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Paige groaned as the alarm woke her. She
stared up at the dull ceiling above, then closed her eyes, sighing,
rolling onto her side and slapping at the alarm as she curled into
her covers. It was cold out and warm in the bed.

She felt a warm back in front of her and her
fingers slid up and down it, then she wriggled in closer as another
voice groaned in front of her. A mass of blonde hair smelling
faintly of apples was in her nose as she sighed and slid her arm
over a narrow waist and then upwards, filling her hand with a soft,
full breast.

“Good morning,” a sleepy voice said.

She smiled and wriggled a little, feeling
Kayla's soft buttocks rubbing against her thighs and groin, and let
her hand slide downward, fingers finding the narrow line of her
friend's sex and stroking lightly.

“We have to be at work in...”

Kayla rolled over to face her, and Paige
grinned. It was sort of like looking in a mirror.

“... very little time,” she continued.

“It never takes you long,” Paige replied.
“Slut.”

She could see the pale skinned blonde's face
already starting to flush as she wriggled in closer, their warm
breasts pillowing together. Then she kissed her as she felt Kayla's
upper arm slide around her, her fingers finding her buttocks and
squeezing.

She let her weight roll her atop the other
girl. They were both slender and weighed roughly the same, but she
had always been the aggressive one.

She slid downward, taking the center of
Kayla's left breast into her mouth, closing her teeth just enough
to make it hurt a bit, sucking as her tongue stroked the
already-hard nipple. She rose a bit, her hand kneading Kayla's
breast, then sliding upward, her fingers delicately circling her
lips, then slipping inside.

Kayla closed her lips, sucking them, licking
at them for a few brief seconds until Paige pulled them back. They
dropped between Kayla's legs and the other girl moaned as Paige
began to stroke her, harder than before, for effect now.

Kayla's slender thighs spread apart as her
chest began to rise and fall more quickly, and Paige bent to take
her nipple into her mouth again, sucking rhythmically, chewing
lightly, achingly, on the surrounding flesh as Kayla moaned and her
back arched slowly.

Paige slid a slim finger into her, feeling
her already moist inside. She added a second, then a third, pumping
them in and out as she brought her thumb up against her clitoris.
It didn't take long. It never took long. That was one of the fun
things about Kayla – how incredibly responsive she was.

Her legs spread wider, and her breathing grew
more ragged, and then louder as she began to cry out with the
rising orgasm. Her hips ground more and more frantically, then
began to buck up against Paige's fingers and thumb as she worked
them harder.

Watching her coming was fascinating, and
exciting in itself. It was an incredibly erotic sight, for Kayla
was a beautiful, shapely blonde with masses of soft hair spilling
across her lovely face. Watching that face contorted in pleasure,
and that beautiful body arching and writhing in heat couldn't help
but arouse anyone watching.

She went limp and Paige laughed softly.
“Slut. I swear I could make you come just by blowing in your
ear.”

Kayla grinned tiredly, drained, and Paige
sniffed and rose on her knees, then crawled forward, straddling the
other girl, deliberately pinning her arms down with her own knees
and then settling her sex down against her mouth.

“Now please your mistress, slut,” she said in
a stern voice.

Kayla's tongue pushed up as she quickly
obeyed. That was another thing Paige loved about her. She pretty
much did whatever Paige wanted with usually very little
protest.

Although... that was also one of things that
made Paige worry. A girl who looked like Kayla was prey to so many
male animals – as, in fact, Paige was herself. She needed to be
able to say no, and to resist pressure, and she often didn't seem
to be able to stick up for herself.

So Paige did it for her. But at the same
time, she herself was a determined and self-confident girl who
liked to get her way.

Kayla licked and sucked her just the way she
wanted it done. She had experience in it, after all, and Paige had
certainly let her know exactly how to please her.

She groaned as she felt that lovely pink
tongue working away at her. Sex with girls was so much easier than
boys. You didn't have to worry about ego or flattery. It was easier
to communicate, and the sex could go on a lot longer if you wanted
it to.

That didn't mean she was gay, though. She
liked boys a lot. Well, men now, though it was hard not to think of
them as mostly boys. God knew they acted like it. But she enjoyed
sex with girls too, more than Kayla did, she knew. Kayla had little
interest in sex with women – except for Paige.

But then, sex between them was almost like
masturbation. They could have been twins.

The two had met in high school. It had been,
for both of them, a startling experience, like looking in a mirror.
They were almost exactly the same height, at five foot eight. Both
were slender, blonde and athletic, and both had thirty six D-cup
breasts.

More to the point, they both had egg shaped
faces, blue eyes, small, slightly snob noses, high cheekbones, full
lips and slightly narrow jaws. People often mistook them for
sisters even when they didn't dress alike or do their hair alike.
Which they had often found endlessly amusing, especially when they
pretended to make out together in bars to pop the boys eyes.

When they did color and style their hair the
same way they looked uncannily like twins. But as far as their
parents knew there was no meeting point anywhere in their separate
families' histories as far back as anyone knew. Of course, that was
only a couple of generations.

Kayla's family were Fins and Paige's were
Irish. A lot of Nordic Vikings had settled in Ireland and England
over the centuries so who knew if somewhere in time they hadn't
been from the same inbred village or something.

They had, of course, become fast friends, and
often thought of themselves as sisters.

Sex between them had come as a casual
exploration and sport, initiated by Paige, of course. They trusted
each other, after all, and both were interested in experimentation.
It was fun and safe and easy, and while Kayla wasn't really
bisexual she made an exception for Paige.

Paige's fierce devotion to sports often made
people presume she had sympathies in that direction. She kept her
hair long partly for that reason, since the cliché about lesbians
had them having very short hair.

The other reason, of course, was so she and
Kayla could look more similar when they chose to do so. The hair on
both girls hung halfway down their backs. Kayla's was currently a
strawberry blonde, while Paige was a brunette.

They had moved in together after finishing
high school, and both worked at The Morgan Guaranteed Trust company
as clerks. Paige had gotten in first, and then gotten them to hire
Kayla. It was unexciting work, and it didn't pay much, but it sure
beat being waitresses. And they worked together.

It made enough to pay for the rent in their
one-bedroom apartment anyway. And neither of them had any issues
sharing a bedroom, especially since the apartment was fairly roomy
and clean and near their work in downtown Seattle – which was NOT a
cheap city to live in.

Paige didn't come as easily as Kayla, but
with the blonde's tongue licking hard and her lips sucking she was
soon gasping for breath herself, and then quivering and trembling,
head thrown back as the orgasm swept over her and set her nerve
endings crackling and spitting like live electrical wires.

She slumped, gasping, and then rolled off
Kayla, who sat up wearily.

“We'll be late if we keep this up,” she
said.

“They won't fire us. We're the only real eye
candy in the building,” Paige said confidently.

Kayla snorted and climbed out of bed, brushed
her hair away from her face as she glanced at the mirror, then went
into the bathroom.

“Hey, wanna do the twin thing?” Kayla
called.

“What? Today?”

“No, dummy, when we go to LA.”

Paige made a face as she got out of bed. “I
don't know. LA is full of slutty blondes anyway.”

“So we'll blend right in!”

“Maybe we should be redheads.”

“I'm used to being blonde. I AM a
blonde.”

Paige left the bedroom and pushed open the
door to the bathroom as the shower came on, then joined Kayla
inside, sliding the door closed.

“A dirty blonde,” she said.

“You better clean me then,” Kayla said with a
smirk.

They picked up the soap and used it to wash
each other, kissing intermittently, and doing more than a little
stroking and caressing that quickly got Kayla heated up again
before Paige decided they had to finish and rinsed them both
off.

“Seriously. What do you think?” Kayla asked
as she dried her hair.

Paige sniffed. “I like being a brunette. I
don't get hassled as much by horny guys.”

“Yeah, but this is a vacation. It's time to
party. Maybe we'll meet a hot movie star and he'll want to do
twins.”

Paige grinned, remembering the last guy
they'd had together.

“Might be fun, if we can agree on a style,”
she said.

Wearing just the towel wrapped around her
hair, Kayla left the bathroom and returned with a magazine, then
flipped it open to show her a light golden blonde hairstyle with
lots of waves.

“I like this,” Paige said.

“We'd look fabulous together!” Kayla said
enthusiastically.

Paige pursed her lips. “Remember, this is
what it looks like when the hairstylist is done. That doesn't mean
it'll look like that after a dip in the ocean.”

“No, but if we get a perm it will hold for a
while.”

“Paige thought about it. She wouldn't want to
look like this at work. She already got too much attention from
jealous, middle aged women and horny middle aged men. But this
would be for vacation. Yeah, maybe,” she said.

“That means yes!” Kayla said, throwing her
arms around her.

That brought their bare breasts together
again as they kissed lightly, but Paige reached around and slapped
the blonde's bottom, making her squeal and pull back.

“We have to get to work, slut.”

She used the hair dryer in the bathroom while
Kayla went to the bedroom to use the mirror there. She would take
longer, Paige knew, for her hair was more complicated. It always
was. She was more of a girly girl than Paige had ever been.

While Paige had been taking volleyball,
soccer and baseball, Kayla had been enrolled in ballet and dance.
Paige's preferred clothing style was simple and comfortable with
subdued colors. Kayla liked pink and yellow and lace, and preferred
tighter, more revealing clothes than Paige liked.

It wasn't, Paige thought, that she was shy.
She'd simply learned from years of experience that most of the
attention you got from guys was unhelpful. And most of the guys
were not guys she needed, or even wanted to know. Kayla seemed to
measure herself more by male interest – any male interest.

Paige had higher standards. Find her the
right kind of guy and she'd wear tight pants and cleavage that
showed half her breasts if that was what it took to interest him.
But she wasn't going to find that guy at Morgan Guaranteed Trust,
nor on the bus getting there.

She put on black dress pants – form fitting,
but black, and a dark gray button down blouse with high collar.
Kayla wore a tight, clingy red sweater dress which did nothing
whatever to hide her shapely body, including high, full
breasts.

Paige would wear flat healed black walking
shoes. Kayla stuffed a pair of white, high-heeled booties into her
bag before wearing her own black flats.

“Let's go already,” Paige sighed, looking at
her watch.

“In a minute!” Kayla called from the bedroom
where she was doing her makeup.

Paige made a face and stalked into the
bedroom. She knew what 'in a minute' meant.

“Wait! Wait! Wait!”

Kayla quick finished her lipstick – very
quickly. She knew what that look meant, as Paige grabbed her arm
and yanked her away from the mirror.

Although they weren't particularly dressed up
to draw male interest, they did, regardless. Every man eyed them,
some furtively, some discretely, some boldly and longingly, as they
boarded together and made their way to the back of the bus.

“You know, on second thought, that style is a
bit girly for me,” Paige said, thinking back to the picture.

“I like it.”

“You would. Princess.”

Kayla stuck her tongue out.

“Maybe we should make it straight hair.”

Kayla rolled her eyes. “Boooring.”

“It's going to be hot and sweaty. It's going
to get straight anyway.”

“So you don't have to worry. Anyway, it's a
perm. It should hold up fairly well. Angela is very good at these
kinds of things.”

Paige made a face. She'd wait to see what it
looked like. Of course, by then it would be a done deal. But it was
only right that Kayla got her way occasionally.

*

“I love it!” Kayla squealed, spinning in
circles as their hairstylists looked on.

Both had sat side by side so that the two
hairstylists at Angela's would make sure their hair was identical
in color and style. Kayla had compromised somewhat. The dye was
more of a honey blonde, a bit darker in shade than the golden
blonde she had favored. And it was straight to a little above the
jawline, and then, especially on the sides, long, lazy lengths of
it curved gently back and around in a relaxed wave.

“It's very... fluffy,” Paige said
doubtfully.

“Full and soft, you mean,” Kayla said.

“Yeah, but it sure looks like there's a lot
of it.”

“And you're complaining?”

“Gonna look strange with a baseball cap.”

“So don't wear one.”

Paige looked at her as if she were crazy.

*

Nathan Scott looked out from the massive
glass walled back of the great room onto the enormous yard below.
The yard was rectangular, and well-treed for privacy. In fact, the
landscaping was gorgeous. The upper deck was large and sunny, with
three large, padded leather loungers. Each was the size of a king
sized bed, and could be cranked up at the push of a button, much
like hospital beds, if one desired to sit up

A large, square, in-ground hot tub sat in
front of two of them, and off to the right was a large conversation
area with padded leather, all-weather benches facing a long,
elegant looking, raised fire pit.

Down below was a formal pond with fountain,
and past that, an enormous swimming pool painted in a darker
blue.

Large, comfortable stone loungers ran along
one side of the pool, the lower parts under about six inches of
water, the upper parts angled enough to keep a lounger's body from
the waist up out of the water.

Facing it, on the right, was a mock stone
wall with waterfall running down to a more natural looking pond
with water plants. And between them was a beautiful broad, green
lawn. Off to one side was another conversation area, this one
covered, with a barbecue kitchen and wet bar for outdoor
gatherings.

Quite the paradise. Very private, very
secluded. And they were atop a hill, so that no neighbors
overlooked them.

“Forty five million is pretty high,” he
said.

“This is a jewel of a house,” the realtor
said.

“Hmm.”

It was certainly very modern looking, with a
lot of light, and well-designed to be airy and open. There was
substantial luxury as well, of course. But one expected that in
Beverly Hills.

The floating mahogany stairs led to the
second floor, which was just as exquisite, including the large
master bedroom which looked out on the front, and then down onto
the valley below, and further, between two hills, to downtown Los
Angeles. It had its own wide deck, hot tub, and fireplace, of
course.

The master bathroom was done in white marble
from Italy, about twenty feet by twenty feet, with long, elegant
white counters facing each other across the room. In the center was
the tub, tall, oval and gleaming, and at the far end were the
separate toilet area, and then the huge glassed-in shower.

There were two walk-in closets, both about
the same size as the toilet. One was very masculine, done in
gleaming African blackwood, drawers and cupboards running along two
sides, with shelves at the far end. Of course, there was also an
enormous cabinet in the middle, with a leather bench set against
the front.

The female closet was done in a creamy white
spruce, and had more mirrors.

There was, of course, a home theater, a large
home gym, several studies and offices, a half dozen bedrooms, a
games room, a large wine cellar, and a sauna and spa.

It was not a place he would buy for himself.
He had no need of a house this large. He lived in a penthouse
downtown. But as an investment, well, no one was making more hills
in Beverly Hills, and this one had unexpectedly come on the market
shortly after it had been built. And it would be useful for
entertaining his clients.

Of course, he'd have to hire a maid service
or something to maintain it as it would be empty much of the time.
Maybe he should put it on Airbnb, he thought with an inner
smirk.

*

“It's kinky when we look so much alike,”
Paige said as she watched them in the mirror.

Kayla was sucking on one of her nipples, her
hand between her legs, skillful fingers stroking her.

“I know,” Kayla said, giggling as she stood
up and looked at he mirror herself.

“Yeah but... this hair is so... similar. I
mean, we've looked nearly identical before but this hair makes it
really look like we're twins.”

“Cool, huh!?”

Paige snorted. “No screwing around pretending
we're lovers in public.”

“But we are lovers... kind of.”

“Yeah, but people will be sure we're sisters
looking like this. I don't mind being seen as a little kinky but I
don't want people thinking I'm a freaking pervert.”

Kayla laughed. “We're never going to see
these people again once we come home.”

“Still,” Paige said stubbornly.

“What if we get a movie star that wants to
fuck us?”

“If he's hot, then okay. But he has to be
hot.”

But it was kinky, as she watched in the
mirror, as she pushed Kayla to her knees before her and the girl
began to lick with the expertise of long practice. It was... weird.
It was like watching her perform oral sex on herself!

And she looked so... sexual! The flowing
blonde hair made her look like a real sex pot! She'd had blonde
hair before, dyed to match Kayla, but not this thick, flowing, wavy
mass that spilled over her shoulders and down her back like a
golden waterfall.

She let her fingers slide through Kayla's
hair, knowing it felt identical to her own, gathering it in,
moaning softly as she tugged on it insistently, urging the girl on
to greater efforts.

“Ohhh. I love your mouth, you hot little
slut!” she moaned.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


They were simply too old to dress alike, at
least in Paige's opinion. That would be childish. That didn't
please Kayla, who set about trying to ensure she dressed as similar
to Paige as she could get away with.

Paige wasn't pleased. In just the two days
since they'd had their hair done she'd realized they were drawing
far more attention than ever before. It was almost two years since
she'd last gone blonde, and then her hair had been shorter and
straighter. These flowing locks seemed to draw people's eyes like
magnets.

The flight to L.A. would be almost three
hours, so she wanted to be comfortable. Yoga pants were simply the
most practical way to go. Yes, they hugged her ass in a way which
would make men's eyes bug out, but that wasn't going to be an issue
with the long, green, button-down blouse she would wear over
them.

Her light gray yoga pants would draw the
eyes. Needless to say the white ones Kayla wore would draw them
even faster. Kayla wore a blue button-down blouse – only because
Paige had ordered her not to wear the same color. But she'd added a
wide white belt to cinch it in more tightly around her waist – and
across her breasts. The belt also pulled the hem upward so that it
exposed just the very bottom of her buttocks.

There was simply no getting away from the
fact Kayla was a showoff, Paige thought sourly. She loved being
looked at. And it seemed to turn her on to be lusted after, even by
unattractive strangers.

At first, Paige had thought she was simply an
innocent who had no idea what all those ogling males were thinking
when they looked at her. By now she was aware Kayla knew perfectly
well what they all wanted. And it both flattered her and gave her
an ego bump, rather than making her uncomfortable.

Her naivety, then, was not so much she didn't
know what men were thinking, as that she didn't fear what someone
might one day do to to her for being such a cock-tease, Paige
thought.

“You're going to get gang-banged one day,”
she said, keeping her voice low.

Kayla giggled. “As long as they're cute.”

Paige sighed and rolled her eyes as they
headed into the lineup at the airport.

They got through the TSA lineup without
issue. Paige had made blood curdling threats if Kayla managed to
slip one of her sex toys into carry on luggage after she had
searched it to make sure it was safe. She was not going to
get caught like that again! Kayla might think it funny, but Paige
did not.

They made their way onto the plane and
through the first class section – where the rich people sat – and
then further to the back where the cheapo economy seats were, then
settled in together for the flight. She sat on the outside. Kayla
liked the windows, but if Paige left her on the aisle seat she'd be
flirting shamelessly with guys she – and Paige – had no interest
in, most of the flight.

She'd already flirted with the male flight
attendant, with a security agent, with the TSA guy, and the guy at
the ticket counter. None of them were guys she would have had any
interest in. Paige knew her type very well since it was also
her type, and none fit.

Their ideal, of course, was big, tall,
powerfully built, handsome, with a sort of bad-boy attitude which
wasn't feigned, but also wasn't too, too real. They had no interest
in bikers or criminals, after all, or guys in wife-beater shirts
who got drunk and did drugs.

Even better if there were two of them. Few
men had the kind of staying power to satisfy the both of them.
Well, she conceded, that was actually more her problem.
Almost any men had the staying power for Kayla since it took so
little to drive her over the top. But a hot guy went a long ways to
getting Paige's lights burning hotter, too.

“How much do you think we'd make as
strippers?” Kayla asked, keeping her voice reasonably low.

Paige scowled at her anyway, widening her
eyes reprovingly.

Kayla only smirked.

They had had a little 'dance off' in front of
the bedroom mirror yesterday evening, turning and dancing and
stripping for the mirror and each other. Kayla had wanted to video
it all but Paige was always more careful about that kind of
thing.

“A lot,” Paige admitted. “But that's not
happening.”

Kayla giggled.

“Both of us together would probably make a
fortune,” she said.

It was hard to argue the point. But all the
male attention they'd been getting was making Paige
self-conscious.

“Slut,” she said.

“So?”

Paige snorted.

“It is kind of interesting how much attention
the hair is getting,” Kayla said. “I mean, we've dressed and looked
the part of twins before without this.”

“You chose the hair styles,” Paige
growled.

“Well, I thought we'd look really cute!”

“That's the problem!”

“Male attention isn't a problem, sis,” Kayla
said. “The lack of male attention would be a problem. Anyway, all
they're doing is looking.”

“And undressing us with their minds, and
playing out porn shows in their heads which would probably leave us
retching.”

“Retching in disgust or retching because of
the things they'd like to shove down our throats?” Kayla asked in
amusement.

“Slut.”

“So? You're just jealous I can deep throat
and you can't.”

“I haven't tried!”

“Have too!”

“Okay, I haven't tried hard. I haven't
practiced like you have. I never thought I needed to... uh –.

“Put the effort into sex?”

“Go that far to please some guy who I'll
probably be ignoring in a week or two. I mean, they're practically
drooling with bug-eyed delight every time I take my clothes off.
Why should I learn to deep throat? To make them even happier?” She
snorted in annoyance. “If I get into a serious relationship with
some guy I really and truly love I'll learn to do it.”

“It's not that difficult. It's just mind over
matter. It's all in your head, you know.”

“No, it's all down your throat.”

“Funny girl.”

There were supposed to be an awful lot of
hot, sexy blondes in L.A.,but the people at LAX didn't seem bored
with the breed. Not, at least, from their reactions as she and
Kayla got their bags and walked through to the taxi stand. Paige
felt even more self-conscious at all the staring men, and wondered
if there were actually something wrong with her. Maybe her hair had
turned pink and purple or something!

