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So, okay, you know what the problem of
hanging out with guys is? They're not very mature. And they're
prone to taking ridiculous risks and showing off. Not to mention
they're obsessed with sex. All of these and more make it
challenging putting up with them.

That's especially so if you happen to be a
girl who likes to have a little dignity, a little maturity, and not
be constantly subjected to either getting hit on, or 'look at me!'
behavior as they try to show me how studly or hot or athletic or
whatever they are.

Liam was not my boyfriend. Liam was not
mature enough to be my boyfriend. He was my roommate. One of two
roommates I had. Liam was, however, a fuck-buddy because well, he
was there, he was cute, and he was fairly good with his hands, and
trainable.

That was the good thing about fuck-buddies.
You can tell them stuff without worrying too much about hurting
their feelings. The problem with boyfriends is at first you're
really trying to make things good for them, right? Trying to
impress them, wanting them to enjoy themselves. So you tend not to
tell them when they're doing some stuff wrong.

Then by the time you're more solidly together
they're in the habit of doing things a certain way and you've
always told them you like it so... it's hard to get them to change.
Particularly without admitting you didn't really enjoy what they
were doing all along.

But fuck-buddies don't come with the same
emotional commitment and earnest desire to please. So I'd been
training Liam and he was, of course, paying attention. I mean, it
wasn't like he had much choice. He was only there to give me
pleasure so he'd better produce.

Does that sound cold? I suppose it does. But
I do try hard not to have any emotional attachment between us
beyond 'buddies', friends, roommates. I don't mean I don't care for
him, of course, but no way is he boyfriend material. He's too
self-centered and too consumed with sports. He's also not what
you'd call real sensitive to my needs.

He's got a nice body on him, though. I'll
give him that much. That was a big reason why he was a fuck-buddy.
And he'd done his best to show it off as a roommate, too, taking
every opportunity to be shirtless around me, doing a lot of flexing
and stretching and stuff.

Our third roommate was Aaron. Except Aaron
had abruptly left, leaving us in the lurch. Bastard. So now we
needed to find a third roommate fairly quick or splitting the rent
three ways was going to become two ways, and neither of us was
exactly rich.

Liam is a pharmacy technician, and I work at
Home Depot in the flooring department. I've learned an awful lot
about tiles, hardwood, carpeting and other stuff we sell, but I'm
hoping to save money to take a college course to become a sound
technician.

When I got home from work Liam was there,
which was unusual since I usually got home first, and he had a guy
there. Liam is tall and athletic, but this guy had really wide
shoulders and was taller still. The second I saw him I felt like
giving a wolf whistle. I mean, he was hot! As it was I sort of did
it internally.

Liam was perched on the edge of our sectional
while Wyatt had been sitting on the sofa, but rose as I entered the
room.

Liam was pretty. This guy was handsome, in a
rough sort of way that made my nipples tingle.

“This is Wyatt,” Liam said, and then
pretended to burp.

You get it? “Wyatt … Urp.”? Yeah, pretty
mature, right?

Wyatt reached over and put a beefy hand in
the middle of Liam's chest and shoved so he fell off the sectional
onto the floor.

“Pleased to meet you,” Wyatt said to me with
a broad smile.

He didn't even look at Liam, which told me
these two knew each other and he wasn't expecting Liam to get
pissed off. Nor did he. He rose, smirking.

“I'm Harper,” I said, holding my hand
out.

It disappeared in his big one.

“Wyatt is looking for a new room,” Liam
said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, trying not to seem overly
enthusiastic.

“He's a college boy,” Liam said.

Liam didn't consider himself a college boy,
though he'd gone to college, because it was a one-year diploma
course at a college. From the way he was acting Wyatt was going to
university.

“I'm taking Physical Education,” Wyatt
said.

“He's on the football team,” Liam said.

He knows I hate football and am not overly
fond of football players due to previous experience.

“I'm not on the team, actually. I'm helping
the trainers to get some real-world experience.”

“I gather you two know each other.”

Which was odd because Wyatt had a western
accent. And Liam had never gone south of Maryland.

“We both did a stint as landscaper's
assistants for the same company a couple of summers ago,” Wyatt
said.

“Where are you living now?”

“I'm homeless,” he said with a shrug. “There
was a huge flood in my building and I had a basement apartment.
They're going to have to rip out all the drywall and replace it,
the wiring, you name it. It's going to take a while.”

“So did Liam tell you how we're set up here?”
I asked.

“You're in charge and Liam does whatever we
tell him,” Wyatt said.

“Nuh, nuh, nuh. I got seniority over you,
cowboy!” Liam said.

“Rent is due a week before we have to pay it.
You can transfer it to my bank and I forward the combined rent to
the landlord. If you don't pay me I start nagging you and the
nagging gets worse by the day until you want to claw your eyes out
just so you don't have to see me in your face anymore.”

He grinned broadly. “Honey, there is no way I
could possibly not want to see you in my face.”

“Trust me, there is,” Liam snorted.

“You rinse off the shower after using it, and
we take turns cleaning the bathroom every week. God help anyone who
fails to flush or who leaves any trace of himself on the floor or
on the toilet seat. Any mess you make in the kitchen is yours to
clean. Label all food and if you borrow someone else's, replace it
fast.”

“Let me make a counter-proposal,” he
said.

I looked at him warily.

“I'll buy all the food. You two will
contribute a third each. It will be community property, and I will
make dinner every day, as long as I'm here.”

“How do I – .”

“Know I won't buy crap? Physical training
includes nutrition, Harper. Good, solid food. Lots of stuff from
all the major food groups properly prepared. I worked as a chef's
assistant one summer and I'm a pretty good cook. I even considered
becoming a chef but they don't pay well enough.”

“Hmmm, we can try it,” I said.

“And I will nag both of you to exercise
properly. You can be my test subjects.”

“Dream on,” Liam said.

“I exercise,” I said mildly.

“Do you? Make a fist.”

I frowned. “I'm a girl.”

“Girls have muscles.”

“Not many,” Liam said.

Wyatt gripped my wrists and lifted them up
and out. Having his big fists wrapped around my wrists did
something dark and hot to my lower belly.

“Now show me your biceps.”

“That's not a line I've ever used on a girl
before,” Liam said sarcastically.

I hesitated but clenched my fists and Wyatt
slid his hands up over my biceps, such as they were, and squeezed
gently as his eyes bored into me.

My nipples tingled even more!

“Harper's a lesbian, just so you know,” Liam
said.

I gave him a dry look.

“No, you just want me to make out with girls
so you can have a more active fantasy life.”

Wyatt grinned.

“Keep your arms out at your sides.”

“Why? I – !”

He lifted me up smoothly into the air, with
my arms out to my sides and my fists clenched, then set me
down.

“You're in pretty good shape for a girl,” he
said. “But I'm sure I can improve your fitness.”

Liam was looking at him suspiciously.

“Okay, well, we'll see how it goes,” I
said.

*

I'm virtually certain Liam let him know that
I was 'his' property, which was why I made it very clear I was a
free agent and that Liam had never and never would be my
boyfriend.

Liam was right that I normally didn't have a
lot of time for college boys. They tended to be full of themselves
and look down on anyone who hadn't gone to university. But in my
experience they were no smarter than a lot of other people, and in
some ways dumb as rocks. They might know a lot about their specific
subject but almost nothing about everything else.

They were not, in other words, any better
than anyone else, and certainly not better than me!

Wyatt, though, didn't give any such
impression. Maybe it was because he was taking a physical sort of
job. I mean, physical training wasn't exactly super brainy stuff,
right? He was from Texas, but not exactly a farm boy or anything.
He'd grown up in Dallas before his parents moved to Boston when he
was sixteen.

Anyway, I expected that, them being guys,
there'd be a rivalry between them for me. I knew Liam wouldn't like
being shut out of my bed, and I knew Wyatt (like every guy) would
love to have access to it. What I didn't expect was them
cooperating to convince me to let BOTH of them into my bed!

I had been working on convincing Liam that
just because we were sleeping together that did not allow him to
cop a feel every time he passed by me and Aaron wasn't looking. He
loved squeezing my breasts! I can't count how many times I'd be at
the kitchen counter and he'd come up behind me, slid his arms
around me and squeeze them! Or how many times he'd squeeze one when
he passed by in the hall, or when I was doing the laundry or...
whenever!

He honestly didn't get it. I mean, if I was
letting him have sex with me where he could fondle, lick, suck and
chew my breasts what was the problem casually touching my boobs now
and then!?

Sigh.

He became more daring around Wyatt than he
had been around Aaron, as if he wanted him to know he had free use
of my body to point out his 'ownership' of me. But I didn't want
Wyatt to have that idea because frankly Wyatt was hot. And he might
even be boyfriend material. He was certainly seeming like it. I
mean, he was more mature than Liam at least.

That didn't mean he wasn't still a guy,
though.

We were watching TV, with me in the middle of
the sectional and them on either side – neither too close. I had
ostentatiously put a large pillow next to me between me and Liam.
Anyway, an ad came on the TV for Victoria's Secret.

“Harper shops there all the time,” Liam
said.

I blushed slightly. “I do not.”

“I thought I saw your bras marked with their
tags.”

I knew he was once again trying to
demonstrate to Wyatt that he had a certain relationship with
me.

“I told you to stop going through my dresser
drawers, you pervert.”

“I saw it the last time I took one off you,”
he retorted smugly.

I flushed again.

“Girls get so much sexy underwear they can
wear that I'm kind of jealous,” Wyatt said.

I turned and looked at him in confusion,
while Liam taunted him.

“Maybe you should identify as a woman and buy
some!”

“I mean, have you ever considered the wild
variety of stuff women wear under their clothes, not just in styles
and types but colors? And for guys it's boxers or briefs and that's
it.”

“You can wear a thong,” I said with a
smirk.

“You have to have a nearly perfect body to
get away with that as a guy,” Wyatt said.

“Harper wears thongs,” Liam interjected.

I glared at him.

“Harper has a near-perfect body,” Wyatt
said.

“How would you know? I've seen it naked.”

“I'm a very good judge of these things,”
Wyatt said.

I turned and glared at Liam. “Are you saying
I don't?”

“Fuck no. You have an incredible body, and
the best boobs I've ever seen in my life, even in porn videos.”

“Which you watch way too many of!”

I realized Wyatt was studying my breasts and
I crossed my arms across them.

“They give me ideas of what to do with
you.”

“Well, I'm glad something does since you're
clueless yourself!”

“Oh I got lots of ideas, trust me.”

“Most of them bad.”

“That's cause I'm a bad boy,” Liam said with
a grin.

“Some of us like men, not boys,” I
replied.

“You don't say that when you're begging me
for sex.”

“Oh that'll be the day! You pester me worse
than my little sister used to when she wanted something.”

“I think the idea of a beautiful woman
begging a guy is one of those fantasies men have had for ages,”
Wyatt said. “What guy doesn't want to possess a gorgeous woman and
have her totally willing to do whatever he wants?”

“Yeah, well, nobody possesses me!”

“Maybe we can turn her into our sex slave,”
Liam said.

That raised a sudden little twinge of emotion
in me because he'd said 'our' for the first time and I suddenly had
an inkling that he might be interested in 'sharing'. At first, I
was indignant, but then the idea swirling in my head was of me with
BOTH of them at the same time. And that was just so fucking hot
that my nipples instantly got hard.

I mean, it was hot and thrilling as a
fantasy! But not something I would go along with in real life!
I mean, God, that would be so slutty!

“I believe slavery is illegal in this
country,” Wyatt said.

