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Chapter One

 

 

 

Some people are naturally gifted. They're remarkably intelligent, or remarkably beautiful. They might have a particular insight into investments, or a natural athletic ability or balance. They might be artistically creative, or have brilliant imaginations. Perhaps they have an innate drive and motivation which pushes them ahead of everyone else.

I have nothing to compare with any of that. 

I am moderately intelligent. I like to read, but not if something is too difficult. I can't get into complex philosophies and the like. I bore easily. I can work hard if I can see the certain results, and they're results I want. But I can't seem to drive myself very hard for the possibility of success. I am not particularly artistic. I am not particularly athletic. As a female of twenty, who neither exercises nor eats a lot, I am in the shape you'd expect me to be. That is to say, basically normal.

I like to think I'm thoughtful and generous, but I don't devote my time and effort to charity. I think about the poor, on occasion, but don't do anything to help them. 

I went to college – am going to college – because it's the thing to do. It's either this or work, and I haven't found anything I want to do that anyone will pay me to do. You need experience and training to do anything which pays a reasonable amount, and I have neither. I do not really have any great ambition to be anything in particular. 

After three years of college I still don't really know who I am, much less who I want to be.

I know what I don't want to be: poor. I like nice things. How I am going to get them for myself is a question which often occupies my mind. 

I probably should be taking something definitive, which leads to a career; something like law or medicine or computer engineering or architecture. I am taking Liberal Arts because I like a lot of the courses, they're not terribly difficult, usually, unless I miss too many classes, and I don't really see anything in particular I'd like to do or be.

After my first year living in the dorm I wanted out, of course. Last year I rented a small apartment, but keeping up the payments was really hard, and I had to go cap-in-hand to my parents too many times. They started making a lot of noises about me getting a part-time job. This year I found a bungalow a few miles from campus which a couple of other students had rented. Between the three of us, the rent was manageable, and we had a lot more room.

It isn't much of a place. It's a nineteen fifties vintage bungalow with no garage. It has a carport built onto the side, where there used to be a yard. On the other side is more space which is simply overgrown with bushes and tall evergreens. The back of the house is only a narrow strip about ten feet wide bordered by a high cinder-block wall.

Anyway, things were moving along in an acceptable fashion. I wasn't overly fond of my roommates, Tod and Angela, but they weren't completely irritating either. We went our separate ways most of the time, and tried not to bother each other. September passed, and I started to get into my courses, though none were very exciting. And then there was a fire.

None of us were home at the time, and whether we were to blame or the old wiring in the house didn't really matter in the end. The fire department came quickly and doused the blaze, but the house, they said, would be unlivable for some months to come.

Have you ever tried to find a cheap place to live near a university in September?  

I checked the usual sources for a new place to live. I started with the bulletin boards at school, moved onto the internet, and the newspapers. I spent several frantic days traveling around by bus looking at what was available. It wasn't much, and it wasn't good. It was either too expensive, or full of dirt, bugs, and scary neighbors. It was also, for the most part, far away, an hour or more ride by bus.

I was starting to actively consider whether I would have to return home and give up school for the year – and probably then have to find some lousy job, when I ran into Paige in the coffee shop just off campus. Paige had lived in the dorm across the hall from mine my first year in college. She had made little secret of the fact she was bisexual and looking for casual partners, or that she thought I'd make a good one.

I had politely declined.

Paige was about five eight, five inches taller than me, and an athlete. She was lithe, toned and had a very strong body. She had dark, shoulder length brown hair parted on the left side, a very casual look I admired for its ease of maintenance (mine is parted in the middle, and a little longer).

“Hey,” she said.

That was Paige's normal greeting. She had a kind of lazy, drawling voice with sleepy eyes that made you wonder at the energy she could put out when she was playing volleyball or soccer or hockey of all things.

“Hi,” I said with a helpless sigh.

It wasn't like Paige had pressed her case or anything. She had put it out there, and I had left it there, and we had gotten along fine afterward.

“How are things?”

It was probably the kind of casual question that people don't really need an answer to, kind of like “How are you doing”. But I was feeling depressed.

“Lousy. I'm homeless.”

She raised her eyebrows. “I thought you were sharing a place.”

“It burned down.”

“Sucky luck.”

“Yeah.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“If something doesn't turn up I'm going to have to go home.”

“Really? You can't find anything?”

I shook my head unhappily. “Believe me, I've tried.”

She leaned forward, looking thoughtful.

I should point out that Paige and I dress entirely differently. I dress to be comfortable, and yet attractive. Paige dresses to be hot and sexy. I was wearing jeans and a sweater. Paige was wearing a shortish leather skirt with cute buckles on the side, black leather boots with three inch heels, and a black turtleneck which hugged her slender frame in way guaranteed to draw male eyes.

“Maybe you could come and live with me,” she said.

I scrunched up my face, giving her a doubtful look, and she let her lips quirk into a smile.

I'm rooming in a house just a few blocks away. It's a big house but there's only the owner and me. He has another spare bedroom. He's a cop, and he's away a lot. But he's strict and there are a lot of rules.”

“What kind of rules?” I asked.

“You have to keep the house clean, and he has high standards. You have to clean the pool, cut the grass, and do the weeding. Basically, you're the house slave. But the rent is cheap, because of that, and you get a nice room, and the run of the rec-room in the basement and the back yard.

“What do you pay?” I asked, with a rising, but still tentative sense of hope.

“I pay three hundred.”

I felt my eyes widen.

“It's because of the work I do. And if you were there we could do it in half the time.”

“Would he want another roomer?” I asked.

She grinned. “If he thought they were cute. I don't think he really needs the money. He rents the room to me because he gets a maid for free and he likes to see a hot young chick in a bikini in his back yard.”

“He's a lech?”

She rolled her eyes. “He's a guy,” she said, as if that explained it all. “But he's a cop. He's safe. He isn't going to do anything you don't want him to, and he's not going to be rude or pathetic or anything. But he is strict about his rules. He's got this whole paternalistic slash bossy cop thing going for him. Like, you can't swear or he'll fine you.”

I let out a laugh.

“No shit. And you better do your chores, too. Or else.”

“Why don't you ask him then?”

She thought about it a minute, then her eyes narrowed. “I think you'd stand a better chance if I asked him while you were there. I'll ask him if you can stay over for one night since your house burned down. He'll be okay with that. Wear something sexy so he wants to see you around, then I can ask him.”

“Wear something sexy!?”

She giggled. “I'm not saying flash him or anything, Regan. But it's nice outside. You could sit by the pool with me in a bikini, say.”

I made a face.

“He's a guy! You must surely know by now that half their decisions are made with their little head getting a vote.”

Living in the same house with Paige? Well, she was nice enough, and I could fend her off. And the guy sounded, well, safe enough since he was a cop, and older. I should have run, but the only place I could run to was my parents home, and their lecturing and demand I get a job until next year, maybe working in a fast food shop or something. I was desperate. Desperate people make poor decisions.

* * *

I have rarely put myself on display, and never for a person I didn't want. I mean, just to flaunt myself like this. I felt embarrassed doing it, but again, desperate people did desperate things. 

I didn't have a bikini. True, we were in California, but we weren't near the ocean, and I wasn't all that fond of bodies of water full of salt, dirt, fish, jellyfish, sharks and assorted other nasty things. Swimming pools were different, though, and I have to admit, this one was a nice one.

It was a very stylish back yard. The pool was big and rectangular, but a much darker shade of blue than the norm, with black lines criss-crossing it like graph paper. There was a stone wall at one end with Romanesque faces, each with a mouth the size of my fist spouting a thick stream of water that splashed noisily into the pool.

The back door of the house gave onto a shaded area with an overhanging wooden roof, and several comfortable padded wood chaise lounges had been set up there. Paige and I were laying back on two of them enjoying the nice, sunny day from the shade.

Paige had started out in a tiny green bikini with a thong bottom. The cups covered half her breasts, and the bottom plunged downward from either hip to form a very small cup over her sex, then a thin strip up between her buttocks. She had, of course, a perfect ass. That didn't arouse anything in me but resentment, though. I could have a great, toned ass too if I exercised or played a lot of sports. I just couldn't work up the necessary desire.

She and I had argued over what bikini to buy at the Value Village. She wanted one with cups two sizes too small, and a thong bottom. No way was I going to wear a thong in public. We had settled for a relatively modest black bikini with a full bottom. The cups were three quarters coverage, and that was the most I was willing to do. 

Or thought it was at the time.

His name was Joshua Ramsey. Never call him Josh, Paige had said, sternly waving her finger. He showed up at the predicted time, and came out into the back yard. I was a little surprised. She had said he was middle aged. He looked younger, with short dark hair and a square jawed face. He was not a tall man but broad of shoulder and chest. And he was frowning at us.

Paige stood up, and so I felt I had to, as well, feeling a bit nervous, and a bit awkward. I was not used to showing my body off in hopes of persuading people to give me things, and I was feeling kind of guilty and cheap.

Joshua Ramsey looked stern and unforgiving, not like the kind of guy you want to party with at all, much less live with. Paige was standing very straight, shoulders back, chest out. I didn't get the impression she was doing that so he could get a better look at her breasts either. It was more like one of those military movies where the young soldiers snaps to attention when the officer comes by.

“Hi, Joshua,” she said.

“Paige,” he said.

His voice was deep, but it contained a reprimand, and I was sure it was about me.

“This is Regan,” Paige said quickly. “She was sharing a house with a couple of others and there was a fire, so she's homeless. I was hoping she could stay with us for a little while. She'll share in the chores, of course.”

She sounded oddly nervous, and not like the cocky, self-assured girl I knew.

Joshua turned those dark, stern eyes to me and I swallowed and almost unconsciously stood straight. He walked closer and looked me up and down, and I felt a strange sense of being assessed both physically and in some odd intellectual way. I mean, he wasn't just checking me out physically.

“You go to college, Regan?” he asked.

“Uhm, yes... sir,” I said.

“What are you taking?”

“So far, Liberal Arts,” I said.

He rolled his eyes briefly. This didn't surprise me. My father did the same. 

“Why?” he asked.

“Uhm, I don't know,” I said uncertainly.

“You're devoting four years of your life to something when you can't articulate why.”

I frowned resentfully. “I want to get a good job some day, I guess.”

“Do you know why I let Paige stay here?”
I flicked my eye at her. “So she can help pay the mortgage, do chores and keep the place clean?”
He snorted. “Only partly. I felt a responsibility to see if I couldn't instill some discipline and character in her.”

I looked questioningly at her.

“Yes, I'm paternalistic and sexist,” he said, folding his arms across his chest. “I also have little patience for the immaturity of youth today. Once you hit eighteen I think you should be acting and thinking like an adult.”

He reached out and took my wrist, startling me, then pulled it up and back towards my shoulder.

“Make a fist,” he said.

He had one of those voices that you tended to obey almost instinctively, so I did, and he snorted and let my arm drop.

“You don't do any exercise,” he said.

“I... well, no,” I said.

“And I bet you eat fast food and processed garbage,” he said. “You're in good shape on the outside, but on the inside, your body is getting ready to fall apart. If you don't remedy that you're going to be old before your time.”

I thought, oh boy, was this guy pushy and interfering, or what?!

“You can stay here. I have a spare bedroom,” he said, just before I would have said something rude. “Paige will inform you of the rules.

His cool eyes turned to her, and she stiffened. “Yes, Joshua,” she said.

He turned back to me. “That includes getting proper exercise,” he said. “A proper amount of sleep. And getting good marks.”

What are you, my father, I thought. I didn't say it, though.

“You will eat what I put on the table without complaint. Do not ask for junk food. Do not bring it into my house. Clear?”

“Uh, yes, sir,” I said.

He nodded, then turned and went back inside. Paige grinned at me.

“Wow,” I said in a low voice.

“Yeah, he's a bossy guy. But look what you get,” she said, waving her arm at the back yard. “Plus, he buys the food and cooks it. He's actually a pretty good cook, so don't worry. But he does have a thing about processed food. Expect lots of vegetables and healthy stuff. You have to exercise, though. He wasn't kidding about that.”

“Why does he care?” I asked in frustration.

She grinned. “Maybe he just wants to make sure you keep a hot body. He's said too many women turn into potatoes once they hit their thirties. Maybe he's frustrated at not finding enough hotties his age so he's going to reform us all.”

I rolled my eyes.

I felt a load off my back, though, a huge sense of relief that I had a place to stay. In fact, I felt almost giddy, and was persuaded into the pool by Paige, where we tossed a ball back and forth, diving in and out of the water. 

I looked up and Joshua was there. Wow, was all I could think. I didn't know how old he was but he had a really nice body. I mean, most male bodies are not all that great to look at. But his was. He wasn't a musclebound guy like a weightlifter or something, like those crazed body builders, but he was really toned. His muscles weren't huge and bulging but they were obvious everywhere, right down to his flat, washboard abs.

He came out onto the deck wearing a blue swimsuit. His skin was tanned, and I felt myself humming appreciatively at his stomach, his chest, his shoulders, and his abs. In fact, I felt my eyes try to follow the line of his abdomen down under the waistband of his swimsuit, because I was betting his lower abdomen was every bit as fine looking.

There was a distinctive bulge in his swimsuit. I don't mean he had an erection, but I could see where his little man was located, and it didn't look very little.

He sat down on one of the lounge chairs.

“Paige. Why don't you show Regan a few basic stretching exercises?” he said.

It wasn't framed as a suggestion, and Paige immediately swam to the edge of the pool and climbed out. After hesitating a bit, I followed, feeling a sense of weirdness again as we stood before him, two girls barely out of our teens in swimsuits, and he almost twice our age. Except now it was tinged with a kind of sexuality which came from the fact that he was unquestionably attractive to look at.

My father, it occurred to me, probably wasn't an awful lot older than him. But my father sure didn't look like Joshua, or act like him either. Joshua was all man, in that tough-ass machismo way you'd expect of a cowboy, or maybe, I suppose, a cop.

Paige turned to face me, and her face was intent. “Just do what I do. You can't exercise properly unless your body is used to movement. If you try, you can strain or tear a muscle.”

She was clearly repeating what he'd told her, but it certainly sounded like it was true to me.

She started with her hands above her head, palms together. I did the same, quite self-conscious about the fact I was wearing a bikini, my skin glistening wet, with water droplets still trickling down my body, and he was sitting a few feet away watching.

The stretches were basic, dropping our arms up and down, then circling them slowly to work our shoulders, then moving our hips from side to side. We did toe-touches, which must have given him quite a show given Paige's back was to him and she was wearing a thong. He never gave any sign of lechery or anything, and I didn't catch him staring down my top.

Paige's movements were effortless. Mine were – less so. I was getting tired. 

At the same time, though, I was feeling a rising sense of sexual tension. I didn't think he shared it. I didn't think seeing me was turning him on. But my moving like this under his eyes was turning me on, in a weird, sort of exhibitionist way. Not that I'm an exhibitionist...

But he watched intently. He wasn't ogling. But he was paying attention, and I felt... I don't know, strangely sexual under his brooding eyes. I also felt as though 'teacher' was watching, a stern disciplinarian with high standards, and I was a young girl striving to meet his high standards, and failing.

“You'll get better as you exercise,” he said. “But that doesn't come overnight. All it takes is steady work, day after day.”

I have to admit that my eyes didn't leave him for long either. He was very nice to look at, and it had been a long time since I'd been this close for this long to a guy who had the kind of body Joshua had. Especially with so much of it showing.

He got up and went inside suddenly, and I paused, looking at Paige. She shook her head and kept going, so I kept going, even though I would have rather not. He came out, leaning in the doorway, watching, then went back inside. After a bit, I could smell something good cooking, and realized he had put dinner on.

He came out again, watching.

“Don't move your arms so quickly, Regan. Keep your movements fluid, like a dance,” he said. “Have you ever taken ballet, or yoga?”

I shook my head, and his eyes tightened.

“Answer verbally, please.”

“Uhm, no, sir,” I said.

He walked forward and I felt that sense of sexual tension rising as all that muscular, nearly naked male flesh came closer to me. He moved around me, and I felt his arm slide around my waist, turning me. The feel of his big hand on my bare stomach sent butterflies through me. Then he was behind me, pressed against me, his hands grasping my wrists.

He moved my arms up and down slowly, fluidly, like he had said. I felt the warmth of his skin against my bare back, and felt my heart starting to thump. But he was a gentleman. I mean, I did not feel his groin pressed into my backside or anything.

“Bend like a willow in the wind,” he said softly.

I bent to one side, then the other, my arms moving in tandem with his. I looked across at Paige, but she didn't look shocked. Actually, she looked a bit jealous. I wondered if she had the hots for Joshua. But if she had then why invite me here?

He stopped and stepped back. “Dinner,” he said.

Paige stopped, and as he turned away, took my arm and pulled me towards the small hut where we'd gotten changed. “Shower first,” she whispered as he went inside.

“But – .”

“His rules,” she said. “And hurry. Quick shower, change, and be in our chairs.”

She pulled me quickly into the little hut. There was a shower on one side, and she stripped out of her suit in an instant, slid the shower curtain aside and turned on the water. The shower stall was about as long as a tub but wider, and she looked at me impatiently.

“Hurry up,” she said. “Joshua hates tardiness.”

“Well, I was going to let you go first.”

“No time!” she said with a sense of urgency.

She yanked me in and I gasped as she nimbly undid my bra.

“Paige!”

“I'm not trying to seduce you. I'm trying to keep you from pissing him off first day. ”

I was clasping my bra against my chest, and squealed as she yanked my bottom down before I could grab them. They were around my ankles before I knew it, and then she was snatching my bra away and yanking me under the water.

She slapped soap into my hands and soaped herself up hurriedly.

“You do NOT want to be late for dinner,” she warned.

Blushing furiously, I soaped myself up rapidly. I was nervous but she made no sign of doing anything, or even looking at me, except at the end, when she looked at my breasts, then waggled her eyes. She laughed as I blushed anew, but didn't try to touch me or anything.

We brushed our hair rapidly. Fortunately there were two hair dryers, then we dressed and hurried inside.

“He used to be in the military,” she said as we went through into the dining room.

Not a real big surprise.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

 

It was a beautiful house, with a beautiful pool. But we had to keep it clean, and that took some effort. I didn't mind, though. I did mind that we had to exercise every morning and every evening. I thought Joshua had some nerve there, but didn't see a choice. He set out a routine for me which involved using the weight machine and treadmill in the exercise room in the morning, then yoga exercises out on the deck in the late afternoon when he got home.

He wasn't there for the early exercises, but he usually watched the yoga, and it was done in our bikinis. I suggested to Paige we get sweats, but she rolled her eyes. 

“Why? It'll be hot and sweaty, and we won't be able to jump into the pool after. Plus we'll have to wash them practically every day.”

Which made perfect sense but..

“Yeah but... he watches us,” I said uncomfortably.

She smirked. “If he didn't he'd have to be gay.”

“But it's like we're putting on a show for him!”

“Yeah, so? This is a kind of unspoken bargain, Regan. We get all this, and what does he get? To look at hot young girls? I think that's a pretty good deal for us.”

I couldn't argue with her but I still felt kind of cheap. And, admittedly, I was uncomfortable about the fact that it was kind of turning me on, too. He never looked on with anything like sexual interest, but those eyes on me as I stretched and turned, well, they were making my stomach flutter sometimes. I don't know if you've ever done yoga, but some of those poses are very – watchable – if you're a guy.

The cow pose, the half forward bend, the downward facing dog, the extended puppy pose, and various other stretches, arches and bends, had a whole erotic sense to them when done in a bikini with a hot, muscular man in a bathing suit looking on. Oh, I always kept my bottom pointed away from him, but even so, I felt a tingling sexual heat as those dark, brooding eyes watched me.

I was having sexual fantasies about him. My first night, in a lovely four poster bed in a nice room overlooking the quiet street the house was on, I'd masturbated to a dark fantasy of doing yoga naked, with him, also naked. And of course, the poses had gotten much more sensual, especially with him entering me while I was in the cow pose!

