks as his hands returned to kneading her
breasts.

“Niiiick!” she groaned.

“Hot, sexy bitch,” he whispered. “You're my
bitch, remember.”

She flushed hotly. He'd made her say that
last night after tying her up in bed and driving her half out of
her mind with his tongue!

One of his hands slid down to rub her
clitoris and she shuddered, grinding her buttocks back against the
erection pressed between them!

“Say it,” he whispered

“N-No!” she moaned.

She gasped as he curled a finger in and slid
it up through the lips of her sex, pumping it in and out!

“Maybe I'll spank you then, for being a bad
girl,” he whispered.

She moaned, her heart pounding as his fingers
squeezed her sensitive breasts.

He stepped on her thong and jerked her right
leg up and apart, spreading them open, then undid her top and
yanked it off.

She was naked! Emily shuddered at the rush of
wild heat that swept over her as she realized she was standing here
in this stranger's kitchen completely naked! With people right
outside! People that could climb out of the pool and head for the
house!

“Hot little slut,” Nick growled.

She moaned at his words. He'd been using such
dirty, shocking, wicked words with her when they made love lately!
But they were so... hot! They made her feel so sexual and sexy!

“Dirty girl,” he whispered, pulling back on
her hair and biting in under her earlobe.

She moaned, staring at at the yard. She
couldn't see anything but Dean holding onto the diving board. He
was looking down, so she supposed Kayla was there.

She yelped as Nick jerked sharply on her
hair.

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

“I-I... I'm your bitch!” she gasped.

He ground his hard cock up and down between
her buttocks and she shuddered at how big and hard and long and
thick he felt!

“You feel how hard I am? That's your fault,
Emily. You made me all hard and hungry for your tight little
pussy,” he growled, holding her firmly against him.

He reached down between her legs, fingering
her sex, then thrust his cock between her trembling thighs and
gripped the head, pushing it upward, rubbing it firmly up and down
along her soft sex, pushing up against her clitoris again and
again.

“You know what I have to do now,” he growled.
“I'm going to have to fuck your brains out, Emily!”

Emily's breathing was ragged, and her pulse
was racing as he bent her forward.

“Hot, sexy, slutty girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Nick!” she moaned.

“Shove that ass back at me, slut.”

Crack!

Emily gasped at the wicked words! She knew he
didn't actually mean them of course. She would have been angry and
hurt had she thought otherwise. But she knew he was just playing a
nasty game. He'd explained that to her when he'd started doing
it.

And it worked! It sent a hot pulse of dark
thrilled heat through her every time he did it!

Yes, it was disrespectful, and she certainly
didn't approve of that. But... she couldn't argue with the
results!

She bent forward, gasping, moaning as he
rubbed his thick cock-head harder against her. His other hand
quickly wrapped her long hair around it and jerked sharply.

“Oh!”

“Tell me you're my slut, Emily!” he
growled.

“I-I am!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I'm your slut!”

She felt his fat cock sinking into her,
forcing the lips of her sex deliciously wide, and then pushing
slowly up! Dark heat swept through her and she groaned as it slid
deeper and deeper, stretching her narrow tube wide as it burrowed
deeper into her belly!

Crack!

“Say I'm Nicks slut,” he ordered.

“I'm Nick's slut!” she moaned. “Oh!” she
cried, her eyes widening as he gave a sharp thrust that buried
every inch inside her!

“I should tie you up and keep you in a box
under my bed as my own little sex toy,” he said, grinding himself
against her.

He drew his hips back and thrust sharply,
smacking himself against her buttocks, then he started to pump
steadily as she sank further forward across the counter, gasping
and moaning.

Nick gripped her wrists and drew them back
behind her, pinning them together with one strong hand, then
gripped her hair to yank it back as he increased the pace.

Emily's face was a mask of passion and heat
as her body was rocked to the hard, shuddering blows of his hips.
She gulped in air, moaning in excitement as she felt his thick cock
spearing into her again and again.

Her scalp ached, but... that didn't seem to
matter. It felt so wild the way Nick was using her, the way he was
demonstrating his masculine strength and power! He was showing her
that he was the boss! And while normally that would leave her
indignant, when it came to sex it inflamed something dark in her
mind!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! God! Oh!”

*

It was a gorgeous pool, nicely landscaped,
with brown stone around the edge. On one side, the stone rose up
into a natural looking rock outcropping several feet high to form a
six foot wide waterfall. And just inside that waterfall was a
small, cozy area built for those who might have all kinds of
reasons for being there, from kids playing to adults...
playing.

Dean slid off the diving board and pulled
Kayla over to the waterfall, then in underneath and up into that
low area. She giggled a little excitedly, then gasped as he lifted
her bodily – and easily into the air, swinging her around and
setting her down on her belly.

“Raise that ass, white girl!” he growled.

Kayla felt a sharp shock of excitement, and
lifted her bottom high.

Crack!

Spread your legs for your black master,
blonde girl!'

Kayla laughed, but complied, as his fingers
undid the top of her bra and then pulled it off. Dark heat swirled
within her at being completely naked like this, and she glanced
anxiously at the water falling before the little cave, and the
misty figure of the yard and house beyond.

She moaned as she felt Dean's cock pressing
against her, exulting in that moment of penetration, then the
delicious feel of him sliding deep, deep into her body!

“Oh! God! Yes!” she moaned in a strangled
voice.

Crack!

“Who's your master, bitch? Who's your Black
master, white girl?”

Kayla just groaned, pushing back to impale
herself on his big cock. She gasped as he gripped her hair, but
he'd done it before. It felt raw and exciting every time he did,
but even more now, in this outdoor setting, in a cave! It felt like
it could be a century ago, or a thousand years ago!

He shoved her face down, and she gasped as
his hips began to slap against her upraised buttocks. It felt so
savage! Like they were animals! It was so carnal to feel his big
hips slapping against her buttocks, his big cock thrusting deep
inside her!

Then he pulled sharply on her hair and she
cried out, lifted bodily off her chest and forced up and back
against him.

“Hot blonde slut,” he growled, wrapping his
powerful arms around her as he thrust up into her trembling
body.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, Dean!” she
moaned, head rolling back against him.

“You don't tell me what to do, blonde girl,”
he growled. “I'm the master here.”

He yanked on her hair again and she
gasped.

“Call me master,” he growled.

She laughed briefly, then gasped as he bit
into the side of her throat, sucking hungrily.

“I'm your black master, white girl. And
you're my sex slave!” he taunted.

Kayla trembled at the dark heat of that
thought! So wicked and nasty and hot! Especially with his powerful
arms gripping her and his thick cock deep inside her body!

He thrust up into her hard and fast.

“Nghn! Ngnh! Nghh! Nghh!” she gasped, as his
hips thrust up.

“Tell me you love my cock, blonde girl!” he
ordered, jerking on her hair.

“I... do!” she gasped.

“Say I love your black cock, Master.”

That is so stupid and... hot and
kinky! Kayla thought excitedly.

“I love your black cock, Master!” she
moaned.

Even saying the words sent a hot flare of
excitement through her belly!

“You be ma slave girl, whitey,” he
taunted.

He pushed her down roughly, and started
hammering into her again, producing a series of more and more
passionate cries from the beautiful young blonde.

“Sex slave!” he taunted, slapping her
upraised buttocks. “Roll that ass back at me, slave girl!'

Crack! Crack!

Kayla yelped and gasped and moaned, pushing
herself back onto his big, thrusting black spear, the heat climbing
higher and higher, her body literally shaking with heat now as the
fires built into raging conflagrations inside her body and
mind.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Beg your master to fuck you, white girl,” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Beg for it.”

He halted, the head just inside her.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned. “Please
fuck your white slave girl!”

This is so fucking hot! Kayla thought
dazedly.

Dean resumed his hard thrusting, jamming her
face down against the fake rock, his cock pounding into her tight
sex with aching force as the orgasm began to well up inside her.
Kayla cried out as it hit, cried out again, and again, until Dean
slapped his hand over her mouth.

But that only excited her more somehow! As
if... as if she were his prisoner! As if he were forcing her! As if
she really were some kind of sex slave! She cried out again and
again, letting her inhibitions fall away, screaming without
restraint since she knew his hand was covering her mouth!

And all the while his hips slammed bruisingly
into her upraised buttocks and his thick black spear stabbed deep
into her spasming belly!

She sagged dazedly as the orgasm faded. She
felt Dean halt and slip back, and groaned, unthinking, assuming he
had come as well. Then she felt her wrists drawn back behind her
back. Again, she thought little of it, wrapped in the delicious
afterglow of the powerful orgasm.

But as she shifted and opened her eyes and
looked behind her she realized something – which was that he was
tying something around her wrists. She blinked in confusion and
uncertainty.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she groaned.

“Anything I want, white girl. You're my white
slave, remember?”

He flipped her roughly onto her back, and
Kayla yelped in surprise, then her mind began to waken fully and
she stared down at him as he grinned and spread her legs wide. She
felt a sense of confusion and then indignation, but it was quickly
surpassed by a wave of delicious heat and passion as he dropped low
and began to lick her.

She moaned and looked out through the curtain
of water again. There was still no sign of Emily and Nick. Maybe
they were doing the same inside as she and Dean were outside.
Bastards. They probably had a soft sofa or even bed to do it on
while she had hard rock!

On the other hand, it was that rock, and the
water spilling down in front of it, which made it feel so... carnal
and natural and erotic! Dean had never done anything like this
'slave girl' shit before, but it was delicious and hot! Especially
combined with tying her up!

She lay on her bound arms as her boyfriend
spread her knees wide, and his tongue pushed deep between the lips
of her sex! Then he slid it upwards and began to work on her
swollen clitoris!

The orgasm had been a powerful one, but her
body still thrummed with heat, and as Dean licked and sucked at her
clitoris the heat began to build again. She stared helplessly,
panting, then laid her head back, moaning, eyes slitting, her head
rolling slowly from side to side!

His fingers pushed into her sodden depths and
she felt the passion grow more intense. His fingers were big! And
long! They slid deep, pumping in and out as he sucked on her
clitoris, and the excitement built into a pressure wave inside her
body and mind.

She arched back, moaning helplessly, writhing
in the fires of the heat he was building within her body as his
fingers thrust into her.

And then he pulled back. He moved deeper into
the little cave and sat down. There was just room for him to do so
if he slouched a little, and spread his legs.

“Come here, slave girl!” he growled in a deep
voice.

Kayla looked at him in disbelief, in
confusion, and in disappointment since he'd stopped licking her.
She had the urge to say something cutting, something sarcastic, but
a swirling heat engulfed her mind and she rolled onto her side and
then sat up, gulping in air.

“On your knees before your Black master,
white girl!” he growled.

The tone was patently false, almost making
her giggle. But the delicious heat of his little game was making
her quiver.

She rose on her knees and shuffled forward,
looking hungrily at his thick cock, then eased lower, gasping when
he seized her hair.

“Please my cock, white girl, or I'll give you
to my tribesmen,” he growled. “A hundred sturdy African warriors
will mount you one after another all day long! That's how we treat
our female captives!”

Kayla shuddered. The images he was creating
in her mind were so darkly carnal and delicious and gave her a rush
of passion and excitement as she spread her lips wide and enveloped
his thick cock.

She moaned as she slid her lips down, sucking
and licking at the underside.

She and Dean had always played a sort of
unspoken racial game in that she pretended that she didn't even
notice he was Black and he pretended that he didn't even notice
that she was White. Or at least, if they noticed it was certainly
not something of even the slightest importance.

He'd never actually emphasized their racial
differences before, let alone pretended to some sort of Black
superiority. So it was quite a surprise, but given it was during
sex, and he was clearly just being dramatic to excite her, she
didn't mind.

And it was hot!

“That's it, White girl. Please your Black
master with your slutty mouth or he might torture you. I've hung
many white girls from their wrists and whipped them for failing to
please me.”

She shuddered, sliding her lips lower. She
felt his heavy hand on her head, pushing down, and knew what he
wanted.

“Swallow every inch of my black cock, you
slutty white slave girl,” he growled.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom sharply, and she
gasped as her lips pushed down all the way. His cock slid deep into
her throat, and she only gagged a little as he pulled her down and
held her tightly, firmly in place. He had no need to do so, and
they both knew it. He was demonstrating that he could, that she was
completely helpless! That he was her master!

And that was so fucking hot!

He held her a little too long, though, to the
point she started to feel anxious, started to feel worried, as her
head pounded and her chest began to burn. Then he let up and her
lips and throat slid up, up, up – and wasn't that an incredibly
erotic feeling!

Her lips came free and she gasped for breath,
drawing in deep, ragged breaths. She cried out as he yanked back on
her hair.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl! Beg your
African master to fuck your hot blonde cunt!”

Kayla moaned helplessly.

“P-P Please fuck me, Master!” she gasped.

He flung her back onto her arms and came down
atop her between her legs.

Kayla moaned as she felt his cock pushing
into her sex, and then her legs were lifted up and pressed back
hard. He slipped her ankles up over his broad shoulders and leaned
in above her, his massive size blotting out the world as he brought
his body lower and lower!

Kayla shuddered, her legs folded back against
her until she was bent in two, his mighty weight and strength
crushing her beneath him as his hips began to work in and out
harder and faster.

“Fucking you, baby!” he growled. “Fucking my
hot, sexy white slave girl!”

Kayla trembled and moaned, his cock impaling
her, driving in hard and deep until another massive orgasm tore
through her body! She cried out in pleasure, and then his hand came
down, not over her mouth this time but around her throat!

She gurgled, her cries cut off, but the heat
suddenly burgeoned up! Her head pulsed and throbbed and she
screamed silently as his big, powerful hand squeezed around her
throat!

She felt utterly owned! And given the dark,
sexual heat and pleasure filling her that was a delicious
thrill!

The orgasm tore her mind apart as she
trembled and shook beneath him, sobbing as his spear of flesh drove
into her again and again and again!
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“So I'm guessing you were plugging Kayla
while I was inside doing Emily,” Nick said in the car
afterward.

“Fuck yeah, man! She got so fucking hot when
I tied her up!”

“You tied her up! With what!?”

“With her own bikini top, man!”

Nick laughed and they knocked fists
together.

“I played like I was this big black samba
chief and made her call me master. Threatened to give her to my
African tribesmen if she didn't please me.”

Nick laughed again.

“She really got off on it, man!”

“I told you she would.”

“She called me master,” Dean said with a smug
grin of satisfaction. “I like that shit! Master!”

“Just make sure she doesn't think it's
anything but a game. As long as it's a game she'll let you get away
with shit. If she thinks you're serious she'll get pissed off and
tell you to go fuck yourself.”

“It is a game, right?”

Nick shrugged. “It's a game, sure. But if it
becomes a habit and Emily does whatever I want without bitching, I
ain't gonna complain, bro.”

Dean thought about that for a minute and then
grinned. “ Yeah, me neither.”

“So get yourself something better than her
bikini top to tie her up with.”

“Like what?”

“They sell this stuff on the internet called
bondage rope. It's soft on the skin. I used it to tie Emily to the
bed the other day. Also, you want to get some stuff to torture
Kayla with?”

“Torture? You nuts, man!?”

Nick laughed.

“Like, say, a vibrator, and maybe a dildo.
Maybe something to shove up her ass when she's tied up, like a
butt-plug or something.

“My cock is all that blonde needs inside her,
man.”

“Dean, you know I respect your mighty lance,
bro, but I'm talking about stuff that can stay hard for hours and
hours while you kiss her, stroke her, play with her body, and fuck
her mind. And it wouldn't hurt to get a few things to punish her
when she's a bad little slave girl. Nothing heavy. They sell like,
play whips on the internet. They look sexy but they won't really
hurt her. It'll add to the mind-fuck if you can whip her. See?”

“Yeah, yeah, I get you. You're a fucking
pervert, bro.”

“Thanks for the compliment.”

They both chuckled.

“Strategy, bro. We got to have strategy if
we're gonna turn them into our bitches. Here's what you do to Kayla
when you tie her to the bed. First, you need ice cubes, a candle,
and something to gag her with...”

*

Emily was slightly nervous as they headed
inside.

Nick had been a perfect gentleman much of the
night, escorting her to the symphony. She played the flute in the
school orchestra, so she was deeply interested in seeing
professional orchestras. She knew he wasn't, but was pleased he
went with her, and without the slightest complaint!

It had been a 'dress-up' night. She was
wearing lovely black dress. It was short, and had a little bit of
cleavage, held up by slim spaghetti straps going over her
shoulders. She was wearing a strapless bra beneath, for she was too
big to get away with not wearing a bra. She also had sexy black
shoes with four inch, stiletto heels.

Nick, in the meanwhile, wore a very natty
looking, three piece suit, surprising her! He looked so dashing and
sexy!

But he'd paid a strange amount of attention
to her ass throughout the evening! He hadn't stared at it or said
anything about it. Instead, when no one was looking, his hand would
slide down to give her ass a nice squeeze. That was hardly unusual,
except he did it with such frequency tonight! More! He'd slapped
her bottom a number of times!

Of course they talked all through the
evening, and of course their conversation had been light, sometimes
amusing, and she'd teased him a little, as he'd teased her. But a
number of times he'd jokingly responded with something like “You're
being a bratty girl” or “You're being a naughty girl” or “You're
disrespecting your lord and master, girl” and other such silly
things.

Since those were the sorts of things he said
in bed a lot lately, it roused a certain state of mind which let
the memories of those delicious sexual encounters flood into her
mind. And then he'd smack her bottom as if to remind her he was in
charge, he was the man, he was the boss.

Which was silly, of course. They were equals,
and she knew he believed that too.

But it was deliciously sexual and erotic,
especially in groups, where someone might see if he wasn't careful!
Fortunately, he was careful.

Now he'd driven them to that house, the one
his buddy owned, the one where they'd had that delicious encounter
just two days earlier, with her bent over the counter! She wondered
if they'd have a little naked 'moonlight swim' in the pool! The
thought of that was so romantic and erotic!