“Yeah!” I said.

“Unless, of course, someone wants to
be a slave.”

“Yeah, well, good luck finding a girl who
wants to wait on some boy hand and foot!”

“I wasn't thinking of, like a maid type. I
was thinking of a sex slave.”

“Yeah, I'd like one of those,” Liam said.

I rolled my eyes.

“I think I'm going to go and check my
Instagram,” I said, getting up.

Liam had his legs across the narrow space
between the sofa and the table.

“Move,” I said, jabbing my leg into his.

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“Say please master.”

“Oh bite me.”

He snorted and drew his legs back, which
meant sitting up. I slid past him and he grabbed my hips and then
bit me on the ass before I could react.

“Ow! You asshole!” I shouted, jumping away as
he laughed in amusement.

Wyatt just grinned.

I glared at them both and went to my
room.

What would it be like? Both of them!? Whoa!
That would be... just fucking wild!

I mean, no, it was impossible. I wasn't a
slut! I was a blue-collar, meat and potatoes girl! One guy, one
cock, nothing kinky!

But the idea was now lodged in my mind and
kept kind of poking its finger at me every now and then. Partly it
was because I was already having sex with Liam, and Wyatt was...
hot. And since Liam wasn't my boyfriend I was free to sleep with
anyone I wanted.

It might be a little awkward but the idea of
sleeping with Wyatt was growing on me. He was smoother, calmer and
more mature than Liam. And he had a dark edge that showed now and
then, a kind of determination and ruthlessness that was hot.

But what kind of a slut would sleep with two
guys at once, neither of them her boyfriend?! What if people found
out!? What if my friends found out? What if my family found out?
That was just not the kind of thing a nice girl from Philadelphia
is supposed to ever get herself involved with!

It was hard to stop thinking about it,
though. And it popped up at certain times, like when I was naked or
nearly naked. Like in the shower, like in bed. And so I found
myself masturbating with the image of me and Wyatt and Liam mixed
all together!

Yikes!

There were a lot of ways that could go wrong,
especially if Wyatt sucked in bed, or if Liam got jealous. I sure
didn't want any violence between them! And we'd gotten lucky to get
a roommate so quickly. If Wyatt left in a huff where would we find
another one?

I did my best to not show that I was
interested in Wyatt, but I was pretty sure I wasn't doing a very
good job from the way he looked at me. He was also touching me a
lot. Not like Liam. Not being grabby. He knew better than that.

His touches were more a gentle hand on my
back to guide me out of the way, or sliding his fingers through my
hair, or once lifting me up bodily and setting me down out of his
way when he wanted at the fridge.

And the fact he could do that so casually,
just slide his big hands up under my arms, lift me up and set me
aside like I weighed nothing was... freaking impressive!

And hot!
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I knew the guys were conspiring for
something, and I was pretty sure it involved me. I suspected it had
to do with getting me involved in a threesome, too. I was of two
minds about that. I was annoyed, to start, but at the same time I
was... curious.

I mean, the idea of having sex with two guys
at once was really exciting. But there was no way I could possibly
initiate such a thing. In fact, I would have to resist it as much
as possible – without actually, you know, keeping it from
happening.

If I didn't, I was sure they'd both think I
was a slut. This had to be entirely their idea and they had to work
hard at pressuring me into it. And if possible I would have to
allow it without ever verbalizing any agreement.

It wasn't me playing hard to get or anything.
I just know how guys think. If I made it easy on them, or even
showed any enthusiasm or agreement they'd both think I was a whore.
In fact, they'd probably think that anyway. But if I could point
out I'd never agreed and they'd somehow made me do it then I at
least had a defense.

The only reason I was considering it was that
neither of them really meant that much to me. I mean, I wasn't
emotionally attached to either. If one was a real boyfriend I loved
and cared for I'd be way too worried about ruining the relationship
and making him jealous or something like that.

They continued to tease me when we were
together, the teasing almost always having something to do with my
body or sex. Like they'd talk about oral sex and Wyatt would say he
was really good at it but Liam would say he was the best and ask me
for a reference.

Or they would talk about their favorite
sexual position – right in front of me – and ask me my favorite
position. Which would again invite Liam to tell Wyatt what he
thought my favorite position was. That left me either offering up
what my favorite position really was or just dismissing them both
as children. Which was mostly what I did.

So I sat down one evening and Liam says “So,
Harper, me and Wyatt were talking about rough sex.”

“You boys have fun, then. Just don't hurt
each other,” I said.

Wyatt grinned while Liam poked at me with his
foot – since he was sitting sideways on the sofa.

“With girls!” he said.

“Not interested,” I said, picking up the
remote.

“Wyatt says girls like rough sex,” Liam
said.

I glanced at Wyatt.

“That's not exactly what I said,” he replied.
“I said that sometimes girls like things more... aggressive.”

“Like pull their hair and slap their asses,”
Liam said.

“It's a little more like acting like you're a
strong man and you're in charge.”

“And throwing them around on the bed,” Liam
said.

“More like carefully controlling them so they
know who's in charge.”

“The girl is always in charge,” I said.

“How do you get that?” Liam demanded.

“Because boys want sex a lot more than girls.
So it's always the girl who gets to decide yes or no. And the
reason boys like sex more than girls is that boys are generally
lousy in bed and their female partners rarely have orgasms.”

“I think she's talking about you, Liam,”
Wyatt taunted him.

“Hey, I make you come every time!”

“Every girl knows how to fake orgasms,” I
said.

Which was true but even so, yes, he did make
me come most times. But only because I had been training him. And
because he didn't have much choice but to do things the way I
wanted them done or do without sex.

“And we do it to protect guys and their
fragile egos. We don't want to hurt your feelings by telling you
how lousy you are in bed.”

“You told me I was lousy in bed!” he said
accusingly. “I mean, way back before I learned better,” he quickly
added as Wyatt laughed at him.

“I didn't care about your ego. And you only
got better because I taught you.”

I turned the channel to the Bachelor. Mostly
because I knew Liam hated it.

“Oh come on! We're not watching this shit!”
Liam exclaimed.

“This is what happens when you let the girl
get the remote,” Wyatt said.

He reached for it and I snatched it away and
put it on my right side – since he was on my left.

“Nuh-uh. The princess decides the channels,”
I said.

“Princess, huh?” Wyatt said.

“Princess,” I said primly.

“You sell carpet,” Liam said, sitting forward
and grabbing my right arm.

I passed the remote to my left hand and then
shoved it down my top as Liam pulled me towards him.

I was wearing a pair of drawstring pants and
a T-shirt tied together just above my belly button. At first, the
remote lodged in my cleavage but Liam shoved his hand down the
front of my top to go after it – as I had known he would.

I squealed and twisted around, trying to
block his hand, and the remote slid past my bra and down to my
belly, where the tied shirt kept it from sliding out. Not that he
was searching hard for it since his hand was actually squeezing my
breast instead.

“Hey! Quit groping me, you pervert!” I
exclaimed, twisting myself away.

I rolled back more towards Wyatt, which let
me pull away from his hand. Then I kind of kicked at him. Well,
more like used my feet to shove him back. He was heavier than me,
though, so that did more to shove me back – against Wyatt. And
since the shirt was fairly tight he could easily see the
remote.

I was hoping he'd do what Liam did and use
the excuse to shove his hand down my top, but he had more class. He
simply put his hand down against my belly, over the remote.

“Here it is,” he said.

I squealed and rolled onto my belly, grabbing
at his wrist as he tried to tug the bottom of the shirt up. He
succeeded, of course, being way stronger than me, but I grabbed the
remote and shoved it into my pants.

“Where is it?” Liam asked, having sat up.

I shoved him back with my feet, more to get
leverage to push back against Wyatt, and he grabbed both my feet,
then leaned in and smacked my ass sharply.

“Ahh!” I yelped. “That hurt!”

“Brats get spanked,” Wyatt said in amusement
as he tried to find the remote.

“She put it down her pants,” he said in
amusement.

I yelped as Liam simply yanked on my legs,
which slid me bodily down the sofa to where he could grab at the
waistband of my pants. And he simply yanked them right down!

That sent a sudden psychic jolt through me as
I was only wearing a thong and Wyatt could now see my basically
bare butt. Not to mention this was leading very quickly into the
very direction I had been fantasizing about since I'd first
realized Liam's intent several days earlier.

The possibilities of that had my body
quivering with sexual tension, my chest tightening, my pulse
racing, and my nipples hard as pebbles!

But of course, I gave no sign of any of that.
Instead I squealed and tried to wriggle away, cursing Liam and
slapping at his hands. Which had me moving closer to Wyatt. So
close, in fact, that my hands wound up on his thigh with my head
only a little above his crotch.

“Where's the remote?” Liam demanded.

I doubted he cared about the remote as
anything but an excuse, but that was all right. I needed an excuse,
too. And this silly, admittedly adolescent behavior was just what
would do.

Then Wyatt reached down and gripped the
bottom of my shirt – like the remote might still be in there, and
as Liam yanked me back towards him he yanked on the shirt. That
meant the shirt peeled right up under my arms and then off before I
could do anything! Another psychic jolt hit me, further tightening
my chest so that I could hardly breathe!

Liam, meanwhile, had dragged me back to where
he was in reach of my butt again, but instead of spanking it he
grabbed the thong and yanked it down!

I felt another huge psychic jolt!

“Aha! Here it is!” he exclaimed, grabbing
it.

“Dude, the princess is half-naked and you
focus on the remote?” Wyatt said.

He grabbed my arm and yanked me bodily
towards him again.

The way they were dragging me forward and
back along the sofa was a pretty powerful indication of just how
much strength they had compared to me. It made me feel like a mouse
being pulled around by a pair of big cats!

But not in a scary way at all. In fact, I
wasn't at all intimidated. Instead it was... shockingly exciting! I
don't know why. It just was. Being manhandled like this was doing
something dark and twisty to my mind!

Wyatt dragged me right up across his lap and
then slapped my butt.

“I think you need to realize, Princess, that
we're the kings around here,” he said in amusement.

He slapped my butt again and I yelped and
struggled to free myself. But he quickly grabbed my wrists and
pinned them together at the small of my back with one of his big
hands.

Crack! He slapped my butt again.

“And what the kings say is what the princess
does,” he continued.

“You're not a king! You're a plebe!” I
exclaimed, still trying to wriggle free.

Or at least pretend I was trying to wriggle
free!

Crack!

“And when the princess acts like a brat she
gets treated like a brat.”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

I gasped as I felt Liam yank my pants right
off!

“This is one great ass,” Wyatt said,
caressing my rounded buttocks.

“You should see her tits. They're even
better.”

“I will kick both your asses!” I yelled,
still pretending to pull free.

“Only if we bend over and let you,” Wyatt
said in amusement.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Bastard!”

Crack!

“I can turn your ass red if you want,” he
said.

Then I felt my bra give way, and gasped, as
the cups loosened from around my breasts!

“Hey! Don't you dare!” I squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Princesses don't give orders to kings,”
Wyatt replied.

He had been pinning my wrists together behind
me. He suddenly released the left one and pulled the right one
forward over my head, yanking up the bra at the same time. I tried
to grab it, and did, but he was so much stronger than me he just
yanked it away!

And I was completely naked! Right there on
the sofa with them! Helpless! At their mercy!

Wyatt flipped me onto my back, and as Liam
leaned in, grinning, I kicked at him while trying to slap at Wyatt.
Liam yelped as I connected, but Wyatt grabbed my wrists and pulled
them together again, this time over my head.

“You're right, Liam. These are really nice
tits,” he said.