He was very strict about his rules, and while no punishment was ever suggested, Paige's urgency to not break them kind of told me I better do as he required. It was his house, after all, and we were paying very little for what we got. He was also stern enough normally. I didn't want to see him in a bad mood.

And then, several days after I moved in, I got a kind of idea as to what the punishment was for failing to adhere to a rule. A sound woke up a little after midnight, and I lay in bed wondering what it had been. It had sounded like a voice. But I didn't hear anything. Instead I felt a craving for milk and maybe a snack. 

I've always slept naked. I threw on a robe – though there was no rule about not walking around the house naked (ha!) – and went very quietly downstairs. I did know that snacking was against the rules, but I was hungry. I moved very quietly in my bare feet

And then I heard a voice, and it wasn't coming from upstairs. It was coming from the rec room in the basement. I hesitated, then eased the door slowly open. Now I heard two voices.

“So you admit you were trying to manipulate me.” Joshua's voice was stern and cold.

“Yes, Joshua,” Paige replied, her voice meek, even timid.

“So rather than come out and ask me, then discuss it, you had your friend wear a bikini in hopes I'd be so horny I'd do what you wanted.”

I flushed and bit my lip.

“I know you like blondes, Joshua.”

“Answer the question,” he demanded.

“Yes, Joshua.”

Then there was a sharp sound, kind of like, something on flesh. It wasn't flesh on flesh but similar, and a moment later I heard Paige's gasp, as if of pain.

My jaw dropped, and I eased down to a squat on the top stair, then eased down another stair, then down another at another crack of noise. I leaned forward, awkwardly draping myself down along the stairs head first, until I could peer past the wall.

Paige was naked!

I gaped at the sight of her! She was bent over the back of one of the stuffed chairs which had been pulled into the center of the room, and I was seeing her kind of from an angle to the back and side. That meant I was seeing Joshua from mostly behind, too, so he couldn't see me. Neither could.

I was stunned. She was not only naked, but there was something black... tubular, like uhm, I didn't know, sticking out from her ass! And then I saw a second one emerging from her pussy. Both were thick and round, with flat bases. I gaped!

Joshua was wearing jeans and no top, and was wielding a strap. I flinched as his powerful arm drew back and then the strap slashed across Paige's beautiful toned ass again. She flinched too, gasping in pain.

“You will not try to manipulate me, Paige,” he said calmly.

Crack!

“No, Joshua,” she gasped.

I watched the play of muscles across his back as his shoulder drew back, then the arm swept forward again, the long black strap snapping across her upraised ass, which jerked sharply in response.

Crack!

“You will do what you're told, follow the rules, and when you want something ask like an adult.”

Crack!

“Y-yes, Joshua!” she gasped.

I was shocked, to say the least! I mean, sure, this was punishment, but not the kind I had ever imagined! And the sexual element was overpowering! I wasn't normally a voyeur, but everything about the scene was stiflingly hot! I was at a downward angle along the stair, propping myself  carefully, and my bare breasts were threatening to pull free of the robe around me so that I had to kind of cross an arm below me.

Paige had a fantastic body, I had to admit, however grudgingly. I mean, I'd seen it in the shower, but had done my level best to pay no attention. But here, well, she was just so sleek and curvy, with that tight, smooth bottom pointed up quivering every time strap cut across her.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped.

The dildo in her pussy was starting to push out, and suddenly his big hand slid in, kind of palming it, and her, and thrust it back inside. Paige let out a short cry, her head jerking up and back, then moaned helplessly, falling back across the back of the chair. The sound was so excruciatingly passionate and aroused that my pussy, which was already kind of tingling just throbbed powerfully. I'm not into girls, but she seemed to incredibly hot in her passion that I had to clamp my lips closed not to moan in sympathy.

“You'll learn discipline, Paige,” he said.

Those shoulders moved again, the muscles moving on his back, the arm drawing back, and the belt swung forward and snapped across her buttocks once again.

Crack!

“Yes, Joshua!” she panted.

Crack!

Jesus God!
I could feel the tingling hardness of my nipples inside my robe, and my arm, pressed against my chest, was kind of rubbing against myself as I felt the blood rushing through me. I was staring with a strange mixture of shocked outrage and dark hunger.

Her bottom was getting red, and yet, as the blows continued I realized that her hips were kind of rocking, kind of grinding in place. I think Joshua noticed, as well, because he let out a snort and then gripped her slender hips. He jerked her around  to the side, so she was now draped sideways along the back of the stuffed chair, her left knee up on the arm, her right leg straight.

He swung again, and then again, and now I could see Paige's hips grinding faster, and I realized she was rubbing herself against the leather chair that was now between her thighs! She had a dildo stuffed up inside her, and was rubbing her clit against the chair as he strapped her! I was aghast, but at the same time I felt a wild sense of dark sexuality that I'd never felt before.

I gulped helplessly, and re-braced myself on the stair. It was a kind of unconscious, but partly deliberate thing to do, and as my arms shifted the top of my robe parted a little more, partly freeing my breasts. I felt a rising sense of sexual heat enveloping me as the scene below continued to unfold, and I stared, transfixed, at Paige's body, imagining myself in it.

I don't mean I wished I was her or anything. It was just the most raw, wild, animal sexual thing I'd ever seen! The atmosphere reeked of sex! And I felt my nipples now pressing against the rough  carpet which covered the stairs, rubbing lightly. The feeling was kind of scratch uncomfortable, but it was heating up my nipples, and my breasts – and me! I  helpless to tear myself away, though I knew I should get up and run.

Each blow of the strap across her shapely bottom made her flinch and gasp, but she was straddling the back of the sofa now, and her hips were kind of undulating, rubbing her clit up and down against it as Joshua spaced out his blows carefully, in no hurry.

Then as her movements became more frantic he stopped, stepped forward, and grabbed her by the hair. My eyes widened again and I gasped as he yanked her physically up and back so that she stumbled and almost fell. Then she did kind of fall, but he controlled it, one hand in her hair and the other on her upper arm.

She was on her knees before him, gasping, face and chest flushed, eyes kind of glazed. I started to push myself backward but then I heard his zipper going down and bit my lip against a cry.

He reached into his jeans and pulled out a truly awesome looking erection. Oh! My! God!

I watched him reach out to her and part her hair, then kind of twine it around his fingers on either side of her head. He pulled it out then pulled her forward, and as though dazed, she went forward, arms hanging limp at her sides as she let his cock slide into her open mouth.

She moaned around it as he pulled her forward, sucking and licking, and I watched as he pulled her head back, then forward, back, then forward. All the while, her arms stayed limp at her sides. Then he pulled her forward – and didn't stop. My eyes grew even wider as he pulled her right down to the base of his long, thick cock, until her face was jammed against his groin.

Her arms jerked up at that, but only halfway, only to her waist, then dropped again as, trembling, he held in place, his cock deep inside her throat, her mouth pressed against his groin. He pulled her back by the hair and I was awestruck as I watched inch after inch of cock sliding out of her open lips.

He released her hair and then reached down, and pulled her up quite casually – by the nipples!

I gaped, rubbing my breasts harder against the carpet as he lifted her unsteadily, gasping and moaning, to her feet by the simple expedient of pinching her nipples. Even once she was up he held tightly to them, and forced her body up onto the balls of her feet, then onto her toes, back arched as her beautiful breasts stretched and kind of extended up and out. Again, her arms rose, then fell to her sides as she gulped in air.

He released her nipples, grabbed her arm and turned her around, then shoved her across the back of the chair. He yanked the dildo out of her pussy, and thrust his own cock into her, then started hammering away.

I'm no virgin. But no guy has ever fucked me like that! He was like an animal! Like a bull! Paige began to grunt and gasp and cry out again and again as his hips slammed into her buttocks. He reached forward and filled his fist with her hair, then yanked her upper torso up and back, reaching forward with his other hand to grasp a breast in a tight grip.

Her face was wild, and then she started to cry out in a wild, passionate way that made me flush darkly. Her cries got harsher, more passionate, until he released her hair and slapped his hand over her mouth instead. I watched her hips bucking back, grinding and rolling, watched her fall apart as what was obviously an incredible orgasm tore through her. It was long, much longer than any I could remember, and when she was finally done she collapsed as if she were half dead, eyes slitted as he continued to pound into her from behind.

I had to get out of there, though my bones felt rubbery and my insides swirling and churning with a hot liquid hunger. I managed to push myself back up and, trembling, ease up the last few stairs to close the door behind me. Then I moved to the stairs as quietly as I could, scampered up them, and then scurried down the hall into my room. I closed the door and snapped on the light, staring across the room.

“Fuck!” I whispered. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

I was in a kind of shock! My mind was trying to process the wildest, hottest, nastiest, kinkiest sexual scene I had ever, EVER experienced!

“Fuck!” I whispered again.

My face was flushed, but it wasn't really with embarrassment. The flush had spread down my body, and there was no denying that my stomach was fluttering, my nipples were achingly hard and hot, even sore, and there was a moist heaviness in my groin.

Holy shit!

And what was I going to do about this?! Living as a third wheel in a house with two kinky lovers was very, very far from my ideal!

I cast off my robe as if I was stifling, and stared at myself in the mirror. My breasts were pinkish, the nipples straining. I swallowed and licked my lips, then caught them between my thumbs and forefingers, rubbing and rolling them, plucking them lightly, wild scenes of dark sex filling my mind.

I pinched them, winced, and pinched them again, more, feeling the heat of the pain as my pussy throbbed in sympathy. I released them, gasping, then shook my head, trying to think.  I paced back and forth, as quietly as I could, of course, then decided I better jump into bed in case they came upstairs, heard me, and wondered if I knew. But really, I couldn't think straight, not logically, not with this kind of heat upon me.

My breasts felt hot and swollen, and brushing my hands across my nipples made me gasp.

The heat spread out through my body and then along the surface of my skin like a crackling wave of sexual electricity. I rolled over, gasping, raising my bottom, then thrust two fingers into myself, rubbing my clitoris with a growing sense of frantic need until the orgasm came. It was far more powerful than normal, and I gurgled and moaned and gasped into my pillow as my hips ground wildly against my fingers.

Then I sank to my belly, panting for breath, rolled over, and stared at the ceiling.

Fuck, this was all so perverted! I tried to think of why it was also so hot, but that was quickly swept away in trying to wonder what I should do. Where could I go? That didn't take a lot of consideration. It was either here or go home and lose my year.

Just ignore them, I told myself. They're both adults, regardless of the age difference. What they want to do is up to them. Neither has made any moves on me, and unless they do it's not an issue.

But... but wow! I had never seen that kind of passion! Even with his hand over her mouth Paige had clearly been screaming, and it wasn't in pain!

I felt a twinge of jealousy. No one had ever fucked me like that! In fact, my sex life, such as it was, was pretty bland and ordinary. I didn't really pursue guys, but just considered which of those who wanted to pursue me I'd let catch me. There weren't many. I just wasn't that big into sex, and none of my sexual experiences had been all that – memorable. Certainly nothing had been remotely like that!

I wondered if it had hurt. I don't mean the strapping, but the way he'd rammed that big cock – the biggest I'd seen in person – into her again and again. Whether it hurt or not, apparently it had been worth it!

What would it be like, I wondered, to experience that kind of heat, to be … mounted, like a bitch in heat, by a powerful man like Joshua, and just... just pounded!?

My fingers brushed my nipples again in the dark, and I caught the between my thumbs and forefingers, rolling them from side to side, feeling the tightness grow in my chest. I pinched them, wincing, and then pinched harder. It was like... heat, like a burning. I pinched harder, moaning softly as I pulled my fingers back, stretching my nipples in the way he'd done to Paige.

I released them, cupping my breasts, moaning softly as I raised my knees and spread them apart. My right hand moved down my body, fingers sliding down to frame my clit. I was amazed that I was still hot only minutes after climaxing. I rubbed my fingers up and down, on either side of my clit, pressing slowly in to make my clit swell even more.

What were they doing down there now, I wondered. I hadn't heard them return to their bedrooms. Was he fucking her still? Was she sucking his cock again? I felt a wild urge, instantly dismissed, to sneak down and look.

And then my eyes lit on the shadow of the chair. I'd given it little notice. It was nice to have a big bedroom, one with a four poster bed, and even room for a comfortable chair. It was a padded chair, not leather like the one in the basement, but full and fat, and I slid out of bed and approached it in the dark, feeling my breathing getting harsher.

I positioned myself at the side of the chair then bent forward across the top, gasping as my pussy made contact with the fabric. What would it be like, I wondered, to be bent forward like this while a man watched, to feel a strap across your bottom?

I ground myself softly against it, moaning helplessly, quickly awash in heat once more as my body began to pulse with sexual desire. I straightened, mind spinning, then moved quickly to my dresser. My fingers closed around a bottle of hair gel. I did not own a dildo, but this was about the right size and shape. 

Breathing heavily, I put a foot up on the arm of the chair, then slowly pushed the round plastic bottle up inside myself, feeling a sense of sexual wildness as I did. I quickly repositioned myself. The back was a little high, but the arm wasn't. I put a knee on the chair and ground myself against the arm. The pressure was much more intense now with the bottle inside me, spreading the lips of my sex wide and taut, and I came very quickly, shuddering and bucking and moaning as the heat swept over me.

Oh God! Oh wow!

Life had just become a lot more interesting.

But then, I remembered, there was a Chinese proverb about that, or was it a curse?

* * *

I did my best to pretend nothing at all was different the next morning. I exercised properly, not looking at Paige much in her little leotard and tights. I wondered if her butt was still red, though. She chattered away like nothing had happened, but there was a kind of giddiness to her that I thought might be the first time I recognized the sign of someone who had had a wild and satisfying night of sex.

And I felt a twinge of jealousy again. I was sure no one had ever seen such signs in me!

After exercise came a quick shower, then breakfast, a healthy breakfast. Joshua cooked, and my eyes kept darting to him, remembering how he'd looked the previous night, and that big cock thrusting out from his groin like a mighty spear. He hadn't even had much hair to hide it!

“You're wearing that?” he asked in disapproval.

I looked down at my sweatshirt and jeans and then back up. “What's wrong with it?”

“It's a teenager's outfit. You're a woman now. Look at Paige.”

Paige was dressed in a tight, red sweater-dress. It was firm against her shapely ass, and across her full breasts. It came past her knees, and there was a black belt around the middle. It accentuated her lovely shape, and her dark hair danced softly on the shoulders. She was extremely attractive, and every man she passed would be noticing her.

“Every guy she passes is going to be staring at her,” I said.

“And why is that a bad thing?”

“Well... I don't want guys staring at me.”

“Why not? You're a pretty girl with a nice body. Are you shy?”

“No but... it's school not a uhm, not a club.”

“You don't go to clubs. Where do you think you're going to meet a man if not at school.”

“There are no men at school, just guys,” I said with a snort.

“Nevertheless, you're an adult now, and should start dressing like one.”

He was serious, and I scowled resentfully.

“Admittedly you have a limited wardrobe since a lot of your stuff got burned. Paige should take you to the thrift shops today and get some more things, some adult things.”

The 'adult things' made my stomach flutter, even though I knew, of course, he just meant more 'womanly' clothes. But I didn't want to dress like a sexpot. Oh, I admit she didn't dress in a slutty way or anything. Her skirts were sometimes short, but not too short, and she sometimes showed a little cleavage, but not too much. She always seemed to stay just inside the line.

“I don't have the money for stuff, even at a thrift shop,” I said.

“I'll front the money.”

“But how can I pay you back?”

“I'll think of something,” he said.

He didn't say it in a suggestive way, but I felt a flush of heat anyway.

Stop it, I thought. He's got Paige. He doesn't need you.

But what had she meant the other night when she said she knew he liked blondes?

I couldn't turn down free clothes, though, or at least, free for now. I figured I'd have to do some extra chores like washing his SUV or something. Paige and I fought over what we bought, and she had the final say since she had the money. She wanted sexy things and I wanted plain things. But she pointed out that Joshua wasn't paying for more jeans and sweatshirts.

I didn't want skirts, but she got several. One was denim, one was leather, and one was a pleated one, kind of like a schoolgirl thing. They were short, not miniskirts, but still,  too short, but she brushed aside my complaints. 

“These are shorter than the ones you wear!” I protested.

“You're short,” she said.

“I'm not short! You're tall!”

“The point is short skirts will make you look taller. If I wore skirts this short to school I'd draw a lot of stairs showing off that much leg.”

“And I won't?”

“No, it won't look as … much on you.”

I scowled. “Especially if I don't wear them!”

Then she found a sweater-dress for me. It was not unlike the one she was wearing, except it was a turtleneck, and it just brushed my knees. But she found a pair of black leather boots with four inch heels to go with it.

“The heels are too high!”

“You're short.”

“Stop saying that!”

There was a little black dress with way too much cleavage, for parties, then a kind of mannish white suit, which I quite liked, with a blue silk shirt. I thought I looked fantastic in it but it was surely too dressy for school! Most girls didn't dress up like Paige, after all. There was a kind of t-shirt top with a double slash across the top, showing more cleavage, and hip length blue wrap with gathered sleeves which cinched together with a lovely black belt. It too showed cleavage, though not a ton. Another top with sheer lace arms and upper chest was more modest, but still sexy.

All I could tell myself was that some of it was wearable to school, and I wasn't paying for it.

We stopped at a lingerie store, though, and again Paige insisted I get some sexy lingerie. Since most of my lingerie had gone up in the fire I didn't object, but she insisted on sexy thongs and push-up bras. I'm not small on top, but okay. I didn't feel I needed much help, especially at school. 

“I know what will make you look good,” she said, holding up a pair.

“But – .”

She slapped my butt and I yelped and scowled in outrage.

“Get in there and try it on,” she said.

I went inside. Well, what was I going to do, get into a big argument in the middle of a store?

“Well?” she called through the curtain.

“It doesn't fit.”

She slipped inside and I gasped but she turned me to face her. “Looks fine.”

“It's too tight against my chest.”

Her fingers slipped into the cups and I blushed but she just tugged them and shrugged.

“Fits fine. Don't worry.”

She got me new shoes, with heels, of course, and while I was unhappy, I wasn't totally unhappy. It was almost like she was pushing me to do something I wanted to do, to wear clothes I kind of wanted to wear, but hadn't had the courage. I was not the kind of person to 'show off', you see. 

And she got me a little black bikini with a thong. Again I objected but she ignored me.

“Hey, if I'm willing to show off a bit to keep Joshua happy you do too,” she said. “It's not like it'll hurt you, and besides, he's pretty hot.”

I objected, of course, but I was hindered by the fact that I felt a hot shimmering excitement at the thought of wearing it in front of him. I couldn't, of course! That would be slutty! But if I didn't have a choice, well...

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

It felt oddly different sitting in class dressed like I was. But really, nobody was staring. It wasn't like I was dressed like a slut or anything. I wore black dress pants that hugged my ass, three inch heels, and the black top with the sheer black lace upper chest and arms felt sexy, without revealing anything more than a hint of cleavage.

I guess I did feel more adult, more mature. And more than a bit self-conscious. I felt self-conscious the boys would be staring, and that the girls would be sneering. Who was I trying to impress, some of them would probably be thinking. I guess it wasn't all that showy, though, except in comparison to the plain stuff I usually wore.

After class, I stopped to examine the bulletin board where rooms and apartments were advertised, but I had mixed feelings. The weird setup where I was kind of fascinated me. I was repulsed, a little, offended, a little, embarrassed, and confused by it. But it was also strangely thrilling, especially since I was only watching, not experiencing it.

I still resented the exercises, but not as much. I felt better doing them, and wanted, now, to tone my body more... like Paige. I was, consciously or unconsciously, measuring myself against her, and wanted to feel less flabby, more sexy. Besides, the ones after school where he watched were exciting, in a sort of dark, scary kind of way.

I kept imagining him naked! I had several times regretted running out of the basement so soon. Maybe he'd dropped his pants and I could have seen his ass!

But I was also guilty about having watched them, like some sort of peeping tom.

Thank God they hadn't seen me!

