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Tiffany was a beautiful girl and knew it. She
did her best not to appear too smug. Her reputation was deeply
important to her, and almost anything went into damaging or helping
her reputation. That included everything she said and everything
she wore and everything she did where others of her group or who
knew people in her group might observe her.

She put a lot of time into her social media
accounts to make sure that all of the pictures of her were just the
right side of pretty bordering on sexy, without being too much. She
neither wanted a reputation as a prude nor a slut. She didn’t want
people to think she was showing off, but she wanted those
likes.

Her boyfriend had been carefully selected to
enhance her reputation. He was the captain of the baseball team,
tall and handsome, but also an A-student going on to university. He
was smart, dressed well, and came from a nice family. He knew how
to act in public and knew how to treat her. Their names also went
well together – Tiffany and Todd sounding delightfully cute.

He also knew how to keep his mouth shut. At
least as far as she knew. Certainly, she hadn’t heard any gossip
about exactly what her preferences were in bed, or what she looked
like naked. Hopefully, Todd was a little over that adolescent type
bragging that so many boys indulged in.

The dress she was wearing today was kind of
sexy and also kind of sweet. The perfect signal that she was a good
girl, but very sexy. It was a baby blue summer dress with puffy
lacy sleeves and a darker blue pattern of vines climbing up the
front. While it was rather tight and very short. It also had some
cleavage across its square-cut neckline.

Certainly, everyone was looking at her as
they passed. She knew she looked good in the dress, with her long,
soft blonde hair stirring slowly in the breeze. She was leaning
back against the wall as she waited for Todd to come out of the
restaurant. It was a beautiful day and she was enjoying the warmth
of the sun on her fair skin.

It was cold in the restaurant, at least for
someone dressed in the thin little summer dress she had on. She had
prepared for that, with little pads over her nipples so they
wouldn’t show through. Her nipples, unfortunately, though they were
small and pink, grew very long and hard when aroused, or more often
simply chilled.

She didn’t think they were showing through,
but it was good to get out in the warmth again. She wished summer
lasted all year long. Maybe she’d be able to go to California when
she was older. But right now she was fairly impoverished and
scrambling to find a summer job to earn her some spending money
before she left for college.

Unfortunately, she didn’t have a lot of
experience in anything. Her parents had felt it better for her to
enjoy her youth, something she fully agreed with. But now that high
school was over, they had changed their minds far too quickly. The
only jobs available, though, were the ones in fast-food
restaurants, which were quite frankly beneath her, or in clubs and
bars where old guys would be hitting on her multiple times every
night.

She was hoping to find some kind of retail
store clerk job in a place that was respectable and wouldn’t damage
her reputation. That meant something like a fancy dress store, as
opposed to Dollar General.

Suddenly a very loud, grumbling engine sound
rose from her left. She turned her head and saw a green and black
charger pulling into the parking lot and stopping. She liked those
cars, for they were big and tough-looking and sounded very
powerful. They weren’t, of course, the sorts of cars that her group
approved of. They were bound to be gas guzzlers. And everyone she
knew was going for electric vehicles.

Todd drove a Tesla, a gift from his parents
when he graduated high school. Tiffany had a Prius, which she had
gotten for her eighteenth birthday. They were both far more
environmentally responsible than that rumbling sports car.

A guy got out and closed the door before
coming towards her. She recognized him, which produced a little
ruffle of anxiety inside her. She just never knew how to act around
Connor. He had been in her class at high school, but absolutely not
from her group. He was a metalhead, a pothead, long suspected of
selling drugs, if only the softer ones, and hung with a group of
people who were absolutely not on her A-list.

He was not from a better-off family, she knew
that much. She knew he wasn’t going to college and had barely
scraped through high school. He was one of the rough boys that
everyone walked warily around. He was big, had longish hair, and
broad shoulders with tattoos on his bare arms.

Everything about him said ‘dangerous’ to her.
He was a dangerous guy who was known to get involved in fights. He
was dangerously good-looking and had a lot of success with the
girls, and quite the reputation as a stud. That meant simply being
seen with him was dangerous to her reputation. He was also
dangerous, though, in that he was dangerously attractive, and
tended to make her pulse race every time she saw him.

She glanced away as he approached, turning to
look towards the doors in hopes Todd showed up.

“Well, hello there, princess,” he said,
stopping before her.

“Hello Connor,” she said.

She smiled but only a little, and kept her
voice friendly but not much. It was important to convey the right
impression. She didn’t want him thinking she looked down on him or
was treating him with disrespect. But didn’t want to encourage him,
either. Of course with unsophisticated guys, you could never tell
how they would treat the message she was trying to give them.

“That’s some kind of pretty dress,” he said,
his eyes sliding down onto her long bare legs.

She flushed, not displeased. She always liked
compliments, after all, and Connor was a very good-looking guy. She
also felt a little flutter of interest within her. No matter how
often her mind told the rest of her that he was simply unsuitable,
the rest of her continued to find him quite scrumptious to look at.
He was a very sexy guy. And him being dangerous only seemed to make
him sexier.

“Thank you,” she said, smiling a bit
more.

“You should’ve shown off these beautiful long
legs of yours at school more when I could’ve seen them.”

She blushed a bit more. “The school has a
dress code. I couldn’t have worn a dress this short.”

“What kind of a moron would pass a rule that
doesn’t allow a gorgeous girl like you to wear a dress in a way
which shows off just how sexy she is?”

She giggled slightly. “I think they thought
girls in short skirts would be distracting to the boys.”

“Yeah, well there a lot of times we could’ve
used some distracting in those boring classes. Anyway, if they
think boys aren’t spending all their time staring at girls like you
during class, they must’ve lost their memories from when they were
young.”

“I don’t recall seeing you staring at me,”
she said in a voice she recognized was starting to sound a bit
flirty.

“Those of us with a little more class, know
how to look without being seen. But you better believe we notice it
when a girl like you walks into the room.”

He was entirely too close, she realized as
she cocked her head back. This might not look good if Todd came out
just now. But she felt her pulse racing as he looked down at her,
his lips only a few inches away, and his dark eyes smoldering as
they bored into hers.

“You still hanging around that baseball guy?”
he asked.

She smirked back. “You know very well that
Todd is my boyfriend.”

“Yeah, well, anytime you get bored of old
Todd, you just give me a call, baby. I’ll show you another side of
life.”

And then suddenly his hand shot up and closed
firmly around her throat, tightening and kind of lifting her up off
of her slouch as his lips came in and crushed hers. Tiffany was so
startled she didn’t even react, at first, as his tongue slid in to
brush lightly across hers and his lips moved passionately,
hungrily, as if trying to force his way into her open mouth.

She had been kissed roughly before, and it
had always been unpleasant. This was entirely different. His mouth
was warm, soft, and seemed to transmit an incredible sexual rush
that spread through her body even as he held her there firmly under
his control. Her heart beat wildly as the kiss went on, his lips
sliding smoothly across hers as he leaned into her.

He drew back suddenly, dropping his hand and
leaving her gasping as he continued on into the restaurant. She had
barely enough time to get control of herself and start to think of
what indignant statement she should utter when he pulled the door
open and disappeared inside.

Of all the nerve! She stared at the closing
door, open-mouthed. She shuddered briefly, then leaned back against
the wall licking her lips nervously. That had, she had to admit,
been an awfully, awfully good kiss. In fact, she felt a little
shaky, and had goosebumps on her arms. Her nipples were also rock
hard, she realized.

Wow! No wonder that guy had such a
reputation! She wondered what else he could do with that mouth of
his…

She shook that thought away, or tried to.
Todd was a very responsive, respectable, and capable lover. He
worked very hard at pleasing her in bed. He was kind of
predictable, though. Somehow she didn’t think Connor would be very
predictable at all. Of course, he probably also wouldn’t put the
kind of effort Todd did into ensuring she had a good time.

He would probably be more like some kind of
rutting animal in bed. And probably treat her like an animal, too!
He’d be like… like some kind of savage barbarian, ravishing
her!

The restaurant door opened and Todd came out.
She smiled and pushed off from the wall to join him as he passed,
and his arm slipped around her waist.

“Hey, guess who I met inside,” he said.

“I couldn’t imagine.”

“Connor Hodges, the stoner boy. Guess what
he’s doing for a living. ”

She looked at him helplessly. “Motorcycle
mechanic?”

“Nah, he’s apprenticing with his uncle as an
elevator repair guy.”

It wasn’t a job that Tiffany had thought
about but she supposed someone had to do it.

“Does that… pay well?” she asked
uncertainly.

“Actually, pretty well. But nothing like what
I’m going to make when I’m a stockbroker, of course.”

He held the door for her as she slipped into
the Tesla. She had to do that carefully so as not to flash anyone,
given how short her skirt was. But she had long experience at
this.

Todd got in and the engine started smoothly,
with none of the loud rumbling which had come from the charger.
This is much more efficient and environmentally friendly,
she thought. But was not, of course, as sexy sounding.

He pulled out of the parking lot in a smooth,
fluid turn into traffic as he accelerated. He was a very good
driver, very careful. And he never exceeded the speed limit. She
doubted that was the case with Connor. He was clearly a guy who
didn’t respect rules.

Rules were important. They were how civilized
people manage to live together in large communities, after all.

*

A job at Victoria’s Secret was not exactly
high status. But it had the benefit that she would get 25% off her
lingerie. And she wouldn’t come home smelling of hamburger. Anyway,
it was just for the summer. Her parents insisted she have some kind
of job experience on her resume so that when she went seriously
looking for summer jobs next year to fit in with her area of study
she wouldn’t have a blank sheet.

So far, the hardest part was keeping her face
as blank as her resume when a variety of women insisted on telling
her dress sizes which were clearly not in line with what her eyes
could see. She just wanted to shout at one of those middle-aged
women “Look in a mirror, lady!”

Or maybe just get yourself a scale and step
on it. You are not a Size Three anymore. If you ever were.

But judgment was not her job. If they said to
bring them a size three she would bring them a Size Three. Then
they could curse and tug and try and get it to fit over their
frumpy middle-aged body. Honestly, if they wanted a body like hers,
they needed to work at it. She certainly put in enough exercise
time to ensure she stayed nicely toned.

Of course, being eighteen helped. She was
willing to admit that. You had to have the equipment regardless of
your age and effort. And she was blessed with some pretty good body
parts. God had particularly blessed her with nearly perfect
breasts. She added the ‘nearly’ herself out of modesty. Boys who
had seen them all said they were perfect.

They were big enough to make her look
generously endowed without making her top-heavy or uncomfortable.
Girls with really big boobs had a hard time buying clothes, and she
was glad she wasn’t one of them. At the same time, she was sure
glad she wasn’t a girl with very tiny boobs. Imagine how
disappointed the boys must be when they saw them. She was sure she
would be crushed if a guy looked at her body and was
unimpressed.

No, her breasts were full and firm and round,
just the right size to be perfect. Too big and they’d sag, too
small and the guys wouldn’t be happy with her. She always tried to
get that middle approach just right, and was glad that her body did
too. Working in a lingerie shop was like working in a toy shop for
her. Everything looked so good on her! She wanted it all. At least
the ones in her color.

But now she was wearing a short loose beige
skirt with matching booties and a white peasant top. It was the
right look of respectable for the store. This wasn’t a place where
she could get away with wearing jeans and a sweatshirt. Which was
fine by her. She liked to dress up more.

It was a quiet Monday morning when the door
opened and Connor Hodges walked in. Because Monday mornings were so
quiet, she was the only staff there, and immediately felt her pulse
quicken as he kind of sauntered into the store, gazing at things
here and there before heading for the counter on which she had been
idly leaning.

She straightened up as he approached, both
curious and suspicious. Was this a coincidence? Did he hear she was
working here and was coming to hit on her? Did she give him the
wrong idea at the restaurant? Was he going to get angry when she
turned him down? It was so hard to deal with men and their egos
sometimes!

“Let me guess, you’ve decided you identify as
a woman and you want some lingerie.”

He grinned broadly as she folded her arms
across her chest to look suspiciously at him.

“You got me, babe. I’m a lesbian trapped in a
man’s body.”

“What is your lesbian body doing here?” she
demanded.

“Looking for a birthday present for a lady I
know.”

“What kind of present? I mean, like a
nightgown, maybe?”

He made a face and laughed. “Leather, baby.
Leather.”

That didn’t really surprise her. She led him
around the side to where the leather was stored. It was always in
the rear corner, since the ‘proper’ people didn’t approve of
it.

There were a number of half-size manikins -
that is, just the top half’s sporting various leather bras,
bustiers, and halters along the wall. Short skirts, thongs,
G-strings and panties were on shelves across the aisle. On the
floor were a series of boots, all of them with high stiletto
heels.

“This stuff is expensive,” he said.

“Yup. Seems kind of a lot given it’s not
likely the girls wear them for long.”

“You got any leather in your wardrobe,
baby?”

“I’m more of a lace kind a girl,” she said
with a smile.

“Now why did I know that.”

Was that a dig at her? She frowned
suspiciously.

“Now this looks good,” he said, examining one
of the manikins.

He turned and eyed her speculatively, and she
flushed at what he was looking at.

“I bet this would look great on a girl about
your size,” he said.

“And is your girlfriend about my size?”

“Just about. Not really my girlfriend,
though. What do you think? Would this look good on you?”

The halter was a collection of straps which
lifted the breasts up and squeeze them together from all four sides
while leaving them completely naked.

“I’m not your girlfriend.”

“Her boobs are a little bigger than yours,
but not much. You think these straps will hold them in place?”

It had a thick strap folded in the middle
which pressed up against the ribs just below the breasts, with the
upper, horizontal part pressing up against the underside of the
breasts and then circling around to the outsides. Another, thinner
pair of straps pulled the sides of the halter, if you could call it
that, in together and crisscrossed the chest to fasten behind the
neck. A final strap went right across the top of the breast pressed
them downward.

She blushed, especially since he kept looking
from the halter to her chest.

“They certainly seem strong,” she said
self-consciously.

“Yeah, but, you think just that narrow edge
pressing in against the underside of her breasts like that will
keep her boobs from bouncing up and down when she moves?”

The conversation was making her
uncomfortable, not because there was anything wrong with it, but
because she was having it with Connor Hodges. It was exactly the
kind of conversation she would expect to have with anyone buying
one of these things, so she certainly couldn’t be critical of him
for that.

But it was Connor Hodges! And she could tell
he was imagining her wearing the thing!

“Assuming she’s reasonably fit, and not too
enormous, and not too old.”

“Yeah, she is. She’s not all firm and toned
like you. So her boobs probably aren’t nearly as firm as
yours.”

She blushed even more, and thought that she
ought to object even though she was happy with the compliment. But
Connor Hodges talking about her boobs had her nipples prickling
inside the cups of her bra. She also felt butterflies starting to
swirl around in her tummy.

“And how would you know how firm my boobs
are?”

His smile spread out over his face. “Let’s
just say the reviews are in, baby.”

Tiffany scowled and blushed further, though
she wasn’t entirely unhappy with that. Boys always talked, after
all.

“Anyway, I’d never wear one of these
things.”

“Why not? You’d look incredibly fucking sexy
in this.”

“You just like to stare at girls’ breasts,”
she said.

There was that smile again. “And every other
part of them.”

He reached up and ran his fingers along one
of the straps.

“I don’t suppose you’d tried it on so I can
see how it looked.”

She smirked at him.

“You don’t think Todd would like to see you
in this?”

“I don’t think Todd would approve of me
wearing something like this.”

“Why are you dating a gay guy?”

“Todd is not gay! Just because he respects
women…”

“I don’t respect women,” he said. “I adore
women, I love women, I protect women.”

He moved in closer to her and she backed up
until she was against the wall.

“But of course, they have to realize the man
is in charge.”

“No man is in charge of me, Connor
Hodges!”

“And that’s a crying shame, baby, because a
girl like you definitely needs to have a man in charge of her,
protecting her and looking after her.”

And then his hand came up around her neck
just as it had before. An instant later his lips were on hers. Her
hands rose against his chest, pushing lightly. He was wearing a
very thin T-shirt under his open leather jacket and she felt his
muscles against her fingers as she flattened her hands against
him.

She had been intending to push him back but
got distracted by the force of his kiss. It was every bit as good
as it had been at the restaurant, only even more exciting because
they were alone here. Her heart was beating rapidly as his lips
moved sensuously against hers, and she moaned softly into his
mouth.

She pushed a little harder, knowing she had
to stop this before she lost herself to that kiss and he got the
wrong idea. He drew back, gripped her hands then and suddenly
lifted them up and back against the wall above her head. He pinned
them there, leaning into her, those dark eyes boring to hers. Then
he kissed her again, and as he did so he pinned her wrists together
with one hand and let the others slide down the side of her body,
along her hip.

His mouth was ravenous against hers! She’d
never been kissed like that in her life! She felt overwhelmed by
it, almost disoriented. She moaned again, heart pounding, her lips
widening as if in surrender, as if to allow him fully within. It
was then that his other hand slid down under her short skirt and up
the front.

She gasped, eyes widening as she felt his
fingers between her legs. She jerked instinctively as his fingers
pushed down into her tiny thong and found her naked sex. She had
absolutely not been expecting this! There were rules to this sort
of thing! Boys always started squeezing or grabbing her butt, then
moving onto the breasts. He was short-circuiting the whole
thing!

And his mouth was still feasting at hers,
still hungry and demanding as her head rolled back against the
wall. Her breasts felt swollen, throbbing with every beat of her
heart, her nipples tingling as he leaned into her.

“You think I can make you scream, baby?” he
whispered into her ear. “You think I can make you scream in
pleasure? Have you ever screamed in pleasure?”

For a rough, unsophisticated boy, Connor
seemed to have grasped the essentials of how to touch a woman’s
body. So many guys were either too rough or too gentle, too timid
and afraid of hurting her, or clueless and actually hurting her by
accident. But Connor’s fingers stroked against her with the skill
she could barely master herself. It was as if he knew exactly how
to touch her to make her body burn with sexual heat.

“Connor!” she gasped, twisting her head
away.

He drew back, grinning down at her. “What do
you say, baby? Want to walk on the wild side?”

“Absolutely not! I have a boyfriend!” she
gasped, trying to get control of herself.

“And does he make you scream in bed?”

“I think you should leave now!”

“I’ll take that as a no. In fact, I bet
you’ve never screamed in pleasure. You’re too careful all the time.
Try something a little edgy, baby. You’re only young once. You got
plenty of time to be a middle-aged matron.”

“I think you’ve watched too many porn
videos!” she exclaimed, scowling.

“I never watch them, baby. I make them.” He
winked at her.

“Well not with me!”

He laughed softly and backed up a bit more.
“Your loss, baby.”
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It was raining heavily. It wasn’t supposed to
rain today! And it wasn’t supposed to be this cold, either. Or at
least, okay it had been a day or two since she checked the weather.
But she didn’t remember seeing anything about a cold rainy day. And
it had looked fine when she’d gone to work this morning.

She was wearing a loose, bohemian style dress
with knee-high suede boots. The dress was now almost plastered to
her body and she was starting to worry a lot about the boots. If
they got too wet they’d be ruined! She had a six-block walk, which
was normally a pleasant trip, but not today.

A car pulled over to the curb next to her.
The window slid down and Connor Hodges leaned over and looked
through it. “Want a ride, baby?”

Tiffany hesitated. She should not get into a
car with Connor Hodges! On the other hand, he backed off before
when she pulled away. And her boots were going to get ruined!

She hurried around and got in the passenger
side, closing the door gratefully and then using her fingers to
comb her very damp hair back from her face.

He reached into the back seat and came out
with a box of tissues.

She put some gratefully dabbed at her face
and hair.

“Boots, baby. Soak up that water
quickly.”

“Oh, right!” She blushed and began to dab at
the boots.

He picked up some more and helped her. When
his tissues reached the top of her boot, though, they kept going,
sliding along her thigh as if to dry her off. Since the skirt was
fairly short, especially when seated, that left his hands
perilously close to where they had been a couple weeks earlier at
the lingerie shop.