And he let his other hand move up and down my
belly and up onto my left breast!

The feel of his big hand covering my breast
and squeezing it send a rush of heat into my chest that almost made
me cry out.

“And really perky little nipples, too,” he
said.

He caught at my hard pink nipple and rolled
it between the pads of his thumb and forefinger.

My nipple burned and crackled with energy!
But I gave no indication I was excited at all. I twisted in his
grip, which basically only arched my back to push my breasts out
more attractively. To be more convincing I pulled my knees way back
and brought my feet back to try and kick at his head.

I mean, I wasn't going to kick hard! But I
did want to keep 'resisting' this.

“Nice view,” Liam chortled.

I didn't care about what Liam saw. He'd seen
it all before anyway. But Wyatt looking at me and touching me was
sending floods of liquid heat through my body and threatening to
drown my mind.

Wyatt pushed me back, which let me roll over
onto my belly, but when I tried to use that leverage to rise on my
knees he shoved me back again.

“Liam, get me my shoe there.”

“What? Where?” I heard.

“Take the shoelace out.”

Crack!

“You need to learn that women are to obey
men,” Wyatt said sternly.

“That'll be the day! You fat pig!”

Crack!

“And they need to be respectful towards their
menfolk,” he added.

“You're not my menfolk! And fuck you!”

Crack!

“And a lady doesn't use foul language,
either,” he said primly.

He pulled my wrists back behind me again as
he talked, and then crossed them. A moment later I felt something
soft going around my wrists, some kind of fabric. It went around
and around and got tighter, and after about ten seconds of
wriggling and struggling I realized that they were tying my wrists
together behind my back!

That sent another incredible psychic jolt
through my body. It was so strong my nipples practically pulsed
with heat as they were ground into the sofa! The more I wriggled
the more they rubbed against the fabric, and they were starting to
feel so intensely sensitive that I was astonished. I'd never felt
my nipples give off so much... sensation!

Wyatt flipped me over and then sat me up,
gripping my hair behind my neck and jerking it down.

“Ow!”

“Hold still,” he barked.

His left hand held my hair while his right
pinned my right thigh down.

“Now let's see what we have here,” he
said.

He tugged back harder on my hair, tilting my
head up and back and making my back arch.

“Veeeery nice,” he said as he examined my
breasts.

“I told you they were gorgeous,” Liam
said.

I felt his hand – and I knew it was his,
cupping and squeezing my left breast, and shuddered.

“Yeah, that's the word for them,” Wyatt
said.

His bigger hand started to knead my right
breast!

Holy shit!

“You... guys!” I gasped helplessly.

“Spread her leg.”

I gasped as Liam forced my left leg out. Then
I felt Wyatt's hand slip off my breast, slide down my abdomen rub
lightly at my pussy. He was only using two fingers to rub up and
down the naked line of my sex, but it caused a sizzling burst of
energy to move through my belly!

“Hmm,” he said.

He spread the lips of my sex and then a
single finger rubbed at my clitoris.

Oh my God! I practically came! The burst of
sensation combined with the emotional explosion almost overpowered
my mind and body!

“The princess feels kind of wet,” Wyatt
observed.

“I am not!” I exclaimed.

Liam forced my thigh wider and his finger
pushed into me.

“Yeah, she's soaking wet. Horny slut.”

“Fuck you!” I exclaimed.

Wyatt started to rub my clitoris with just
the pad of his fingers while Liam kneaded my left breast and worked
a second finger into my pussy!

Then Wyatt leaned in and put his lips around
the center of my right breast, sucking and licking at the nipple,
his teeth slowly digging into the soft flesh of my breast, harder
and harder as he sucked!

The sensations were starting to overwhelm
me!

“Since I fucked her already, you get first
dibs,” Liam offered generously.

“Fuck you!” I exclaimed in outrage.

I mean, like who was he to offer up my
body!?

“Naw, we're not gonna fuck her until she begs
for it,” Wyatt said.

“That'll be the day!” I cried.

“Don't make me smack your ass again,
Princess,” he said.

“Like I'm scared! King of the assholes!”

“She's being disrespectful again,” Wyatt
said. “You should have taught her better, man.”

“Like he could show me anything!”

“I showed you a lot, baby,” Liam said.

“Bitch! You can't show me anything I don't
show you first!”

“I think she needs to be spanked again,” Liam
said.

“I have a better idea. Get my briefcase.”

Liam seemed eager to follow Wyatt's
orders.

I, meanwhile, was fighting not to squirm as
Wyatt continued to rub my clitoris.

“L-Let me go!” I demanded.

Liam put Wyatt's briefcase on the table then
opened it.

“Get me a couple of those clips,” Wyatt
said.

I couldn't see much since he held my head far
back.

“What are you perverts doing!?” I demanded
breathlessly

“Teaching you manners.”
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And then I felt my left nipple being tightly
pinched. I mean tightly! And continuously! I cried out and jerked
against his grip on my hair, but couldn't pull away as Liam
chortled. A second later I felt another hard pinch at my right
nipple! I struggled wildly enough against Wyatt's grip to pull my
head forward and could now see that he'd put a pair of small
bindery clips on my nipples!

“Ow! Ow! Get them off! Get them off!” I
squealed.

“Princesses don't give orders to kings,”
Wyatt said.

“Fuck you! That hurts!” I cried.

My nipples stung! And they burned!

“The punishment for being disrespectful to
the king used to be being hung up by your wrists and whipped,”
Wyatt said. “You're getting off easy.”

My nipples stung with a sharp, biting pain
(no pun intended) but there was nothing I could do about them. And
fortunately, as the seconds ticked past the sharpness faded until
they ached more dully and more bearably.

“You pervert!” I cried.

“Now you can't suck on her nipples,” Liam
said.

“I have a better idea.”

Wyatt lifted me forward, tumbling me onto my
knees on the sofa as he got up. But then he turned me towards the
back of the sofa and pushed so that my upper body went over the
top.

“Get me some string or cord from the
kitchen,” he said.

He held me there by the hair as I tried to
kick out at him, but he easily pinned my leg. Then he got up and
climbed over the back of the sofa, still holding me by the
hair.

Liam scurried back with some twine, and Wyatt
had him tie it to the little bindery clips, then pull the two
strings down and tie them around the middle back leg of the
sofa!

What the fuuuuuck!?

Liam seemed fascinated and very amused.

“This is an excellent view of Harper's best
side,” he said from behind me as his fingers slid over my
buttocks.

“I'll take a closer look,” Wyatt said.

I felt his hands on my thighs, forcing them
apart, and then to my shock, I felt his tongue sliding up and down
the line of my sex!

“S-S-Stop!” I gasped.

But my heart wasn't in it.

Because it didn't take more than a few
seconds to realize that Wyatt was gooooood! I mean he was way
better than Liam. And I'd taught Liam!

I felt Wyatt's big strong hands on my thighs
up high, high enough for his thumbs to hold my labia open so his
tongue could thrust itself into me, then lick energetically at my
clitoris.

I was bent over the back of the sofa, the
bindery clips pulling on my nipples enough to angle my torso
downward. That meant I was looking at the floor unless I worked my
neck muscles enough to raise my head way up and back and turn it
around. And I couldn't see Wyatt even if I did that. So I gave in
to my aching neck and dropped my head.

Which meant the blood was starting to flow to
it and making it throb.

Now, this was certainly nothing like I had
imagined, but the way his tongue was working on my clitoris and
pussy I couldn't find the breath to complain. My whole abdominal
area was throbbing with heat and pleasure. The rest of my body was
thrumming like a plucked guitar string as I fought to keep my
ragged breaths quiet enough they wouldn't notice.

Liam moved around behind the couch, smirking
down at me, then gathered my long hair up and pulled my head back
so I was facing forward. Facing his groin.

“Hey there, Princess,” he said. “Would you
like to serve the king?”

He tugged his pants down and his cock sprang
up hard and thick and red, the head pointing right at my face.

I shuddered, staring at it, saying nothing,
doing nothing, and he pushed himself forward into my open
mouth.

I moaned around it and as he pushed deeper,
closed my lips and started to suck and lick.

My entire body was suffused with heat. And
Wyatt's tongue was making it impossible to keep my hips still!
Fortunately, his big hands were pinning my thighs to the back of
the sofa so I didn't have to hide that. But oh God I wanted
something big and long and thick inside me!

Not that I knew he was big, but, hey, he was
a big guy. Surely the equipment matched!

His tongue pulled back, and then I felt his
weight on the sofa behind me. I felt a hard, warm, thick cock slide
in between my thighs. But it didn't penetrate me. Instead, the
shaft rubbed up and down along the swollen lips of my sex.

“Would you like my cock inside you,
Princess?” he asked.

Liam pulled his cock out of my mouth and I
gasped and panted for breath.

“Just say the word,” Wyatt said, his cock
stroking back and forth along my pussy.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack! He slapped my butt.

“That's not the word, Princess,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“The word is please.”

I moaned helplessly, burning up inside.

“Say it,” he said.

“Please!” I moaned, abandoning pride.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Say please fuck me.”

I felt him draw his cock back, and now the
spongy head rubbed up and down, up and down against my pussy, just
hard enough to force aside the lips of my sex.

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Not good enough. “Say please fuck me, your
majesty.”

“Please fuck me, your majesty!” I cried.

Liam roughly groped my breasts, grinning down
at me, and then shoved his cock deep into my throat!

Now I had been practicing my deep throat. I
had largely overcome my gag reflex and generally could swallow
Liam's cock without too much effort. But I had to put my mind to it
and focus, to brace myself, you know? I didn't just run my lips
right down the length of his cock!

But I was so aroused just then, more aroused
than I could ever remember being, that him shoving his cock down my
throat sent a kind of electrical jolt through my mind and body. And
just then I felt Wyatt's cock pushing hard against my pussy!

I gurgled wetly as Liam slid his long, thick
cock all the way down my throat until my lips were wrapped around
the base. My hands jerked spastically as they instinctively tried
to pull free of the shoelace tying my wrists together. My body
tried to jerk back, but Wyatt was now behind me and holding my hips
as he ground the head of his cock into the mouth of my sex.

I did manage to jerk my head back a bit, but
that only pulled my nipples sharply against the cord they'd tied to
them, which sent a sharp stinging pain through both breasts!

Wyatt's cock felt really thick as it slowly
forced its way into my body. I could feel how taut the lips of my
sex were as they strained around it! His cock pushed deeper and
deeper, drawing back an inch, then pushing forward again, drawing
back an inch, then forcing its way deeper into my quivering
belly.

Liam drew his cock slowly back up my throat,
and I gurgled wetly again until the head popped out and I could
cough and suck in deep, ragged breaths of air.

Liam rubbed his now spit-wet cock all over my
face as he jerked on my hair.

“We should keep her tied up and naked all the
time,” he said excitedly.

I knew he wasn't talking to me!

“I'm sure we can have lots of fun with her
now that she's our sex slave,” Wyatt said.

And I knew he WAS talking to me; teasing me,
taunting me.

I moaned as he shoved his cock still deeper,
and then Liam shoved his cock back into my mouth.

“Suck my cock, slave!” he ordered.

I did my best, if only to delay it going back
down my throat while I breathed some more!

He pulled it out and slapped my cheeks some
more, and I gasped as Wyatt started to pump his cock in and out
with a strong, steady stroke.

“Beg me to let you suck my cock, slave girl,”
Liam taunted.