Certainly something exciting was going to
happen! She knew it. And her body knew it. Already her pulse was
faster, her chest tight, and her nipples hard with
anticipation!

Sex with Nick had always been nice, of
course. But since he'd started his silly games things had gotten
much wilder and more exciting! And their sexual sessions had gotten
much longer!

He pulled the car into the garage, then
pressed the button so the door closed behind them. He grinned at
her and waggled his eyebrows, and she flushed.

“What do you have in mind, you dirty boy?”
she demanded.

“Moi? Dirty? I assure you, madam, that I am
quite clean.”

“Ha!” she said as he got out. “You certainly
have a dirty mind!”

She opened the passenger door and climbed out
as well, only to find he'd come around and stood right in front of
her.

“A surprise,” he said, holding something up
in front of her face.

“What is that?”

“A blindfold.”

“Oh! Nick!” she said, raising her hands
instinctively to push back at it.

“Do you trust me?”

“Well of course but!”

“Then you have nothing to fear.”

She pursed her lips, then relented, and he
pushed the silk scarf forward over her eyes, wrapped it around her
head, and tied it.

Emily's heart beat faster as he took her arm
and led her gently across the floor towards the door.

He opened it, led her through it, and then...
then they walked this way and that. She had no idea where. First
was over stone or more likely tiles of some kind, then a rug or
carpet.

He stopped.

“Give me your hands.”

She held her hands out and felt them taken in
his bigger hands, then lifted upwards, up above her head. A moment
later she felt something wrapped around them!

“Oh! Nick! What are you doing!?”

“Tying you up, of course, so you can't run
away or resist my perverted desires!”

She moaned as she felt something like leather
straps wrapped around her wrists, wrapped firmly, wrapped tightly,
so she was... helpless!

He released her arms but they were held
tightly above her head, and Emily's pulse raced as her nipples
fairly ached with excitement. She was just standing here, her arms
raised, helpless!

She didn't even know where he was, until
suddenly, she felt his breath warm against the side of her neck,
felt his presence behind her. Then his lips on the nape of her
neck.

“Sexy girl,” he whispered.

His fingers caressed her bare shoulders.

“What should I do with you now that you're
helpless?” he asked in a low voice.

He unfastened the strap behind her neck, and
Emily gasped as the front of her dress collapsed to her hips! She
felt it tugged down to pool around her ankles. Then he lifted them
and pulled it free.

“Fold it up and put it on a chair or a
hanger!” she exclaimed anxiously.

Crack!

His hand slapped her now nearly bare
bottom.

“You don't give orders to your lord and
master, girl,” he said.

There was some delay, during which she
assumed he was placing the dress somewhere, rather than just
dropping it on the floor. Then she felt his fingers at the back of
her bra. That parted and her bra fell away, leaving her clad in
only her thong!

“What a gorgeous looking girl!” he said as if
amazed. “I bet any number of men would like to do a lot of nasty,
filthy things to such a sweet, beautiful body.”

He was moving slowly around her as he spoke.
Then she gasped as his arms came around her from behind and his
hands cupped her full breasts, squeezing them firmly as he pressed
into her from behind.

“Including me,” he growled.

His right hand slid slowly downward, and then
his fingers pushed into the small pouch of her thong, finding her
naked sex!

Emily gasped and moaned as his fingers
caressed her.

“In fact, there's a dozen guys sitting here
watching you right now,” he said, hardening his voice. “They're
going to offer up bids for this beautiful sexy slave girl.”

He leaned in and chewed softly on her
earlobe.

“That's right, Emily. I'm selling you as a
sex slave!” he exclaimed in a low voice.

His fingers were stroking her clitoris in the
way he knew she loved, and he was grinding himself into her
buttocks as he kissed and chewed lightly on the nape of her neck
and fondled her breast.

“The winning bidder will put you in shackles
and chains and take you off on his private jet to the middle east
to put you in his harem!” he said.

And then, suddenly, he drew away, and the
hand in her thong turned around and yanked hard!

Emily cried out as her thong was torn from
her body! She felt a sharp pull which forced her hips forward hard,
but then the straps around her wrists held her back and the thin
string of the thong ripped! She was astonished, then irritated!
He'd wrecked her thong!

But a dark rush of heat rolled through her
mind at the same time.

“Nick! That cost ten dollars!” she
protested.

“No complaining, slave,” he growled. “You
won't need clothes again. Ever! You're going to spend the rest of
your life naked and in collar and shackles!”

She moaned as he pulled back on her hair,
forcing her head back. The pull against her scalp forced her mouth
wide, and then something pushed against her mouth! It was wide, too
wide, and her mouth instinctively widened as it pushed her lips
back against her teeth!

It pushed into her mouth, and filled it! It
pressed down against her tongue, and up against the roof of her
mouth! And it was too big for her to even close her jaws behind
it!

“Now you can't scream when I remove the
blindfold and you see all the men standing around you staring at
you,” he said.

He undid the scarf, and for a moment she
actually felt a wild sense of anxiety, like... maybe he actually
did have men there, strangers, staring at her!

But when he pulled the blindfold away it was
just him, grinning at her.

She glared at him to show her disapproval,
and he laughed softly.

“Okay, so I lied. I'm not going to sell you
as a sex slave.” Then he hardened his voice and glared fiercely.
“Yet! For tonight, I'm only going to torture you until you
scream!”

He was still fully clothed while she was
naked. Not to mention tied up. Emily felt her helplessness, as he
cupped and fondled her breasts. But then he sank to his knees
before her, and she flushed as his hands parted her thighs.

“Spread your legs, girl! Your master is
hungry!”

She moaned and then stared straight ahead of
her! For he had brought down a full length mirror from somewhere.
It was propped against the back of a chair, and she was staring at
herself! Naked, arms stretched up and bound together above her
and... and with a ball gag in her mouth!

That was an astonishing sight! She'd seen
such images here and there on the internet, of course. But at
nineteen she'd never been involved in the sort of kinky stuff, nor
even really thought about it much except as stuff 'perves' were
into.

Now, seeing herself with her wrists strapped
above her, with the ball gag forcing her jaws wide, seeing herself
naked and helpless, she felt a furious ripple of wild sexual heat
roll through her even before Nick began to lick at her sex.

She loved getting oral sex, but the
excitement gripping her was already so intense that she shuddered
and her hips rolled in response almost the instant he started! She
felt the heat of lust and excitement gripping her, setting her
heart pounding and pulse racing.

His finger pushed up inside her. And she felt
as if a sudden gush of liquid heat had flooded her lower body. He'd
always been okay at oral sex. But in the last month he'd
dramatically improved after reading some sort of guide on the
internet. And part of it was what he was doing with his fingers
now.

Before, he'd just sort of pushed them in and
out as if he was fucking her with small cocks. Now he was
concentrating on the front wall of her sex, a couple of inches in,
where, he said, her G-spot was. It wasn't something anybody else
had ever put any thought or effort into before, including her.

The results had been... spectacular!

It wasn't like rubbing her clitoris. In fact,
at first she hardly noticed. But the sensation built up and it
seemed to resonate with her clitoris, which he was licking, so that
she felt a wild, powerful, throbbing sensation that continued to
grow and spread!

The orgasm swept through her and she cried
out, and then, almost experimentally, cried out again, louder, and
then louder. The gag muffled and softened her voice, of course. And
a part of her realized that she didn't really have to put any
effort into doing so herself – the way she usually did.

She writhed and twisted and arched her back,
her hips bucking excitedly against his fingers and tongue as the
storm of sensations rolled through her. Then it faded, leaving her
gasping and limp. Or nearly limp. It wasn't like she didn't have to
stand up!

Nick moved away but quickly returned. She
moaned as she felt the pressure at her back entrance. She turned
her head, but couldn't see him down there. She felt his finger slip
into her, slick and slippery, pumping in and out, and her face
flushed.

Anal sex made her... uncomfortable. And not
just physically. It was degrading and dirty! He'd done it a couple
of times lately, though, and both times it had ached a little, and
then resulted in tremendous orgasms. So she wasn't about to refuse
– even if she could, even if she wasn't bound and gagged!

She felt his fingers withdraw, then something
harder pushed against her and slipped slowly up. It was thick, and
she knew it must be the butt-plug he'd outrageously introduced her
to not that long ago. Or thought she did.

It wasn't. It pushed deeper and deeper, and
she gasped and moaned. It must be another dildo!

It slid up deep, and then got much thicker
suddenly. She moaned as it stretched her even wider! Then it
suddenly got much more slender, leaving the... the wide part just
inside her. This was something like the butt-plug, except it went
way deeper!

He moved around in front of her, still on his
knees, and she looked down and saw him with another of the sex toys
he'd lately begun to introduce into their lives. It was a vibrator,
and it made her shudder as she stared, as she watched it, as she
felt it pushing slowly up through the lips of her sex.

He'd nearly driven her out of her mind with
that thing the first time he'd used it, just a couple of days ago!
She'd been tied up spreadeagled and he'd ignored her pleas to stop
as orgasm after orgasm had sent her into convulsions.

She groaned as it pushed deep, and then the
little branch thing at the base slid up across her clitoris. This
time, though, there was something attached to it. It looked like
slim little straps attached to a little ring at the base!

As she watched, he drew two of the straps up
her abdomen, then reached behind her, gripped a third, and pulled
that up between her buttocks. He stood up, and did something at her
hip. She jerked her head around and down and saw him fastening the
straps together. He moved around to her other side, and pulled the
other strap up that way, then around behind her back.

She looked at the mirror, and saw the
vibrator was now held in place by two slim black straps that cut
diagonally up across her hips and around in behind her to fasten to
the one which came up between her buttocks!

He stood up and gripped the base of the
vibrator, then turned it on.

Her hips bucked helplessly at the sudden
storm of sensation!

The vibrator buzzed against her clitoris,
which was bad enough, but it also pulsed against her G-spot, inside
her, throbbing again and again!

“Now, sex slave,” he said, standing before
her in his suit. “I think I will have to punish your for your lack
of respect for my manly greatness.”

She tried to give him her most disrespectful
look, but it was hard with the ball gag filling her mouth.

“I have a penis, and that makes me the one in
charge, the Lord and Master,” he said in a ridiculously arrogant
tone.

It was, of course, so ridiculous she couldn't
possibly take it as anything but a joke, but then he picked up
something which made her gasp.

It was a whip!

“You, slave girl, need to be whipped,” he
growled.

She shook her head rapidly but he only
sneered in a sinister fashion and let the whip slide over her
chest.

It had a handle, and then... it looked like
twenty or thirty long, thin black leather laces! As she stood there
helplessly, he let the pliable laces slide over her breasts and
then up over her shoulders.

“You will be whipped until you learn
obedience!” he growled.

The vibrators buzzed and throbbed and she
shuddered and moaned as he moved behind her. Emma twisted her head,
staring, eyes wide, trying to convey a message to him – that being
that he better not even try to whip her!

He didn't seem to get the message.

He drew his hand back, his eyes flinty, and
swung the whip forward!

Emma cried out as the thin laces swept out
and across and struck her back like a rain of little stings!

Her back arched and she jerked violently
against the impact and pain!

Except... it really didn't hurt and it really
didn't have much impact...

“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled.

He swung again and again she cried out,
though much less anguished.

It really didn't hurt much at all, she
realized, feeling a great sense of relief.

Then she berated herself for thinking Nick
was dumb enough or mean enough to hurt her!

“Sex slaves must learn obedience!” he said
sternly.

Crack!

She gasped and flinched a little as the whip
cut across her back again.

This was so nasty!

She stared at herself in the mirror, eyes
wide, and wanted to shake her head with disbelief!

Crack!

She cried out, back arching instinctively as
the whip struck again, and felt a shudder as her eyes drank in the
sight of herself being...whipped! Whipped!

Naked and whipped!

Crack!

“Scream, slave girl. No one will hear you,”
he growled.

Crack!

“You're at my mercy now.”

Crack!

“I can torture you however I want!”

Crack!

Emma jerked and gasped and moaned as the
blows landed across her back. They didn't really hurt, but they did
sting a bit, and the more he hit the more sensitive her back got.
Still, it was minor compared to the sensations of the vibrator
purring away inside her!

Not to mention the wild, shocked excitement
and dark heat that was flowing through her body!

“Sex slaves must submit to their master,” he
growled.

Crack!

Emma yelped as the whip cut across her back a
little further to the right than it had been doing! That sent the
thin laces curving across her ribs under her arm, to snap lightly
but stingingly against the side of her breast!

“Their bodies are owned by their master and
will be used as their master chooses!”

Crack!

The next blow did the same, but around her
left side, to snap lightly against her left breast!

Crack!

The next did the same again on the right, but
more!

Emma's breasts were already hot and
throbbing, but the sudden shocking, wicked idea that he would dare
'whip' her breasts sent a flood of liquid heat pouring through her
body and mind simply because it was so outrageous!

Crack!

“And perhaps even sold to others!”

Crack!

“Or loaned out to the master's friends!”

Crack!

The thin laces were now curling fully around
her ribs, snapping at her right breast, then her left, then her
right, as she stared at herself in the mirror! Her breasts were
starting to ache, and turning pink, but her nipples were like hard
little pebbles that felt ready to explode!

“Maybe I'll invite five or ten of my friends
by so you can dance for them, give them lap dances and blow
jobs.”

Crack!

His words were shocking, outrageous, wicked,
and they provoked a dark shudder of forbidden excitement in the
helpless redhead. Her thighs were squeezing and rubbing together as
the vibrator purred and throbbed inside her, and then the orgasm
hit her with shocking intensity!

She cried out, and almost instantly a part of
her realized she didn't need to repress her excitement because of
the gag, and she screamed, her body twisting and writhing as the
hurricane of sensory pleasure overloaded her nervous system and
swamped her mind!

He stopped whipping her and she felt his
fingers at the thing he's shoved into her bottom. He pulled it
free, and then what had to be his own cock thrust up deep into her
ass. Emma gurgled and moaned helplessly, then cried out as he
jerked back on her hair.

He leaned in against her, chewing and licking
and sucking on the nape of her neck as his hips thrust his cock up
and down in her aching belly. The vibrator continued to purr, and
his other hand reached around her to gently cup her right breast –
at first.

It began to squeeze harder, and his fingers
and thumb rolled and caressed her nipple as his hips slapped
against her buttocks again and again.

“Hot, sexy little slut!” he growled. “Your
master owns your body! Don't forget it!”

She gurgled and moaned, and another orgasm
tore through her mind, shattering it.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Kayla Stewart had always been a bit of a
tomboy, which was why she was so strongly into sports. She didn't
really think of herself as delicately feminine. She wasn't into
that feminism shit that Emma was, but she certainly didn't let any
guy think he was better than her in anything! Other than lifting
heavy objects for her, of course.

So it felt weird, and almost went against her
nature to let a guy take charge of her, even Dean, even during sex.
She was an active and enthusiastic participant in their lovemaking
and prided herself on being pretty darn good at it too!

But Dean's new, kinky little tie-up game kind
of prevented her from doing anything other than what Dean told her
to do. That went against the grain, but it was so deliciously
exciting that she couldn't really bring herself to object.

Right now she was in his bedroom at his
fraternity house, in his double bed, naked and tied to the four
corners of the bed! And as if that weren't outrageous enough he'd
gagged her! He'd put a spongy ball thing into her mouth that
pressed down against her tongue and practically filled her mouth to
overflowing, then strapped it in place.

She couldn't argue with his reasons,
though.

“Don't want you screaming, little girl, when
I make you come again and again and again.”

But then he'd blindfolded her! She couldn't
even protest as her silk scarf went over her eyes and he tied it
behind her head.

But then his hands began to caress her body;
big, powerful male hands. And they were... slick, slippery with
something warm, some kind of warm oil! She moaned at the tactile
pleasure as his hands gently massaged her breasts, rolling and
stroking her hard pink nipples.

They slid down along her body, rubbing her
belly and abdomen, then along her inner thighs, then up over her
pussy. His fingers parted the lips of her sex, rubbing gently along
the insides, then slowly pushed into her body.

Kayla moaned, unable to say or do anything
but lay there and experience the sensations he was rousing within
her.

And there were a lot of them!

His fingers were spending a lot more time
rubbing and massaging her than was his usual, and rubbing her
inside, too!

She could feel her body heating up as she lay
there, even though it felt like a strangely relaxing heat as she
lay back unmoving.

She groaned as his big fingers slid deep into
her pussy, then began to twist and turn, to pump in and out as his
other fingers rubbed against her clitoris. It felt like her hot,
swollen little button was trapped between them, all oily and slick
and throbbing!

She didn't remember him – or anyone else –
ever bringing her off with just their fingers before, but now she
felt the onrushing climax and cried out weakly, then more strongly
as it hit. Her back arched and she strained against the restraints
as his fingers pumped and stroked and her body flared with a wild
explosive release!

But... he didn't stop. He continued his slow
and gentle massage, his fingers pumping and twisting. His hands
rose, sliding up and down her torso, kneading her breasts,
fingering her nipples, then sliding down again. She groaned as what
must surely be three fingers strained her opening and slid up
inside!

A powerful, throbbing heat gripped her body
and mind, and she felt her chest heaving as she gulped in air. Yet
he continued his methodical caresses and fingering and pumping. Her
body heated up again and she cried out as a second orgasm swept
down upon her.

He still wasn't finished.

His hands roamed her body freely, then
returned to between her legs. But then after a minute, they shifted
apart, and she felt his lips there, his tongue licking at her as
his big hands slid up her body to knead her breasts!

Kayla's wrists and ankles pulled nearly
continuously against the ropes he'd tied her up with, a churning
heat and crackling sexual electricity gripping her body.

She was going to come again, she thought,
marveling at the idea! Three times in one session! Dean was a good
lover, but he'd never before put this kind of time and patience
into it!