“I can get that, thank you,” she said,
pushing his hand back.

“Spoilsport,” he said with that dangerous
smile.

He raised his hand and his fingers lightly
combed back her hair.

“You need to brush that out, too.”

“Yes, I know,” she gulped, her pulse starting
to race.

He started the car and pulled away from the
curb, turning to glance at her.

“Nice dress,” he said with a grin.

The dress was plastered against her chest,
her bra was very thin and lacy and her nipples were very obvious.
Tiffany blushed and put her arm across her chest.

“You don’t need to look!” she protested.

“Of course I do! What guy wouldn’t look?”

“A well-mannered gentleman!”

He laughed loudly at that.

The car growled as he accelerated, the engine
rumbling.

“Your place, Princess?”

“Stop calling me Princess.”

“You act like one. You look like one.”

Tiffany wasn’t sure whether she ought to be
pleased or upset at that.

“Sell a lot of lingerie today?”

“Enough.”

“Any leather?”

She smirked at him.

“Ah, I see you bought something
yourself.”

He looked at the small bag she had put on the
floor by her feet.

Tiffany grabbed it and pulled it to the side,
just in case he tried to open it.

“At least you have a change of clothing,” he
said. “You can change here. I promise not to look.”

“Yeah, I don’t think so, Mr. Hodges!”

“Let me guess, pink panties.”

“Oh I do so not wear pink,” she said.

“Really? A nice virginal white perhaps?”

She knew he was simply teasing her, as guys
did, but she didn’t like this insinuation of her being some kind of
silly Princess type. And something inside her wanted to impress
him, at least a little.

So she opened the bag and pulled out a little
black thong inside shaking it before him before putting it back
inside. She blushed furiously even as she did so, thinking of what
a dumb idea that had been.

“I hope you tried it on before you bought
it.”

“I know my size, Mr. Hodges.”

“36C-23-36,” he said.

She stared at him, open-mouthed.

“I’m an excellent judge of these things,” he
said.

“Yeah, more likely some guy was
blabbing.”

“Actually was a girl.”

“What girl?”

“This girl I know who’s bi, and really has
the hots for you.”

“You’re making that up!”

“Why? You don’t think there are girls who
have the hots for you?”

Tiffany supposed there must be. And she had
certainly had more than a few offers from girls she knew who were
curious at that kind of thing. She had had her own curiosity but
was too worried about her reputation to indulge.

“How would this girl know my
measurements?”

“I suppose because girls talk and because you
told them to other girls who talk to this girl.”

“Oh like boys don’t talk.”

We talk about girls, not other guys. I mean,
I don’t care what anybody is wearing or how they’re doing their
hair, and if they’re wearing makeup they’re definitely not my
friends anyway. As for their measurements, I couldn’t tell you what
any of my friends' measurements are to save my life. Although of
course, we all know who has the biggest dick. ”

“Of course you do,” she said, rolling her
eyes.

“Hey baby, no matter what you girls say in
surveys, you all like a big dick.”

“That’s not true! It’s how you use it that
matters, not the size.”

“Yeah, bullshit.”

“You probably just date very shallow girls,”
she said.

She leaned over and brushed around the bottom
of her left boot where the suede met the harder leather, then
leaned back and lifted her right leg across her left leg to dab at
that. She noticed his eyes sliding up her thighs and glanced
quickly down to see that the hem was still covering her, if barely.
She tugged it down a little more.

“Eyes on the road, Mr. Hodges.”

“I just wanted to see if they were
black.”

She flushed again. “You’re obsessed.”

“I’m nineteen. And you are the hottest girl
in school.”

That pleased her enormously.

“Were not in school anymore”

“Yep. All grown up.”

The car bounced over the curb as he took a
sharp right turn and she was knocked over towards him, reaching out
a hand to grab his shoulder to push herself back. She found that
there were now in her driveway, looking at the double garage doors
ahead of them. It was a large front yard with a weeping willow in
the middle and tall hedges around the borders.

“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Hodges,” she
said, undoing her seatbelt.

He turned towards her and then that hand shot
out again, folding around her slender throat. Was this a signature
move of his or something!? His big hand was squeezing, though not
firmly enough to endanger her breathing. He pulled her towards him
and, startled she squeaked and half fell forward as his lips met
hers once again.

Her hands went to his shoulders to push back
but his hand had tightened around her neck and was pulling her
further forward as he leaned back so that she was forced to half
climb over the center console and lean over him.

He let go of her neck and suddenly his hands
were on her behind, lifting and pulling her forward and around so
that even as she squawked in alarm she found herself straddling him
on his seat, looking down into those dark eyes.

His hands slid up behind her head and pulled
her down for another kiss before she could complain and she felt a
wild churning confusion of emotions within her. A part of her was
indignant and demanding she put him in his place for daring to
touch her like this without permission.

Another part was anxious not to get him
angry, because he was a rough kind of guy, after all. And the third
part was feeling a deep, dark sense of growing heat and excitement
at having her body pressed against his and his lips on hers.

Her hands moved to his shoulders again,
pushing herself back, but, reluctantly. He let her, his hands now
sliding down so that they encircled her waist as she edged her body
back until she was practically leaning against the steering
wheel.

“Have you forgotten that I have a
boyfriend?!” she gulped.

“Your boyfriend is going to Cornell in
another month. You’re going to NYU. You really think he’s going to
stay your boyfriend?”

It was an uncomfortable topic. It was one she
and Todd had been having difficulties with. The truth was, half the
reason they were going together was because both of them liked how
good the other one looked on their arm. He was a high-status
boyfriend for her, and made the other girls jealous. Yes, he was a
nice guy to be around, and good in bed but she couldn’t exactly say
she loved him.

And she doubted he felt much different about
her. He liked being able to show her off, and wasn’t going to be
able to do that at college. Furthermore, both of them wanted to
have fun when they were away at school. That was kind of hard to do
when you couldn’t date anyone. It made going to parties a little
difficult.

And she wanted to go to a lot of parties!

She suspected that she and Todd were not
going last much longer. And she thought he was already sounding her
out about that.

“Then I suppose I should be looking for a
boyfriend who’s going to NYU.”

“Or you could just enjoy life a little
without worrying about being a boyfriend or girlfriend.”

His hand slid out from behind her and gripped
her upper arms, pressing her against the steering wheel as he
leaned forward and kissed her again. Then he abruptly pulled her
forward so she was again leaning over him, looking down at him,
until their lips met once more.

His hands slid up and down her back and down
onto her bottom then under the skirt up to squeeze her bare
buttocks.

Tiffany was feeling both frustrated and
flustered, gripped by an unfamiliar sense of heat and excitement
that she knew very well was wrong. She knew she had to get off him,
to open the door and climb out. But his lips felt incredible
against hers. And a dark liquid heat was swirling inside her as his
hands caressed her buttocks. She was deeply aware of the thin layer
of fabric against her pussy as she straddled him and her heart was
pounding faster and faster.

He took her by surprise again. His hands slid
upward, taking the loose hem of her dress with them as they rose
all the way up under her arms and then pushed them upwards so that
his hands and the dress quickly slid up over her head before she
even realized his intent.

“Wha-! Connor!” she squealed, quickly
clapping her arms across her chest.

“Purple,” he said with a lazy grin.

She was wearing a lacy purple half bra with
thong.

He gripped her arms and pulled her forward
again so that his lips were inches from hers.

“I meant what I said the other day. I want to
make you scream in pleasure.”

“You don’t think too much of yourself, do
you, Connor Hodges!” she exclaimed, her pulse racing, face
flushing, belly churning.

He grinned widely at her. “Who knows my
abilities better than me?”

He kissed her again and since her arms were
folded between them his were free to slide through her hair and
caress her bare back. She rolled her eyes anxiously up and out but
the tree was hiding the view of them from the street and thankfully
no one was home. Then she felt the clasp of her bra parting and
gasped again, heart thumping wildly.

She really needed to end this now before it
went too far and then he would accuse her of being a cock tease.
But every time his lips touched hers her determination melted away
as more of that bubbling liquid heat churned within her.

This was ridiculous! She was half-naked in
his car in her driveway! And it was daytime!

He pushed her back against the steering wheel
again and gripped her arms to pull them up and away, taking her bra
with them. Her face burned hotly, but the flush which spread down
her chest was not from embarrassment.

“He said they were perfect, and he was
right,” Connor said as he stared at her bare breasts.

“Wh-who?!”

“Todd.”

That astonished her, and she was still trying
to wrap her mind around it when he leaned in and closed his mouth
around the center of her left breast.

Tiffany had not had an awful lot of guys in
her life. But she had gotten to second base with quite a few, and
had never met one yet who knew what to do with a girl’s breasts.
Most of them just squeezed them hard like they were fun plush toys.
They would put their mouth on her nipples and kind of suck,
probably because they saw that in the porn videos, but that had
never done much for her.

Connor was letting his lips massage her
breasts and nipples at the same time as he sucked rhythmically,
softly, then harder, and his tongue was dipping out to rub lightly
and circle her erect nipple. He pinned her arms with his forearms
while his hands gently kneaded her breasts, his strong, male
fingers digging in with just the right strength.

Even as she struggled indignantly Tiffany
felt a sense of awed appreciation for his skill there, which seemed
to exceed that of anyone else she had ever been with. Combined with
being an excellent kisser, it helped to further raise her interest
in just what other exciting things he could do.

“Connor Hodges, you let me go!” she
gasped.

She meant that to come out sounding very
firm, but instead it was almost a question. Her mind was being
roiled by the sensations he was creating to the point she wasn’t at
all certain she wanted him to let her go. He was doing
amazing things to her breasts, and she could only stare down at him
as his mouth closed around one nipple and then the other.

He raised his eyes to her and grinned, and
then took her left nipple between his teeth and bit softly.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” she gasped.

“Does this hurt?” he asked playfully.

The kind of ground his teeth in opposite
directions, with her nipple between them.

“Yes!”

He opened his mouth, letting his teeth slide
along the soft surface of her breasts until his mouth was wide,
then he closed it, and she gasped again as he seemed to practically
chew on her soft flesh while sucking hungrily and sweeping his
tongue back-and-forth across her tingling nipple.

“I could eat you all up, baby,” he
growled.

“Don’t you dare!” she squeaked.

He chuckled softly and drew his head back,
though his fingers continued to gently caress and knead her
breasts.

“You have fantastic breasts,” he said. “Your
skin is incredibly soft.”

“Y-You… Let me go!” she gulped.

“Okay.”

He lifted her bodily, and swung himself
around towards the passenger seat, dropping her onto it on her
bottom.

Relieved, but also partly disappointed,
Tiffany grabbed for her dress, her pulse still racing and her body
still thrumming with dark, sensual excitement. He got out of the
car as she was turning the dress right way around and then
gathering in so that she could pull it down over her head.

Then the passenger door opened, and he leaned
in, startling her. He reached down and pressed the button at the
side of her seat, and the seat whined as it slid backward. She
looked at him in confusion.

“What are you doing?”

“Making room.”

He climbed into the car, kneeling on the
floorboard before her as he gripped her thighs and abruptly jerked
them up and wide apart.

“Hey!”

His mouth closed against the center of the
small V of fabric covering her sex. His tongue began to lick hard
and fast in an upward motion directly over the center of her
pussy.

“Connor!” she squealed.

She pushed feebly at his head, then cried out
as he abruptly tugged the thong to the side and she felt his tongue
directly against her flesh with no interceding material. The
explosion of sensation almost stunned her and she shuddered as his
tongue attacked her pussy with the same level of skill as he had
shown to her mouth and breasts.

Tiffany knew she had to stop this immediately
before things got completely out of control That thought kept
rising within her mind with more and more desperation even as her
body and mouth did nothing to bring this about. It was like those
dreams where she kept trying to run faster and yet her body
wouldn’t move.

Raw, animal heat was spreading up through her
body like a wildfire. Already her hands were trembling as she
pushed against his head.

His tongue swept back-and-forth from side to
side across her swollen clitoris, then circled it and swept up and
down before his lips closed and he began to massage it between them
even as he sucked rhythmically. Then a long, thick finger pushed
slowly into her body. He was a big man, and his finger was big as
well. She shuddered, for it was practically as large as some of the
cocks she had felt.

Again he was different. Instead of simply
pumping the finger in and out as most boys were prone to do, he
angled upwards so that the pad of his finger was rubbing
insistently against the front wall of her sex a few inches inside.
He added a second finger and she let out a helpless cry of pleasure
as they stretched her deliciously.

And then she felt herself relaxing, as if her
mind was sinking back, having given up, accepting the inevitable.
She felt a kind of tension leaving her body and mind, and she let
her body go limp. Her eyes closed and she trembled as waves of
pleasure rolled through her.

She couldn’t be expected to fight against
this! What girl could!? It wasn’t her fault! He was just too good!
The pleasure was simply too overwhelming, the heat too intense.

Her hips began to roll upward against him as
her breathing became rougher and more ragged. In the midst of this,
the seatback began to tilt further back and she found her eyes
rising up towards the roof of the car. Then he rose up before her,
gripping her legs and raising them up and back, pushing them
against the seatback above her head as he leaned forward.

There was that dark, smoldering desire and
hunger in his eyes again, and she shuddered as she felt herself
submitting to it. Her ankles were on his shoulders as he reached
down and jerked his pants down. Then she felt something else
pressing against her down there. She whimpered, refusing to look as
the heat coursed through her.

She felt herself being stretched, felt him
pushing into her with more and more pressure. The stretching became
an aching, and finally she jerked her eyes down, feeling them widen
as she saw the length and thickness of him.

Oh my God! she thought.

She jerked her eyes upwards to his then cried
out as his cock pushed into her. She dropped her eyes again,
staring at how taut her flesh was around the shaft of his thick
cock. She gulped in air rapidly, to the point of almost
hyperventilating. That was stopped when his hand came down around
her throat, and this time squeezed firmly enough that she had
difficulty breathing.

She rolled her eyes up at him, grabbing his
wrists.

“Drop your arms to your sides,” he ordered in
a growl.

She stared at him uncomprehendingly, and his
hand tightened so that her eyes bulged a little.

“Drop your arms to your sides!” he demanded.
“Surrender.”

Surrender!? What was he talking about!?

“Now, Princess!”

Her feeble grip had no chance of dislodging
his hands anyway, so Tiffany dropped her arms to her sides with a
whimper of surrender. His hand loosened and she gulped in air,
though his hand still remained firmly around her throat.

His other hand kneaded her breast as he
forced his thick cock deeper into her quivering body. He drew back
a little and pushed, and drew back then pushed, slowly working his
way deeper. It ached! It was far too big for her! It stretched her
out beyond anything she had ever felt before!

And yet he kept drawing it back and pushing
it forward, and it kept sliding deeper into the moist, warm depths
of her belly. He dropped his upper body down, the hand around her
throat controlling her as his mouth came down hungrily atop hers.
Tiffany let her mouth be forced open, surrendering, as he had
ordered. It felt as if he were… devouring her!

His cock was moving with longer strokes now,
and she marveled at the feel of it within her. It was so big! She’d
never felt anything like this before!

His mouth was ravishing her, his lips warm
and moist and soft as he forced her head back into the seat, and
his hips rose and fell with growing speed.

Her hands rose instinctively, sliding up onto
his shoulders and caressing them appreciatively, but he pushed
himself back at once, his hand tightening around her throat so that
her eyes bulged once more.

“What did I say? What did I tell you? Keep
your hands at your sides. Surrender to me!”

She stared at him in confusion and gasped as
he reached down and tore her panties right off. Then he eased back,
still gripping her throat, moving out of the car and pulling her
with him.

Tiffany gurgled dazedly, confused,
bewildered, and wildly overheated, clutching at his wrist again as
he threw her out of the car by the neck then abruptly shifted to
gripping her hair instead. He shoved her forward onto her knees on
the grass and quickly knelt behind her. His hand pushed down on the
back of her neck until her chin was against the wet grass and she
yelped as he slapped her bottom sharply.

“Raise your ass high and spread your legs!”
He barked.

She felt a surge of indignation at such
language and tone, then yelped at another stinging slap to her
bottom.

“Do as you’re told, bitch.”
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Had he just said that!? Of all the nerve,
Tiffany thought indignantly.

He pushed down on her shoulders so that her
arms collapsed and her breasts pillowed out against the wet grass.
She felt him combing her hair back and then gripping it in a thick
mass behind her neck even as his cock pushed into her once
again.

“God, what a fucking body you have!” he
growled.

Tiffany cried out as his cock drove deeper
into her body, her breasts mashed against the cool earth as she
twisted helplessly before him. She felt that same, dark, raw animal
hunger billowing up within her once again as her eyes stared wildly
along the grass before her.

It had stopped raining but the grass was
soaking wet, which meant she was going to be soaking wet!

Were they really on her front lawn!? In the
daytime!? It was a dark, cloudy day and had just stopped raining.
The hedges and trees mostly blocked any view unless someone walked
right past the foot of the driveway. But if they did…

Oh my God! she thought.

Her fingers dug into the grass and then she
tried to push herself up onto her hands and knees. He shoved her
back down, swiftly captured her wrists, and drew them back together
behind her to pin there with one hand. He gripped her hair again,
jerking it back even as he forced her shoulders down hard against
the ground.

His hips work faster, and then she cried out
as she felt the head of his cock plunging especially deep within
her, feeling as if it was punching against the back wall of her
pussy as his hips slapped against her buttocks.

“Hot, sexy blonde slut!” he exclaimed.

Her body began to tremble and shudder with
the force of his impact as his hips struck her again and again.

She closed her eyes, moaning helplessly, then
opened them again, staring at the grass and the hedge across from
her. To her, sex had always been a mutual exercise in stroking,
kissing, and caressing. It was a warm, gentle, wonderful exercise
of partnership and caring.

This… Was not that! This was something
animalistic! This is something from her darkest instincts,
harkening back to the dawn of man, when humans were little more
than beasts and any male could mount a female in the middle of a
field of grass and use her as he chose.

Especially a dominant type like Connor.

She was dazed and uncomprehending,
overwhelmed by the wild, carnal nature of it all, by the flood
waves of pleasure and astonishing dark emotions. Something about
this called to her, telling her she was female, that this was what
she was for, and that she must submit.

She felt her mind melting under the scalding
waves of heat and whimpered helplessly, her body pummeled from
behind as his thick cock drove into her again and again. A kind of
pressure grew within her and had her trembling, and she felt
passion like she had never experienced. The passion created want,
created need, and she gave herself to it.

Her mind did not even consider fighting
against this, wallowing in the heat and pleasure as she surrendered
and submitted to his lust. He felt her mind swimming, flailing
helplessly in liquid heat as her body shook to the hungry, powerful
impact of his hips against her upraised buttocks.

He leaned further over her, his lips dropping
to the nape of her neck where he could kiss, chew, and suck on her
soft flesh. Then he abandoned her wrists as if knowing she was
beyond resistance and his hand slipped under her throat to squeeze
gently but firmly.

“You belong to me now,” he whispered. “I own
you! You are mine!”

He loosened his hand and she gulped in air
dazedly.

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

Tiffany gurgled dazedly, bewildered.

He tightened his hand and his voice dropped
to a low growl in her ear.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

“I-I… I’m your bitch!” she gasped in a
strangled voice

He abruptly drew back, lifting her up and
back on her knees against him. His left hand was wrapped around her
throat as his right dropped down between her legs, his fingers
stroking her clitoris.

Tiffany let out a helpless cry of pleasure,
her hips jerking spastically against him as he began to thrust
slowly into her in such a way the head of his cock rubbed firmly up
and down against the front wall of her sex as it entered her.

“Tell me you’re my slut!” he whispered into
her ear.

“I- I’m your slut!” she whimpered.

He shoved her roughly down again,
repositioning her, jerking her hips, then her shoulders before
gripping her arms and shoving them out to the sides.

“Don’t move. Stay in exactly this
position.”