And then, right out of nowhere, a large man
in an incredibly nice looking suit stepped out in front to block
their way.

*

Nathan Evans, if he was really being honest
with himself, would admit to a certain degree of... confidence. In
truly introspective moments he'd even admit to arrogance. He was
tall, handsome, well-built, and rich. That combination tended to
draw a certain amount of deference wherever he went. And he'd
gotten used to it to the point he almost assumed it was owed
him.

Illogical, but there you have it. He was not
immune to human emotions and normal human responses and reactions,
despite his intellect. He was an extremely intelligent man, and
well-educated, as well. That added to his confidence – and
arrogance.

There was no one to tell him what to do in
life, no one to give him orders, no one he had to be nice to if he
chose otherwise. He was not now nor had he ever been married. That
might have something to do with his arrogance, but he doubted it.
Women had been almost literally throwing themselves at him since he
was an adolescent.

And if the axiom was that people didn't value
what was readily available, it could be understood that he held
women in very little awe. It had never been at all difficult to get
them, to strip them, and to use them as he chose. Money and looks
alone would have done that. But there was more to him than that,
and it had to do with confidence and a certain charisma and sense
of authority and command that natural leaders had.

The slightly British accent – one he could
deepen at will, didn't hurt either. He'd gone to live in the UK
when he was fourteen, and then went to college at Oxford. He'd
returned at twenty five, three years ago, and his voice still
showed the casual speaking habits he'd picked up.

He'd had many women in the UK, many of them
gorgeous, sophisticated and intelligent, and many since he'd
returned to the states. So while he appreciated beautiful women the
same way he did a beautiful car or a beautiful painting or house or
a beautiful view of the ocean, well, they didn't really affect him
much.

Certainly he couldn't remember the last time
he stopped dead in his tracks, hit by an emotional jolt that made
him catch his breath and want to drop his jaw like he was still
fourteen again. But the sight of the two blondes striding through
the airport had a profound impact.

He found himself suddenly yanked down to
earth, alongside all the other common herd of men in the airport,
wanting to drool and cry “Holy shit!”

With a man like Nathan Evans. Seeing
something he wanted caused an instant reaction. If he wanted it,
then he had to have it. And that was that. The cost was almost
irrelevant. He wanted those two! Not one of them. Both of
them!

That thought was mildly perverted, but that
hardly bothered him. Besides, he had a very discerning eye. The two
looked almost like twins, but he didn't think so. They might be
sisters, but he was willing to bet otherwise. A remarkable
resemblance, however, aided by having identical haircuts.

Actual twins, or even sisters, though, his
lightning quick mind thought, would have gotten tired of playing
that game by now except for special occasions. And there were
slight differences around the eyes and noses that he thought
betrayed them as having a much less close relationship than first
appearances might suggest.

Either alone would be quite beautiful. Both
together, though, brought his mind down into the same realm of
lewd, lusting, lecherous hunger as that of every other man. Which
he resented, but didn't try to fight.

And, not shy by anyone's estimate, he boldly
moved forward to confront the two. They halted, of course, staring
up at him. He was aware that his looks would let him get away with
things plainer looking men would earn scowls for. And that too, he
supposed was arrogance. But it almost always worked, and it worked
here.

“My name is Evans,” he said. “I don't involve
myself much in advertising. But I would suggest that if you two
wore the brand of some company or other you'd probably make a small
fortune given all the eyes drawn to you.”

He accompanied that with a smile.

“You certain grabbed my attention and yanked
it across the room.”

“Uhm... well, I uhm, thanks, I guess,” the
one on the right said with a small blush.

“Would you like a ride? I have a limousine
outside.”

They both hesitated.

“I'm going to Beverly Hills. I can drop you
in the city along the way if you like. A taxi from LAX will set you
back fifty dollars.”

“How do you know what a taxi would cost since
you don't even know where we're going?” the one on the left
demanded with arched eyebrow.

“You don't live here or you'd have deeper
tans,” he said. “And from all that luggage I'm guessing you're
tourists and heading downtown.”

He raised and eyebrow and smiled again. He
had, he knew, a very good smile.

“You can take my picture and a picture of the
license plate and text it to a friend before getting in if you're
afraid I'm some kind of white slaver,” he said with a disarming
grin.

“You're very generous!” the one on the right
said with a deep smile.

“I'm sure he'd make the same offer to
anyone,” the one on the left, obviously the cynic of the two,
replied.

“To be absolutely honest with you I was on my
way to pick something up and simply stopped in my tracks when I saw
you two. When I was in England, there was a term – gobsmacked –
which neatly describes it. You're each incredibly gorgeous, but
together you're almost unearthly.”

He was, in fact, being absolutely honest, and
he thought they sensed it, which made both of them blush.

“We're twins,” the one on the right said.

He grinned. “If you want to play that game,
that's fine.”

“You don't believe me?” she demanded.

“I'd bet otherwise. But as I say, I like
games. Would you like a ride?”

His looks and charm and the offer of a free
ride worked, and he caught the attention of a skycap, who came
over, got a cart.

“Where are you two staying?” he asked.

“The Stuart Hotel,” one of them said.

He spoke with the skycap and gave him some
money, and the man nodded ingratiatingly and then pushed the
baggage cart away.

“Hey! What about our bags?” one
exclaimed.

“The trunk is full, I'm afraid,” he said
apologetically. “But no fear. They'll send your bags on to the
Stuart. They'll probably get there before you do. I gave him a nice
tip.”

“Oh, you didn't have to do that!” one of them
said.

He shrugged. “It was nothing.”

One, more suspicious than the other, took
pictures of him and the car's license and texted them somewhere or
other, and then they got in.

“And what might your names be, beautiful
ladies?” he asked.

The one on the right giggled. The one on the
left snorted but smiled.

“I'm Kayla. This is Paige,” the on on the
right said.

“Shouldn't twins have similar sounding
names?” he asked with a grin.

“Yeah, you should have thought of that,
genius,” Paige said.

“Your parents should have thought of that,”
Kayla retorted.

The stretch limo impressed them, as he had
hoped it would, both inside and out. Money and the things it
brought rarely impressed Nathan Evans any more. One got used to
almost anything in time. It was clear to him that Kayla and Paige
hadn't had much exposure to it.

“So what are you two in LA for?” he asked as
the car pulled away from the curb.

“Partying,” Kayla said promptly.

Paige frowned at her. “Just a holiday,” she
said.

“Have you ever been to the Stuart Hotel?”
Kayla asked.

Evans looked pained. “Honestly, Kayla, that's
not the place for you two.”

“How do you know?” Paige demanded.

“Admittedly, I'm a bit of a snob. But it's
like... you know when you see this gorgeous woman with some poor,
ugly, short, skinny guy with acne and glasses and think – what on
earth is she doing with him? Well, that's you two beautiful
nymphets and a dump like the Stuart.”

“Well, we're not loaded like you are, Mr.
Evans,” Paige said with a glare.

“I am extremely lucky,” he said. “However, I
can be generous, too.”

“Uh oh, he's about to tell us we can stay
with him,” Paige said with a smirk.

“As it happens I have just recently purchased
a mansion in Beverly Hills with a pool, eight bedrooms and a view
of the city,” he said airily. “And I was saying to myself, you
know, Nathan, you really shouldn't leave a valuable and furnished
property like this empty. You should hire someone to at least house
sit until you can find a staff.”

“You don't live there?” Kayla asked, staring
at him.

“I haven't yet moved in. I was about to,” he
said. “There's no staff, though, and it's a big place. Perhaps I
could... make a trade. Put you two up for room and board in
exchange for...”

“For what?” Paige asked with that same
smirk.

“House sitting,” he said. “A little very
light housework. Like, oh, putting dirty dishes in the washer, for
example or grocery shopping. I don't suppose either of you
cook?”

“We're not, like maids or anything,” Paige
said.

“Naturally not. “I've hired a cleaning
service to come in and take care of things like the floor and
bathrooms – it has fourteen of them – and windows and such.”

Kayla was staring at him, almost
open-mouthed. It was hard not to imagine those lovely, full lips
pressed against his – or perhaps wrapped around his not
inconsiderable manhood.

He chatted with them as they drove along.
They were distracted by being in L.A. This was their first visit,
after all, and Evans found it easy to get information out of them
while providing them with little in return. He was, however,
charming, which he could be when he wanted something from someone
he couldn't simply buy or take.

Driving into Beverley Hills impressed them
even more, and also seemed to do away with much of their suspicion.
That, he thought, was quite charming. For if they thought only
'respectable' and 'law abiding' people lived in Beverly Hills they
really hadn't been exposed to wealthy people before.

Their jaws dropped as he led them into the
house, and he acted casual and non-nonchalant as he showed them
about. The main bathroom astonished them.

“This place is bigger than our apartment!”
Paige gasped.

“The master bathroom is larger,” he said with
a shrug.

They stared at him in disbelief, and he
grinned again.

“But it should be. After all, I am the
master,” he said with an amused but direct look.

“Should we call you master, then?” Kayla
asked with a broad smile.

“Oh well, while that would be respectful in
its way, it's rather old fashioned,” he said, adding in more
British accent.

“Maybe Lord Nathan?” Paige asked
sarcastically.

“I'm not a member of the British nobility,
alas,” he said. “If I was then I'd be the lord and master, wouldn't
I?”

Paige snorted in amusement, then both girls
gaped as he led them outside.

“Holy fuck!” Paige gasped.

“Wooooow!” Kayla said, blue eyes
enormous.

“Small, but cozy,” he replied.

They turned together to stare at him, then
wandered out onto the deck as he followed. He explained how the
loungers worked, making them automatically rise and fall, then they
went down to the pool.

“Now I want you to understand,” he said with
a mock scowl. “That despite the extreme privacy of this back yard,
there will be no nude sunbathing!”

They both stared at him for a moment, and
then as he let his grin come out both giggled.

“Oh darn,” Kayla sighed. “And here I was just
feeling such an urge to strip off all my clothes!”

“Yeah, me too,” Paige said. “Too bad.”

“I hereby rescind the rule,” he said in a
dignified voice.

They both laughed in amusement.

“So what do you say, girls? Would you like to
be taken to the Stuart, or spend some time in this... slum
house?”

They looked at each other for a long moment.
There was a world of communication that moment, and Evans flattered
himself that he could understand some of it. They were young but
not that young. They knew perfectly well that this was likely to
end up with them in his bed, and both of them indicated to each
other that the price wasn't really all that high - considering.

“Deal,” Kayla said.

“Oh, but our luggage!” Kayla gasped.

“Not a problem. I can have the limo take you
to the Stuart to claim it, and bring you right back,” he said
soothingly.

They beamed at him in delight and he saw them
to the car, then as they drove away, leaving him behind,
immediately got his phone out and called Jason, who was one of his
gophers.

“Jason. Don't talk. Just listen and do,” he
said. “Drop whatever you're doing. Get to my house. Get me some
suits, shirts, both business and casual. A bathing suit, and then
stop somewhere and buy a half dozen womens bikinis, thongs fit for
blondes. Let's say the measurements are thirty six C, twenty four,
thirty six.

“Next, find a few really ugly, nasty,
slovenly looking people, street people if you have to, and get them
into the lobby of the Stuart Hotel. They're to wait for a pair of
drop dead gorgeous blondes who look alike to come in and then...
act disgusting. They should be there within thirty minutes. That's
how long you've got. No, you idiot. I don't want them to even talk
to them. Just look like perverts. I want all this done now. As in
the instant I hang up the phone. Subcontract as needed.”

He hung up, not, of course, expecting the
work to be done instantly, but knowing James would scurry to get it
done as fast as humanly possible. And money solved a lot of
problems and sped up almost everything in L.A.

He smiled to himself. They didn't look like
36C cups to him. He was guessing 36Ds, but he had no objection if
their bikinis were a tad on the small size.
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“This is crazy!” Paige said in a low
hiss.

The two were in the back of the limo, and
even though the glass was up between them and the driver she was
nervous about being overheard. “He could be some kind of crazed
serial killer!”

“Living in a mansion like that with a limo
like this?” Kayla said dismissively. “This guy is rich as
Midas.”

“That doesn't mean he couldn't be a creep,”
Paige said stubbornly.

“Did you see him?! He's gorgeous! If he wants
to creep me he's welcome to it!”

“He's way too old for us!”

“Hmm, not too old to play with. And he looked
like he had a really big chest. I wonder what else he has that's
really big.”

Paige snorted and Kayla giggled.

“Honestly, Paige, given that place, I'd
almost literally kill to stay there! Did you see those bedrooms?!
The bathroom?! The pool?!”

“I'm not blind.”

“You think this Stuart place is gonna look
like that?”

The Stuart hotel looked nothing like that. It
was a brown brick building that looked like a very plain old
apartment building. The lobby was dirty and dim, and the
receptionist had no idea where their luggage was. There were also
some very seedy looking people hanging around the lobby.

One of them was fat and had dirty long hair
and he was leering at them! No, he was actually drooling!

“Ugh!” Kayla gulped, skittering around behind
Paige. Paige glared at the man in disgust and moved back as
well.

“How could you not have our luggage?” she
demanded. “the airport was sending it right over!”

“Well it didn't show up yet. It'll probably
be here later,” the woman said. “You checking in?”

She looked past them and then stood up and
pointed.

“Hey, you! Get the fuck out of here or I'll
call the cops!” she demanded angrily.

The two blondes turned and saw a tall, skinny
man in a stained t-shirt was staring at them, his hands in his
pockets. He looked like he was masturbating!

“Oh ick!” Kayla squealed.

She turned and glared at Paige. “And you
think we're staying here instead of Beverly fucking Hills? Are you
insane!?”

They quickly hurried out to the limo and had
him take them back to Beverly Hills. It was a lovely ride, almost
like a scenic tour, and they stared out opposite windows with wide
eyes at the beauty around them.

They got back to find Nathan strolling lazily
out of the front door. He was wearing jeans now, low on his hips,
and a button down shirt open down the front which showed some
pretty attractive looking abs and a powerful looking chest.

“We couldn't find our luggage!” Paige
complained.

“Really? That's odd,” he said. “I'll get my
fixer on it. He's good for getting done pretty much whatever I want
doing. In the meantime, I take it you've decided to take me up on
my offer?”

“You bet!” Kayla said enthusiastically,
eyeing the bare flesh so tantalizingly displayed.

“Well then let's go out back and discuss a
few terms,” he said with a lazy grin.

They made their way through the house –
stopping as each of them got to select her bedroom, then went out
back, where Kayla sighed over the beauty of the pool.

“I wish we could take a dip,” she said.

“Well, don't let me stop you,” he
replied.

She smirked. “Our suits were in the
luggage.”

“So?” he said challengingly.

She laughed, but shook her head. “I don't
think so,” she said.

He shrugged. “There are usually some spare
suits in the pool hut there off to the side. Fresh suits, that is,
never worn, in plastic.”

“Really?” Kayla perked up and headed over for
the pool hut, with Paige following more slowly.

They found some bikinis, but not much else,
and the bikinis were kind of small – and thongs, which neither of
them was used to wearing in public. But the idea produced a sense
of mischievous excitement in Kayla, as she examined herself in a
black suit.

“I look hot in this,” she said.

“Your ass is hanging out,” Paige said.

“I have a great ass. You should know. You
have the same ass.”

“Yeah but...”

“Oh what's the harm? He's freaking hot
anyway! And we've got lots of privacy here!”

“These tops are too small.”

“Yeah, so? Maybe we'll have to take them
off,” Kayla said with a grin.

“Slut!”

“What's your point?”

Paige laughed, then shrugged.

She followed Kayla out to the poolside, where
Nathan had removed his shirt and was now bare chested. It was a
bare chest which immediately drew four appreciative eyes as he
turned to watch them approach.

“I'm glad you found suits that fit,” he
said.

“They don't,” Paige replied.

“The tops are a bit small for us,” Kayla said
coyly.

“Not that I can see,” he replied with a
grin.

Kayla wandered over to examine the pool,
which pointedly presented her nearly bare bottom to his eyes. She
felt a quiver of excitement at that. It seemed so daring and
wicked, and yet, this was Beverly Hills, and she figured women wore
these all the time anyway!

It still felt almost like she was exposing
herself! But to a hot, hunky guy!

Paige was dubious, and glared at Kayla's
back, her face flushing a little as Nathan examined her
appreciatively, then turned to her.

“They only had thongs,” she said
uncomfortably.

“Well, and why wouldn't they? They're very
attractive suits when worn by very attractive women.”

“We don't usually wear thongs in public.”

“That's very modest of you,” he said deadpan.
“But of course, selfish.”

“Selfish?” she exclaimed.

“Depriving people of such a beautiful and
inspiring sight,” he said earnestly.

She snorted but gave him credit for being
smooth. And then he picked up a squeeze bottle and squirted some
cream into his hand. He began spreading that cream over his
shoulders and chest, and she felt a hot little thrum of excitement
way down low.

This... was not a boy, she thought with a
sense of awareness which tightened her chest. This was a powerful,
confident, wealthy man! And she was standing here in a too-small
bikini and a thong bottom!

His skin glistened as he spread what she
presumed was suntan lotion over his chest and belly, and she turned
her eyes away, flushing a bit more, not wanting to be seen as being
impressed. Though, of course, she was.

“You have very fair skin,” he said, as they
watched Kayla swishing her feet through the water, then step into
the pool.

She turned back to him to see his hand filled
with cream as he reached out and began to spread it over her
shoulder.

“I-I can do it!” she gulped.

“That's okay. I don't mind,” he said.

She thought she ought to object, but then
again... maybe not, as his big, powerful looking hands spread the
slick suntan oil up and down over her shoulders and arms. He moved
behind her and spread it down her back, inside the bra strap. The
big, warm hand caressing her bare back from neck to hips felt
incredibly erotic! His skin against hers!

She felt her nipples tightening within the
small, tight cups of her bras as his fingers stroked along the top
of her very low-riding swimsuit, then slid around her hips and
along her waist, both hands stroking her waist as she breathlessly
watched Kayla walk slowly deeper into the pool.

It was up to her ankles, then her knees, then
her thighs, the slope of the pool gradual.

And Nathan's hands were stroking along her
ribs and just – just barely beneath her bra! And then they slid up
her sides.

The bra had triangular cups, and was too
small. It left some side breast bare, and his fingers began to
caress her soft flesh as his hands spread the lotion over her ribs.
She felt her heart beating faster, and a wild dark sense of
excitement fill her!

Kayla slid into the pool up to her waist now,
her hands casually sweeping the water, and Nathan's fingers pushed
up against the sides of her breasts! They slid in beneath the edge
of her bra cups, and then... and then his whole slippery hands slid
into her bra cups from the sides, cupping and casually kneading her
breasts!

“Oh!” she squeaked!

What was she doing!? She needed to tell him
to stop! Was she a slut like Kayla, who was now gently swimming in
the pool, doing the breast stroke! OMG!

“Don't want any of this lovely skin to get
burned by the hot California sun,” he murmured into her ear.

She felt his warm breath against the side of
her ear, and felt her pulse race as his fingers rolled her
incredibly hard nipples, stroking and lightly pinching them so that
hot, crackling delight washed through her body.

His hands slid backwards, out of her bra,
leaving her gasping, but then they were on her belly, and one of
them slid into the waistband. She gurgled, jerking against him
instinctively, as his slippery fingers slid downward and found the
neat, tight, naked line of her sex.

He stroked his fingers along it as she felt
her body pressed back against his, felt his warm chest against her
bare back. Paige could hardly breath as his other hand slid up her
front, then enveloped her throat, pushing her head back, squeezing
lightly, though not enough to in any way stop her breathing.

She felt his lips on her ear, then, on her
cheek, as her bare buttocks ground helplessly against him. She was
gripped by a sense of wild, animal heat, the likes of which she
could hardly remember ever experiencing! This was so wild!

His hands slid away from her as Kayla turned
and did the breast stroke back along the pool towards them. He
waved at her.

“The water is gorgeous!” she cried. “Come on
in, Paige!”

“Do you feel the need to cool off?” he asked
quietly, amused.

Standing beside her, his slippery hand was
spreading oil over her bare buttocks now, and it was a measure of
what an emotional jolt she'd just experienced that she didn't think
that was particularly daring.

Kayla turned and swam the other way, and
suddenly she felt herself yanked bodily around, stumbling, gasping
as she stared up at him. A moment later his lips were on hers,
kissing her fiercely, his hands kneading her buttocks! Her breasts,
barely clad in the small bikini top, pillowed out against his
powerful chest, and she shuddered as a wave of raw heat swept over
her.

His mouth was voracious! It was like it
was... feeding at her mouth! She felt overpowered, overwhelmed, and
moaned into his mouth as she kissed back almost instinctively,
carried along on a wave of dark, thrilled, excitement!

“Hey!” she heard Kayla say.

Nathan pulled back lazily.

“Hey yourself,” he said.

“You guys are sure moving fast!” Kayla
protested, climbing out of the water, dripping wet.

“We were... just getting acquainted,” he
said.

“Oh really! Well I'm feeling left out!”

“Maybe you'd like me to go for a swim with
you?” he asked, moving over to her, grinning.

“Well... mayb – ahh!”