Now she felt him sliding up her body, licking
and sucking and then his lips fastening around her left nipple. His
body was big, heavy, and hot against her skin, and she felt his
erection against her abdomen, pressed down against her, thick and
hard!

He rubbed it against her, between their
bodies, as he shifted to sucking and licking at her other breast.
Then he pulled his hips up and she felt him entering her, pushing
deep, making her ache in that wonderful, almost overfull way which
had always excited her so much!

She groaned as his weight came down on her,
then it eased, at least from her chest, and she felt fingers at the
gag, felt him pulling it out.

She moaned and then his hand covered her
mouth.

“I'm inside you, white girl,” he growled in a
low, deep voice. “Do you feel my black cock up high in your
belly?”

His hand eased back.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

He jerked sharply on her hair and she let out
a helpless cry.

“Not yes,” he growled. “Yes, master.”

She shuddered. It was so kinky! Yes, it was
silly too, but she was thrumming with sexual electricity, so...

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Since I”m taking your virginity, white girl.
I wanted my tribal chiefs to observe. They're standing around the
bed now, watching.”

She shuddered, but really, this was silly.
She had to say something snarky to that!

“Like you'd have a tribe – Urgh!”

His big hand closed around her throat,
completely folded around it, tight enough she could neither talk
nor breath!

“If you disrespect your master, slave girl.
You'll have to be beaten,” he growled.

He jerked on her hair and she gasped again as
it stung her scalp.

“Understand, prisoner? Slave girl?”

He eased his grip on her throat and she
gulped in air.

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

The way he had squeezed her throat was...
unsettling. But it was also a deep and powerful message about just
how helpless she was here, that she was entirely in his hands!

And she trusted Dean, after all. Which made
it, instead of threatening, wildly exciting!

He chewed along her throat, but still held
her hair in his fist.

“Have you ever been a sex slave to an African
chief before, White girl?”

“N-No, Master!” she gulped.

“We are very demanding,” he said.

His hips drew up and then thrust down and she
gasped.

“We require our slave girls to be very
obedient.”

He drew his hips up and then thrust in deep
once more, then ground himself against her.

“Our slave girls must be respectful to their
betters.”

Again he drew back, this time higher, then
thrust deep. She cried out, but he had already slapped his hand
over her mouth.

He started to thrust in and out steadily now,
and eased his hand back from her mouth.

“After I have tired of using your body I will
give you to the warriors of my tribe to use and breed,” he
growled.

She shuddered, his hips working in and out,
in and out, his cock thrusting into her hard and deep as she felt
the buildup of a dark, violent, animal heat and passion.

“You will wear a collar around your neck, and
nothing else for the rest of your life!”

She moaned and whimpered, arching and
writhing beneath him, straining against the ropes again as he
thrust harder, as the head of his thick, fleshy spear began to
punch against the back wall of her sex.

She came again, with him thrusting
continuously, the bed quivering beneath them as his hips drove hard
against her, his hand covering her mouth again as she cried out
repeatedly.

He pulled back and she shuddered, but then
entered her again, but... no. What was it...? she felt something
sliding up deep inside her! It wasn't him or his fingers. But it
was certainly big and thick!

And then it began to buzz!

It was a fucking vibrator! Kayla could hardly
believe it! Where had he gotten a vibrator anyway!?

She would have asked but he'd put his hand
over her mouth again.

He pumped it in and out, in and out, twisting
and turning it, and whenever he thrust it deep she felt the hard,
powerful buzzing against her clitoris!

His hand came off, and she gasped as he
yanked back on her hair. At the same time, his other hand closed
around her throat, squeezing, but not so tightly she couldn't
breath or speak.

“Are you my bitch, white girl?” he growled in
a stern voice.

“Y-Y-Yesss!” she moaned.

He jerked on her hair again.

“Say yes master!”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say I'm your bitch Master.”

“I-I'm your bitch, Master!”

This was so outrageous! But it sent a hot
flare of delicious excitement racing through her mind and body!

“Say I'm your sex slave master,” he said.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she gasped.

“Your body belongs to me, white girl,” he
growled. “And if you displease me I will beat you and whip you and
torture you!”

Kayla cried out as he came again, and his
hand closing around her throat made her eyes bulge and seemed to
make the sudden explosion of sensation even more intense!

And still he wasn't finished!

He untied her, and she thought he was, but he
only flipped her onto her belly, drew her wrists together behind
her back, crossed them, and then tied them together. With that done
he roughly yanked her out of bed by the arm, making her gasp and
yelp in startled surprise.

Dean was a big man but he'd rarely ever
demonstrated his strength with her before!

Now he 'forced' her down onto her knees on
the floor.

“Spread your knees, slave girl!” he
growled.

He forced her knees apart, then jerked back
on her hair.

“Back straight before your master!”

She moaned as she stared up at him. He stood
tall and powerful before her, arms folded across his powerful
chest.

Heat rippled up her spine.

He reached down and gathered up her hair,
then jerked her head and face forward suddenly, making her cry out
again as he rubbed her face against his groin.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped.

“Are you my sex slave? My slut?!”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say it!”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Master!”

She gasped as he jerked at her hair.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he said, rubbing her
face against his cock. “Please your master with your mouth.”

She marveled at how darkly thrilling this all
was! She'd simply never been exposed to this sort of sexual game
before! She obediently licked and sucked at his balls, then licked
her way up his cock a it began to harden.

When it was hard she slid her lips over it,
bobbing up and down – until he pulled her forward and buried
himself in her throat.

“What would your family think if they could
see you now, white girl?” he sneered.

She gurgled as he pulled back, and then
gulped in air.

“What would your friends think?”

He pushed himself deep into her throat, then
began to fuck her, his hips jerking in and out in long, slow
strokes as he held her firmly in place.

He pulled out as she panted heavily.

“Are you ready to obey your master, slut?” he
demanded, jerking back on her hair to force her head sharply back
and force her back to arch.

Kayla quivered.

“Yes, Master!”

“Get on the bed. Kneel on the edge, raise
your pretty little ass high and spread your legs.”

He jerked her forward and released her, and
Kayla, chest heaving, eyes wild, rose to her feet, then half fell
onto the bed. She positioned herself at the edge and spread her
legs, feeling a hot wild rush of excitement.

“Beg your master to fuck you, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

She felt him rubbing slowly up and down
against her sex. Then his big hands gripped her ribs and jerked
back, bending her more, raising her hips higher.

“Would you like my mighty black cock inside
you, white girl?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped breathlessly.

Crack!

She yelped as he slapped her bottom.

“Beg for it!”

This was so deeply wild and exciting!

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you with my mighty black
cock, white girl.”

“Please fuck me with your mighty black cock,
Master!” she panted.

Crack!

She winced at another slap.

“Slut!” he growled. “Imagine how your friends
would react if they heard such foul and filthy demands!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You're such a bad girl,” he chided her.

She whimpered as she felt him rubbing up and
down, up and down against her slick, swollen, overheated sex.

He slowly pushed into her, stretching her out
and then pushing deeper and deeper into her aching, burning
sex.

“Now that I have a slutty blonde sex slave
I'll have to share you with my brothers on the football team,” he
said.

Crack!

“It's a rule we have.”

Crack!

“All blonde sluts are the property of
football players.”

Crack!

“Oh! God!” she gasped dazedly, her hair a
tangled mass half covering her face.

Crack!

“You'll love being gang-banged, slave
girl.”

He started to thrust into her hard and deep,
and then his big hand came around to clamp down on her mouth to
muffle her growing cries of pleasure. It stayed there as he leaned
over her, riding her, ramming himself into her from behind and
driving her nearly out of her mind with the howling animal
heat!

She came and came again, her mind seeming to
wobble and roll and spin within her skull as his heavy body
continued to ride her, his big hands yanking her hair and clamping
over her mouth as his hips pounded violently, even savagely against
her!

This was the most insane sexual experience of
her life and Kayla wallowed in it!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


“That's fucking hot!” Nick breathed, staring
at the video on the computer which showed Dean riding the hot
blonde.

“The camera work ain't the best. I had to
hide it under some shirts with just a bit peeking out,” Dean said.
“If Kayla saw it she'd freak.”

“Yeah, mine was easier since I blindfolded
Emily for most of it. Plus I doubt she's as suspicious as
Kayla.”

“Can't believe you fuckin' whipped her,
man!”

Dean gave him a high five.

“Well, it wasn't much of a whipping. The flog
is really a toy. It hardly hurt her at all. But it put her in the
mood.”

“Can I borrow that for Kayla!”

“Sure.”

“She's wondering where all this master slave
stuff came from.”

“Tell her you saw a video. We don't want the
girls comparing notes yet.”

“Suppose she wants to see the video?”

“Oh, right. Okay. Hey! Tell her all this
bondage shit was in the house! That would explain why you have it.
Since Jeff is out of town we can blame it on him. I want to see you
whipping that hot blonde bitch of yours, man!”

“What are you planning on doing with Emily
next?”

“Been thinking about that. The important part
is that you create a mood, a scene, so that they're burning up hot
and they come to think that's all because of them being slave
girls, or at least, pretending to be. Then they'll get off on it
and want to do it all the time.”

“Gotcha.”

“Keep bringing up the idea that you're going
to give her body to other men, that you're going to have other men
come fuck her while she's sucking you, or loan her to friends, or
bring your tribe or football team over to gang bang her.”

“Like, get it in her mind that that's
hot.”

“Yeah, exactly. If you put it into her head
while she's all hot and burning up and feeling horny then the
thought will be a lot … sexier.”

“Should I say you're gonna come fuck
her?”

“Not... yet. Keep up with the tribe thing. It
sounds goofy but it's also the right kind of mood. She won't think
you're serious for a second, but it'll still put it into her mind.
We want your blonde girl thinking about having a cock in every
hole, bro.”

“What about your redhead?”

“Yeah, I can start suggesting some black gang
member is gonna do her, maybe some nasty black street gang.”

“Racist.”

“Yeah, but it's the same thing. She won't
believe I'd turn her over to a street gang, but it'll put the
thought in her head of multiple guys fucking her at the same
time.”

“So you gonna do that next time?”

“I'm gonna blindfold her again, let her
imagine there's men in with her, watching. Let her wonder if it's
my hands on her or someone else.”

“You know, if you blindfold her I could
actually be in the room.”

Nick thought about it, then shook his
head.

“You'd want to fuck her. And eventually she's
going to know, and if she thinks I had you fuck her without her
even knowing it she's liable to be really pissed. But eventually,
that's what we'll do. I'll have you in the room and tell her you're
in the room. But by then she won't believe me. Not until you touch
her and she realizes you really are there.”

“And then she freaks?”

“Not if I've done my job right. By then
she'll be so hot she'd fuck a great dane.”

Dean laughed.

“And we need to work on smacking their asses
more, and not just during sex. Do it outside of sex, whenever
they're rude to their masters. But not too hard. You have to keep
it as a sexy teasing thing. That could almost be a psychology
experiment on its own, you know.

Like, if they get a little smack on the butt
whenever they argue will they stop arguing unless it's about
something big and important?”

“Like being gang banged?” Dean asked,
smirking.

“Or at least having a cock in every
hole.”

“You might not be so good at counting, bro,
but there's only two of us.”

“Interesting fact of arithmetic you raise.
Who do you think should be our third?”

“Someone with a hot babe for a girlfriend, of
course.”

They both grinned at each other.

“Here's another idea,” Nick said. “Take dirty
pictures of her and put them on the internet.”

Dean looked at him like he was crazy.

“Without her face. It'll get her used to the
thought of guys seeing her naked but without any consequences.”

“Ahh, I see.”

*

Emily spotted him in the hall, sitting at one
of the tables. Not many others were still here at this time, and
none nearby. She came over to the table and put her hands on it,
leaning over as she kissed the top of Nick's head.

“Ready to go?” she asked.

His right hand rose and smacked her bottom
and she gasped and frowned, turning to look around her.

“You forgot to say master, slave girl,” he
said.

“Shhh!”

He lifted his head and grinned at her.
“Nobody is near.”

“Still...”

“Still, you trust me?”

“Of course.”

“Then trust me not to do stuff without
checking first to make sure no one can see or hear.”

“Maybe you forgot.”

He slapped her butt again and she gasped.

“Nick!”

“Don't say your master is an idiot,” he said
in a lofty voice.

“I didn't!”

“You inferred it,” he said.

She snorted.

“We'll be late for the movie,
oh-great-master, if you don't pick up your stuff and get moving,”
she said.

“Your master will make such decisions, sex
slave,” he said in that same arrogant tone.

She snorted and rolled her eyes. His
obsession with this master slave business was kinky and silly, but
there was no denying how incredibly hot it was. She'd never
imagined sex could be so wild and hot and exciting!

“And speaking of which, I bought you
something to wear tonight.”

“What?” she asked warily.

“Just a little thing.”

He reached into his bag and took something
out in a small box, then handed it to her.

“What is this?”

The box told her what it was. It was a remote
control vibrator!

“You're crazy!” she exclaimed, both outraged
and amused.

“You slip it inside, and I can turn it on and
off on our date. It should be... interesting.”

“Interesting!? And what if it makes me come
right in front of people!?”

“Best to not do that.”

“Nick!”

“Am I going to publicly humiliate you, slave
girl?”

“Well.... I suppose not...”

Crack!

“Ow! Your master knows best, sex slave. Now
go put it in quick.”

Emily was dubious about the whole idea, but
on the other hand, it could be fun, and it wasn't a big hard
vibrator like he'd used before. This was just a little thing!

She went into the bathroom and into a stall,
then lifted her skirt up and pulled her panties down before sitting
down and examining the thing doubtfully. Already, though, she was
feeling a dark thrill, her pulse rate rising and her chest
tightening. This would be so kinky!

The vibrator consisted of a soft three inch
long, egg-shaped thing which was supposed to go inside her,
according to the box. She took a deep breath, then pressed it
against her sex, letting it slowly sink in. It wasn't as thick as
Nick's cock, so while it stretched her opening it wasn't really
hard to get inside her body.

She slipped it all the way inside, with only
a very slim antenna sticking out. The antenna was covered in the
same silicone jell as the egg so that it was almost as thick around
as her little finger. It was flexible, and several inches long. She
followed the directions, pressing it straight up, then pulling her
panties up.

It felt a little weird, but not unpleasant.
Her body easily held the egg, and the other part, the tail part,
was pressed firmly against the front of her. She looked down
carefully but saw no sign of any kind of bulge which would alert
anyone staring.

You're nuts for going along with this, she
told herself as she looked in a mirror. But at the same time she
felt an almost giddy sense of excitement at what was to happen.

She left the room and went back to join
him.

“Ready, oh master?”

He reached up and gave her butt a squeeze,
and she looked around anxiously, but no one was watching. He got
up, then and they headed across the hall for the door. Halfway
there the vibrator turned on and she gasped and almost
stumbled.

“God!” she gasped as he held her arm.

“How does it feel?”

“It's.... powerful!” she gulped.

“Good.”

The egg part was thrumming, sending waves of
vibration through her. But the little tail part was worse! It was
buzzing and pulsing directly against her clitoris!

Emily clutched his arm as the vibration began
to spread a deep, powerful rush up through her body. She listened
intently, but couldn't hear anything but her own rapidly beating
heart as they walked along.

The two vibration patterns seemed to be
resonating back and forth, with her clitoris between them! She
moaned low in her throat, trying to squeeze and rub her thighs
together as they walked.

“This is crazy!” she gasped.

“Your master wants you to be hot and
bothered, like a good little sex slave,” he said.

“God! This thing is going to drive me
insane!” she moaned, her vaginal muscles squeezing down again and
again.

“If by insanity you mean turn you into a
raving nymphomaniac I'm good with that,” he said with a grin.

He guided her into the front passenger seat
of the car, then moved around to his side to find her sitting
hunched over, her fists in her lap.

“No masturbating in public, sex slave,” he
chided her.

“Niiiiick!” she moaned.

He laughed and turned it off, and she slowly
sat up and back, face flushed.

“See how exciting a simple walk to the car
can be?”

“You're a sadist,” she moaned.

“If I was a sadist I'd find a device that
makes you hurt instead of gives you pleasure.”

He pulled away from the curb and headed for
the theater.

“I don't know why you want to see this movie
anyway. It didn't get a good write-up,” she said.

“Are you questioning the wisdom of your
master, slave girl?”

She snorted. “My master sometimes has his
head up his ass when it comes to – Ahh!”

She gasped and clamped her thighs together as
the vibrator turned on again.

“Bastard!” she moaned.

He chuckled in amusement as she squirmed in
her seat and put her fists down into her lap again. Her breathing
became more ragged and she moaned low in her throat as she started
to bend forward.

The vibrator turned off and she shuddered and
straightened.

“I wish they'd invent one of these for men,”
she said.

“We'd probably use it all the time and get no
work done.”

He turned it on and off several more times on
the way, and she was moaning and squirming when he pulled into the
parking lot and stopped.

He grinned and leaned forward, opening the
glove compartment, then fished out a roll of duct tape.

“Lift your skirt,” he said as she sat slowly
back, panting.

“Wha... why?”

He lifted her skirt up and then gripped her
panties, tugging them down.

“Nick!” she gasped, twisting her head from
side to side to stare around them.

Fortunately, no one was nearby. After
assuring herself of that she turned her attention back to him, by
which time he had already succeeded in pulling her panties out from
under her and sliding them down past her knees.

“What are you doing!?”

“Making things interesting.”

He leaned over and pressed the slender little
arm of the vibrator against her body, then used a small piece of
duct tape to hold it in place so it crossed directly over her
swollen clitoris.

“You seem to be very wet, slave girl,” he
said, lightly rubbing the line of her sex.

“And whose fault is that!?”

He grinned and then put her panties in the
glove compartment.

“Seriously!?”

“Seriously,” he said in amusement.

“What if this thing falls out!?”