There was no partnership in what they were
doing! Connor was giving her orders as if he owned her! He was
bossing her around as if he was in charge!

Because he was, she thought weakly. And given
how strong and manly he was, and how damn good he was at sex – he
deserved to be!

Her breasts felt hot and swollen as they were
crushed beneath her against the wet ground. Her bottom was raised
high, her knees spread wide, her belly pushed back as tightly as
she could get it against her thighs. It was an unmistakably
submissive position before any man. And she felt that old emotional
instinct of surrender again.

He had pulled out of her, and she felt the
head of his cock sliding up and down, up and down along the
embarrassingly wet and swollen flesh of her sex. Her hips rolled at
the sensations, heat rippling through her lower belly.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,
baby.”

Crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Ow! I-I do!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! Don’t!”

“Tell me you want my cock inside you!”

Did he expect her to actually say that!?

Crack!

“Ahh! I want your cock inside me!” she
cried.

She felt the head pressing against her,
slowly forcing up inside the lips of her sex.

Crack!

She yelped and cried out as she gripped her
hair and yanked it back. Her hands instinctively grabbed up and
back.

“Hands to your sides!” he snapped.

Tiffany gasped and thrust her arms out to her
sides again.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“P-Please fuck me, Connor!” she
whimpered.

The head of his cock pushed deeper and she
shuddered helplessly.

“Again, slut!”

She gasped at the word, but after all, wasn’t
she acting like one?

“Please fuck me, Connor!” she moaned.

His cock pushed deep and she cried out again,
then he resumed his previous stroking, his hips beginning to batter
against her upraised buttocks as he drove himself into her to the
hilt with every thrust.

She felt his right hand diving over her hip,
sliding down her abdomen, his fingers finding her clitoris. Her
voice gave way to a series of gurgling animal noises as her hips
began to buck back against him.

“Come for me, bitch! Come for me, you sexy
blonde slut!”

Tiffany surrendered and did just that, an
explosive release of passion, pleasure, and sensation tearing
through her as she cried out in wanton ecstasy. Her mind felt
battered and stunned by the force of it as her entire body seemed
to flare wildly with more and more energy.

She couldn’t think or move, and all that
existed was the steady, hard slapping of his hips against her
buttocks, the grinding of her breasts against the ground below, and
the incredible feel of his thick cock plunging into her again and
again.

Her animal sounds rose into cries of pleasure
in his hand came down around her throat again to choke them off.
She gurgled dazedly as he continued to pound her, continue to use
her body, continued to ride her through an orgasm so intense it
almost frightened her. She’d never felt anything like this before!
She’d never felt such heat or pleasure, nor had her body ever
spasmed and shook for so long.

This was something which went beyond orgasm,
something so shockingly powerful she didn’t have a name for and
wasn’t even sure she would survive.

Rapture!

A raging power possessed her, overwhelming
her mind and body and leaving her nothing but burning, trembling
flesh. Her muscles spasmed uncontrollably as her nerves crackled
with sexual electricity. It went on and on beyond anything she had
ever imagined, two or three times as long as any orgasm she’d ever
had.

And still he rode her, using her, his hips
pummeling her, his cock thrusting into her, his hands ravishing and
mauling her helpless flesh. She felt an epiphany, a sense of dazed
understanding. Nothing was better than this. Nothing she could aim
for or hope for or want could ever approach this level of pleasure
and wonder.

Surrender? If that was what she needed to do,
then that was what she was going to do. She wallowed in the
pleasure, whimpering and moaning, letting it send her mind bobbing
and tumbling like a cork in a flood tide.

He could fuck her forever as far as she was
concerned.

And he seemed intent on doing just that.

She went limp as the orgasm faded, gulping in
air as he continued to ride her. His hips struck harder, and he
paused often, grinding himself against her so that she could feel
his long, thick cock twisting around in her abdomen. He slapped her
bottom and jerked on her hair, pulling her up onto all fours now so
that he could roughly fondle her breasts.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

“I-I’m…I’m your bitch,” she moaned.

He dropped a little atop her, his chest
against her back, his right hand grasping her left breast as his
left slid around her throat. His hips ground against her and thrust
into her with a series of hard, short strokes.

“Tell me you’re my whore!”

Tiffany moaned helplessly and he tightened
his grip around her throat.

“I’m your whore!” she gasped.

He straightened up behind her, gripping her
hair again.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my bitch animal!” he
demanded.

Tiffany was bewildered, but another stinging
slap to the bottom made her yelp and obey.

“I’m your bitch animal!” she cried.

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

“Ow! I’m your bitch animal!”

He thrust harder and faster and she trembled
and moaned. He reached for her wrists and jerked them back
suddenly, pulling them back alongside her hips. Her upper body
started to fall to the ground but halted, held in place by his grip
on her wrists, jerking and trembling as he thrust into her.

“Remember who owns you, slut!”

Tiffany thought he must be crazy, but that
was a background thought of little importance. Her body was flaring
with hunger again, a dark, sensual need spiraling up rapidly until
she was caught in a fever heat. Her head was bobbing helplessly at
the end of her neck as his hips continued to pound against her and
then he abruptly shoved her upper body down against the ground once
more, riding her into another massive orgasm that shattered her
mind.

*

It was only when she heard the car starting
that she realized he was leaving.

She recognized when the hammering against her
stopped and her body went still except for her own trembling and
twitching. She thought he must’ve come, but was too battered and
dazed to inquire or really even care.

As she regained control of her breathing and
her mind started to function on something above the instinctual
level once again she twisted her head around to see his car backing
out through the gap in the hedges. She felt a moment of utter
confusion, then outrage as she slowly pushed herself up onto her
knees and half turned towards where he now disappeared.

He had tossed her purse, and dress out onto
the grass before leaving. There was no sign of her underwear
though. Then again he had torn her panties.

It suddenly occurred to her that she was
naked save for the boots, out on her front lawn in the middle of
the day, her skin wet and covered in bits of grass. She managed to
pull herself to her feet and stagger over, grabbed her dress,
pulling it up against her for as she scooped up her purse and
stumbled towards the door.

With her mind awakening, she felt a wild
kaleidoscope of emotions sweeping through her. Anger and
indignation, shame and embarrassment, outrage and fear. And then
there was the amazement at her own behavior, at letting him do
that, at letting him treat her like that. And right on her front
lawn! Had any of the neighbors seen or heard? What if one of her
family had come home just that!?

Had she lost her mind?! And Connor Hodges,
that… That pig! That animal! Saying things like that to her and
making her say them, and then just leaving when he had his
satisfaction! Leaving her naked on her lawn!

There were no words bad enough for him! Nor
for her. She was all the words that he had called her! She had let
a scruffy punk like Connor Hodges take her clothes off and use her
like a whore and then he had cast her away once he was done with
her. He had treated her like a… whore!

And why not? She had to act like one. How
could she have been so weak!? How could she have been so stupid!?
How could she have been such a slut!?

She stumbled up the stairs to her room with
all this churning within her mind, but behind it all still lay the
overwhelming intensity of those monstrous orgasms, and that burning
pleasure and passion she had felt. Even now, she felt shellshocked,
stunned at just how incredible she had been made to feel.
And she knew something else.

No matter how degrading and outrageous that
had been she wanted more of it. The intensity of the passion she
had felt had been like nothing she had experienced in her life
before. It was like truly being alive for the first time. Like
letting go and breaking free of… something. She didn't know what
and she didn't know why. But she knew she had to experience it
again somehow.

And she didn't think she was going to
experience it with Todd. The idea of asking Todd to act towards her
the way Connor had barely crossed her mind. He would be confused,
critical of her, and do a halfhearted job at best. He’d probably
think there was something wrong with her. And her request would be
so outrageous he would probably mention it to his friends.

No, if she was going to feel that way again,
it was going to be with Connor, or at least someone else much like
Connor. That was frustrating, to say the least.

She looked at herself in the mirror,
baffled. She tried to understand what exactly had been such an
incredible turn-on about the way he had treated her. He had been
rude, crude, overbearing, insulting, and basically manhandled her
as if she had no choice or say in anything. He had taken control
from the start and toyed with her.

Such arrogance!

She certainly didn’t believe that arrogance
was a turn-on. So what was it? Perhaps if he had stuck around long
enough they could’ve talked, maybe arrived at some kind of mutual
understanding. Maybe arrange for another such interlude. Or had he,
now that he’d gotten what he wanted, simply left because he had no
further interest in her?

She was crestfallen at the thought.

Well, she had an excuse to get in touch with
him again. He had destroyed her panties and left with her bra. She
could demand compensation. Or at least get the bra back. She wasn’t
entirely certain how to get in touch with him, but she knew that
others from high school would know.

Of course, she had to do something about Todd
now. Both of them knew that this relationship was going to come to
an end soon. She half thought Todd was stringing her along because
he wanted sex until he left for college in the fall. But now she
was going to have to end their relationship. Otherwise she risked
him finding out about her and Connor and then telling everybody
what a whore she was.

Her friends wouldn’t approve of Connor, to
begin with. They would approve much less if she was cheating on
Todd. And Todd was such a drama queen, he would definitely make the
most of it by playing the wounded lover. It would probably also
free him, in his mind, from his need to keep quiet about certain
sexual things.

Thank God she had never let him have any
fully naked pictures of her.

She showered, wincing a bit as her fingers
caressed the line of her sex. Connor had been so big! And she had
felt him so high up inside her! She thought she could still
remember the feel of his big hands on her hips as he used her, and
her scalp still ached a little from his constantly pulling at her
hair.

No wonder he had made her say she was his
bitch. He had certainly treated her as if she was!

She had her first inkling of a thought, then.
Could that possibly be related to how wild and passionate things
had gotten? He had been like an animal! And he had basically used
her as if she was too. Did that have something to do with it?

Because now that she considered it, that had
been the strangest sex she had ever had in that she had not done
anything, or even said anything. It had all been him. She had ceded
all control to him because he had seemed to demand it. She had just
been along for the ride.

So to speak!

But she had abandoned everything about the
way she usually behaved during lovemaking. She had done nothing to
flatter him, and not caressed or touched him, because he apparently
didn’t want her to. She did not pose her body in any way that he
had not made her pose it. She hadn’t suggested anything, or shifted
positions because it had seemed that that was what he was
doing.

She had been, in other words, entirely
passive. It was unlike her, but on the other hand, she could see
the advantages of simply laying back and receiving whatever
pleasure he could deliver to her. Put that way, it sounded like she
was in charge. And it was his duty to pleasure her! She liked that
a lot better.

Of course, that only worked if the man
involved knew what he was doing. But then Connor obviously did. His
kissing was amazing. As was his oral sex. He was a man who knew how
to use his hands too! Not to mention other body parts!

Of course, he hadn’t simply let her lay there
but had moved her around, often rather roughly, and his voice had
been very bossy! Not to mention rude and insulting. That didn’t
really go very well with the idea that she was simply trying to
pleasure her. No, he had definitely been posing and positioning her
for his own pleasure.

The things he had said confused her. He had
said she was his now, which was incredibly arrogant but it seemed
to presume that she belonged to him in some way. That didn’t
exactly go well with his slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am backing out of
the driveway as soon as he was done behavior.

Which was just as well, she supposed. If he
thought that she belonged to him in some way just because she had
let him have sex with her, he was obviously mentally ill. And he
knew she had a boyfriend, so what was up with that? It didn’t seem
like the sort of thing you said in the spur of the moment during
passionate sex.

But then again what did she know? That was
the first really passionate sex she’d ever had. It was also the
first time she’d ever had an orgasm while a guy was having
intercourse with her. Fucking me, she corrected to herself in
irritation. Todd had been able to do it through oral sex, but no
other way.

Connor Hodges was going to be a puzzle she
would have to work on. His rough, wild, I’m the bull and you’re the
heifer routine had been exciting but it wasn’t exactly the basis
for a relationship. And if she was going to continue seeing him
they had to establish some sort of relationship.

Oh, he couldn’t be her boyfriend. They just
didn’t have enough in common. Besides, he wasn’t exactly her type.
But she could have some sort of side deal with him, fuck buddies,
so to speak. The problem was they weren’t buddies to begin with.
They weren’t anything.

And what kind of guy tells you he owns you?!
She was wary of that. Uncertain just how crazy he might be. It just
seemed a very strange thing to say to her while he was having sex
with her.
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She didn’t work the next day and decided to
use her time productively by working on her tan. The tall hedges
which offered some privacy in the front yard were also present in
the back, which gave her complete privacy around her family’s
inground swimming pool.

Because of that, when she was virtually
certain nobody was going to be coming home unexpectedly, she
preferred to tan naked. Of course, she had to be very careful about
how she tanned. She didn’t want her fair skin to get burned, and it
didn’t look very well with her golden blonde hair if she tanned too
much.

So just like everything else in life she did,
tanning was a carefully measured task. Neither too much nor too
little would do.

She was lying back on the chaise lounge, eyes
closed, when a brief sound alerted her to something. She had an
instant of shock as she realized there was someone there beside
her, someone who sat down on the chaise lounge at the same time as
their hand closed around her throat.

Fortunately, her heart was in good condition.
Otherwise, she might’ve had a heart attack! She jerked violently
and screamed, but the scream was closed off by his hand closing
more firmly around her throat. She grabbed at his wrists,
panicking, and then realized in the next instant that it was Connor
Hodges.

He was sitting there calmly, looking down at
her, no real expression on his face.

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

Tiffany stared at him in disbelief for long
seconds, feeling a wild array of emotions, including outrage,
anger, and relief. He definitely deserved a tongue lashing for
this! But that didn’t seem likely until he let go of her throat.
And her hands were not going to accomplish that.

She dropped her hands to her sides, feeling a
flush spread down her face to her chest as he looked down at her
and eased his grip.

“Raise your knees,” he ordered.

Tiffany was baffled but obeyed, putting her
feet flat on the lounge.

She gasped as his hand tightened around her
throat.

“Higher, slut.”

She glared at him indignantly but a jolt of
dark heat swept through her and she raised her knees high, pulling
them back.

“Now spread them wide.”

Another jolt swept through her and she slowly
let her knees fall apart as she looked up at him.

He reached down and gripped her right hand,
taking it and drawing it in and down until it was over her sex.
Then he separated out her index and ring finger and squeezed the
rest back against her palm. He drew those two fingers down along
the line of her sex, sliding them up and down repeatedly then
focusing on the top of her sex over her clitoris.

Tiffany’s mind began to squirm and the heat
was suddenly sweeping through her.

“Keep rubbing,” he said in a low growl.

He drew his hand back and Tiffany uncertainly
continued rubbing at her clitoris as he watched her. Her mind
squirmed even more, aware that she was effectively masturbating
before him. That was not something she had ever done in front of
anyone before.

He turned and looked at the yard and back at
her.

“Nice place,” he said. “Always wanted to have
a pool.”

He finally released her neck, standing up and
peeling his T-shirt up and off.

Tiffany felt a rush of very feminine
appreciation at his well-muscled body and wide shoulders. His arms
looked impressively strong.

“Did I tell you to stop?” he growled.

She gulped and continued rubbing her
clitoris, and then flushed angrily at obeying him, then glared at
him. He had just arrived and she was already instantly confused by
him.

“How did you get in here?” she demanded.

“Hopped the fence.”

He pushed his sweatpants and underwear down
and off and stood up naked. This completely silenced her and made
her mind sputter to a halt, briefly. She had never been with a guy
with a body as good as his. Todd had a sleek, swimmer’s body. But
Connor was muscular, broad-shouldered, slim-hipped, and had a
ridiculously large cock.

He was also lightly-haired, which she thought
sexy, much to her surprise. Todd had always shaved all over his
body here except for a little around his groin. Looking at Connor,
she now thought his dusting of hair looked more manly.

His cock was not hard yet, which she found
vaguely insulting. Here he was standing before her, and she was
naked, and basically masturbating, and he wasn’t hard yet?! What
was wrong with him? Then he turned and walked away from her, going
over to the pool and diving in.

Now she definitely felt insulted. What kind
of a guy turns away from a beautiful naked girl masturbating to go
and jump in the pool? In her experience guys were so excited to see
her that they would’ve ignored the end of the world if it meant
taking their eyes off her beautiful body.

And she liked it that way!

She stood up uncertainly, wondering what she
ought to do now. It would serve him right if she just went inside
and closed and locked the door! She had to seem casual in whatever
she did. Going back to tanning was a bit too casual. Running over
there and jumping in with him was too eager.

So instead she strolled over beside the pool,
trying to appear confident and casual in her nudity. She wasn’t
really used to being naked around people, though. Especially guys!
Yes, she had sex with guys before, but mostly the naked part had
been in bed or in cars or someplace closed in. She wasn’t used to
just walking around naked where there was anyone around. Especially
outside.

“You can be arrested for breaking into
people’s places, you know,” she said.

“Did I tell you you could stop rubbing
yourself?”

She blushed hotly. “You don’t get to tell me
what to do, Connor Hodges!”

“Oh yes, I do. I own you. You belong to
me.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I don’t belong to
anyone. And maybe you have forgotten that I have a boyfriend.”

He climbed out of the pool, looking extremely
impressive as the water flooded down his powerfully built body. She
gasped that his hand shot up quickly and closed around her throat
again. She grabbed at his wrists instinctively then dropped her
arms to her sides, her heart beating rapidly as her pulse began to
race.

She had meant to talk to him about this
business of grabbing her neck! That would be one of the first
things they talked about!

He pushed her back a bit and then pushed down
so that she sank to her knees before him. Her eyes dropped
instinctively to his groin and saw that his cock was stirring,
starting to thicken and rise.

“Sit on your heels,” he said.

Tiffany gulped anxiously but obeyed as he
released her throat.

“Spread your knees wide.”

He was posing her again, she realized. But
heat rolled through her again and she obeyed.

“Put your hands behind your neck and arch her
back. Show me how beautiful your tits are.”

She flushed indignantly but again obeyed as
another rush of heat swept over her. Posing like this before him
was so… outrageous! She wasn’t sure if it was the act of a
narcissist or an exhibitionist. It was exciting, though, but not
something she would ever have done because of her fears of how the
guy she was with would have responded. But given Connor had told
her to do it, he could hardly blame her for showing off.

He released his hold on her neck and moved
behind her, and then across the yard to where he left his
clothes.

“Don’t move,” he cast over his shoulder.

“You sure are bossy,” she said. “I’m not sure
what reason you think you have to think you get to tell me what to
do, but I assure you that you don’t. I am my own person. And I
decide what I do and when I do it.”

He came up behind her again and caressed her
by the hair. Tiffany yelped and grabbed at her hair as he pulled it
sharply up and forward, dumping her forward onto the lawn.

“Crawl,” he ordered.

Tiffany didn’t have a lot of choices! She had
to hurry and crawl forward to ease the stinging pull on her
scalp!

“Ow! Connor! Stop pulling my hair!”

“You don’t tell me what to do, baby. I tell
you. You’re my bitch remember?”

He halted and then pushed downwards.

“I am not!”

“Chest on the ground, ass in the air, just
like yesterday. I’m sure you haven’t forgotten.”

She most certainly hadn’t! And, flustered,
she assumed the position almost automatically, as he knelt next to
her, tightening his grip on her hair.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slut.”

“Ow! Don’t you call me a slut!”

Crack!

“I’ll call you anything I want to. You belong
to me, after all. Hands outstretched before you.”

Tiffany squawked in protest but obeyed and
after a moment he released her hair and eased up and back on his
knees. She felt his hand sliding down along her spine, over her
buttocks, and then in between her thighs. His fingers caressed the
line of her sex, and she shuddered as they found her swollen little
button.

“Face forward, don’t move.”

Tiffany obeyed, feeling the thrum of sexual
heat building up within her, eyes wide as his fingers stroked her.
She felt a long, rough finger pushing into her body and sliding
deep, and a second joining it.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

She felt the dark ripple of something wild at
his words.

“I-I… won’t say any such thing!”

“Why not? It’s true.”