He picked her up suddenly, as if she weighed
nothing! He picked her up in his arms and then jumped into the deep
end of the pool!

Paige started to breath again, her heart
racing, shaking her head a little in astonishment at how rapidly
she'd gotten so incredibly aroused!

Kayla was squealing in the pool as she came
to the surface. Nathan gripped her waist and threw her again, and
they roughhoused a little as they moved to the shallower part.

“You're still wearing pants!” Kayla
protested. “That's cheating!”

“Well, if you prefer,” he said.

He was in waist deep water, and undid his
jeans, then pulled the zipper down. Both of them thought he'd have
underwear underneath. He didn't. Kayla gasped and took a step back
as he jerked his pants down. She couldn't see him clearly through
the water but she could see he was... exposed now!

He calmly bent and pulled the jeans
completely off, then stood there naked, the water lapping at his
washboard abs, grinning. Kayla looked at him a little nervously,
then looked up at Paige. She gave her a look, and then, not seeing
any disapproval, giggled, though she yelped as Nathan stepped
closer.

“Now you're wearing too much,” he said.

“Uhm, uh, well, I'm more modest than you,”
she gulped.

“Modesty? From a gorgeous girl like you?
That's wasted.”

He grabbed her and she squealed again, but
there was a deeper note to her voice now, especially when he lifted
her up onto one shoulder, then slapped her bare bottom before
jerking her thong right down and off! He slapped her bare bottom
again, then flung her forward into the water.

Rather than pursuing her, though, he laughed
and moved to the edge of the pool as she stood upright again,
gasping, and holding her hands over her naked groin.

“Hey!” she cried.

“Lost something?” he taunted, waving her
thong in the air.

She flushed hotly, but squirmed on the
inside.

Paige blinked as he came to the edge of the
pool, then half climbed out.

“Help me up,” he said.

It was instinctive. She reached for his hand
without really thinking that she would be helping him come out of
the pool naked!

No matter, he yanked her into the pool
instead.

“Hey!”

There was more roughhousing, during which
Paige also lost the bottom of her swimsuit, and when the two girls
tried to wrestle them out of his possession they lost their tops,
too!

By the time he walked out of the pool,
clutching both their tops and bottoms, they were filled with a wild
sense of thrilled heat! They followed him out, giggling nervously,
staring at his powerful back and tight buttocks.

He turned as they stepped out, and the breath
caught in both girls' throats as their eyes dropped to the sight of
his manhood, their vision no longer hindered by swirling water, and
his cock no longer hindered by the chill.

It was starting to rise before their awed
eyes, and both felt their hearts beat louder and faster.

“Come here,” he growled.

Gulping, they shuffled forward, somewhat
instinctively trying to shield their bodies a little with their
hands and arms.

Nathan reached out and pulled them both in
against him! His hands slid up their backs, then, and gripped their
long hair behind their necks. He kissed Kayla deeply, for long
seconds, ending only to turn his head to kiss Paige just as
deeply.

Their bare breasts pressing against his
powerful chest, both girls were filled with heat and excitement as
he shifted his lips from one to the other, then back again. Their
hands pressed almost instinctively against his chest, at first, but
caressed his shoulders and chest – and Kayla even daringly slid her
arm around him, her hand kneading his buttocks.

He released their hair, and suddenly dropped
low, his arms sweeping around them just under their buttocks and
clamping their slender bodies against him as he rose. Both girls
squealed as he hefted them up across his shoulders, pinning their
legs against his chest.

“Me Conan! You my slave girls!” he said in a
gruff caveman voice.

He turned and walked back towards the house
with the two blondes draped, belly-down across his shoulders, their
breasts pillowed out against his back as they gasped and squealed
and squirmed excitedly. This display of strength excited them even
more as their bodies thrummed with sexual heat.

He halted next to the pool hut, then lowered
them to their feet. They both stumbled, gasping, off balance both
physically and emotionally. He grinned and opened a side cabinet in
the pool hut. It was filled with a variety of tools and equipment,
but he took from it two lengths of rough rope, laid one across his
left shoulder, then gripped Paige and spun her around, pulling her
wrists together behind her.

“Hey! Wh-what... what are you... d-doing!?”
she gasped.

“Me Conan! You my slave girls,” he said
again.

She felt the rope quickly tied around her
wrists and pulling them tight, and felt a wild rush of emotion as
she realized he was tying her up! Part of that was anxiety and
alarm, but most of it was a dark, delicious heat! The two responses
paralyzed her and left her unable to react even as he tightened the
rope and tied it off

Kayla was gaping, but she too was too
startled to react, as he spun her around, pulled her wrists
together, and used the other rope to tie them together behind her
back.

The two girls stared at each other in
astonishment as he let her go, stepping back. They were both still
feeling that wild rush of contrary emotions. But the dark thrill of
sexual adventure was far more powerful.

Nathan stepped back a pace, spread his legs
apart and folded his arms across his powerful chest.

“On your knees, slave girls,” he growled, in
a deep, mock barbarian voice.

Paige shuddered and almost dropped to her
knees unwillingly, as they threatened to collapse beneath her.
Kayla giggled, and then, blushing hotly, knelt next to her. They
both looked up at the powerful, naked man before them, his sun
still wet and glistening in the sun.

“Now you service your master, slave girls,”
he growled in that voice again.

He stepped forward, his cock jutting out
before him, hard and thick and long, and instantly grasping their
full attention.

He gripped their hair behind their necks and
pulled their faces forward, pressing his cock between their cheeks,
between their lips.

Moaning, Kayla began to lick at him, then
Paige tilted her head and licked at his balls. This was not the
first time they had performed oral sex on the same man together.
Though it was the first time they'd done it while tied up!

Kayla took his cock into her mouth as Paige
sucked on his balls, and he looked down at them with a steely gaze,
keeping a tight grip on their hair, reminding them they were
helpless slave girls!

Paige was amazed at how quickly things had
gotten so far! But her body was overwhelmed with a crackling sexual
electricity which had her almost trembling with excitement! She
couldn't remember ever feeling this degree of heat before in her
life! This was so wicked! And he was so incredibly hot!

She had been tied up once by a boyfriend, but
it had lacked this sense of being on a wild, dark thrill-ride! And
this was not a boy! This was a mature, intelligent, sophisticated,
gorgeous, wealthy man! And God, he was so built!

The fact she barely knew him added to the
excitement, for it was accompanied by some anxiety and nervousness
which helped make it seem so much more real! As if she really were
his prisoner! His helpless sex slave! And they were outdoors! She'd
only once had sex outdoors, and that was in the woods, with vision
limited to a few feet. She was right out in the open now and
completely naked under the sun!

She watched as he pulled Kayla forward and
his cock slid deeper into her mouth, deep into her throat, in fact!
She felt a surge of envy and heat as she watched her friend's lips
slide almost all the way down that thick, gorgeous shaft, until
only an inch or so remained!

And then... and then he pulled her forward
and buried that last inch!

Fuck, she thought! Fuck! This is so wild!
This so incredibly wild and hot!

He pulled that gleaming shaft out of Kayla's
mouth and the other blonde gasped and gulped in air as he jerked
Paige back by the hair, then guided her mouth onto his cock. She
moaned and slid her lips down it, bobbing up and down, the sense of
desperate excitement growing as her lips were caressed by his warm,
slick, veined shaft!

And then he pulled her forward. She had only
a moment of warning. Her body reacted instinctively, trying to jerk
back. But he was so strong! Her wrists jerked against the ropes
helplessly as the puffy head of his cock pushed into her throat!
Then he was pulling her forward and she gurgled and fought her gag
reflex as his cock slid right down her throat!

She felt a sense of stunned amazement even as
she gurgled and gagged and fought against the unfamiliar sense of
thick, aching, bulging flesh filling her throat. But her rising
sense of panic eased as he pulled back, and his cock slid free of
her.

She coughed and gasped and gulped in air as
he thrust himself into Kayla's mouth instead, burying himself down
her throat. She had done it, she thought, with a feeling of
triumph!

Heat ran like fire along her skin even as her
chest heaved. Then, dazed, she gasped as she was pushed and fell
backwards onto the grass.

“On your back, slave,” he growled.

He wasn't talking to her, though, but to
Kayla, as he jerked her roughly around and then had her drop onto
her back below where Paige lay. He dropped to his knees, then,
straddling Kayla's upper chest, feeding his cock into her
mouth.

She moaned, glassy eyed, staring at it
excitedly as she began to suck. He dropped forward, onto his elbows
and knees, though with his knees spread wide to lower his body. And
then he gripped Paige's thighs, forcing them achingly apart as his
tongue licked up the line of her sex.

Paige groaned aloud, her back arching as she
writhed at the feel of his tongue! But things only got worse, as he
began to focus on her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God! Fuck!” she
cried.

He let his hips pump in and out, fucking
Kayla's mouth slowly as she lay, bound helpless beneath him, then
pushed deep, driving every inch into her mouth and throat.

“If you don't come, Conan will choke your
slave sister on his cock!” he growled.

Then he began to lick fiercely, his thumbs
spreading the lips of Paige's sex as he lapped hard at her swollen
clitoris. His hips worked in and out, fucking Kayla's throat with
long, slow strokes as she gurgled and arched and twisted below
him.

Paige came, violently, the dark heat washing
over her and exploding into liquid fire that scalded her mind and
body! Her hips bucked frantically up as she cried out again and
again. The pleasure howled through her system, far more intense
than anything she could remember as his tongue licked
furiously.

Kayla gurgled, chest burning, head throbbing,
as the powerful, beautiful cock moved in and out of her mouth and
throat. She stared cross-eyed at his groin up close, at the shaft
appearing and disappearing, her arms, bound beneath her, jerking
fitfully against the rope.

He pulled out, just as black dots started to
sparkle before her eyes, and she gasped desperately, gulping in
deep lungfuls of air as her chest heaved.
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Kayla groaned dazedly as he rose off her,
then shifted her body around in the opposite direction. Paige
moaned as he dragged her forward, gripped her hair, and forced her
up onto her knees, then down onto her belly between the panting
Kayla's spread knees.

Paige didn't have to be told what to do. She
began to lick even as she felt Nathan's hands shifting on her body,
jerking her thighs apart.

Crack! She gasped as he slapped her
bottom.

She felt his hands on her hips again, then on
her waist, jerking her belly in tight to her thighs. He reached
forward and caught at Kayla's thighs, sliding her closer, then
pushed Paige's mouth down onto her sex again.

“Keep that ass high, slave girl,” he
barked.

Crack!

“Keep those legs spread!”

Crack!

Paige moaned dazedly, but kept licking. She'd
just had a mind-blowing orgasm that left her unable to think
straight, and yet her body still crackled with sexual
electricity!

Nathan lay down alongside the prone Kayla,
tangling her hair around his fist to tugging as he leaned in to
suck and chew on her breasts. His mouth and hands roamed her
breasts and she whimpered and gasped and moaned as Paige licked
excitedly and Nathan turned her nipples into burning little coals
atop her swollen, throbbing breasts!

Her hips started to roll up against Paige's
lapping tongue as fire ran through her veins, and then she gasped
as he jerked back on her hair and brought his mouth up against her
throat, then along the nape of her neck.

“Hot, sexy, naked slave girl,” he growled
into her ear as he chewed on her earlobe.

She shuddered and moaned.

He kissed her again, then brought his eyes
over hers.

“Tell me you're my slave girl,” he
ordered.

Kayla didn't think she could even bring
herself to form a sentence at that point!

“Are you disobeying your master?” he
growled.

He pinched her nipple and the sharp pain made
her gasp.

“N-No!” she gasped breathlessly.

“Tell me you're my slave girl.”

“I'm... I'm your slave girl!” she
exclaimed.

He bent and sucked on her nipple again but
didn't let go of her hair. He brought his eyes over hers again.

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

Kayla moaned excitedly.

“I'm your sex slave!”

He jerked on her hair and scowled.

“Master! Say it.”

“Master!” she gasped.

He kissed her again, deeply, his fingers
kneading her breast, and then the orgasm hit her and she cried out,
screaming into his open mouth as her body writhed and her hips
jerked up frantically against Paige's wildly licking tongue.

He kissed her throat it, then drew back.

“Horny little sex slaves,” he growled.

He sat up, and then gripped Paige by the
hair, causing her to cry out as he pulled her up and back onto her
knees.

“Kneel, sex slave,” he ordered.

He helped Kayla to her knees, then pulled her
over – by the hair, until she was kneeling shoulder to shoulder
with Paige, both girls flushed and panting.

“Knees spread wide, sluts,” he growled.

They both jerked and then, flushed, spread
their knees wider.

“Backs straight, like proper sex slaves.”

He chuckled throatily and moved to stand
before them.

“I think what I have kneeling before me are a
couple of cock-loving slave girls,” he said.

Paige trembled, wildly aroused, reveling in
the dark, kinky thrill of what had so quickly become the wildest,
hottest, most exciting sexual experience of her life! All the other
men she'd had sex with had been boys! Eager, fumbling,
unimaginative boys! They'd never have bothered with this
sort of kinky little scene! They'd never have even thought to do
something so wicked!

This incredible, virile naked man
standing scowling before her made her feel like a wide-eyed
virginal innocent! Helpless and at his mercy!

He squatted before them, close, and his hands
slid down their damp bodies. Then he got up, brought back the
suntan lotion, and returned. He squatted again, filling his hands
with the stuff, then laid a hand on each of them, sliding it over
their breasts, kneading them skilfully, then sliding his big hands
downward until his slick fingers were stroking back and forth over
their throbbing clitorises.

His fingers were big, thick, long, and the
index finger slid down, then pushed into them, wriggling up to the
knuckle as they both moaned and gulped in air.

“Shoulders back, slaves!” he barked, in a
tone which made each of them instinctively flinch and jerk their
shoulders back.

“Slave girls aren't allowed to slouch!” he
growled.

His fingers slid slowly down, then up – but
this time there were two, and the girls moaned anew.

He looked at Kayla.

“Are you my sex slave?” he growled in
that voice.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He snorted and turned his gaze to Paige.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

He added a third finger. It wasn't easy, and
both girls felt stretched out, gasping and moaning as the three
thick fingers slowly worked up into their thrumming, burning
bodies. Then his thumbs came down on their clitorises and he began
to stroke.

“I will train you both to obedience,” he
growled. “I will turn you into cock-loving nymphomaniacs who scream
through orgasm after orgasm. I will keep you naked and in chains,
ready to service me or my men with your bodies.”

Kayla and Paige trembled, gasping, eyes
fluttering helplessly as his thumbs stroked expertly against their
clitorises. His fingers pumped slowly in and out, then stopped
moving, his thumbs pressed unmoving but firmly against the top of
each girl's sex.

“To prove to me what hungry little sluts you
are. I order you to ride my fingers,” he growled, staring sternly
at each of their flushed, gasping faces.

“Do it!”

And so they did, chests heaving, moaning,
gasping, riding slowly up and down on his unmoving fingers. As they
did, of course, his unmoving thumbs stroked up and down against
each girl's clitoris, and then he gave them an added little
sideways rub as the flush spread down their chest and they began to
ride more and more desperately.

“Ride your master's fingers you hot little
sluts,” he ordered.

It was not an order which needed to be given.
In fact, they would have been very hard pressed to stop riding his
fingers as the wild hunger took them and an almost animal heat
gripped their bodies and minds. The two teenagers rode up and down,
crying out as their bodies writhed in the grip of an inferno which
needed desperately to reach a peak!

Nathan abruptly jerked his hands back,
leaving them jerking up and down on nothing, panting, gasping,
moaning helplessly.

“Forward onto your bellies, sluts!” he
ordered.

He jerked forward on their hair and they
sprawled forward onto their bellies, crying out.

“Raise those beautiful asses into the air,
you horny sex slaves, so your master can fuck your brains out.”

Whimpering, they obeyed, but each got slaps
to the bottom as he reached in, adjusting them, tugging each girl's
waist back so her abdomen was pressed against her upright thighs,
spreading their legs wide.

“Beg for my cock, slave girls,” he ordered,
his fingers lightly stroking them.

“Oh!”

“Oh God!”

“Beg, sluts!”

“Please fuck me!” Paige moaned.

Crack!

“Master, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” Kayla squealed.

“Please fuck me, Master!” Paige cried.

He knelt behind Kayla, rubbing his cock up
and down her hot, swollen sex, then pushed forward, as the fingers
of his left hand lightly stroked Paige's sex.

Kayla cried out, rutting back against him as
his thick cock slowly forced its way down the tight, elastic tunnel
of her sex. He was without question the largest guy she had ever
taken, and it ached, but she couldn't care less! She wanted him,
needed him, deep inside her!

He began to thrust in and out, reaching
forward to grip her tangled hair, jerking it back to make her cry
out and jerk her chin up and back. He forced every last inch into
her trembling body, grinding himself against her as she tried to
buck back against him.

“Beg me to fuck you, you hot little slut,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master!” Kayla cried.

He started to thrust, hard, deep, fast, and
Kayla cried out again and again – and again, the breath sobbing out
of her as his hips began to slap against her buttocks.

The orgasm threatened to consume her mind,
and she gave herself to it in dazed joy. Her body thrummed with
sexual energy as the climax plunged her deep into a state of near
rapturous release, crying out repeatedly as the storm of the mighty
orgasm howled through her.

He left her, gasping dazedly, and rubbed
himself up and down against a trembling Paige's opening.

“Would you like my cock, slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

She shuddered as she felt the glorious sense
of penetration, as she felt herself forced wide by his thick girth,
and then felt the hot, slick length of him being pushed deep into
her belly. The air sobbed out of her lungs as he gathered in her
hair, jerking back on it, forcing himself deeper and deeper until
she could feel his hips against her upraised buttocks.

“Are you my sex slave, slut?” he demanded

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Say it.”

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

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she cried, as
he began to pump.

The power of the sexual heat and need was
intoxicating. Paige felt feverish on the pulsing, burning lust as
he drove himself into her with hard, deep strokes, his hips
slapping against her upraised buttocks. It was so good! It was sooo
good!

He slapped Kayla's ass, then slid his hand
between her thighs, fingering the line of her sex. She moaned as
his fingers slid into her, three long, thick fingers, twisting and
turning, pumping slowly in and out.

Paige shuddered and moaned, face pressed to
the grass, eyes slitted, body rocking to the impact of his hips
against her upraised buttocks. She'd never been taken so...
savagely before! Oh, she'd done it doggy style, but not like this,
not with her soft breasts rubbing and grinding against the ground
and her bottom raised high, not with a big man hammering himself
against her and into her!

Not with her hands tied behind her back!

It was so... animalistic! She could actually
feel as if she were some helpless sex slave for a musclebound
barbarian, captured, tied up and helpless, being ravished! The feel
of his big cock driving into her aching, burning, thrumming belly
was turning her mind to jelly!

She cried out, the breath sobbing out of her
as the orgasm hit, and then her mind melted down as convulsions
wracked her body. She jerked and bucked and gurgled as he rammed
into her. He dropped her hair, his hands pushing down against his
back as he leaned into her, leaned over her, ramming himself in
hard and fast!

He jerked back on her hair again suddenly,
drawing back, using her hair to lift not just her head but her
upper torso off the ground. His big arm folded around her, pinning
her tightly in a massive bear hug as he rammed into her, and Paige
felt her mind blasted by waves of incredible sensory and erotic
overload as she gloried in the intensity of the orgasmic storm.

He left her, gasping for breath, moaning
dazedly, and moved back behind Kayla. She moaned as his fingers
moved over the taut, round surface of her buttocks, stroking and
caressing.

“Hot little slut,” he growled, slapping her
bottom.

She cried out as he wrapped her hair around
his fist and yanked up and back.

“Are you my slut?” he growled.

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He reached under her chest, roughly fondling
her breast, then lowered her to the ground again, slapping her
bottom.

His cock, still hard, she marveled, pushed
against her, the head rubbing firmly up and down along the line of
her sex. Beside her, Paige was still gasping for breath, her body
still trembling, and now she felt him entering her again, groaning
as the thick girth of him stretched her and then pushed deep
inside.

It felt so incredible to be so full! With his
warm flesh pressing against her upraised buttocks.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp slap to her bottom,
but it did something weird to her mind, as if reinforcing his kinky
game that she was a sex slave!

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

Kayla moaned. It was so deliciously kinky and
thrilling!

“Please fuck me, Master!” she panted.

Crack!

She gasped in pain.

“Hot little slut,” he said, his hips starting
to move.

Kayla closed her eyes, her senses focusing
inward, feeling the hard, warm cock moving inside the slick, tight
depths of her belly, gasping each time his hips struck her upraised
bottom.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Are you my slut?” he demanded, grasping her
hair and yanking it.

“Yes, Master!” she squeaked.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

God! This was so fucking wild, Kayla thought
dazedly. She'd never imagined doing something this nasty!

“I'm going to keep the both of you naked and
in chains, my horny little nymphomaniac sex slaves,” he growled,
thrusting into her again and again.

So wild! So nasty! So wicked! So delicious!
So hot!

Kayla came again, crying out, especially when
he slid a hand around her waist and down between her legs to finger
her clitoris! The pressure of the sexual explosion seemed to
double, then, and she literally screamed in pleasure as her body
was blasted by the massive surge of sexual release!