* * *

I was blushing the first time I wore the black thong bikini. I didn't want to! But then again I did. I felt guilty and kind of slutty, but hot, even as I looked at myself in the mirror. Paige had been pressuring me since we'd got it, and I'd worn it a bit, but not while Joshua was home. I looked pretty good, I thought. I wasn't as toned as Paige, but was kind of proud of myself.

But the thought of him seeing me made things squirm inside my belly.

But I had to complain. Paige had kept prodding and pressuring me, and I resisted, even thought a part of me wanted to wear it. So when I walked outside, I was already kind of blushing as she turned her head towards me.

“I still say this is too small,” I grumbled.

“It's no smaller than mine.”

“You're a slut!”

She smiled faintly and lifted the glass of grape juice she was drinking to sip from it.

I tugged a little on the cups, trying to cover more of my breasts.

“I'll be lucky if my boobs don't fall out while we're exercising.”

“They won't. It's too tight.”

She put down the glass and sat up, swinging her legs off the side of the chair, then slipped off her sunglasses and stood up.

“I don't feel like exercising today.”

“Quit whining. You know you want to.”

“I do not!” I gasped.

“Liar,” she said with a smirk. “I know you think he's hot.”

“Well... yeah but that doesn't mean I want to show myself off to him!”

She gave me a knowing look. “Let's go in the pool.”

“Not all of us are sluts, you know.”

She slapped my butt as she walked past and I yelped and twisted away. The fact my butt was naked made the slap somewhat more sexual than she might have meant it, and I eyed her doubtfully, but all she did was jump into the pool, then grab one of the inflatable balls there.

“Get in the pool, prude. Then no one can see your fat ass!”

“My ass is not fat!” I said. “Bitch!”

She laughed and threw the ball to me. I grabbed it and threw it back, hard, then jumped into the pool. We played around, swam a little. We were still in the pool when Joshua showed up, still in a suit. He looked nice in it, though I preferred him in his bathing suit.

“Hi Joshua,” Paige said.

“Hi Joshua,” I echoed.

We climbed out of the pool, me kind of hesitant, and blushing already. Joshua was wearing dark glasses, giving him an even more mysterious sort of aura.

“Regan's been eager to show off her new bikini to you,” Paige said.

I turned and glared at her, then shoved her backward. She yelped and fell into the pool.

“I have not!” I said, blushing furiously as I looked towards Joshua.

He smiled faintly, and went back indoors. Paige pulled herself out of the pool, giggling.

“Bitch!”

“Oh quit whining. You know you want him to think you're hot.”

“I do not!”

“Ha!”

I grabbed her to shove her into the pool again but she grabbed me and we both wound up falling in. We wrestled a little and I shoved her away, then grabbed the edge of the pool and hauled myself up out of the water, but she came behind me and tried to pull me back in.

“Get off me, slut!”

She slapped my bare bottom again and I yelped and twisted as she laughed. Then she slapped me again, and, blushing, I twisted away, sliding back into the pool so she didn't get such a view of my bare buns.

“Dyke!”

“Slut!”

We wrestled a little more, and I shoved her away with my feet, but she grabbed me and dunked my head underwater. 

“You two are acting like teenagers,” Joshua said from above.

We both stopped suddenly, and I stared up at him. The sun was behind him, and all I could see was the shape of him.

“Out of the pool,” he said.

“I am a teenager,” I grumbled.

We climbed out of the pool and I felt another slow surge of heat as we stood before him in our bikinis, water dripping down our bodies.

He shook his head and sat down, and I glowered at Paige.

“Paige,” he said.

“Yes, Joshua?”

“You don't get to slap people around here.”

She hesitated. “I was just kidding, Joshua. I mean, I didn't hit her. I was just uhm, playing around.”

He cocked his finger at her, gesturing her forward, and after a strange look at me, she shuffled forward to stand before him. He pointed down at his lap, and she turned and looked at me again, then again at him. I couldn't see her face but she sand he kind of looked at each other for long seconds. She suddenly looked tense, for some reason, then, without turning her head, she moved forward, and kind of bent herself across his lap.

I felt a sudden shock-wave run through me as she placed herself, belly down, across Joshua's lap. His big hand gripped her thigh just below the buttocks, adjusting her, then his hand cracked down sharply on her bare buttocks. I gasped, jaw dropping, as his hand came down a second time, then a third, and a fourth. One more quick, sharp slap, and he was pushing her up and away.

Holy shit!

She was blushing, giving me a brief, embarrassed look before turning her eyes away.

I kind of standing there, stunned, not knowing how to react. It had happened so fast! And it was almost like... like it was a routine sort of punishment with no sexual connotations. Of course, that was ridiculous.

“Regan.”

I started, and my eyes widened as he cocked his finger at me. My mouth opened, and then I shuffled forward, thinking he was surely just going to say something to me. I mean,  unlike Paige, I wasn't involved in some kind of kinky relationship with him so – .

“Do you think it was the act of a mature woman to push Paige in the pool and call her a dyke?”

“I uhm, was just kidding,” I gulped, blushing even more than Paige had.

He took off the sunglasses, and I dropped my eyes as he looked askance at me.

“I prize maturity, Regan. I've told you that. I'm trying to encourage both of you to act more mature, more adult. But if you act like a girl then your punishments should be of a similar nature, don't you think?”

“Uhm... p-punishments?” I all but squeaked.

Surely he wasn't going to – !

“Come here.”

I hesitated, but his eyes narrowed, and I shuffled closer, still sure he didn't mean to... that he couldn't possibly  expect me to let him – !
But he didn't ask me. His big hand grasped my wrist and yanked me forward, and I was so startled that before I could even believe he'd really had the gall I was belly-down across his lap! I started to squirm and twist and then – 

Crack!

“Oww! Joshua!”

Crack!

“Oww! Let me – !”

Crack!

“Oww!

Crack!
Crack!

He pushed me up and off him and I scrambled backwards, gasping, shocked, my bottom hot and stinging from the five quick smacks. It hadn't really hurt that much, to be honest, except to my pride. But even then, well, there was a thick, bubbling heat rolling up from down below which kind of blunted the outrage to my pride.

“We will have decorum around here,” he said calmly. “Now get to your exercises.”

I didn't know what to do. Emotions were swirling inside me, veering wildly between embarrassment, outrage, fear, heat, excitement, and anxiety. I thought of cursing him and running away as fast as I could, but then where would I go!? If I told him to fuck off then... then, even if I had a place, then... what? There was still that strange, swirling sexual tension, a kind of barely suppressed eagerness to feel what Paige had felt in the basement, to experience that kind of wild sexual thrill.

Paige jerked me back by the arm and started doing the stretching exercises, and with my mind and belly still churning wildly, I just, well, kind of went along, out of something like habit.

But it made the exercises seem even more sexual, especially in my thong and little bikini top. I was flushed, self conscious, and anxiously aroused almost from the start, and it only got worse.

I could feel myself falling into something, and as eager as I was to experience it I was also terribly afraid of doing so, anxious, and restrained by the sense of this all being quite perverted and not the sort of thing any kind of decent girl – or woman – would be involved with.

Paige was moving through the exercises much more briskly than usual, making it harder for me to keep up, to match her. I'd only been doing these things a little more than a week, and she didn't get winded nearly as easily. I struggled to keep up, and felt a sense of resentment. She was showing off in front of Joshua! And making me look bad!

I felt like shoving her into the pool again! But then I'd get another spanking, was the next thought that came to mind, and then I wasn't sure if that would be good or bad!

“Slow down!” I said a bit breathlessly.

“Keep up,” she replied with a kind of sneer.

I figured then that she was jealous that Joshua had spanked me too. I mean, if it wasn't so much a punishment as a kind of sexual thing to her... and let's face it, to me, then he was sort of cheating on her a little, in a weird way.

This is so fucked up, I thought.

I was soon sweating, and panting, and I kept shooting her looks which she either ignored or returned with a smirk. Bitch!

I was even more determined to get in shape, then, to match her, even be in better shape than her!

I'm not entirely sure what I was thinking when the opportunity arose. I don't think I really had any plan in mind. She was bent way over, rising on the balls of her feet while pressing her fingertips against the ground. I was so winded at that point I was about to give up, but I couldn't do that, couldn't show that I was unable to keep up... in front of Joshua.

I also knew that if I did what came to mind, that is, slide my finger into the waistband at the back of her thong and jerk backwards, she'd fell in the pool, and Joshua would probably give me another quick spanking – or something. I didn't want that... but I did! Really, I just wanted to stop exercising without getting shown up by Paige!

But it wasn't like I gave anything long and careful thought, not as I stood there gasping and on shaky legs. It was partly just instinct, but I did it, and she yelped and was pulled, off balance, back into the pool. 

“How clumsy,” I said.

“Regan.”

I gave him my innocent look, flushed as I was, and even though my stomach was now churning violently with excitement and anxiety.

He cocked his finger at me.

I shuffled forward, chest heaving, panting for breath, giving him a bit of a defiant look.

“I've observed over the last week that you're an intelligent girl,” he said. “So you surely must know that acting like an adolescent right after you've been punished for it is simply unacceptable.”

“It was an accident,” I said defiantly.

He snorted, as Paige pulled herself out of the pool and came up behind me.

“Across my lap,” he said.

“That's probably what she wants!” Paige protested.

“No way.”

“It wasn't a suggestion,” he said.

But I folded my arms across my chest, under my breasts, and glowered at him defiantly, despite the way my heart was now pounding, and the way the blood was rushing through my veins.

Then Paige gave me a push and I stumbled forward. Joshua grabbed my arm and yanked me across his lap. I squealed and flailed my arms a bit, but even as I did so I knew I was putting on an act. I could not admit I was doing anything this kinky willingly. I felt his big hand on my inner thigh, almost touching my pussy as he pulled me into position, and then he trapped my flailing arms, pulling them back and pinning them together behind me with one big hand.

Panting, gasping for breath, I continued to wriggle. “Don't you dare!” I cried.


Crack!

His hand came down on my bottom with a sharp blow that sent a stinging jolt into my body. I squealed and my legs kicked harder as I tried to twist free.

“I want you to count each spank up to ten,” he said calmly.

“No! You can't spank me!”

Crack!

“Oww!” I cried. “Stop it!”

Crack!

“Oww! Bastard!”

“I think she likes it,” Paige said.

“I do not, you slut!”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it!”

“Faker,” she said.

The truth was somewhere in the middle. Heat and excitement were swirling through me, but with them were outrage and embarrassment. Not to mention the stinging pain of my bottom!

“Didn't you say that the point of a spanking was to punish someone who was acting like a spoiled little girl?” Paige asked.

“I did,” Joshua replied.

“Well, little girls should be punished by having their panties pulled down and spanked on their bare bottom.”

“She's already got a bare bottom,” Joshua said.

“It would punish her more,” Paige said. “She'll be more ashamed of acting like such a little brat.”

“You may be right.”

I squealed anew as I felt fingers at the waistband of my thong, then it was tugged down, not off, but down below my buttocks. My face flamed! I twisted harder, but my legs were now pinned together more at the thighs. Then his hand cracked down on my bare bottom again, and then again, and then again.

“If you don't count them then they don't count,” Paige said, sounding vindictive. “The spanking will continue until you give in.”

I was too embarrassed to speak! With the thong rolled down he could see, well, you know! And so could Paige, I suddenly thought, remembering her bisexual nature. My bottom was starting to burn from the repeated slaps. But despite the embarrassment, anxiety, and even fear, the sexual heat was churning even more intensely!

I twisted to one side, and managed to pull a slippery wrist free of his grasp, trying to shove it down to block his view – and the next blow. He simply grasped it again, pausing the spanking to pull my wrists together again.

“You should just tie her arms together,” Paige said.

“I don't have anything to do that with,” he replied.

“Use this.”

I felt fingers between my shoulders, at my bikini top, then let out a shocked cry as it parted. I grasped at it but she undid the catch behind my neck too, and then pulled the bra off entirely. I thrashed on his lap, and that served only to make the bikini bottoms slide down my thighs to my knees. Then my arms were pulled together behind me, crossed at the elbows, and the bikini bra was wrapped around them just above the elbows, and somehow tied off.

“Much better,” Joshua said. 

I was in kind of a state of shock! I was horribly embarrassed, outraged, anxious, frightened – and thrilled at the same time.

Oh! My! God!

“Now I will explain this to you as I did to Paige,” he said, and I was suddenly intensely conscious of his big, warm hand resting on my bare bottom.

“You will count each blow up to ten. Then you will thank me for taking the time to discipline you.”

He was crazy!

And his fingers were lightly kneading my buttocks!

Crack!

“Oww!” I cried.

“Do you feel ashamed of yourself for making me do this, Regan?” he asked calmly.

“L-Let me go!” I gasped dazedly.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“You need to orient yourself to the rules as I've already explained to you,” he said, his fingers gently kneading my bottom again.

I twisted aside but he easily pulled me back, his hand going between my legs, gripping my thigh, as he had before, to pull me back into position. His big hand gripped my thigh very high, so that the side of his hand was briefly touching my naked sex! I felt a hot surge of embarrassed heat through the churning confusion of my helplessness.

It was as if... everything was getting away from me, like I had lost control over what was going on and what was to happen!

Crack!

I cried out, jerking against him, feeling the tightness of the bikini top wrapped around my arms holding them in place.

“Count the spanks, Regan,” he ordered.

My bottom was already hot and stinging, and if I didn't then he would just keep spanking me, I thought somewhat frantically!

“O-One!” I squeaked.

Crack!

“Two!” I moaned, my bottom hot and throbbing.

Crack!

“Three!”

Crack!

“Ow! Four!”

Crack!

“Five!” I cried.

“I'm doing this for your benefit, Regan,” he said calmly

I certainly didn't believe that for a second!

“I think she's already benefiting,” Paige said, sounding smug. “She's practically dripping wet.”

“Is she?” Joshua asked without much interest.

I squealed again as I felt his fingers at my sex, felt them pushing in between my pussy lips and then kind of spreading me open. My face flamed and my eyes widened in shock at the sudden escalation. Then I cried out again as his fingers pulled out of me and brushed lightly across my clit.

“She does feel wet,” he said.

“D-D-Don't!” I squeaked.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“I think there are a lot of lessons in life you need to learn, Regan,” he said.

“L-let me go – oooo!” I squealed, as his fingers brushed lightly across my clit again.

“But you don't want me to,” he replied. “Nor do I have any intention of doing so.”

I twisted and writhed, my mind a maelstrom of swirling, churning thoughts, fears and emotions. I cried out again as he slapped my bottom, his big hand delivering a stinging blow, but then his hand cupped my bottom, kind of caressing it. I tried to push myself up and back and felt the other hand on the back of my neck shoving me firmly back in place, pushing my head down across the other side of the lounge chair to elevate my bottom further.

“Your body needs more toning,” he said, his hand continuing to glide up and down my bottom. I jerked as it slid down between my legs to palm my sex, then rubbed lightly.

“You're making some progress, I think,” he said, “But I think we need to add in a little more work with weights.”

Then another sharp slap to my bottom, and another, and another, and another, and I jerked with each one, my head twisting and my hips jerking.

“Oww!”

I couldn't even see him any more, for he was holding my head down, upside down, restricting my view to what I could see through the legs of the chair. And that was Paige's legs, and then her knees and lower body as she moved forward and knelt behind me. If felt a mental cringe at the view of me she was receiving, my face flushing darkly as I pulled helplessly against the tight bondage of my own bikini top he'd twisted around my arms.

I felt her hands on my thighs, then, spreading my legs wider. Another shock struck my already spinning mind as I felt what had to be her mouth on me, her lips spread wide to envelop my entire sex. I felt her hot breath on me, then the moist softness of her lips on my sex. The slid together, then apart, rubbing against me, then smaller, softer fingers than I'd felt before pushed in between the lips of my sex.

“D-Don't! Don't touch me!” I cried.

I started to curse, but her lips closed on my clitoris, which, despite all my protestations, despite all my anguish, was swollen and throbbing with the intensity of the heat within. It shut my voice off, and sent my mind spinning even faster as she mouthed my clit, then began to flick her tongue against me.

Crack! Joshua's hand slapped down against my bottom again as Paige spread my thighs further and slid in almost beneath me. 

Crack! His hand snapped down again, and I cried out in dazed pain. 

Crack! Another jolt of pain hit me as Paige's fingers pumped in and out and her lips sucked rhythmically on my clitoris.

Joshua's hand released my neck, sliding in under my ribs to cup my breast. I could feel how hard my nipple was against his palm as he delivered another stinging blow to my backside.

“Are you ready to start counting yet, Regan?” he asked calmly.

Crack!

“Uhggh! Yes! Yes!” I cried.

Crack!

“One!”

Crack!

“Two!

Crack!

“Th – ohhh – three!” I gasped as Paige's tongue started stroking wildly from side to side against my clit.

Crack!

“F-four!” I moaned helplessly.

Crack!
Crack!
Crack!
Crack!
Crack!

My bottom was on fire, but so was my pussy, and his fingers were kneading my breasts, and pinching and tugging on my nipple even as Paige's tongue stroked nimbly over my clitoris.

I was going insane, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations pouring through my body and the shocked emotions churning within my mind.

“Ten!” I cried.

“Now thank me for disciplining you,” he said.

“Th-thank you,” I croaked.

“Thank me for disciplining you.”

“Thank you for... disciplining me... Joshua,” I gasped.

“Now I think you owe me a bit more than thanks for such trying work,” he said. “Paige.”

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

 

I moaned as he gripped my hair, firmly lifting my head up and back until I cried out at the sting to my scalp. I felt Paige's hands on my hips, drawing me back as I slid off his lap and onto the ground in front of him. My arms were still bound at the elbows as he and Paige positioned me in front of him. 

My eyes felt glazed as Paige grasped my hair and pulled my head up and back, and I stared into his face, his eyes still covered by dark glasses. Then Paige reached past me and her hand covered his groin, rubbing up and down. That drew my eyes down as she lowered my head, and I saw that he was really bulging now.

I felt a shudder of almost painfully eager excitement at the sight, and could not tear my eyes away as Paige opened the top of his swimsuit, then unbuttoned it. Her slim, tanned hand reached in and drew his cock out, and I gasped, physically jerking with the sight of his thickness, almost too thick for her fingers to wrap around, as she drew his cock up and pointed it out at me.

I felt her pushing forward on my head now, as she held his cock upright, and there really wasn't even a thought of resistance in my head as it pressed against my lips. I let them slide apart, then farther, until they were wide, wide open and his cock was slowly sliding past them and into my mouth. I moaned around it as it slid across my tongue and began to fill my mouth.

“Suck it, slut,” Paige whispered into my ear, her breasts, now bare, pressing against my arms from behind. “Suck his cock, Regan, you whore,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

I moaned again as I felt her teeth on my neck, then jerked as her other hand slid around my hip and her fingers began to stroke my clit. I felt a hot pulse of anger and resentment, even hatred for her, but my body ground itself hungrily against her fingers as Joshua's cock pushed deeper into my mouth.

She pushed down on my head and I stared at Joshua's shaven groin, stared at the long, sensuous length of him sprouting from my lips, pushing deeper and deeper. I was licking now, licking almost instinctively as Paige let up on my head. Her hand went around me on the other side and cupped my breast, squeezing hard, almost painfully hard.

I slid back up the Joshua's cock, then down again, then slowly, hesitantly, up, then down, starting to get into a natural rhythm, hating, resenting, and at the same time, reveling in what Paige's hands were doing to my body.

I slid down once more, and then felt a new pressure on the top of my head as Joshua placed one of his hands there. I gurgled and then gagged, for the head of his cock was already at the back of my mouth, and now it pushed up into my throat, and there was nothing I could do to resist the irresistible force of his downward pressure. My eyes bulged as I slid down lower and lower, fighting to control my stomach as his cock pushed deep into my throat.

“Swallow Joshua's cock, whore,” Paige whispered, nibbling at my ear. “Swallow the whole thing, slut girl.”

It wasn't like I had a choice! I had deep throated a guy before … once. I had been incredibly turned on then, which was the only way I'd managed it. I was even more aroused now, even more flustered and dazed, and so by the time my stomach really started to protest he was almost buried I my throat. It ached, but at the same time I felt a hot, seething sense of victory and satisfaction at having taken the whole length of him.