“Thus the duct tape.”

She looked down dubiously, but there was no
sign the bulbous egg thing wanted to push out from within her body,
and the tape would help hold it in place anyway.

“This is sick,” she said.

“Thanks.”

He opened the door and she hurriedly pulled
her skirt down. He went around to her side and helped her out and
they headed for the theater. She was walking carefully, waiting for
him to activate the thing again, but thankfully he didn't.

“Let's sit up here.”

“What? We usually sit down front.”

“Today we'll sit here.”

He led her up to the back instead of down
near the front, and she looked around uncertainly.

“There's like, almost nobody here,” she
whispered. “I told you this movie sucked.”

“I'm sure it will be an amazing
experience.”

A few more people arrived, then the lights
turned out and the trailers began to play.

And the vibrator went off again.

Emily clenched her teeth, at first, but then
pulled her thighs tightly together and began to rub them against
one another. She was grateful Nick had moved them to a place out of
the way. No one was sitting behind them and no one was around them
to notice her squirming.

Nick's hand slid up and down her thigh, then
lifted her skirt up. She gasped and looked around again, but was
reassured no one was near. She gasped as his finger lightly stroked
along her sex, then rubbed gently over her clitoris.

“Niiiick,” she moaned.

She gasped as he gripped her hair behind the
neck and jerked her head up and back, then moaned as he leaned in,
kneading her breast as he licked and kissed and nibbled his way
along her throat and then over her lips.

“Are you my bitch?” he breathed.

“Y-Yes,” she moaned.

“Say yes master.”

“Yes, Master!”

He chuckled softly, his fingers kneading and
squeezing her breasts, then undoing the buttons down the front of
her blouse.

“Nick!” she gasped, grabbing at his
hands.

“Sex slaves obey their masters,” he said
sternly, pulling her hands down.

“Someone might come up!” she moaned.

“The movie's already started. Not likely
anyone's going to come in now and if they do they'll go down not up
and if they do decide to come up we'll see them first. Now stop
arguing with your master, sex slave or you'll get a spanking.”

With the vibrator buzzing away inside her and
against her, Emily's body was suffused with heat and a wild thrill
of anticipation and excitement filled her mind. Her pulse was
racing and her heart beating as Nick spread her blouse wide and
then tugged her bra down to bare her breasts!

This was so wicked and wild and outrageous!
She was half naked in a public theater!

“Slouch down more.”

She moaned and obeyed, and then, panting,
moaning, flushed, with her mind swirling with sexual heat and
passion, she realized he was tugging her skirt down her legs. That
confused her. It hadn't been covering anything anyway.

He pulled it completely off, and she
shuddered with a sudden jolt of understanding. She was now naked
below the waist! It wasn't just that her skirt was up it was
completely off!

“Spread your legs. Drape them across the arms
of the chair. Wider, slut.”

She gasped at the dark, wild, outrageous
thrill of what was happening, even as the vibrator buzzed
relentlessly inside her! Her hips were rolling up helplessly as the
wild rush of heat swirled and churned through her body and
mind.

“Put your hands up behind your neck.”

Moaning, she obeyed, not knowing why and not
caring. Then he tugged her blouse up and thought she grabbed at it
when she finally understood, it was too late!

“Nick!” she gasped, eyes going wide.

“Obey your master, slave girl. He knows what
he's doing.”

“But I'm practically naked!” she moaned.

Then she was, completely naked as he yanked
her bra off too!

“Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!” she
moaned.

The orgasm hit and she arched back violently,
her hips bucking up frenziedly as he clamped his hand over her
mouth. His other hand moved swiftly between her legs, his fingers
rubbing furiously, causing the intensity of the sensation to grow
even more powerful as she cried out into the palm of his hand!

“Hot little slave girl,” he growled, bending
to suck and chew at her nipple.

The orgasm exploded inside her and left her
dazed when it faded. She slumped, chest heaving, and he chuckled
and gripped her hair, forcing her to sit up, moaning. Then he drew
her arms back behind her back and tied them there before she even
understood his intent.

“Wh-what are you...dooooing?” she moaned.

He sat her back in place and had her spread
her legs and drape them across the arms of the chair again, then
turned on the vibrator.

Whimpering, moaning, her head tossed and
turned, and she began to writhe, rolling her shoulders, her hips
grinding up and down as the vibrators buzzed away.

Nick was playing with his cell phone, and she
felt the vibrations shifting and changing. There were a number of
patterns and he was seeking the ones which had the most affect on
her.

Several orgasms later she was draped there
dazed, slack jawed, eyes glassy as he continued to experiment.

Then he stood up, gripping her hair.

Emily gasped in pain and moaned as he moved
out of their row, pulling her with him and forcing her onto her
knees in the aisle. She was wrung out, sweating and trembling, and
still gulping in air from the last orgasm when he unzipped and
pulled his erection out.

She rolled her eyes towards the stairs and
the movie playing, then gasped as he pushed himself into her
mouth.

“Swallow your masters, cock, you hot little
slave slut,” he purred.

She moaned and started licking and sucking.
Things were so insane that surely they couldn't get any worse! She
was naked and tied up in a public theater! How could giving her
boyfriend oral sex in the aisle be much worse!

He roughly pulled her forward by the hair and
she gurgled as the head of his thick cock pushed into her throat.
He drew her forward until every last inch was buried in her mouth
and throat, then held her there firmly and easily as she trembled
and twitched and moaned around him.

He pulled out and she gasped for breath,
gulping in ragged breaths of air. But he soon plunged himself into
her throat again, this time fucking her steadily and quickly,
jerking in and back on her hair and head as he used her.

The lack of oxygen made her light-headed, and
her eyes went glassy again as he drew out just long enough for her
to gulp in some air, then thrust deep again. He pulled out and
fisted his cock, then came in her face, spilling his seed across
her lips and cheeks and nose as she moaned weakly.

He smeared it over her face, rubbing it in
all over, then led her back to their seats. This time he had her
sit across his lap sideways. It was awkward and uncomfortable, but
she wasn't up to arguing.

The vibrator was still buzzing. But now he
let his fingers play over her body in a near continuous dance,
stroking, caressing, rubbing, kneading and squeezing.

He bent to suck and lick and chew at her
breasts, then, as she writhed and moaned, he eased the egg part of
the vibrator out of her body, letting it dangle in place as his
fingers thrust into her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she moaned as three large
fingers thrust in and out of her as his thumb stroked across her
clitoris.

His fingers twisted and pumped as she writhed
and arched back again and again, and his hand came down on her
throat this time as she began to climax, turning the beginning of a
cry of pleasure into a croak and gurgle as her hips bucked
frantically against his fingers.

When that orgasm finished he thrust the egg
back inside her again, then lifted her up, turned and set her down
on the seat. He knelt in front of her, lifting her legs up and back
so that her feet were back across the top of the seat, then began
to lick hungrily.

She was sopping wet, and her body was
trembling and shaking even before his warm, wet tongue began to
stroke across her frazzled, hypersensitive clitoris. Combined with
the egg still vibrating in her pussy, and the thin buzzing tail,
his tongue drove her nearly out of her mind, and he had to clamp
his hand around her throat several times to still her cries of
desperate pleasure.

Finally he dropped his own pants, thrust into
her, and pounded down violently as she stared up through glazed
eyes. Her ankles were jammed back between the seat backs, as he
crushed her into the seat, his heavy hips pounding down hard enough
to make the entire row of seats shake.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“Now this is one fine sight,” Dean said.

Kayla was on her knees, her bottom raised
high, her legs spread, her hands tied behind her back. She turned
around with a smirk and saw him holding up his phone.

“Dean!” she squealed, turning her head
away.

He waited until she had buried her face in
the covers, then took the picture, took several pictures, in
fact.

“Yep. This is going on the internet,” he
said.

“Don't you fucking dare!” she said
crossly.

He grinned and sat down next to her, then
showed her the picture.

“Are you going to tell me anyone would
recognize this as you?” he said.

“Well... no but...”

“Then what's the problem?”

“I don't want people seeing me like
that!”

“But they won't know it's you. They'll see
this incredibly gorgeous body and they'll think 'Fuck! I wish I
could have that!' but they won't be able to.”

He rolled her over and then pulled her head
over the edge of the bed so it dropped down upside down.

“Put your feet flat on the bed,” he said.

She raised her knees and he moved around to
the other side of the bed, then had her spread her legs more.

“Arch your back.”

Kayla moaned but obeyed, and he took a
picture, then came around to show her.

“Now this is one fine looking sex slave,” he
said.

“It's gross,” she complained.

“Gross? I put that on the internet and a
thousand guys will get a hard-on.”

She snorted.

“Don't you want to give a thousand guys an
erection?”

“No,” she said.

“Liar. I know you, you little cock teasing
slut.”

He jerked back on her hair and kissed her
roughly.

“Maybe I'll put some video on too. I'll title
it 'nasty white sex slave being punished by her mighty black
master'. What do you think?”

“I think you're a lunatic,” she said.

“Oh, now you're gonna get it, slave girl,” he
said.

“Deaaaan!”

He got out of bed and went to the closet,
then came back with a camera.

Kayla rolled away to hide her face, but he
set it up on a chair and pulled the chair in next to the bed. Then
he grabbed the squealing blonde by the hair and dragged her up
across his lap.

“Dean!”

“Better stop talking or the camera will
record your voice.”

He pinned her upper body under his left arm
and spread her legs so her knees were straddling his body, then
worked a vibrator slowly into her pussy. When it was all-but
buried, and the curving little branch which pressed against her
clitoris was in place, he turned it on, then picked up another
dildo and fed it into her ass.

While the video camera recorded everything,
he pumped first one, then the other, his fingers rubbing at her
clitoris at the same time, while Kayla began to jerk and spasm and
moan.

Crack!

She gasped but buried her face in the sheets
as his hand started to come down repeatedly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Dis be what happen to white girls dat
disobey dere black masters!” he said in an exaggerated African type
voice.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He began to pump the dildo and grind the
vibrator as Kayla began to moan and gasp and roll her hips again,
then as the orgasm hit he ground the vibrator into her while
slapping her now red bottom as the camera looked directly on.

He wasn't done, of course. He shifted the
camera over a little, then knelt and thrust his cock into Kayla
from behind, pounding hard against her and slapping her butt,
reaching around to finger her clitoris as he rode her into another
climax.

He showed her the video, and she moaned and
squirmed at the sight. It only showed him from the waist down, and
of course showed her from the chest down, and mostly below the hips
from behind.

“It's pornographic,” she complained.

“Cause you're such a hot and dirty little
blonde sex slave,” he said.

She didn't think he was serious about putting
it on the internet, but he was. Later on, when he showed her the
web site where people posted amateur videos, she was shocked at
first. But then as she realized he was right and that no one would
possibly know it was her, she calmed down.

Especially when a series of people began to
post complimentary comments, expressing their excited admiration
for her hot body and begging for more.

They made another video with her face down on
the floor, arms stretched out before her. That had the affect of
helping shield her face, which she turned away to her left in any
event. He placed the camera on the floor to her right and behind
her.

That gave the camera a good view of her body
in profile, including the side of the soft, full breast pressed
against the floor. Dean then fucked and sodomized her from behind,
slapping her ass and calling her his white sex slave in that same
exaggerated African voice. His body was only shown from the waist
down too, of course.

There was a ton of response to that, with
lots of exclamation points as men posted how incredibly hot and
sexy she was. Kayla read the comments with a mixture of
embarrassment, discomfort and a helpless narcissistic sense of smug
satisfaction.

“Got something new for you,” Dean said the
next day.

“What? Another dildo? Handcuffs? A diamond
studded vibrator?” she asked, smirking.

It looked like a little black bag.

“WTF?” she said, staring at it.

He gripped her arm and tugged her into the
bathroom, then took the bag and slipped it over her head. It was
made of some sort of stretchable fabric like spandex and slipped
down firmly around her head and over her face, all the way down to
her throat.

She could see through it, though. Her vision
wasn't exactly clear by any means, but in this light she could walk
around and probably not bang into things.

“What is this for? Oh, not your filthy
videos?!”

He chuckled throatily and pulled her back
from the mirror.

“If anyone finds out it's me I'm going to
kill you!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“No make threats against your African
master!” he growled in his African accent.

He pulled her into the other room and
attached leather restraints to her wrists, then stripped her naked.
He raised her arms high and locked them to a spreader bar hanging
from a chain overhead, then spread her legs and locked them down in
the same way.

“Oh, forgot. Don't want you making noises
that might be recognized,” he said.

He rolled the mask up over her mouth and then
pushed a ball gag into it before tugging it down again.

“Now you're completely at my mercy!” he
growled.

He turned on the video camera, and suddenly,
the big flat screen on the wall before her came to life. Kayla
stared at herself and gasped, eyes widening! She stared anxiously
but was relieved that she couldn't see a thing of her face through
the mask.

Then she saw Dean put on a different mask.
This one was of leather. It hid his face above the mouth, sort of
like a batman mask. He knelt in front of her, then, and his big
hands ran up and down her body, kneading her breasts as his tongue
began to lap at her sex.

He had a very talented tongue, and very
skillful hands, and Kayla found the whole scene incredibly hot to
begin with. She moaned and writhed and ground her hips against him,
sometimes staring down, sometimes staring at the TV, watching
herself in fascination.

He stood up and moved behind her, and then he
reappeared and she gasped at the sight of him on the TV screen! He
was holding some kind of whip!

“Dis how we punish white slave girl!” he
growled.

Kayla shook her head frantically as she
stared at the screen but he raised his arm and drew the whip back,
then swung it forward!

She screamed as she saw and felt the whip
strike her back, and threw herself forward! Of course, with her
arms and legs held in place that merely caused her back to arch for
the camera.

And, she realized, the whip thing didn't
really hurt much at all.

She sighed in relief. Then felt a sense of
both admiration for his cleverness, and a dark, seductive rush of
heat and excitement. This was so nasty and wild!

She stared at the screen and watched, eyes
wide, as he swung the whip thing down again! She couldn't help
jerking sharply forward as she saw and felt it hit her back! It was
made up of a bunch of thin dark laces. They spread out as they flew
through the air, and smacked down across her back. But none of them
weighed much, and they hardly even stung.

Though there were a lot of them...

She jerked and twisted as the 'whip' hit her
back and buttocks. Even though she knew it hardly stung much she
couldn't help reacting as if it might! And the sight of herself
being 'whipped' was incredibly hot!

Then he began to make the laces swing around
her ribs to snap at her breasts! She squealed and twisted but could
do nothing! They stung a little, but that was nothing compared to
the dark thrill of watching it on the TV!

Her breasts began to get pink and a bit sore,
much like her back had, but she didn't really care. This was soooo
hot!

“Dirty white slut!” he growled. “Taste the
punishment of your African master!”

He swung harder and the thin laces began to
sting more now, but that just made it more thrilling, more wildly,
shockingly erotic! Kayla twisted and writhed and arched and cried
out into the gag as he swung the whip down across her breasts and
belly and back and bottom.

He moved around in front of her and then bent
over and lifted up the lower bar, the one her ankles were attached
to. He raised it up high and pressed it back over her head until he
was able to lock it together with the other one.

He stepped back, and a dazed, moaning Kayla
stared between her thighs at the image of herself hanging in an
incredibly lewd, outrageous, helpless position!

Dean moved the camera more to the side, then
stepped in and buried his thick cock in her aching belly.

On the third stroke, she came, violently,
crying out again and again as his hips thrust into her, as his big
black cock thrust deep into her belly like a fleshy spear. His
powerful, muscular black body gripped her tightly against him, his
big hands on her buttocks as he thrust in hard and fast, growling
menacingly for the camera as he rammed himself into her trembling
body again and again.

*

Later on, after posting the video, he
reviewed a few of the other videos people had posted. One of them
was of a girl sucking her man while on her knees. Another man knelt
behind, doing her from behind.

“I like that,” he said. “That's you, bitch. A
cock in your mouth and another in your pussy. Cause you should be
filled with cock every waking minute.”

He made her kneel, then slid a dildo into her
pussy as she licked and sucked him.

“Nasty little sex slave. Slutty little
blonde. You wish there was a guy fucking you from behind, don't
you. Spread those legs, slut. Raise that tight little white ass.
You know you want it.”

Kayla moaned as she swallowed his cock,
wallowing in the dark fantasy he was creating. She shuddered as he
reached over and began to pump the dildo.

“Two guys ain't enough. You need a third guy
fucking this tight little ass,” he said. “That's what you deserve,
sex slave.”

He jerked her head up by the hair and bent it
back as she moaned helplessly.

“Three big Africans with hard black cocks,
ramming them into your soft little white body!” he growled, forcing
her mouth down on his cock again. “They're gonna drown you in come,
you hot little white slut, and make you beg for more!”

He jerked her up and off and flung her back
onto her back on the floor, where she lay gasping, then knelt
before her. He yanked her legs up and pressed them back, forcing
her feet down to the floor above her head as his heavy body crushed
down.

She gurgled and moaned, eyes glazed as his
hips rammed his cock into her.

“Who is your master, white girl!?” he
demanded.

He gripped her throat and she gurgled, her
eyes staring up at him.

“Who is your master, white girl!”

“Y-You are, Master!” she gasped, as he eased
his grip.

“Are you my white sex slave? Are you?”

“Y-yes, M-Master!” she gasped.

He ground his hips against her buttocks and
began to thrust into her again as she shuddered and moaned
helplessly. He shifted his hand from her throat to her breasts,
fondling and groping them as his hips pounded her, then as she
came, tightened his fist around her throat again to make her gurgle
and tremble and shake more and more violently.

“Remember, slave. Your body belongs to your
black master!” he growled in a harsh, African accent.

*

Kayla woke up slowly, groaning, muscles sore.
She blinked her eyes, her rising awareness becoming confused. Then
she realized she wasn't in her normal bed. The events of the
previous evening flooded back and she gasped, jerking her hands
against the restraints which held them together behind her
back.