And then he was behind Paige, thrusting into
her, riding her, slapping her, making her tremble and shake and
moan and then cry out as she too was swept into orgasm. This time,
at least, he showed he was human, as the squeezing, spasming heat
of her sex brought him, as well, and he cursed, leaning over her,
riding her, pounding her...

He was not, however, done with them.

“Neither one of you is permitted to move,” he
growled in a ridiculously arrogant tone, standing. “You will hold
these positions like obedient little sex slaves while I go and get
some... toys... for you. And something for you to wear.”

He didn't bother to don his jeans, but walked
across to the stairs and up them to the deck, disappearing from
view.

“Ho-ly fuck!” Kayla squeaked
breathlessly.

Paige groaned. “Was that what that was?” she
asked, still panting.

“I can't believe we did that!”

“I can't believe we're still kneeling here
like a couple of... uh –.”

“Sex slaves!?”

“Yeah! Fuck! This guy is so kinky!”

“Yeah, but it's so... hot!”

“I've never done anything this perverted
before!” Paige gulped.

“Me neither! But I swear, that second orgasm
almost blew my mind out!”

“Fuck, yeah! Holy shit!”

There was silence for long seconds.

“We're fucking tied up like... sex slaves!”
Paige gulped.

Kayla groaned in agreement. That was so wild
and thrilling and dark and nasty!

“What if he's crazy and he's going to get
like, a big knife to cut our throats?”

They both gulped at that.

“He doesn't need to tie us up for that,”
Paige said. “I mean, he's a big, strong guy. He could beat the crap
out of us easy.”

“I wonder what kind of toys he's getting?”
Kayla asked in a whisper.
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Both of them felt the weird sense of
unreality in what they were doing. They were kneeling, bottoms
raised high, legs spread wide, breasts and chins on the ground,
wrists tied behind their backs – Naked! Waiting in this... lewd and
degrading position for a guy who called himself their master to
return to do … whatever he wanted to do to them!

Both felt a sense of nervousness and anxiety,
but the wild thrill of this sexual adventure was still upon them,
along with that sense of wonderment at what they were doing.

“How long do we wait like this?” Kayla
finally asked.

“I'm guessing if we move we're gonna get a
lot more slaps to the butt,” Paige said nervously.

Then he appeared at the top of the deck,
completely comfortable in his nudity as he walked down the stairs.
He was carrying a briefcase, of all things. He walked over to them
and stopped behind them, then he knelt and they heard the case
being opened.

Kayla tried to turn her head and got a sharp
slap to the bottom.

“Face front, slave girl,” he growled.

She yelped, but obeyed.

A moment later he leaned forward over her,
and then she got a brief glimpse of a black clothe before it was
pulled over her eyes.

“Oh!” she gasped.

It was silk... it felt like... a silk scarf,
she thought as it blinded her. She felt him wrapping it around her
head, then tying it off. A moment later she heard Paige gasp and
guessed she was also being blindfolded.

“Now you're both ready for all my men to come
out here and use your bodies,” Nathan growled.

They both felt an emotional jolt at that, and
more anxiety, though neither believed he was serious.

Crack! Crack!

He slapped both on the behinds.

“That's what sex slaves are for, you
know.”

Kayla felt him grip her waist and tug it in
tighter to her thighs, then push her bottom forward.

“Keep your gorgeous ass high, and legs
straight up, slave girl,” he said. “We want all my men to clearly
see your assets.”

She felt his hand on her right ankle, of all
things, then something solid wrapped around it. It felt thick
and... and smooth. It was like... a belt of some kind, or a
thick strap! It closed tightly, and then his hands moved to her
left ankle. Another strap went around it, and tightened.

She felt nothing for a minute, but could hear
Paige making soft sounds, and thought that meant he was putting the
things around her ankles too. What could it mean? What were
they!?

“Don't move, sex slaves,” he said.

She felt his hand on her wrists, felt him
untying the rope there. That was a relief, at least, and eased down
the anxiety a little. At least, it did until he pulled the rope
free, but held tightly to her right wrist and wrapped some sort of
strap around it similar to the one around her ankles.

She didn't fight him, though. She kept her
wrists behind her as he fastened the things around both wrists,
then combed her hair back with his fingers.

Her wrists stayed together. The strap... no,
it was two separate straps – were somehow bound together like
handcuffs!

His fingers combed her hair back, then pulled
slowly. Kayla groaned, her chin raised up off the ground and held
there. Then something went under her, and he lowered her head. A
moment later she felt something pulling up firmly around her
throat. She felt a moment of sudden fear – like maybe he was going
to strangle her – but the thing wrapped around her neck and buckled
together in behind. It was thick and smooth and tight, but didn't
interfere with her breathing.

It was a collar, she suddenly thought, in a
moment of sharp, shocked, awed clarity. It had to be! One of those
studded leather things she'd sometimes see in pictures! A dark rush
of heat flooded her body and she moaned low in her throat. The
things around her wrists and ankles must be the same!

So kinky and wicked!

Crack!

“Keep those legs spread wide, sex slave,” he
growled. “That's what sex slaves do. They spread their legs wide
for their master, or for any man that wants to use their gorgeous,
sexy bodies.”

His fingers stroked against her, and then she
felt something penetrating her, or trying to. It was thick and
soft, and for a moment she thought he was hard again! But no, as it
slowly pushed forward, twisting and turning, she thought it was
probably a sex toy. Like a dildo. She groaned, for it was certainly
a thick one, and gasped, for it was quite long!

She felt she had the whole thing inside her,
the head deep in her belly, when the lips of her sex started to
close behind it. But they didn't close. It felt as if they simply
were no longer stretched so achingly wide, as if the lower part of
the sex toy was narrower.

“Sex slaves love to have big, hard cocks
inside them at all times,” he said.

So wild and kinky and exciting!

Paige gasped as he pulled back on her hair.
He did it slowly, not roughly, not yanking, but it still made her
scalp ache as her head was lifted up and back. Then she felt
something against her mouth! It was... rubbery, or leathery... and
wide. It pushed firmly against her teeth, which instinctively
forced her jaw wider.

She could feel it being squeezed down to pass
through her teeth, but once inside it sprang out again, fat, round,
pressing up against the roof of her mouth and down against her
tongue. She moaned around it, even as her teeth tried and failed to
close. It was too big to close her mouth! She felt narrow straps
pulling against the sides of her mouth, then crossing her cheeks,
going behind her and fastening there.

A gag! A... then she thought of kinky
pictures she'd seen, of those ball things in the mouths of women,
and felt a shocked flare of understanding and amazement. It was a
ball-gag!

Oh! My! God! This was so incredible!

She squeaked as she felt his finger against
her back passage. She squirmed mentally, and also physically –
which earned her a slap to the bottom.

“Hold still, sex slave,” he ordered.

She couldn't even protest! She was gagged!
That was so wild!

She felt his finger slip into her, twisting
and turning. It was very slippery, so he must have put something on
it. It pumped in and out, and then a second was added, then a
third!

The truth was anal sex had always fascinated
Paige. It was an uncomfortable and embarrassing weakness. Most
girls expressed various levels of disgust for it, including Kayla,
but Paige had always felt it was wickedly exciting for some
reason.

Degrading, in a way, but in a thrilling
way.

Now she felt the thing, probably another
dildo, she guessed, pushing into her, sliding higher, pumping
slowly in and out! No, not a dildo! Not... exactly! It wasn't
smooth. It was like... lumpy! And the lumps were different
thicknesses, though all were pretty thick!

She gasped into the gag as he pushed it deep,
as an even thicker lump passed through her anal opening. Then, like
the dildo, it was like some narrower base remained outside of her
body while her sphincter closed behind the thick lump.

She heard the sounds beside her and guessed
Kayla was getting a dildo up the ass too. She smirked at that.
She'd often used a dildo on Kayla's ass, though only when her
friend was really aroused. She liked the idea of fucking her in the
ass – which she didn't like - and making her come anyway.

“All right, you little sluts. On your feet,”
he growled.

He was still using that nasty growly voice!
It was a bit scary, but also kind of reassuring. It meant he knew
it was a game and he was just playing.

She felt his hand on her hair as she stumbled
to her feet. Then it shifted to her upper right arm.

“We're going inside to my torture chamber,”
he said.

Paige gulped, hoping he didn't really have a
torture chamber!

He led her along. She couldn't see, of
course.

He stopped.

“Stairs to the deck right in front of you,”
he said.

She reached out hesitantly with her bare
foot, found the stairs, and then as he urged her forward, climbed
them, with his big hand firmly holding her arm. She crossed the
deck, and then passed into the house. She could tell from the
different sound and different feel to the air, as well as the cool
marble on her feet.

They walked this way and that, bare feet
padding on cool marble floors, until suddenly there was a soft,
thick, delicious feeling rug underfoot. They walked along the rug,
then stopped, and a moment later he undid the scarf, and the
blindfold fell away.

She was looking at a very large mirror. It
was a good ten feet wide and almost that high. She stared at
herself, and saw Kayla doing the same! He grasped her hair, and
Kayla's both, using it to force their backs to arch while holding
their eyes on the sight of themselves.

Paige thought she looked... incredibly hot! A
part of her was appalled, but another part of her squirmed with
dark, delicious excitement!

“On your knees, slave girls.”

He put them on their knees, then jerked on
their hair.

“Always spread your legs wide!”

Both girls yelped in pain and shifted their
knees apart.

He released their hair, then Paige felt him
undoing whatever was holding her wrists together, and he turned and
did the same for Kayla. Her wrists came apart and dropped to her
sides, then she raised them, feeling another wild rush of heat.

They had the same sort of studded black
leather bands around them as her ankles did, as her throat did! She
looked like a … a … a sex slave! And she could see also the base of
the two dildos pushed up inside her! God! They were so... this was
so wild!

“Hands behind your necks. Interlace your
fingers, and arch your backs little sex slaves.”

She obeyed, as did Kayla, staring at the
mirror, at each other in the mirror, with wide eyes, feeling
another sense of unreality, of disbelief to be kneeling, sitting on
their heels like this, with dildos inside their bodies, naked,
collared!

He knelt behind and between them, and wrapped
an arm around each of their hips. His arms were long enough his
hands were able to slide around in front of them and down, so his
fingers could rub them there at the top of their pussies.

“Hot little sex slaves,” he said. “I'll have
a line of eager men coming to use you both, hour after hour, maybe
five or ten at a time. I'll get you to dance for them and do lap
dances.”

He growled throatily, glaring menacingly. But
it was a bit too over the top and obvious to be really scary.
Still, the images he was putting in their enthralled minds were,
despite being outrageous, degrading, and even scary, also
incredibly erotic! Especially with his talented fingers rubbing
steadily against each girl's clitoris.

Paige felt her hips starting to grind
helplessly as the sensations swirled and churned inside her.
Staring at herself like this, at Kayla, at him, and feeling his
fingers against her, feeling the thick fullness of the sex toys
inside her, was all just incredible!

She trembled, moaning into the gag, staring
at herself, enthralled, staring at Kayla, almost as excited. But
then he stopped, leaving her moaning. He stood up.

“Don't move, sex slaves.”

They weren't tied up this time, but neither
of them moved. They stared at themselves and each other in the
mirror, still gripped by amazement. They couldn't talk this time,
though, but could only kneel there, sitting on their heels,
staring, eyes feasting on their lush, naked flesh, the collars, the
dildos...

He returned with what looked like a couple of
belts, along with a kind of long, thin black... rod, which made
both girls a bit nervous.

He was dressed now, wearing jeans and a
shirt. Oddly, that made them feel even more naked!

He moved before them, and snapped a narrow
belt to the front of their collars. It clipped into place against
the big stainless steel rings in the center.

“All right, slave girls, turn around.”

He pulled and they gasped, feeling the pull
against the collars, turning their backs to the mirror.

“I want you on all fours,” he said, tugging
sharply.

The two breathless blondes fell forward onto
their hands and knees.

“Now. Heel,” he said, moving slowly away and
tugging on the leashes.

Paige felt a jolt of wild disbelief, then
dark, amazed heat as she was forced to stumble forward on her hands
and knees. Kayla was feeling the same next to her as he walked
between them, pulling on the... leashes, making them crawl across
the floor at his heels like dogs!

“Like bitches in heat,” he said, as if
reading her mind!

“Keep your head up, sluts.”

He must be crazy, she thought wildly!

But her body thrummed with sexual energy at
this new outrageously kinky idea!

Honestly! Who did shit like this!?

But it made her squirm with heat!

She and Kayla crawled across the floor.

The room was largely empty. It was covered,
wall to wall, in thick, soft blue carpeting which was soft on the
knees, and had windows looking out on the front yard. There were
track lights above on the ceiling, but the only furniture was a
small love seat against one wall, a chest against another, and a
couple of hard backed chairs.

He stopped.

“Now, when I tell you to, I want you to slide
your hands along the floor until your upper bodies are pressed
against the rug. Keep your bottoms high, legs straight up, and then
spread your knees wide. You know the position I want.”

He let go of their leashes, and then let them
see the thin black rod, swishing it from side to side to make them
nervous.

“Do it,” he barked.

Both girls obeyed anxiously, and with no
little sense of excitement. It didn't stop them from feeling the
stinging blow of the thing across their raised bottoms, though.

“Pull those bellies in tight! I want those
bottoms high!”

Gasping and moaning, they shifted into the
position he wanted.

“Good sluts,” he said.

Paige gasped as she felt the rod between her
thighs, up against her pussy. But... the tip was made of a flat
squared bit of leather or something, and he was rubbing it against
her swollen clitoris, producing an affect which made it very hard
to keep from grinding her hips back!

“Hot little bitches,” he said, shifting the
thing to rub Kayla.

Paige shuddered.

“On your knees again, hands behind your
neck.”

They pushed themselves back up and back,
breathless, gasping as they knelt, sitting on their heels.

He chuckled, and brought the little rod down
against their breasts. Now they could see it even more clearly. It
was about twenty inches or so long, maybe two feet. It was no wider
than a pencil, wrapped in leather, with that flat flap at the
tip.

A flat tip which made Paige wince as he
slapped it lightly, but repeatedly against her nipples.

“Sexual animals, that's what you two are,” he
said. “Blonde sexual animals.”

He slapped the thing against Kayla's nipples,
and she winced and gasped at the stinging little blows.

“You must learn discipline and obedience to
your master,” he said.

He tugged on the leashes, pulling them
forward onto all fours and having them crawl back and forth across
the floor again, then slide their hands forward and lower their
bodies while raising their bottoms again.

Crack!

Paige winced.

“Fuck toys,” he said.

Crack!

Kayla gasped.

“Hot little blonde fuck toys.”

He ran the actual shaft of the thing back and
forth over Paige's buttocks, but didn't hit her immediately.

“All right, slutty little slave girls, here's
what you'll do next. I want you to push your hands down between
your legs, slide your arms back and underneath.”

Paige obeyed with a grunt, gasping at a
stinging blow from the rod.

“Keep those little asses high, slave
girls.”

She flinched but raised her bottom.

“Good sluts. Now bring your fingers up
against your hot little pussies, grip the base of the dildo, and
start pumping it in and out.”

Paige's face and chest were already flushed,
but now she felt a new shock-wave roll through her even as she
almost eagerly obeyed. She gasped as her fingers worked the dildo
out of her, for the part inside was much thicker than what
protruded, so pulling on it forced the lips of her sex wider.

“Pump those big cocks in your hot, buttery
little pussies,” he said. “And bring your other hand up so you can
rub your clits.”

So kinky and dirty and wild and shocking and
degrading and... helplessly thrilling, Paige thought dazedly.

She could hear Kayla gasping and moaning
beside her as she fingered her clitoris, as fire spilled into her
body, as she pumped the dildo in and out, moaning and gasping
herself.

“Remember that I'm standing right behind you
watching everything you do,” he said.

As if she could forget!

She had never done anything like this in
front of a boy before!

Much less a man! God!

But the sexual heat swirling around her was
like a fever, and she pumped the dildo in and out, gasping and
grunting and crying out dazedly as she rubbed her clitoris
desperately. Her body pulsed with heat and hunger!

But it was Kayla – of course – who came
first. She heard her cries of pleasure even past the gag in her
mouth, and could see her body jerking spastically out of her
peripheral vision. That brought her, too, and she cried out in
return, the climax tearing through her mind and body as he looked
and watched!

He pulled the ball-gags out of their mouths
and locked their wrists together behind their backs, then used the
leashes to jerk them up onto their knees, guiding their mouths onto
his cock again. They took turns sucking his balls and bobbing up
and down on the full length of his cock – something Kayla continued
to handle more easily than Paige.

With his cock standing up rigidly, glistening
with their saliva, he pushed them back onto the floor, putting
Kayla on her back, then guiding Paige to straddle her face and sit
herself down slowly. She was pulled forward along her friend's
body, and then without being told, Kayla began to lick even as her
own mouth came down on Kayla's clitoris.

Both still had the dildos in both lower
orifices, but they licked excitedly, knees wide, as he looked
on.

Kayla came quickly, but still breathlessly
continued, even as Nathan knelt before her. She stared as he leaned
in, but continued to lick at Paige's clitoris as he pulled the
dildo out, then replaced it with his own big cock.

So wild and kinky and nasty and exciting and
thrilling!

She licked as Paige squirmed and bucked and
moaned and then came, with Nathan's cock ramming into her hard and
fast. Then he replaced the dildo and moved around behind Kayla. She
shuddered as she felt the dildo pulled free, then his cock entering
her. Then a breathless Paige resumed licking, and drove her into
yet another orgasm!
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“This is so fucked,” Paige said,
wonderingly.

Kayla could only laugh and shake her head in
agreement.

“Nathan is crazy, you know.”

“Oh, I don't think he's crazy, just a
pervert.”

Paige snorted.

Nathan had business elsewhere, or so he said.
He left them on their own, and took off. They had the freedom of
the house, everywhere but the master bedroom, which was locked.

What they didn't have were any clothes.
Theirs were still missing. The ones they'd worn here on the
airplane had disappeared as well. They had also discovered that the
studded leather restraints around their wrists and ankles – and the
collars – were locked in place and could not be removed.

That was a little annoying, but also kind of
kinky hot too.

They had both had showers – leaving the
dildos on the bathroom counters – and then blow dried their hair so
it shone.

“God, I wonder where I can get some of that
shampoo!” Kayla marveled, sliding her fingers through her soft
hair.

Paige nodded wordlessly. Her hair felt
incredible, too.

They couldn't help looking at each other –
often. It was like looking in a mirror, after all, and both girls
were amazed to find themselves like this, though not particularly
fearful.

They wandered through the house, exploring,
stopping for some time in the theater to play with the controls and
figure out how to get Netflix and then access a large database of
major movies. They found the gym and experimented with some of the
equipment, then looked around the kitchen in amazement.

“There's like everything you could imagine in
here!” Kayla said, as she held open the twin doors to a huge
freezer.

There were also two built-in fridges, every
spice they had ever heard of, and many they hadn't, and what they
at first thought was a pantry turned out to be a walk-in wine
cabinet.

The house was amazing. Staying in it was
amazing. But even as they moved around exploring they were both
gripped by the oddity, and the strange, burbling sense of dark
sexuality as they did. For they remained entirely naked save for
the collars around their necks, and the restraints around their
wrists and ankles.

They were both quite used to seeing each
other naked, and even intimately so, but this was an extended thing
with such a visible sense of sexual fantasy that it kept their
nipples hard throughout.

They checked out each other's rooms, and
lamented over the large – and empty – walk-in closets.

“I could put so much shit in here!” Kayla
sighed. “Look at all the shoe racks!”

“You're more into shoes than me,” Paige
sniffed.

She stopped, staring at herself in the big
mirror, and shook her head a little as she felt that re-surging
tightness in her chest. Kayla turned and looked too, coming up to
stand next to her.

“Just how crazy do you think he is?”

“Not crazy, maybe. But he'll get away with
whatever we let him get away with.”

“What guy wouldn't?”

“Yeah. And he must be into this stuff enough
to have these here,” Paige said, raising her left wrist up before
her eyes and examining it.

“Well, it's just something kinky and kind of
hot. I can't say I didn't freaking like the sex!”

“Yeah! God! That man is so... wild in
bed!”

“I don't think I've ever had a guy as good as
him.”

“Maybe we should have been looking at older
guys.”

“Well, older and richer.”

They both snickered.

“Anyway,” Kayla said, “We came here to have a
wild time, didn't we? And maybe things will get a little kinky –
.”

“Maybe!?”

“Maybe even more kinky, but so what, as long
as it's as hot as that? Nobody we know lives here anyway, so it's
not like it's going hurt our reputations or shit.”

“You mean you're not going to do a selfie and
post it on Facebook?” Paige asked sarcastically.

“Uhm, not until I get some clothes anyway.
People aren't going to believe this place!”

“Just remember if you send pictures or post
them on the internet people are going to ask how it is we got to
stay here, and then they'll kind of figure it out...”

“My friends don't think I'm a virgin,” Kayla
said.

“Yeah, but they don't think you fuck rich
guys so they'll let you stay at their house.”

“I'm not!”

“No, but do you want to explain how the sex
is just so hot...?

“It is so hot,” Kayla said, shaking her
head.

“Yeah well...”

“Anyway, people are going to start wondering
if I don't say something! I mean, I'm in LA! I should be posting
selfies by now and pictures of our hotel room, and the beach and
all that shit.”