I didn't see why I should. I really wanted
Wyatt's cock in my pussy but Liam just didn't inspire the same
lust. It did excite me to have two cocks in me at once, but I just
didn't have the same sense of heat for Liam as I was feeling for
Wyatt. On the other hand, this dark, outrageous bondage shit with
me as a helpless 'slave girl' had come out of the blue and hit me
like a bus.

And it was incredibly hot!

Liam pulled up on my hair and I gasped in
pain as my scalp stung. But more than that, pulling my head back
pulled my nipples against the clips!

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” I yelped.

“Beg me for my cock, slave,” he growled.

Ha! He didn't like my begging Wyatt and not
him! Men have such fragile egos!

“Please may I suck your cock, Liam?” I
gasped.

“Call me master.”

“Please may I suck your cock, Master!” I
gasped as he tugged on my hair again.

He pulled my hair down and pushed his cock
back into my mouth and I moaned in relief as my nipples burned
less. On the other hand, it felt deliciously dark, letting him
'make me' beg him the way he had. It felt... like it made the idea
of me as a 'slave girl' feel more real!

Wyatt thrust even deeper into my pussy,
deeper than I may have ever had a guy to that point, and I gasped
and shuddered as his hips finally made contact with my buttocks.
His big hands slid under my ribs and mashed my breasts together as
they hung down on the other side of the sofa.

And as Liam shoved his cock deep into my
throat again Wyatt ground his big hips against my buttocks,
twisting his cock around in my belly!

“Maybe we'll keep her in a cage in the
basement,” Wyatt said. “Naked, of course. We'll toss in some dildos
and vibrators for her to keep herself amused when we're not using
her.”

Wyatt, I instantly understood, was a guy who
liked to fuck with girls' minds, and not just their bodies. I mean,
I knew nothing he was saying was real, but it was so dark and
outrageous it made my pussy spasm around his thick cock.

Liam pulled his cock out of my throat again
and then abandoned my hair to fondle my breasts as Wyatt gripped my
hair instead. He jerked on it as he jammed his cock into me to the
balls.

“Do you love my cock, slave girl?” he
demanded, leaning over me, his lips so close to my ear I felt his
breath on my skin. “Do you?”

I gasped in pain as he jerked on my hair.

“Answer your master, slave girl.”

“Yes!” I cried.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I-I... I love your... cock,” I gasped.

He jerked on my hair again.

“Master,” he said. “Say I love your cock
master.”

“I love your cock, Master!” I moaned.

Liam slapped his cock against my face.

“What about my cock, slut? Don't you love my
cock?”

“Yeesss!” I moaned.

He shoved his cock back into my mouth and
down my throat. But this time he started to pump it in and out! I'd
never done that, and I gurgled and gasped and almost choked as his
cock slid up and down, up and down in my throat!

Crack! Someone slapped my butt as
Wyatt started fucking me hard and fast. Crack! Crack!

I gasped and jerked and shuddered, feeling a
dark, swirling miasma of heat clouding my mind. Well, not to
mention I couldn't breathe so was getting kind of light-headed.

I was being so utterly fucking... used! My
wrists jerked against the shoelaces and my body thrummed with so
much sexual tension it might as well be a high-tension line. And
here's the wild thing! Their movements were jerking me back and
forth enough to constantly tug my nipples against the clips. The
sharp little stings kept shooting into my nipples, setting them on
fire. But through the deep ache and sharp pain they also started to
crackle with sexual tension.

They hurt! The pain stung! But every new jerk
on them sent a sharp little spasm of wildfire heat shooting through
my breasts and right down my body to my clitoris!

Liam pulled his cock out and I gulped in air,
my eyes glassy by then.

“This is fucking hot!” Liam exclaimed.

“She's fucking tight,” Wyatt said from behind
me.

He reached down and pulled the clips from my
nipples, and I cried out, then cried out again as he jerked back
sharply on my hair, forcing my body upright and my head back
against his shoulder. Liam eagerly kneaded my breasts, rolling my
throbbing nipples between thumbs and forefingers.

As he did, Wyatt leaned in, chewing on my
throat and, I swear to God, growling! He also reached a hand down
between my legs and started to rub my clitoris as he thrust into me
from behind.

My whole body seemed to explode with the most
intense orgasm of my life! My hips bucked back against his
thrusting cock in frenzied spasms as heat tore through my body and
flooded my mind. I cried out all the air in my lungs, which wasn't
much, then sucked in a desperate breathe and did it again, then
again. My body seemed to be caught in some kind of storm of sexual
electricity, with the orgasm going on and on as my breasts throbbed
with heat, my nipples burned, and my insides flared wildly around
Wyatt's big spear of a cock.

It was like, fucking mind-blowing! I was
stunned, literally! When Wyatt released my hair so my shoulders and
head dropped down Liam pushed his cock into my open mouth and
started fucking my throat hard. And I was so dazed I just ignored
it.

He held my head up by the hair and fucked his
cock into my open mouth and I stared at his cock almost without
seeing. The orgasm was fading but my body was still twitching and
jerking as Liam buried his cock in my throat, then wrapped both
hands around my head to pin me against him as he gasped and
convulsed and his come flooded down into my belly.

Liam pulled back with a gasp, releasing me,
and Wyatt yanked me back and flipped me over onto my back on the
sofa. Of course, that meant my head was jammed against the back of
the sofa and forced forward so my chin was on my chest, but I
hardly cared.

Wyatt dropped to his knees in front of the
sofa, his big hands gripping my legs behind the knees and forcing
them back against my shoulders as he bent and started to lick my
clitoris.

I was... bemused by this. It was not, in my
experience, what guys did to you after you'd had an orgasm. It was
what guys did to you before they fucked you because it was kind of
a requirement they knew due to watching porn videos. They didn't do
it with any great enthusiasm, though, and didn't do it for long
before plunging their cocks into me.

I had trained Liam to do better but that was
because he didn't have much choice if he wanted to continue to have
access to my body. But Liam wasn't half as good as Wyatt, and Wyatt
showed the kind of enthusiasm for oral sex Liam only did when
receiving it.

Still recovering from that monster orgasm,
with my mind just starting to fit itself back together again, I
stared at Wyatt licking and sucking on my clitoris with a sense of
confusion and wonderment. Why wasn't he still fucking me? Had he
come already? If so it was odd he'd immediately get started on
heating me up for a second round since his cock would still be soft
for a while.

“Hold her ankles,” he said.

Liam was still behind the sofa, watching. He
leaned over and gripped my ankles, pulling them up and back against
the backrest above me and out to either side. Wyatt now went to
town on my pussy, his fingers sliding into me as his lips sucked
rhythmically on my clitoris.

Fuck, he was good!

But despite that massive orgasm I was still
aroused, now that my mind had somewhat woken up, and my pussy,
especially my clitoris, was extremely sensitive. I shuddered and
moaned as he sucked on it, the suction almost too powerful, the
sensations too intense! But I was having trouble verbalizing
anything because my brain was still filled with a sense of dark,
dazed afterglow.

His left hand slid up and squeezed my right
breast, then he caught the still hypersensitive nipple between
thumb and forefinger and started to roll and massage it. Meanwhile,
the big fingers he had inside me were stroking in and out while
pushing up and in against the front wall of my pussy.

He shifted from sucking to licking, and I
felt my muscles beginning to spasm as the heat churned and
grew.

“Fuuuck!” I moaned.

He straightened up and then placed his cock
along my groin and belly.

I stared at it. Fuck it was big! I'd had that
thing inside me!? No wonder it had ached!

He slid it back, then gripped it and used the
head to rub back and forth against my swollen clitoris.

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

“Please fuck me!” I moaned.

His hand suddenly went around my throat,
startling me, squeezing lightly.

“Say master, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped, his
fingers only tight enough to slightly hamper my breath.

He released my neck, gripping his cock and
slowly penetrating me. Then his other hand rose to squeeze my left
breast as he drove his cock into me and started to thrust with
long, deep, powerful strokes.

God! I was so helpless laying there on my
bound wrists! And with Liam's hands around my ankles I was pinned
in place like... like their prisoner! They could do anything to me
they wanted to! That lent things a strange, dark edge and made it
even more thrilling!

“Fuck her brains out, man,” Liam
chortled.

Fuck you, Liam, I thought dazedly.

Wyatt thrust into me harder and harder, then
his hands abandoned my breasts. One dropped down so his fingers
could rub my clitoris, and the other went around my throat again,
squeezing. I gurgled, my eyes widening, feeling a surge in that
sense of dark-edged helplessness!

I was gasping and grunting and crying out
with every thrust now as his hips began to hit my buttocks with
force. He squeezed in against the sides of my neck, then eased up
again, then did it again as he rubbed my clitoris. I stared at him,
gaped at him, drowning in passion and heat and raw sensation!

His big hand squeezed in around my neck again
and I felt my eyes bulge a little, my head pounding as he choked
me. I trembled and shook, starting to get light-headed, and he
eased up. I gasped for breath and his hand released my neck and
slapped my face lightly.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said.

I stared at him dazedly and his hand choked
me again.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I-I'm you're … bitch!” I gasped as his
fingers loosened.

He slapped my face lightly.

“Master.”

“I... I'm your bitch, Master!”

He rammed his cock into me hard. I was kind
of folded up and could do nothing but stare at his cock driving
into me as the heat rolled through me in waves. Another tremendous
orgasm tore through me and I cried out, the breath sobbing out of
me as my body shook and trembled.

It was another monster orgasm! It was
slightly less intense than the first one, but lasted even longer! I
was drowning in passion and lust and pleasure as he rammed himself
into me even harder, rubbed my clitoris, and then choked me
again!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Okay, well, that had been nothing like I'd
imagined it would be. I had imagined I would be more in charge, and
that like Liam, Wyatt would do what I wanted. I hadn't even
imagined the bondage stuff, much less my being their 'sex slave'.
But on the other hand, what would have already been incredibly
exciting had turned into something almost beyond belief. I had
never been so fucking aroused in my life!

I had also never had such rough sex, nor ever
come so intensely. And I'd done it twice!

And afterward, Wyatt had pulled me off the
sofa onto the floor. He'd removed the shoelaces from his other
shoe, tied my ankles together, pulled them back behind me, and tied
them to my wrists so I lay on the floor naked and hog tied.

Then he and Liam had celebrated by having
beers, sitting back on the sofa and turning on a football game.

I hadn't protested against any of this, at
first, being too stunned by that second massive orgasm. When Wyatt
had said “Slaves don't belong on the furniture,” and pulled me off
I hadn't cared. The rug was soft anyway. All I'd wanted to do was
lay there and recover my mind.

It was after a couple of minutes that the
heat faded, I got my breath back, and started to feel a sense of
indignation at laying tied up on the floor while these two
celebrated their conquest with beer.

I was still feeling aroused, though, don't
get me wrong. This was still wicked and hot and dark and edgy and
kinky. And it was something I'd never experienced. I grunted as I
kind of strained against the shoelaces, but that only succeeded in
arching my back more, which they both watched with interest.

I knew that, of course, and wasn't beyond
posing my body to excite them.

“Why am I still tied up?” I demanded, a
little breathless.

“Why not?” Wyatt said.

“You look good like that,” Liam said.

“I look good all the time,” I replied.

He shrugged as if he didn't disagree.

I glowered at Wyatt. “No more binding clips
on the nipples!” I said.

He grinned. “They felt awful good when they
came off, didn't they?”

They sure as hell had, and they'd made my
nipples – still swollen, and still hypersensitive – even more
sensitive than usual.

“That was hot when you choked her,” Liam
said. “I gotta remember that.”

Wyatt frowned at him. “You need to know what
you're doing with breath play, man. The neck can be delicate and
you don't want to apply much force. You also have to watch your
partner very carefully while you do it.”