Dean grunted in his sleep and she rolled to
her left, staring at him. The sheets were around his waist, and his
dark skin showed the muscles below it as she felt a sense of
amazement at the incredibly hot, kinky sex they'd had the other
evening!

She'd gotten so incredibly into it! Dean had
treated her like... well, like a sex slave, and it had been so
intense! What a rush!

And she'd slept here naked with her wrists
still locked behind her back and a collar around her neck!

Like a sex slave!

God! He'd fucked her so hard she was sore
inside! But it was a good sore! He had simply... pounded her! The
memory of being crushed under him, his huge, powerful body above
her, so... strong and she so helpless... that was incredibly
erotic!

She wondered if he was leading up to
something with all the talk about having other men fuck her too. It
was probably just part of his dirty fantasy scenario. But the idea
was... scorching! Imagine sucking his cock while another guy fucked
her from behind! That would be insane! Well, if it didn't destroy
her reputation.

Sex was simply becoming a lot more...
thrilling, and a lot more intense, and it was making her want it
more!

His eyes opened, and he grunted, then reached
out and seized her by the thick mass of hair behind her neck,
pulling her head forward and down.

“Oh! Ah! Dean!” she gasped.

“Please your master, slave,” he growled.

He pushed the sheets down and rubbed her face
against his cock, which began to immediately harden.

Kayla moaned. This was so kinky!

She mouthed his balls, then his cock, licking
and sucking while he kept a firm grip on her hair.

“Please my black cock, you filthy blonde
slave, or I will whip you,” he growled.

He pushed her mouth down on his thick cock
and she closed her lips around it, sucking, licking, bobbing up and
down.

“All of it, slut,” he growled.

God, this is sick! Kayla thought. Not
long ago she would have been outraged if he had manhandled her like
this and called her a slut. Now it just turned her on!

He pushed down on her head and she gurgled as
his cock pushed up into her throat, then slid all the way into her
until he was jamming her mouth down firmly against his groin. He
held her there as she squirmed helplessly, then yanked her up.

She gasped breathlessly, gulping in air.

“Do you love black cock, slave girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He pushed her down again, all the way, then
began to jerk her head up and down, fucking her throat on his cock
as she gurgled and gasped and moaned helplessly.

He rolled over, then, his body effortlessly
rolling her over as well so she was on her back beneath him. He
seized her head in both hands, and then began to thrust into her
mouth and throat hard and fast, his legs pinning down her shoulders
as he drove his cock into her throat with harsh, determined
strokes.

He pulled out and she drew in harsh, ragged
breaths of air as he sat back on her upper chest, pumping his cock.
He came, spraying himself over her pale face as her chest heaved
and she continued to gulp in air.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Dean was losing a battle he hadn't been even
thinking about fighting.

Bringing Kayla into a nasty little game of
submission and dominance, of slave and master, so he could
manipulate her into sex with Nick and Emily had seemed like a
reasonable idea when Nick suggested it. He hadn't really expected
it to work, much less work as well as it had. Kayla was obviously
incredibly turned on by his play-acting.

But the more she had submitted to his sexual
demands, the more he manhandled her and used her as roughly as he
chose, the more turned on he was getting! Treating her as
his sex slave might have been a game at first, but now he was
coming to feel a very deep determination to have her as that very
thing! And not so he could fuck the pretty redhead either!

He'd always known his relationship with Kayla
was mainly physical, based mostly on his strength and looks. She
got off on him because he was a powerful, handsome guy who was
pretty good in the sack. And he was honest enough to admit he'd
chosen her for her looks, not her personality. She was a trophy
blonde, one that made all his black friends jealous because they
wanted one too.

But while he felt a degree of affection for
her he certainly wasn't in love with her, and he doubted she was
particularly devoted to him either. She liked the sex and liked
having a big, strong, handsome boyfriend to do things with, to go
to parties and clubs and movies and bars.

The idea of turning her into his obedient
little sex toy, his 'sex slave' was powerfully attractive, and the
more he pretended, the rougher he got with her, the more he
insulted her and treated her like she belonged to him, the more
excited he became.

The thought of using a sexy blonde any
fucking way he felt like it, doing whatever he wanted to her,
making her do whatever he wanted her to, not only with him in
private but in front of his friends – now that was something that
tightened his chest and made his cock thrum.

And as long as he continued to ensure she
thought it was a kinky game, and as long as she got off on what
they did, he could continue to lead her in that direction.

He left her gasping on the bed and padded
naked across the room and out the door, then down the hall to where
all the sex toys were. He'd seen something the other day – ah, and
there it was. He picked it up, then its companion.

He walked back to the bedroom and found her
still on her back. He knelt on the edge of the bed and effortlessly
flipped her onto her belly.

“Raise that ass up, slave girl,” he
ordered.

He didn't wait, but seized her hips and
jerked her butt into the air, putting her on her knees, then
jerking her knees apart.

“Oh! Wh-what are you … doooing?” she
moaned.

He was rubbing the dildo up and down her sex.
He slid his finger into her, not surprised to find she was wet,
then slid the dildo into her. It was more than a dildo, actually.
He pushed it deep, until he reached the doughnut an inch from the
base.

The doughnut was a much wider section an inch
thick. He twisted and pushed and turned it and she moaned and
gasped and complained, but he got it inside her, and her tight
pussy closed behind it – around the much slimmer base.

He pressed the button and it began to
vibrate.

The second dildo was similar, only it fit
into her ass, and it didn't have a vibrator. With these inside her
pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt, grabbed her by the
arm and then heaved her up across his shoulder. He carried her out
of the room, slapping her bottom when she complained, and took her
down the hall to the kitchen.

He set her down on the floor in the kitchen,
pushing her to her knees with her back to the wall.

“Sit on your heels, sex slave,” he
ordered.

He pulled back on her hair, pushed her thighs
wider, and set her in position as she looked up at him, still
breathing a little heavily, but mostly recovered now.

“Kneel there while your master makes
breakfast.”

“You could have at least put me on the rug,”
she grumbled.

He snorted, then jerked her up onto her knees
by the hair and slapped her bottom sharply.

“Ow! Hey!”

He pushed her back down again.

“Sex slave's don't get to complain to their
master,” he growled.

“Your sex slave needs to go to the bathroom,
master,” she grumbled.

“Just hold it or I'll beat you,” he said.

He was examining the fridge, which he and
Nick had filled, and took out some bacon and eggs, then found a pan
and put it on the stove.

He turned to look at her from time to time,
marveling at the very idea he had a gorgeous blonde fox like Kayla
naked and kneeling and shackled there on the floor!

He looked in the fridge and freezer, humming
to himself. He took out some rolls Kayla liked and put them in the
oven to warm them, then set the table. She usually didn't eat
breakfast, but she'd munch on rolls and have milk or some kind of
juice if time allowed.

“I'm just supposed to kneel here?” she
said.

“Obedient to your master's will.”

She snorted, but softly, and she squirmed.
The vibrator was making her lower body quiver and throb with sexual
tension. It wasn't directly touching her clitoris but the
vibrations resonated through her body, and her clitoris was swollen
and tingling, and not very far away!

“And do you feel more than a little stuffed
with cock?”

“Yes!” she groaned.

“Should be a pair of black cocks in you, but
we work with what we got,” he said. “Maybe I'll invite some of the
brothers over to gang-bang you after breakfast. I bet you'd like
that, nasty little white slave.”

“Only if they're hot,” she said
challengingly.

“Sex slaves are used by anyone their master
chooses to allow,” he said. “They have no will of their own.”

“Ha!”

He examined the food in the pan then turned
and went over her, squatting down. He gripped her by the throat and
shoved her head back against the wall as she gasped and her eyes
widened. His other hand dropped low and his fingers began to rub
her clitoris as she squirmed and gasped and moaned helplessly.

“Poor, helpless little blonde slave girl,” he
said softly. “Captured and held prisoner by a cruel African prince,
her beautiful body used by he and his lust crazed African tribesmen
again and again...”

She moaned and writhed as he spoke, as he
rubbed her, as his fingers squeezed around her throat so she could
barely breath. He released her throat and she gasped for breath
again, then cried out as he gripped her hair and jerked her head
back sharply, painfully, kissing her roughly as he continued to rub
her.

Her hips began to grind against his fingers
as she whimpered and moaned and panted for breath.

Then he drew back, and went back to the
stove.

Kayla moaned helplessly, dropping her chin
and gulping in air.

“Back straight, slave girl,” he ordered.

“Bastard,” she moaned.

He returned, jerked her up by the hair and
slapped her bottom three time sharply, then sat her back down on
her heels.

“Never speak ill of your black master,” he
growled.

“Ow! That hurt!” she complained.

“The better to train your to obey.”

“Bully,” she muttered.

He came back again.

“Oh! Wait! Dean! Don't!” she squealed.

He pulled her up by the hair and slapped her
bottom sharply.

“Ahh! Fuck!” she cried as he set her down
again.

“If you don't learn to obey and respect me I
will give you to my tribesmen and they will throw themselves on
your beautiful white flesh,” he growled.

He went back to the stove, and then began to
carry things over to the table next to her. He noticed she was
squirming again, and her face and chest were flushed.

“You may not have an orgasm without my
permission, slave,” he said.

“You're the one who put a vibrator inside
me!”

“Show some self-discipline, or your master
will discipline you – slut.”

“Deeean, I need to to pee!” she moaned.

“Your master will decide that.”

“If my master doesn't decide it soon I'm
going to go on the floor!”

“Then you'll clean it up.”

He sat down at the table and looked down at
her. He was still waiting for the eggs and bacon to finish, but the
buns were certainly warm and fresh, and he buttered one, then tore
a piece off. He held it out to her and she looked at it
uncertainly, then licked it out of his fingers.

“Good slave,” he said, patting her the way he
would a dog.

She flushed and opened her mouth to say
something that was no doubt rebellious, but he held another piece
before her lips and pushed it in first.

She chewed and ate that, too, and the third
piece which he pushed into her mouth. His fingers followed it in
and her eyes locked with his as she sucked at them while he
withdrew them, then chewed on the bun.

He fed her several more pieces, then went to
check on the bacon and eggs.

Kayla squirmed some more, moaning low in her
throat.

He brought the eggs and bacon back to the
table and began to eat.

Every little while he tore off another piece
of bun and let her eat it out of his palm, or lick out of his
fingers, which she did with a breathless single-minded purpose that
spoke of wild fantasies within her mind.

He pinched off a piece, and then tossed it on
the floor about five feet in front of her.

She looked at it and looked at him,
confused.

“Eat it, slave.”

Her jaw dropped and it looked like she was
looking for something insulting to say, but reconsidered. She
looked at the piece of bun and then, moaning, bent way over,
letting her breasts press against the tiles and slid forward until
she could lick it off the floor.

Her eyes briefly lost their focus as she
straightened, and he grinned at her. She moaned and squirmed,
trying to close her thighs to squeeze and rub them together.

“Legs spread, slave. Always keep your legs
spread wide, whenever you're sitting, kneeling or in any other
position. You want to be ready for me or one of my tribesmen to
mount you.”

“You're a pervert,” she groaned.

“And don't you forget it.”

He tossed another piece, and then another,
and she licked them off the floor, clearly more aroused than she
was outraged.

He ate his own breakfast as he watched.

“Back into position, slut,” he barked.

She gasped in outrage but her eyes shone at
the same time. She moved back to kneel with her back to the wall,
flushed and aroused.

“I know you white whores love black cock,” he
said. “And none more than blondes. Blondes are all made to be sex
slaves anyway. They love nothing in life so much as a big black
cock inside them.”

He got up and got himself a glass of milk,
and also poured some in a bowl for Kayla. He set the latter on the
floor and she looked at it.

“There's your milk, slut.”

She moaned softly, but didn't have to have it
explained to her. She bent over until her her hard nipples were
jammed against the floor, slid forward and then began to drink from
the bowl.

“Spread your legs wide so all the men can
see!”

She moaned and shifted her knees wider as she
licked.

Dean watched and finished his own
breakfast.

Being bent over and drinking, of course, did
little to ease her bladder, and she straightened again.

“Deeean, I really, really need to go!” she
moaned.

“Maybe in an hour or two,” he said
arrogantly.

“I can't wait an hour!”

“Obey your master, slave. Now finish your
milk.”

She moaned but obediently bent over and
finished licking the milk from the bowl.

“Resume your position.”

She rose to her knees and shuffled across to
the wall, then turned and slid down again, groaning, her hips
twitching and jerking.

He finished eating, and carried everything to
the counter, then left the room and found another of the
vibrators.

He returned and squatted next to her, then
thrust the thing down between her trembling thighs. He pressed it
directly against her clitoris, and began to grind it against her as
she gasped and her eyes widened.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Please!”

He folded his other hand around her throat,
shoving her back against the wall, squeezing but not hard enough
for her to not be able to breath. He ground the vibrator against
her slow, then fast, then slowly, then faster and harder, watching
her face.

“Remember, I have ordered you not to orgasm
without permission,” he said.

But the vibrator inside her had been buzzing
for too long, setting her body aflame, especially with the deep,
thick penetration of the two dildos. Then there was the wildly
sexual and sensual 'breakfast' which kept her in that dark fantasy
scene he'd created the other day.

And now this vibrator grinding against her
clitoris blew away whatever self-control she might have had –
presuming she even intended to obey him – and the orgasm swept
through her. She cried out, her hips bucking hard against the
vibrator, and he tightened his grip around her throat, shoving her
head hard against the wall as he rubbed the vibrator even
harder.

Her muscles spasmed violently as her eyes
bulged. Her back arched again and again and she gurgled and gasped
as the orgasm tore through her mind.

And as he half expected and hoped, he saw her
starting to lose control of the muscles which needed to be blenched
tightly against her bladder.

First dribbles, then spurts, then as the
orgasm hammered her mind, her muscles let go, and she urinated on
the floor even as her body writhed and shook and trembled in the
throes of the massive orgasm.

“Dirty little sex slave,” he said. “You will
be punished severely, of course, for your lack of discipline.”

He eased his grip on her throat, letting her
suck in deep, ragged breaths of air, then as her hips slowed their
frantic bucking motions he turned off the vibrator and smirked as
he stood up.

“Nasty, naughty little slut,” he said.

He was very pleased, though. A girl who
pissed on the floor in front of a man wasn't going to be
embarrassed about doing much else in front of him – or at his
orders. He unlinked her wrist restraints so she had her hands free,
then ordered her to clean up her mess, then clean the table and
counter and wash the dishes.

Then he went into the living room to see what
was on TV.

He flicked through the channels, then got up
and checked on her. There was no sign of the urine on the
floor.

“Wash the floor. There is a bucket in the
closet there, sponges and soap under the sink.

She looked at him, face flushed. “Uhm.. isn't
there a mop...”

“On your hands and knees, slave,” he
growled.

She sucked in a breath of air and he turned
away and went to the bathroom, brushing his teeth and using mouth
wash. Then he went back to check on her to find her on all fours,
scrubbing the floor.

He roughly gripped her hair, jerking her her
up and back on her knees. Her hands instinctively shot up to grab
at his wrists.

“Hands at your sides, slave! You do not
resist your master!” he snapped.

She dropped her arms with a gasp, and he
pushed the ball gag into her mouth, then pulled the strap behind
her and buckled it before shoving her so she fell forward onto all
fours.

“It better be clean, slave. You're going to
lick it afterward. And maybe you'll be eating off it tonight for
supper too.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide, and he bent
and slapped her bottom.

“Get to work!”

Moaning, she obeyed, and he went back to
flick through TV channels.

He returned and peered around the corner. She
was washing still on all fours – except it was all threes. Her
third hand was between her legs, rubbing her clitoris as her hips
jerked and rolled.

No doubt the vibrator, not to mention this
whole scene, was getting to her again, he thought.

Hot little slut!

He moved in and grabbed her by the hair
again. Once more, he wasn't gentle, and she cried out as he yanked
her up and back onto her knees, then up onto her feet. He drew her
back hard against the wall then shifted his grip from her hair to
her throat.

“You do not get to come without your master's
permission, slave!” he growled.

He had the vibrator in his hand again and
ground it against her clitoris as her eyes widened.

“Hands down, slut!” he shouted.

Her hands had instinctively come up to grip
his wrist as he squeezed her throat, but now they dropped
bonelessly, and her eyes started to become glassy. He could see the
orgasm hit her just before her hips began to buck against him.

“You are my sex slave! You are my white slave
girl! I own your body and only I may allow you to have orgasms,
slut!”

Her hips jerked and spasmed and her eyes
seemed to roll back in her head. Her hands remained at her sides,
though they bounced and jerked and fluttered as he continued to
squeeze his big hand just tight enough around her neck she couldn't
really breath. He held her head pinned firmly to the wall as her
hips bucked and her buttocks slapped frantically against it.

He released that and her orgasm faded slowly
away.

“Get back to work, whore!”

He flung her down and she knelt, trembling
and moaning, chest heaving, then picked up the sponge and continued
cleaning the floor.

*

After she indicated she was done he removed
the gag and made her lick the floor, just as he'd promised.

Then he attached a leash to the collar and
made her crawl down the hall to the bathroom. That seemed to stun
and arouse her, too. But more surprises were in store for the
beleaguered blonde. He brushed her teeth, not her, and then he took
her into the shower and made her stand still with her hands behind
her neck as he directed the water at her, then soaped her up, with
his hands moving slowly and sensuously across her wet, soapy
flesh.

With the vibrator still buzzing away, the
feel of his fingers caressing her body and rubbing her clitoris
soon had her hips grinding helplessly against him once more.

He made her soap him up, then, before rinsing
them off. Then he fucked her mouth and throat while she knelt, arms
at her sides, her eyes glassy. He lifted her to her feet, pushed
her against the wall, jerking back on her hips.

The sound of his hand hitting her wet
buttocks sounded like a gunshot and she cried out.