Paige had, after all, the bitch.

My chest burned and my head started to pound from lack of air, but he held me in place, my nose in his groin, my lips tautly wrapped around the base of his cock until black dots started to dance before my eyes. Then he slowly drew me up by the hair until the mushroom shaped head popped free of my throat. I coughed violently, saliva trickling out of me and over his stiff cock as Paige gripped my hair and forced me up and back.

I groaned as she bowed my back, my glazed eyes staring up at Joshua, who looked down impassively, hands at his side. God, he was like a fucking statue or something! A statue of a Nordic God.

“Did you like swallowing his cock, little slut?” Paige cooed, licking at the nape of my neck.

I cried out as she bent me back even further, wrapping my hair around her fist. Joshua leaned in and smiled softly. He reached out and caught my throbbing nipples between the tips of his fingers, then pinched them. I cried out again, then gurgled in dazed heat and pain as he stretched them up and forward. The burned hotly, then, as he released them, tingled wildly.

He stood up, and his swimsuit dropped around his ankles. He stepped out of it, and I thought how incredibly beautiful he was. I mean, most men's bodies simply weren't all that attractive. Joshua was an exception. Again, my mind flicked back to art class posters of Greek and roman statues of perfect human bodies. 

Paige gripped my hair again, raising me up and pushing my mouth forward against him. I didn't resist as his thick cock slid into my mouth again, and it felt somehow almost natural to keep going, to swallow his cock and take him deep into my throat.

“Go and get your toy,” he said.

I didn't understand what he meant as he took my hair from Paige, but I felt her getting up and moving away. Then Joshua started to slowly pull me in and out along his cock. Every time it felt like I was about to practically faint from lack of air he pulled back so that I could breath. My throat ached and my mind was fuzzy, light-headed and overwhelmed by this shocking sexual scene.

Suddenly, he jerked me forward strongly, and both his hands went behind my head as his hips began to grind and pump hard. I stared into the soft, bare skin of his abdomen from less than an inch away as his movements slowed. Then with a sigh he eased his grip on my hair and drew me slowly back.

I could feel his stiff cock softening in my mouth as he released me. I sank back down onto my heels, swaying in place, gasping for breath, then kind of fell over onto my side as Paige returned. I rolled my eyes up and her and blinked in confusion. She was naked, her body as slender and toned as I remembered it but – .

Straps went over her hips, and she sprouted a thick, long, veined cock, a black dildo, one which was remarkable for how realistic it looked. She smirked down at me, and my dazed mind started to figure out what was going on as she squatted and rolled me fully onto my belly. I grunted as she slapped my bottom, as she seized my hips and raised them up.

But I didn't protest. I was too dazed for that, even though I kind of realized what she intended. She positioned my body with care, bottom raised as high as possible, knees apart, but pushed forward. My breasts pillowed out against the ground. I felt something hard but soft rubbing up and down my very wet entrance, and only just considered the need to protest, to say something, when I felt it pushing into me, penetrating me.

I felt another wave of resentment and anger, of rejection, but then as it spread me wider and slid through me, as I felt the smooth caress across my straining pussy lips and the head sliding deeper and deeper, all thought of protest were swept away. I whimpered and moaned as the sensations redoubled. I wanted to shake my head in denial but it kept pushing even deeper, achingly deep.

Her fingers clutched my hips, and I cried out as the head jammed against what was surely the back wall of my sex. She drew back, then thrust forward, drew back, then thrust forward again. I did start to shake my head, then, thrashing it from side to side until she grasped my hair and jerked my head up and back.

I cried out as she jammed the thing deep into my belly. Then she released my hair and I felt her bare skin against mine, against my buttocks, then against my lower back, then my arms and hands as she leaned over me, as she lay her own body onto mine. I felt her lips against the back of my neck again, and she turned my head so my cheek was on the ground, so I could see Joshua watching us.

“Whore,” she whispered.

Her hips started to grind against me, then work in and out.

“Slut,” she whispered, pumping harder.

I couldn't catch my breath to respond. I could only shudder and gasp and moan as the sensations and emotions whipped around inside me. The big cock was punching against the back wall of my pussy again and again, and though it ached, it was a strange, dull ache that somehow began to excite me.

“Whore,” she whispered again. “I'm fucking you, Regan, you whore!”

I grunted and sobbed and then exploded into the most intense orgasm of my life. My body thrilled to the incredible wave of heat that exploded up from my groin. It was shattering! My mind felt swept away by the incredible force of it, as if I stood in the middle of a broad plain as hurricane force winds screamed past me.

I couldn't stand against that force. I was thrown back, tumbling end over end in my mind, the world reeling around me as the pleasure surged and rolled and nothing mattered but that it keep doing so … forever.

It couldn't, of course. It slowly began to seep away from me, my hips grinding and bucking in helpless, mechanical response as my body sought to wring the last desperate drop of pleasure from it before the climax faded completely.

And then it was gone, leaving me dazed, limp, but still positioned before Paige.

“Whore,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling along my earlobe. “Slut.”

She raised herself up and back, and I felt the thick dildo slowly drawing back out from my overfilled belly. But then once out, the head rubbed slickly up and down against me, then penetrated me again. I moaned dazedly as the silicon cock drove deep into my belly once again, and Paige began to thrust in deep, steady strokes that I could do nothing about.

I was literally drooling on the ground, eyes glazed over, in a state of languorous peace and ease as my muscles recovered from the wild spasming heat of the orgasm. 

Paige leaned over me again, and I groaned as she bit into the nape of my neck.

“You think one orgasm is enough, slut?” she whispered smugly. “I'm going to fuck your pretty blonde brains out.”

She raised up and back again, and then started thrusting with more authority. The big, thick dildo stroking in and out of me, her hips slapping against my upraised bottom, the nose of the thing punching against the back wall of my pussy again and again. I moaned and gasped and shuddered, and stared up at Joshua who stared back. I felt almost like I was outside my body, like I was having an out of body experience, watching myself prone on the ground, my ass raised, legs apart, while Paige rode me like a bitch in heat.

And Joshua watched.

Resentment rose again, anger, embarrassment, shame, but I felt physically drained, unable to fight, even if my arms weren't tied behind my back. So all I could do was lay there and take it.

While Joshua watched.

I groaned and grunted, her movements causing my body to kind of jerk in and out, which rolled my chest up and down against my breasts, crushed beneath me. I felt the re ignition of the heat with a kind of distant surprise, resented it, but welcomed it, and then succumbed to it, gasping and moaning as the heat rose shockingly quickly. I still resented it. I didn't want Paige fucking me like this. I didn't want Paige touching me!

But if she kept it up I was going to come again, regardless.

While Joshua sat there and watched.

From time to time she slapped my bottom, or pulled on my hair. So I didn't think anything was different when I felt her wrap my hair around her fist and pull up and back. This time, though, instead of just bending my head back she used it to raise my upper body off the ground, to lift me up on my knees and turn me towards Joshua.

She bent me over his cock, which lay, semi-hard, before me.

“Lick, slut,” she ordered.

She leaned over my shoulder, and licked at the tip as I tentatively sucked at his balls. One of her hands was between my legs, the other cupping my breast as we licked up and down his cock, which rapidly hardened. She took the head into her mouth, then slid all the way down, moaning, before sliding back up. Then it was my turn, and I sucked him in with a sense of dark, thrilled excitement, sliding down to the base, as well.

“Whore,” Paige whispered.

She pulled me back up.

“Joshua is going to fuck you now, whore,” she said softly, kissing and licking at my throat.

I groaned as the long length of her cock – of her dildo – slid out of me. She stood up, pulling more harshly at my hair, forcing me to my feet, pushing me forward as Joshua reached up to grip my hips in his big hand and guide me down.

I straddled him and then sank down. I whimpered as I felt the head of his cock against my throbbing, overheated opening. Then I was penetrated, my sex lips spreading apart as I slowly sank down. I gasped helplessly at the feel of his cock pushing up into my body. Then I was pushed forward from behind, my breasts in his face.

He began to knead them, to suck and chew on the nipples as I sank fully down onto his mighty cock. The heat rose around me again, like a crackling cloud of sexual electricity as my hips ground feverishly against him.

Crack!

A stinging slap to my bottom made me flinch.

“Ride him, slut,” Paige ordered, her voice no longer soft, but commanding.

I wanted to, but felt so weak, as though my bones were liquid.

But Joshua pushed me upright, where I had been leaning into him, smiling softly. He pinched my nipples and then pulled upward. I squealed in pain, forced up, my leg muscles finding new strength. Then he pulled down and I shuddered as I slid down his cock once more. Up and down, up and down, he led me, pulling my nipples, which burned and stung.

When he released them I continued to move, continued to ride him, and he put a hand behind my ass to help, while seizing my breast with the other, sucking and chewing. I felt a small hand slide in  along my abdomen, then fingers rubbed at my clitoris. I felt another wave of resentment and anger at Paige, then came violently, crying out again and again as I rode him with a wild, desperate passion.

Utterly drained, I collapsed against his shoulder, and his big arms wrapped around me, his hands caressing my body. He leaned forward, holding me in my arms, slid off the lounge, and lay me gently on the ground, then slid his hands onto my legs and pushed them up and back as he started thrusting.

I grunted with each deep thrust, dazed, moaning, staring up at him, up at the sky, aware of Paige's presence as she knelt beside him, but not caring. He continued to thrust down into me, and then I felt those small fingers again, rubbing at my clit.

Another orgasm set me to bucking and twisting and writhing beneath him before he came inside me. But there was little rest, after that. He lifted me into his arms, then threw me up across his shoulder and carried me into the house. We went upstairs, and I thought, to the bedroom, but he turned and opened the door to the attic.

We went up, Paige trailing behind.

The attic was a spartan place, and hot, tremendously hot. The floorboards were clean, but there wasn't a lot stored here. In the center of the room was a hook attached to one of the beams which crossed well below the peaked roof. He set me on his feet while Paige scurried for something. Then I felt my arms being unbound, but only to be held in his and raised up.

I didn't speak. He didn't speak. I was still kind of mind blasted, still recovering from the shock of what had happened. I didn't know what to say, given the circumstances, and didn't know what the hell he was doing either. I felt thickly padded leather wrapping around my wrists, and cocked my head up in confusion, watching Paige's hands adjust them below the hook.

“Wh-what are you... doing?” I moaned.

“Teaching you about yourself,” he said.

Paige attached a chain to the rings in the leather wrist things, and Joshua attached that to the ring. Paige moved back, and for the first time, Joshua kissed me. His arms wrapped around me and his lips met mine, his tongue invading my mouth with surprising gentleness as his hands slid up and down my back and buttocks.

I moaned into his mouth, staring at his handsome face, finally without sunglasses, feeling his tongue twisting and moving inside my mouth, against my own, which roused to meet it. His hands on my back and buttocks felt warm and powerful, yet soft at the same time as he pressed his naked body against mine.

I was already starting to sweat, though. The wild physical ride my body had been through had left me gasping, and exhausted, and putting me into this hot attic before I could calm down had raised beads of sweat on my forehead, on my chest and ribs and back.

But God! His body felt so good against mine! His hard chest, covered by soft, silky flesh, crushing my breasts back against my own ribcage as his hands continued to massage me.

Then he drew his lips slowly back as I felt Paige's breasts against my back. She slid her hand around my head, and something red, a red ball thing, I though, after just a brief glimpse, was against my mouth. She drew it in and back and my mouth opened instinctively at the pressure, widening as it pushed against my teeth.

Joshua pushed against it, and I could feel it was sort of spongy, malleable. It slipped past my teeth and into my mouth, filling it, and then I felt a strap pulling into the sides of my mouth and drawing back along my cheeks and around behind my head.

What the – !?

I gasped as his hand slid between my thighs, then, cupping my sex, and distracting me quite neatly from the thing they'd put into my mouth. I moaned, despite three recent orgasms, the most I'd ever had in one day, never mind one time! Paige moaned back, then returned, and I felt something pressing against me from behind. My eyes widened, and I tried to shake my head, tried to twist free at the touch against my back entrance.

What the fuck is she doing!?

I moaned and cried out, but Joshua twisted my head back by the hair, leaning in to kiss and lightly bite the nape of my neck. 

I felt something pushing into me, pushing into my ass! It felt slick, slippery, covered in some sort of lubricant as it forced my ass wider and wider, just to the edge of pain. Then it kind of slipped into me and I felt myself closing behind – almost. I felt something pressing flatly against my opening from the outside, and felt a presence inside, thick and round but short.

Joshua stepped back, and Paige moved around me and smiled at me. I saw she was still wearing that giant dildo cock, and differing emotions swirled within me. I resented her again, felt jealous, angry, and embarrassed, for she had fucked me to orgasm as though I was... well... as though I was some kind of slut, like she had called me.

I felt a sense of relief as she reached down and unbuckled the dildo, pulling it away from her body, but she gave me a look, a kind of smirk, and turned it around, then pressed the head against my sex. I tried to clamp my thighs together, but she only laughed, she and Joshua spreading them apart as she slid the thing into me, pushing it deep.

I cried out into the gag, for that was what it was, as the head of the thing jammed up against the back wall of my pussy. It wasn't all inside me, but she didn't seem to mind. She drew the straps up across my hips, and a third up between my thighs, up my buttocks, tightening them behind me so the thing was jammed and locked into my pussy.

Then she waved and smirked, turning to join Joshua, putting her arm around his waist as the two walked to the stairs, then disappeared down them.

I was left alone, body tautly stretched up from the leather bands around my wrists, my heels not quite touching the floor, the sweat now starting to slowly trickle down my body as the lights snapped out.

It was not quite dark in the attic. There were windows at either end of the long room, letting light into the shadowed interior. And as my eyes adjusted I found I could see fine, not well enough to read, perhaps, but otherwise fine. The room was more or less empty, save for a few chests and boxes, a couple of chairs in the corner, what looked like an actual horse saddle on a low table, a couple of sawhorses, and a pile of two by fours.

My mind started to clear, in their absence. I had time to think at last, and wasn't overwhelmed by all that was happening. I was still aroused, though, despite myself, my chest still heaving as I looked down the length of my body to note my stiff nipples and the base of the dildo thing sticking out of me. I felt the pressure of its head deep in my belly, uncomfortable, aching, but darkly exciting nonetheless.

What have I let myself in for, I thought weakly, a sense of amazement and wonder inside me at all that had happened.

I looked down the length of my body. I could see my pale skin lightly glistening by the light coming from the distant window. My nipples were sharp pencil points at the center of my swollen breasts. I looked past them, down between my legs. The straps attached to the dildo were tight as they curved up along my hips and pulled up between my buttocks. I could see what looked like two inches of the dildo protruding from the taut flesh of my opening.

I could feel the pressure of the straps pulling in and down against my hips and up between my buttocks. I could feel the head of the dildo pushing in hard against the end of my pussy.A soft heat surrounded me that had nothing to do with the temperature of the attic. I felt drained and tired, but my mind was buzzing with what had just happened and what was happening.

I drew my head back, my hair pressing back against my taut arms as I stared up towards the ceiling, at my wrists encased in the dark leather restraints. They were tight around my wrists and my weight pulled against them for my heels did not quite reach the floor. My body strained, stretched, and ached in a strange way that was both pleasurable and painful.

I felt a sense of disbelief. How had I allowed this to happen?!

Is this really me? Is this really happening to me? Am I really tied up in an attic naked?! 

The heat in the attic seemed to grow worse with every passing minute. I could feel tiny droplets of sweat trickle slowly down my body. I glanced up towards my wrists again then gripped the chains they were attached to in my hands and tried to pull against them. For a moment I hung completely from them but there was no give in them and my toes settled back to the floor.

How long will they to keep me here? What do they intend to do with me? God, this is perverted!

I glanced toward the far window. It was a bright, sunny day outside. How weird I felt, locked in this shadowy attic. It was like some sort of dark play fantasy. This was certainly not the sort of thing that happened to girls like me.

My body felt so stretched out, the skin over my chest pulled tightly across my swollen breasts so that my nipples seem to tingle and throb. My ankles ached from supporting much of my weight, balanced on the balls of my feet. I felt so full inside, my lower belly stuffed with the thick dildo and the butt plug Paige had shoved into my behind.

I had recovered somewhat from the wild, swirling sexual hunger and passion that Joshua had raised in me, but now that hunger began to rise once again. I felt a mild sense of disbelief at that. After all, It had been the most incredible sexual experience of my life. I had never come like that before. It had frankly been a little scary, like my mind was being pulled apart by a howling hurricane.

And I'd had three orgasms! I had never come more than once before, not during sex, not even when I masturbated. But I had come three times! And yet, already I was feeling hot and hungry for more! I could feel my pussy squeezing down around the thick dildo he had stuffed inside me, could feel how wet and hot I was inside. I knew the lips of my sex were wet as they clutched so tightly around the base of the dildo.

The straps attached to the dildo pulled up at an angle on either side of my clitoris, pressing in hard against the soft flesh, which had the effect of making my clit feel as though the flesh was squeezing in against it from the sides, making it feel even more swollen and sensitive. Even the  soft brush of air, what air there was in the overheated attic, made my clit tingle, and sent small surge of pleasure up into my pussy, as if it was being transmitted along the length of the dildo like an electrical charge.

My nipples tingled as well, rigid and throbbing, so that I was gripped by a deep longing for the feel of mouths around them, sucking and chewing and licking. 

I'm getting so fucking horny! What is with me!? I'm turning into a fucking slut like Paige!

But this weird bondage shit, and the whole strange, dark kinky relationship with Joshua, Paige and now me was so far beyond anything I'd ever even imagined myself taking part in that my mind was having difficulty coping.

Is it getting hotter in here, I wondered. The hair was matted against the side of my cheek. And I felt sweatier than I ever had been before in my life. It was almost like I was in a sauna.  

The ball gag thing in my mouth was also growing very uncomfortable in that it was making me salivate. Since I couldn't close my lips that was kind of an issue. I kept swallowing, but my lips grew wet, and drops of saliva began to ooze out around the ball and drip down onto my chest to join the thin rivulets of perspiration slowly trickling down my naked body. I could see that the floor beneath my toes was damp. I kept waiting for one or both of to return, probably to tell me that I better behave from now on, and then release me. 

But that didn't happen. For long minutes, I don't know how many, I waited with a sense of anxious anticipation, wondering what would happen. That slowly began to fade as the minutes wore on and I remained alone in the shadowy attic. I started to feel annoyance, and a sense of indignation that they would just leave me here like this to bake in the attic. The heat sapped my strength and energy and I began to feel drained and exhausted.

My ankles ached more and more than the physical effort needed to hold myself on the balls of my feet added to my tiredness. More and more of my weight wound up coming down on my wrists as the strength of my ankles faded. So even though my feet were still touching the floor, I was almost hanging by my wrists. That increased the strain on my arms and shoulders and made my wrists ache fiercely.

I started to feel very hard done by, my resentment mounting side-by-side with the ache and weariness of my body. My chin slowly sank down toward my chest, and time seemed to stand still as I sank into a sort of half-doze. My body went a little limp, so that I was basically hanging almost fully now. I couldn't hang completely by my wrists, though, for I discovered that I couldn't breath if I didn't push myself up a bit each time I inhaled.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

 

I heard a sound, or thought I did. I started to raise my head, only to feel the shock of fingers in my very damp hair, then cried out weakly, dazedly, as my head was jerked roughly up and back. My eyes rolled wildly as Joshua's face came forward across my shoulder, and then I gasped as he bit into the nape of my neck.

“Slut,” he whispered.

One of his hands slid around my ribs and cupped my right breast. 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” he asked, his voice still soft.

The hand on my breast slid down my body, my skin now actually wet with perspiration, down to where his finger could rub lightly against my clit. I moaned helplessly, my mind dazed, fluttering wildly like a bird in cage. My heart began to beat faster, my pulse to race, and my mind wakened to his lips on my shoulder and neck, then the pulsing heat rolling up through my belly as his finger rubbed harder against my clit.