“Sure, sure, I get that.”

“No, you don't. Wait until I teach you.
There's an art to it.”

“Okay.”

I noticed that so far Liam was definitely
conceding the leadership role to Wyatt.

“If I have bruises on my throat tomorrow you
are dead meat,” I said.

Wyatt smiled. “You won't have. I know what
I'm doing, Slavegirl.”

I'm not your slave girl,” I said, wriggling
and twisting in what I was sure was an attractive way.

“You said you were. Did you lie to me?
Because if you lied then I'm going to have to punish you.”

“You gonna sing to me or something?” I asked
mockingly.

Yes, I was trying to provoke him. For some
reason, me, a strong, proud, independent-minded woman was feeling
these wild waves of heat at being his prisoner, and him being this
big, powerful macho type man!

He snorted, then got up and walked past
me.

“Hey!” I said, trying to roll over.

“I think he likes this bondage stuff,” Liam
said. “Expect to be tied up a lot from now on.”

I snorted. “I decide that,” I said.

“If you say so, slave girl,” he said
tauntingly.

Wyatt was suddenly back and kneeling beside
me. He pushed me onto my right side and I tried to twist my head
around to see what he was doing.

“Hey! What are you doing?” I demanded.

“Training my new sex slave.”

Fuck, that was hot!

“In your dreams!” I exclaimed.

He had some kind of little tube. Lube? What
was he up to? Then I felt something pressing against my back
opening and gasped, trying to wriggle around.

“Hey! I didn't say you could – !”

Crack! He slapped my butt sharply.

“Behave, slave girl,” he said sternly.

I felt the pressure growing. It wasn't his
finger. It was something hard and around and slick with lube, and
as it slowly pushed into me it got wider and wider.

“What is that!?”

“It's a butt-plug. It will get you used to
being penetrated so big cocks can slide into you there without too
much trouble.”

“I did NOT say you could fuck me in the ass!”
I exclaimed.

“Sex slaves don't get any say in how their
bodies are used, how often, or even who uses them.”

“I'm... not... a sex slave!” I gasped,
wriggling and twisting.

The thing got even wider, making me ache!
Then it suddenly got thin, and my ass sucked it inside. But not all
of it. There was clearly a much thinner part still there, and a
part of it pressing flat against my ass from the outside.

He untied my ankles, though, and then gripped
my hair and arm, pulling me upright on my knees. He was... rough,
but... it just reinforced in my mind that he was THE BOSS! He was
in charge! He controlled me!

And that sent a fresh rush of heat through my
mind and then body.

He pulled me over beside the sofa and sat
down, then jerked his pants down and off before twisting my hair
around his fist and pulling me in against him.

“Suck my cock, slave.”

He said that was such a stern tone, like...
ordering me to, that it sent another dark rush of heat through me.
I started to lick tentatively at his flaccid cock, and he directed
me to his balls. I sucked on them as he reached forward and started
to squeeze my breast. Liam, sitting next to him, reached forward
and fondled my other breast.

“She has incredible tits,” Wyatt said.

“Oh yeah.”

He jerked on my hair.

“Spread your legs wide.”

“Why?”

He bent forward, reached his long arm down
and slapped my butt sharply.

“Ow!”

“Because your master ordered you to spread
your legs. Spread 'em.”

I spread my legs wide.

“Good. Keep them spread all the time when
you're bent over, in case some guy is passing by and decides to use
your lovely little slave body.”

“You're crazy,” I said.

He slapped my butt again.

“Ow! Hey!”

“Get that mouth on my balls.”

I gasped as he jerked me down against him,
and mouthed his balls, sucking on them, feeling my breasts throb
and pulse as the two of them fingered my nipples and mashed my soft
flesh.

Wyatt reached down to his pants and pulled
the leather belt out of the loops, then inserted the tongue into
the buckle to form a loop and slipped it over my neck, jerking it
closed around my neck! He didn't tighten it, though, but used it as
a kind of... well, a leash!

Which was fucking hot!

“I could do this better if my hands weren't
tied,” I complained.

“You'll have to learn how to do without. I
have a feeling you're going to be tied up a lot.”

He was echoing what Liam had said, which sent
another little jolt of excitement through me.

Liam slipped off the sofa and I felt his hand
on my ass, then his fingers at my pussy. I gasped as his fingers
pushed into me and he began to rub my clitoris. Meanwhile, Wyatt's
cock was starting to harden as I licked at it. I took it all into
my mouth, massaging it with my tongue as I sucked, and it got still
harder – and thicker and longer!

Then they traded places, and Liam took the
'leash' to pull me in over his cock. I started to suck his balls
and lick at the head as he fondled my breasts. He tugged
experimentally on the belt, enough to choke me, but Wyatt warned
him to loosen it.

Then I heard a click and a buzzing sound, and
felt something push into the mouth of my sex. It was big, too big,
I thought, to go inside me. It was kind of rounded, though, and it
vibrated powerfully! I tried to jerk my head up and turn around by
couldn't because Liam held me in place.

“Keep sucking, slave,” he ordered.

I didn't have a lot of choices! I bobbed up
and down as his cock hardened and Wyatt rubbed some kind of big,
round vibrator up and down against me. It had so much force it made
my hips jerk and twitch as the muscles in my stomach clenched and
unclenched.

Crack! His open hand slapped my
bottom. Then Crack! He slapped it again.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled.
Crack! “Obey your masters or we'll whip you.”
Crack!

Liam pulled me back by the hair. It hurt, but
I was more focused on being able to breathe again to care a
lot.

“I want to fuck her,” he said.

“We can switch.”

They did, and Liam sank his cock into my
pussy as Wyatt pulled my mouth down on his cock. Liam immediately
began to thrust hard, his hips slapping against my buttocks, making
my body shudder and lurch in time to his strokes. He alternated
with gripping my hips and my breasts while Wyatt held me by the
hair and belt.

My body was heating up rapidly, for this –
aside from the bondage stuff – was more like what I had imagined
having sex with two guys to be. And I once again marveled at myself
actually going through with it.

Wyatt was casually fondling my breast now and
then, when Liam wasn't doing it. He kept his fist buried in my
hair, twisting them from time to time for no reason I could see
other than to make me gasp.

I felt Liam playing with the plug thing in my
ass, kind of pulling on it and letting it go again.

“I'd love to fuck her ass,” he said.

“Then do it.”

“She never lets me.”

Wyatt snorted. “Sex slaves don't get any say
in who fucks them or what orifice they use.”

He abandoned my hair and his big hand went
around my throat, then he squeezed and lifted as he stood up. I
gurked and gasped as I forced myself up onto my feet before him,
then up onto the balls of my feet.

“You want Liam to fuck you in your tight
little ass, don't you, slave girl,” he said.

He loosened his fingers around my throat
while gripping my nipple and pinching it.

“Speak, sex slave.”

“Oh! Ow!”

“Beg Liam to fuck you in the ass.”

“You guys are sick!” I moaned.

He raised his hand so I was forced up onto my
toes, then leaned in to kiss me roughly and passionately.

“Beg Liam to fuck your ass,” he said, easing
his grip.

“Please... Please fuck my ass, Liam!” I
gasped.

Wyatt kissed me again, just as roughly and
passionately as I trembled there on my toes. I felt Liam tugging
the plug out of my ass. Wyatt pulled his head back, staring me in
the eye as I felt Liam's cock pushing up into my ass.

“Ugh!” I gasped as it slid halfway inside
me.

“You have a gorgeous ass,” Wyatt said. “It
was made for men to enjoy, just like these fantastic tits.”

“Oh fuck, she's nice and tight!” Liam moaned
as he worked his cock deeper into my belly.

Wyatt continued to stare into my eyes as I
gasped weakly for breath. He wasn't squeezing my neck hard enough
to keep me from breathing, just... hard enough to make it
harder.

“Your body belongs to us, slave girl,” he
said.

I let out a squeak as Liam's cock pushed deep
enough to give me cramps.

Wyatt let the hand on my breast slide down to
start rubbing my clitoris again as Liam started fucking my ass. His
hands were on my hips, jerking me back to meet his strokes as Wyatt
held me in place. He buried his cock in my ass and ground his hips
against my buttocks, then sped up so my whole body shuddered
continuously.

Wyatt leaned in and kissed me again, his lips
covering my open mouth, moving like warm, insistent silk, moving
like he was trying to devour me.

He stepped back suddenly.

“Hold her against you,” he said. “Your arm
around her neck. Pin her tightly.”

Liam did as he was told, his arm curling
across my neck as Wyatt stepped back.

I gurgled and gasped as Liam fondled one of
my breasts with his other hand while Wyatt picked something up...
the vibrator. I saw him turn it on and then press it firmly against
my pussy. It was one I'd seen on the internet but never tried,
called a Hitachi. It was sort of like a big, oblong body with a
rounded ball on the end.

And he jammed it into the mouth of my sex and
ground it against me as my eyes started to roll back in my head at
the flood of sensation. My hips started to jerk and buck and then
convulsions wracked my body as another massive orgasm tore through
me.

“Don't squeeze too tight around the neck,
especially for any long periods,” he said, as if from a
distance.

I felt Liam's arm easing and sucked in dazed
breathes as my body continued to tremble and shake, the orgasm
making my muscles spasm uncontrollably as my mind was flooded with
raw pleasure. The third orgasm I'd had in the same sexual session!
It seemed unbelievable to me, but my mind was drowning in liquid
heat so wasn't really thinking of much.

My legs gave way, and Liam dropped to his
knees with me, his cock still inside me. Wyatt had him pull his arm
away from my neck and he instead gripped my breasts as Wyatt took
my hair in his fist again and shoved his cock down my throat.

Liam, perhaps predictably, finished first,
gasping and cursing as he drove his cock up into me with a final
flurry of wild thrusts. Then he eased back, breathing heavily.

“Put the plug back in that tight ass so it
doesn't close down,” Wyatt told him.

I didn't care. I was still woozy from my
orgasm as Liam did as he was told. Then Wyatt turned me around and
bent me over on the floor. He pushed me down so my chin was on the
rug and my ass in the air, then entered me from behind, fucking me
like a bull so my chin, not to mention my breasts, rubbed back and
forth on the fabric below.

He pulled on my hair with one hand, then
thrust the other down under me, holding the Hitachi wand, rubbing
it against my clitoris, and driving me into a fourth gigantic
orgasm before he exploded inside me.

*

“Look at how red my wrists are!” I exclaimed,
glaring at them.

“That's because you kept pulling against the
shoelace,” Wyatt said.

“I never said you could tie me up in the
first place!”

“Think of it as a spontaneous sexual
event.”

“Spontaneous, my ass! You're a pervert!”

“Guilty. And I enjoy it, too.”

“I'm gonna have a bruise there.”

“Next time we'll get something softer to tie
you up with.”

“Who said there's going to be a next time!?”
I demanded.

“You clearly enjoyed yourself, so I'm pretty
sure there will be.”

“Maybe I was just faking so I didn't hurt
your feelings!”

He smirked at me. “You came like a
whore.”

I glared at him, trying to think up a good
rebuttal, but the orgasms had been too good and too numerous. I
wasn't that good an actress.

“Face it, you're our sex slave from now
on.”

“In your dreams,” I said, stalking out of the
room.

I went to the bathroom and examined myself,
looking for bruises, scrapes and other damage. I didn't find
anything other than the wrists. Of course, I still had that
butt-plug thing in me, so I had to pull that out, which was gross.
Guys are so perverted!