“We could post pictures of our rooms.”

“Are you shitting me? These rooms are like,
the kind you get in the penthouse of the top hotel in the
city.”

“Well then, there must be shittier rooms
somewhere. I mean, suppose there's servants?”

They set off in search of shittier rooms, and
found one above the garage. It was plain, and apparently intended
for a chauffeur. It had nothing in it but bed, small desk, table, a
small fridge in the corner, a kitchenette, and a flat screen.

“This could be a cheap hotel room!” Kayla
said excitedly, taking pictures.

“In what universe!? This is a nice hotel
room!”

“Well we don't have a lot of options, Paige!
At least it doesn't look like the Hilton or something.”

She threw herself on the bed and then took a
picture pointed downward, scrunching lower and lower.

“What are you doing!?”

“Shht.”

She snapped a picture and then sat up,
showing it to Paige. It showed just her bare feet and then the TV
beyond the foot of the bed.

“It doesn't show much about the hotel
room.”

“Well I can't do a selfie like this!”

“That perve Nathan stole our clothes,” Paige
grumbled. “And you know what, I'm wondering if he didn't arrange
for our luggage to get lost too!”

Kayla stared at her a moment. “I hadn't
thought of that! What a perve!”

They took some pictures then went back into
the main house and out onto the deck.

“Man, this is some place,” Kayla said.

They rested on the leather covered loungers,
using the remotes to tilt them up and down experimentally, then
went down to the pool and waded in. They swam around for a bit,
then tried out the stone loungers that were half underwater.

“What we need are servants so they can come
bring us drinks,” Kayla said.

“Well, you're a sex slave, so you go get me
drinks, slave girl,” Paige said smugly.

“You're a sex slave too!” Kayla
exclaimed.

“Maybe, but I bet I can spank your bare ass
if I tried.”

“You wouldn't dare!”

That wound up producing some naked wrestling
in the pool, then some sharp slaps on Kayla's bottom which
eventually led her to surrender and go up to the house to get
drinks. She came back with some kind of expensive looking foreign
beer and set it down on the table between their loungers.

“Free beer!” she said.

“You don't get that at many hotels,” Paige
said with a grin.

They went back inside, had quick showers,
then explored the kitchen again, figuring out how to get the stove
working, well, one of them, then put some food together. They ate
at a twenty foot long polished wooden dining room table, with a
chandelier glowing above, and a view of the setting sun through
huge plate glass windows.

“We should be out partying,” Kayla grumbled
as they went from there to the theater room to see what they could
get on the satellite.

“Didn't we do that today?”

“Well... yeah, but, I like dancing!”

“I think Nathan is going to make sure you do
lots of that.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, with all his MEN,” Paige said,
smirking.

Kayla snorted, then thought a moment.

“You know, that would be... wicked.”

“What!?”

“I mean, think about it, us two, like this,
like, surrounded by several hot, rich, wealthy men here...”

“You little perve!”

“Nobody would know!”

“How do you know his friends will be hotties?
They could be fatties!”

“We'll insist they be hotties.”

“This is way too slutty for me!”

They both let their minds dwell on the
breathless thought of prancing around naked in front of a group of
men – a small group – of hot men, rich men, and both felt their
chests tighten, their nipples tingle.

“Nobody will know,” Kayla said again,
gulping. “And we did come here to party.”

“Party yeah but not, like, get
gang-banged!”

“Don't tell me you haven't had fantasies
about that.”

“A fantasy is not reality!”

“No, but we could like, have a game which is
like fantasy, and then go home next week to reality.”

The thought of going home to their grubby
little apartment and boring jobs and leaving all this was suddenly
kind of depressing by comparison.

A sudden sound caught their attention, and
both of them were suddenly reminded that not only were they naked
but they had these kinky bondage things on! They both jumped up and
ran to the doorway, jerking it mostly closed, staring with wide
eyes as they listened to a sound somewhere nearby.

“Maybe it's Nathan!” Kayla whispered.

“What if it's not!?”

They heard another sound.

“That's upstairs!”

“Well go see!”

“You go see!”

“It's probably Nathan.”

“What if it's not!”

“Then you get to have a gang-bang early!”

There were feet on the stairs up the hall,
and they didn't sound like a man. In fact, they sounded like –
.

A very tall black woman in a very short, very
tight dress appeared and they both shrank back, closing the door so
just a crack showed.

“There you are. Let's go. I don't have all
day,” the woman said.

The two stared at each other, then Paige
peaked out the door.

“Uhm, I'm sorry. Who are you?” she
gulped.

“I'm Jessie. Mister Scott hired me to teach
you how to dance.”

“Uhm, we know how to dance, thanks,” Paige
said, flushing.

Jessie snorted. “I set up the pole in the red
room. Get your butts out here.”

Paige jerked her head around and stared at
Kayla, whose mouth went wide and then formed the word “Pole!”
without speaking.

Suddenly the door pushed open and they both
stumbled back, blushing hotly, as the woman stood in the doorway,
glowering at them.

“I ain't got all day. You little bitches get
your skinny butts upstairs so I don't get told off for failing to
teach you how to not move like cows.”

“I don't move like a cow!” Kayla said
indignantly.

Jessie slapped her bottom sharply and the
girl yelped and leapt forward.

“Upstairs!”

“Hey!” Paige exclaimed.

“You want to make Mister Scott happy?”

It was very hard to act independent and
assertive when naked. Especially when you were wearing a collar and
restraints, and even more especially when you were dealing with a
woman who was older and taller – and fully clothed!

Paige had her right arm across her chest, her
hand gripping her left breast. Her left hand was hovering just
before her groin.

“Mr. Scott said I could spank your asses if
you give me any trouble,” she said, and then smirked. “And I think
I'd like that a lot.”

“You just try it,” Paige sniffed,
glowering.

She reached out for Paige, and Paige slapped
her hand away, or tried to. Jessie suddenly grabbed her wrist and
twisted it around behind her back, in the process, twisting Paige
around so she was face first against the wall!

“Hey!” Kayla cried.

But before she could do anything Jessie had
managed to grab the startled Paige's left wrist, pull it in behind
her, and even as Kayla grabbed her, link the two together. She
turned to Kayla then and easily overpowered her, quickly locking
her wrists together behind her back too!

“Now let's get going. I'm supposed to teach
you how to dance on the pole.”

“I don't want to learn how to dance on any
pole!” Paige protested, embarrassed and angry.

Jessie grabbed her by the hair behind her
neck, did the same to Kayla, then jerked back, forcing their heads
back and their chests out, then forced them forward, out the door,
up the hall, and up the stairs, ignoring their protests until she
shoved them into the room where Nathan had made them crawl around
and assume several degrading positions.

Jessie closed the door then quickly stripped
off her dress to reveal nothing underneath. Kayla and Paige gulped.
The black woman had very large breasts, but her body wasn't as
slender as theirs, and she had clearly spent more than a little
time working out.

She went to a boom box she had placed on the
floor, turned it on, and music started playing. Then she went to
the pole in the middle of the rug – which had not been there the
last time they had been in the room, took a leap, and started
swinging around it.

Paige glowered at her, while Kayla stared,
open-mouthed. Jessie climbed high, easily, then dropped upside down
to clutch the pole between her legs up top, and her hands below.
Her body arched and moved and then slid downward.

With her hands on the floor she let her legs
come free of the pole, dropping slowly out to the sides so she was
almost doing the splits! Then she let herself fall backwards,
sprang up, grabbed the pole, swung around it and landed again,
turning and grinding against it as she held it high and arched her
back. She turned her back to the pole, then arched and swung before
turning towards it again, letting her breasts slide up and down on
either side. She leaped up, and began to swing around fast and
wildly, startling both girls.

Neither had paid much attention to strippers,
of course, nor to pole dancing, as an exercise, though the idea was
somewhat intriguing. They were surprised at how fast the woman
moved and how athletic she was.

She dropped back again, not even winded.

“You blonde sluts getting the idea?”

Paige flushed, Kayla blushed. “We can't do
that,” she gulped.

“Why, cuz you got spindly arms and legs?
Yeah, you're right. It's something you have to work up to and
practice for.”

Jessie pulled her forward, turned her around,
and undid the clip holding her wrists together behind her, then
brought her to the pole.

“Grip the pole between your hands,” she
ordered.

She positioned her, then had her swing slowly
around it, not going too high. She showed her how to slide up and
down with her feet on the floor, to arch her back with the pole
behind her, and how to turn towards the pole, then push her bottom
out, rolling her hips as she slid down the pole.

“This turns guys on like nobody's business,
but you don't need to have big muscles or nothing,” Jessie
said.

Kayla was getting over some of her
embarrassment, especially since Jessie was naked too, and because
the woman had been remarkably uncaring about their bondage gear. As
for Paige, she was starting to feel a strange little dark heat
lower down as she watched first Jessie, then Kayla swinging around
the pole.

She had always had more of an interest in
women than Kayla had, and truth to tell the idea of submission and
dominance had always kind of intrigued her too. Certainly she
enjoyed dominating Kayla, and now she found she enjoyed the sight
of the black woman, with skin very, very black, dominating the pale
skinned blonde girl too.

And there was no question she was doing that.
Her abrupt manners, her barked orders, and the fact she didn't
hesitate to slap Kayla's bottom to make a point or when she thought
the girl wasn't moving fast enough, were already making Kayla
quickly do whatever she was told.

And the way the black woman was looking at
Kayla was, unless Paige was mistaken, a lot more sexually
interested than she'd expect from a woman who was entirely
heterosexual...

That, of course, had a lot of implications
for Paige! And she was still helpless, her wrists restrained behind
her back, unable to hide her body at all, nor defend it.

Presuming she wanted to...

“No, no!” Jessie said, her hand coming out to
smack Kayla's bottom again. “You have to bend your knees to jump
up, then grab the pole.”

Kayla did so, hurriedly.

“Now slide slowly. Dancing on the pole is
usually a slow, sensuous thing.”

She took over, and pressed her body against
it, letting her black breasts come in on either side. She pressed
in against the outside of her breasts with her arms, squeezing them
around the pole as she slid slowly down and looked across at her
audience – Paige – to give her a slow, sensuous look.

Paige gulped.

“Now you do it.”

Kayla did as Jessie had done, feeling a
little embarrassed and awkward, but also a rising sense of anxious
excitement.

Jessie picked up one of the hard-backed
chair, carried it across the room and put it down not far from the
pole, facing it.

“You, sit.”

Paige glared at her, but came forward and sat
down, flushing anew.

“Now this is your audience, this horny dude
here,” Jessie said.

Kayla gave a half giggle.

“Watch what I do.”

Jessie swung around the pole, performed
several movements, then wound up on her knees. She crawled forward
to where Paige sat, feeling more and more wary, and then rubbed her
cheeks along her bare legs before sliding upward. Paige felt her
chest tighten as the woman's hands slid along her thighs, just up
past her knees, then jerked her legs apart!

She gasped, but didn't see that she could do
anything as the Black woman slid up between her legs, letting her
soft breasts slide across Paige's inner thighs, then in against her
abdomen as she arched her back. She rose, then climbed onto Paige's
lap!

She sat down, straddling her and the chair,
facing Paige, her hands on Paige's shoulders.

“Of course, in a real club, the men aren't
allowed to touch the dancers,” Jessie said. “Might not be that way
for you sluts, but we'll see.”

Paige flushed again as the woman – danced, on
her lap, her head and upper body writhing and twisting and turning,
her head coming forward, then back, her buttocks grinding down
against Paige's thighs. She slid back to her feet, then pulled
Kayla forward.

“Now you.”

Kayla gave another embarrassed little half
giggle, then did as Jessie had done, until she too was straddling
Paige, rolling her head, swishing her hair around and grinding her
buttocks against her thighs.

Jessie made her do it several times, and
Paige was, despite herself, starting to feel her body thrum with
sexual heat and pressure.

“Now let me show you something you won't see
in a club,” Jessie said.

She pulled pulled Kayla back and had her
press her buttocks in against the pole, then stretch her body up
along it and grip it high up. Then she suddenly clipped the
restraints there around the pole to lock her in place before
dropping to her hands and knees.

Paige didn't even notice Kayla was
restrained. Her eyes were on the Black woman as she crawled over to
her once more, slid up between her thighs, but then gripped her
legs and jerked on them to pull her bottom forward on the chair so
she was slouching more.

She forced her legs even further apart as her
cheeks slid up and down against the insides of Paige's thighs, and
then, as her chest got so tight she could hardly breath, began to
kiss her way up and down her inner thighs.

Paige was certain she would stop, but... she
didn't!
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Paige let out a startled squeak as the Black
woman's tongue found her sex and slid up and down its length, then
her lips closed around her clitoris!

“D-D-Don't!” she gasped in a strangled
voice.

Jessie ignored her, her tongue licking hard
and fast, bringing her lower lip in against the underside so she
could lick even harder. Her hands slid up Paige's body and began to
knead her breasts as she sucked on Paige's clitoris, and Paige's
body began to pulse and burn with a wild intensity that had her
trembling!

Kayla, who had realized almost at once that
her wrists were trapped on the other side of the pole, looked on in
shock, then anxiety, and then a sense of forbidden heat and dark
thrills as she watched Paige's reaction.

There was something both hot and satisfying
at seeing her friend helpless both physically and emotionally in
front of another woman. After all, Paige never hesitated to put
Kayla in the same position, and Kayla inevitably gave way, either
because she was, she admitted, kind of weak-willed, or simply
because Paige made her so hot and bothered she let her do whatever
she wanted, even if it did make her a little … uncomfortable.

And now Jessie was making Paige that same
way!

She watched, squirming, as she saw the Black
woman's hands grip Paige's legs behind the knees, forcing them up
and farther apart so the blonde girl slumped even more. Her mouth
was fixed on Paige's sex, and Paige's face was flushed, the flush
spreading down her chest as her eyes began to glaze over in a look
Kayla recognized!

The black woman was practically feeding at
Paige's sex! The way her mouth was working so hungrily, her lips
were moving, her tongue sweeping rapidly across her. The woman
might as well be growling as she dug her fingers into Paige's soft
pale breasts and made the nipples bulge wildly!

Then, when Kayla was sure Paige was about to
come, she stopped, and abruptly stood up, grabbing Paige by the
hair.

“On your belly, slut,” she growled. “Put that
ass in the air and that face down!”

Paige stumbled to her knees, and then, with
the sharp slap across her bottom, gasping and obeyed.

“Spread those legs wide, sex slave,” Jessie
ordered, slapping her bottom again, and putting her into the same
position she and Kayla had had earlier.

Jessie moved over to the cabinet, opened it
and pulled out a black dildo! A big one. But no, it was more than
that, Kayla realized, heart pounding as she saw the woman strap it
on. She adjusted the straps, tightening them and walked back, the
big dildo protruding from between her legs!

“I'm gonna fuck me a blonde sex slave,”
Jessie growled.

Paige's mind was in wild disarray. She felt
herself resenting the woman, feeling outraged, and embarrassed –
not at her position or reaction so much as at being so quickly and
totally dominated by another woman! Of course, the lewd and
degrading position didn't help!

And yet her body thrilled to the same dark
feverish heat and hunger she'd felt earlier in the day with Nathan!
She was sopping wet, and her lower belly burned to feel itself
penetrated!

She resented it even more when Jessie knelt
behind her and slapped her bottom again.

“Keep that ass high, sex slave,” the woman
barked.

This was sooo humiliating!

But then she felt the head of that big black
cock rubbing up and down along the line of her swollen sex, and
then felt it pushing forward. The pressure excited her, and she
felt the lips of her sex slowly forced in and back – and back – and
back, gasping and moaning as the ridged, veined silicone cock slid
slowly into her.

Crack!

“You know you love nigger cock, white girl,”
Jessie growled.

Crack!

“I know you blonde bitches all love a big
black cock inside you.”

Crack!

“Don't you, slut?”

Paige shuddered as the woman worked the dildo
deeper and deeper. She wanted to curse her and repudiate what she
was saying, wanted to stand up for herself, indignant about being
treated as some kind of... inferior! But her body was flaming hot,
and her mind was intoxicated by the wild dark thrill of what was
happening!

“Oh! Oh God!”

The dildo was so deep it ached! And now
Jessie gripped her hips and began to pump.

“Yeah. Fucking a white whore is all in a
day's work,” Jessie said.

Crack!

“Fucking a blonde whore who needs cock inside
her is like an act of charity,” she said.

Crack!

She slid her hand forward and buried it in
Paige's blonde hair, then yanked her head up and back so she cried
out at the stinging pain to her scalp.

“Tell me you love my cock, bitch,” she
demanded.

Crack!

“Say it, sex slave.”

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” Paige gasped
breathlessly.

God! It was so thick! And so deep inside her!
And it was pumping in and out faster and faster! And now the Black
woman's hips began to press against her buttocks, began to slap
against them, jarring her body, making her breasts grind into the
rug! She cried out as her hair was jerked up and back again.

Crack!

“Tell me you love cock, bitch! Say it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“Say it, sex slave. Say you love cock.”

“I-I love cock!” Paige gasped.

“Say you love black cock.”

Crack!

“I love Black cock!” she gasped.

She was nearing orgasm and the closer she got
the fewer her inhibitions, the less she had any willpower at all.
Besides, this was so sick and kinky and hot!

Crack!

“Tell me you love nigger cock.”

The word jolted her! Saying it in front of a
Black woman? And yet it was the Black woman demanding she – .”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I love nigger cock!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, blonde whore.”

“Please fuck me!”

Crack!

“Say mistress. Beg me to fuck you and call me
mistress.”

That was so sick! So wild, Paige thought
dazedly.

“Ungh! Oh! Oh! Oh Fuck!”

Crack!

“Say it, you blonde slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!'

Crack!

“Again, whore.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” she cried.

Crack!

“Again, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

The big black cock was punching her in the
deepest pit of her belly, the ridged silicone stroking in and out
between the tight, taut lips of her swollen sex, caressing the
silken walls of her elastic tunnel as the Black woman slapped and
used her so … savagely! So wildly!

Paige came, crying out in dark, rapturous
heat, her mind overcome by the shocking, outrageous kinkiness and
thrill of what was happening, of being pounded by a growling Black
woman – a woman! – with her strap-on cock!

Her body was overflowing with a wild rush of
sensation that set her muscles spasming and jerking and made her
hip buck back spastically. Convulsions wracked her body as she
cried all the air out of her lungs, sucked more in and cried that
out too!

And all through it that big cock was punching
into her, thrusting hard, the woman's hips striking her upraised
buttocks sharply, sending shudders through her slender body which
resonated right through her belly to her pulsing clitoris!

She cried out again as her hair was yanked,
lifting her head up and back, gasping as the Black woman held it
there as she leaned in, chewing hungrily along the nape of her neck
as Paige gulped in air and trembled.

“Hot little blonde sex slave,” Jessie
growled.

She slid the cock slowly back out of her, but
held onto her hair, and, as she moved back, pulled.

Paige gasped louder, moaning and yelping,
forcing herself up and back onto her knees as well. Jessie got to
her feet, and, her fist still buried in the thick wavy golden hair,
she forced the blonde to shuffle forward on her knees until she was
directly in front of a wide-eyed Kayla.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Jessie barked.

Kayla gulped and obeyed, moaning, as Jessie
shoved Paige's face into her sex.

“Lick her, slut,” Jessie ordered.

Dazed, Paige obeyed, lapping at Kayla's sex
as Jessie held her hair tightly.

Kayla felt her body already pulsing with dark
lust. Watching Paige, who she loved, of course, but who had a habit
of being awfully bossy to her – especially in sex – being …
dominated, being treated like that, being fucked so hard and so
roughly with that big black cock – and coming wildly – had almost
put her into climax herself! It was the most erotic thing she'd
ever witnessed!

Now Paige was kneeling at her feet, licking
frantically at her sex as the Black woman continued to control her.
Kayla shuddered, her hips already grinding against that lapping
tongue, moaning and rolling her buttocks against the bar, feeling
an incredible dark thrill at being cuffed to the bar like...
like... a prisoner!

She cried out as she came, twisting and
rolling her hips, arching her back as Jessie jammed Paige's mouth
in harder.

“Man, you come like a nympho whore,” Jessie
said as Kayla's hips bucked wildly. “And this slut has hardly even
started.”

She pulled Paige back as Kayla groaned and
went limp, but was far from finished with her. She shoved her face
downward, to where Kayla's feet were.

“Lick,” she ordered, rubbing her mouth
against Kayla's feet.

She slapped her bottom sharply.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Lick, slut!”

Moaning, Paige licked at Kayla's small feet
as Jessie knelt beside her, still gripping her hair firmly. She
gasped as she felt the woman's other hand slide down her back and
the fingers stroke her sex.

“Lick your way up slow, sex slave.”

And so she did, slowly licking her way along
Kayla's feet, up over her ankle, then up her leg and past her knee.
But when she got to her sex Jessie jerked her down by the hair
again, making her like Kayla's other foot and then lick her way
up.

“You got too much pride for a sex slave. You
got to learn that sex slaves do what they're told,” Jessie said,
fingering her sex, and occasionally slapping it.

It didn't take a lot of licking, once Paige
got back to Kayla's sex, for the other girl to come again, much to
Jessie's amused contempt.

“Damn. It don't take much for you,” she
said.