His finger twisted and turned inside her, and
then another began to stroke against her clitoris.

“The only way you’re going to get what you
want is to obey me,” he said.

“And w-what makes you think you know what I
want, C-Connor Hodges!?” she gasped.

“You want my cock inside you. That’s not much
of a guess.”

He was certainly correct. But there was no
way she was going to admit that to him.

Denying it would sound stupid, however.

She felt something strange, metallic,
pressing against the back of her leg just below the knee, pressing
it down against the ground.

“What is that…?”

His hand quickly came down on the back of her
neck. “Face forward, slut.”

“Stop calling me that! I am not a slut!”

Crack! “All women are sluts. Sluts in
their heart, even if they aren’t in reality.”

Crack! “They all want to be sluts in
reality, too. They just need to be shown the way.”

“I suppose you’re going to show me how to be
a slut!?” she exclaimed caustically.

Crack! “You bet I am.”

“Ow! Stop that!”

Crack!

“No.”

She felt something else pressing against her
ankle, then against the back of her leg on her other side and
against the ankle there as well. Connor moved forward, taking his
hand off the back of her neck, and threw a group of U-shaped
metallic objects onto the grass before her. They looked like the
croquet wickets they used when they were playing croquet.

He separated her arms and pressed one of the
wickets down over her right wrist, easily pushing it through the
ground until the top was pressed firmly against the top of her
wrist.

“Are you crazy? What are you even
doing?!”

He pressed another wicket down over her left
wrist, then pressed more down along her arms, pinning them to the
ground. Tiffany was fairly sure she could get out of them, though
she was in an awkward position and not able to bring any leverage
to bear. But she couldn’t simply move and pull free, not with him
watching. Not unless he let her.

“You got any beer in the house?” he asked as
he stood up.

“Of course, there’s beer in the house. It
doesn’t mean you can have any! Let me out from these!”

He turned and wandered into the house through
the open back door and she stared after him indignantly. He was
clearly at least a little crazy. She stared along her arms at the
croquet wickets and then tried to pull her arms free. It wasn’t as
easy as she had assumed. The best way would be to simply pull her
arm straight back, but she couldn’t do that because of her
position.

She should have been able to pull her legs
up, but her knees were spread so wide they didn’t have much power
to them. After some struggling, it slowly dawned on her that she
was actually pinned firmly in place like this! He had pushed the
wickets in very firmly indeed. She could probably still get out,
but they would scrape her arms painfully.

She felt a strange rush of emotion at that.
It was absolutely outrageous to be pinned to the ground like this
naked in this obscene position! Imagine if someone else showed up!
What did she even know about Connor Hodges? Maybe he did in fact
intend to bring over a bunch of his friends. She imagined them all
coming in behind her laughing and pulling their pants down, getting
ready to… to… ravish her senselessly!

She was completely helpless like this!
Helpless and displayed!

She glanced at the house. What was he doing
there!? Was he robbing them or something!?

What an insane situation she was in!

He came out of the house again, a beer in
hand. He sauntered casually over and then knelt behind her.

“What a beautiful sight,” he said.

His fingers caressed her once more and she
shuddered involuntarily.

“And are you going to do anything about it?”
she growled.

“Why? You want my cock inside you?”

“Isn’t that why you positioned me like
this?”

“I can fuck you in any number of
positions.”

“Do you have to be so crude?”

Crack! “Yes.”

His fingers pushed against her again, too,
then three pushed deep inside her. They pumped slowly in and out,
twisting and turning, slick not only with her own inner juices but
the sunscreen she had used on her body. Fortunately, she belatedly
recalled, it was a very natural, vegetable-juice-based
sunscreen.

“You have a nice, tight cunt.”

“And you are crude!”

Crack!

“You’re my slut, remember? You said so
yesterday.”

“You made me!”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“You said it because you want it to be
true.”

His fingers stroked along her clitoris and
she felt her lower body quiver and jerk as her muscles spasmed.

“D-Don’t be ridiculous!”

His fingers drew back and then something else
pushed against her, something smoother, harder, rounded but…
Getting wider the deeper he pushed it. It stretched out the lips of
her sex, as it pushed through and she felt the pressure growing as
she turned her head from side to side.

“What is that! When you putting in me!”

“Since I own you, I can put anything inside
you I want to. Anywhere inside you I want to put it. You belong to
me, remember, slut?”

“Aagh! Connor! Oh, please! It’s too big!”

“You can take a fencepost back there, you hot
little blonde slut. Being fucked by big cocks is what blondes were
designed for.”

The thing slid slowly into her body,
stretching out the walls of her sex in the same way as her foot and
leg did when she slipped them into her stockings or pantyhose. She
could feel herself being spread wide, her flesh taut around
whatever he was pushing into her body.

His finger started rubbing at her clitoris
once again and she shuddered and trembled, her pussy starting to
adapt to the thickness of whatever it was she was feeling. She
presumed it was some kind of sex toy, though he hadn’t seemed the
type.

But why was he using a sex toy when his cock
was dangling there right beside her, almost completely hard. And
she would certainly be able to make it as hard as he needed with
just a few seconds' touch of her hands or mouth.

“Does yours work anymore?” she taunted
him.

She winced as he slapped her bottom
again.

“Stop slapping my butt!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Make me.”

“Bastard!”

Crack! You better learn to show more
respect for your master, baby.”

Master!? What the hell was he talking
about!?

“You’re not my master!” she exclaimed.

“Of course I am. You’re my little sex
slave.”

Waves of heat rolled through her at his
words. She felt the breath catching in her throat and shuddered as
he pushed whatever that thing was even deeper into her abdomen. It
felt like the thickest dildo she had ever imagined and she squirmed
and moaned as it filled her beyond anything she could remember.

“Say yes master,” he said.

What a wicked, kinky, perverted imagination
he had, she thought excitedly. She supposed she disapproved, too,
but his words were so outrageous that they made her burn with an
even more intense heat.

“Ungh! Oh! Uhh! I-It’s too big!”

He ignored her and pushed it deeper, and she
felt the straining lips of her sex starting to close, to narrow,
pressure easing. They didn’t close entirely, though. Whatever he
had pushed into her was still protruding a little.

His fingers stroked skillfully across her
clitoris and given how full she felt, how deep the thing was lodged
within her, the sensations seemed to be redoubled as they swept
through her body. Her hips began to roll convulsively against them
as she gulped in air.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“N-No!” she gasped breathlessly.

He drew his hands back and then picked up the
beer and walked back to the chaise lounge she had originally been
sitting on and sat down and take a swig of beer.

She rolled her head towards him in disbelief,
her body filled with sexual pressure.

It doesn’t really matter! she thought
frantically.

“All right! I will!” she cried.

“Say it then,” he called.”

“Can’t you come closer?”

“I can hear you from here if you’re loud
enough.”

“What if the neighbors hear!?”

He smirked and stood up, then sauntered back
to stand before her. Tiffany rolled her eyes up at him, face
red.

“I love cock,” she said.

He dropped to his knees beside her and she
gasped as she felt pressure on the base of whatever it was he had
pushed into her.

“Say it with more emotion, slut.”

“Ahhh! I love cock!”

He leaned over her, gripping her hair and
jerking it back sharply as he brought his lips down next to her
ear

“Tell me you love cock more than anything in
the world. Say it, slut!”

“I-I love cock more than anything in the
world!” she moaned.

His fingers stroked rapidly against her
clitoris and her hips jerked convulsively.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he
growled.

“I… do! I want… I want your cock inside
me!”

She cried out as he twisted his fingers in
her hair.

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

Tiffany trembled and whimpered
helplessly.

“Beg for it, sex slave,” he taunted.

“Please!” she moaned

“Beg for it, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me!” she asked, her mind melting
under the heat.

“Master,” he whispered. “Call me master.”

“Master,” she moaned.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,
slut.”

“I- I want your cock inside me… Master!”

“Beg me to fuck you, slave slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she moaned
helplessly.

“Doesn’t sound like you want it that badly,
slave girl. You need to put more emotion into it,” he said.

He leaned forward and tugged the croquet
wickets from the ground one by one but only along her right arm.
When her arm was free, he drew her arm back and down along her side
and then pulled her fingers in and out along her abdomen till she
could feel the straining lips of her sex.

She could feel whatever it was protruding
from her body. It was rounded and felt much narrower than what was
inside her. It didn’t feel metallic or plastic or rubber. What on
earth was it!? Then he began to rub the pads of her fingers against
her clitoris and she shuddered and began rubbing herself.

He drew back and she rubbed frantically, the
heat pouring over her, knowing he was kneeling there watching,
knowing she was putting on an obscene display. That was both
embarrassing and darkly exciting as the pleasure and passion grew
rapidly more intense and she began to grind her hips desperately
back against her stroking fingers.

The orgasm took her and she cried out in
wonder and heat, her fingers a blur as they stroked wildly against
her burning little button and her hips rolled and bucked back
against whatever was penetrating her. She barely noticed his hand
moving upwards alongside her in the air, though she rolled her eyes
to one side realized he was holding his phone pointed at her.

The peak of the orgasm was too powerful to
care. Her entire body seem to be burning up as a tremendous wave of
pressure exploded through her and she lost control of her muscles
to shake and tremble and gurgle in mindless pleasure.

Even as the orgasm started to fade he was
pulling the wickets up from her legs, then her other arm. As the
orgasm faded and she felt the exhausting languor of its afterglow
she watched him tying a rough cord around her wrist. Her eyes were
glassy and she gulped in air. She hardly thought about it as he
threw her arm around him back behind her then gripped her other and
drew the wrists up and back across each other at the small of her
back.
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She rolled over onto her side as he stood up
and wandered back to the chair to sit down and watch. She lay there
for a minute, chest heaving, realizing that he had tied her wrist
together behind her back. She gazed down the length of her still
glistening body and saw what protruded from the lips of her sex was
green and round and realized it was a cucumber.

He had put a whole cucumber inside her!

She stared at it in astonishment, wondering
why he would do that, and then how he had done it.

He was crazy. That seemed to explain
everything.

She rolled onto her side facing him, still
gasping for breath.

“You put a fucking cucumber in me!” she
groaned.

“I knew you wanted something big and hard.
All sex slaves do. Now come here. I want to feel your lips wrapped
around my cock.”

What an outrageous bastard he was! And yet
she felt somewhat in awe of him, rather than resentful. Confidence
that powerful was something to see. She rose awkwardly to her
knees, something not easily done given her wrists were tied up.

“Why did you tie me up?”

“Because you’re a sex slave. Sex slaves
should be tied up.”

“You’re a pervert.”

“Sex slaves who disrespect their masters get
punished,” he said.

He got up and walked over to her and gripped
her hair sharply and forced her back down onto her stomach on the
lawn.

“Hey!”

“I want you to crawl there, sex slave.”

“Are you crazy?!”

“Probably. In the meantime I want you to
crawl there on your belly. If you do it properly maybe I’ll let you
have a taste of my cock.”

His order was astonishing.

“No way!” she cried.

“You sure of that?”

She saw him swinging something back-and-forth
in his hand. It looked like a thin length of rope or cord about
three feet long.

He swung it down across her bottom and she
yelped.

“Ow! That’s stings!”

“Better do what you’re told them, sex
slave.”

“I am not… Your… Sex slave! Ow! Connor! Quit!
Ow! That hurts! Ow! Quit it!”

He put his foot down her back when she tried
to rise and swept the thing down across her bottom several times
and she yelped and squirmed helplessly.

“All right! Okay! Quit it!”

He grinned and moved back and Tiffany,
gulping in air and started to squirm across the lawn towards him.
Her face reddened as she moved, her breasts being squeezed and
mashed against the grass below as her legs worked awkwardly to push
her forward.

He walked back to the patio and picked up one
of the lawn chairs then carried it forward to the edge of the lawn
and set it down to sit in place and watch. Under his eyes, Tiffany
squirmed across the lawn, feeling strange, darker, more degraded,
and outraged. And yet the wild, dark, animal heat pulsed more and
more powerfully inside her.

She made it up to where he sat, face and
chest red, gulping in air under the hot sun, not at all sure what
she was doing here or what he wanted her to do. She felt all
scrambled up in her head. She cried out as he reached down and
filled his fists with her hair, using it to drag her up to her
knees before him.

He pulled her face in against his groin then
filled his other hand with her breast and squeezed.

“Spread your legs wide, slave girl!” he
barked.

Tiffany gasped and obeyed as his fingers
kneaded her breast softly.

He abandoned it and drew her head up, lifting
his cock and rubbing the swollen head around and over her lips.

“Look what I have for you, sex slave.”

Tiffany moaned dazedly and he pushed the head
through her lips, rubbing it up and down against her tongue before
drawing it back.

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”

“I-I love cock,” she gasped.

He jerked his fingers in her hair.

“You forgot to say master,” he barked.

He leaned forward and slapped her bottom
sharply. “Say it, slave girl.”

“Master! Master!” Tiffany cried.

He pulled her mouth in against his balls as
he spread his legs wide. “Suck them, slave slut.”

He was definitely insane,” Tiffany thought
dazedly. But she obeyed him. She sucked his balls into her mouth,
moaning around them as she licked and sucked, rolling her eyes up
to where his own dark eyes looked down at her.

He jerked her mouth back a little.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Master!” she gasped.

This was so sick and kinky, she thought, but
darkly thrilling.

He pulled her mouth back onto his balls and
she licked and sucked weakly.

He had her lick her way up and down the shaft
of his thick cock, and pushed it slowly into her mouth. Pumping it
in and out slowly, her lips tightening around the shaft as she
sucked and licked.

“Tell me you love my cock, slut.”

“I-I love your cock, Master,” she gulped.

He pulled her mouth back onto his cock,
gripping her thick blonde hair in both hands now as he pulled her
down to the point she gurgled weakly as the head of his cock
threatened to enter her throat. She instinctively drew back and he
let her and shifted his grip on her hair as he took his cock in
hand.

He pulled her head up and rubbed his slick
cockhead across her lips and face.

“This is your life now, sex slave. You care
about nothing in the world so much as pleasing this cock. Tell me
you love my cock.”

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

He pulled her down onto his cock again, and
this time with both hands in her hair his cock pushed up into her
throat. Her body jerked convulsively as she instinctively tried to
jerk back, but he was far stronger and her lips slid down further
and further as the head of his cock moved deep into her throat.

“Every inch, slut. You think you’re going to
get away with anything but deep throating me? I know you can deep
throat. The boyfriend brags to everybody about it.”

Tiffany was too busy coping with the sudden
thick spear of flesh in her throat to really consider his words
very much. Her lower body twisted and thrashed as he jammed her
head down until her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft.
She gurgled and coughed and fought not to gag as her wrists pulled
frantically against whatever was tying them together.

But he was correct. She did know how to deep
throat. She had just never deep throated anything this thick, nor
had she prepared for it. And always before, she controlled how deep
it went, and how long it stayed there. Now she had no control at
all and was starting to panic. Her head pounded and her chest
started to burn as she wriggled and writhed in place, ignoring his
slap to her bottom.

He pulled her up and off and she gulped in
deep, ragged breaths of air even as he closed his hand around her
throat.

“Are you disobeying your master?” he demanded
sternly.

He stood up, his hand still around her
throat, forcing her back and to the side until she was backed
against a post that supported an overhead roof. He gathered all her
hair up in a single rough, thick mass above her head and then
leaned forward and drove his cock into her open mouth as she gulped
in air.

He buried his cock in her mouth and throat,
ground himself against her face, and then started to thrust slowly
in and out.

Tiffany squirmed there against the post,
gurgling and gasping wetly as his cock moved up and down her
stunned throat. Panic was wearing off, and her ability to cope with
his big cock was increasing, but she was still overwhelmed by it
all.

There was little she could do other than cope
with her own reaction as he thrust in and out of her mouth and
throat. At least until he pulled free and then she could suck in
deep, desperate breaths of air.

He dropped to his knees before her, letting
her hair spill down around her face as he gripped her throat once
again. He moved his own face within inches of hers and kissed her
roughly before drawing back.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he said.

He slapped her face lightly.

“I’m your bitch!” she gasped hoarsely.

He slapped her face again “Master.”

“I’m your bitch, Master,” she gasped.

His hand dropped down between her thighs and
his fingers stroked her clitoris sending an instant pulse of heat
and sensation up through her body.

“Tell me you’re my bitch slut,” he
demanded.

“I’m your bitch slut, Master!” she
moaned.

He gripped her hair again and pulled her
aside so she tumbled onto her left shoulder on the lawn, then he
dragged her several feet in as she squealed in pain before dropping
her there and sinking to his knees before her. He gripped her legs
and roughly spread them up and apart and then slid forward, his
forearms holding her thighs wide as his tongue began to lick
furiously at her clitoris.

The dazed Tiffany lay on her back, chest
heaving, gulping in air and staring up at the sky. At first, she
cared about little other than being able to breathe freely, but
once that elementary need was satisfied she felt a sense of relief.
She groaned as she lay still, more than content to simply lay there
on her bound wrists as he attended to her.

She still ached inside from the thick
cucumber he had shoved up inside her. The lips of her sex were
still swollen and stretched around the base, and her clitoris
responded quickly to his attention.

It took very little time before her hips were
rolling uncontrollably up against his licking tongue and sucking
lips. The heat and hunger and pleasure spread up through her body
and into her mind like an intoxicating drug.

She moaned dazedly, eyes glassy as her
muscles spasmed, causing her to writhe and arch in place before
him. His hands slid up her body and squeezed her breasts, kneading
them skillfully and working the tips of his fingers against her
nipples so that they burned like fire.

Suddenly he halted, rising up, gripping her
legs and roughly flipping her onto her belly. He spread her legs
and then slid his body up atop her so that she could feel his
erection sliding back-and-forth between her still-slippery
buttocks.

He slipped his hand around her throat again,
lifting her head up and back as he chewed in beneath her
earlobe.

“Slut,” he whispered. “You’re my slut now,
baby. I own you. I can do anything I want to you.”

Tiffany moaned dazedly, gasping around the
tight grip of his fingers on her neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut. Say it.”

“I’m… I’m your… your slut, Master,” she
gasped.

“Again, sex slave!”

“I’m your… slut, Master!”

She felt the thick, now oily head of his cock
pressing down against her wrinkled back opening. It prodded and
pushed, and then slowly sank down, stretching her wider and wider
as she trembled and moaned.

“Oh! Oh, God! Oh please!” she gasped.

He tightened his grip on her throat.

“Say it, sex slave!”

“I’m your… your slut, master! Oh, God!”

“Tell me you’re my fuck toy.”

Tiffany coughed as he eased his grip, his
hips starting to rise and fall now as he pumped slowly.

“I’m your fuck-toy,” she moaned weakly. “Oh!
Oh slowly, please!”

He tightened his grip again and her eyes
bulged.

“Did you forget the call me master,
slut?”

“Master,” she gurgled.

His cock pushed deeper and deeper, as he
pumped in and out, and then he forced his other hand down under her
hip, and her abdomen, his fingers searching for and finding her
clitoris.

Tiffany found herself overwhelmed again,
waves of sensation sweeping through her body and mind as she
trembled and shook below him. His cock plunged deeper and deeper,
to the point she felt cramps in her abdomen. But his fingers were
stroking her clitoris to send frothing white liquid heat right up
through her body and into her overpowered mind.

Her mind began to sink into a strange sense
of acceptance, tuning out all thoughts but the immediate sensations
she was experiencing. That dark, animal heat took hold of her
again, a feverish heat that absorbed all sensation, that drew upon
it for power. And when the orgasm hit, that power was released in a
massive wave that had her crying out louder and louder until his
fingers closed around her throat again.

Her head felt like it might explode,
literally. Her body shook violently as if in a fit. Her muscles
spasmed wildly, her hips trying to thrust up and back against his
cock as he drove into her with the beginnings of real force.

The intensity of the storm of pleasure turned
her into little more than an unthinking, uncaring animal,
responding only to instincts. Pride, dignity, inhibitions,
consequences, all of that was cast aside. Nothing mattered but the
moment, and the heat and pleasure tearing through her body and
mind.