I had a shower and tried to figure out what I
was going to do about this situation. Being a fuck-buddy with Liam
had worked out fairly well, but I was in charge and had all the
control. We did exactly what I wanted and when I wanted it. Being
their helpless fuck toy was an entirely different thing.

And it was clear Wyatt wasn't going to be
like Liam. Wyatt wasn't the type to be anyone's bitch. He was also
a college student, which meant he was surrounded by hot girls all
day long. And he was good-looking, with a great body, and a smooth
talker. He'd have no trouble finding girls to sleep with him. He
didn't need me.

Liam, by contrast, was pretty but didn't have
Wyatt's impressive body, and where he worked he didn't really come
across a lot of cute girls. His co-workers were all middle-aged,
and most of the clients were too. He had to go out and find girls.
And he wasn't as smooth-talking as Wyatt. He was like an eager
puppy willing to do anything to satisfy me.

Wyatt, on the other hand, really HAD
satisfied me, and then some! I wouldn't have even believed I could
have had four powerful orgasms in such a short period of time! I
certainly never had before. Didn't the very word 'climax' mean that
was the end?

And I was intrigued with this slave girl
thing. It was kinky and exciting and new. And none of my friends or
family ever had to know. Wyatt was a stranger to all of them, and
likely to remain one.

The only problem I really had was a reflexive
need to be in charge, or at least, to have a strong say in
everything. The way Wyatt was pretending I was his 'sex slave' I
didn't have any say. He and Liam would do anything they wanted to
me!

Which was part of the thrill, to be
honest.

But it troubled me to get off on such a
thing. It was so incredibly sexist and... and degrading! Begging
them to fuck me! God! As if! What was in my psyche that found that
so wickedly thrilling?
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I needed a better job. Honestly. Smiling
patiently while a middle-aged couple argued about what color
carpeting to put in the basement rec room was making my teeth ache.
But you can't roll your eyes or sigh impatiently in front of the
customers. It's very bad form. What I could do was say “I'll give
you a couple of minutes to think about that,” with a cheery smile,
and go back to the desk to work on something else.

I could wait on tables, I supposed. I'd done
it before. There were always openings because of high staff
rotations at restaurants. If I worked at a pub or club I'd get nice
tips. Of course, I'd come home smelling of food every day, but
there were worse things in life.

I'd have to put up with a lot more flirting
from the men in hopes of getting those tips, too, and with no
guarantee until they paid the bill. At least I knew how much my pay
would be here. We didn't work on commissions, either, so I didn't
have to suck up to the customers.

I could wear sneakers, jeans and a sweater or
t-shirt under my orange apron, instead of high heels and a short
skirt. That was another big plus. Of course, I was often bored out
of my skull. Like now. This all just seemed so very... ordinary
compared to the wild time I'd had the previous evening.

Maybe I could work at another kind of store.
But they all had drawbacks of one kind or another, from lousy pay
to lousy customers. I could try working in an office, maybe as some
kind of receptionist or clerk. How hard could that be? But I'd be
stuck in one place and again have to wear business clothes.

Maybe I'd take a look at the community
college course calendar and see if there was something there that
caught my imagination. Though so far everything that sounded
interesting had too much math and computer skills in it, and the
rest sounded as boring as this.

I had talked about it with Liam before –
once. He was so... well, of course his suggestion was I become a
stripper. Yeah, uh-huh. Not that the idea didn't have a kind of
tantalizing air to it. It sure paid well, and the idea of prancing
around naked in front of a crowd of men was... exciting in a way.
But I wasn't that bold. I'd be mortified. It was nice as a fantasy,
but that was it.

Maybe Wyatt would have some ideas. He seemed
to be a more serious person than Liam. And probably smarter.

*

He was making dinner when I got home. After
changing into my comfy, laying around the house clothes, I wandered
into the kitchen to see what he was making.

“Meatballs and mashed potatoes? That's not
exactly creative.”

“It's good, solid, tasty food.”

“That's a lot of mashed potatoes.”

“I can put it in the fridge and we can
microwave it when we want some.”

“Still sounds like a boring dinner.”

“You want an exciting dinner? I can make your
dinner exciting, slave girl.”

I flushed slightly. “I don't think a spanking
or something will excite me at dinner,” I replied.

“Ha! Think I don't know how to excite a slave
girl? Think again.”

I rolled my eyes.

He finished rolling another meat ball and set
it aside.

“Come with me, little girl.”

“What about dinner!?”

“Liam's not home yet anyway.”

He pulled me down the hall and into his room,
then peeled my tank top up and over my head.

“Hey, my wrists are still sore from
yesterday!” I complained.

“That won't happen this time.”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Because I have special rope for the
job.”

He took a long length of coiled black rope
from his dresser and rubbed it against my face.

“Feel how soft it is.”

“Why do they make soft rope?”

“For tying up pretty girls with lovely skin,
of course.”

He undid my bra as he spoke, and I wondered
at his assuming he could do that, even as my body began to feel a
rush of anticipation.

“I didn't say I agreed yet,” I grumbled.

“Why wouldn't you?”

“Because I hardly know you!”

“You know I'm hot and I give good
orgasms.”

He yanked my pants and panties down and I
stepped out of them.

“Bring your arms behind your back, then raise
your wrists up near your shoulder blades.”

He gripped my arms as I hesitantly complied,
confused. I mean, mostly when a guy takes my clothes off they're so
eager to get at my body their hands are all over me. Wyatt was
acting so... casual! He hadn't even groped my breasts yet!

He was pulling the rope, two loops of it,
around my arms just above my elbows as I kept my wrists up with my
fingers pointed at my shoulder blades. I grunted as he tightened
them and pulled my arms back more. Then he swept two more loops
around them and pulled them back more.

“I'm not Supergirl, you know,” I said.

“The multiple loops are so they spread their
pressure out more to avoid rope burn like you kind of got from the
shoelaces.”

I grumbled but shrugged and let him continue,
not giving any sign that my body was already starting to heat
up.

He tied my wrists together next, again with
multiple loops of the black rope. But then he brought the rope
across my chest, two loops of it curving in under my left breast,
then up around it. I felt my pulse rate rising as he carefully
tightened the loop, making my soft flesh go taut and stick out
more.

“I don't think my breast is gonna get away,”
I said.

“Not when I'm done with it.”

He wound the rope around my other breast,
circling it, as well and tightening the loops. I could see my
nipples were already erect, and could feel them sparking like live
wires.

“Bend over, slave.”

He put his hand behind my neck and bent me
forward against his dresser until my upper chest was pressed
against it. For a moment I thought he was going to do me right then
and there! Instead, after a few seconds of delay, I felt his
finger, cool with some kind of cream, at my back opening.

I gasped and jerked but he held me in
place.

“I told you to wear the butt-plug. You should
learn to obey me or you'll get hung up by your wrists and whipped,”
he said.

“You think I'm gonna wear that thing to
work!?”

“Who would notice?”

“What if I got hit by a car!?”

“If you get hit by a car and are hurt badly
enough to be taken to a hospital and have your clothes removed
you'll have a lot worse things to care about. Now I got you a
butt-dildo.”

“A what?”

He showed me a dildo. It was shaped like a
cock, complete with helmet head, and maybe six inches long. Then it
abruptly narrowed to the thickness of a pencil attached to a
coin-sized base. He started to slowly work it into my ass while I
gasped and my head swirled with indecision.

“I don't know that I want something up my
butt!”

“You came yesterday with Liam fucking you in
the ass.”

“And you rubbing a vibrator against me!”

“So we'll do that again.”

“I'm not – .”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Obey your master, slave.”

“You're not my master!”

Crack!

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

“Ow! Quit it!”

Crack!

“Call me master.”

“Forget it!”

Crack!

“Bad girl.”

He pumped the dildo slowly, working it deeper
inside, until the whole thing, except for that coin base, was
inside me. Then he showed me another dildo. This one was much like
the first, except it didn't have the base. He managed to work the
entire thing into my pussy, barely. I mean, the lips of my sex
didn't quite close behind it. The base kept them spread a half-inch
apart.

Humming to himself, Wyatt pulled me upright
and had me spread my feet apart, then drew two loops of the black
rope in between my thighs from behind, then up along my pussy. He
knelt in front of me and then carefully tied a knot in them,
pulling firmly so the knot was pressed in against the top of my
pussy.

Right below my clitoris.

Past the knot, he let the two ropes part,
curving diagonally up my abdomen, over my hips, and around behind
me to tie together at the small of my back, then he fed the ropes
up to my arms again.

“You really are a pervert!” I said, fighting
to keep my voice steady.

“Naw, I'm just creative. This isn't really
perverted because if I brought in a hundred straight guys to ask
them what they thought of me tying you up pretty much all of them
would be quite approving.”

“So? All that shows is all guys are
perverts!”

He let his hands caress my taut breasts and
his fingers rolled and massaged my nipples until they burned like
fire. But then he stopped and led me back down the hall and into
the kitchen!

“On your knees, slave!” he growled, pushing
on my shoulder.

I gasped, sinking to my knees.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread wide.”

I did as he ordered, and then the cock in my
pussy started to vibrate. That made me squeal and my hips jerked
convulsively as he undid his zipper and pulled his cock out.

“Suck my cock, sex slave,” he growled.

God, this was sick!

But of course, I was excited, and obeyed him
immediately, even before he seized my hair and started acting all
snotty and demanding. Soon he was fucking my throat as I gasped and
gulped and coughed weakly.

He jerked on my hair every now and then, just
because he could, I think. It... hurt a bit but it kept reminding
me how helpless I was. Being helpless had never excited me at any
other time in my life but it sure did now! He pulled on my hair,
pulling me up off my heels and buried his cock in my throat,
holding me by the hair and slipping his other hand behind my
head.

My face was jammed against his groin beyond
any hope of moving, and my head began to pound and my chest to
burn. I squirmed but he held me tight for long seconds, then eased
back and his long, thick cock slid wetly out of my mouth.

I coughed and gulped in air as he rubbed his
cock over my face.

“You'll make a fine sex slave once you're
properly trained, Harper. That'll require a lot of whippings and
floggings, of course,” he said loftily. “And you'll have to spend
most of your time naked and servicing me and my friends.”

“Pervert!” I gasped weakly.

“Damn right.”

He thrust his cock back down my throat and
started pumping in and out as I gurgled around it and tried to suck
and lick. But all I could lick was his shaft as the head pumped in
and out of my throat.

Then again, the tongue actually goes down in
your throat, right? So I guess he was sliding the head of his cock
up and down along it in my throat...

Meanwhile, the vibrator was buzzing away in
my pussy, and that was definitely having an effect on my clitoris
and pussy. But the distraction of trying to breathe was keeping me
from really getting turned on.

He fucked my mouth again, and then again,
leaving me light-headed, before coming in my mouth and 'ordering'
me to swallow every drop. Then he let me sink back onto my heels as
he pulled up his pants and turned back to dinner.

He put the meatballs in the oven, then
started doing something with vegetables I couldn't see very well
from my knees.

I was busy getting my breath back, at first.
Once my chest had stopped heaving I became more and more aware of
the vibrator and how sensitive my clitoris was becoming. I squirmed
a little, and quickly realized that squirming shifted the knot
against me, especially if I tried to move my bound wrists up or
down.

I didn't have to move the knot very far as it
was almost pressing on my clitoris to begin with. If I moved it
down a bit, though, it would press down harder and jam my clitoris
against that little branch of the vibrator.

Almost as soon as I realized that I started
to squirm more, and the heat began to build up hotter and higher
inside me.