“Beg for my black cock, slave,” he
growled.

“Ow! Oh! Please... please fuck me!” she
gasped.

He jerked back on her hips, putting her in
position with her hands against the wall, and her bottom pushed
back.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your ass, white girl!”

“Ow!” she squealed.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck my ass!” she cried.

Crack!

“Owwh!”

“You forgot to say master!”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Panting, moaning, the hapless blonde
obeyed.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your ass with my black
cock!”

“Please fuck my ass with your black cock,
Master!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Tell me you love my black cock.”

“I love your black cock! Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you need my black cock deep in your
ass, white slut!”

“Oh God!”

Crack!

“Say it, you blonde whore!”

“I need your black cock deep in my ass,
Master!” she cried.

He gripped the base of the dildo, then pulled
gently, watching as the fat doughnut part at the bottom slowly
pushed out into view. Then the thinner shaft slid out of the
trembling, gasping, whimpering blonde and he tossed it into the
sink before pushing his rigid cock up inside her.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Oh!” she whimpered, eyes
widening as she felt his cock sliding up into her ass.

“I am your god, slut, your black god.”

He thrust deep, and Kayla cried out as she
felt cramps deep inside. He gripped her hair, jerking it up and
back, then began to pump, his other hand sliding around to roughly
grope her breasts, then sliding down to finger her clitoris.

She came almost instantly, crying out as he
rammed his cock into her ass, her hips jerking and spasming wildly
back as she trembled and shook.

He released her hair and his hand instead
caught her throat again, closing firmly and jerking her slender
body up and back hard against his powerful chest. He rammed her
into the wall, thrusting violently as he bent and chewed and bit
and sucked on the nape of her neck, grinding his hips and thrusting
hard and fast up into her spasming ass while his fingers rubbed her
swollen clitoris.
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“So how are you doing with your blonde slave
girl?” Nick asked.

Dean grinned. “Going good, man. She's really
falling hard for my African chief slave master bit. I think she's
just about ready for a threesome or foursome.”

“Wow, excellent! I'm not sure Emily is quite
there yet, though.

“You're being too gentle on her, man. I've
been getting nastier to Kayla and she's really getting off on
it.”

Nick made a face. “They're different
people.”

“Yeah. Let me show you a video.”

“Oh excellent!”

Dean turned on his computer and grinned at
his friend. The view was at a low level, and it showed a naked
Kayla sitting on her heels with her legs spread, apparently with a
dildo inside her. As she licked food from Dean's hand.

“Woah! She's tied up, right?”

“Yeah, shackled. And she needs to go to the
bathroom in the worst way. That thing you see sticking out of her
pussy is a vibrator and it's been getting her in the right mood –
along with my black majesty, of course. Now watch this next scene.
She's just about ready to come... again.”

In the next scene, Kayla was kneeling with
her back to the wall. Dean appeared and knelt next to her, then
jerked her head back and pressed a vibrator against her clitoris.
The results were... obvious, as Kayla's hips began to buck
uncontrollably and she writhed and arched and twisted in Dean's
grasp.

“Oh this is fucking hot!”

“Wait for it. Watch. She's coming hard.”

Her hips bucked even more violently, and
started to cry out, only to have Dean clamp his big hand around her
throat and shove her head back against the wall. Then...

“Ho-ly shit!” Nick gasped, eyes wide. “She's
pissing on the floor!”

“She can't control her muscles down there
because of the orgasm,” Dean said smugly.

“Wow! I've got a hard-on for your girlfriend,
dude!”

“Of course you do. And I want that redheaded
slut of yours.”

“Not sure pissing is one of my life's
turn-ons, though,” Nick said with a laugh.

“Man, you don't get it. A girl that pisses
like that has lowered herself, degraded herself in front of you to
the point where almost anything goes! What's lower than that? It's
like she's completely exposed herself to you so doesn't need to
keep much of anything back. And remember, a slave has no privacy,
no more than a dog would. She is a dog, a bitch in heat.”

Nick laughed.

“Take away Emily's privacy. Make her your
bitch.”

“I'm heading there, but I don't have your
African tribal shit to play on her mind.”

“Find another fantasy where she can forget
all that shit she's been taught about equality and dignity and
privacy and pride and just be a rabid she-bitch in heat.”

“Easier said than done, but I'll get her
there. I have a few ideas. We'll need the house this weekend.”

Dean considered it then nodded. I got a
friend's place I can take Kayla to.”

*

Emily was confused by the direction their sex
life had taken over the past few weeks. And not just their sex
life. Previously it had been isolated, and aside from some kisses
and fondling now and then, it had been restricted to a particular
time period when they could find a place. But lately things had
gotten way more intense!

She didn't mind that, of course! The sex had
gotten distinctly kinky and darkly sensual, but that had resulted
in an incredible increase in the pleasure she got from it! She'd
never had so many orgasms and they'd never been so powerful!

Nor had she spent so much time having sex!
Nick's dark fantasy of domination and submission, of her being
Nick's 'slave girl' took more time, and they could spend hours at
it! And even so it had begun to escape into the rest of their
relationship, with him calling her 'slave girl' a lot, and smacking
her butt whenever she said anything that gave him an excuse.

He was also being more sexual whenever he got
a chance, groping her, caressing her, sliding his hands under her
clothes in dark corners, in stairwells, in behind the bookshelves,
all of which produced both a wild sense of anxiety about the
possibility of being seen or caught, and a breathless sense of
excitement and desire!

All of that made her feel more sexual, and
more of a sexual object. It was a constant reminder of her
attractiveness and sexuality, of her status as a 'hot, sexy girl'
as Nick called her. That kind of went against the grain of her
feminist personality, as did the way he tended to dismiss some of
her complaints and concerns with a smack to the butt!

But she couldn't argue with the wild thrill
of pleasure and excitement it was all producing! It had certainly
livened up her previously fairly boring life!

God! That business at the movie theater was
incredible! She could hardly believe she'd let him get away with
stripping her naked in a public theater with other people there who
might have come up to see them!

Or that she'd let him put that vibrator thing
into her during a school day!

He could control it through her phone and its
WiFi, which meant even as she sat in class the thing could start
buzzing away! And had!

At least he'd stuck to his promise that it
would not be on for more than sixty seconds at a time. But during
that sixty seconds it was more than just a little distracting! And
her pussy seemed to build up sensitivity the more it was used.
She'd gotten through the morning without too much trouble, aside
from feeling extremely sexually frustrated!

But now it was early afternoon and each new
pulse of power coming from the thing seemed to be more intense, or
seemed to cause her already raw nerve endings to crackle and
sputter even more powerfully! She was sure she was absolutely
dripping wet! And it was all she could do to prevent her fingers
from shaking as she sat at her desk listening to a lecture on
European artists of the 17th century!

She tried keeping her legs apart, but
couldn't! When the thing started to vibrate her legs seemed to snap
together instinctively to increase the pressure and sensation! She
bent over her desk, eyes half closed, lips pursed, heart pounding
as she tried to keep from squirming in her seat!

Finally, it ended and she could breath again!
But she knew that the next time, or the time after that, she was
going to have an orgasm right here in class! And she wasn't at all
sure she'd be able to hide that!

She pulled her phone out of her purse and
texted him.

Stop! It's too much! I'm going to come right
in my class!

Nympho slut! he texted back.

Asshole! Pervert!

Try begging your master and I might agree to
stop.

Please stop, Master, she texted.

She felt very odd doing it, and a little
ripple of breathless energy swept through her.

Only if you say you're my bitch.

“I'm your bitch, Master, she texted,
also reluctantly.

And you'll be my fuck pet this weekend.

His what?

You hot little bitch in heat.

God! He was so... kinky!

Fine! I'll be your bitch in heat!

You have to say you'll be my fuck-pet, and
call me master.

Arrogant prick! Okay, I'll be your fuck-pet,
Master!

He sent back an emoji of an erect penis.

I will give you some time before the next
one, and use a lower intensity level.

She started to type a protest, but then
hesitated. That would probably do the trick, and by the time she
was hot again, really hot again, it would be almost be end of last
class.

Asshole. Sexist pig!

You deserve a spanking for that, slave girl,
or maybe a flogging.

She felt another ripple of heat, for the
words brought back the memory of that outrageous 'whipping' he'd
given her. That had been so hot! She wouldn't mind another one!

You don't scare me, girly man!

That's okay. That's not my goal. My goal is
to train you as a sex slave, you hot, redheaded slut!

She snorted in amusement, but also felt a
swirly heat. He was so deliciously kinky!

The vibrator didn't do a thing for an hour or
so, then it started in again, but as he'd promised, at a lower
intensity. It was still enough to make her pulse race and her
stomach churn! Not to mention turning her nipples into hard little
pencil points!

She was certainly ready for sex by the time
her last class was over! She felt a sense of excitement and
anticipation, not to mention a horniness which she could hardly
ever remember feeling at school before! And then, as she stood
waiting for him by the door, the vibrator kicked into high
intensity again and she almost doubled over!

She groaned and sank down onto her heels,
pretending to look through her bag for something, her heart and
pulse rate shooting up as her insides throbbed wildly!

And this time it wasn't ending in sixty
seconds either! Emily moaned again, and felt a sense of panic as
her body began to tremble. Others were walking past in either
direction, paying her little attention, but if the orgasm was
powerful would she be able to disguise or hide it!?

Then the thing turned off, leaving her
panting, flushed, and sweating. She raised her head wearily and saw
him pulling up out front. She got up and hurried outside and
trotted down the stairs, then opened the car and threw herself in,
tossing her bag in the back.

“Bastard! I almost came right in the front
hall!”

“Imagine you complaining that I'm giving you
orgasms,” he said in mock dismay. “Well, you're going to have an
awful lot to complain about this weekend, sex slave.”

“What are we doing?”

He gave her an annoyingly superior look but
said nothing.

“Niick!”

“You'll find out.”

She rolled her eyes.

They drove to the house, with the vibrator
coming on intermittently, keeping her shaky with sexual pressure,
but not staying on long enough to push her over the edge. He drove
into the garage and let the door close behind them as he got out of
the car.

When Emily climbed out, though, she found him
holding a black scarf.

“Wh... what is this?” she asked warily.

“To enhance the surprise.”

He placed the blindfold over her eyes and
tied it behind, then took her hand and led her across the
floor.

“Walk normally. I'm not going to walk you
into anything, slave.”

She let him lead her to a door and then
through it, then this way and then that before stopping. Then he
began to take her clothes off!

“Just stand and don't move, slave.”

She obeyed, but not easily. The urge to
snatch off the blindfold was great.

He removed her clothes completely so that she
was standing naked. Then, of all things, he started to play with
her hair!

“What on earth are you doing!?”

“All will become clear in minutes.”

He was brushing her hair aside, and then she
felt something going over her head, like a hair band. She hadn't
worn one of those in years!

He took her left wrist and lifted it, then
slipped what felt like a mitten around her hand. Only it didn't
seem to have any thumb. Emily was mystified. Another went over her
other wrist, then some sort of band went around her wrists over
top. Next came a collar around her neck.

He led her forward.

“Sit.”

He held her arm and she sat on the edge of a
sofa or chair, then lifted her right leg. She felt some sort of
sock slipped onto her foot and pulled up high, even over her knee!
Though there was something odd on the bottom of the foot...

A leather band went around her ankle, then
another long sock and another band on her other ankle.

“Open your mouth, fuck-pet.”

She gasped as she felt something against her
lips, something familiar. It was that ball gag thing! She moaned
but obediently let him insert it and strap it behind her head.

“Now stand up.”

He held her arm firmly as she stood – or
tried to. There was a sudden sharp pressure right at the middle of
her foot and she yelped and collapsed to her knees – not hard,
though since he was holding her. It felt as though she had a high
heel sprouting from the instep instead of the heel!

“On all fours, fuck-pet. You hot little
she-bitch.”

She moaned into the gag and knelt on all
fours.

Crack!

She yelped at the slap to her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

She moaned and obeyed, and felt something
slick pressing against her back passage. It pushed in slowly,
spreading her wider and wider as her breathing sped up. It was
stretching her uncomfortably wide! And then abruptly, it
disappeared inside her! No... not all of it! And now she felt
something soft hanging down from it against her inner thighs!

He undid the blindfold and she blinked and
looked down at her hands. They were in some sort of furry mitten,
only without thumbs.

She gasped as the collar jerked forward, and
she realized there was a chain attached to the ring, and Nick was
pulling her forward. She crawled forward, gasping as she felt the
sudden rush of realization! She was crawling, collared, on a leash
like a dog! Like an animal!

That was breathtakingly outrageous! And then
she saw herself in the mirror he'd placed there, and … gaped!

There were furry, pointy black ears sprouting
from her head, like those of a cat or dog. And, even more
outrageous, she had a tail dangling from her bottom! She twisted
her head around to stare in amazement as the tail swung, clearly
attached to the thing he'd stuffed into her ass! This was kinky
beyond her imagination!

“You're my fuck pet, and I'm your loving
master,” he said with a grin.

This was just not... going to happen, Emily
thought, feeling a rising sense of outrage!

She gasped as he gripped her hair and jerked
forward, then pushed down, forcing her chin to the floor.

Crack!

“Ass high, fuck-pet. Spread your legs so you
can be mounted.”

Crack!

Emily squealed a complaint, but obeyed,
feeling the vibrator buzz inside her!

He released her hair and she turned her head,
staring at the mirror, astonished. Her arms were stretched out
before her, her breasts pillowed out beneath her against the floor,
and her bottom raised high! This was so incredibly...
animalistic!

“Now that looks like a hot little bitch in
heat ready for cock,” Nick said.

This was sooo degrading! And yet, it was also
so... intense! So wild! So darkly thrilling! It was raw animal
heat!

God! If her friends ever found out she'd done
something like this...!

Nick sat behind her, and she moaned as she
saw the dildo in his hand. He tugged the vibrator out of her, then
slid the dildo deep.

The sensations which swept up through Emily's
belly as she felt herself penetrated by the thick, long cock were
indescribable! She cried out and arched, her head rolling and her
hips grinding back in helpless desire as the dildo pushed into the
deepest part of her wet, overheated pussy!

Crack!

“Hot little slut.”

Crack!

“Sexy little animal!”

Crack!

She moaned helplessly as the dildo twisted
and turned, then began to pump in and out. Her mind was twisting
with wild, dark thrills even while aghast at how degrading and
demeaning this was1

“Hot little fuck animal.”

Crack!

“Sexy little bitch.”

Crack!

His slaps to the bottom produced sharp,
distracting little jolts of pain that interrupted the rising heat
inside her, but the heat as already so intense she could hardly
bring herself to focus her mind enough to object!

“You're not Emily,” he said.

Crack!

“You're my sexy little fuck-pet Trixie.”

Crack!

“And Trixie is always in heat.”

Crack!

She shuddered and moaned, her hips rolling
back helplessly as he pumped the dildo and she felt herself nearing
orgasm!

Then he rose on his knees behind her and
dropped his pants. He slid the dildo out and she saw in the mirror
that his cock was hard and poised against her.

“Your master is about to mount you,
she-bitch, and ride you like the sopping wet little bitch in heat
you are.”

She whimpered and moaned, then jerked her
head back helplessly as his cock pushed into her! The dark heat
rose like a furnace and she cried out as he gripped her hair and
then drove himself into her to the balls!

Emily couldn't see herself in the mirror any
more, not with her head being forced up and back, but she could
barely focus her eyes anyway, and didn't notice whatever they were
looking at. All her attention was focused inward as the dark waves
of pressure exploded into something uncontrollable, a massive
whiplash of pressure and pleasure that made her cry out again and
again!

She felt his hips slapping against her
upraised buttocks with bruising force while his cock drove into her
like a powerful spear of flesh, driving deep into her roiling,
squirming belly hard and fast. He was using her like a whore, like
an animal! He was riding her like a bull!

There was no tenderness, and no subtlety to
it. He was ramming himself into her, riding her like an alpha dog
would ride his bitch! And Emily's orgasm was howling inside her
like a tornado, blasting her mind with the force of energy it was
releasing from her overheated body!

All through it his hips pounded against her,
making her body shake and shudder. He was riding her far more
savagely than he ever had before! He'd never shown such
unrestrained power and violence, and it was doing strange things to
Emily's mind as the orgasm gave a final massive rush of pleasure
then began to fade.

Emily moaned, eyes slitted, her hands sliding
apart, her body going limp.

And Nick halted, sliding out of her,
replacing his cock with the dildo. Then he picked up another one –
this a vibrator, and began to play it over her swollen sex.

Emily moaned dazedly, groaning, as he rubbed
her clitoris with his fingers, then with the vibrator, as he pumped
and twisted the dildo, and ran his hands over her body, as he
slapped her bottom and called her his she-slut, his fuck-pet, and
his slave girl!

And her body began to heat up again.

“You're a wild, sexual animal, Trixie,” he
said, his voice hypnotic. “You don't have any morals or inhibitions
because animals only care about their instincts. And you're in
heat.”

She shuddered as his fingers pushed deep
inside her, pumping and stroking as he ground the vibrator against
her.

“You're a hot, sexy little bitch that needs
to be mounted and ridden hard,” he said.

Emily's hips began to grind helplessly back,
the wild feral heat sweeping through her as she let her eyes close
in the midst of the dark sexual fantasy he was creating.

Then his fingers slid out and she felt him
enter her again. She moaned, turning her head, staring at herself
in the mirror, eyes drinking in the dark, lewd, obscene, degrading
pose of herself as an animal being mounted and...
ridden!

Until he gripped her hair and yanked it back
again as he resumed his hard, savage thrusting! Her entire body
shuddered and shook to the bruising impact of his hips against her
upraised buttocks! Her breasts were being rolled back and forth
against the floor as she grunted and gasped and cried out to every
deep thrust of his hard cock!