When it was over, she stared through slitted
eyes at the grass below, uncaring as he shifted back, his hands
gripping her hips and jerking them into the air to position her in
the same submissive and open pose as he had before.

His cock moved in and out of her in a steady
stroke, aching as he plunged it deep. Then his hips finally began
to make contact with her buttocks, and his hands jerked back on her
hips as he increased the power of his thrusts.

This ground Tiffany’s breasts and chin
back-and-forth against the grass, but she once again barely noticed
much less care. Her mind was gripped by the languorous afterglow of
orgasm, barely conscious or caring about what was going on around
her. She grunted and gasped with every thrust but otherwise ignored
them, ignored him as he used her body to sate his own pleasure.

Crack!

The slap made her wince and started to draw
her out of her dazed state.

Crack!

“Sex slave,” he growled.

Crack!

“Oh!” she whimpered.

“Slave bitch.”

Crack!

“Ow!” she moaned.

“Fuck toy.”

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he demanded.

“I’m your… your slave... I mean… I mean… I’m
your bitch, master,” she moaned.

Crack! He leaned forward and gripped
her hair yanking it back sharply.

“Tell me you’re my cunt!” he ordered.

“I’m your c-cunt, master!”

He yanked harder.

“Again, slut!”

“I’m your cunt, master!” she cried
weakly.

He slapped her bottom and yanked at her hair
as his hips began to slap more heavily against her buttocks.

“Again, sex slave!”

“I’m your cunt, master!”

His cock impaled her again and again and her
body shook and shuddered as his hips struck with more power. The
impact sent echoes through her lower body and resonated upward. Her
breasts were throbbing when they were ground against the grass
below, her nipples crackling.

He drew back and roughly flipped her onto her
side then onto her back again before lifting her legs up and back.
He plunged back into her ass, his body coming down atop her as he
forced her ankles back over her shoulders. He let his weight crush
her in half as his hips started to rise and fall again. His cock
speared into her with deep, powerful strokes as she stared dazedly
up at him.

“I own you, sex slave.”

He crushed her lips with his, his hand going
around her throat, his hips rising and falling as he sent his cock
stabbing into her again and again.

Tiffany sank back into the dark heat of
sensation and helpless acceptance. She gurgled weakly, eyes glassy,
surrendering to the heat and passion and sensation that were
sweeping through her. Another orgasm tore what was left of her mind
apart, and she wallowed in it, unthinking, uncaring, glorying in
the pleasure.

When he finished, he simply left her there,
got up and dove into the pool to cool down. She was still laying on
her back, legs splayed when he climbed out, took her towel to dry
off, then pulled on his jeans. He went inside and got another beer,
then came down and sat down again on the patio beneath the
overhanging roof.

“Come here, slut. Crawl to me.”

It didn’t even seem like an outrageous demand
anymore. Tiffany felt more than a little shellshocked and stunned
by it all. She simply did as he told her, wriggling slowly across
the lawn on her belly until she was next to him.

“A slut like you must have a dildo. Where is
it?”

She told him, hardly thinking whether she
should not. He went inside again, and by the time he returned she
was starting to get her mind back together again. She rose off her
belly to sit on her heels there at the edge of the patio, still on
the grass gripped by a sense of confused amazement.

When he came back he had the dildo she hid in
the box at the back of her closet, but also the vibrator which she
never really used.

“You forgot to tell me about this, sex
slave.”

“I-I never use that.”

He put them on the table beside him then
picked up that length of cord he had used earlier to slice across
her bottom and gripped her by the hair.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped.

He raised her to her feet and pushed her back
against the post and swept the cord around her throat, then reached
up behind her head to tie it around the post further up. He picked
up the vibrator and another, shorter cord, and tied it to her inner
thigh with the tip pressed up against her sex.

“Oh, please!” she moaned. “That doesn’t
excite me or anything. It’s too powerful. It’s just very
uncomfortable!”

He turned it on and then sat down again to
take a swig from the beer.

“You got some kind of fucking body,” he said,
looking her up and down. “Every guy in this city wants to fuck your
brains out. And you were wasting it on that Todd asshole.”

Tiffany looked down her body in dismay,
wincing at the powerful vibrations the device was delivering to her
already hypersensitive little button.

“Please turn that off,” she whined.

“I would have, but you forgot to say master.
So now you have to be punished for being a bad little sex
slave.”

She flushed at his words. “I’m not a sex
slave,” she said sulkily.

“Want me to pinch your nipples? Tell me
you’re my sex slave.”

She frowned at him. “Okay. I’m your sex
slave, master.”

“Tell me you're my bitch. Say it ten
times.”

He seemed to be enjoying himself, making her
say degrading things. Tiffany did as she was told because it was
easier to than not to. Most of her attention was on the
uncomfortable vibrations making her squirm against the post.

She told him she was his whore and his slut,
his bitch, his sex slave, and his fuck toy. It didn’t seem to
matter that much anymore, though the words did still send strange,
dark pulses of emotions through her.

Then he slipped off his chair and onto his
knees before her and his tongue swept down across her clitoris. The
contrast with the vibrations was immense. The explosion of
sensation made her tremble and shake violently against the post. In
less than a minute she was hyperventilating, twisting and writhing
in place on the edge of orgasm.

Then he backed off, sitting down and taking
another swig from his beer bottle.

Tiffany whimpered and moaned, writhing in
place. Her body was overheated and her mind filled with a dark,
sexual fever. The vibrations were still uncomfortably powerful, but
they were starting to do something different to her mind now. She
couldn’t keep still. She wriggled and twisted and writhed, gulping
in air as the fever took her mind.

Then he stood before her again, his hand
around her throat, squeezing as he reached down and fingered her
clitoris. The orgasm exploded and she screamed nearly soundlessly
as his fingers tightened.

“Sex slave!” he taunted. “Slave bitch!”

Tiffany didn’t care she was drowning in
pleasure and surrendered to the heat.

 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The dress was blue, with varying shades in a
kind of splotchy, confusing pattern trimmed by white. It had a high
neck, but a large teardrop opening to expose cleavage. It curved
down the sides of her body leaving her back, arms, shoulders and
sides bare. It also had an uncomfortable amount of side boob, and
was very short.

It was not the kind of dress she would ever
buy, much less wear. With her discount at the store, however, it
was fairly cheap. Connor ordered her to buy it. Actually, he
ordered her to steal it, but she paid for it instead. She had
thought he simply wanted to see her in it at her place, or perhaps
his. And there was no doubting she looked cute and sexy in it.

But he had taken her to a club dancing, and
all her whining and complaints got nothing in response but stinging
slaps to her bottom. It didn’t seem to be the kind of club she was
used to, which was partly a relief. It would not have the class of
people where she might run into someone she knew. On the other
hand, it looked kind of grubby and rough. There were a lot of
minority types there, their eyes followed her everywhere she
went.

In her experience, minority guys thought of
blondes as sex objects even more than other guys did and were much
less restrained about saying so.

Connor exchanged complicated handshakes of
some sort with several of them, and introduced her as his bitch.
That caused her less dismay than she would have thought. At least
he hadn’t introduced her as his whore or his sex slave.

She was extremely self-conscious in the
dress, even though there were a lot of other girls there who were
dressed pretty immodestly. Some of them had way more cleavage than
she was displaying. And some of the tops were even see-through, or
partly so. She sniffed derisively at their lack of fashion sense,
and their need to show off their assets.

She was not surprised that Connor was a good
dancer. But she shouldn’t have been surprised that his hands landed
on her body in embarrassing ways. She was deeply grateful for how
crowded and dark it was in the club as his hands openly squeezed
and fondled her buttocks on the dance floor.

Several times he even pulled up the short hem
of the dress to expose her bare butt as his hands squeezed her
flesh. Then she had to yank her dress back down again and look
wildly around to see who might’ve seen.

At one point he had her dancing in front of
him, her back to him, grinding himself against her buttocks. His
hand slipped up and down along her bare ribs then in under the
fabric of the dress to squeeze her bare breasts as he chewed on the
nape of her neck.

Tiffany was extremely self-conscious and
embarrassed about all of these displays of open touching and
sexuality, but her protests were feeble and he ignored them.

They wound up at a table where a large black
guy was sitting with his Hispanic girlfriend. She was a pretty
girl, with a slim, petite body. She wore a sheath dress which was
almost as short as the one Tiffany had on and also mostly
see-through. Tiffany could see the black G string beneath, and
clearly make out the girl’s nipples.

Slut, she thought.

“How you doing, Evan?” Connor asked as he sat
down.

“Pretty good, man. Who’s this with you?”

“This is my bitch, Tiffany.”

“Man, she’s got some kind of body on
her.”

Connor pulled her down into the chair next to
him. “You should see her naked, man.”

“Okay.”

The two of them laughed while Tiffany
blushed. The Hispanic girl simply scowled at her.

“I take care of him just fine,” she said.

“Yeah, Nicole, she’s real enthusiastic about
that,” Evan said with a lazy smirk.

“They all get enthusiastic when you fuck
their brains out a time or two,” Evan replied.

They both laughed at that, too.

“You and me, we know how to drive the ladies
wild,” Evan said in satisfaction.

“There’s no secret to it. Just give them what
they want.”

“I want a convertible,” the girl said.”

“Fuck you, you want a convertible, bitch. You
want my black cock inside you is what you want” Evan said.

He and Connor laughed again.

“Yeah, but I want a convertible too.”

“Well buy one, bitch. You got more money than
me now.”

He turned to Connor. “She started stripping
at the Stardust,” he said. “She’s making big money there.”

He turned his eyes on Tiffany and looked her
up and down. “Your girl would be really popular there, too.”

“You bet she would. She’s got a fantastic
body,” Connor said.

The conversation made Tiffany uncomfortable.
Not that she minded guys talking about how beautiful and sexy she
was, but she hardly knew this guy and his girlfriend was obviously
not pleased. A lot of girls didn’t like her out of jealousy, she
thought. And there was no sense provoking them.

She was surprised when Connor asked Nicole to
dance. The girl got up readily enough and followed him and a moment
later Evan stood up as well and held his hand out to her. Tiffany
bit her lip uneasily but rose and took it and went out onto the
dance floor.

She was startled to see that Connor’s hands
roamed up and down Nicole’s body as they danced even as he had done
with her. She glanced anxiously at Evan, but he didn’t seem to be
the least bit bothered. And then his hands started to roam, as
well. When the music and tempo allowed it, he would draw their
bodies in close and squeeze her bottom or even let his hand slide
up along her bare ribs so that his fingers caressed the sides of
her breasts.

Tiffany glanced anxiously towards Connor
multiple times and was sure he noticed, but he didn’t seem to care.
Then, she wasn’t sure what happened to Nicole, but she found
herself between the two men. They ground themselves against her,
front and back, their hands caressing her sides and the sides of
her only partially covered breasts.

A strange dark heat began to come over her as
her pulse raced and her heart beat faster. She felt like a sheep
between a pair of wolves, big wolves, hungry wolves! Connor was
behind her, pressed against her while Evan was pressed against her
from the front. She felt his hand slide up and down along the front
of her thigh and slide in under the short him. His fingers rubbed
at her clitoris as she danced breathlessly between them.

“Sex slave,” he whispered, into her ear.

She barely heard it and was sure no one else
had. But Evan’s hands were on her buttocks and he was grinning down
at her with a look of hunger and anticipation.

“Fuck toy,” Connor whispered.

She moaned weakly.

The dance left her legs rubbery, and she was
glad when Evan left to find Nicole. Connor took her arm and led her
to the side, then down a narrow hall where he pushed through a fire
door outside. She found herself out in a small, dark alley under an
overhanging metal fire escape. There was a waist-high wall between
them and a parking lot next door.

“Oh, it’s raining,” she gasped.

It was raining very lightly, but the fire
escape overhead offered little protection.

Connor gripped her wrists and raise them up
above her head, crossing them and pinning them together with one
hand. He reached up above her and suddenly he was wrapping a rough
rope around her wrists.

“Wh-What… what are you doing?!?” she
gasped.

He gripped her hair, yanking it back, forcing
her head back as his lips crushed hers. His other hand pushed under
the short hem of her dress and in through the top of her panties to
rub her pussy.

She knew there was no point in arguing with
him, and simply moaned her acceptance, allowing her lips to part
wider and wider as she surrendered to his hungry oral attack. His
skillful fingers stroked her in such a way she was soon squirming
against him, moaning weakly as the rain grew harder.

“I’m getting all wet!” she moaned.

“You sure are,” he said with a smirk.

He suddenly yanked hard and she let out a
helpless squeal as the thin string of her thong was torn and he
ripped the underwear off and tossed it behind him.

“Connor!”

He gripped her throat firmly, and she gurgled
as her eyes widened.

“That’s master. Say it, slut. Master.”

“Master!” she gasped.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands
shoving up the dress until it was above her hips and jerking her
legs apart until the rope was taut against her soft wrists. Tiffany
moaned helplessly as his tongue stroked across her clitoris, his
strong hands gripping her thighs firmly as his lips slipped across,
over, and around her already swollen button and sucked
rhythmically.

She whimpered and moaned, staring around her
anxiously, watching the parking lot and the opposite end of the
alley and the door in fear someone would discover them.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he demanded.

“I’m your slut, Master,” she moaned.

“Again, bitch.”

“I’m your slut, Master!”

Her hips began to roll against him as his
fingers slid up inside her and began to stroke against the front
wall of her sex. The rain eased up but she was already soaking,
droplets of water trickling down her body as his tongue made her
writhe and tremble before him.

He stood up and reached behind her neck,
undoing the clasp of the dress. Tiffany squeaked as the whole front
of the dress collapsed to her waist. Then to her astonishment, he
pushed it over her hips so that it slid down to her ankles.

“Oh my God, Connor!”

He turned her and slapped her bottom sharply.
“Master,” he said. “Say it, slut.”

He slapped her bottom several more times and
she yelped in pain.

“Master! Master!”

His grip on her damp hair tilted her head
back as he crushed her lips with his again. His other hand roamed
up and down her body, caressing her breasts, fingering her nipples,
and sliding down to rub against her burning little button.

“Spread your legs wide, slave girl.”

Whimpering, gasping for breath, she obeyed,
though that tightened the rope around her wrists.

“Tell me you love cock.”

I-I love cock,” she moaned.

Suddenly there was a presence behind her. She
cried out in alarm as a large hand slid around her side and cupped
her right breast.

“Now that feels like paradise,” Evan’s voice
said from behind her.

Connor was chewing on the nape of her neck on
her left side, and now Evan leaned in to chew and suck on the
right. Heat, confusion, embarrassment, fear and anxiety, and dark
sense of disbelief, and wonder, then a sudden crackling sexual fire
warred within her mind. It wasn’t as if Tiffany had never had
sexual fantasies involving two guys before. And it wasn’t as if
just about every boyfriend she had hadn’t mentioned such an
idea.

Evan was certainly attractive, and as a
stranger he couldn’t gossip about her to anyone she knew. But she
barely knew the man!

Connor drew back, grinning at her.

“Do her,” he said.

The words shocked her, and a moment later she
felt Evan’s cock push up between her thighs. He reached around her
hip to grip the front and then rubbed the head up and down along
the front of her sex.

“Look what I got for you, baby,” he said into
her ear.

Tiffany was stunned, overwhelmed by it all,
before she could even think to object she felt the head of his cock
pushing in harder and forcing aside the lips of her sex. She felt a
wave of disbelief as she stared at a smiling Connor and felt Evan’s
thick cock push up through the mouth of her sex.

Evan gripped her hips and jerked them back
towards him, forcing her to lean forward at the hips and rise onto
the balls of her feet. She whimpered and moaned as his cock slowly
pushed up inside her body. She was dazed by the shock of what was
happening.

And then as Connor sat down on the low wall
to watch, she felt an immense rush of dark sexual energy sweep
through her. This was insane! They were practically in public! And
yet, this was so wild and perverted and kinky and crazy and edgy!
And she was all tied up and being fucked by a guy she hardly knew
while Connor watched!

She stared at him watching her and felt a
strange sense of almost masochistic heat come over her. He wanted
her to surrender and be his bitch, well then that was what she
would do. And if that meant letting a stranger fuck her while he
watched, she hoped he was jealous as he watched another man giving
her pleasure.”

Evan started to thrust into her with
authority, jerking her hips back, her buttocks grinding against him
as he buried himself in her trembling belly. Tiffany watched Connor
watching them, feeling a dark tide of something wild and feral come
over her. She gasped and grunted, the dark heat rising as her body
filled with excitement.

Then she cried out weakly as Evan jerked back
on her hair and bit along the nape of her neck.

“Tell me you love cock, Bitch.”

Tiffany whimpered helplessly. “I-I… I love
cock,” she whispered.

Suddenly she felt something else between her
legs. Soft hands pulled her thighs wider and then a tongue began to
lick expertly across her overheated flesh.

She cried out in alarm, but Evan’s hand slid
up around her throat in a familiar pattern, his other hand rising
to fondle her breast.

“Sex slave,” he whispered into her ear.

Tiffany shuddered helplessly and when he
released her hair she dropped her eyes to see the top of Nicole’s
head as the girl licked skillfully at her pussy.

She felt herself giving up, stunned by one
thing after another, her mind flooded with dark heat, hunger, and
scalding pleasure. Her inhibitions melted away and she stared at
Connor as Evan and Nicole made her body and mind burn.

She began to gasp repeatedly as Evan’s
thrusts came harder. Then as the heat rose within her and the fever
grew her gasps became cries of mindless pleasure. Connor rose and
removed his belt. He slipped the tongue through the buckle to form
a loop and dropped it over her head before tossing the rest of the
belt behind her and returning to sit on the low wall.

She gasped as the belt tightened, Evan
obviously grasping it in his hand. But as the heat rose so did her
cries and the pull on the belt tightened further to choke them off.
When the orgasm came her mouth opened wide in a soundless, silent
scream of ecstasy. The hurricane of pleasure tore through her in an
endless wave and had her eyes bulging wide as she screamed what air
was left in her lungs out, her body trembling and shaking violently
as Evan drove his cock into her with savage force.

“Sex slave!” he growled.

*

They made her get into the back of the car
like that, naked. Connor tied her wrist together behind her back
with the rope and Nicole got in with her in the rear, her hands
sliding over the dazed blonde’s body.

“Puta,” she whispered as she kissed her on
the lips.

She gripped Tiffany’s hair to jerk her head
back and kissed her way up and down along the side of her throat as
her other hand fingered Tiffany’s pussy.

“You like my boyfriend's cock inside you,
puta?”

She slid onto the floorboard and forced
Tiffany’s thighs wide, pushing her face in between them. Tiffany
moaned helplessly as the girl began to tongue her again. She
slumped down on the back seat, staring at the roof overhead, still
overwhelmed by it all.

Nicole pushed several fingers into her,
stroking skillfully along the front wall of her sex as she licked
just as expertly at her clitoris. Tiffany resented her and wished
she wasn’t there. But there was no way she could deny the
sensations the girl was rousing within her.

She did her best to try, but gradually her
will seeped away under the rising heat and her head began to roll
back against the seatback as her back arched and she moaned in
pleasure.

She was on the edge of another orgasm when
the car stopped and the guys got out. The side door opened and
Connor helped Nicole to climb up and out as Evan reached in from
the other side and gripped Tiffany’s arm to drag her across and out
of the car.

They were in another alley, though this one
was between two buildings.

“M-My dress!” she gasped as he pulled her
towards a fire door.

He ignored her, opening the door, taking her
into a cheap-looking hallway with linoleum on the floor and bare
bulbs overhead. There was a stairway to the right and he led her up
with Evan and Nicole following

“I’m naked!” she moaned.

“Best way for you to be, baby,” Evan
said.