“Quit squirming, slave. You don't get to come
until you beg enough for me to give you permission,” Wyatt
said.

I stuck my tongue out at him and kept
squirming.

He opened the freezer, then came out with an
ice cube and knelt in front of me, and I squealed and tried to
twist free as he brought the ice cube down against my right nipple.
But he held me by the throat as he rubbed the cube slowly around my
nipple.

“You have to show respect for your master,
Slave girl,” he taunted.

He shifted the ice cube to my other nipple,
rubbing it around and around as he chuckled at my squirming. Then
he brought it down between my legs, rubbing it against my clitoris!
I tried to snap my legs together but he was between them, and he
had my head pinned to the wall as he smirked at me.

“Remember, Slave, the master is always in
charge. The master makes all decisions. The slave merely obeys.
Defying the master brings punishment.”

He eased up on my neck and I gasped and
glared at him as he drew the ice cube back.

“Bastard!”

“That's disrespectful to your master.”

“You're not my master, asshole!”

He grinned and stood up, pulling on my hair
so I was forced up onto my feet, too, then he bent me over the back
of one of the kitchen chairs.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Ow! Wyatt!”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“Remember to be more respectful to your
master.”

He pulled me upright by the hair, and then
before I could tell him just how 'respectful' I was, he pushed what
felt like wadded up silk or satin or something into my mouth! It
turned out to be a scarf with big knots in the middle, and he tied
it around my head over my cheeks. It made it impossible to say
anything intelligible.

Then Liam arrived home to find me standing
there like that.

“Oh hey, slave girl!” he said in delight.
“You guys sure didn't waste any time.”

“I'm starting to train our new slave girl,”
Wyatt said.

“Ha! I'd like to help with that.”

He reached out and ran his hands over my
breasts.

“Our goal for tonight is to make her beg for
cock, and beg to be permitted to have an orgasm.”

Liam laughed in amusement, his fingers
rolling my nipples.

“How come her nipples are so cold?”

“Ice cube,” Wyatt said.

“Ooooo, kinky,” Liam said in
appreciation.

He ran a hand down between my legs, fingering
my clitoris.

“Ice cube here too? You really are a
sadist.”

“She was trying to come without
permission.”

Liam laughed again while I glared at both of
them.

“What we want to do with our little sex slave
here, is get her all hot and bothered, but don't let her have an
orgasm.”

“That sounds like it might be a little
frustrating for her.”

“You think?”

“Hmm, and what are the downsides to having a
gorgeous, naked, sexually frustrated girl around?”

“I... can't think of any.”

Liam dropped to his knees in front of me and
started to tongue my clitoris. The sensation rolled through me like
liquid pleasure as the vibrator continued to thrum and the hard
knot squeezed down from above. I wanted to glare down at him but my
hips were already starting to grind helplessly against his
tongue.

The heat swept up through my brain and melted
all sense of anger, indignation or embarrassment as it swept me
into a sense of pleasure and raw hunger.

“Don't make her come,” Wyatt warned.

Bastard!

“But I like making her lose control.”

“She'll lose control even more this way. And
when she does come it will be a huge one.”

That, at least, sounded promising!

Liam stood up, leaving my hips still
twitching and jerking as I moaned around the scarf.

“I don't think you can keep her from coming,”
Liam said as I ground my thighs together.

Wyatt got another ice cube and tossed it to
him. Liam caught it and I only had a moment to shake my head before
he slid it down over my clitoris and started rubbing it against me.
I squealed and cursed and tried to twist away but while he wasn't
as strong as Wyatt he was still a lot stronger than me. Especially
since I was tied up.

The vibrator stopped buzzing. It must have
had some kind of remote. Wyatt returned to cooking while Liam ran
his hands over my body, taunting me and rolling and pinching my
nipples.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

“Here, put her on her knees and we'll eat,”
Wyatt said, bringing stuff over to the table.

Liam pushed me down onto my knees next to the
table.

“I'd rather fuck her than eat.”

“You can fuck her after you eat.”

“She doesn't get to eat?”

“Of course she gets to eat. We're not going
to starve our own sex slave.”

Wyatt untied the scarf and pulled the knotted
part from my mouth.

“I'm going to get you!” I growled.

“When I allow you to come, you'll scream so
loudly the neighbors will hear,” he said in amusement.

“Oh, you wish!”

The idea was intriguing, though! I sort of
kind of understood that if you stretched out the pleasure the
orgasm would be more intense in the end. But I rarely had much
patience when I was masturbating, and it wasn't like guys had that
much stamina...

They sat down to dinner while I knelt on the
floor, eyeing them suspiciously.

“How am I supposed to eat?”

Wyatt grinned and cut a piece of meatball,
then held it out to me between his thumb and forefinger.

I stared at it, felt a strange little swirly
sensation, then licked it out of his fingers.

“You got her eating out of your hands, man,”
Liam said, verbalizing the semi-formed thought I'd had.

I flushed, but wasn't sure if I should feel
indignant or aroused. It was, after all, kind of an erotic thought
– to be fed by hand by my... master.

Liam held out his hand with a piece and I
licked that out of his fingers too.

This was nasty, but strangely sexy.

They took turns feeding me like that, and I
became progressively more aroused as dinner went on. This was the
kinkiest meal I'd ever had, after all! And playing the role of a
'sex slave' was deeply exciting. It wasn't the kind of excitement
that would make me come any time soon, though. It was more a dark
sense of hunger and passion. It was like doing outrageous sex stuff
was a deep thrill.

And this was sure outrageous! Tied up naked
with a dildo and vibrator inside me and kneeling to eat from the
hands of two men who weren't even my boyfriends! This was so
insanely slutty!

After dinner the two of them whispered stuff
together which made Liam laugh out loud as he stared at me, and I
looked at them warily.

“What are you two perverts talking about?” I
demanded.

“We'll have to punish her for this disrespect
of hers,” Wyatt said.

“Definitely!”
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Wyatt shoved the wadded-up part of the scarf
into my mouth before I could object, then tied the scarf around me.
He and Liam led me from the kitchen, then sat me on the sofa. Liam
got his coat on for some reason, and Wyatt picked up his boots, or
what I thought were his boots. They turned out to be mine.

I just stared at him as he knelt and slipped
the first rubber boot over my foot. It was a rain boot, the kind
you wore when there were lots of puddles out. But I had no idea why
he was putting them on me until I put it together with Liam and his
jacket. Even then I thought that no, that's ridiculous. Of course
they wouldn't try to take me outside!

Wyatt pulled me to my feet and Liam brought
over my poncho, then pulled it over my head. It slipped down over
my shoulders, and fell down to mid-thighs. Wyatt pulled on his own
raincoat as I started to struggle against a giggling Liam, then
they opened the door and pulled me outside into the hall!

“Don't make noise of you'll bring someone to
their door and they might call the cops,” Wyatt said as they pulled
me down the hall.

At the elevator, Liam pushed the button and
Wyatt undid the scarf and pulled the wadded-up knots from my
mouth.

“Are you insane!? Are you out of your tiny
minds! I'll be arrested!”

“Why? You're perfectly modestly dressed.
You're not even showing cleavage,” he said.

The elevator opened and they hustled me into
it.

“Where are we going!?”

“Out.”

“Why!?”

“Why not.”

They let go of my arms, grinning at me.

“If anyone sees me – .”

“They'll be really turned on,” Wyatt said.
“So?”

“You're not the one they might see!”

“Maybe yes, maybe no.”

The elevator doors opened and they walked
out. I didn't have much choice but to follow them. It wasn't like I
could go back upstairs and unlock the apartment door when I had no
key!

And no hands!

They led me out through the glass doors onto
the street. It felt very, very weird to be walking along the dark
streets with nothing under the poncho. It also made me very nervous
because I was not in control. They could do anything to me
anywhere!

Which they soon demonstrated. It was raining,
and the sidewalks were empty. There wasn't a lot of traffic in a
residential neighborhood like ours either. We walked between a
hedge and a parked panel van and Wyatt suddenly turned and gripped
the poncho. I had barely enough time to gasp and ask what he was
doing before he pulled the poncho up over my head and off!

OMFG! I was completely naked!

“Are you insane!?” I gasped.

“Don't talk too loudly,” he said, walking off
as he folded up the poncho.

Liam grinned at me and said. “This is
hot!”

I scurried after them. What else could I
do!?

“Put that back on!” I exclaimed – but not
loudly.

“Say please master.”

“Please, Master!” I begged.

“Say please master your lowly slave begs to
be allowed to wear clothing.”

“Wyatt!”

“Nah, Nah. You don't get to use my name,
Slave.”

We were walking down the sidewalk, and my
head and eyes were in constant motion as I stared wildly around at
the houses we passed, at their lighted and darkened windows, at the
streets behind and before us, and especially the sidewalks.

And meanwhile, a warm drizzle was soaking me,
spattering down on my head and face and bare shoulders and
breasts.

“Someone will call the police!” I whined.

“Nah, probably not. No one's looking out on a
shit night like this.”

“Please master, your lowly slave begs to be
allowed to wear clothing!” I begged.

“Hmm, that didn't sound properly obsequious,”
Wyatt said.

“Yeah, put more emotion into it, Slave,” Liam
said.

“Fuck you!” I snapped at him.

“Keep your voice down,” Wyatt warned.

I gulped, looking around me even more.

“We should punish her for being disrespectful
to me,” Liam said.

The vibrator started to buzz again.

“Apologize to Master Liam for your
disrespect.”

“Master Liam can kiss my ass!” I hissed.

“Hmmm. That doesn't sound like an adequate
punishment.”

Wyatt slid his hand behind my neck and turned
me against a parked car, then bent me over it. My swollen breasts
pillowed out against the wet, warm hood of the car as he directed
Liam to spread my legs wide.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped, keeping my
voice an anguished whisper.

“Whatever we want, Slave.”

I felt Liam's fingers at my sex, then his
tongue! I gasped as Wyatt grinned down at me, feeling Liam's tongue
licking up and down, then from side to side. I continued to roll my
eyes and head around, but no one seemed to be anywhere nearby.

God, this was sick!

Liam managed to get his lips in and started
to suck rhythmically on my clitoris, which produced a rush of
pleasure I couldn't even pretend to ignore.

“Fuck! Y-You guys are c-crazy!” I moaned.

“Don't let her come, Liam,” Wyatt said.

I moaned helplessly, my hips jerking against
Liam's sucking, licking mouth.

Wyatt stopped him, then, and Liam got to his
feet. Wyatt pulled me upright and we walked on, with me gulping in
air, a feverish heat swirling and churning inside me.

We crossed the street and turned down another
one, with me wearing nothing but the boots, and getting wetter and
wetter – in both senses of the word.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

They both snickered.

We were approaching a busier road. I could
see cars moving back and forth ahead.

“Please may I wear clothes, Master!” I
gulped.

“You still haven't apologized to Master
Liam.”

“I... I apologize, Master Liam,” I
gulped.

“On your knees, slave.”

I sank to my knees on the pavement, thinking
they would have me suck his cock, but that wasn't their intent.

Wyatt squatted behind me, his big hand on the
back and sides of my neck, and he pushed, bending me way over so my
face was almost against the pavement.

“Now kiss Master Liam's boot, and beg him to
forgive you.”

Oh, he must be kidding! I was astonished at
the thought, but an instant later I felt this wild thrill of dark
heat and passion ripple up through me.

“Do it, slave.”

I moaned and kissed Liam's boot.

“Please forgive me, Master Liam!” I
gulped.

“Lick it,” Wyatt ordered, holding my face
down.