She jerked Paige up to her feet by the hair,
then undid the clips holding her restraints together, lifted her
hands up to the bar, and clipped them on the other side, so that
the two blondes were pressed together, face to face.

“Kiss. And don't stop kissing until I say
otherwise,” she ordered.

Panting, the two blondes kissed each other
while the flinty eyed Black woman looked on. The woman snorted,
then turned and left the room. Paige stopped briefly, gulping in
air.

“She said don't stop!” Kayla gulped.

Moaning a little, Paige continued the kiss,
feeling a dark heat as her breasts and Kayla's slid together.

Jessie returned, holding sex toys. Paige
shuddered as she felt one pressing against her aching sex, a thick
one, sliding up inside her. It was the one Nathan had pushed into
her earlier. And shortly after came the one that slid up into her
ass! They filled her and made her ache, but also made her pulse
with heat.

Jessie undid her restraints, but only to
bring her arms down behind her back and lock them there again.

“On your knees, sex slave.”

She sagged to her weary knees, and Jessie
turned to Kayla, snorting in amusement.

Jessie stepped forward and Kayla looked at
her anxiously, then cried out as Jessie gripped her hair and yanked
her head up and back.

“Hot little slut,” the woman said.

She kissed her hard, her hand coming up to
roughly cup and fondle her breast. Then she reached up and undid
the clip holding her wrists together, but only to turn the girl to
face the bar. Then she locked them together again around the pole
and slapped her bottom sharply.

“You need a black cock, bitch,” she said.

She jerked Jessie's hips out further, and the
blonde gasped, moaning.

“You, slut, kneel in front of her and start
licking,” Jessie growled.

Paige gulped and obeyed, shuffling forward,
her back to the bar now, and pushed her mouth up against Kayla's
sex, starting to lick.

Kayla moaned, then gasped as she felt herself
being penetrated. At first she thought Jessie was using the same
strap-on she'd used on Paige, but the woman wasn't moving, and
stood just to the side as the dildo slid in and out of her, pushing
deeper and deeper.

Only when it was jammed almost painfully high
inside her did Jessie slap her bottom sharply, jerk her hips
backward, and then press the dildo against her – against her back
passage!

Kayla whimpered and moaned, gasping as the
dildo pressed harder and slowly forced its way into her ass. She
already felt stuffed because of the one in her pussy, but on the
other hand, her body was burning with a growing sexual heat as
Paige licked at her clitoris.

She let herself fall into the dark heat of
the sexual thrill ride she found herself in, gripping the bar,
spreading her legs, a sexual fever coming over her as the dildo
worked deeper into her ass, deep enough she began to ache and feel
cramps.

But the pain didn't seem to matter. As Jessie
fucked her ass and Paige licked her pussy, the fever grew deeper
and she lost herself to it. The orgasm that hit her this time was
like nothing she'd ever experienced. Instead of soaring up and then
over a peak, it was like a roller coaster, soaring upwards, falling
down, then rocketing upwards, again, and again, and again, her head
thrashing, her body twisting and convulsing, her insides aching
from muscles spasms as the orgasm seemed to go on and on!

“Fucking whore sex slave,” Jessie purred into
her ear. “Fucking your ass, bitch. I'm fucking your whore ass with
my big, nigger cock! You love it, don't you, slut? Say it. Tell me
you love it, sex slave.”

But Kayla was beyond speech. She was drunk on
the wild, ecstatic pleasure flooding her body and mind, and could
only cry out again and again as Jessie rammed the dildo up inside
her and Paige licked furiously.

Jessie left the dildo deep in her ass,
removed the strap-on, and then yanked Paige around, filling her
fists with her hair again.

“Now you please your mistress, sex slave,”
she said.

She jerked Paige's face into her sex and
Paige wearily started licking again. Her tongue was getting tired,
though, and after a minute Jessie shoved her back, unclipped Kayla
from the bar, dropped her to her knees, locking her wrists behind
her, and yanked her in between her legs instead.

The two blondes took turns licking and
pleasing the stern Black woman, until she had come several times,
then it was back to swinging around the pole, back to giving lap
dances, until they were exhausted, from their tongues to their
toes.

Before she left Jessie left them with a pair
of stainless steel butt plugs.

“Make sure they're inside you when your
master gets here tomorrow morning,” she said with a smirk. “Your
tight little blonde asses have to be ready to please his big cock.
Or else...”

*

Kayla and Jessie sank wearily onto the sofa,
both feeling a little shell-shocked.

“Wow!” Kayla groaned.

Paige said nothing, groaning as she finally
got to lay back on something soft.

“I can't believe... we did that,” Kayla said,
sounding awed. “That was so... sick!”

She meant it in two senses of the word. Sick
as in perverted, and sick as in awesome.

She looked at Paige and smirked a little.

“She sure made you obey,” she teased.

Paige gave her a glare. “I didn't see you
saying anything but yes mistress,” she said.

“Well, what was I supposed to say with my
hands locked behind my back!”

“And mine weren't!?”

Of course, there had been plenty of times
there hands were free, but that was beside the point.

“So that was what having multiple orgasms is
like,” Kayla mused. “I mean, I always thought it meant you have an
orgasm, and then you keep up, and then like, you now, five minutes
or ten minutes later you have another orgasm. I didn't think it
meant you had them all together, like... like a roller
coaster!”

“You're a nympho.”

“Oh and you didn't come like a whore while
she had you on your face on the rug?!”

Paige glowered at her.

Kayla sighed. “This shit is blowing my mind,”
she sighed.

“Yeah,” Paige admitted, laying her head back
on the back of the sofa.

She was silent for a minute.

“It's really perverted, though, and...
degrading.”

“Yeah.”

“But... when she's like... calling me a sex
slave and slapping my ass, or calling me a slut... for some reason
it's really fucking hot too.”

“I know. I don't... understand it.”

“Oh well... YOLO.”

Paige nodded.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Paige woke with a yawn, then felt confused
for long moments – and sore in many places she wasn't used to being
sore in. All the memories came crashing down as she turned her head
and stared out at the valley outside the huge plate glass wall,
then the sight of Los Angeles beyond.

She was in L.A.!

And all that wild, kinky shit had really
happened!

And she was staying in this freaking mansion
in Beverly Hills!

She got up and swung her legs out of the big
bed, then, hesitating, padded across the floor. There was a
button... where... there... and she pushed it.

Most of the glass wall slid aside, and the
warm air of southern California swept in. She stepped out onto the
balcony, feeling a sense of kinky exhibitionist excitement. She
certainly couldn't be naked outside at her apartment!

But now, even wearing the kinky collar and
restraints, there was little chance anyone would see. She was on
the deck, a wide deck, on top of a hill. There were houses on the
surrounding hills, but none close enough to see her as more than a
pinprick. Even with something like a telescope she'd probably only
be the size of a fingertip.

There were more houses in the valley below,
but they'd have an even harder time seeing her, though she could
see easily into their back yards and pools. Beyond them, directly
in front of her, were more such houses and roads, and then two
hilltops to the left and right dropped low to form a valley through
which she could see the city further out.

What a view, she thought in awe.

She went back inside, got her phone and took
a few pictures of the view, then of her room. She put the phone
down and pressed the button to close the wall as she left the room
and padded up the hall to the kitchen.

Again it felt weird and kinky to be naked. In
fact, she'd never been naked this long – maybe in her whole life!
She opened the wall that led out onto the back deck, then went down
to the pool and waded in. It was peaceful so early, and she swam
across the pool to the deep end, dove, swirled around, then popped
back to the surface.

Swimming naked was a deliciously erotic
feeling, she thought. She hadn't done it in years, not since she'd
had some privacy at a cabin on a lake. After a few minutes she got
out, went to the pool hut, thinking to get at least a bikini to
wear, only to find they were gone. She shook her head, marveling at
what a perve Nathan was!

She was able to get a towel, though and dry
herself off. Then, smirking, got another and wrapped it around
herself, or tried to. There were no large towels! She searched
through the pile, and shook her head again. They were fluffy and
soft, but there wasn't one which would quite – not quite completely
wrap around her chest with enough left over to kind of tuck it
in.

Sighing, she went back up to the house and
began to look through the fridge. Usually she didn't eat breakfast,
but she'd used up a lot of energy yesterday evening after
dinner!

She went to Kayla's room and found her still
asleep. She was laying sort of on her left side, but leaning in –
almost on her belly. Her right hand was up near her head and her
left was down next to her hip.

Paige eased in and very gently eased Kayla's
right hand down and back, then brought the left up, and locked her
wrist restraints together. Then she went back to the kitchen,
smirking.

She made some toast with peanut butter and
turned on the TV. She was finished the toast, and almost finished
the milk, before Kayla appeared.

“Morning, sex slave,” she called over her
shoulder.

“Did you lock my wrists together?” Kayla
demanded.

Paige turned her head and gave her an
innocent look. “Why would I do that?”

“Because you're a bitch!”

“You know, sex slaves that are snotty get
spanked.”

“You're a sex slave too!”

She marched around the sofa and turned her
back to Paige.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it! Undo them!”

She was yanked down across Paige's lap
instead.

“Hey! Paige!”

Crack!

“Are you going to be a good little sex
slave?” Paige purred.

“Y-Yes,” Kayla gulped as Paige fingered her
sex.

Crack!

“That's yes mistress, slave girl. Say
it.”

“Yes, Mistress!” Kayla said, her chest
tightening and pulse starting to race.

Paige tumbled her off onto the floor, but
gripped her hair and drew her in between her legs as she spread
them apart. She slumped lower and guided Kayla's mouth to her sex,
and the other blonde began to lick.

Which was what they were doing when Nathan
walked into the room.

In fact, Paige was not far from orgasm, with
Kayla's face in her groin, when she heard his voice coming from
behind her.

“Did I give you two slutty little sex slaves
permission to do nasty lesbian things like this?”

She gasped, releasing Kayla's hair and
sitting up to twist around, while Kayla rose on her knees.

Nathan was standing behind the sofa, wearing
a very expensive, sleek looking dark suit, arms folded across his
shoulders as he glowered at them.

“Well?”

“Uhm... uh... no... Master?” Kayla said, face
flushed.

It had been exciting, even though Paige
hadn't done anything but spank her and put her on her knees between
her legs! Her body had already been humming with sexual excitement.
Now that hum turned into a much more powerful and intense feeling
of dark anticipation and heat as she looked up at the handsome
man.

He dropped his eyes to Paige.

“And you?”

“Uhm, no, master,” she said.

He snorted.

“On your hands and knees, both of you. Crawl
around the sofa and out here.”

Kayla was already on her knees, but she had
no hands, so sort of knee-walked around the sofa, her body feeling
an even more intense thrum of sexual excitement at the renewal of
the same dark, kinky game which had thrilled her so much
yesterday.

Paige flushed and hesitated, then dropped
onto her hands and knees on the floor, her mind squirming with the
same uncomfortable mix of emotions as yesterday. This was
degrading! And stupid! And who did he think he was anyway!? But
fuck, it was hot and nasty and wicked, and her body had already
been throbbing with heat before he showed up!

So she crawled around until she was in the
open area behind the sofa, where Nathan was again standing like
some imperious overlord, legs apart, hands folded across his chest,
glowering sternly. She knew it wasn't real, but he was sure making
it feel deliciously close!

“On your heels, sluts, like yesterday, hands
behind your necks, backs arched before your glorious master,” he
barked.

Kayla let out a half giggle, but immediately
obeyed, except that her hands were locked behind her back, and
Paige was only a half step behind, drawing her hands together
behind her neck. He looked from one to the other as they sat on
their heels, legs spread wide, faces flushed.

“So,” he said. “My little sex slaves didn't
get enough yesterday. I should have had you both gang-banged, I
guess. Face away from me.”

They blinked uncertainly, then shifted around
on their knees and sat on their heels again, backs to him.

“Faces on the floor, arms outstretched. You
know the position, you hot, horny little sluts.”

They both dropped their upper torsos low,
feeling a sense of breathless excitement mixed with a wild swirl of
emotions, raising their bottoms and spreading their knees wide.

He moved away, and Paige turned her head
slightly to exchange glances with Kayla, then they heard him
return.

“Bad little sex slaves,” he said.

Paige gasped as she felt something firm and
slim against her buttocks. It drew back, and then struck. The
impact wasn't very heavy, but an instant later she felt a sharp
sting!

“Ow!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!” Kayla said a moment later.

“Were you two not instructed to have those
butt-plugs in place in case I should feel the desire to bury my
cock in your tight little asses?” he demanded.

Crack!

“Ow!” Paige gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Well?”

“W-we forgot!” Kayla gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!' she said.

Crack!

“Ow!” Paige yelped.

“That's master. Try the answer again,
slave.”

“We forgot, Master!” Kayla exclaimed.

“You have one minute to get upstairs, put
them in, get back down here, and put yourself back into this same
position. Or you get ten spanks from the crop. Move!”

They both leapt to their feet and ran out of
the room, hurrying up the stairs to their bedrooms to get the
stainless steel butt-plugs. Sliding them in wasn't very hard since
they didn't go far, at least for Paige. She spit on the thing
before pressing it against herself, bending way over, and slowly
working it inside. Kayla hurried into her adjoining bathroom, got
some baby oil, then bent over to put the base against the counter
and push herself back on it.

Kayla had more problems since her wrists were
still locked together behind her back. She was able to pick up the
plug, though, and then drew it up against her bottom and slowly
work it inside herself.

Paige was back first, to Kayla's chagrin, but
she quickly threw herself on the rug next to her, raising her
bottom and spreading her legs.

Only then did she really have a moment to
realize how wickedly perverted this was, not to mention how
outrageous him even making the demand was!

This was so kinky!

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped.

“That's for being last.”

Paige gasped as he thrust the thing between
her thighs and she felt the flat tip rubbing up and down against
her moist clitoris.

“Been enjoying your sister's tonguing, have
you, sex slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she said breathlessly.

“Wouldn't you like a nice big cock inside
you?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Maybe even a black cock?”

Paige flushed, knowing full well what he was
referring to!

Crack!

She gasped.

“Answer.”

“Yes, M-Master!”

“Well as it happens, I have a nice big black
cock right here.”

He knelt behind her and Paige felt the
pressure of something a bit slippery against her sex, felt the
familiar push, felt her opening forced in and back – and back, and
then the dildo slid slowly into her, pumping and twisting as she
closed her eyes and moaned helplessly.

He pushed it deliciously, achingly deep!

“What about you, slut? Would you like a nice
big black cock inside you?”

“Yes, Master!” Kayla moaned.

A moment later Paige heard her gasp and saw
her shudder out of her peripheral vision, and knew Nathan was
shoving a big dildo into her from behind too!

This was so thrillingly sick!

God help them if anyone ever found out!

He stood up, and Paige felt the tip of the
crop rubbing against her clitoris again. Her hips jerked and she
felt an urge to push herself back against it as her lower body
thrummed with sexual energy.

“Tell me you love black cock, slaves.”

“I love black cock!” they both cried.

“Hands behind your backs, slave.”

Paige complied, and he locked her wrist
restraints behind her, then pumped the dildos slowly in and out,
keeping his thumbs along the lower parts of the shafts so they
stroked against their clitorises each time.

“Tell me you love black cock,” he ordered,
pulling them out until only the heads were inside.

“I love black cock!” they both moaned.

“More emotion.”

“I love black cock!” they cried.

He thrust the two dildos deep and they two
blondes trembled and gasped and their hips rolled helplessly.

“Say it again, sluts.”

“I love black cock!”

He all-but buried the two dildos and stood
up.

“On your heels, knees spread,” he barked.

Paige and Kayla felt his hands in their hair,
pulling, and both gasped as they tried to push themselves up and
back to ease the sharp sting to their scalps. That distracted them
somewhat, so they were actually in position, heads back and legs
spread wide, before they saw the man.

The Black man.

They both gaped up at him, then squealed
almost instinctively, closing their thighs and trying to twist
free. Nathan had a firm hold on their hair, however, and there was
nowhere for them to go.

“This is Jessie's boyfriend, Malik,” Nathan
said.

Malik's face reminded Paige of The Rock,
though his nose was wider. He had very short hair, and very broad
shoulders. And he was ripped – more powerfully built than any man
she had ever met in her life! She could see it, too, since he was
wearing nothing but a pair of cutoffs.

A dragon covered his left arm, went up to
just below the shoulder, then curled in and covered most of the
left side of his chest. She had thought Nathan was incredibly
well-built, but this guy was even more muscular! And taller!

He didn't have that same air of sophisticated
power and wealth that Nathan exuded. Instead he looked... menacing.
Not just because he was black, but because he was so muscular, with
the tattoo, and a scowl on his face that made her think of some
wild barbarian!

“Malik is a fitness trainer,” Nathan said to
the two stunned, red-faced blondes. “He's going to put you through
an assessment to see what kind of exercise you need to make sure
you're in top physical condition.

“Nice big tits,” Malik said in an incredibly
deep voice.

“I noticed that,” Nathan said.

“Need to exercise their chest muscles to keep
em where they are.”

He ran his dark eyes up and down their
trembling bodies.

“Nice, but soft. I can tone them up some.
Teach them... self-discipline.”

“Is there a reason you two sluts have closed
your legs?” Nathan demanded, jerking on their hair. “Spread those
knees!”

Kayla yelped, and then jerked her knees open
without thought. Then she recalled that a strange man was standing
right in front of her and started to jerk them closed again, but
Paige, having taken her example, was jerking hers open, and sharp
little yanks on their hair made them yelp again, until both girls
had her legs spread wide.

Blushing furiously as Malik looked grimly
down on them, noting the thick black dildos protruding from the
tight, naked lips of their sexes.

Paige was almost physically trembling. She
was still horribly embarrassed, but the level of that embarrassment
had faded as a wild storm of incredible heat had started to roll
through her mind! The man was so... powerful! So forbidding! So
dangerous looking! And here she was naked with her hands locked
behind her and sitting on a big black dildo!

Like Kayla, the emotions churning through her
froze her mind, but the wild thrill of anticipation and heat
overpowered all the rest, even the incredible embarrassment and
discomfort. She was sure he had heard her crying out that she loved
black cock, too!

And then he casually unbuttoned his cutoffs
and pushed them down. She shuddered as she saw his cock hanging
there. It wasn't any larger than Nathan's, but it was still big!
And even as she stared, open mouthed, wide eyes, it started to
rise!

Without them doing anything but staring, it
hardened, thickened, lengthened and rose up, pointing higher and
higher and higher as the two girls became more and more
breathless.

Nathan let go of their hair, but they hardly
noticed.

Malik stepped out of his shorts and then
shifted his feet apart into the same arrogant position as Nathan
had held, except his thick, muscular arms were at his sides.

He glowered at them.

“Come here, slave girls,” he growled.

Face burning, Paige rose, and Kayla did the
same, then shifted forward on her knees a couple of feet until she
was kneeling right in front of that thick black cock.

“Get to work, sluts.”

This was unbelievably outrageous!

Moaning, Paige leaned in and slid her lips
over the fat head, spreading her lips wide as her lips slid forward
past the head and down the shaft. She sucked excitedly as she
bobbed her lips on it, pushing forward as Kayla squirmed in on her
right and tried to get her lips on his balls.

He snorted and gathered up their hair into a
thick mass springing from the top of their heads, then jerked
forward on Paige as his hips pushed forward. She gurgled and gagged
as the head pushed into her throat, but her muscles seemed to have
melted and her mind was already feverish as he pushed himself deep
into her throat while pulling Kayla forward so she could take his
balls into her mouth.

“Hot little blond sex slaves,” he growled in
that deep, rumbling voice.

He pulled out of the squirming Paige,
allowing her to gulp in air in harsh, ragged gasps, and instead
pushed himself into Kayla's mouth. She handled it better, though
she still gurgled as he pushed himself into her throat, burying
every last inch.

Nathan moved around in front of them, and
Paige saw he was now naked too. He wasn't as tall or muscular,
though he was incredibly ripped. But he had an elegance, and while
Nathan reminded her of some kind of wild, powerful beast like a
bear, Nathan was more like a leopard.

He reached out and took her hair from Malik,
pulling her mouth in against his cock. Malik gripped Kayla's hair
in both hands, pulled back halfway, then thrust in again, pulled
back, then buried himself again, pulled back, then slid deep,
fucking her mouth and throat as she gurgled and trembled.

Nathan slid his cock into Paige's throat,
pulling her forward until her lips were wrapped around the base and
holding her tight.

He pulled back slowly, letting his cock come
free, leaving her gasping and light-headed. Meanwhile, next to
them, Malik was still fucking Kayla's throat. He pulled out,
leaving her gasping, and glassy eyed, as Nathan shoved himself deep
into Paige's throat again.

Then he and Malik shifted and Malik took
control of Paige. She stared up the length of his dark brown body,
naked and muscular, with his dark eyes so high above her, and felt
her entire body thrumming like a high tension line!

She gasped as he twisted her hair, forcing
her head up and back, then gripped his thick black cock and rubbed
it over her cheeks and face and lips.

“You want some black cock, blonde girl?” he
said in a low growl.

Paige moaned and he jerked on her hair. She
cried out, stumbling to her feet in front of him. He forced her
head back, his other hand roughly groping her left breast.

“Tell me you want that black cock, baby,” he
said softly.

“Ungh!” she cried as he jerked on her
hair.