He opened the door on the first floor and led
her down a dark hallway, with Tiffany cringing anxiously for fear
someone would open the door and see her. Instead, Evan stopped and
unlocked the door, and then pushed her inside. She found herself in
a cheap-looking little apartment with threadbare furnishings.

What a dump, she almost said.

“Home sweet home,” Evan said.

Connor dropped heavily onto a torn brown
sofa, pulling Tiffany down across his lap.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply down
across her body and she yelped in pain.

Nicole went into the little kitchenette while
Evan turned on the TV.

“Connor!” she whined.

Crack! “Sex slaves should be seen and
not heard,” Connor said.

His hand pushed down between her thighs and
his fingers found her sex, stroking and rubbing her soft, moist
flesh.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave, bitch,” he
said.

“I-I’m your sex slave… Master,” Tiffany
gulped hesitantly.

She was embarrassed to say it around the
others but was sure he would smack her again if she didn’t.

She felt his finger, no his thumb pushing
into her sex as his fingers stroked and caressed her clitoris.

“That’s one hot little fuck toy you’ve got
there, man,” Evan said.

“They don’t come no hotter,” Connor
replied.

“She comes like a whore, too.”

“She is a whore.”

Tiffany yelped as he yanked on her hair.

“Aren’t you, slave girl? Tell me you’re my
whore.”

“I’m your whore, master!” she gasped in
pain.

“You can make a lot of money off this bitch,”
Evan said.

“I plan to,” Connor replied. “First she’s
gotta be trained.”

He shifted her around and set her up so she
was straddling him, facing him, then fondled her breasts.

“Give me a lap dance, slave girl. Let’s see
what you got.”

“I-I need my hands free,” she said
hesitantly.

“No, you don’t. Obey your master, sex
slave.”

She yelped as he pinched her nipples
sharply.

“Ow! Ow! Don’t!”

“Move your ass, slut.”

She began to grind herself against him and he
eased his grip on her stinging nipples.

“That’s it, baby. Grind that hot little pussy
down against me,” he ordered.

He fondled her breasts as she ground herself
against him then pulled her forward so that he could suck and lick
on her nipples and chew on the soft flesh around them.

Tiffany’s mind was still working overtime
still completely flustered, not knowing what she should do or how
she should respond. She was extremely self-conscious and
embarrassed in front of Evan and Nicole, but on the other hand, she
had already fucked Evan and Nicole had performed oral sex on her.
So it would be kind of dumb to ask for privacy.

Still, she didn’t even know them! It was very
weird of her to be writhing against Connor while they looked on and
he sucked at her breasts.

Nicole came back and gave Evan a glass of
something then put another one on the table next to Connor. Then
she gripped Tiffany’s hair and forced her head up and back,
ignoring her cry of complaint until she could bend over and crush
her lips with her own. Tiffany moaned into the girl’s mouth as
Connor sucked and chewed and licked at her nipples, still grinding
herself against him.

She could feel him hardening underneath her
and a strange, wild carnal heat began to engulf her mind again. Sex
had always been a quiet, gentle thing with her and now he had
become this incredible, intense passion and hunger whenever she was
around Connor. She never imagined such passion and heat, nor
orgasms as powerful as she got now.

She felt a hand sliding between her thighs
and since both of Connor’s were on her breasts she knew it must be
Evan as his fingers found her clitoris and began to rub skillfully.
He built up within her and she moaned dazedly.

What are they doing to me!? she
thought helplessly.

Nicole pulled back suddenly and released her
hair.

“I know what this slut needs!” she
exclaimed.

She hurried from the room as Connor continued
to fondle, suck and chew on her nipples and breasts.




Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Connor’s hand came up around her throat and
she gurgled, suddenly unable to breathe.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, baby,” he
ordered.

“I-I’m your bitch, master!” she gasped in a
choked voice.

“Tell me I own you.”

“You own me, Master!” she gasped.

Nicole hurried back and handed something to
Connor, who laughed softly.

He had her shifted sideways and gripped her
hair to force her head back then made her spread her legs. She got
a brief glimpse of some kind of dildo in his hand before she felt
it pushing against the mouth of her sex.

She moaned as it slid up inside. Then began
to vibrate.

Connor pumped it slowly in and out, resting
his thumb along the side of the base so that it rubbed back and
forth across her clitoris as he drove the thing up and down.
Meanwhile, he bent and licked and sucked and chewed on her breasts
and nipples until they burned powerfully.

The other two seemed content to watch her,
and Tiffany continued to squirm both mentally and physically at
being watched. But that didn’t stop her body and mind from heating
up once again, and as the heat grew and melted away her
embarrassment and self-consciousness, her mind and body both seemed
to go limp with acceptance as pleasure washed over her.

Dazed with heat by Connor, she was then put
on the floor and pushed in between Nicole’s legs as the girl drew
them up and back and pulled her short skirt out to reveal she was
wearing no underwear.

Tiffany was very reluctant but the heat had
hold of her mind and she knew she couldn’t really refuse since the
girl had already licked her. She had no experience in performing
oral sex on a girl but it wasn’t like it was a great mystery to her
as Nicole took hold of her hair and jerked her forward.

She gasped in pain and began licking as the
girl twisted her fingers in her hair and fondled her breast.

“You better make me come, bitch, or I’m gonna
take a strap to your white ass,” the girl threatened.

“The two men laughed as they looked on and
Tiffany licked frantically against the top of the girl’s sex.

Suddenly, Connor was behind her, pumping the
vibrator or dildo in and out as he leaned over her.

“Beg Mistress Nicole to let you lick her
pussy, slave girl,” he ordered.

Tiffany cringed at the thought of saying that
to the Hispanic girl but the heat washed her pride away.

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress
Nicole?” she moaned.

The girl laughed in amusement and jammed her
face in against her sex.

“Yeah. Lick my pussy, you blonde slut.”

The vibrator pulled free of her and a moment
later Connor drove his big cock deep into her belly and began to
ride her. Heat started to roll through her in waves as she licked
at the girl’s pussy and Connor rode her with deep, powerful
strokes.

“I think I want some of that tight white
ass,” Evan said.

This, Tiffany thought dazedly was what it was
like to be a total sex object, a sex slave, a sexual animal whose
only purpose was having sex! It was like she was a different
person, it was like she was a different creature entirely. She was,
as Connor called her, a fuck toy. That outraged a part of her, but
brought seething carnal heat to her mind and let her see herself as
someone other than Tiffany, as if she were playing a role in a
play.

Her body heated up further and a dark passion
which had so inflamed her before took hold. She reveled in it, her
mind floating on a dark, churning sea of liquid heat as she licked
and sucked at Nicole’s pussy and Connor’s big cock punched into her
abdomen again and again

A massive orgasm churned her mind to mush and
she cried out again and again even as Nicole jammed her face in
against her wet pussy, grinding her mouth and chin and nose against
her until they were as wet as she was.

She continued licking, her mind battered and
overwhelmed, breathless and moaning until she managed to get the
Hispanic girl to climax, as well. Connor finished with her and sat
down with a yawn. But Evan grabbed her by the hair and dragged her
several feet away into the middle of the floor

He positioned her face down, bottom high,
legs apart, much as Connor had done before. Then she felt the
vibrator being pushed back inside her and turned on. A moment later
his cock pushed against her back opening, and he slowly worked
himself deeper and deeper.

He gripped her hair and yanked it back,
slapping her bottom to loosen her sphincter, laughing his he
brought his left foot forward and put it down on her head to pin
her in place will be pumped slowly in and out.

The panting, moaning blonde thought
wonderingly about how she had ever allowed things to get to this
point where a man she barely knew was taking her so crudely and her
body and mind were still gripped by heat.

There was a knock at the door and Nicole got
up and crossed the room.

“This blonde bitch has a nice tight ass,”
Evan said.

“She’s got a nice tight everything,” Connor
replied.

Another man came into the apartment, another
large black man who looked down at her with interest as her face
reddened and she dropped her eyes.

“Well ain’t this something,” he said
appreciatively.

“Hey, Leon,” Evan said.

“Hey Evan, Connor. Who’s the blonde
slut?”

“This is Connor’s new bitch,” Evan said. “And
she’s got one tight little ass.”

“Hot looking little bitch,” Leon said.

Tiffany cringed with fresh humiliation, her
face crimson even as Evan thrust into her harder and faster, trying
to jam every inch of his cock into her tight ass. Then his hips
began slapping against her upraised buttocks, and he thrust harder
and faster until her whole body shuddered from the impacts.

“You mind if I tear off a piece of that?”
Leon asked.

“Go ahead,” Connor said casually. “She’s just
a sex slave, after all.”

Nicole slid her knees next to her, leering as
she bent over.

“Sex slave!” she taunted her.

She thrust her hand up underneath her abdomen
and her fingers found Tiffany’s clitoris and began rubbing her hard
and fast.

Tiffany wallowed in her own humiliation, and
yet, after fresh embarrassment in front of this new man, the
humiliation seemed to incite some dark, desperate heat within her.
Perhaps it was because it began to feel as if she really was a sex
slave of some kind. Not that she was, of course. But the realism
certainly intensified, and with it the dark, thrilling excitement
of the outrageous.

The vibrator was still throbbing away in her
sopping wet pussy, and now with Kevin’s hips slapping against her
bottom and his cock punching deep into her belly she began to feel
that she was losing herself to the passion and hunger once again. A
dazed sort of sexual fever settled over her and she gurgled and
moaned and gasped as he rode her.

Her breasts throbbed against the floor as her
body thrummed with sexual pressure.

“Blonde slut!” Nicole taunted. “Filthy blonde
fuck toy!”

Evans’s cock was churning up her belly as it
pumped violently in and out. His hips were slapping bruisingly
against her upraised buttocks to make her entire body shudder with
every stroke. And meanwhile, she knew that Connor and the strange
man were looking on, watching her, seeing everything! That in
itself was deliciously dark and outrageous

Despite the orgasm, heat was burning away at
her, passion building once again and she was on the edge of orgasm
when Evan finished with her moved away. Immediately, the new guy,
Leon got up and came over to kneel behind her and she felt a
wondering sense of awe at what was happening.

Am I really doing this? she thought
dazedly. Just letting any guy that walks into the room fuck
me?

It seemed she was because she offered up no
protest other than gasps and moans as the man settled behind her.
She felt his hands moving up and down her body, fondling her,
caressing her. His fingers were at her sex, tugging the vibrator
out and then she felt his cock pushing into her.

She felt that sense of awe once again, then
dark heat swept in around her as he began to roughly ride her
immediately. She was already sodden with hunger, and her body
responded almost instantly. The heat melted away her uncertainties
and inhibitions and she let herself take on the persona of the
sexual animal Connor had called her.

She grunted and gasped and cried out at his
hard, deep, powerful thrusts, moaning as he pulled on her hair and
slapped her bottom and used her body roughly. Within minutes she
was coming again, crying out again and again in joy and wonder, in
heat and pleasure as her mind flared and her body burned.

*

It was hard for Tiffany to pretend she was
the same girl in front of others. She felt as if it was an act of
some sort, covering up the whore that she had become. She continued
to feel ashamed of the kinds of things that she did and said with
Connor, but didn’t know how to stop. It was simply too thrilling,
too exciting, too wild and hot.

She knew it was wrong to let herself be
degraded like that, to let herself be used like that. But it
aroused her beyond anything she’d ever done before.

She tried to act even more proper, as if to
make up for her slutty behavior with Connor, and felt a sense of
anxiety whenever she thought of the pictures and videos he and his
friends had taken of. What if those got out!? What would people
think of her!?

It was wrong of her to ever get involved with
this guy. She had been happier when she was ignorant about just
what kind of passion and pleasure sex could bring her.

He picked her up at work the next day in his
charger. As soon as she sat down he grabbed her by the throat once
more, pulling her over to kiss her passionately. Despite her
uncertainties and misgivings she felt a wild thrill of carnal heat
as his tongue and hers met.

He shoved her back into her seat and
accelerated rapidly as she squealed and grabbed for the
seatbelt.

“I’m gonna fuck your brains out, slave girl,”
he said.

Tiffany tried to calm her heart and steady
her voice as well as she replied.

“Connor, we have to talk about some of the
things you do and the way you treat me,” she said efficiently.

“No, we don’t. You’re a blonde slut and I
treat you like one.”

She flushed. “You know that’s not true.”

“Take off your clothes, slut.”

She stared at him in disbelief. “Here in the
car?!” she gulped, looking around them.

“I was speaking English, wasn’t I?”

“But… What if someone sees me?”

“So what? You get a fantastic fucking body.
If they’re men they’ll be happy and if they’re women there be
jealous. Now strip.”

“I-I don’t think I should take off my clothes
broad daylight while I’m in the car,” she gulped.

“There’s your first mistake,” he said.

She looked at him blankly.

“You’re trying to think. I don’t need you to
think. You’re a brainless blonde slut. All I need you to do is what
I tell you to do.”

She flushed indignantly. “I am not
brainless!”

“You’re a cunt on legs. Your brain is in your
cunt.”

“Well… well yours is in your cock!” she
exclaimed.

He smirked. “Strip.”

“No!”

“Have you forgotten you’re my sex slave? Have
you forgotten what happens to sex slaves who disobey orders?” he
said in a quiet voice.

She gulped anxiously and looked around again.
“But… couldn’t I wait until we get home?”

“As long as you’re willing to pay the
price.”

He drove out to the edge of town, to an old,
red brick, Victorian-style house with a dirt driveway. He got out
of the car and she followed him around to the side to a set of
concrete stairs that led down to a basement.

The house didn’t look like much on the
outside, but once she got into the basement she was impressed. The
wall-to-wall carpeting was quite thick and soft and comfortable,
and there were pot lights and large, comfortable furniture. It was
hardly fashionable or luxurious, but he seemed cozy and
comfortable.

When she closed the door behind her however
he seized her hair and forced her down to her knees, and then onto
all fours.

“Crawl, bitch,” he ordered.

He led her forward through the room, and
Tiffany gasped and moaned in pain as she hurriedly crawled after
him while he used her hair as a kind of leash. He led her through
the front room and then around to the side where there was a bed.
Once they reached it he pulled her to her feet and slapped her face
before tearing her blouse open.

Tiffany gasped in shock. “Connor!” she
exclaimed.

He slapped her face a second time and quickly
tore off her bra and yanked her pants down and off and flung her
into the bed. He quickly drew her wrist back behind her back and
tied them in place. A moment later he pulled his belt from the
loops of his jeans and doubled it in his hand.

“When you’re a sex slave, you obey your
master, slut,” he said sternly.

Crack! He brought the belt down
sharply across her bare bottom and she squealed in pain.

“Ahhh! Connor!”

“A sex slave does is she’s told.”

Crack!

“Ahh!

A sex slave lets her master do the
thinking.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tiffany writhed and twisted and moaned and
cried out in pain as the belt snapped down across her bottom again
and again. It began to burn with repeated blows and he kept her in
place with her hand to the hair as the belt fit into her tender
bottom again and again.

“OH! Ow! That hurts! Ooh! Connor!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Call me master. Say it, slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Please! Please, Master!” she cried.

“Never disobey your master again, slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tiffany sobbed helplessly as her bottom burn
like fire. Every new blow brought a new stab of pain and she was
very unused to pain.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little
slut?”

Crack!

“Y-Y-Yeeesss!” she sobbed.

Crack! Crack!

“That’s yes master. Say it, slut.”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m sorry for being a bad little slut,
Master!” she sobbed.

Crack!

“Louder, whore.”

“I’m sorry for being a bad little slut,
Master!”

Crack!

“Louder, sex slave.”

“I’m sorry for being a bad little slut,
Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Would you like me to fuck you instead?”

“Yes, Master!” She cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Beg for it, slut.”

Crack! Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

“Raise your ass and spread your legs,
slut.”

Sobbing, whimpering, and moaning, Tiffany
quickly placed herself in position, raising her red bottom and
spreading her knees. He thrust into her without preamble, his cock
jamming deep into her pussy even as he gathered in her hair and
yanked it back sharply. A moment later he slipped the belt around
her neck, tugging the loop tight as he began to use her body
roughly as ever.

Tiffany felt a desperate sense of relief that
he was now fucking her instead of strapping her aching bottom. She
began to calm down, panting and moaning as his hips started to slap
against her.

He was such a bastard! But then she had
always known that.

She moaned and gasped and grunted as he rode
her.

His cock felt so good inside her, though.

He gathered her hair in and leaned over.

“Tell me you’re my dirty little blonde
whore,” he growled.

“I-I’m your… your dirty little blonde whore,
Master!” she moaned.

And she was, she realized. Now that her
bottom was no longer burning quite so badly she began to feel the
heat rising within her. She gasped and moaned as he ground himself
against her, as he shifted his angle and reached under to fondle
her breast.

“Tell me you’re my filthy little blonde
slut.”

“I’m your filthy little blonde slut,
Master!”

The passion grew within her and she gasped
and grunted in his powerful thrusts. He pulled back on the belt so
that it tightened around her throat and she gurgled and gasped, her
eyes bulging, her mouth opening wide, her tongue pushing out as she
sought dazedly to breathe.

“I own you, slut. I can do anything I want to
you. You already said that. If I tell you to strip naked in the
middle of a crowd that’s what you do. You understand me,
whore?”

“Y-Y-Yessssss, Maaassttter!” she gasped.

He reached his arm down, his hand snaking in
under her hip and in along her abdomen until his long fingers found
her clitoris. She shuddered and moaned and cried out as the heat
roared, consuming her mind and body, melting her cares and
inhibitions, turning her into a puddle of overheated flesh.

So good she thought dazedly. It’s
soooooo gooood!

The orgasm rose up and shattered what was
left of her mind.

Connor dragged her off the bed and onto the
floor and then made her crawl to the corner. There was a kind of
bench, what looked like a cheap, weightlifting bench. Half of it
was flat while the other half was angled up. He had her sit and lay
back so that her head dangled back over the top, then slid a strap
around her throat and pulled it down to fasten it underneath. He
lifted her ankles up and back and strapped them in place, too.

She felt herself penetrated, first by his
slippery fingers, then by what she guessed to be a dildo. It was
thick and long and she moaned as it pushed deep. She couldn’t see
what he was doing as she stared dazedly upside down at the wall.
Then the dildo began to vibrate. He left her like that, and she
could hear him doing something somewhere across the room.

She felt the vibrator thrumming within her.
And as her body began to move, to wriggle around, she realized the
thing had been fastened in place somehow. She let herself relax,
trying to breathe steadily, but the vibrator was having a definite
impact on her pulse rate and heartbeat.

When Connor returned it was to pull up on the
strap so that it tightened fully around her throat.

Tiffany gurgled and pushed herself up along
the angled part of the bench to ease the pressure. But to her
surprise, he did nothing to counter this. Instead, he went away
again. She moaned weakly, the vibrator still thrummed deep inside
her, but not fully.

As it began to heat her body up she realized
she was instinctively using her legs to slide herself slowly up and
down up against it. The more aroused she became the longer the
strokes she forced herself into. Of course, sliding down too far
choked her. But not for long. All she had to do was push herself
back up for the strap to loosen enough for her to gulp in air.

This was sick He was sick. She was sick!

But she moaned helplessly, the passion
rising, her nipples burning, her breasts throbbing, her body
needing the movement, demanding she ride this thick, buzzing cock.
She had forgotten where she was, or about Connor. All her thinking,
such as it was, was focused on her own desperate arousal.

Heat consumed her mind and she slid down
fully, gurgling breathlessly as the strap tightened around her
throat, grinding herself against the base of the vibrator before
dazedly pushing herself back up again to breathe.

“Nasty little slut,” she heard him say. “Did
I say you could masturbate on that?”

Tiffany winced at what felt like those thin
laces snapping down across her breasts. But she didn’t stop.
Whimpering and moaning she continued to ride slowly up and down the
vibrator, gasping and crying out as the laces came down across her
breasts with stinging force.

The carnal hunger and desperate need grew
more intense and she was heedless of anything else. The laces bit
into her tender breasts but the sharp little crackle of stinging
pain only seemed to add to the scalding heat gripping her mind.