And then another orgasm swept through her and
she gave herself to it. An explosion of heat, energy and pleasure
sent her mind tumbling end over end as she cried out in
unrestrained pleasure, gurgling and sobbing in the midst of a
maelstrom of sensation while he continued to ride her hard!

This time he continued to hammer her even
after she sagged breathlessly to the floor, and Emily grunted, eyes
slitted, as he drove himself into her with hard, fast, powerful
strokes, using her body for his pleasure, until his orgasm made her
curse and thrust even harder, then finally halt.

The night, however, as she soon discovered,
was just beginning.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Kayla was a bit nervous. Dean had gone
through her things and selected a dress for her to wear out
tonight. It was a dress she'd bought a few years back in a fit of
optimism and then never quite got the necessary confidence to
wear.

It was very short, and even then was slit to
the hip on one side. It had a plunging cowl neckline which
displayed a good deal of cleavage. Two slim spaghetti straps lifted
the top up and tied it behind her neck, which left her entire back
bare. The neckline meant she could not wear a bra, and Dean had
taken her panties off in the car!

She was, however, wearing a butt-plug, which
was, Dean said, so all his friends could fuck her ass right on the
dance floor!

Wearing such a short skirt without without
panties would have made her nervous even without it having such a
large, high slit! Not to mention wearing a butt-plug! Then there
was the loose cowl neck, which, with a little active movement on
her part, would display most if not all of her breasts!

But Dean had insisted, and she'd given in, as
she was doing more and more often of late. Giving in tended to
result in a hot, wicked, exciting, thrilling time. Arguing got her
ass slapped, or even spanked! True, the spankings had fingerings
that turned her on, but it still hurt!

The party was at a frat house, a small one.
The frat house, that was. The party wasn't so small. People were
jammed in pretty heavily. The dancing was in a very large room,
while two adjoining rooms were mostly for standing or sitting
around talking and drinking.

At least, she thought anxiously, the people
there weren't people she really knew. In fact, there weren't many
White people at the party. It was mostly Blacks with some
Hispanics. This fraternity was Black, she remembered.

It made her feel a bit weird being in the
minority, but what really affected her was being around so many
black men, given how often Dean had told her how he'd invite his
'tribe' to gang-bang her!

It wasn't that she really thought he'd do it,
here or elsewhere, but the ongoing fantasy he'd created, usually
while she was burning up with heat, had definitely affected her own
fantasies. As a result, her mind was swirling with a dark sense of
impending danger and heat whenever she was around groups of Black
men!

Still, it was just like any other party. They
danced, drank, and chatted with others. The difference was how
self-conscious she was and how aware of her uneasy state of
undress. The room where they danced was darker, with flashing
lights, and very crowded. That hid his actions as he used every
opportunity to grope her while they danced, often sliding his hand
into the slit to rub her naked sex, or into the gaping front of the
dress to cup her bare breasts!

And that was fucking insane! Having him
cupping her bare breasts while on a dance floor crowded with people
made her pulse race wildly and set her heart to pounding like a
drum! It left her flushed and sweating, her eyes rolling anxiously
around to ensure no one was watching!

It also made her very, very wet.

And aside from that, guys were looking at her
a lot! Her low-cut top and high slitted hem made every guy
she passed look at her intently. She was used to being admired for
her looks by guys, but not so much nor so blatantly. And given the
dark fantasy he had created, that just made her feel breathless and
anxious – as well as hot.

And no sooner had Dean introduced her to a
guy named Jamal when they were out on the dance floor again, and
this time with Jamal!

It was a hot, sexy salsa dance, and Kayla had
done it before, but not in as revealing a dress as this one, and
not with two guys, and not in the dark, breathless mood of sexual
anxiety and anticipation which gripped her.

Jamal ground into her from the front while
Dean did the same from behind, and she felt her pulse racing as she
rolled her hips and moved to the flow of the music!

And then Dean's right hand slid in through
the slit and cupped her sex as he danced! Just... cupped and
squeezed her! Right in front of Jamal!

Kayla felt her chest tightening as the two
big men ground into her, heat enveloping her as they turned and
ground and rolled to the music. Jamal's hands slid over her nearly
bare shoulders and behind her neck as he looked into her eyes, and
then he kissed her! Just like that! It was a long, passionate kiss
that had his tongue sliding into her mouth, too, even as Dean
rubbed his fingers up and down against her clitoris!

Wild rushes of emotion and sensation whipped
through Kayla's mind as they danced, and she felt her pussy
throbbing wildly despite a growing sense of anxiety!

They twisted and turned and Jamal pulled back
and around and then Dean was there, grinding into her from the
front – while Jamal pushed in against her from behind. Dean kissed
her, gripping her hair roughly as they continued to dance. She felt
a hand slid in through the slit in her dress, and shuddered,
knowing it must be Jamal!

She was on the edge of orgasm even while
close to screaming and running away!

They switched places again, and Dean nuzzled
the side of her neck while his hands slid forward along her bare
ribs, in beneath the loose top of her dress, and cupped both her
breasts while grinding his erection in between her buttocks!

Jamal nuzzled the other side of her neck, and
she felt a hand on her right buttock, felt it sliding the loose
dress up to bare her ass and kneading it.

The heat was suffocating!

The dance ended, and Dean took the dazed,
flushed, beleaguered girl's hand, leading her out of the darker
room and then towards the kitchen and then... then he opened a door
and led her downstairs!

“Wh-where are we going?” Kayla gasped.

“Somewhere quieter.”

Below was a large rec room with a pool table,
pinball machines, card tables, and sofas and chairs. He led her
through it, opening a door to a hall with a simple stone floor. On
one side was a laundry room with several machines and a tub. On the
other side was the HVAC equipment and water heater.

He led her past them and past shelves where
boxes were stored, where the light was by bare bulbs dangling from
the ceiling.

Kayla's heart beat faster and her anxiety
rose.

He led her into another room, one which was
small and had an old leather sofa, a large, heavy wooden coffee
table, and several upholstered chairs, then turned on a small
lamp.

He took her, not to the sofa, but to the
center of the room and then gripped her wrists to raise them above
her head. He pinned them together in one hand, as Kayla stared at
him breathlessly.

“Sex slave,” he said softly.

She moaned as he reached up and she felt
ropes being tied around her wrists. His hands dropped and he undid
the string behind her neck, letting the front of her dress fall to
her waist. A moment later it was pooled around her ankles, and then
off!

He grinned and kissed her hard as his fingers
kneaded her breasts and buttocks, then he tugged back on her hair
and pushed a ball-gag into her mouth. The next instant he was
kneeling before her, and Kayla was sobbing heatedly as the feel of
his tongue on her swollen sex made her grind her hips in helpless
arousal.

And then she cried out, startled, eyes
jerking wide as she twisted her head around to see behind her.
Something had hit her, something that felt very much like the flog
he had used on her lately!

She felt an explosive rush of emotions as she
saw Jamal standing there, bare to the chest, his muscles gleaming
as he held the flog in his hand. Her face reddened and she jerked
her face around again, then cried out as the flog cut across her
back again! And then again!

Dean rose, and she gurgled as he gripped her
throat.

Crack!

The flog cut across her back with a stinging
jolt of pain!

“Jamal is one of my sub-chiefs,” he growled
in his 'African' voice.

His other hand slid between her legs, his
fingers stroking her.

Crack!

Kayla cried out at the next blow, which left
lines of heat across her back!

“I have decided to give him a taste of my
white slave girl,” Dean said, his fingers pushing up into the hot,
moist depths of her pussy.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Like all African tribesmen, he values the
sexual potency of blonde women. All know what sexual animals they
are,” he said, still using his 'African' voice.

He pulled his fingers out of her and spun her
around, then gripped her hair to hold her head steady as she
stared, wild-eyed, at Jamal. He swung the flog and she cried out as
it cut across her breasts!

“White slut,” Dean whispered into her ear.
“You know you are a sex slave.”

Crack!

Kayla cried out again, her breasts
stinging!

“You were born to be a sex slave.”

Crack!

She shuddered and moaned and whimpered as
Dean dropped his pants and she felt his hard erection pressed up
between her buttocks.

“Blonde slut,” he growled, chewing on her
throat.

He drew back and spun her around again, and
the dazed, breathless girl shuddered as she saw him naked, his
erection thrusting up like a dark club. He pressed it against her,
rubbing the head up and down against her sex as the flog cut across
her back and then her bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then she felt Jamal's bare body pressing
against her from behind, his cock hard and thick as it pushed up
between her buttocks! His hands slid around her to roughly cup and
grope her breasts as Dean watched her with dark, hooded eyes.

She felt the butt-plug being pulled back, and
then Jamal's hard cock pushed up into her ass!

She trembled and shook as Dean watched, as
the cock pushed deep into her ass, all the way up inside her! She
whimpered and moaned as she felt Jamal's balls push in firmly
against her buttocks. Then his hands gripped her thighs, pressing
them apart and back as he began to grind and thrust his hips
against her!

Now Dean had the flog, and she cried out in
dazed stinging pain even as the heat overwhelmed her mind. The flog
cut across her breasts again and again as Jamal fucked her ass, his
hips moving faster and faster!

Dean tossed the flog down and stepped closer,
rubbing his cock up and down against her sex, then sinking himself
into her body!

Kayla exploded into orgasm, one so intense
that it stunned her! She cried out again and again as she felt
Dean's big cock pushing high into her belly to join the one Jamal
was already pumping inside her! It all seemed to fantastical, so
shocking, so unbelievable, and so scaldingly hot!

The two big Black men lifted her thighs,
raising her feet off the floor, thrusting into her from front and
rear as they chewed on the nape of her neck and ground their dark,
muscled bodies into her overheated flesh.

The orgasm was shattering, blowing her mind
and leaving her limp and exhausted in their arms.

That didn't stop them from continuing to
thrust into her again and again, squeezing her slender body between
them as they cursed and panted and rammed themselves up inside
her.

And even after they came, they were far from
finished with her.

Dean quickly had her down, and her wrists
tied together behind her back. Then he slid a big dildo up her ass
and a vibrator up her pussy before he and Jamal carefully sat her
down on the coffee table and tied her legs wide.

The two then drank a bear while they watched
her sit there and squirm. The vibrator buzzed, and every little
while one or another would lean in to rub her clitoris, which made
her squirm madly.

By the time Dean removed her gag she was
panting and moaning in helpless, dazed heat.

He jerked sharply back on her hair.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” Kayla cried weakly.

She had practically become... conditioned to
such a response over the last few weeks, and in the swirling heat
gripping her, it came out instinctively. She flushed as Jamal
laughed, but Dean jerked again on her hair.

“Tell me you love Black cock, bitch,” he
growled.

“I-I love Black cock, Master!” she
moaned.

“That's the way a blonde should always
answer,” Jamal said.

Dean cupped her breast and squeezed.

“What are you?” he demanded.

“I'm your white slave girl, Master!” she
gasped.

He slid his hand down between her legs,
fingering her clitoris, while his left remained in her hair,
forcing her head back and her back to arch.

“Hot little blonde slut,” he growled.

He pulled her hair forward and stepped in
front of her.

“Please your African master, slut!” he
demanded.

Panting, moaning, Kayla began to lick and
suck his balls, then at his cock as it hardened again. She
shuddered as Dean stepped forward while she was sliding her lips
over Dean's cock, watching her as her lips bobbed up and down.

“Hot little blonde slut,” he said.

“That is what she is,” Dean said.

He pulled her forward, burying himself in her
throat and holding her there for long seconds. Then he pulled out,
jerking back on her hair.

Kayla cried out as her hair was jerked
sharply, her head turned as her face was pushed in against Jamal's
crotch. She mouthed his balls, sucking on them dazedly, licking at
them, then licking at his cock as it hardened. He shoved himself
down her throat and fucked her mouth and throat several times
before her hair was jerked sharply back and her mouth pulled onto
Dean's cock.

He fucked her mouth and throat, then her hair
jerked her back and forced her onto Jamal's cock, then was jerked
back again as her eyes rolled woozily.

Her head was jerked around and into another
crotch, but she didn't at first notice it wasn't Dean or Jamal. She
sucked on the balls and licked at the hard cock, then slid her lips
over it and it drove deep into her throat.

Dazedly, she rolled her eyes up to see a
completely unfamiliar Black face looking down at her.

Kayla felt a wild psychic jolt and gurgled
helplessly as the man leered down at her and fucked her face and
throat. Then Dean took over, then Jamal.

Her ankles were untied and Dean gripped her
by the hair, pulling her off the table onto her knees, then across
to the sofa, where Jamal lay. He pulled the vibrator out of her,
then pulled her up by the hair into Jamal's lap.

Kayla cried out as she slid down Jamal's cock
and the orgasm hit her. She writhed and twisted and bounced
uncontrollably as Jamal bit and sucked on her breasts and nipples,
and his big hands jerked her up and down on his cock.

The new man stood at the head of the sofa and
gripped her hair, jerking her head down and to the side, then
thrust himself into her mouth. She felt weight on the sofa behind
her, felt hands on her buttocks, then the dildo was pulled out and
a big cock pushed up inside her!

She thought it was Dean, until the man
fucking her mouth and throat shifted aside and she saw Dean
standing there directly in front of her, on the side of the sofa.
Dean seized her hair and pulled her mouth onto his cock, while the
two cocks inside her thrust up and into her belly with hard, savage
strokes.

Another orgasm shattered her already dazed,
beleaguered mind, and she cried out again and again as the men
growled and thrust and groped and used her.

At some point she realized it wasn't Dean in
front of her. Nor was he standing to her left. He wasn't under her,
so that functioning part of her mind – what there was of it –
thought he must be the one driving his cock into her ass.

And then another orgasm blew her mind and she
lost track, or the ability to care.

*

She was exhausted by the time they let her
rest, which was only when they had each come at least two or three
times inside her. Kayla had no idea how many times she had
climaxed. Her mind was still stunned from the explosive rushes of
energy, pleasure and emotion.

The men were all wearing pants again, or at
least shorts. And one of them was fully dressed as they sat around
on the sofa and upholstered chairs. Kayla, of course, was still
nude, and draped across Dean's lap as he fingered and fondled her
and kneaded her buttocks.

Crack!

She winced at the sharp slap to her
bottom.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded, gripping
her hair and jerking it up sharply.

“Ow! Yes!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I'm your slave girl, Master!” she moaned
wearily.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he said, fingering
her pussy as the man sitting beside him reached over to casually
squeeze her breast.

This was all so insane, Kayla thought
dazedly. How had she ever in a million years agreed to this!? Well,
she hadn't exactly, but she hadn't said no! So she began to feel a
sense of squirming discomfort now that her mind was starting to
function above the level of raw instinct.

It was so... wicked to say that in front of
these other guys, too!

She moaned as his fingers slid deep into her
body, then cried out as the guy next to him swept her long hair
around his fist and – pulled. He pulled firmly and she slid forward
off Dean's lap, squealing helplessly and wriggling to push herself
forward and ease the pull to her scalp.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom and then slid his hand
between it.

“Are you my sex slave, white girl?” he
demanded in a growl.

“Y-Yes...Master!” she gulped.

She felt his fingers sliding into her as he
dropped her head, his other hand caressing her body as his fingers
stroked gently inside her.

“Hot little white slut,” he said.

She felt another pull at her hair and
squealed in pain, wriggling towards the source of the pressure as
the third guy pulled her across his lap! He slapped her bottom
too.

“Are you my sex slave, white girl?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

Kayla didn't even know his name! But it
didn't exactly matter tonight! Things were too wild and crazy and
dark and erotic and wicked for that!

He pulled back on her hair, forcing her head
up and back, and then she saw a big black dildo in his other hand.
He pushed it into her mouth, and she gurgled as it stretched her
lips wide. It slid deep into her mouth, and she could feel the
raised 'veins' along the silicone shaft as they slid through her
taut lips and across her tongue.

Then the head pushed into her throat, and she
gagged weakly and gurgled as he pushed remorselessly deeper,
shoving the whole thing into her until he was just holding the base
with his fingers. He chuckled and pulled it out and Kayla gasped
and gurgled weakly.

“Crack!

“Spread those slut legs!”

She moaned and let her right leg drop off
onto the floor, then felt the dildo pushing against her sex,
pushing and twisting and slowly being shoved up inside her belly
until she ached!

Crack!

“Tell me you love black cock, baby.”

“I-I l-love black cock, Master!” she
gasped.

He pulled her legs tightly closed then
slapped her bottom several times as Kayla yelped and moaned and
wriggled helplessly.

Then he put her off onto her knees on the
floor, and pushed her down.

“Crawl over to that man there, on your belly,
sex slave,” he ordered.

This was sooo degrading and wild and hot!
Kayla was simultaneously outraged and helplessly thrilled!

She wriggled across on her belly until
reaching the man, and he gripped her hair and pulled so that she
yelped and raised up and helped him pull her up across his lap.

Crack!

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

“I'm a white slave, Master!” she moaned.

He pulled her hair back and fed another big
black dildo into her throat, then pulled it out, and, while she was
gasping and panting, worked it into her ass.

“Nasty little white girl,” he said. “getting
off on black cock like that!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Kayla whimpered and moaned and yelped and
squirmed as the second dildo was forced deep inside her aching
belly. She felt soooo full!

Crack!

But she had to crawl on her belly over to the
next chair and then be dragged up across his lap to be spanked and
fingered. This time he also used a vibrator to make her hips jerk
and writhe and buck!

“Are you a sex slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she cried dazedly.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

He put her on her belly and she had to crawl
over to Dean.

“Now raise that ass high and spread those
legs, slut,” he ordered.

She obeyed, panting, moaning.

“Clean his shoe with your tongue, slave.”

Kayla felt another wild psychic jolt, but
then obeyed, licking at Dean's shoe as she knelt, belly down,
bottom high, legs spread. She moved over to lick at the next man's
shoes, then the next one, always keeping her bottom up and legs
spread, as her breasts throbbed against the floor!