“Say it.”

“I-I want... that black cock!” she
moaned.

“Nuh nuh,” he said, shaking his head as he
rolled her incredibly stiff, throbbing left nipple between the pads
of his huge fingers. “You got to say master. Get into the role,
baby. Say it.”

“M-Master!” she gasped.

He grinned at her, then jerked her head back
even more sharply, making her cry out as her back arched violently.
She felt his mouth on the center of her left breast, his other hand
sliding between her thighs, the big fingers pressing up against the
black dildo to make her ache even more inside.

His teeth were chewing at her soft flesh as
he sucked fiercely on her nipple, and it burned hotly!

She staggered as he jerked her head forward
again, gulping in air.

“Tell me you want that black cock.”

“I-I do!”

He glared at her.

“Master!”

He let his fingers slide along her lower lip,
then two of them pushed into her mouth.

“Suck.”

Moaning, Paige obeyed, sucking on the big
fingers as he pumped them in and out.

“Here's what you're gonna say, sex slave.
You're gonna beg me to fuck you with my big black cock. Got
that?”

She nodded minutely and he pulled his fingers
back.

“P-Please fuck me with... with your big black
cock, Master!” she said breathlessly.

He chuckled throatily, and she shuddered.

“Let's do that,” he said.

He lifted her up across his shoulder, much as
Nathan had done the other day, and Paige gasped as her upper body
fell upside down against his broad back. Then he started to walk
out of the room.
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“Let's put our little blonde sluts back to
bed,” he said.

Crack!

Paige gasped at the sharp slap to her
bottom!

Then he was carrying her down the hall and
into one of the spare bedrooms. He flung her on the bed and looked
at her, a towering mass of muscle and dark brown flesh.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he growled.

Gulping, Paige obeyed, just as Nathan came
in, carrying Kayla. He threw her friend onto the bed, then gripped
her and turned her over, putting her on her knees between Paige's
thighs.

“Now let's see what that tongue can do to
this slutty sex slave,” Nathan said, pushing her mouth down against
Paige's sex.

Dazed, gasping, Kayla started to lick, and
Paige moaned helplessly. She lay on her arms, staring up at the two
men, both naked, both gorgeous, both incredibly powerful and
well-muscled, both.. menacing in a way, and her body crackled with
sexual electricity.

Putting on a … a show like this was something
which made her self-conscious, but the raw heat and hunger gripping
her was far too intense to resist, and she felt herself
surrendering to it, her inhibitions fading to nothing as she lay
back and shuddered, her back arching, her hips grinding and rolling
slowly up into Kayla's licking mouth.

Then Malik was suddenly there, gripping her
hair and jerking it back painfully, his dark eyes inches from
hers.

“If you want to come, you have to beg,” he
said. “If you come without permission, you get a hard strapping on
that beautiful blonde ass of yours. You understand?”

He jerked on her hair and she gasped in
pain.

“Y-Yes!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes... master!” she moaned.

He nodded and eased off, releasing her hair.
Kayla continued to lick, and Paige was soon moaning once again, the
whole dark, nasty, wicked kinkiness of what was going on flaying
her with a scalding heat!

“I-I want to come!” she squeaked.

“Is that how you beg, slut?”

“P-Please may I come, Master!?”

Malik knelt on the bed and shoved Kayla
aside, then gripped the dildo inside her and slid it out. He
pressed his own thick black cock against her, then, and Paige let
out a long, helpless squeal of helpless, breathless pleasure as he
sank it into her to the hilt!

“Here's that black cock you been wanting,
blonde girl,” he growled.

He forced her knees back painfully hard and
ground himself against her, and then after one thrust the orgasm
blasted Paige's mind into fragments. She cried out, a long,
undulating howl of pleasure as her hips bucked violently against
him,as his hard, hot cock punched deep into her belly, and gave
herself to a fiery storm of heat as her body trembled and
shook.

“Yeah! Take that black cock, baby!” he
growled, thrusting into her with long, deep strokes.

The orgasm consumed her mind, and Paige's
body twisted and writhed and jerked through it until finally going
limp, leaving her slack jawed and dazed as Malik climbed up and
back off her, then pushed the dildo back inside.

Kayla was shoved forward again, and began to
lick as Paige moaned, eyes slitted, chest heaving, groaning
dazedly.

Kayla squeaked as Malik gripped her hips and
jerked them up.

Crack!

“Always keep that beautiful ass high, sex
slave,” he growled.

Crack!

“And keep those legs wide. You're a blonde
sex slave, remember,” Nathan said.

Malik's fingers slid between her legs and
began to stroke her clitoris, and Kayla gurgled and moaned until a
sharp yank on her hair pulled her mind back to reality and she
resumed licking.

“Lick, sex slave. And remember, if you come
without begging permission, you'll get a nasty strapping.”

Kayla whimpered and moaned, licking more and
more excitedly as Malik's fingers stroked her.

“P-Please may I come, Master!” she cried.

“Beg harder, slut.”

“Please may I come, Master!” she cried.

Malik slid the dildo out, and pushed himself
into her, and Kayla cried out as his huge arms wrapped around her
body, his hands gripping her breasts as he rode her to a wild,
mind-blowing orgasm that left her drooling on the sheets, her
bottom still high and legs wide.

“How long you think you can keep this up?”
Nathan asked in amusement.

“It doesn't seem to take much to make these
bitches come. I can keep this up all day if I can resist the urge
to just keep pounding them.”

The two big men chuckled.

Kayla was set to licking Paige again, until
Paige again begged to come. This time it was Nathan who rammed
himself into her, though, forcing her ankles back behind her ears
just as he had yesterday, pounding her violently until her screams
of pleasure echoed off the high ceiling.

Then their roles were reversed and she got to
lick Kayla. Kayla was still more responsive than her, and it didn't
take long before Malik was pounding into her again and riding her
through multiple orgasms. Then it was Paige's turn again, then
Kayla's.

It took a measure of discipline. Neither man
wanted to pull out, but they were strong-willed men, and their goal
was not simply self pleasure. Of course, they were only human, and
finally both gave in and rammed themselves home in the sweating,
panting, dazed girls, burying their cocks deep inside as they
exploded.

But that was hardly the end.

Both girls were leashed again and their
wrists finally undone so they could crawl up the hall and up the
stairs to the same empty room where Jessie had been working on
them. There, with the help of riding crops, the two men put them
through their paces and positions.

After that, Malik took them to the gym, where
they were really exhausted, as he very seriously ran them through
the physical fitness routine he expected them to maintain from then
on. When that was done Malik left, but Nathan stayed behind. He
brought them both to the master bedroom and its mammoth attached
bathroom with a shower.

He stood outside, clad in sweatpants.

“Now wash each other, slave girls,” he said
with a grin.

Tiredly, Paige and Kayla obeyed, their soapy
hands running over each others bodies, rubbing and stroking until
Nathan had them rinse off and come out. Then it was downstairs and
outside to the hot tub, which made them groan in relief as they
sank weary bodies into the hot water.

Nathan went back inside, then came out with
drinks for them, which they took gratefully. He climbed into the
tub and sat between them, an arm draped across each of their
shoulders.

“Uhm, Master?” Paige asked hesitantly.

“Yes, slave girl?” he replied grandly,
eyebrows arched.

That was a relief, for it certainly seemed,
to Paige, to convey an understanding this was all just a wild,
kinky game and not actually real! At times she wasn't quite
sure!

“We're only staying in LA for a week,” she
said with uncharacteristic timidness.

“Why?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“Why not stay longer?”

“Well, we couldn't afford...”

“You couldn't afford to stay at that hotel
for more than a week? But you're not paying anything,” he pointed
out.

“Uhm, well, yeah. I guess I never thought of
that.”

“We only have two weeks vacation,” Kayla
said.

“So stay another week and we'll see where we
go from there,” he said.

He curved his hands around their chest and
cupped a breast in each hand.

“Will we be naked the whole time?” Paige
gulped.

He grinned. You look good naked, slave girl.
And if you forget to call me master again I'm going to upend you
and spank your ass.”

She gulped.

“I'm sure I can find... a few things for you
two lovely sex slaves to wear,” he said. “In fact, I did bring you
a few things. Dresses.”

They both stared at him in surprise.

“What dresses?” Paige asked.

He glared.

“Master!”

“You'll see.”

“Slutty dresses I bet,” she said.

He grinned.

He turned and kissed Paige, and as she turned
into him he shifted his lips onto her mouth. She moaned and kissed
him back for long, long seconds, until he drew back and shifted to
Kayla, kissing her in turn. Then he lifted Kayla easily, putting
her across his lap, and his hands slid up behind her neck and
Paige's, guiding their lips together.

They kissed each other, then each kissed him
in turn, then each other again. Compared to the wild,
high-intensity sex they'd had with him and each other and Malik it
was quite relaxing. Afterwards, they all climbed out, and the girls
dried Nathan off before drying each other off.

“Your dresses are in your rooms,” he said.
“If you put them on, we'll go do some sightseeing.”

“Really!?” Kayla gasped. “Cool!”

He slapped her bottom and she jumped and
yelped.

“Master,” he said.

“Uhm, cool master!”

He produced a key when they got inside, and
removed their collars and the leather restraints. Paige rubbed her
wrists gratefully, amazed again at how long she'd worn the things.
And reminded of all the hot, nasty things she'd done while wearing
them...

“Now let's get dressed and go out,” he
said.

Paige was not terribly surprised when she saw
what lay on her bed. It was an ice blue dress with a high neck, but
a teardrop shaped cutout which showed a lot of cleavage. It was a
very short, tight dress which barely covered her bottom, and there
were slits up both hips. It was also completely bare in back above
the buttocks, so the fabric joined together at the waist, but then
curved up and forward over her breasts, leaving her ribs bare, and
showing some side boob too!

It was the sluttiest dress she had ever worn!
And she gaped at herself in the mirror, trying to think of how she
could get out of going anywhere in it! Maybe... maybe Kayla would
like it, but Paige was normally a much more discrete person about
showing off her body in public!

Of course, the last two days had taken a toll
on that sense of dignity and restraint. She was still trying to get
her mind straight about the shocking things she had done, not just
with Nathan but with that Malik guy and his girlfriend! God, if her
friends or family ever even suspected she'd do such things... !

But they couldn't know, she thought, more
than a little smugly. They thought she was just here in LA having a
nice, normal vacation. That also reminded her that no one she knew
would ever see her in this dress. And she certainly did look sexy
in it, particularly with all this blonde hair spilling over her
shoulders and down her back.

There was no underwear, though! And this was
a very short dress! All there was to go with the dress was a pair
of white high heels – stilettos, of course. She was looking at them
doubtfully when Kayla came into the room, dressed identically.

“Are these hot or what!?” she asked
excitedly.

“Half your boobs are showing,” Paige
grumbled.

“Yours too,” Kayla said, smirking.

Nathan came into the room, looking sexy and
powerful in one of those tailored suits that shone like silk, and
Kayla liked her lips appreciatively.

“Let's go slave girls,” he said.

“This isn't much to wear! Uhm, master,” Paige
said.

“You know, you're right. Come along.”

Paige looked at his broad back doubtfully,
but she and Kayla followed him out the door and then up the hall to
his bedroom.

“Pull down your tops,” he said calmly.

Both girls did so, undoing the high necked
collars behind their necks let the whole front of the dress fall to
their waist.

Nathan had what looked like a silver choker
in his hand. Although it was a bit wide for a choker. He showed it
to them and they gulped. It said Slave, etched across the front!
There was also a ring, but that was on the back.

He placed the choker around Kayla's neck and
fastened it together behind her, then had her pull up the dress.
The high, full neck completely covered the choker – or collar.

He had a pair of silver cuff bracelets for
her too. Each was about four inches wide. They had a solid center,
about an inch wide, then a complex open weaving of slender silver
vines for an inch and a half on top and bottom.

Smaller, open weave anklets went on next, and
then he turned to Paige with a grin.

She licked her lips, feeling her chest
tighten. No one seeing them would see more than the jewelry, but
she and Kayla knew what they represented!

“How come silver and not gold, Master?” she
asked cheekily.

He grinned. “Because silver goes with the
dresses. There'll be gold on other occasions.”

He put her collar and bracelets and anklets
on, Paige did up the dress, and he led them through the house to
the garage. Both girls blushed as they stepped out into the immense
garage, for the chauffeur was there and eyed them with
interest.

Nathan ushered Kayla in, got in himself, then
Paige got in. The chauffeur closed the door, got in the front, and
the stretch limo headed out.

The glass privacy window was up, Paige noted,
and it was very smoky, meaning the chauffeur would probably not see
a thing.

But so far Nathan was behaving like a perfect
gentleman as they headed through Beverly Hills. The two girls
stared out the windows at the beautiful scenery with wide eyes.
They got out to look at the Hollywood walk of fame and exclaim over
the stars on the sidewalk, then went on a special guided tour of
Universal Studios – just the three of them! They got a private
helicopter tour of downtown, and then visited the Hollywood Bowl
and the Getty Center.

It was all new and exciting, and the city was
beautiful! Paige was extremely self-conscious in the revealing
dress, though, at least at first. And the fact there were two of
them meant that they got even more looks just about everywhere they
went. That made her kind of squirm, but her discomfort began to
fade as she got used to being gawked at.

There was even a kind of forbidden pride in
everyone staring at her and thinking how hot and sexy she and Kayla
were. It was something which sort of came naturally – it sure did
to Kayla! But she had done her best to resist that sort of thing
all her life. Now, the way she was dressed, she couldn't even blame
the horny men for staring.

At least they were polite. Nathan's stern
presence seemed to keep whatever was in the minds of passing men
from escaping their mouths. And it was a good thing she kind of got
used to it because then they visited a friend of Nathan's who lived
in Malibu, with a gorgeous house right on the beach!

He was a Hollywood producer, and while
neither she nor Kayla had ever heard of him they had heard of some
of the movies he had been involved in, and were suitably impressed.
Paige was a bit worried she and Kayla would be expected to sleep
with him, but he had his girlfriend there, and she was taller and
blonder and bustier than either of them.

But then Mitch, the guy Nathan knew,
suggested they all go for a walk along the beach.

“You two girls would probably like to take a
dip in the ocean,” he said with a grin. “No one comes to L.A.
without going to the beach.”

“Yeah!” Kayla said enthusiastically.

But then her face fell. “But we didn't bring
our suits.”

“I did, in fact,” Nathan said with a
self-satisfied look.

“Oh cool!” Kayla squealed.

Paige was a little more restrained, worried
it would be the suits they'd worn before. Sure enough, that was
what they were. And wearing the little thong bikinis in private was
one thing, wearing them in public quite another! She didn't know
how to refuse, though, without seeming like a prude!

And then Sharon, Mitch's girlfriend came in
wearing her own suit, which was, if anything, even more revealing
given how busty she was, and she was so matter-of-fact about it
Paige felt even more helpless to refuse. Kayla didn't help any by
being quite content to wear her suit!

Nathan had his own suit, which was long and
red and black, and he looked gorgeous in it, of course. Mitch wore
a blue one but also had a t-shirt, maybe not liking the comparison
with Nathan's washboard abs.

Fortunately, there were very few people on
the beach.

“Is this a private beach?” Kayla asked.

Mitch sniffed unhappily, and Nathan
smiled.

“There are no private beaches in California,”
he said. “Technically.”

Mitch sniffed unhappily again.

“It's hard for them to get here, though,
unless they walk along the coast. And the more public beaches
further up the coast are nice too.”

“Just more crowded,” Sharon said. “Lots of
plebes.”

Since she and Kayla were 'plebes' Paige
didn't think much of that. Still, she was grateful. Walking around
in public with her bottom showing was embarrassing and would take
some getting used to. Every time some guy passed them she was sure
he was turning to check out her ass while she walked away.

And her front wasn't exactly covered up
either! In fact, just walking in the bikini made her wonder if it
was the same as the one she'd worn before. It was the same color
and style, but she was sure the cups were even smaller, and the
little crotch in front was even lower! If she'd had any pubic hair
it surely would have shown above the top!

It almost felt like she was walking around
practically naked!

Still, it was gorgeous, and people could
stare at Kayla and Sharon if they wanted. She wasn't all alone with
her tiny suit. And the more they walked along, the more people that
saw her, the more she began to get used to it.

And why should she be embarrassed anyway, she
thought. I have a great body. I'm hot and sexy.

It still felt weird, though, especially as
they began to encounter more people. She felt like an
exhibitionist.

She and Kayla ran into the water. After all,
Mitch was right. Who visited California and didn't jump in the
ocean? And she was happy to be hiding her body from those staring
eyes as they splashed around, then dove in and turned and twisted
before coming back up for air.

“This is so gorgeous!” Kayla gasped.

Paige agreed. The average temperature in
Seattle in July and August was about 64 degrees, and the ocean
temperature was usually in the low 50s. Needless to say they hadn't
had a lot of days at the ocean beaches. Though things were better
in nearby lakes and rivers.

So splashing around in the warm California
waters with nothing on the horizon was a novelty. Though when they
came walking out of the water, dripping wet, she felt that sense of
self-consciousness returning as several men passing by turned to
stare at them.

She was starting to get used to it, but then
they stopped and turned into another big house on the beach, a
friend of Mitch's, and he was having some kind of party on his huge
deck! Worse, they were the only ones in bathing suits! Nathan and
Mitch didn't have any problem, and neither did Sharon – or Kayla,
she thought in annoyance.

For Paige, mingling among a group of several
dozen strangers who were fully dressed while she was in a slutty
thong bikini was extremely embarrassing! She began to kind of get
used to it after a while, but she never lost her awareness that she
was practically naked. Even the girls, in their short, tight
dresses, were looking at her – and not with approval.

On the other hand, they got to meet Paul
Gifford, the movie star, and that was exciting! They even got to
take a picture with him standing between them and his arms around
their waists.

After that they went back to Mitch's place,
put on the dresses, and then got back in the limo. They went to
visit Rodeo Drive, and Nathan even tolerated them going into some
of the shops, if only to stare at the ridiculously expensive
clothes.

“I'd buy you something nice,” he said, “But I
don't really want you wearing clothes yet.”

He grinned when he said it but Paige
wondered.

“Whatever happened to our luggage?” she
asked.

“Still looking for it,” he said.
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After getting 'home' they stripped again,
since Nathan 'preferred' it, then took a dip in the pool, and
relaxed on the deck.

“Man, this is the life,” Kayla groaned,
laying back on the big, padded leather lounger, arching her back
attractively.

“Yeah, I could get used to this,” Paige
agreed.

She was even starting to get used to being
naked – and having the butt-plug inside her. Nathan had let them
take that out only to wear the thongs in public. But after that
they went right back inside. It was a constant reminder, assuming
she needed one given her collar and nudity, of the kinky nature of
the sexual game they were playing.

The game, however, was about to get even
kinkier.

“You girls ready to put something on?” Nathan
asked.

“Sure!” Kayla said.

Paige pursed her lips, suspicious at the look
on his face. She doubted whatever he'd have them wear would be very
modest. Then again, it was hard to get less modest than totally
naked! Or so she thought...

She should have considered just how much
imagination Nathan had, not to mention how much money.

“What the hell are these?” she asked in
confusion.

“They're like socks,” Nathan said. “Notice
they're the same shade as your hair?”

The 'sock' were thigh high, and... furry, or
perhaps hairy would be a better description. Not only were they the
same shade as her hair but they were made of hair!

“Is this real hair?!”

He laughed softly. “No.”

“It sure feels like it!”

She stroked her hand along the socks laying
along the bed. The 'fur' was very soft.

“These are uh...?”

“Mittens, though high ones.”

The 'mittens' were shoulder length, and had
the same furry, hairy exterior as the socks.

“There's no thumbs!”

“Here, put them on.”

“You're weird,” she said.

He spun her around and smacked her bottom
sharply.

“Ow!”

“You're weird master,” he chided her.

“You're weird, master!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“No disrespecting your master, slave
girl.”

He hadn't put on the restraints when they got
home, just the collars, so the 'mittens' slid up Kayla and Paige's
hands and arms easily enough, especially since Nathan helped. There
was a flat hard interior where their hands were, making it
impossible to bend their fingers, and as they examined them,
bemused, he put new restraints around their wrists.

“What are these?”

“Bracelets. You wanted gold. You got
gold.”

The 'bracelets' fit snugly around their
wrists. They did look gold, and were as large as the studded
leather. Like the studded leather, they had rings set into the
outsides, and clips on the inside so they could be locked
together.

“Here, sit and I'll put the socks on.”

“You're weird, Master,” Paige said.

He slapped her bottom again, then pushed her
onto the bed.

Kayla just giggled and sat down.

The furry socks went up their legs and well
past their knees. Then Nathan slipped another pair of gold
restraints around their ankles.

“Wait,” he said.

He had a pair of pink rubber bones. Or at
least, they sort of looked like small pink rubber bones. But he put
the first one sideways against Paige's mouth and she blinked in
confusion. The thing had a strap which went across her cheeks and
around behind her head to hold it in place between her teeth.

“You're weird, Master!” she exclaimed.

Her words were unintelligible, however.

“Now try to stand up, sex slaves.”

Both girls rose, then yelped and fell to
their knees, turning to look at the 'socks'. There was a round,
hard lump the size of a ping pong ball right at the bottom, so
that, if they tried to stand, it would jam up into the soft flesh
just forward of the heel.