I moaned into the gag, vaguely embarrassed to have him see me like this, all sweaty, and even drooling! But then he released my hair, and moved to my side. The hand between my legs slid down lower, fingers pushing up against the base of the dildo. My eyes jerked wide as pain hit me from the inside, the head of the dildo shoved up harder against the back wall of my pussy.

And somehow, it gave. Not the dildo. Me. The pain was sharp for a moment, then fell to a dull ache as the dildo pushed deeper. 

He chuckled low in his throat, his thumb rubbing against my clit as his fingers pressed against the dildo. His other hand slid down my back and I felt his fingers at the small of my back where the straps of the dildo met. He did something, and I felt the sudden release of the strap which went down between my buttocks.

He leaned in against my ear, so that his breath was hot against me. “I'm going to fuck you in the ass,” he said.

I felt a shock roll through me, a sense of negation that made me try to shake my head, then a dark, nasty little quiver of anticipation. I had never actually done that before, nor particularly wanted to, to be honest. So why did I feel a sense of eagerness now? 

I felt his hand, the one between my legs, pushing up and back, kind of forcing my hips back more. I was already standing on the balls of my feet, but his strong hand pushed me back so I was almost on my toes! And then came a sudden sharp stinging blow against my upraised bottom.

Crack!

I yelped into the gag, jerking against the restraints.

“Nasty little girl,” he said.

Crack!

I felt another sharp, stinging blow, his hand coming down hard against my damp skin.

Crack!

I squirmed and moaned.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

I jerked again, the sharpness of the sensation echoing through my lower belly as my breathing grew more ragged.

“You're going to learn discipline, Regan,” he said.

Crack! His arm went out and then smacked down once again.

I moaned into the gag, helpless to protect my now burning bottom. I ached almost as much, in fact, from the pressure of the palm of his hand up under the dildo, jamming it forcefully into the back wall  of my sex. Yet even so I was even more aware of the feel of his thumb stroking across my clit.

Crack!

I mewled helplessly, panting for breath around the gag so that I drooled even more.

Fuck, I thought. That sting! 

But my skin was electric! The sexual heat was pulsing within me.

Crack!

“You're going to learn to obey, little girl,” he said.

Crack!

And then he started slapping faster, much faster, the sharp cracks of stinging sensations rippling up through my belly and down through my groin.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

The nail of his thumb jammed into my clit, producing an even sharper pain, but then the pad of his thumb rubbed quickly across my clit, and the wild surge of sensation was like a flood washing away everything else in its path. I came, crying out wildly as I jerked and thrashed and twisted in paroxysms of mindless animal pleasure. And in the midst of it I felt him pulling the butt plug from my ass, and that somehow sent the orgasm screaming up to an even higher plateau.

The orgasm was like an endless storm through my mind, and it battered me into submission, into the point where I was slack jawed and dazed as it finally moved on. I hung completely by my wrists, moaning, eyes slitted, gasping for breath as he moved around behind me. I felt open, back there,  and then I felt something warm and slick and thick pushing up into my body.

I knew, after a fashion, that it was his cock. I recognized that, dimly. But I wasn't thinking about it or much of anything else. I grunted weakly as it drove much deeper than the butt-plug had, so deep I felt an aching cramp up inside me. I groaned as he thrust it deep, but then just held it there. His hands moved over my slick body, stroking and caressing, his lips on my neck and shoulders.

“Slut,” he whispered into my ear.

I moaned as he squeezed my breasts, as he pinched and rolled and plucked at my nipples, as he fingered my now aching, over-sensitized clit. I felt him grinding against me, felt his cock shifting, twisting deep in my belly.

“You're going to be my whore, Regan,” he said.

I felt his hands shift down so that each was gripping the inside of one of my thighs, holding me up and back, spreading my legs so that my toes barely had contact with the floor. Then his cock started to move inside me, in and out, up and down. At first, it moved in slow, shallow strokes, but he slowly picked up the pace. The strokes became faster, and deeper.

Four fingers of each of his big hands were on the insides of my thighs, which left his thumbs free to press in against the sides of my clit, to squeeze it between them, to rub up and down on either side so that it hurt, it ached. But then it didn't any more, and a pulse of heat rolled up through my body. I moaned helplessly, panting and gasping for breath as I felt the long length of him sliding up and down in my ass.

It was a novel sensation, but not, I thought, unpleasant. There was even an erotic feel to it, especially with the thick dildo still buried in my pussy. His hips began to strike my buttocks with more force, more authority, so that my body shook to the impact. I gasped and my eyes fluttered as the sensations rolled through me. 

Every few strokes he would jam himself painfully deep, then grind his belly against the slick, soft skin of my buttocks before resuming his deep, steady strokes. His thumbs pushed against my clit in time to his thrusts, and the sensations, at first uncomfortable, began to pulse and thrum as my skin crackled with a rising sexual electricity.

A part of me cringed, not wanting to come again, for my belly still ached from the last one. But the dark eroticism of it all overcame my resistance and I lost myself to sensation as his strokes became harder and faster. Pain and pleasure rolled through me, but the pleasure was the more powerful, and then another massive orgasm shattered my mind and left my body bucking and shaking and quivering in helpless convulsions.

Joshua left me hanging.

Literally.

Before going he had raised me up a few extra inches so that my toes dangled a scant inch above the floor. He'd also inserted a thick dildo into my ass to replace his cock, then pulled the strap up tight between my buttocks. Very tight. 

The strap around my hips was now being pulled down hard from in front and behind, digging into my hips. The dildo in my pussy was now completely buried, so much so that I could barely see the base, the straps attached to it digging up between the lips of my sex.

My body was even more stretched out, my wrists aching even more deeply. And I hung there, swaying slowly, moaning through the gag, drooling down onto my chest in the quiet attic.

But I felt strangely clear-headed. The energy from the orgasm had torn the cobwebs from my mind and left me with my eyes blinking, and a sense of wonder in my mind. I wondered, once more, how long he would leave me hanging like this. 

You're going to be my whore, he had said. You're going to be my slut.

Wasn't I already?

And then I heard the door close, and heard footsteps on the stairs. I felt my heartbeat quicken as I turned my head, staring in that direction. I felt a sinking sensation, and a sense of embarrassed resentment as Paige appeared, smirking.

“How is our little slut?” she purred.

I looked away, glowering at the far wall. She was not naked. She was wearing high heels, a short skirt, and a gray-blue blouse, with her hair nicely brushed. I, on the other hand, was a naked, sweaty mess, literally drooling onto my chest, and with dildos stuffed in my belly. Fuck!

“I brought you a present, little slut,” she said softly.

I refused to look at her, but when I felt something press down against my pussy I dropped my chin and eyes and felt a little shock as I saw the pencil-like device in her hand. One end of it was a glass ball, like a large marble. The other end was a metal wheel like a small pizza cutter, but with sharp little spikes.

She pressed the marble part against me, and the pencil began to hum and buzz. An instant later I felt the pulsing against my clitoris, the …  vibrations. Well, I'd never actually felt a vibrator against me before, but that was certainly what it was. I had no idea, though, what the other end was for.

Paige leaned in, pinching one of my nipples as she brought her face in close to mine.

“I'm going to make you beg me to come, slut,” she said with a taunting sneer.

That is just so not going to happen, I thought.

The little marble rolled back and forth across my slippery wet clit, the vibrations rolling through me. I felt a sense of amazement, then denial. I've already come four fucking times, I wailed within my mind. But it didn't seem to matter as the vibrations made my clitoris pulse with hunger, and that hunger grew and spread up through my belly, up into my chest, and then, like an infection, began to affect my mind.

Like a drug, I felt the influence grow so that it became harder to think straight, harder to resist, harder to care about inhibitions or pride.

The vibrations ceased, and she turned the thing around, then brought the little round wheel down against my abdomen. I moaned at the prickle of stings as she rolled the thing up and down the side of my pussy lips, then back and forth against my lower abdomen. The strange line of tingling stings felt like little crackles of sensation across the surface of my skin.

And then it rolled across my clit.

Fuck!

I jerked spasmodically, even though I was trying to show no reaction. It rolled back and then forth, again and again, so that I bit into the ball in my mouth and my body trembled weakly. An instant later she reversed the thing, and the ball rolled softly over me, the vibrations making my nervous system scream. I wanted to do the same!

My resistance crumbled. I didn't care about pride any more. I didn't care about anything but the rapidly rising sexual pressure inside me, and the impending orgasm which I knew was going to be massive.

She chuckled softly as she pulled it back, then reached behind my neck, undoing the strap which was attached to the ball. She pulled at the ball slowly, sticking her finger into my mouth to work it out. I groaned as it came through, then gulped in air, trembling as she smirked at me.

“Slut,” she said.

I just moaned weakly.

The spiked wheel rolled across my clit, then back again.

“Oh! Oh! D-don't! Don't!” I gasped, body twisting.

“Say please little slut,” she purred.

“Please! Please!” I gasped.

“Please what?” she asked, almost idly, rolling the spiked wheel down along my pussy lips, then along my thigh.

“Please... don't,” I gulped weakly.

“Am I a goddess, Regan?” she asked.

I looked at her in confusion, then felt the spiked wheel roll across my clit.

“Yes! Yes!” I cried weakly. “Don't!”

“You forgot to say please,” she said.

“Please don't!”

“Say, please don't Goddess.”

“Please don't, goddess!” I cried.

She smirked and then reversed the thing so that the little glass ball vibrated against me. 

She forced it slowly in against the top of my pussy, as if trying to sink it into me despite the thick dildo occupying my pussy, then she rolled it up across my clit, back and forth so that my body quivered and trembled in helpless heat and hunger.

She pulled it back and then examined my pussy, her fingers rubbing lightly along my sex lips. 

“Such a nice, wet pussy,” she said. “Definitely meant to be fucked hard by a lot of men.”

She played the spiked wheel across my breast and directly across my nipple, and I hissed and gasped.

“Don't!”

“You forgot to say please goddess,” she chided me smugly.

She squeezed my breast, and then let one of the spikes press in stingingly against the center.

“Ow! Ow! Please, Goddess!” I gasped.

She chuckled softly and eased back.

“I like the sound of that,” she said. “Say it again.”

“Please, Goddess,” I said, panting weakly.

I hissed as the wheel rolled down my breast, down along my belly, then up across my ribs. It didn't... hurt... exactly. Each little spike stung, though, and the feel of a rolling line of stings crossing my body was extremely uncomfortable, even moreso when it rolled across something particularly sensitive.

“Tell me you worship me,” she said.

Oh fuck off, I thought weakly.

I gasped as the wheel rolled down my spine, then up along my ribs again.

“Would you like me to let you down, slut?” she asked.

“Yes. Please,” I moaned.

I yelped at a sharp slap to my bottom.

“Please, Goddess!”

I heard a snort of laughter, then she dragged over a chair and stood on it. She did something above, and I felt slack in the chain, groaning as I was able to sink down onto my heels. The weight came off my wrists, and the strain off my body. A wave of relief swept me as I was able to ease that endless pressure.

“Say thank you, Goddess,” she said behind my ear.

I hesitated.

“Or would you rather hang around alone again?”

“Thank you, Goddess,” I said.

She moved back, and then I saw her squatting next to me. I looked down to see she had another leather band in her hand, and was wrapping it around my ankle.

“Wh... what are you doing?” I asked.

She reached out and smacked my bottom again.

“What are you doing, Goddess?” I asked, feeling a sense of impatience and resentment.

“Whatever I want, slut,” she said cheerfully.

She attached a similar band to my left ankle. Then I saw the ropes. She tied one to the ring in each of the bands, then pulled my left foot out to the side and tied the chain to a ring in the floor.

“Wait!” I gasped as she began to pull my other foot out.

She chuckled, then raised my foot up instead, pulling it up behind me until she could run the rope over my hip, around my waist, and back, to tie it off.

What the hell, I thought.

Then the spiked wheel rolled along the bottom of my feet.

“Ahh! Don't! Don't! Fuck!”

“You forgot to say please and goddess,” she said.

“Please don't, Goddess!” I cried, the sensations overwhelming.

She moved around in front of me again, her left hand sliding up my body and across my breast as she leaned into me. 

“Kiss me, slut,” she said.

I didn't want to, but she reached down and I gasped as the metal wheel rolled along my foot.

“Oh! Don't! Please, Goddess!”

“Kiss me, slut,” she said.

I kissed her, yes, on the lips. She shook her head. “A real kiss, slut.”

Reluctantly, I kissed her, our lips pressed firmly together. Her tongue moved into mine and I started to move back, but her hand came up behind my head to hold me in place as her tongue slid along mine.

Then I felt the buzzing against my clitoris, the vibrations rolling through me again.

She drew back, still rolling the vibrator ball thingee up and down against my clit so that my pulse began to race faster and faster.

“What are you doing, Paige?” I heard Joshua say.

I gasped, looking behind her to where he stood at the top of the stairs.

“I'm going to make her my bitch,” Paige said.

He smiled faintly. “Think you can?”

“Watch me,” she said confidently.

She kissed me this time, forcefully, her hand still moving slowly, rolling the ball back and forth against my clit.

Her lips came back. “Tell me you're my bitch,” she said.

I didn't want to, especially with Joshua watching. I didn't want him to think I was somehow less than Paige, that Paige could make me obey her as though I were some kind of weakling. But then the spiked wheel played across the underside of my foot, back and forth along my instep and the ball of my foot, and I yelped and jerked frantically as the sensations rippled through me.

“Please!” I gasped. “Joshua!”

“Don't look at me, slut,” he said with a smile. “I'm not the one doing anything.”

She reached around my hip, fingers pinching the base of my clit, nails digging into me so that I cried out.

“Please Goddess!”

She stopped and moved back around in front of me, and then it was the vibrator ball, rubbing against my clit as she sucked and licked almost delicately at my throbbing nipples. 

The discomfort bled away and the heat rose once more. I moaned helplessly, feeling the arousal grow much worse now that Joshua was there watching.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she said.

I just moaned, and she pulled the ball back. I felt my hips grinding forward, trying to reach it.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

Pride be damned!

“I-I'm your bitch,” I gasped weakly.

“Goddess.”

“I'm your bitch, Goddess, I moaned.

I shuddered as the vibrator pressed against me again, then gasped in pain as she jerked back on my hair and licked up along the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you want to lick my pussy, slut.”

The sexual pressure was growing into a fever now, and when she pulled the ball back I whimpered helplessly.

“I want to lick your pussy, Goddess!”I gasped.

She pressed the ball against me once more.

“Tell me you want to lick my clit, slut.”

“I want to lick your clit, Goddess!” I croaked weakly.

She moved back and again I moaned in denial at the loss of sensation. Then my foot came free, the rope sliding away from my waist. She pulled my ankle out tautly to the side so that I was once more, then slid the vibrator in between my legs so the buzzing ball slid up along the side of my pussy.

“Push your ass back against me, slut,” she ordered.

I obeyed, and at a sharp slap, pushed back farther, even though I had to rise onto the balls of my feet again to do it. Now the vibrator rubbed up and down against my clit again, and I mewled in pleasure, grinding and rolling my hips against it.

“Nasty little whore,” she said, slapping my bottom.

I felt the strap being undone, the one that pulled up so tight between my buttocks. She moved in behind me, and her skirt dropped to the floor. She reached out and pulled the straps in and back between my thighs, and I felt the dildo pulled slowly out, forcing aside the lips of my sex, sliding slowly out, inch by inch.

And then it thrust back into me, attached to her hips.

The vibrator played across my clit, and I cried out weakly.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut,” she said in my ear. “Show Joshua what a cock hungry little whore you are. Beg for it.”

And I was a cock hungry little whore just then. I whimpered and moaned as she stopped moving, as she drew the vibrator back.

“Please,” I gasped.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Goddess!” I gasped.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Goddess!” I cried as the vibrator pressed against me.

“Louder.”

She started thrusting, and I begged her to fuck me. The fever overcame me, and nothing mattered now but the pleasure. I saw Joshua move closer, until he was standing right in front of me, his arms folded across his chest, faintly smiling.

“Again, slut,” she ordered.

Every time I stopped, she stopped.

“Please fuck me, Goddess!” I gasped. “Please fuck me, Goddess! Please fuck me, Goddess!”

I began begging for it in something like a chant, the words starting to blur together, to slur as my mind was drowned in eroticism and heat, in passion and sensual pleasure. The pleasure built up along with the pressure as Paige stroked hard and fast into me, her hands on my hips, jerking me back to meet the hard, deep thrusts.

“Please fuck me, Goddess!” I croaked, eyes glassy, breathless, words breaking as my body trembled and shook. “Please fuck me, Goddess!”

Oh God it felt good! It was a wild dark, churning sexual storm that crackled and exploded with thunder and lightning. 

Joshua peeled his shirt up and off, then undid his shorts and let them drop. He stepped forward, naked and magnificent, and I felt the dildo sliding slowly out of my pussy. A moment later, her fingers were at my back passage, and I moaned as she pulled that dildo out of my ass. 

Joshua moved forward, his cock hard and stiff and thrust out like a spear. He pressed his body against me, and his cock pierced me and slid up inside as Paige's dildo pushed up into my ass.

I'm going insane!
“Whore,” he whispered, kissing the side of my throat.

“Slut,” Paige whispered as she bit gently on the other side.

My insides were churned to a steaming, burning mass of overheated lava as the two thrust and ground themselves against me, and then an explosion of sensations through my head back as a scream rent the air – my scream, though I didn't know it. The orgasm tore through me as the two of them thrust harder and faster, and convulsions wracked my body for long, long, long seconds as sensations swept all through from my mind.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

 

I was in kind of a haze as they lowered me to the floor. I ache all over, inside and out. But the after effect of that immense orgasm still lived on like an echo in my mind. Joshua picked me up across his shoulder again carrying me like a limp sack of potatoes down the stairs and then into the main bathroom.

Paige paused to dress then scurried ahead to turn on the water in the top. Joshua set the on my feet and then his big hands gripping my arms led me into the tub and down onto my knees. He pulled me forward so that it was on all fours and then picked up the hand shower and began running warm water over my body from head to toe. I was still kind of groggy or would've protested, though I have to admit that I was such a sweaty mess my hair a tangled wet mass, that the thought of getting clean again, through any means, filled me with a sense of relief.

I wish Paige wasn't there, but there was no sense protesting or complaining. Joshua ran his big hands slowly over my body and they were slippery and slick with soap. I side weakly, relief filling me as he soaped me up. I gasped weakly as his fingers ran gently between my legs sliding slickly across my clit and between my sex lips.

He and Paige were dressed again, while I remain naked. There was a strangeness to that, even though I was in the tub, in effect, being bathed. I was not used to taking baths with others present, let alone being paid. It felt very odd. But I was too tired, both mentally and physically, to object. I was just glad it was Joshua bathing me, and not Paige.

That she was looking on was bad enough. Then I lost sight of her as Joshua poured shampoo over my head and began to lather up my hair. The hand shower rinsed it off, and I felt gloriously clean again. I've never felt so sweaty, or dirty ( in both senses of the word ). In addition to being physically weary, I felt emotionally drained.

I also felt degraded, and ashamed, but there was a strange dark sense of sexual heat attached to both emotions now. I didn't like that Paige had been able to dominate me as she had. It embarrassed me. It seemed to me. But the memory of it hadn't sexual heat to it, that made my groin feel warm and heavy.

It was almost as if I was feeling a kind of sexual thrill at my own mistreatment, at my own abuse, at the degrading way I was being treated and allowing myself to be treated. No, it wasn't like that. It was that. Joshua was positioning my body as casually as if he was washing the dog. It was like there was nothing sexual about it. And yet of course there was.

He jerked my leg or arm or head back or to the side with casual strength, and not even the vaguest sense that I had any say in how I was to be positioned. Whenever I seemed to object or resist, however slightly or hesitantly, I got a sharp slap to the bottom that made me gasp or yelp and instantly give in to whatever it was he wanted me to do.