She slid up and down, up and down, gurgling
and gasping as the strap choked her again and again. And then she
felt his fingers moving in and stroking wildly across her swollen
little button. She screamed as the orgasm exploded within her, and
she soon felt his hand around her throat choking off her cries as
she frantically rode the vibrator through the massive storm of
sensation which howled within her.
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Connor unstrapped her ankles and throat and
pulled her off the bench onto the floor. It was then she saw the
two other men there. They were sitting back on the comfortable
chairs, watching her. Apparently, they had been watching her for
some time because they both had very obvious erections in their
pants.

She was too dazed and shell-shocked to care,
at first, as he pulled her off the bench by the hair, sending her
tumbling to the floor to lay there on her side panting for breath.
He laughed and went back to join the other two men, sitting
comfortably as they all watched her trembling and gulping in
air.

“Come over here, slut,” Connor ordered. “No,
don’t try to get up. Crawl.”

As the shock of the orgasm faded Tiffany
became more self-conscious and embarrassed about the two men there.
Her mind started to churn with confusion, uncertainty, and anxiety.
How long had they been there? Had they seen everything?! Heard
everything?!

“Now, slut,” Connor ordered.

She moaned helplessly, shifting her legs
around. Her face heated as she saw them watching her and then
slowly began to wriggle across the floor towards them on her belly.
Every inch she moved she was aware of just how degrading and
humiliating this was. She certainly felt degraded enough. And
horribly embarrassed, as well.

But as her aching nipples ground against the
cheap carpet, and she mashed her weight down on her breasts while
crawling on her belly she felt a new and desperately thrilling rush
of heat at just how outrageous and perverted and kinky this
was.

She reached the open area in front of them,
still panting as she rolled her eyes up towards Connor.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

She felt another cringing wave of
embarrassment at his words, and at the need to repeat them. But she
did.

“I’m your slut,… Master.”

Her face flamed as the two men laughed.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

I-I’m your bitch, master,” she gulped.

“Is that because you’re a blonde fuck
toy?”

“Yes master,” she said, her mind squirming
even more.

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m a blonde fuck toy, master,” she said,
her voice quivering.

A dark rush of heat rolled through her at the
words. She had said them before, of course. But saying them in
front of strangers was desperately worse and far more
outrageous.

“Sit up. Sit on your heels, legs spread.”

Moaning softly, Tiffany rose up off her
belly, and positioned herself on her knees, blushing anew as she
exposed herself to the two strange men up close.

“Head back. Show us those tits. What do you
think guys?”

“She’s got nice tits,” the blonde one on the
left said.

“She’s got nice everything,” the other one
replied.

“Yeah, she’s gorgeous.”

“A gorgeous little fuck toy,” Connor said
with a grin.

“Who wants a blow job?”

He laughed as they both eagerly raise their
hands.

“Suck Tyler’s cock, slave girl,” Connor said,
indicating the man next to her.

This was so shocking and outrageous!
Tiffany’s indignation warred with a dark, desperate heat at just
how wicked and edgy it was to do something this slutty. But she
rose off her heels and moved forward as the men eagerly unzipped
his pants.

It’s just oral sex, after all, she told
herself, guiltily.

She leaned forward as he pulled out his cock
and then lowered her lips to it. She wasn’t surprised when he slid
his hands through her hair to pull her lower and reached out to
fondle one of her breasts. She began to suck and lick at the
underside of his head, bobbing her lips up and down repeatedly,
taking him deeper into her mouth.

“All the way down, slut,” Connor said.

Tiffany braced herself then slid her lips
down deeper and deeper, only gagging briefly as the head of his
cock pushed into her throat. She felt a surge of victory as her
lips slipped down around the base of his shaft and he groaned in
delight, his hand roughly fondling her breast.

“Fuck, yeah!” he moaned.

She slid her lips slowly back up, the head
popping out of her throat as she gulped in air, her tongue working
rapidly on the underside. Then she slid back down again, proud of
herself at how easily she took him down her throat. She felt a hand
on her other breast but didn’t know if it was Tyler or the other
man. And really, did it matter?

She felt herself sinking into the role again,
as she had been doing of late, the role of a sex slave, a fuck toy,
as if she was a sexual animal whose purpose was bringing pleasure
to men. She was sure this man wasn’t going to last long from the
way he was reacting. But then Connor stopped her and made her shift
sideways to take the other man in her mouth and throat.

Like the first she slid his cock deep into
her throat, her lips moving up and down the length of the shaft as
she licked and sucked. Again, Connor made her stop.

“Turn around and move forward. A little more.
Now, face down, ass up. Show us your better side, slut.”

Tiffany’s mind twisted once more as she
obeyed, bending forward at the waist, lowering herself until her
breasts pillowed out against the floor, raising her bottom high and
shifting her knees apart as the three men looked at her from
behind.

“She’s got one nice, tight little pussy,” one
of them said. “You mind if I shove my cock into it?”

“Still got a dildo in her ass, has she?”
Another voice said. “I’d like to replace that with my cock.”

There was some discussion behind her which
Tiffany didn’t quite make out, then one of them got up and moved to
kneel in front of her. She thought he wanted her to suck his cock
again but instead, he lay down on his back.

Connor slipped a belt around her neck and
tugged tightly so the loop closed then pulled on it to raise her
chin and chest off the floor and draw her up and forward so she was
straddling the man’s cock. Tiffany moaned as she felt the man
rubbing the head up and down along her naked sex, then eased slowly
down, taking him deep inside her.

She felt the other man kneeling behind her,
felt his fingers gripping the dildo and tugging it slowly out of
her ass. A moment later his cock slid in to replace it. Connor
knelt next to the lower man’s head, tugging on the belt so that it
tightened further around her throat, drawing her in as he unzipped
his pants and pulled his cock out.

His cock slid into her mouth and down her
throat as the man behind her began to thrust rapidly in and out of
her bottom. The man below thrust up into her pussy, reaching up to
rub her clitoris with his thumb while his other hand fondled one of
her breasts.

It was all very overwhelming at first, having
three cocks pumping in and out of her simultaneously, the
sensations seemed to tumble over each other as more heat flooded
her mind. Connor began to slide his cock in and out of her mouth
and throat as he gripped her hair firmly enforced her head
lower.

Tiffany became lightheaded, even as her body
thrummed with sexual energy and heat. There were hands all over
her, and too big cocks churning up and down her belly. She felt a
wild sense of unreality, a sense of disbelief that she was actually
fucking three guys at once, then another rush of dark, glittering
heat.

The sensations grew more intense, overloading
her nervous system. This was so slutty! This was insane! She could
hardly believe this was her! She let herself sink into the role
once more, the deliciously slutty role of sex slave where there
were no inhibitions, no cares and concerns.

The men cursed, panted and groped her,
thrusting away at her body as she moaned and gurgled and whimpered
in overheated pleasure. The orgasm surged through her mind and body
and she trembled and shook, crying out in unrestrained pleasure
around Connor’s cock even as he tightened the belt around her
throat.

This orgasm didn’t seem to be like others,
though. It didn’t last as long but seemed to fade away quickly.
Then it rose again, drawing another cry of dazed pleasure from the
writhing blonde. It faded away, too, only to rise once more even
higher. It was like she was on a roller coaster ride, with small,
brief orgasms sweeping through her again and again.

They were hammering her mind with pleasure to
the point she could no longer think, letting both mind and body go
limp as the men used her roughly and hungrily. The sensations rose
in intensity and began to lengthen so that the muscles in her
abdomen ached from continuous spasms. She twisted and shuddered and
cried out, riding the cock below her while trying to thrust back at
the one behind her.

Another incredible orgasm took her mind,
stunning her, leaving her breathless and barely conscious as Connor
drew his big cock out of her mouth and throat, holding her in place
by the hair and belt until handing the latter over to the man
behind her.

Her eyes bulged as the man yanked on it,
tightening the belt further, her mouth opening wide as she tried to
gulp in air. Connor pumped his cock in his fist and wads of warm
white semen spattered down across her face and into her open
mouth.

*

“Please!” Tiffany moaned.

No one heard her. The three men were watching
something on TV. Though of course they were keeping their eyes on
her, as well. But the tape over her mouth made it difficult for her
to make herself understood, especially since she had so little
energy left.

Connor had dragged the sawhorse into the room
from somewhere, tied down a leather pad across the middle, and then
made her straddle it. He placed a loop of the belt around her neck
and fed it up to the ceiling then drew her ankles up and back
behind her to tie to the same two by four she had been straddling.
Now all her weight was on the narrow wedge of wood she was sitting
on.

He had duct-taped a vibrator to the wooden
beam she straddled so the rounded nose pressed in against her. Then
he had taped her mouth closed. It had of course been impossible to
find any comfort straddling the narrow length of wood. But she had
instinctively tried. That had meant shifting her weight a little so
that she leaned back more to ease the pressure from her aching
pussy.

Of course, that only served to put the
pressure on her tailbone, which produced a much sharper ache. She
was forced to shift her weight forward to relieve it, which renewed
the throbbing pain in the soft flesh of her sex.

And naturally, as she eased up and back and
then down and forward this served to accentuate the vibrations of
the device pressing against her. This led to a thrumming sense of
heat and arousal, and several orgasms which allowed her to largely
ignore the pain.

But as the pain grew worse, it became more
and more difficult to find any pleasure that would offset it. The
orgasms also exhausted her, and as she sat limply atop the sawhorse
she found herself leaning to one side or another, which tightened
the loop around her throat and made it more difficult to
breathe.

Now her groin was a burning aching pain which
brought tears to her eyes.

Finally, Connor got up and came over to her,
gripping her hair and yanking it back sharply. He ripped the tape
off her mouth and she let out a cry of startled pain before he
leaned in and kissed her roughly and passionately.

When he drew his lips back he reached in and
fondled one of her breasts.

“Would you like to come down from there, fuck
toy?”

“Oh, please! Please, master!”

“You promise to obey me in all things?”

“Yes! Yes, master!

“Say it, slut.”

“I promise to obey you in all things,
master!” she half sobbed.

“We shall see.”

He untied her ankles and her feet dropped to
the floor. She hissed and moaned as she was able to relieve the
pressure from her aching sex at last. He lifted her up off of the
thing and set her down on her knees on the floor then pushed her
head down and forward until her chin was against the tile.

“Show me how grateful you are, sex slave,” he
said, prodding her with the toe of his shoe.

Tiffany rolled her eyes up at him in
confusion, her sex still aching.

“Show me how you belong to me and how you
obey me by cleaning my shoe with your tongue.”

Tiffany stared at his shoe in astonishment
then rolled her eyes up at him again uncertainly.

“Would you rather be back up on the
sawhorse?”

“No, master!” she exclaimed.

She leaned in and licked at the top of his
shoe.

“Show more gratitude than that, slut. Lick
harder and faster. Show me how obedient you are.”

Moaning, Tiffany licked harder and faster,
her tongue licking along the top of his shoe and then down along
the sides.

She heard the two men laughing but paid them
little heed, frantic to ensure she wasn’t put back up on the
sawhorse.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little fuck
toy?” he asked in amusement.

“Yes, master! I’m sorry for being a bad
little fuck toy, master!” she moaned.

“Now crawl across the floor on your belly and
apologize to my friends in the same way.”

He drew his foot back and shoved her so she
fell sprawling on the floor.

Tiffany groaned and wriggled slowly across
the floor toward where the two men sat leering at her. She licked
at the first man’s shoe, rolling her eyes up towards him to
apologize.

“I’m sorry for being a bad little fuck toy,
master!” she gulped.

I think I’m getting hard again,” the man
said.

He reached down and gripped her by the hair,
roughly dragging her up between his legs and dropped her mouth down
onto his cock. Tiffany instantly began to suck and lick and bob her
lips up and down as he fondled her breast

“Man, you got her trained nice,” he said to
Connor.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Connor said.
“With a bitch as suggestible and responsive as this, the skies the
limit. Give me a few weeks or months and you’ll see her being more
obedient than the best trained, most eager little poodle.”

Tiffany sucked his cock, taking him deep into
her throat again and again until he came. Then she was thrown back
down onto the floor to lick at the other man’s foot. Like the
first, he dragged her back up between his legs and she sucked his
cock too.

As she did, Connor knelt behind her caressing
her throbbing, aching sex with his fingers, then pushing the
vibrator into her body. He pumped the thing in and out as she
sucked on his friends’ cock and then forced it fully into her body
with just a small branch at the base protruding and curving up
across her clitoris.

He tied a rope around her waist then brought
it down her abdomen, between her thighs and up between her buttocks
before yanking it tight and tying it in place.

Tiffany moaned in pain at the pressure, and
shuddered as the vibrator was turned on, but continued to bob up
and down on the man’s cock until he pulled her up back and pumped
his cock to come in her face.

Then Connor took her mouth again and flung
her back on the floor where the vibrator worked on her
hypersensitive flesh to the point she was soon writhing and
twisting and squealing and moaning in helpless arousal, convulsions
racking her body as the three men continued their card game.

After a couple of hours he sent them home,
then wrapped her long hair around his fist before physically
dragging her across the floor around the corner and into his
bedroom. He picked her up there and threw her into the bed then
climbed in and untied the rope holding the vibrator in place.

He pulled the vibrator out and his tongue
took over, soothing her aching nerve endings and causing her to
arch and wriggle and writhed beneath him once more. He lifted her
ankles up and back behind her head and then pounded her into
submission before spilling himself inside her.

He had her text her mother to say she would
be spending the night with a girlfriend then hung her upside down
by the ankles and went to sleep.

 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


Tiffany did not know what to do. It was clear
that Connor did not respect women at all. The way he treated her
was shocking and disrespectful, crude, and in some ways cruel. It
was degrading and insulting. And she had done the most appalling
and slutty things for him and with him, and said the most horrible
things as well about herself.

She could hardly believe that she had had sex
with those men just because he had told her to, that they had seen
her crawling and degrading herself the way she had. Where was her
pride and dignity?! This was not the way she was supposed to
act!

And yet the thrill of it all, the intense
passion and arousal continued to haunt her mind and lurk within her
even when they were apart. She would be doing some other thing and
suddenly remember this or that shocking thing she had done or he
had done to her and then she would feel a dark, ripple of
excitement so intense it took her breath away.

Remembering some of these things almost made
her giddy at her own daring and edginess. She knew everyone thought
she was dull and boring and very, very straightlaced. She almost
longed to tell them, to smugly inform them that she was actually a
very edgy and daring girl who did wild and kinky things.

But she couldn’t, of course. There was no way
she wanted anyone to know the kind of things she had done or even
said. Her friends would be shocked indeed. And then they would
probably stop being her friends. They would be disgusted with her
and hold her in contempt. She certainly would have if she heard of
any other girl who did such things.

But that would be because she wouldn’t
understand the depth of arousal, heat and passion the girl had
experienced. How could she ignore that? How could she choose not to
wallow in it any further?

What she settled on was deciding that
anything she did with Connor was a kind of interlude in her life, a
kind of experiment set aside from real life. It was a dangerous
summer fling that would end when she went to school and she would
never engage in such things again. She would recover her dignity
and pride and become a respectable, self-confident university
student.

And until then she would simply continue her
little fling and see what she learned from it. And, of course,
continue to feel that white-hot, scalding carnal passion and
excitement. Yes, at times it was uncomfortable, embarrassing, and
even painful. But she was certainly willing to make that sacrifice
for the passion and pleasure it brought her.

There would come a point, she thought, when
Connor would push her boundaries too far and she would refuse. She
was actually rather surprised that she hadn’t already, given some
of the things he had had her do. But whenever she hesitated, she
weighed the embarrassment or discomfort against the passion and
pleasure and always went with the latter.

And so it was on the next day when she went
to Connor’s house only to have him strip her naked and then tongue
her to the point she was writhing and squealing and moaning and
rolling her hips up at him. And there when she was so filled with
passion and lust and heat, he had her put on a dress.

It wasn’t much of a dress. It was more like
lingerie. It was black and partially see-through. It was very
lightweight and filmy, with thin spaghetti straps going over her
shoulders and behind her neck to hold it up. The cups left a lot of
the sides of her breasts spare, in addition to the cleavage it
displayed. The hem fell only a few inches below her buttocks.

Worst of all, from her perspective, it was
not only wide open at the sides of her chest above the waist, but
it was also wide open below. There was an inch then biy of fabric
joining front and back together. But aside from that, her hips were
completely bare. And if she moved very fast the lightweight fabric
would swirl around, leaving almost nothing to the imagination below
the waist.

That, of course, was why she thought it was
lingerie. And she had not objected when Connor had bound her wrist
together behind her back. Nor when he had produced a small belt
which he had wrapped around her neck and buckled behind her. It was
not, as it turned out, a belt at all, but a collar.

He had her open her mouth wide and then
pushed a red ball into it. The ball filled her mouth and prevented
her from closing her lips and then was strapped behind her head.
Looking at herself in the mirror, her eyes widened and she felt a
dark rush of excitement. Especially as Connor stood behind her,
gripping her hair and sliding a hand in through the side of the
dress to finger her already very moist and overheated sex.

“Sex slave,” he whispered into her ear.
“Tiffany the sex slave.”

Tiffany, the sex slave! she thought
excitedly.

He led her across the room and then picked
her up effortlessly to drop her, belly down across his left
shoulder. She heard the door opening and he carried her through it,
turning to close it behind them before climbing the stairs and
walking around the side of the house to the front.

Tiffany’s eyes widened and she tried to twist
free but he simply wrapped an arm around her thighs to pin her in
place and kept walking. He went to his car, opened the door, and
then set her down put her inside before buckling her in place.

“Sex slave,” he taunted before closing the
door.

Tiffany moaned anxiously, her wide blue eyes
staring around them as she searched for anyone who might see her
like this. Fortunately, there was no one around and he got into the
car, started it up, and drove off.

“You have to stop being such a shy little
suburban girl, slut,” he said. “Sex slaves can’t be embarrassed
about being seen naked or not. “Remember, the whole purpose of your
life is to make men happy with your beautiful, sexy body.”

Tiffany moaned around the gag, staring around
them as he drove, wondering where they were going and desperately
hoping it was nowhere near anyone she knew.

She looked down at her dress or reassuring
herself that it covered her adequately. That is to say, it was
legal. It was certainly a lot more revealing than anything she
would ever wear in public on her own, but it was not going to get
her arrested if some passing cop saw her.

She had no idea whether we going except
downtown somewhere, and not to the more stylish and fashionable
parts of downtown either. She wasn’t sure where this was but it
looked rather grubby. He parked on the street and then got out,
going around to the passenger side leaning in to undo her
seatbelt.

“Let’s go party, sex slave.”

She shook her head wildly and he snickered
and gripped her arm to pull her out of the car. He closed and
locked it behind her and then led her up the street.

“What did I tell you about not being shy? And
what did you tell me about obeying me?”

Since she was gagged she couldn’t very well
respond but moaned in complaint anyway until he turned her roughly
around bent her over a car next to them lifted up the rear of the
dresss and slapped her bottom several times sharply and
stingingly.

He pulled her upright by the hair and
continued moving them along.

“Remember, slut, you’re my fuck toy, my sex
slave. This body you’re wearing belongs to me. So you don’t get a
choice in what I do to it or how I dress it up. And certainly don’t
get to disobey your master.”

He stopped a little further along and then
undid the strap behind her neck, pulling the ball out of her mouth.
He pushed her against the wall, then kissed her hard. It was one of
his deep, passionate, aggressive kisses that made her toes curl and
her nipples tingle wildly. His lips moved voraciously against hers
as he clutched her hair in his hand. His other hand slid in through
the open side of the dress and his fingers found her naked sex,
stroking her with the skill which knew very well how to completely
disarm her.

“Connor!” she moaned.

He quickly brought his hand up around her
throat and squeezed.

“Master,” he said. Say it, slut.”

“Master!” she croaked breathlessly.

His hand returned beneath the hem and she
shuddered, grinding her buttocks against the brick wall as he
kissed her again.