Her mind and body were awash in a wild, dark sexual energy, and it
took only one of them dragging her over his lap and rubbing her
clitoris to bring her off yet again.
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It was so... weird! Not talking. Acting like
an animal! But it was wildly exciting, too! And the more she did it
the more Emily got into it! A dog, a bitch, a 'fuck-pet', an
animal, a slave girl – all of them were possessions, and none of
them got to make any decisions. That was for their owner.

The very idea was outrageous, of course, and
degrading, but at the same time, it exempted her from any sense of
guilt or shame about the nasty, wicked, exciting things Nick made
her do! And that was a strangely freeing experience!

Crawling on all fours, begging on command,
eating out of his hand – literally, were all so wildly demeaning
and yet filled her with a dark, shimmering heat!

He fed her, washed her, even brushed her
teeth! He wouldn't even let her go to the bathroom by herself. When
she finally gave in and agreed to let him put her on the toilet she
blushed furiously, and then couldn't go.

“You said you had to go, slave.”

“I... I can't go with you watching,” she
whined.

He snorted, then turned and filled up a glass
of cold water from the sink, turned back, and then, smirking,
tipped it over so the water poured down onto her chest!

“Ohh! Master!”

He let it pour slowly so it flowed down
between her breasts, then over them, down over her belly and
abdomen, down over her thighs and pussy, cold water that made her
gasp and yelp!

And pee.

That was sooo embarrassing! Yet when it was
over, well, it was over and she let him lead her on the leash,
crawling back up the hall.

She was emotionally exhausted by then anyway.
She'd lost track of how many wild orgasms she'd had!

His fingers and sex toys were driving her
insane!

This whole wicked, nasty, perverted scenario
he'd set up was driving her insane!

“Face down!” he barked.

She gasped and let her hands slide forward
until her breasts pillowed out against the floor, then drew her
thighs in tighter to her belly as she felt the long thin crop
laying warningly against her bottom.

That crop was a message; you better do it
fast and you better do it right!

“Good Trixie,” he said. “Now beg.”

God, this was outrageous! But it thrilled
some dark side of her as Emily pushed herself up onto her knees and
then let her tongue loll out of her mouth while holding her 'paws'
against her chest like a dog.

“Good, Trixie,” he said, patting her
head.

The knowledge that she had no hands, and
could not stand up because of the sharp little things at the bottom
of the 'stockings' she wore gave her a strange sense of bondage –
even with her hands and legs free. She could not walk, but only
crawl! And she couldn't so much as press a button unless it was
with her tongue!

And she'd been like this all evening!

It had been an evening of wild, thrilling
sexual passion and heat, and multiple orgasms, so as degrading as
she found this animal act she couldn't quite summon the willpower
to put an end to it.

And he was keeping it up to the end, she saw,
as he walked her – on the leash – to the bedroom. She supposed he'd
untie her there, and she'd be back to being a girl again!

But when he opened the door her eyes widened
and her jaw dropped!

There was a cage in the room next to the bed!
It was a cage for a large dog! And he led her to it and slid the
door open.

“Into your cage, Trixie,” he said.

Emily was so stunned she couldn't even voice
a complaint. The cage was shocking, outrageous and unbelievable!
But it was also deliciously thrilling as a part of his little sex
game, and she crawled inside.

The floor was covered in some kind of padded
mat with a fluffy cover atop that.

“There's water there if you get thirsty,” he
said, pointing to a water bottle attached to the outside, with a
spout which turned in through the bars.

He closed the door and locked it with a
padlock!

“Now settle down and go to sleep,
Trixie.”

He got undressed and climbed into the
bed.

Emily experimentally sucked from the little
water bottle, then, enthralled by her own wickedness, lay down on
her side, putting her head on the small pillow there, and wondered
how long he'd keep her here.

The lights went off.

This was soooo bizarre! She'd had no idea he
was so kinky! What a day it had been! Wow! She wondered what he had
planned for tomorrow!

And how long he planned to leave her in here.
Surely he didn't really intend her to sleep here – in a cage – like
an animal.

*

She opened her eyes and yawned, felt
confusion roiling her mind, and then pushed her legs out straight –
or tried to, only to have her feet hit something. Awareness
returned.

She was in a cage! She had slept all night in
a cage!

She sat up, looking around her, looking at
Nick, who was asleep on the bed with his back to her. She looked
around her through the cage bars, shaking her head, marveling that
she'd slept all night naked in a cage like an animal!

She immediately felt a raw surge of heat as
she looked at her 'paws' and felt the pull of the tail which was
attached to the butt-plug.

This was so perverted!

She stared at the padlock. She was actually
locked in here helpless! In fact, even without the padlock she
doubted she'd be able to open the gate with her 'paws' the way they
were.

She wondered if she should bark to get his
attention, and felt a surge of amusement at the thought. But then
she felt more heat. The thought of barking like a dog, continuing
the role of his 'fuck pet' was deliciously exciting!

But she had no way of doing anything about
that excitement on her own. Or... did she?

She looked down at the little pillow, then
used her legs to pull it in between her thighs as she sat back on
her heels. She pinned the pillow in place between her heels, then
began to grind herself against it.

This was how she'd once masturbated, grinding
herself against pillows if they had the right fabric.

And this one did!

Rubbing her soft, sensitive, naked sex back
and forth against the pillow had her pulse racing and blood rushing
through her body. She felt herself flush with heat and moaned
softly as her mind replayed all the wild, shocking, wicked things
she'd done the other evening!

She closed her eyes, her head rolling back as
she ground herself against the pillow, her breathing becoming more
ragged as the heat swirled through her.

She gasped at a sudden noise, as something
hit the cage! She stopped, turning to see Nick now facing her in
bed, propped up on his elbow.

“Did I give you permission to masturbate,
sex-slave?” he demanded.

She flushed, embarrassed. It wasn't like she
got caught masturbating very often! And even considering what
they'd done yesterday it was still weirdly embarrassing!

“Your only orgasms are going to from me,
little fuck-pet,” he said.

He rolled out of bed and dropped to his knees
in front of the cage, then unlocked and opened it.

“Come!” he barked.

She bent forward and dropped onto all fours,
then went low to slide through the door.

He gripped her hair right away, drawing her
through, and keeping her low on the other side, then pulling her to
the bed. He climbed in, pulling her after him and then drew her
mouth down onto his cock.

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

Sick, twisted and wild, Emily thought
excitedly.

She began to lick and suck his erection, and
was soon bobbing up and down it as she lay on his back watching
her.

“Now climb on top... slut.”

She felt a jolt at the word, her face
coloring further, but something wild squirmed at the back of her
mind and she obeyed, crawling forward to straddle him. He lifted
his cock up, rubbing it against her and she moaned as she felt
herself penetrated, then slid down atop him!

She began to ride him and grind herself
against him as he looked up at her. He reached forward and fingered
her clitoris as she did, while his other hand kneaded her breasts.
Since Emily was already deeply aroused it didn't take very long
before she began to gasp and yelp and tremble as the orgasm swept
through her.

She gurgled, then, as his hand rose to grip
her by the throat. Her eyes bulged a little and she tried to grab
his wrist – instinctively, but he ordered her to drop her arms and
she did.

She rode up and down, up and down, gasping
and gurgling as he continued to hold her throat, continued to
finger her clitoris, and the wild rushing flood of sexual energy
churned through her mind and drowned her in dark sexual bliss. She
gloried in the deep penetration of his thick cock, sliding down to
impale herself repeatedly as the orgasm howled within like a
hurricane.

Afterwards, he stroked and kissed and fondled
her, then put on the leash and led her, crawling, to the bathroom,
which wasn't as embarrassing as last night but was still
embarrassing. Then came breakfast, which she ate on her hands and
knees, out of his hands and fingers.

Then he bathed her and brushed her teeth
before gagging her.

“Animals don't talk,” he said.

He led her over to a narrow padded bench. It
was short and low and shaped like a half circle, with the flat part
on the floor. It had a big dildo attached to it, and just next to
the dildo was a round little bump the size of half a golf ball.

Emily moaned as he had her straddle the
dildo, then slowly sink down on it. She groaned as it filled her
up, as it pushed deep into her body. But she managed to get it all
inside, though she ached as the head pushed firmly against the back
wall of her sex!

Nick strapped her lower legs into place, drew
her arms behind her back and locked her wrists together, then drew
a kind of elastic lap belt across her upper thighs. With that done
he turned a button and the little bump thing began to vibrate.

For a while she just sat there, squirming,
getting more and more aroused, then her instincts took over, and
she began to ride up and down on the big dildo, gasping and moaning
helplessly. The lap belt allowed her to move up a couple of inches,
then began to tighten a lot, making it much harder to move up the
next couple, and impossible to go more than six inches! Still, that
was enough!

She hated pulling herself away from the
vibrating little bump, hated sliding up, but the glorious ride down
more than made up for it! For when she had impaled herself fully
she got that wild, buzzing jolt of vibrations directly against her
clitoris!

She rode the dildo to a glorious orgasm, then
sank down, panting, moaning weakly. Of course, the vibrator still
ground against her, and of course she was soon squirming again, and
then riding the dildo up and down frantically to another orgasm.
And another. And another.

Emily was soon exhausted, sweating, panting
for breath, and her insides were aching from all the muscle spasms
each orgasm caused. But Nick wasn't even in the room, and she had
no way of getting off the little stool. She could rise only about
six inches, which still left the dildo inside her.

Nor could she hold herself up for very long
that way. It was too awkward a position. She had to sink back down
again, groaning, impaling herself, exulting in the deep penetration
despite her weariness and aching muscles, squirming and moaning as
the vibrator buzzed. Then she was riding the dildo desperately into
and through another orgasm!

And another and another.

Finally, Nick showed up and turned off the
vibrator. She slumped, gasping, panting, moaning, as he undid the
straps and pulled her aching, dripping wet pussy off the dildo.

But it was only to put her on the sofa,
spread her legs, and lick and suck her to more orgasms as his
fingers pumped in and out of her!

The vibrator had sensitized her pussy, had
made her clitoris hyper-sensitive to the soft, slick touch of his
tongue and lips and fingers! She couldn't stop her hips bucking
wildly as more orgasms screamed through her twisting, writhing,
thrashing body!

Finally, he dragged her down onto the floor,
slapped her bottom until she raised it high, pulled the tail out of
her, and drove his cock into her ass to the balls, then fucked her
hard and fast as she shuddered and trembled and moaned, drooling
around the ball-gag, eyes slitted.

He let her rest for a couple of hours –
hanging upside down by the ankles, legs spread wide.

He brought her down again and spread a warm
oil over her naked body, his fingers massaging, stroking,
caressing, spending considerable time on her soft, full breasts
before ever sliding down between her legs. He spent even more time
there, of course, rousing her again as he thrust four fingers into
her aching sex, stretching her out, twisting and turning his
fingers inside her.

He didn't masturbate her to orgasm, however
but left her aroused, then pulled the ball gag out of her mouth so
she could give him a tongue bath, starting on his toes, licking and
sucking every inch of him all the way up his ankles and legs to
crotch, then higher still

Later, he threw balls for her to chase,
including out back, where she crawled and threw herself into the
water after them, then dog-paddled back to climb out and crawl over
and drop the ball into his hand.

She begged for treats, chocolates, usually,
and then endured him oiling her up again, this time with suntan
lotion, rubbing and caressing her to the edge of orgasm – but
refusing to push her over that edge.

Then he sent the ball across the poll and in
behind the waterfall.

Emily jumped into the water, dog-paddled over
there, and then pushed her head and shoulders through the
waterfall. She gasped at what she saw, drawing back in confusion
and alarm at first!

There was someone there! A girl!

She certainly knew it was a girl for her legs
were stretched wide to display her sex, and her body was arched
back over a 'rock', breasts taut. Her ankles were chained to the
sides, and as a hesitant Emily eased closer, and raised her head to
see over the arched back and breasts, she saw the girl's wrists
were also chained down and apart, and she was gagged and
blindfolded!

She had a collar around her neck, much like
the one Emily now had, and a very big, thick dildo straining the
lips of her sex, with the base of another pushing out from her back
passage.

It wasn't super bright in the little grotto,
but it was bright enough for her to see it was a blonde with a very
nice body, and it wasn't hard for her to guess who it had to be,
despite the blindfold and gag hiding much of her face.

It had to be Kayla!

Emily stared at her in a kind of awed,
spellbound trance. A part of her was horrified, but another part
thought the girl looked incredibly erotic; all helpless and spread
out like this in such a cruelly sexual and obscene manner!

And if Kayla was here like this that meant
Dean was too! She cringed at that realization, looking around
anxiously as if he might show up and catch her! Yet on the heels of
that came the wild, shocking, wicked and desperately erotic thought
that if Nick had brought them over like this then he meant the four
of them to all play his sick, twisted, horribly exciting game
together!

And that meant Dean was going to fuck
her!

That thought left her breathless! She
resisted it, feeling a surge of outrage and indignation, not to
mention embarrassment! But the idea of the big black, powerfully
built football player doing her hard was enough to set her blood on
fire!

And she had known he was the one Nick had in
mind all those times he told her, when she was sucking his cock,
that there should be another guy riding her from behind, ramming
his cock into her hot little pussy while she deep-throated him! It
had seemed shockingly wicked, not to mention unlikely, but
now...now she knew she could do it!

She gasped at a movement behind her!

But it was only Nick, grinning, leering. He
rose up behind her and gripped her by the hair, then pushed her
forward.

Gasping, staring at Kayla uncertainly, she
resisted – a little, but he insisted, pulling her forward by the
hair until her mouth was right over Kayla's sex.

The dildo jammed up inside her stretched her
incredibly wide! It was practically buried inside her! And right
there at the top was where Nick was guiding her.

Shuddering, she bent and began to lick at
Kayla's clitoris.

The girl reacted quickly, squealing into her
gag, her hips bucking up. But Nick held Emily's hair down so she
stayed in place, licking at the hot, swollen little button again
and again. Nick squeezed one of Emily's breasts and let his other
hand slide up across Kayla's arched body to caress one of her
breasts at the same time.

“That's it. Lick that clit, baby. Make her
squirm. Hot blonde slut. You know she was made to be a sex slave,”
Nick said, his hand sliding up and down Kayla's arched, straining
body.

His other hand was sliding up and down over
Emily's buttocks, then dipped beneath, fingering her pussy. A
finger pushed into her, then a second, twisting and turning,
pumping in and out. A third pushed in, and she moaned as she licked
at Kayla's clitoris, a dark, crackling wall of sexual electricity
rolling through her.

Nick pulled his hand away, gripping her hair
instead to push her down harder against Kayla's sex. His other hand
gripped the dildo pumping it in and out as Kayla licked at her
clitoris.

Then Emily felt hands on her bottom, two of
them.

She gasped and froze, but Nick held her
firmly in place.

“Lick, fuck-pet,” he ordered.

Moaning, she continued to lick, as her body
began to tremble with the sudden burgeoning explosion of heat and
sexual pressure. She felt a big hand between her legs, then felt
something hard and yet soft pressing remorselessly against her!

It had to be Dean! Her heart pounded wildly
and she only remembered enough presence of mind to keep licking
because Nick kept jerking on her hair and ordering her to. A fever
was settling over her and she felt her hips jerking as her muscles
spasmed, that big cock pushing deeper and deeper into her body!

Suddenly Nick jerked her head around, and
pulled her mouth against his cock. She gasped, and he thrust
inside, driving himself deep into her throat as whoever was behind
her began to pump. Emily felt a wild jolt of heat and then flipped
over into a massive orgasm as the two men used her, their big hands
all over her body as two big cocks pumped into her from ahead and
behind!

He pulled out, leaving her gasping, and then
released her, just as powerful hands jerked back on her hair from
behind and pulled her up and back against him.

It was Dean! Emily shuddered, embarrassment
and a wild, forbidden heat burning through her as he kissed the
side of her throat and fondled her breasts.

“Hot little redheaded slut,” he growled. “I'm
gonna ride you like a bitch in heat!”

Ahead of her, Nick was pulling the dildo from
Kayla, and thrusting himself into her instead. He leaned over her,
removing her blindfold, then her gag, leaning in to kiss her
fiercely as his hips rose and fell hard and fast.

Emily watched in a daze, her body jerking to
and fro as Dean hammered her from behind, his big black cock
thrusting deep into her quivering, overheated belly!

*

After Nick and Dean had sated their initial
lust the two girls were brought into the house. Emily found the
'animal stuff' removed, and she was placed in restraints like
Kayla. Then the two girls knelt side by side, sucking the men's
cock and balls as the guys shifted back and forth between them.

They were put on all fours, then, and ridden
hard from behind, with the men shifting back and forth again
between blonde and redhead. When they had spent themselves, they
supervised as Kayla and Emily had sex in various positions, with
and without strap-on dildos.

Then Emily straddled Dean and rode up and
down on his stiff cock while Kayla sodomized her with a strap-on
and Nick thrust himself into her throat.

It was a stunning, mind-blowing experience
for the redhead, and the sexual fever and pleasure was so intense
she completely forgot to care about her pride, dignity or any
remote sense of equality, as she wallowed in the dark, depraved
'game' the guys were playing.

She and Kayla spent the entire weekend naked
and in restraints, 'slave girls' to Dean and Nick. And before
Monday rolled around, instant obedience got to be a habit as they
performed in every obscene manner and posed for every wildly
pornographic picture and video the minds of two college jocks could
come up with.

It didn't seem to be a big deal to postpone
school Monday to continue with their lewd, sizzling sexual game,
and when more men were invited to join that only made it more
wildly, outrageously thrilling!

Dean and Nick had succeeded beyond their
wildest dreams. And their only concern then, was which girl would
be the next one to invite into their game of submission and
domination. One thing they knew for sure, the education they were
providing for the girls was far more interesting than anything they
got from their teachers!

 


END

 


*
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


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.

 


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.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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