I didn't even protest the slaps, are the sharp tugs on my hair or the pictures to my nipples. They were infrequent, light, and casual, and after what I've gone through in the attic, they didn't seem particularly outrageous. But they reinforce be the sense that I was somehow inferior, beneath them both, and required to obey.

I didn't really think that much about it consciously, but kind of accepted it in a tired, weary way, especially because of that strange dark sexuality that seemed to hover around me. When I was clean, Joshua pulled me up right and then up to my feet and out of the tub. Paige was waiting with a towel, and I felt another surge of resentment as she threw it around me and begin toweling dry.

Joshua looked on, though. I knew that if I protested I would get another slap to the bottom. He watched as Paige brushed out my damp hair and then picked up the blow dryer and began to dry. I fidgeted the little, but a stern look from him made me stop. It was like the slaps really hurt that much, but just on the bed, and in fact a part of me felt a strange, weird little thrill each time I was punished.

I almost rebelled when he left the room leaving me in Paige's hands. "I can do it," I said.

"You can only do what we tell you to do, slut."

"I'm not a slut," I said in irritation.

She laughed softly. "And how many people do you think would agree if they had seen you today?" she asked with a smirk.

I flushed, because I certainly couldn't answer. I knew she was absolutely right. Anyone I knew, family or friend, who found out how I had behaved, how I had reacted, what I had done and let them do, would have found the word entirely appropriate. 

She leaned in with her lips against my ear ."You know I'm right, slut," she said softly.

Joshua returned then holding something in his hands. It was a collar. It was about two inches high made of a kind of white gold metal, with a thick ring in the front. He raised it to my throat and my hands automatically began to rise as if to ward it off, but Paige's hands gripped my wrists from behind holding them at my sides. I felt a sudden tightness in my chest, a sense of breathlessness, as I felt the cool metal slide around my neck.

Paige continued to hold my wrists. But I didn't fight her as Joshua fastened the collar firmly behind my neck. He stepped back then and I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, feeling a sense of amazement as well as a dark helpless thrill.

"Slut," Paige whispered into my ear.

Joshua produced a leash of all things, and I felt another strange dark thrill is he clipped it to the ring in the front of the collar.

"Come," he said.

He held the leash loosely in his fist as he led me from the bathroom. I followed along behind him, having no real choice in the matter. I felt another sense of swirling, churning emotions, but despite the multiple orgasms I had already had that afternoon, a sense of dark sexual hunger, as well.

Fuck! This is so fucking weird and perverted! I can't believe this is happening!

We went down the hall to his bedroom, and I gazed around with a sense of something like both excitement and foreboding at all the heavy dark furniture. It was a very masculine room. The bed was massive, with four seven-foot-high posts on the corners each almost as thick around as my waist.

Joshua snapped his fingers and Paige scurried forward.

"Strip," he said abruptly.

Paige didn't hesitate I felt the anxiety rising within me.

"Lie on the bed," he ordered.

She climbed into the bed, lay on her back and spread her legs wide, drawing her knees up and back and giving me a smirk.

"You're going make your goddess come," he said.

"I'm not into girls, I said anxiously."

"Did I imagine you coming like a whore with Paige's dildo up your tight little ass?" He asked with a smile.

I felt the heat comes to my face. "But I – ."

"Or outside by the pool with you your face on the ground and Paige riding you like a bitch in heat? Did I imagine that too?"

I squirmed helplessly, my face red. "I wasn't – ."

"I'm your bitch, goddess. Please fuck me, goddess. Did I imagine that?”

I was silent. What could I say anyway? He tugged on the leash and I stumbled a bit as I move forward to the bed. "Get in the bed," he ordered.

The ring at the front of the caller slid around until it behind my neck. Or perhaps the collar itself actually turned around for while it was firm against my throat it wasn't tight.

"Get on all fours," he ordered.

I obeyed, feeling another flesh of heat my face, as they looked, and then tried not to look at Paige's pussy.

"Down on your elbows," he said. “Knees apart, ass in the air so I can see your beautiful pussy.”

My stomach churned, but I obeyed once more, my face now closer to her pussy as I braced myself for what I kept denying, kept rejecting, which was that I was going to be required to go down on Paige, to go down on a girl!

And yet, there was a hot, jagged line of sexual electricity running through me from my pussy to my chest at the thought of actually doing it. It was a part of that strange, masochistic sense of excitement I was feeling about being degraded, about being mistreated. Being forced to do something like this was, despite the fact that I had no real interest, normally, in sex with women, tightening muscles low in my groin.

"Raise your ass higher," Joshua ordered.

"Now put your hands on her thighs," he said. "I want to see you licking slowly up along the inside of her thighs. Start on the right, working your way up and down, and then move to the left. Don't go too fast, make me think you really love what you're doing, that her skin is the tastiest flesh you've ever had in your mouth."

And then there was a sharp snap against my bottom, not like a slap, which spread the sting out, but a much more centered line of stinging pain come across both buttocks. I let out a yelp, and my head came up and back to see a long thin black rod in Joshua's hand. He smiled at me, but it was a dark, cool smile, and he flexed the thin rod back and forth in his hands.

Then Paige's hands reached down and seized my hair, pulling me in against her pussy.

"Lick me, slut," she groaned.

Another snap of the rod across my bottom drew a stinging little line of pain across my flesh, and I gasped and pulled my head downward to lick up along her inner thigh.

"Slowly, slut," Joshua said, laying the rod across my bottom.

Trembling, I began to lick slowly up and down along the soft skin of her inner thighs. Her fingers remained in my hair slowly twisting and pulling, but not attempting to pull me in against her pussy. I delayed as long as I could, more than happy to take my time as I licked slowly up along her inner thigh then across to her other leg.

"All right, slut," Joshua said, "now move in closer and start licking slowly up and down along the edges of her pussy. Let your fingers slide in closer and use your thumbs to slowly spread her pussy lips open."

I winced at his words, but inside me was a swirling sense of indecision, heat, anger, embarrassment, shame, and a helpless dark sense of excitement. Almost the last thing in the world I wanted to do was lick Paige's pussy, and yet as my own throbbed and pulsed with hunger and heat I was feeling that, well, there was something within me that really wanted to. It was almost like I wanted to do it just to have done it.

Having lesbian sex was, to me, almost totally gross, and yet, just thinking I had done it, that I was doing it, that I was going to make love to a woman filled me with a dark sense of masochistic heat at how, well, perverted it was. I know it's not considered perverted for two women have sex anymore. But like I said, I would just wasn't into girls.

Still, there was no denying Paige was a beautiful girl, and that she had a fantastic body. The feel of her soft skin against mine was not exactly revolting. I couldn't deny how incredibly soft, silky and even, yes, erotic it felt against my own body. But running my tongue up and down along the side of her pussy gave me a bit of a queasy sensation in my stomach.

It also made my pussy throb and burn, especially knowing Joshua was standing there behind me, with that rod in his hand. Almost without thought, I eased my head up and back knowing what that would mean. Sure enough I winced as the rod cut across my bottom and his voice came from behind me.

"Get back to work, slut," he said.

And why was I putting up with this? The fact is, it didn't even occur to me to refuse. It was like whatever Joshua said, was law, and not something I or anyone else could refuse. It wasn't a conscious thought. If I had thought about it, then obviously I would have at least thought about saying no, possibly even in a very obscene fashion.

But I had a peculiar mindset at the moment, as if I was totally under Joshua's control. And there was enough raw animal hunger and passion within me to not want to break free of this bizarre, perverted little game we were playing. My heart was pounding, my pulse was racing, my chest was tight, and my fingers were trembling slightly, not with anxiety, but excitement.

"Open those pussy lips, slut," Joshua said. "Spread her open."

At the same time I felt the rod slide in between my thighs, the smooth, slender body of it angled up and pressing against my own sex so that it sank in between the lips of my pussy. I felt the pressure of it pushing up against me, pushing up against my clit, and the soft moist skin between my pussy lips. Then he began to rub it slowly back and forth as if sawing against me.

"Slide your tongue in there, slut," he said.

I felt my mind squirming, and hesitated, and then I drew out the hesitation, gasping as the rod sliced up quickly and then snapped down across my ass again.

"Do it, whore," he growled.

Panting for breath, my mind a swirling mass of heat and feverish indecision, I still hesitated, some part of me, some strange part I had never known before, wanting to feel that rod cutting across my flesh again. Instead I felt his fingers in my hair, letting out a startled gasp of pain as he pulled me up and back, forcing my back to arch as I reached up frantically to grasp that his fingers.

"Hands down, slut!" he said.

I was trembling as he held me there, staring up at the ceiling, rolling my eyes up and back at him as he stared down at me. Paige sat up in front of me, I felt her soft hands on my breasts. She caught at my nipples pinching them lightly between her thumbs and forefingers, then looked up to Joshua.

"She has such hard little pink nipples," she said with a sense of excitement in her voice.

"Go and get the chain," Joshua said.

Was a bit of a giggle Paige bounced out of bed and scurried across to one of the dressers I heard the drawer open, and a couple of seconds later she hurried back to the bed which bounced underweight. I felt her fingers on my nipples again then just on one, squeezing in at the base. I felt something cool and metallic against my nipple, around my nipple, and then there was a tightness of pinching that grew worse.

Joshua released my hair and grasped my hands just as I was about to grab at her. I let my head come forward and I could see she was holding a thin gold chain in her hands. There were loops at either end one of which she had placed around my left nipple. She was tightening a tiny screw and the side which seemed to be closing the loop tighter and tighter. Already I can see my nipples swelling out as the ring closed tightly around the base.

The pinching sensation became a burning ache, even as Joshua pinned my wrists together and pulled back on my hair again. I felt the other loop going around my other nipple closing tightly, making it ached and burn so that my hands pulled frantically against his grip.

"Get shackles," Joshua said, "the ones that match this collar."

Once again, Paige bounced the bed while Joshua bent my head back further and reach forward to grass to change out waking my nipples he tugged it upwards, and I squealed in pain as he looked down at me. Again there was a cold dark smile on his face.

Paige hurried back, and Joshua used his grip on my hair to push me forward now face down against the mattress as Paige slipped hard, cool, metal bands around my wrists. I felt them go tight, and then Joshua released my hands, but they went nowhere. I felt a sense of shock mixed with anxiety, but also another hot surge of wicked excitement, as I realized I was bound tightly, helplessly.

Paige slid past me as Joshua lifted my head up and back by the hair again, and she took her place on her back for me spreading her legs and drawing her knees up and apart.

She reached down and gripped the chain, and I gasped at the sudden sharp stinging pain as she tugged tugged it forward, pulling on my nipples. My wrists pulled against the shackles, pulled again and again, not with any hope of pulling free, but because somehow the repeated awareness that I couldn't crackled through my body like sexual electricity.

My body was pulled forward without any conscious thought as my body responded to the irresistible sting of the chain tugging against my throbbing nipples. I felt Joshua's hands on my hips and on my thighs jerking up and apart. Then his hands kneaded my buttocks before parting. One slid up my back under to cover breasts and squeezed almost painfully hard was the other slid under my hip down between my legs fingers stroking against my clit.

Paige briefly released the chain to gather my hair in a thick mass atop my head she could hold in her fist, then reached back for the chain once again. They forward as I was, much almost touching the bed, goes pulled toward her pussy to my face was jammed against.

"Lick my pussy, slut," she whined, grinding my face against her moist sex.

Then... I did. But almost shocked myself by doing it. My tongue pushed out justice she pulled me forward by the hair and nipples and my tongue licked heavily across her clitoris. A second sharp tug on my nipples caused my tongue to lick a second time, again, almost without thought. And by time my mind caught up, I was licking her steadily.

I was filled with a sense of wonderment, shock, and heat. I wouldn't say I was revolted by it, nor disgusted, but I certainly didn't like doing it. And yet I did. I was aroused by doing it, was aroused by licking Paige's clit! I didn't know why. I didn't think about why. I felt as if my body was surrounded by a shimmering curtain of sexual heat and hunger.

I gasped as Joshua slap my upraised bottom, gasping again as I felt his fingers penetrate me slide deep into my pussy, gasped the third time at Paige twisted her fingers in my hair and tugged on my nipples. And all the while I licked, not with any particular style, I was sure, but more in a kind of mindless obedience to orders.

"She licks like a dog," she giggled.

"Well then we need to teach her better," Joshua said.

I felt the bed move as he shifted his weight behind me, then he reached forward, taking my hair from Paige grasp. He pulled me up and back, until I was almost sitting upright on my heels. He bent me forward again, and I felt his cock pressing against me, then the fat head forcing aside the still swollen lips of my sex. Then he pulled me back and I sank down onto his hard, thick lance.

Paige released the chain so that it dangled freely between my nipples, then sat up herself, and slid forward onto her hands and knees. Still giggling, she put her hands against my thighs, forcing them further apart as Joshua pulled back on my hair again, arching my back. I moaned helplessly as he reached around, roughly squeeze my right breast, then inhaled sharply at the feel of Paige's tongue against me.

She had licked me previously, briefly, when I was across Joshua's lap being spanked. But with the sharp slaps, the stinging pain, and shocked outrage, I hadn't really paid her tongue as much attention as I did now. I couldn’t see her, because of the way Joshua was forcing my head back. But I felt her tongue sliding back and forth and up and down across my clitoris.

I felt her tongue swirling encircling, felt her lips pressing in, sucking rhythmically, then pulling back, felt her hot breath blowing against my quivering flesh, then her tongue again, stroking circling swirling and caressing. She kissed and sucked, she licked and stroked, her lips rubbed against me, back and forth, her teeth, tight together, sometimes pressed against me, sometimes parted so that the sharp edges gently, gently nibbled at my swollen clitoris.

Joshua stayed almost still behind and beneath me, his cock deep inside me. I was sitting in his lap there on the bed, my thighs spread wide, arched, as his free hand roamed slowly up and down my straining torso. Every movement I made caused the chain hanging from my nipples to tug lightly against them. And I couldn't stay still, not with what Paige's tongue was doing to me.

My hips were grinding against her involuntarily, my buttocks grinding down against Joshua, so that his cock shifted around inside me. I felt his hot breath against my neck, then his teeth biting into me, at first gently, then harder, to the point of pain, as I heard a kind of low growl coming from his throat.

He sucked on my neck, now hard, now softly, then his free hand slid beneath the chain, pulling it up and forward, making my nipples burn and sting and stretch out, pulling against my taut breasts. His lips came free of my throat and I felt his tongue up along the bottom of my ear lobe.

"Slut," he whispered into my ear.

I am, I thought, but didn't really care. The small rush of guilt and shame were swamped by the dark heat I felt.

"Ride me, slut," he growled.

He pulled the chain upwards, and my nipples burned, forcing my body up, forcing the muscles in my thighs and legs to raise me. Then he pulled down, and I squealed as I sat down abruptly, impaling myself on his cock again.

“Tell me you love cock,” he demanded, tugging the chain forward.

“I-I love cock!” I gasped.

“Louder, slut.”

“I love cock!” I moaned.

“Again, slut.”

“I love cock!”

The chain pulled up and I went with it, then down again, then up, then down. I rode Joshua's cock, jerkily, my back still arched painfully, my head still back, as he amused himself by pulling the chain up and down.

Paige's hands were gripping my thighs, her mouth pressed firmly against my clit as she licked and sucked, and sometimes bit down lightly on my clit. I rode Joshua, my mind a swirling explosion of crackling sensations, gasping, yelping, moaning, shuddering, crying out in pain and pleasure, my eyes wide and staring at nothing as sensation overwhelmed me.

I was on the edge of orgasm when they stopped, as if at a predetermined time. Paige fell back, taking the chain from Joshua's grasp, using it as a leash to force me down and forward, face against her pussy. Joshua positioned me quickly and roughly and started to thrust into me from behind.

“Lick, whore,” Paige demanded.

I licked, wildly at first, but then as she began to twist and pull at my hair, more in the manner she had done to me.

“Softer, slut. Now the lips. That's right. Blow lightly, like you're whistling, then suck.”

She guided my movements with words, slapping or pinching or tugging to emphasize her point as Joshua rode me with a long, deep, casual stroke, his hips slapping lightly against my buttocks.

 She jerked my head up and back, staring at me, her eyes filled with heat.

“Tell me you love licking pussy, slut.”

“I-I love licking pussy,” I moaned.

“Goddess. Call me goddess.”

“I love licking your pussy, goddess!” I gasped.

She pulled my face back against her and I resumed licking, then jerked my head up and back.

“Tell me,” she growled.

“I love licking your pussy, goddess!”

She shoved my face back in place, only to jerk back on my hair again, and again, and again, every thirty or forty seconds, to make me repeat the words. Then Joshua seized my hair and pulled me upright once more, bending my back.

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

“I love your cock!” I cried.

“You love my cock inside you.”

“I love your cock inside me!”

“Call me... master.”

Is he kidding? I felt a twisted response which consisted of rolling my mental inner eyes at how cliched that was, and a flash fire of heat even so.

“I love your cock inside me, master!” I gasped in a strangled voice.

He pushed me back into Paige's pussy, and she was soon rolling her hips up in lewd, sensuous heat, gasping and moaning herself as my tongue stroked across her clit.

Joshua stopped me, pulling me back, sliding out of me. He got up and went to the dresser, then returned with another collar and shackles, which he applied to an eager Paige. 

“On the floor, sluts,” he ordered. “Hands and knees.”

He pulled me off the bed, undid my shackles, and shoved me down onto the floor next to Paige who was already kneeling in place. I moaned as a thick dildo was shoved deep into my pussy. Beside me, Paige groaned at the same time, and, I knew, for the same reason. Butt plugs followed. He attached leashes to our collars, and walked us across the floor, each of us crawling like a bitch dog as he tugged on our leash.

He pulled us up and back, and I gurgled at the sharp pull of the collar against my throat as I rose on my knees, turning to face him, as was Paige. 

“Suck me, sluts,” he ordered, standing imperiously above us, pulling in against the leashes.

Paige immediately took his cock into her mouth, but he was pulling my face in against him as well, so I eased in and began to suck at his balls, taking them into my mouth as best I could, my cheek pressing against Paige's.

“Hands down!” he barked, as my hands rose instinctively.

I dropped them to my side, where Paige was holding hers, and sucked on his balls until he pulled back, guiding Paige onto his balls and me onto his cock. We took turns, held tightly by the leashes, pulled in and sucking and mouthing him as we kept our hands dangling beside us. Then he pushed us away, back onto all fours, to crawl up the hall with him behind.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

 

That hot cloud of sexual heat was now so hot it was practically steam, and I was panting as a result. Paige wasn't much better, though she wasn't as new to this kind of thing. Still, it was sizzlingly exciting, an almost unbelievably perverted, kinky, wickedly hot thing to be doing, crawling along like a fucking dog on a leash! I mean, fuck!

The chain pulled on my nipples, swinging below me, and the pressure of the dildo inside me, the way it forced my pussy wide, was a continuing throbbing heat in my lower belly as Joshua walked us up the wide hall and into another room, a spare bedroom, I had been told. I hadn't really paid it much mind before, but now, kneeling on all fours, trembling, next to Paige, I watched as he opened the closet and noted the thick mass of clothes inside, and the shoes piled on the floor.

He scooped a brush off one of the dressers and tossed it to Paige.

“Do the slut's hair,” he said, turning back to the closet.

Paige rose, pulling me upright, as well, then led me to the mirrored dresser and began to brush out my hair, which, as you might imagine, had become pretty ragged. There was makeup and other hair care things on the dresser, and she did more than just brush my hair. She pulled it up and back so it was tied neatly, half up and half down. Then she had me brush at hers, and did the same.

I didn't really understand what we were doing, at first. Glancing towards Joshua, I could see he was pulling out various outfits from the closet. I realized, then, that in a way, he was planning on dressing us, like we were his little dolls – his sex dolls.

By the time he was done, in fact, that was exactly what we were dressed like. I was in thigh-high white stockings, white stiletto heels, a white lace thong, and a lacy, white strapless bustier which squeezed in around my waist so tightly I could hardly breath and which squeezed my breasts up and out while leaving them almost completely bare.