Suddenly he drew back and pulled her with
him. Tiffany gulped in air, her heart pounding, her eyes fluttering
as she tried to regain control of herself.

Her eyes widened as he opened the door and
drew her inside. It was some kind of bar or club, though without
the frenetic music of the last place he had taken her to. The
people here mostly seemed to be older, too. She gulped anxiously as
she recalled that her wrists were still tied behind her back and
how little she was wearing.

Surely someone would say something once they
noticed her bound wrists! He paused and released her arm, but it
was not to untie her. Instead, he gathered her hair in and tugged
it back, and the next thing she knew the ball was pushing against
her mouth again as she instinctively parted her lips.

She was shocked by this since they were in
public, even though the place was fairly dimly lit, but had little
time to consider it as he forced the ball into her mouth and then
drew the thin straps behind her head to fasten it in place.

What was going on, she thought wildly.

An older man in a suit stopped them and
looked her up and down candidly.

“And who is this beauty?” he asked.

“This is Tiffany,” Connor said. “She’s
relatively new to things.”

The man smirked at her. “Relatively, but not
a relative, I trust,” he said lightly.

“Aren’t all things relative, James?” Connor
asked.

“I like your new toy, Connor,” a tall,
short-haired woman said as she came up next to Tiffany.

“I do too,” Connor said.

The woman slid her hand in the open side of
the dress and palmed Tiffany's sex. Tiffany squealed in startled
embarrassment, and twisted away.

The woman laughed softly in amusement. “Oh,
she’s precious.”

“As I was saying to James, she’s relatively
new to things,” Connor said.

He gripped Tiffany’s hair and yanked her back
around, forcing her head back.

“Spread your legs, slut!” He growled.

Gasping, Tiffany obeyed almost instinctively
and the woman smirked at her as she slid her hand back in through
the open side of the dress, her fingers stroking up and down along
the tight, thin line of her sex.

“She’s already wet,” the woman said in
amusement.

“Tiffany is almost always wet,” Connor
replied. “She’s very responsive.”

“How delightful,” the woman said. “And so
soft and warm.”

She casually swept the front of the dress up
and out of the way to bare the wide-eyed blonde below the waist,
looking down at her naked sex.

“Laser surgery, I take it?” she said as she
continued to run her fingers along Tiffany’s pussy.

“Yes,” Connor replied.

She let the hem drop back into place and drew
her fingers back, licking them lightly as she looked at
Tiffany.

“You have to let me test out just how
responsive she is later,” she said, before walking on past.

Connor released her hair and leaned in
against the side of her head.

“You’re a sex slave,” he said. “Don’t
embarrass me by forgetting that.”

He released her and walked further into the
room. After a moment of startled hesitation, Tiffany hurried after
him desperately aware of all the eyes on her. Connor walked over to
two men standing in the corner holding drinks and she anxiously
followed, eyes downcast.

“Connor,” she heard one of the men say. “I
see you’ve got a new toy.”

“A very special toy,” Connor replied.

“She certainly looks it,” the other man
said.

Connor chuckled and his hand reached up to
caress the back of Tiffany’s neck, and then undid the clip holding
the spaghetti straps in place. She cried out as the front of the
dress collapsed to her waist, baring her breasts to the two men’s
eyes.

“What do you think of these?” Connor
asked.

“Wonderful,” one of them said, reaching up to
cup and squeeze one.

“Beautiful,” the other replied, taking the
other breast in hand and fingering her nipple.

“There aren’t many girls as beautiful as
Tiffany with a body like hers,” Connor said. “And even fewer of
those as responsive and submissive as her.”

“Indeed,” one of the men said. “I think I
agree with you. If you get her trained she’ll be worth a fortune on
the open market.”

He slipped his fingers down the side of the
dress and gave it a tug and it fell the rest of the way to her
ankles leaving her completely naked. Tiffany’s face flamed and she
cringed as the two men examined her. She gasped as Connor yanked on
her hair to force her head up and back again.

“Exquisite,” one of the men said.

“What have you got here, Connor?” another man
said as he came up from the side.

“This is Tiffany, a girl I’m training,”
Connor said.

“Wherever did you find her?” the man asked,
his eyes racing up and down her body.

Tiffany’s mind was churning violently as she
stood there frozen in place, stunned by the enormity of being naked
in a public place with all these people looking at her and talking
about her as if she was an inanimate object! She didn’t know what
to do or how to react except with utter shock.

These people were obviously all perverts like
Connor! She was astounded how casually they were taking this. They
were acting like Connor was showing off a new car or new watch or
something! And what on earth were they talking about how much money
she would bring when she was sold!?

She was desperately aware that most of her
body was being hidden from the majority of the room by Connor and
the new man who had come over. But of course, she was completely
exposed to these three strangers. They were not just guys but men,
older men! And they were looking at her like wolves looking at a
sheep! And she certainly felt like prey! Very helpless prey!

“We went to high school together, where she
was always a very modest and careful girl. Careful about her
reputation, that is, careful to always do what the crowd expected
her to do.”

The man reached out and casually cupped her
sex, his fingers stroking along it.

“Repressed, you mean?”

“Aren’t they all?” Connor said.

“It’s the way society creates them. It
endlessly tells them to take pride in how sexy and hot they are,
and how beautiful their bodies are. But then it tells them that
they’re not allowed to show the bodies off because that would be
slutty.”

“I like slutty girls,” one of the men said as
he rolled her nipple between his thumbs and forefingers.

“I’m rather fond of them myself,” Connor
said.

Tiffany felt a hand squeezing her buttocks
and sliding it between them. Then the man standing next to her
looked up at Connor. “She’s got a butt plug in her, I take it?”

“Got to get her pretty little butt used to
taking large objects inside,” Connor said in amusement.

He took a long thin strap from his pocket and
snapped it to the small round ring dangling from the front of the
collar around her neck and tugged lightly on so she stumbled a
little. It was like a leash, she thought wonderingly, as he turned
her to lead her across the floor.

Now there was no one standing between her
naked body and the crowded bar! She felt another wave of shocked
embarrassment at all the eyes turned toward her as he led her among
them. She dropped her eyes to the four, face burning, her mind
churning with desperate confusion and uncertainty.

Someone cupped and squeezed her bottom as she
passed and another someone reached out and fondled her breast.
Connor led her to a table where several people were seated, three
men and two women. They all examined her as he held her before
them.

“Have you come to taunt us with your good
fortune, Connor?” ine of the men asked.

“Probably,” Connor said, smiling. “Who
wouldn’t like to show off something like this?”

“Indeed.”

The man gestured and the Asian woman who was
seated next to her turned her seat halfway around to look up and
down her body. Then she reached in and gripped her thighs, forcing
them apart. Connor gathered in her hair forced her head up and back
as the woman began to lick up and down the line of her sex.

She was gripped by shock, at first. But then
she had been gripped by shock since Connor had dropped her dress
and left her naked. As she stood there, her mind roiled wildly,
churning with embarrassment, confusion, anger, shame, and
uncertainty.

The Asian woman pushed her finger up inside
her, then a second as she licked skillfully at her clitoris.

“Do you plan on selling her or renting her
out?” One of the men asked.

“I haven’t decided,” Connor said.

Tiffany’s mind was gripped by a wild turmoil,
and she had no idea how to respond. Of course there wasn’t a lot
she could do. That was, oddly comforting. She reminded herself she
was supposed to be a sex slave. Obviously, this was some kind of
club for perverts where such things were not considered
unusual.

That would explain their casual reaction to
her state of undress, as well as her wrists being strapped together
behind her back and the gag in her mouth. These people were used to
kinky stuff like this. A man seated on her other side reached up
and calmly fondled her breast.

“I thought they were real but had to check,”
he said.

“There aren’t many girls with breasts that
look as good as Tiffany’s,” Connor said. “Real or not.”

“I think I agree with you,” the man said,
giving her nipple a final soft twist.

The girl licking her was extremely talented
and well-practiced, even better than Connor, and despite the wild
anxiety gripping her mind, Tiffany could feel her body starting to
thrum with excitement at what she was doing to her.

Well, she wanted something thrilling, she
told herself dazedly. At least these people were certainly not the
kind who hung around with her friends. Nothing that happened here
was likely to become fodder for gossip among anyone she knew.

Of course, that didn’t stop her from being
wildly self-conscious as she stood there naked with all those
strange eyes upon her. That they were all saying flattering things
was at least somewhat comforting. And she found their calmness
oddly reassuring. If they didn’t find it shocking then maybe it
wasn’t that shocking here.

Besides, this wasn’t the first time she had
been exposed before strangers lately. First, there had been Nicole
and Evan. Then those other two men last night. She had done
incredibly degrading and humiliating things in front of them and
yet had had monstrous orgasms.

And these people before her were seated
against the wall so she could pretend no one else was watching as
long as she didn’t look around. At least no one else could see the
front of her. She still wondered if she would go out of her mind
with the intensity of the emotional shocks she was undergoing.

She gasped as the Chinese girl pushed a third
finger up inside her, twisting and turning them as she pumped them
in and out. The girl’s small lips folded around her swollen
clitoris and sucked rhythmically, producing a sputtering rush of
sensation that made her hips tremble and shake.

“I wouldn’t mind taking her home for a day,”
one of the men said. “I’d be glad to compensate you for her
absence, of course.”

“She isn’t fully trained yet, Seth.”

“Oh, I’m sure I could add to her training.
What say I pay you five thousand dollars for the day?”

“I’m afraid that’s premature,” Connor
said.

Tiffany felt another jolt. That man just
offered Connor five thousand dollars to be allowed to take her home
for the day?! Of all the gall! Did he think she was some kind of
prostitute!? Of course, five thousand dollars was a pretty good
price for such a thing, she conceded grudgingly. Her mind
automatically calculated how much money she could make if men paid
her five thousand dollars a night. That was an awful lot of
money!

So she supposed she should be flattered.

“Legs further apart, slave girl,” Connor
ordered.

Tiffany hesitated, then shifted her feet
further apart, not wanting to be seen to disobey and embarrass him,
nor wanting to provoke him to punish her. She could hardly even see
any of the people at the table anymore because he kept his fist
wrapped around her hair, holding her head up and back. It was easy,
then, to fall into the strange illusion that she was alone except
for whoever was performing oral sex on her.

She could hear various snippets of
conversation going on behind and around her as people carried on
with whatever they had been doing before her arrival. People were
coming and going, ordering food and drink. It seemed utterly
unbelievable that she was standing here naked while this girl
fingered and licked her in front of a room full of people.

The sensations grew within her, dark heat
spreading up her body and into her mind as it began to throw off
the worst of the shock and embarrassment. She wanted to think this
was normal, that the sort of thing happened around these people all
the time. That would make it much less shameful and humiliating. It
would be like being naked in front of the doctor. Well, sort
of.

“Have a feel of this, Adam. They’re
delightfully firm yet soft,” said the man seated next to her who
continued to reach up and fondle her breast.

“They ought to be, given her age,” another
man said. “How old is the slut, Connor?”

That was another emotional jolt for Tiffany.
She didn’t even know this man and he was publicly calling her a
slut! Of course, she could hardly blame him given the
circumstances!

She gasped and whimpered, trying to jerk her
eyes down as she felt more and more pressure at her sex, as she
felt herself being stretched wider as the Asian girl slowly worked
a fourth finger inside her. The woman was petite but even so her
opening ached as the girl sucked and licked expertly at her
clitoris.

“Almost nineteen,” Connor replied.

“And in good shape, too,” another man said as
a hand caressed her abdomen and belly.

“Make sure she gets a lot of exercise,” one
of them said. “And not just sex.”

“That’s a good point,” Connor replied.

Then to her shock, he handed the leash to the
man seated next to her.

“I have to go to the men’s room for a minute.
Keep an eye on my little sex slave, would you, Dave?”

“Both eyes,” he said.

 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Tiffany felt a sense of panic as Connor
released her hair and then turned to walk away. But the girl was
holding onto one thigh and the man beside her was holding the leash
tightly.

This is insane! She thought dazedly.
I can’t believe I’m doing this!

“There, there,” the man named Dave said he
reached up to fondle her breast again. “Your master will be back
soon, little sex slave.”

She let out a gasp of pain and dropped her
eyes down to stare at the Asian girl’s head as her sex was
stretched even wider. She stared in disbelief as the girl cocked
her head up and looked at her and she was able to see that the girl
was slowly working her knuckles in past the mouth of her sex.

As she stared down with wide eyes she saw
them slowly slide through and the taut lips of her sex slid down
around the woman’s much narrower wrist. The woman had her whole
hand inside her!

Tiffany could hardly believe it at first. But
this was not totally beyond her experience as she had seen a video
on the Internet once which showed something similar. The girl
resumed licking and sucking on her clitoris as her hand turned
slowly inside Tiffany’s abdomen then pushed deeper still.

“Never been fist fucked, slut?” the other one
asked amusement.

“Lynn’s fist is so small no blonde would have
difficulty taking it anyway,” one of the men said.

Even as they spoke Tiffany could feel the
girl’s fingers slowly drawing in one by one until she had a small
hard fist inside her. Then the fist turned slowly from side to side
before pushing still deeper. It seemed to her that the world had
lost all the rules, everything that made her understand what was
supposed to happen and how people were supposed to behave. She was
adrift and helpless.

The only guide she had was that everyone here
seemed to think this was acceptable. Not to mention the way her
body was responding, with waves of pleasure and heat rolling up
through her chest and over her mind.

Like a strange narcotic drug, it seemed to
wash through her mind and soften the edges of her shock, of her
embarrassment, of her entire rational mind. Her thoughts narrowed
and focused more and more on her own body’s sensations and
reactions.

If I’m a sex slave then this sort of thing is
practically normal, she thought dazedly.

There was a kind of comfort in that. She
liked rules, liked to be doing what she was supposed to be doing.
If this was what she was supposed to be doing given the role she
was playing, then that was less shocking or humiliating. That
didn’t mean she wasn’t still desperately self-conscious about being
naked and having this girl pushing her hand up inside her in front
of strangers, but it allowed her to make sense of things.

She looked down again and felt a wave of dark
heat as she stared at the taut lips of her sex straining wide
around the girl’s wrist and watched that wrist push upward as she
felt the fist inside her going deeper. She saw all the eyes around
the table staring at her and shuddered, rolling her eyes up,
drawing her head back, staring at the ceiling as the girl’s fist
pushed up and down and her lips sucked hungrily at her
clitoris.

I’m losing my mind, she thought
weakly.

The heat deepened and spread up her body, her
mind melting as she stood there, trembling, swaying, moaning around
the ball in her mouth. She could hardly hear what the people were
saying anymore, nor care. A thundering storm of sensation and
emotion seemed to fill her mind.

She felt her hair jerked back as Connor
leaned in from behind.

“Do you like that, fuck toy? Do you like
having a nice big fist inside your pussy?”

He chuckled throatily, then she felt his
erection pressed up between her buttocks. His fingers gripped the
butt plug and tugged it solely free and then his cock pushed into
her.

“I can feel your cock inside her,” the Asian
girl said in amusement.

Tiffany shuddered and trembled more and more
violently as Connor drove his cock deep into her belly. The girl
resumed licking her clitoris and a sudden wave of pressure grew
within her and exploded. The orgasm shattered her mind and for long
seconds all she could do was tremble and shake, her eyes wide, head
back, her nervous system overloading as her muscles spasmed and
convulsions wracked her body.

The orgasm went on and on and then somehow
grew still more intense. Only Connor’s firm grip on her hair kept
her from sinking to her knees as her bones seemed to melt away.

She was bent over the table, bottom raised
and breasts flattened against the cool wood. The ball gag was
pulled free of her mouth and one of the men pushed his cock into
it. She moaned weakly as he drove deep into her throat and began to
pump in and out.

The fist was still in her pussy as Connor
drove his cock drove in and out of her ass. The small Asian girl
was now on her knees on the floor, still licking and sucking on her
clitoris as the climax swept over and through Tiffany again and
again. Any sense of embarrassment or self-consciousness faded away
under the avalanche of pure, raw sensation and the passion it
created.

She had never before imagined there could be
such a thing as too much pleasure, or that it could be too intense.
Now she was lost in a chaotic storm of wonder and bliss, reduced to
her instincts, a gurgling and moaning animal as they teased and
taunted and used her body.

At some point she was rolled onto her back,
her head lolling upside down across one end of the table as one man
drove his cock in and out of her mouth and throat. She could feel
another man fucking her as someone licked and sucked on her
clitoris and other hands and mouths feasted on her breasts and
nipples.

This went on for some time as a parade of
orgasms battered her mind to pieces and the people using her seemed
to go on forever with her barely noticing when one man left and was
replaced by another.

When that was done she found herself crawling
on all fours at the end of Connor’s leash, going from one table to
the next to beg people to let her suck their cocks or lick their
pussies.

Her embarrassment faded into a strange sense
of almost giddy elation about being free to flaunt her naked body
and sexuality so freely in front of so many people. Especially
given how much approval they showered upon her, and all the
compliments and flattery about how beautiful and sexy and hot she
was.

She gave men lap dances which ended with her
riding up and down on their cocks, licked women’s pussies, and then
wound up laying back across the table with her legs spread and
masturbating while they watched. The more shocking and wicked
things got the more aroused she became.

As the days and weeks went by she came to
thoroughly love her newfound role as sexual goddess, though
Connor’s discipline became even stricter and his spankings and
strappings grew harsher whenever she disappointed him. But that
just meant she put extra effort into ensuring she was an obedient
slave girl.

When she left in the fall for University it
was with an arrangement negotiated between Connell and a man named
Brower. Brower was a wealthy man who lived downtown in New York
City. Instead of staying in a dorm she would stay at his penthouse
apartment and would continue the role of sex slave for him while he
provided her with free room and board and transportation to and
from school.

He had also, she knew, paid Connell a good
deal of money. But she didn’t really care that much. She had been
worried about going to university and no longer being able to feel
that wild, dark thrill of passion, heat, and excitement which came
from her pretended role of slave girl. This would allow her to
continue, at least part-time.

She would still be a “normal” girl in the
daytime, and be allowed to make friends and go to parties. But when
in the penthouse she would be nude and shackled and obedient to the
will of Mr. Brower who she would call Sir at all times.

How often could an old guy want sex anyway,
she thought.

Of course, as it turned out Brower had a
young trophy wife, and that wife liked sex an awful lot, and also
like to tease, taunt, and torment Tiffany while bringing in
numerous male friends to assist her. Since she was as good with her
tongue and lips as that Asian woman in the club had been, Tiffany
quickly fell under her sway.

As the months passed she lost sight of what
and who she was, forgetting that the role of sex slave was a mere
pretense, falling into it with no regret or remorse to the point
she no longer thought of herself as anything else. Mistress Holly,
as she insisted on being called had her dancing in strip clubs, and
performing live sex acts before crowds.

Sex became her life even more than it had
been with Connor, with school little more than an afterthought.
When she left school it was to assume a highly paid position as Mr.
Brower’s personal assistant, at least as far as the world was
concerned. In reality, of course, she became his willing sex slave,
submitting to his and his wife’s will and servicing them and anyone
who came into contact with her.

It was a life of peace and tranquility,
largely stress-free and yet filled with heat, passion and pleasure.
She had no decisions to make, no timelines or goals to meet, no
responsibilities to worry about. She was a sex slave and all her
decisions were made for her. All she need do was obey.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a
nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very
muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out!
One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up
his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for
me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how
much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's
parents at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that
Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.
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Paige gets a job
as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is
a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
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the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
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Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is
a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing
things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!
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Paige is
a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple
about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked
into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not
realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As
Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself
helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!
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Zoe's new
boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and
arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her
own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers
and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more
submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl
before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.
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On a
foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes
her in the middle of a
crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips
naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.
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Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what
it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
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excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
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Danielle
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nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
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Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered
a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to
relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son
came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in
a fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her
date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to
getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission
and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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