“Now, on your hands and knees, sex
slaves.”

He pulled them forward sharply and both of
them gasped, falling forward onto their hands and knees on the
floor.

And then Jessie came into the room.

Paige blushed as the black women smirked at
them.

“They're all yours,” Nathan said, grinning,
patting Kayla's head, and leaving the room.

“How are our little slave bitches today?”
Jessie asked.

Neither answered, of course.

Jessie knelt next to Kayla and then placed a
pair of pointy pink ears on her head. They were attached to a
narrow band which went across the top of her head to hold in place.
The Black women brushed at her hair then, first to cover the band,
then to gather it up at the sides of her head on either side, so
the thick hair covered her real ears.

Paige understood immediately what the intent
was, to make Kayla – and her – resemble cats... or was it dogs?

Bitches?

She gulped, feeling a tumbling, churning wash
of confusion at that. On the one hand it was absolutely outrageous
and degrading! On the other hand it was more of the same
outrageous, degrading stuff which had already given her more
orgasms and more intense orgasms than she could have ever
imagined.

Still, she knelt obediently as Jessie quickly
put a similar band over her head, then brushed at her hair and
placed clips to hold it in place. The woman wasn't finished,
though.

“On your faces, bitches.”

They both slid forward, their arms in front
of them on the floor, their breasts pillowing out against the soft
rug and their bottoms raised.

Paige felt the butt-plug being pulled free,
but then another, thicker one was inserted. She moaned into the
bone gag as she was stretched wide, and felt a dark wave of heat
even as it was sucked into her body and her sphincter almost closed
behind it.

But... there was something different besides
the thickness. She felt something against the inside of her
buttocks, and not just a little coin shaped base. It was heavier,
too. She turned her head, or started to, and got a sharp slap to
the bottom.

“Face forward, bitch.”

Gulping, she obeyed, until Jessie had them
sit back on their heels.

She knelt in front of Paige with a little
gold bell attached to a one inch gold chain. At the end of the
chain was a little gold loop of some kind of cord, which Jessie
slid around Paige's very, very hard, stiff nipple, pushing it up
firmly to the very base of her nipple, then tugged on the
chain.

She gasped into the bone gag as she felt the
pressure tightening around her nipple, then tightening more, until
her nipple burned! Jessie turned to the other nipple, and attached
a similar little bell, then moved to Kayla.

Paige looked down with wide eyes, to see the
two bells dangling from her nipples. They weren't heavy, but the
weight was certainly noticeable! Any weight hanging from her
nipples was noticeable! And while Jessie was occupied sliding the
loops around Kayla's nipples she twisted her head around and stared
behind her, then at Kayla's bottom.

Tails!

There were foot-long tails sticking out of
them! And they had the same shade as their hair, too!

Holy shit, she thought and said.

Nathan was an incredible pervert!

Jessie got to her feet, then removed the
studded leather collars from around their necks, replacing them
with gold collars. She snapped leashes to them, then patted each
one on the head.

“All right, bitches, let's go,” she said.

Gasping, both girls were tugged forward onto
all fours, and then had to crawl after her, out the door, and down
the hall. The little bells tinkled as they moved, for neither girl
was what anyone would call flat-chested, and their soft breasts
shook and wobbled as they crawled. The pull on her nipples made
Paige feel as if her nipples were burning, but the heat was more
one of dark, breathless pleasure than pain.

It was... outrageous! Shocking! And yet, the
first thing which occurred to Paige was how much easier it was to
crawl since there was soft padding under the knees and hands. The
two crawled after Jessie, and out front, where Nathan and Malik
were sitting. That was bad enough, but they weren't alone!

Mitch was there! And so was Sharon. They were
sitting on the sofa next to Nathan and Malik. All three men were in
comfortable trousers and shirts. Sharon, like Jessie, was in a
short, sexy dress. And they all turned to watch as she and Kayla
crawled into the room!

Paige felt her face flush hotly under those
eyes, even as her insides thrummed with the same dark sexual heat
she'd felt this morning. This was so sick and wild and kinky! But
she was starting to feel almost addicted to the wild heat such
things brought her!

“Lovely!” Mitch said, clapping his hands.

“Two blonde bitches,” Sharon said with a
smirk, holding a glass of wine.

“Keep your heads up when you crawl,” Nathan
barked.

Cringing, Paige raised her eyes a little,
then yelped at a sharp snapping pain across her buttocks.

“Heads up, slave bitches,” Jessie said,
wielding a crop.

Gulping, Paige raised her beet-red face as
Kayla did the same.

“Sit on your heels, hands behind necks,” she
ordered.

Dazed, Kayla obeyed, and after another
stinging blow from the crop, Paige helplessly imitated her,
blushing furiously as she spread her thighs wide and arched her
back.

“Gorgeous! Enthralling!” Mitch gasped, eyes
wide. “And you say they're not related?”

“Hard to believe, isn't it,” Nathan said.

“They're like twins!”

“There are men who would easily pay a million
dollars for this pair,” Malik said.

“Who needs another million dollars,” Nathan
sniffed.

Paige felt Jessie gripping the back of her
collar, and gasped into the bone gag as her head was forced back
further, then, feeling the pressure, she rose up a bit off her
knees. She felt something rubbing against her naked sex, and felt
another rush of dark heat as the hand on her collar then pulled
downward and she felt the pressure against her opening.

She moaned into the gag as the thick black
dildo slowly pushed into her body, her own weight forcing her down
on it.

“Don't move, slut,” Jessie barked.

She released her collar, then took Kayla's
leash and jerked her forward and around so she was kneeling facing
Paige.

“Down, slut.”

She undid the strap, pulled the bone out of
her mouth, then pushed Kayla's front end lower, onto her elbows,
and pulled her face in against Paige's sex, and the blonde girl
began to immediately lick. Jessie then worked a second large dildo
slowly into Kayla's sex as she licked Paige.

Paige was feeling a churning wall of emotions
and sensations flooding through her mind. She was mortified – sort
of! Certainly she was painfully embarrassed! At the same time, her
body was thrumming with sexual electricity and throbbing with
pressure!

Kayla's licking tongue, and the pressure of
the big dildo now jammed high inside her, the big butt-plug in her
ass, the bells dangling from her nipples, and the whole exotic,
erotic, shockingly wicked situation overwhelmed her with confusing
impulses. The dark, wicked excitement, however, was the most
powerful.

Her own weight was forcing her down harder
and harder against the big dildo, and five people were watching her
as she knelt in this... obscene position while Kayla licked her
swollen clitoris!

Then the doorbell rang, and Jessie got up to
answer it. Paige was on the verge of orgasm when she walked back –
with another couple! Being the center of everyone's eyes made her
burn with humiliation all over again, but it wasn't enough to stave
off a monstrous orgasm.

She cried out in helpless, wanton heat as the
orgasm tore through her, jamming herself down desperately, crying
out again and again into the pink bone gag, arching her back and
bucking her hips as the frothing, bubbling, steaming heat rolled
over her in smothering waves!

The new couple took their place among the big
sofas facing each other, and Jessie got them drinks. After that she
pulled Kayla to her knees, had her sit on her heels next to Paige,
then pulled the dazed Paige down onto her elbows and knees, her
bottom facing the sofas, her thighs spread wide, removed her bone,
and had her start licking.

Kayla responded quickly, as she always did.
It took less than a minute before her cries of pleasure were
echoing off the ceiling.

The people on the sofa looked on in
amusement, several of them applauding.

Malik stood up then and came around to stand
to the side of Kayla. Jessie had her turn around to face him, then
pulled Paige up onto her knees as well. She locked their gold
restraints together behind their backs, and handed their leashes to
Malik

Malik gave them his cold, bleak stare, then
pulled Paige forward as he unzipped his pants and brought his cock
out, hard and thick and long..

Moaning, she opened her mouth as he prodded
it with his thick black cock. Because they were sideways to the
people on the sofa, all of them could clearly see Malik's cock push
deeper and deeper into her mouth, then disappear entirely as he
pulled her lips in tightly around the base. Then it was Kayla's
turn, as Paige gasped and swayed and gulped in air, then Paige's
turn again, then Kayla's.

He didn't finish himself off, however. He
pulled out of Paige's throat, then pulled on the leashes. Neither
girl had the use of her arms, so had to stumble along on her knees.
It was only a short distance, though, to the sofa. There he pushed
Paige down before Jessie, who spread her legs, pulled her skirt up,
and then took the leash and jerked Paige's mouth in against her
sex.

Crack!

Paige moaned at the sharp sting to her
bottom.

“Keep that ass up and legs spread, sex
slave,” Malik ordered.

She obeyed, licking Jessie as Malik put Kayla
in the hands of Sharon, who sneered at her, then jerked her forward
by the collar as she spread her legs and, like Jessie, pulled her
short skirt up high.

Crack!

“Lick harder, bitches,” Malik growled.

Crack!

“Use those tongues, you little
fuck-puppies.”

Crack!

“Let's see those asses high, slave
girls.”

Crack!

“Obey your master, sex slaves.”

Paige and Kayla licked dazedly, overpowered
by emotion, confusion and pleasure, both physically and emotionally
helpless.

When Paige had succeeded in getting Jessie to
come Malik sat down and dragged her up by the hair until she was
straddling him, pulled the black dildo out, then sank her down onto
his thick black cock. The others leaned forward to watch
appreciatively as the taut, straining lips of her sex rode up and
down the long, gleaming length of him

The other man, whose name neither girl even
knew, settled on his knees behind Kayla and rode her eagerly as
Sharon continued to tug on her leash and order her to lick harder.
Nathan merely watched it all benignly.

Afterwards the two girls were placed on the
coffee table to sixty nine each other, and then placed on their
hands and knees, backed up against each other, with a huge
double-headed dildo between them.

Dinner was delivered, served, and eaten at
the beautiful dining room table, but neither Paige nor Kayla were
permitted to sit at the table. Instead they sat on their heels,
knees spread. It had been a very energetic day, and both were
extremely hungry.

Their food, though, was only to be delivered
from the hands and fingers of the people at the table, who would
snap their fingers and allow the girls to crawl forward to lick
food from their hands.

Eventually, they simply threw it on the
floor, and let them lick it off.

And then they all went out for the evening,
leaving the girls behind, still wearing the furry socks and gloves,
with pink bone-gags in their mouths to keep them from speaking.

The two looked at each other, eyes blinking,
then Paige crawled out onto the deck to enjoy the setting sun, and
Kayla joined her. Relaxing on the loungers took up some time, but
it was hard to simply lay still given the dark, breathless shock of
what had transpired.

And was still going on!

The only change to their 'wardrobe' Nathan
had made were the small, spring-loaded clips he had slid into them.
The one which pushed up inside was no wider than a pen, while the
second branch simply pressed in firmly against the top outside of
their pussies.

The outside branch was about as wide as a
large man's thumb and was firmly placed over the clitoris. It was
hollow, however, pressing in on the hood and flesh around that
sensitive little button to keep it exposed and swollen.

Since they couldn't actually do much about
the simmering sexual heat they would simply have to endure it, and
let it grow greater.

Paige marveled at the depths of perversity of
it all! But it was a feeling of amazement and awe rather than fear
or alarm. Dressed (or undressed) like this was outrageous and made
of her and Kayla little more than animals! Sexual animals!

Unable to speak, unable to walk or stand, and
unable to use their hands, they could only crawl around waiting for
someone else to make use of them.

Of course, they were considerably more clever
than animals. As the day turned to night they crawled back inside.
Paige considered the great open wall doubtfully. She knew the
button to close it, but not how to manipulate the button at first.
She had no fingers or thumbs to press it.

She finally found a pencil on a table. She
knocked it off with one of her hands (paws?) and then after some
effort managed to pick it up between the two. Shuffling across the
floor on her knees holding it, she carefully worked it against the
button of the remote, and the wall slid closed.

She used the same method to turn the TV on
the wall on and change channels. It wasn't quick or easy, but it
was doable.

Their biggest trouble after that was finding
a comfortable way to sit. The clips protruding from their thrumming
pussies felt quite uncomfortable while sitting, so they had to lay
on their backs or sides, or sit on their heels.

Kayla wound up pushing a leather ottoman into
position and then kneeling, bent over it, resting her upper body on
it with her furry arms folded below her chest. After some time of
this, however, Paige noticed that she had moved her body so it was
on the corner, and was slowly grinding herself against the
corner.

The more she rubbed her naked sex against the
corner of the ottoman the more aroused and energetic she became.
Paige stared at her, both aroused and somewhat horrified. Because
Kayla looked so much like... like an animal!

Grinding and moaning and rubbing herself
against the leather until the orgasm rippled through her body and
she could stop, panting, moaning into the gag, and then re-position
herself over the ottoman's side again.

Paige marveled, but felt that was simply too
degrading! Nathan might dress them like sex animals but she wasn't
an animal!

Kayla had always been more highly sexed,
though, the slut, she thought. And she got aroused easily and came
easily. She was also, she thought, more submissive and less
self-conscious about either her pride or her body.

An hour or so later she did it again, making
Paige glower at her because it turned her on even more, and a
strong part of her wanted to push her away and do it too! But she
resisted!

 


 





Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


Nathan returned, and both of them jumped off
the sofa and onto their hands and knees, crawling over to him,
bells tinkling, as he came in and smiled down at them.

“How are my two lovely fuck-puppies doing?”
he asked. “Would either of you like a little bone before going to
bed?”

Paige wanted to glare at him but was
flustered and frustrated and feeling a definite thrum of sexual
heat and hunger. Kayla, of course, the slut, had no pride and
immediately crawled forward and then, to Paige's startlement,
rubbed herself against his lower leg as if she were a cat.

Nathan chuckled, reached down and petted her
as if she were a dog or cat.

“Position yourself, fuck-puppy,” he said.

Kayla did so immediately, raising her
haunches in the air and moaning in breathless anticipation. Nathan
raised an eyebrow at Paige, then snapped his fingers.

Gulping, she crawled over and he gripped her
hair to pull her up on her knees, then removed the gag from her
mouth and unzipped.

His cock came out hard and he thrust it into
her mouth.

Paige moaned around it sucking excitedly,
bobbing up and down its full length for a long minute, until he
pulled back, then knelt behind Kayla. He pulled the clip out of her
and thrust himself home.

Kayla cried out, her front half rising up and
then falling again as her head rolled wildly. Nathan thrust into
her hard and fast from the start, reaching forward to grip her hair
and yank while he slapped her bottom repeatedly.

She came violently in under a minute.

He turned his eyes to Paige.

“And you, fuck-puppy?”

She moaned helplessly, then turned and
dropped her front end, raising her bottom, trembling. She heard him
chuckle, then he was behind her, pushing himself home.

Rapture.

The feel of him thrusting home and pumping
brought a glorious wave of pleasure swamping her mind, and Paige
screamed as she came – and came. For the first time in her life,
multiple orgasms ripped through her body, and she twisted and
writhed in the grip of a hurricane of sensations.

Then it was time for bed – but not their
previous beds.

Nathan brought them upstairs to the room with
the pole. It had two new articles, a pair of large doggy beds on
the floor. They looked like very large, furry, beanbag chairs,
although they were flat and right on the floor.

Nathan had them both lay down and then turned
off the lights and left for the master bedroom.

“This is so fucking strange,” Paige
moaned.

“It's really perverted!” Kayla agreed.

“What should we do?”

“I'm tired. I don't know about you but I'm
going to sleep.”

So that was exactly what they did. The next
morning Nathan woke them and had them both spend some time with
their mouths on his cock and balls, then led them, crawling, down
to breakfast. It was oatmeal, the bowls placed on the floor of the
kitchen.

“Eat, fuck-puppies.”

“But – .”

Crack!

“Eat, sex slave.”

They ate, using only their mouths, of course,
as they had no hands.

Crack!

“Keep those lovely bottoms high and legs
wide.

He had already slipped those frustrating
clips back into them.

After dinner he led them to the huge master
bathroom and brushed their teeth for them, then removed the gloves
and socks – and tails – long enough to clean them, and not
incidentally let his soapy slick fingers rub each girl to an
intense orgasm – then put them back on.

Then he left for work, or whatever it was he
did, leaving them alone.

“But we can't swim, Master!” Kayla
complained.

He grinned. “Those things are like human
hair, only not. They will dry faster than your own hair, little
fuck-puppy.”

So they spent the morning frolicking in and
around the pool. He had left bowls of water for them on the kitchen
floor, so whenever they got thirsty they crawled in there and
drank. Using the toilet was complicated, but doable, and now they
could hold pencils in their teeth to work buttons.

And relieve the sexual tension by licking
each other's swollen clitoris from time to time.

At noon Jessie came over, though, which made
both girls flush with embarrassment. The Black girl merely sniffed
and then undid the restraints and pulled off all the furry
stuff.

“Stand up, bitches,” she ordered.

Wearing only collars and tails now, the two
blondes rose. Paige thought it was odd how odd it felt to be
standing upright as she followed Jessie upstairs and back to the
room with the pole. They spent an energetic hour dancing and
swinging around the pole before doing lap-dance lessons.

Jessie was the lap, of course, and before the
lessons were over Paige and Kayla both rode up and down on a dildo
held between her thighs, then licked her to orgasm.

After that she left and Malik showed up. He
ran them through their exhausting exercise routine before putting
them on their faces on the floor, their bottoms raised, and riding
both hard and fierce until they were screaming with pleasure.

He then put the furry things back on and left
them to enjoy the afternoon. Neither had had lunch, though, so were
quite hungry by the time Nathan showed up.

He had them perform oral sex on him, then
made dinner for himself. It was an extra large dinner, of course,
and he let them lick lots of it from his fingers and hands, then
drink milk from bowls on the floor.

Kayla was really getting into her role,
feeling a strange sense of delicious excitement at pretending to be
an animal. She would beg for food by holding her hands up against
her chest like paws and giving him sad looks, and lick his fingers
even when no food was in them.

Paige glared at her but she couldn't deny
there was a certain outrageously erotic excitement to it. She
resisted degrading herself quite so far, though. Perhaps noticing,
Nathan placed a strap-on dildo on Kayla after dinner and had her
'mount' Paige.

There was no way Paige could resist the feel
of a thick, hard cock spearing into her quivering, overheated
belly, and cried out again and again as orgasms lashed her
mind.

Then a guy called Patrick came over. That was
mortifying! At least, at first! Being seen like this by a stranger
– another stranger – made their faces burn! But before long Kayla
was riding up and down on his cock while Paige knelt before her
licking her clitoris as Nathan drove himself deep into her belly
from behind.

The two girls put on a show for Patrick,
then, licking each other to climax, then riding dildos set on the
floor, then using the double headed dildo to bring themselves to
near orgasm.

They were placed hip to hip and this time
their tails were pulled so the men could sodomize them.

They still came, screaming.

It was a dark, kinky, sizzling, outrageous
game, but it was also the most excitement either of them had ever
had. And as their inhibitions melted, Nathan took them deeper into
his kinky fantasies.

Paige thought she'd blow her mind out as she
rode up and down on Malik's cock while Nathan sodomized her and
Patrick drove his cock in and out of her throat. The orgasms nearly
drove her unconscious.

Nathan's new rule was they weren't allowed to
speak – only to bark. Any actual words got sharp spanks or blows
from the crop.

Paige learned to beg for her supper like
Kayla had, and to rub her side and shoulder and face against his
legs or the legs of other people who came over. When she stood, it
was to exercise under Malik's stern guidance, or to strip and give
lap dances to whoever ordered them to.

In fact, doing whatever they were ordered to
do became second nature surprisingly quickly under the twin
impetuses of mind blowing sexual heat, and stinging pain whenever
they hesitated. And the role of sexual animals became a persona
which began to take more and more hold on their minds.

It was, after all, not hard work. And it came
with the fabulous Beverly Hills mansion, and lots and lots of
incredible sex, both from Nathan, and the many men and women he
brought to visit.

Nathan changed Paige's name to Kiley to
better match Kayla, and the two became the center of many dark,
thrilling sexual parties involving some of the most famous
celebrities in Hollywood! They got to have sex with movie stars TV
stars, and rock stars of both genders.

It was certainly far more exciting and far
less boring drudgery than their jobs, which they quit. They
informed their friends and families they'd gotten new jobs here in
L.A as house sitters and light housekeeping for a big mansion where
the owner was usually away.

More like live-in sex toys, Kiley thought,
but she didn't mind. Toys got played with a lot, and so had a lot
of fun. It was way better than sitting in a cubicle tapping away at
a keyboard. And she became more and more into her role, and
thrilling to the outrageousness of it all.

Nathan had cages built in the room with the
pole, and put their doggy beds in it. The cages were never locked,
but it reinforced the thought they were animals whenever they
crawled in to sleep, or woke up to look out through the bars.

It became harder to think, as the days turned
to weeks and the weeks to months, about doing anything else, much
less about refusing any order or instruction. Nathan was away for
days at a time, but Malik always came to exercise them, and Jessie
to feed and wash them.

Sometimes complete strangers would show up,
having been given a key by, they assumed, Nathan, and then they
would both perform whatever sexual tasks the stranger wanted,
without question, on him or her or them or each other.

Sex was what they lived for, after all, and
the living was good in Beverly Hills for pretty blonde submissives
with no inhibitions.
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	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