Paige was in thigh high black leather boots, also with stiletto heels, a black leather thong, and a kind black leather version of my bustier except it was shorter, baring most of her belly, and had straps which curved up around the outside of her breasts, then crossed them to cross each other in the center of her chest. Her breasts were entirely bare, squeezed up and together and out firmly. 

Paige was given a nipple chain, as well, and the dildos were shoved so far inside us they showed only as round depressions against our thongs, which held them firmly inside. We still had collars and leashes, too, but now he allowed us to walk downstairs, where we took our places on her knees before the sofa, resuming our sucking and licking at his cock. Our wrists were shackled together behind us, this time, however.

It was just a continuation of the bizarrely sexual, kinky scene which had now gone on for some time, and my body and mind were still wrapped in deep, throbbing hunger. In fact, his little dress-up game had only made me more excited. 

There was little conversation. We weren't allowed to talk. Paige seemed to already know it, and I soon discovered it, for any word brought a “No talking, slut, unless I tell you to,” and then a slap on the bottom or a pinch to my nipple. 

He called me 'slut, and called Paige 'whore'. 

“Lick my balls, slut. Suck my cock, whore.”

 We soon learned our new names, and to respond to them. We gave him a tongue bath, and I found myself half crawling atop him, my tongue sliding up and down his chest, licking at his nipples, sucking at them, then sliding down across his belly and along his thighs as Paige slid upward. 

I had never been involved in sex that had lasted more than an hour from the start of kissing and groping, to the part where we put our clothes on. This one had started in the last afternoon, and was still going strong a good three hours later. Nor did it slow down. Joshua seemed intent on keeping us all hot without letting us catch fire.

Any Paige or I approached orgasm he would do something to stop it, including tugging painfully on our nipple chains. But the sex games never ended. When we weren't tonguing him, we were tonguing and groping each other. Much of my inhibitions had faded when licking Paige's pussy, so it didn't bother me kneading her breasts or buttocks, or engaging in deep, moist, passionate kisses with her.

Especially while Joshua looked on, his thick cock in hand.

Paige rode his cock, facing me, while I licked her clit, but not for long, as she got too obviously aroused. Then we traded places, and again, the sexual heat grew so intense I was barely able to gulp in air as I gasped and moaned and ground my hips frantically towards her tongue.

We knelt, bottoms high, and he strapped us soundly, reducing the sexual pressure somewhat but making our bottoms red and hot and sore. Then we continued.

I did anything he ordered without protest. It was like I was feverish, filled with need and lust.

He brought us back upstairs and stripped us naked. I was tied the four corners of his bed, then Paige sat atop my face as I licked at her pussy. While I was doing that he tongued my clit and pumped the dildo inside me. 

To keep me from coming, he found a longer nipple chain, and had it pull up across Paige's lap as she straddled my face. So as she ground and rolled her hips against me she was pulling repeatedly, stingingly, at my nipples. But that only worked for a time. As her movements became more energetic and the Joshua's tonguing began to rouse me to unbearable heights, the pulling against my nipples stopped acting as a brake and instead began to sparkle like firecrackers within the seething fires of my lust.

Paige came, crying out helplessly, passionately, riding my face, grinding her pussy against my licking tongue, yanking on my nipples so that I came too, my hips bucking up frantically into Joshua's mouth and tongue, and onto the dildo he was pumping into me.

I traded places with Paige. I wouldn't have thought I could come again, though Paige quickly did, several times, under his tonguing. But I was soon grinding helplessly down against her face, too, and her eager tongue drove me over the edge into helpless convulsions that almost dropped me onto the floor.

We traded again. Now I was bound spreadeagled on my belly, my face between her legs as Joshua thrust down into my ass. While I tongued her to another orgasm Joshua thrust into me harder and deeper, and drove me into one alongside her.

We wound up in the shower together, which meant that for Joshua's amusement, Paige and I wound up grinding our soapy bodies together in a way I'd never though of before, scissoring our thighs and grinding our pussies directly together. I came again, while she came twice.

The whole weekend was one wild, nasty sexual adventure in bondage and submission. If I wore anything it was lacy and sexy, and didn't stay on for long. Joshua experimented with several different ways of tying us up, sometimes with rope, sometimes chains or leather straps. I spent much of Saturday night hanging upside down by the ankles, spreadeagled, with a vibrator driving me nearly insane.

On Sunday morning, we went into the basement, where he set up a portable stripper pole, and Paige and I competed with each other, the winner getting to give him a lap dance which, of course, ended with us riding his stiff cock. Sunday afternoon he used a riding crop, making us assume a variety of often obscene positions, side by side, obeying like a perverted game of Simon-Says. Sunday evening he whipped us.

Okay, it wasn't exactly the kind of whipping you see in pirate movies. The whip was pretty light, and consisted of thin leather strips that stung but didn't do any damage. But he positioned us face to face, breast to breast, dildos in both lower orifices as he took turns telling us what sluts and whores we were, fingering us to near climax, and bringing the stinging flogs down across our back and buttocks.

The whips did hurt, though. I mean, they stung! But the sexual heat overrode that and drove us both into repeated orgasms.

We both slept each night on the floor next to his bed, wrists cuffed behind our backs. That sounds worse than it was, for the rug in there was incredibly thick and soft, and the room was warm.

And on Monday, I got dressed and went to school.

Do you have any idea what kind of weird mental adjustment I had to make after about sixty straight hours of wild, kinky sex? Can you even imagine what sixty straight hours of wild kinky sex does to a girl's mind? I was only nineteen, and not previously very adventurous. Sixty hours was about, uhm, five times more sex than I'd ever had in my life up to that point in time.

It was kind of hard to concentrate on my studies.

Joshua had not made the transition any easier either, by insisting we both go to school with butt-plugs in our asses, and four little silicone balls called duotone balls, up in our pussies. They were about the size of golf balls, shiny and slick, with small weights inside so that they shifted and moved constantly as we did.

The only possible way to concentrate on anything the teacher was doing was to keep absolutely still in my seat. But even that was extremely difficult. Paige wasn't in any of my classes that day so I had no idea how she was doing, but I was suffused with heat much of the day. I could have gone into the toilet and relieved some of the pressure, or, I guess, removed the balls and slipped them into my purse, though Joshua had ordered me to do neither.

It wasn't Joshua's orders which kept me from doing anything, though, but my own excitement. I was reveling in this hot, sexual game during my boring classes, and filled with anticipation at how mind-blowing my eventual orgasm would be if I didn't do anything to relief the pressure. The arousal was a near-constant thing, filling my mind with thoughts of passion and sex. The fact no one around knew was another delicious factor.

I am such a slut, I would think, repeatedly, delightedly.

The pressure built up through the day, though, and to be honest, the only thing that stopped me in the end was fear that I would not be able to suppress the sound of my orgasm, and would wind up crying out in passion while other girls in the bathroom listened. 

My nipples were hard all day, aching and throbbing against the soft material of my lacy half bra. My breasts were swollen, and I wound up folding my arms across my chest, leaning forward on the desk in several classes, surreptitiously squeezing my arms against my breasts and grinding my pussy against the seat of my chair.

I had to abruptly stop several times during the day for fear I was getting too close to orgasm. The thought of how humiliating that would be was all that forced me to lean back and sit still.

I felt like a creature of sex and heat, feral and cat-like. I wanted to run home and ride Joshua's cock for all I was worth. Except he wasn't home, of course, but off at work. So there was little point in that. I stayed at school, trying to focus, but not doing very well. 

Joshua had picked out my outfit, so I was wearing white trousers with an elastic waistband. They weren't exactly yoga pants, but they were tight enough across my ass that I knew every guy I passed would be appreciating my, er, assets.

They were the kind of thing I never would have worn before because I hadn't really been comfortable with the thought of my ass being on display for everyone. I mean, the very notion used to make me squirm self-consciously. Now it made me squirm with a kind of vain, sexual self-awareness that served to make my pussy throb.

I wore a yellow, scoop neck top over the trousers. The top left an inch of my belly bare, and pulled in tight across my breasts, leaving a visible portion of cleavage to attract male eyes. I might have worn something like it to the club, if I went to a club, though in truth it was kind of a casual top. But I might have worn something which showed a couple of inches of breast there, in the dim atmosphere. I certainly never would have worn it to school before!

Given just how hot I was, I had had to put little bandages, the ones for corns, across my nipples to keep them from poking out through the thin fabric. I'd thought that was just for the bus and walk in, that my nipples would soften, but they hadn't. I'd feared he would select high heels, but no, I wore cute little tennis shoes that were yellow and white. It really wasn't a bad outfit, nor slutty.

You wouldn't notice it from the looks I got, the guys watching me everywhere I went, in class or out. All the male eyes had risen as I'd walked down the aisle of the bus, and the middle aged guy who'd sat next to me had, I noted, kept flicking his eye down and to the side to discretely eye my cleavage. It hadn't really been much, I'd thought at the time, but looking at myself in the bathroom mirror at school, leaning forward a bit, I had blushed as I'd realized how much of a view someone had who was looking down.

And that meant just about any guy I was near, since I wasn't that tall.

Yes, I felt self-conscious, and a bit embarrassed. My mind was squirming a bit with the thought of being the center of attention. I told myself I was just being vain, that I wasn't a goddess, and everyone wasn't lusting after me. It was probably, I thought, like when you get a pimple and you think everyone must surely be staring at it, even though, probably, they didn't even notice.

But I was getting a lot more heads turned my way. Even in the big lecture hall, which was a kind of half circle with stadium type rows of desks (each one higher than the one in front) I could note a lot of heads turning repeatedly my way as guys, maybe bored with the lecture, looked at me.

I was deeply aware of the balls in my pussy as I sat there, and the butt-plug up my ass. I couldn't help wondering what they'd think if they knew about them. And, of course, I kept getting flashes of memory of the wild and wicked things I'd done over the weekend. I looked very innocent sitting there, but I knew that was a complete lie, and they'd all have raging hard-ons if they had even partial knowledge of what had happened.

Slut!

I was sitting there in my white slacks and pretty white blouse with my blonde hair spilling down around my shoulders looking the picture of innocence, but I was a dark, wicked, wild, kinky slut! And the thought of that made me squirm with both shame and excitement.

And tonight, Joshua would put me on my hands and knees, ram his cock into my eager pussy, and ride me like a whore! Did they all fantasize about doing that themselves? Some of them, I noted, furtively, weren't bad looking. And in the mood I was in, if I suddenly found myself alone with them, well, I don't know whether I'd resist if they started to put their hands on me.

That thought should have shocked me, but didn't. I was very horny, and didn't take it seriously. But I was that open to sex, that eager for it. I wasn't looking for love, romance or even affection. I wanted a hard cock thrusting into me, hard male hips hammering my buttocks, strong male hands squeezing my breasts and pulling my hair and using me like the slut I was!

And it wasn't like Joshua was my boyfriend or anything. He was my landlord! Maybe were were sort of, I don't know, friends with benefits? That sounded odd since we weren't friends. God! What a weird relationship I was in! Or was it even that? Was it a kinky threesome? A menage a trois?

But there was no romance involved, just kinky sex. 

I pondered that, trying to put what we were doing into some sort of conventional mold, and failing. 

I ran my eyes around the tiers, eying some of the guys. Yeah, I could fuck them, fuck them without any romance, any relationship, anything at all. Just let them use me while I used them.  Last weekend had really changed my thinking on sex! In fact, looking at some of them, letting fantasies slide through my mind, I imagined myself, in most of them, kneeling before them naked, sucking them. 

That wasn't exactly romantic.

The lecture ended, and I was late noticing. I gathered up my books stood up, then made my way

down along the row of chairs to the aisle of stairs that led up and back to the door. I wasn't the only one who hasn't immediately rushed for the doors of course. I inserted myself into the crowd heading up the stairs, feeling another little quick sense of embarrassment mixed with excitement and in the vain certainty that the guys behind me were staring at my ass and wishing they could do more than just stare.

Yes I was self-conscious, but the embarrassment wasn't as present as it would have once been,  and instead I felt a kind of arrogant confidence in my looks, and in my ability to handle anything any guy gave me. I wasn't concerned some guy might say something rude. I mean, look at the things Paige and Joshua had been saying to me all weekend.

And, in fact, my concentration, my thinking, constantly being broken up by the sensation of those golf ball things up inside my pussy shifting against one another and against my flesh as I moved. The butt plug didn't really feel like a lot, but I felt his presence, the fullness. All that left me just a bit breathless, my chest a bit tight, and my pussy more than a bit moist and hot.

As he reached the top of the stairs before gathered in much more tightly against the doors, where people from all four stairways around the room had jammed together. How much of my thinking changed over just a weekend? What felt a hand on, I didn't turn to curse at or slap whoever was touching. I didn't feel the same sort of shock I would have once. The initial shock was saying, but then I felt a sort of excited, almost gleeful sense of affirmation.

And then, of course, a rush of heat. All this in an instant, at a quick, furtive touch.

I showed no reaction to the touch. Perhaps encourage, the hand returned a few seconds late, giving a more confidence squeeze before drawing back. I still showed no reaction, intent on moving slowly forward with the crowd to the doors. Again the hand returned. Everyone who was shoulder to shoulder now, practically touching.

Of course, whowever was behind me was doing more than practically touching me, as his hand snaked around my waist, the fingers lightly caressing that there inch of stomach between the waistband of my trousers and the tight top. It drew back again, as if waiting for a reaction, then I felt it again. This time I felt the fingers sliding down through the elastic waistband of my trousers.

Felt the raw wild heat from his fingers, making the nerve endings in my skin quiver and spasm as they moved down. In an instant they were inside my thong sliding shockingly low along my abdomen to the top of my pussy. His whole hand was down the front of my pants! It didn't stay there for long, for the crowd to stay bunched up for long.

For just a few seconds I felt his fingers actually sliding across my clit and rubbing lightly along the tight bare indentation of my sex before drawing quickly back and out. But at almost the same time as it was pulling back another hand slid up around my side and give my left breast a quick squeeze  before it too retreated.

A week ago, I would have been left fuming, humiliated and and red-faced as I finally got through the crowd at the door and it parted. Now I felt flushed, aroused, and slightly giddy. Yes, there was some embarrassment, as well, but it was minor compared to the excitement.

Wow! I can't talking believe that just happened! Then, embarrassed, I wondered if whoever it was, and I hadn't turned my head around to see, had felt my wetness against the tips of his fingers.

God, what a fucking slut I am!

They probably wouldn't know that, but would think I had been too shy perhaps to say anything. But the feel of those fingers against my clit, however brief, had made my pussy pulse and throb hungrily. It was easing down even now, as I walked down the wide corridor, but not quickly, for I could still feel those balls inside four of them slowly rolling and moving against each other and against the  soft inner walls of my pussy.

I wanted to go straight to the bathroom, find an empty stall, pull my pants down, and masturbate for all I was worth. I couldn't, of course. I walked as normally as I could, my my breasts feeling swollen, my nipples hard, and my entire body wanting someone to tear my clothes off, throw me against the wall and ram their cock into me.

I had never before in my life been this aroused except during sex. I had never been this aroused while fully clothed, let alone in public. I marveled at the lust filling my mind, at the pulsing heat filling my body, at the dark fantasies occupying my thoughts as I walked, perfectly normally, down a perfectly normal, public corridor surrounded by others.

I'm a bad girl, the thought came to my mind. I need to be spanked.

I felt a smile come to my lips as I wondered what one of these guys would do if I said that to them. Then I checked my watch impatiently, wondering how long before school was over. Of course, even going home wasn't going to satisfy me. The only one there would be Paige. Yet, even though I felt a sense of disappointment in that, there was also a kind of dark excitement.

Would I let Paige do stuff to me? Yes. I knew there was no question. She would do, until Joshua got home.

And that thought finally decided me to skip last class. I headed home, too aroused to think about much beyond sex, but still very much aware of anyone male who looked my way. I sat down hard on the bus seat, and gasped softly as the balls shifted inside me. Then I bit my lip and tried to stay still, crossing my legs, feeling my pussy throb hotly as the bus moved along.

I walked into the house with my mind filled with possibilities of what to do until Paige got home. Most of those possibilities involved me being naked. I might swim naked, maybe just try out some of the sex toys laying around the house, and maybe I would even let myself come. Why not? I wanted to. I wanted to badly. 

I was pretty sure that after Joshua came home I would come again anyway.

I went inside, dropped my bag just inside the door, and trotted upstairs. Once in my room I stripped, then, after a moment's hesitation, grabbed the collar off the dresser and put it on, reaching up behind my neck to snap it closed. I pulled the little round bandaids off my nipples and pinched them, then rubbed them between my fingers, feeling a hot rush of excitement.

And there was the nipple chain on the dresser, too. I slipped each one around my nipples, wincing as I tightened them, then let it dangle there. My nipples pulsed with excitement.

I put on the wrist shackles, or restraints, but just for looks, posing before my mirror, a heady sexual excitement thrumming within me. I ran my hands slowly down my body, then up again, cupping and lifting my breasts, squeezing them together. Heart thumping, I slid a finger down between my legs, running it along my moist opening, shuddering, hips grinding, as it caressed my clit.

I wanted the balls out and a big dildo in, but I hesitated again, feeling a delight in prolonging my delicious torture. I went back downstairs, just to feel the balls shifting inside me, taking the stairs hard, almost stomping down them, jumping the final few stairs to land heavily. Not only did they shift around but the nipple chain tugged against me as well.

Then I felt a little shock as I saw the back door open. I thought Paige must be here already, and  sashayed towards the door, then, seeing Joshua through it, in his bathing suit, an even bigger sense of heat gripped me, and I moved through the doors and out into the fenced back yard with a smile of hunger on my face. 

I wondered if I should just press my body against him, or tell him what a bad girl I was.

He turned at the edge of the pool and looked at me, frowning. The sunglasses were on, and I felt another little jolt of excitement at how they made him seem so unemotional, so anonymous, so brooding.

“You're home early,” he said in disapproval.

“My last class got canceled,” I said in a breathy voice.

His hand slid out as I reached him, up behind my head, where it gripped my hair and jerked my head up and back. 

I moaned, but didn't fight him, didn't reach up.

“It was canceled or you just didn't go?”

“I-I didn't go!” I gasped.

“Why is that, slut?”

“I was... I was too distracted anyway,” I gasped.

“Why, slut?”

“Be-because I was too... horny,” I moaned.

“Master,” he said.

“I was too horny, master,” I gasped.

“You're making me horny too,” a male voice said from behind me.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

 

I felt a shock-wave roll through me, and I squealed, hands coming up as Joshua turned me around and lowered my head to see that he had a guest. The other man was wearing a blue swimsuit, and was as lithely muscled as Joshua. As he stood up, I saw he was taller and broader shouldered, though. He had very short, close-cropped dark hair and a square cut jaw. He too wore sunglasses, but he looked to be in his late thirties. 

I stared in a sense of appalled shock, trying to cover my body with my hands.

Joshua let out a bark of laughter behind me, then released my hair, only to grasp my hands and force them back behind me.

“No! Don't!” I gasped, as he locked them together.

My face was beet red as he gripped me by the hair again, holding his fist at the back of my neck, forcing me to walk towards the other man, and keeping me from dropping my chin or turning my eyes away.

“Dave. This is slut. She loves cock.”

I could feel my face flaming hot, my eyes flicking wildly everywhere but at Dave.

I gasped as Joshua jerked back on my hair.

“Say hello, slut,” he ordered.

I couldn't speak, and he jerked back harder, pulling at my hair so that I cried out.

“Say it, slut.”

“H-hello,” I squeaked.

“You love cock, don't you, slut,” he said, other hand reaching around to cup my breast.

I was frozen, and he squeezed sharply and jerked against my hair.

“Say it.”

“I love cock!” I gasped, a fresh wave of deep embarrassment rolling through me.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered.

When I didn't comply, still too shocked to do anything, he kicked my left leg wide, and his hand moved down between them, his big fingers spreading my sex lips apart. The balls were linked together by a length of cord, and he gripped the cord and tugged slowly.

I felt more awful embarrassment as my pussy lips were forced out and apart by the first ball, and Dave chuckled in amusement. My pussy closed after it, then opened as the second ball was pulled slowly out, then the third, then the fourth.

“Lot of room in there,” Dave said.

“It's actually surprisingly tight given what a slut she is,” Joshua said.

He pulled me forward, again by the hair, sat down on the edge of one of the loungers, and then pulled me across his lap.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he said, slapping my bottom.

I yelped, but did so, and then whimpered as I felt the balls being slowly forced back inside me, one after the other. When all were inside I got another sharp smack that made me jerk and yelp.

“I didn't give you permission to cut classes, little girl,” Joshua said sternly. “I think I've made it abundantly clear to you that your education was important, and I would not tolerate slacking off.  You know what that means, right?”

I was gulping in air, gasping weakly, squirming helplessly. My ass was raised up across his lap, my breasts pillowed out beneath me against the edge of the chair. I gasped as his fingers stroked softly across my clit.

“You need to be punished, little girl. Let me hear you say it,” he said.

“Oww!” I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.

“Say it.”

“I-I need to be punished!” I cried.

“Master,” he said patiently.

“I... I need to be punished, master!” I said, still horribly embarrassed, but the arousal starting to claw at me now too.

“And how should you be punished?” he asked, his hand on my ass.

“I... I... should be spanked,” I gasped.

“Then beg for it.”

“Please … spank me, master,” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Nasty little slut,” he said.

Crack!

His right hand slid down my hip as it to adjust my body properly, then kept moving down along my ribs, then in beneath to squeeze my breast.

Crack! Crack!

“That is a nice looking pussy,” I heard the other guy saying.

“Yes, it is, isn't it,” Joshua said, forcing my legs wider apart, then fingering my tightly closed pussy lips.

“I bet your cocks feels pretty good inside that.”

“She has three tight and talented holes,” Joshua said, making my ears burn.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“But she's not bright enough to remember easily explained orders.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and squirmed and moaned as his hand snapped down with stinging slaps on my reddening buttocks.

His fingers slid along my pussy again, and over my clit. My body reacted on its own, my bottom rolling up eagerly against his fingers.

“Like she has to count off each blow or it doesn't count,” Joshua said.

Crack!

“Ow! “O-one!” I gasped.

Crack!

“T-two!”

Crack!

“Three!”

Crack!

“Four!” I moaned.

“Pretty nice ass, there,” Dave said. “You don't want to bruise it.”

“This isn't a pretty nice ass, man. This is a fantastic ass,” Joshua said, giving me a squeeze. “That's why I don't use anything nasty on it like a heavy crop or cane.”

“Show him your ass, slut,” Joshua said.

He gripped my hair, pulling down along my spine, and at the time time gripped my pussy in his big hand and lifted me up. I squealed and shuddered as he raised my ass high, so I was kind of kneeling on the edge of the chair. He pulled my legs together, and let his free hand caress my buttocks.

“Feel how soft it is,” he said.

My mind felt a hot surge of conflicting heat, embarrassment and squirming uncertainty. Then another hand was on my ass while Joshua's withdrew.

“That's nice and soft,” Dave said from behind me. “Feels firm, though.”

“Oh yeah. I've been making her exercise more. She had a nice ass to begin with, but it's getting much more toned now.”

He squeezed my pussy as he talked, then pulled me back down again so my hips were across his lap.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“You're forgetting to count, slut.”

“I.. Five!” I gasped.

“No, I think we were at one.”

“But we weren't!” I blurted.

Crack!


“Are you arguing with me, slut?”

“But we were at four!”

“You were, man,” Dave said mildly.

“Were we? Okay. But arguing with me and failing to call me master gets her ten more anyway.”

Crack!

“Oww! Six!”

He paused. “I better check on the steaks,” Joshua said, lifting me up and setting me on my feet as he rose.

“Take over for me, Dave,” he said casually.

I stared at him, gaping, gasping, wide eyes jerking around and staring at Dave, who grinned at me, then sat down.

“Come here,” he said, “Slut.”

I flushed at the word, but raw heat was rapidly building again, and I inched forward, then went forward again.

“Now, slut,” he barked.

I flushed and moved forward, and he grabbed my arm and jerked me down across his lap. I squirmed both physically and mentally as his hands moved slowly over my body, taking their time. I gasped as he fingered my pussy, as he rubbed my clit, as he kneaded my breasts, and let his hands slowly run up and down my spine and over my buttocks.

He rested his hand on my bottom finally.

“Let's start again, slut,” he said.

The word in his mouth hit me much harder, much hotter, than it had with Joshua, since I didn't know Dave at all. I was insulted and offended more, but because of that felt a hot rush of kinky excitement at the same time.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Count.”

“One!” I gasped.

“Hmm, let's start from the very beginning. Let me hear you beg for your spanking.”

I moaned as his fingers began to rub across my clit.

“Beg me, slut.”

“Please... p-please spank me!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Master,” he said.

“Please spank me, master!” I gasped.

His hands raced over my body, and I squirmed in rising heat.

Crack!

“Ow! One!”

Crack!

“Two!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

It was a slow spanking, with him pausing between each slap to enjoy touching me, exploring my body, caressing and fingering me. I gripped the base of the butt-plug and pulled it slowly out, then pushed it back in again.

I could feel his erection under my belly as he spanked me, could feel his hunger for me as his hands lingered over my body. But I couldn't forget that I knew nothing at all about him but his name! I had just met him! He was probably a cop like Joshua, but for all I knew he could have been a priest!
Though that wasn't likely.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I'm getting all hard,” he complained.

“She can take care of that for you,” Joshua said, walking back.

And there it was, and no one was asking me, either. It was like I belonged to Joshua or something, like I didn't even have a choice.

But it never occurred to me to refuse as they put me on my knees on the ground and Dave pulled his swimsuit down and off. I felt a hot thrum of excitement at the sight of his naked body, of his stiff, thick cock, and moaned as he gripped the chain between my nipples and used it like a leash to pull me in against him.

He shifted his grip to my hair, guiding me in to sucking his balls before sliding his cock into my open mouth. I moaned as he pulled me down its length, gasping as Joshua slapped my bottom.

“Push that ass up and out, slut, and show me your pussy,” he ordered.

I obeyed, moaning, swirling, churning heat sweeping through my mind in waves as I sensed Joshua kneeling behind me. I felt an electric kind of tension, a huge, intense sexual pressure as he started pulling the balls out of me. I whimpered and moaned, distracted briefly when Dave forced me down further and the head of his cock pushed into my throat.

Then my lips were sliding down to the base of his cock as Joshua pulled the last ball from my dripping pussy. Then he thrust into me, and I let out a gurgling moan of pure pleasure as he pushed deep, all the way, jamming his hips against my upturned buttocks.

I'm having sex with two men at the same time! 

I was elated, shocked, horrified, anxious, and overpoweringly aroused.

Joshua ground his hips against me, his cock twisting around in my belly, as Dave jammed my face into his groin and reached down to firmly squeeze one of my breasts. Neither seemed in any hurry, though. Dave eased me back up while Joshua fucked me with long, slow strokes. Both of them were continually groping my breasts and tugging on the chains biting into my nipples. Both were using my hair and the chain as a kind of leash or handle.

And both had big hard cocks inside my body!

I was near the point of orgasm when the door bell rang.

I moaned as Joshua pulled out of me and got to his feet. He put on his swimsuit as Dave pulled me down the length of his cock once again, reaching in to grasp the chain as well, giving it sharp little tugs that made my nipples sting.

Joshua returned, talking, and I gurgled in shock as Dave eased up, as I slid up the length of his cock and realized there were two more men there!

Two!

Oh my God! Oh my God! My mind was stunned! I was mortified!

“Hey, guys,” Dave said, waving.

“Woah. That's a nice piece of ass,” someone said.

I was forced back down his cock, the head pushing into my throat, and then my face jammed against Dave's groin.

“Feel how tight that pussy is,” Joshua said.

Dave eased up and I slid my lips back up his cock, gulping in air in dazed desperation as the head pulled out of my throat. But I only had the time to see two more men, one white, one black, both in jeans and t-shirts, both very athletic looking like Joshua and Dave. One was in his thirties, the other younger, in his mid twenties.

No time to think. No time to ponder my reaction. No time. I was forced down onto Dave's cock again, even as hands gripped my thighs, spreading them open, and then a hand cracked down on my bottom.

“Keep that ass high, slut,” Joshua ordered.

Two hands squeezed my breasts, another sliding over my ass while a fourth fingered my pussy. I had no idea who owned those hands, and no idea what I was going to do, what I wanted to do, what I could do, what I should do. 

Then hands were on my hips and a cock was pushing into me from behind.

And I didn't even know who it was!
I was... not resisting. But I was also... sort of trying to resist, or at least, to show resistance. I was squirming, twisting, trying to pull my mouth off Dave's cock – until a hand slapped down sharply against my bottom.

“Suck that cock, slut,” Dave ordered.

The cock inside me was thrusting hard and fast, and I felt my tattered mind being beaten down, my inhibitions, my cares, concerns, fears and worries, swept away under a seething flood-tide of dark, kinky sexual hunger and heat.

This is insane! I can't believe this is happening! This can't be happening to ME!

Hands were all over my body as Dave worked my head up and down, as my body shook to the impact of the hips slapping against me from behind. The butt-plug pulled out, then pushed in, and then multiple hands grasped me, half lifting me, positioning me over Dave as he leaned back. I was made to straddle his chair, his lap, then pushed down.

I moaned helplessly as I felt him pressing against my pussy, as I sank slowly down on his stiff, warm, slick cock, and felt it pushing deep into my belly. I half fell forward against him, his hands gripping my ribs as he sucked and chewed on one of my breasts.

Joshua moved around to stand just beside the chair. He gripped my hair and pulled my head forward and to the side, then onto his steel hard cock. At almost the same time, I felt the butt-plug pulling out of me, and a moment later something warmer pushed forward. I felt my eyes bugging out of my head, and my body jerked violently, but the men held me easily in place as a cock pushed slowly up into my ass.

No! No! They can't! I can't! 

But they could and so could I, and as another big cock slid up into my slender belly I felt utterly stuffed, positively perverted, and shocked beyond reason. I was in a daze of disbelief as the guy worked his cock in to the bottom of my cock, then began to pump in and out.

Overwhelmed, my mind kind of shut down, but my body didn't, and as fingers rubbed my clit and Dave sucked on my nipple, and hands stroked and caressed me, the orgasm exploded with shattering pressure, and I screamed like a mindless animal, screamed and screamed – silently – my throat blocked by Joshua's big cock.

I twisted and writhed, as if the orgasm was shaking me apart, losing control of my mind and body as the sensation exploded through my nervous system. I thought and cared about nothing else but the pleasure, even as the three men continued to drive their big cocks into my trembling, shaking body.

It rolled through my mind and then slowly eased, leaving me dazed, limp, moaning, slack jawed. But the three men didn't give me any time to recover. The cock under me thrust up and down as Dave worked his hips on the cushion, and the guy behind me continued to drive his cock so deep into my belly I felt sharp cramps. Joshua simply used his grip on my hair to pull my head back so he could stuff his cock down my throat.

My mind re-awakened, and I came to myself, to find nothing had changed. I was still in the center of three eager guys using my body for their sexual pleasure, and three big cocks continued to thrust into my body as their hands mauled me.

I simply knelt there, kind of, well, coping with it all for a bit, grunting, gasping, trying to suck on Joshua's cock as best I could. But the sexual heat had not completely dissipated with the orgasm. Or if it had, it didn't take long to re-ignite given the wild, shocking scene I found myself in. I started to get into it again, my mind cleared now, or mostly cleared, of the shock of being in such a kinky, slutty scene.

I focused on the incredible sensation of two big cocks in my belly moving in and out. It was far more intense than when Paige had used a dildo while Joshua fucked me. I wasn't sure why unless it was the knowledge that it was a guy, that it was a real cock, and not some toy, stuffed up into my belly, that was driving the buildup of sexual pressure.

And it also might have been how utterly helpless I was against the strength of three powerfully built men, even without being shackled. Even if I'd resisted I couldn't have done much. 

I gasped repeatedly as the guy fucking my ass drove himself in harder and faster, his hips slamming against my buttocks. Then he stopped, his cock buried inside me, and slowly drew back. A moment later Dave slapped my bottom and ordered me to ride him, and I started working my hips up and down, impaling myself on his thick cock until he exploded inside me.

That left Joshua pulling me aside so I was on the ground, kneeling before him, while he used my mouth, used my throat, my hair bunched up at the top of my head in his left fist as his right tugged repeatedly on the chain.

When he came, the guys did that sort of weird high-five thing, laughing and joking, congratulating Joshua on having such a hot little slut. Dinner was ready, apparently, and they started inside, but then the fourth man stepped forward. The black man.

He was as muscled as the others, his head shaved, and he looked oddly dangerous as he reached down for the chain and pulled, forcing me to squeal and rise to my feet. I stared up at him, this completely stranger, with wide eyes, thinking, well, you know the myths about Black men, especially Black men and blondes.

He grinned and then undid the chain. My nipples started to burn and throb and ache with released tension and pressure, and I moaned and gasped as he gripped my hair and jerked me around to shove me onto all fours on the ground. 

Crack!

“Raise your ass, slut,” he barked, “and spread those legs wide.”

And I obeyed! I didn't even think of not doing so!

He knelt behind me, and I gasped as he jerked his pants down and then pushed into me. 

He was not enormous, but he was big. I groaned as he stared riding me, his hips moving in and out. I started to feel a sharp, jagged heat at being alone with him. Joshua wasn't even here! 

He peeled his shirt up and over his shoulders, tossing it behind him, then bent over me, biting and growling at the side of my throat. His elbows came down on the ground, and his hands came up to squeeze and roughly knead my breasts as his hips worked in and out with machine-like intensity.

My breathing started to get ragged, and I started to moan and quiver as the heat built up within me. I moaned and gasped as the power in his hips as he slammed into me, bracing myself with my elbows as he drove his thick cock into me.

His thick black cock!

And then suddenly he was up and and pulling back, and I yelped as he grabbed my hair and yanked me upright. He threw me forward again, then his big hands gripped my hips and he flipped me over onto my back.

I stared up at him through wide eyes as he gripped my legs behind the knees and forced them up and back, hard, leaning in against me as he poised his cock at the entrance to my pussy. Then he leaned over me, forcing my legs back harder, his heavy body coming down atop me as he drove his cock deep into my belly.

I was squashed beneath him, and he was tall enough that with his groin to mine, I was staring up into his chest, as he lowered himself. My legs were forced way back, especially as he shifted his grip to my ankles, and I groaned as he bent my body in two. My legs were forced up, or I guess I should say down, against my shoulders, raising my bottom up as he began to pound down against me like a pile driver.

It … hurt. But that didn't stop me from coming, from coming like a whore, like a slut, from coming and crying out again and again at the wild release of pressure and pleasure. God, I was such a whore!

Smirking, he dressed, then found the leash somewhere and snapped it to the ring in my collar, and unlocked my wrist restraints.

“On all fours, slut,” he ordered.

Panting, chest heaving, I pulled myself onto my hands and knees, and he snapped the leash and made me crawl into the house beside him.

Joshua, Dave, and the other guy were sitting at the table, and Paige was there, fully dressed, serving them as the Black guy led me in. I flushed as they all looked at me, and Paige smirked. The black guy handed my leash to Joshua, then sat down. Joshua indicated I should kneel by his chair, in a position Paige and I knew well.

I sat back on my heels, knees spread wide, back straight, hands on my outer thighs, while they ate and laughed and joked around together. Paige pulled up a chair and ate, as well. I stayed there on my knees.

After a while, Joshua scooped up a bit of meat and held it out to me in his fingers. Trembling a bit, since I could see the others watching me, I craned my neck in and licked it out of his fingers.

He did that several times, then Dave motioned to me. I gave Joshua an anxious look, but he motioned and I fell forward onto my hands, crawling across to Dave to take food from his fingers. I felt so much like a sexual animal! And at t he same time I felt so much like... like I was … I don't know, a pet, a lowly creature, at the mercy of all of them! And that made me anxious but also really hot!

The other two guys were Mike and Jeff. Jeff was the black guy. They also fed me by hand, so that I had to crawl around the table to lick food from their fingers. Then Jeff tossed a piece of meat on the floor. I stared at it as if frozen, and Joshua looked at me. “We don't waste food around this house, slut.”

My chest felt incredibly tight as I crawled over and then lowered myself to my elbows, licking it off the floor.

“That pussy looks pretty empty,” Dave said.

“Go and get two big dildos, Paige,” Joshua said.

Paige scrambled eagerly from her seat, disappearing up the hall. She returned very quickly with two large, black dildos in her hand. Joshua pulled over a stool and told me to bend over it, my ass towards the table. Then Paige handed me the dildos. Face burning, I had to slowly work them into my pussy, and then into my ass, while they ate and looked on.

Then I had to crawl back, an inch or two of dildo sticking out of both holes, and take more food from their fingers, as well as licking it off the floor.

After dinner, they all went into the living room, with Joshua walking me on the leash. Paige got after dinner drinks and things for them as they sat down, and then Joshua turned the big coffee table around so it was at right angles to the sofa.

“Get on the table, slut,” he ordered.

Trembling a bit, I crawled onto the table, then lay down, rolled onto my back, and at his orders, spread my knees wide as they grinned and watched.

“Show us what a slut you are,” Joshua ordered. “Masturbate for us.”

I froze, face burning, then, hands shaking, I reached down, closing my eyes as I started to rub my swollen clit. I whimpered, gripping the dildo in my pussy, starting to move it in and out as the heat which had enveloped me built up shockingly fast.

“Open your eyes, slut,” Joshua ordered.

I obeyed, gasping, staring at them as I pumped the dildo harder, as my fingers stroked furiously across my clit, as the four men watched me masturbate. The orgasm was a crescendo of sensations that had my back arching so sharply as I cried out in pleasure I feared I'd damaged something.

When I was done, Paige was ordered to strip, then she straddled the coffee table – and my face, and I gripped her buttocks as she rode my tongue to an orgasm. We sixty-nined after that, then I was on all fours while she pounded me from behind with a big strap on dildo.

After that, the two of us stripped and danced for the men, sucked cocks, and lap danced and rode the men's stiff cocks to multiple orgasms.

The wild intensity of it all was almost overwhelming.

Paige and I later showered together with Joshua, then slept on the floor again, handcuffed.

The next couple of weeks were filled with more dark, heady sex. Sometimes Joshua brought a friend home, sometimes he didn't. Sometimes he brought two or three or four friends home. But regardless, I was naked from the time I got home till I got dressed for school the next day. I called him master, and Paige Goddess, and suffered spanks, straps, and more from both.

And then he brought us to a strip club, and with my heart in my throat, I had to take my turn on stage, dancing, naked, in front of an entire room full of eager men. Lap dances came next, and I came several times, just grinding against them.

From then on I stripped at the club every Friday night. I think I made a lot, but it all went to Joshua. Paige stripped Saturday nights, which was great, because it meant I had Joshua alone that night unless he had brought friends over.

It got a little easier to handle the sexual heat. I kind of got used to being aroused almost all the time. I was, at least, able to study, and attend classes, and didn't flunk out. But Joshua had made me a creature of sex. I hadn't known what I was going to do, but Joshua selected the courses for me in business, in law, in art, and literature. He arranged the courses in bar-tending, in fashion and makeup and modeling.

When I did graduate, finally, he even sent me a contact for my first job – as an escort. It was a very high class, high quality, expensive service, and the rates the men paid were astronomical. I made a fortune, and since two more college girls had moved in with Joshua and there was getting to be a little too much girl on girl action, I moved out on my own.

That time with Joshua changed my life, however, and much for the better. It changed my outlook on life, especially on sex, and men. And it found me a rewarding career I could love and feel enormous pleasure in. I specialized in submissiveness, and eventually settled down with one of my clients, the CEO of a major bank who liked to flog me to release the stress and pressure.

I'm not a one-man girl, but fortunately, he likes to share, so we're the perfect match.

 

* * * * *
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