Shuddering, I licked Liam's boot as he cursed
softly and Wyatt fondled one of my breasts with his free hand.

They pulled me to my feet, though I could
tell Liam wanted to do more, and slipped the poncho over my head.
Then they walked me to the busier street. A bus slid to a halt at a
nearby bus stop, and suddenly we were moving quickly towards it,
with Wyatt's hand on my arm propelling me along.

“What... what...!?”

He and Liam paid the fare, then paid for
mine, and led me down the aisle to the rear. The bus wasn't very
busy. It had maybe eight people on it, and we sat on the big,
sideways-facing bench near the back. Almost immediately, Wyatt
pulled the poncho up to bare me below the waist, and I felt another
dark rush of heat mixed with alarm.

No one in the front of the bus could see, not
even when Liam slid his fingers down between my thighs and started
to finger me.

“Spread your legs wide, slave,” Wyatt growled
into my ear.

Gulping in air, I obeyed, and Liam and he
fingered me as the bus drove along.

I started to squirm helplessly, but the bus
stopped and someone got on and came back to the rear. Wyatt pulled
the poncho down, though not as low as it ought to have been pulled.
A girl sat down across from us on the other bench. She was roughly
our age, with very short pink hair. And when I say very short I
mean practically a crew-cut.

I flushed and looked away, hoping the boys
would behave, but Wyatt slid his hand under the poncho and started
to rub my clitoris. He wasn't even very discrete about it, and the
girl noticed right away, glowering at us. My face flamed even as
Liam pulled the poncho up higher to completely bare me below the
hips!

I could hardly believe it! I was stunned, and
felt incredibly embarrassed, not to mention frightened the girl
would jump up and scream and call the bus driver and I'd get
arrested! But she didn't do that. Instead she just looked at me and
down between my legs, frowning.

“Is that a vibrator?” she asked in a small,
cute voice.

Apparently she'd seen the branch part
sticking up and pressing against my clitoris.

“Yup,” Wyatt said.

“And rope?”

“Yeah, she's all tied up. She's our little
sex slave,” Wyatt said.

I'm not sure what the girl looked like since
I had dropped my chin onto my chest so as to not see her!

“And what do you plan on doing with her?”

“Making her scream in pleasure.”

“I bet I could make her scream in
pleasure.”

I gasped as Wyatt pulled my poncho higher! I
couldn't find my voice to protest as he and Liam raised it up above
my breasts to show the pink-haired girl my naked body.

“Nice boobs,” she said.

Liam fondled one breast while Wyatt fondled
the other.

And then Wyatt pulled the poncho right off! I
gasped, my head finally jerking up as I stared down the length of
the bus. The backrest of the forward-facing seat next to Wyatt was
about shoulder high to me, so that and his body pretty much hid me
from the front of the bus. But if anyone got up and looked back
here they'd see me like this, completely naked!

“You guys like to live dangerously, don't
you?” the girl asked in amusement.

“Sometimes,” Wyatt replied.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and forced my
head up and back so my back would arch.

“What's her name?” the girl asked.

“Slave,” Wyatt said.

Fingers rubbed my clitoris as the two of them
held my legs wide apart.

“Aww, she's shyyy,” the girl said in
amusement.

“She's a new slave,” Wyatt said.

Liam got up and sat next to her, and she got
up and sat on my right. I gasped as her small hand reached out and
began to caress my breasts!

“You have beautiful skin,” she said in a low
purr.

What was going on!? This was crazy! Who was
this girl!? Was she as insane as these two!?

Her hand kneaded my breast lightly, then she
leaned in and began to gently suck and lick my nipple! Her right
hand slid down between my legs and her fingers began rubbing my
clitoris as she sucked and licked very skilfully at my breast!

I stared up at the ceiling in disbelief. What
kind of a slut would just do that on a bus?! And then I realized
something. This wasn't a chance encounter. Somehow or other Wyatt
had arranged this! He must know this girl! That was the only reason
she wouldn't have freaked out and run up to complain!

“Such soft skin,” she whispered.

Her teeth were... nibbling on my
nipple in a way I'd never felt before. It almost ached, and almost
felt incredible! And then she let her lips suck rhythmically as I
continued to anxiously look down the bus. I was starting to calm
down, though, with the realization Wyatt had arranged this.

Her fingers rubbed softly against my
clitoris, and then she slid herself back along the long bench and
brought her lips down my body and in between my thighs. I gasped as
she started to lick my clitoris from the side, and turned to stare
at Wyatt, who only grinned.

Liam was staring excitedly from across the
aisle, and I was slowly losing my fucking mind! I was almost
panicking – out of fear of discovery and out of fear of further
humiliating myself in front of this girl. But I was also feeling an
incredible blast of dark, thrilling excitement at doing something
so kinky and edgy and wild!

Wyatt put a hand on my breast, squeezing it
and fingering my super-hard nipple while the girl licked incredibly
hard and fast across my swollen clitoris. He gripped my left leg
and lifted it up, pulling my knee across his lap to spread me
wider. That made me slump down more and the girl took
advantage.

She unfastened the vibrator and then began to
pump it in and out as she sucked on my clitoris.

I shuddered, the muscles in my abdomen
spasming as crackling waves of sensations rippled through my
nervous system.

“She's a screamer,” Wyatt said, his voice
sounding like it was a long way off.

The pink-haired girl giggled, then sat up.
She shoved the vibrator back into me and locked it in place, then
looked at Wyatt.

“I'd like to take her somewhere she can
scream freely,” she said.

“That sounds like a plan.”

He pushed the plastic raincoat over my head
and the girl helped draw it down past my shoulders as they got me
to sit up. I was gulping in air, my face flushed, still twitching
from the near overload in my nervous system.

Wyatt rang the bell and they helped me up. We
went to the back door and the girl stepped down as I followed, my
mind starting to come out of the dark haze they'd put me into,
starting to have doubts and misgivings again.

The door closed behind us and the bus took
off, and it was several long seconds before I realized that Wyatt
and Liam hadn't gotten off!

I turned and stared at the disappearing bus
in astonished disbelief as the pink-haired girl turned and then
took my arm.

“Come along, sex slave,” she said.

“But... but... I think my friends missed the
stop...” I said, still confused.

“Oh, I'm sure we can find them
eventually.”

“But – .”

“Don't make me spank you, little sex
slave.”

I flushed anew. She was smaller and thinner
than me.

“You're shorter than me!” I exclaimed.

“But I'm not a sex slave.”

I flinched mentally.

“I'm not a sex slave!”

“Come along or I'll leave you here,” she
said.

“But – .”

She was walking away, and I felt a sudden
sense of panic. Where the fuck were Liam and Wyatt? What if I was
on my own here!? I was all tied up and naked and... not to mention
I had no money and no ID and no idea where the fuck I even was!

I turned and scurried after the girl as she
turned down a residential street.

“Look,” I said, forcing myself to speak
despite my discomfort and embarrassment, “I'm not... like... I
mean, I'm straight.”

She giggled a little.

“That's all right, sweetie. I won't hold it
against you.”

“But... what I mean is – .”

“You let me take care of things. You just do
what you're told. That's what sex slaves do, after all.”

“I'm not a sex slave!” I exclaimed.

She pulled the poncho up and over my head,
then pulled it off.

I gasped and my head spun around wildly,
looking for bystanders. But then she walked off and I again had no
choice but to follow her!

“Wait! Stop!” I gasped.

“Nope.”

“But – !”

I had to follow her!

“Untie me! Please!”

“I didn't tie you up, sex slave. Why should I
untie you?”

“But... but you have to!” I blurted.

“Why? I don't owe you anything. I can just
keep on walking.”

I followed her, trying to think up a
reason.

“I know you and Wyatt are in this together!”
I accused.

“Are we? Wyatt? Who's that?”

I glowered at her.

“Look you...”

“Either call me mistress or you can just quit
following me around,” she said with a smirk.

I flushed.

“I told you – .”

“Mistress. Say it.”

I glared but refused and she shrugged.

“Or I might start singing. I do that
sometimes because I love life so much.”

Then she started to sing!

“Mistress!” I hissed. “Mistress!”

“Yes, Slave?”

“Please stop making noise! People will see
me!”

“Why would I care? There's no connection
between us. I don't even know your name and you don't know mine.
We're just strangers who happen to be walking on the same
street.”

“But... but...”

“Say mistress.”

I swallowed anxiously. “Mistress,” I
said.

She turned as we passed a parked car, then
caught my nipples between thumbs and forefingers. I gasped as she
pinched them, and actually used them to pull me against her. She
kissed me passionately, her fingers easing their pinch, rolling and
stroking my nipples as she pressed my body against the car.

I trembled, my mind churning with confusion,
anxiety and doubt. I was lost and everything was out of
control!

But boy, she sure was a good kisser! I
couldn't help noticing that. And her fingers were doing odd things
to my nipples, squeezing, stroking and massaging them in a way I
hadn't felt before.

“I want to make you scream, little sex
slave,” she whispered.

I felt a dark rush of heat.

“Say it.”

“W-what?” I squeaked.

“Mistress. Say it.”

“Mistress.”

She released my throbbing nipples, took my
arm, and led me down the path to the next house, then unlocked it
and pulled me inside. There was a bench just inside the door and
she pushed me down on it, then took off her raincoat and hung it up
– along with my poncho. She took off her boots, then knelt and took
mine off.

“Come along, Slave.”

I let my mind squirm a little as I
followed.

There was a living room to the left and she
led me into it and stopped in the middle.

“Kneel, slave girl,” she ordered.

Blushing hotly, I obeyed.

“Spread your knees wide.”

I blushed still more, then reluctantly
obeyed.

“Don't move.”

She left the room and I looked around. There
was a fireplace to my left, and a pair of love seats facing each
other across a coffee table before it. The window was behind me,
with a recliner in the corner. Directly across from me was what
looked like a dining room, while the hallway and stairs were to my
right.

She had gone up the stairs, quickly and
nimbly in her stocking feet.

I looked around, then down at myself, feeling
a sense of unreality. Was I really in some strange girl's house
tied up and naked and... and... about to have lesbian sex!? I'd
never done it with a girl but it wasn't like I hadn't had thoughts
and wasn't curious. Still, I hadn't imagined doing it all tied
up!
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She came down the stairs and into the room,
tossing a kind of cloth bag onto the sofa. I hardly noticed. I was
staring at her. She was wearing thigh-high black stiletto-heeled
boots, a kind of leather halter, and a leather G-string, and
nothing else! She was also holding what looked like a
three-foot-long, flexible black switch of some kind with a
leather-wrapped handle and a small soft flap of leather on the
tip.

WTF!

“Remember to answer only 'yes mistress' or
'no mistress' when I speak to you,” she said in a lofty voice. “And
do not speak unless spoken to. When I give you an order I expect it
to be obeyed at once.”

Holy fuck!

She went to the love seat and touched
something, and the vibrator started to buzz again, making me
gasp.

“Wh-where is Wyatt?!” I gasped.

“Did I not just get finished instructing
you?” she demanded. “It's clear you're not very good at obedience
yet.”

She took something from the bag and came over
to me, then squatted down and jerked back sharply on my hair. I
cried out, startled, my scalp stinging, and she pushed something
hard against my open mouth, forcing it in! I instinctively opened
wider, and it slipped inside – but not all the way! She drew a thin
cord across each cheek, then fastened them together behind my
head.

It was a … a thing in my mouth! But it was so
big I couldn't actually close my jaw!

“It's a ball-gag,” she said. “It's used on
naughty slave girls who can't obey orders to not speak unless
spoken to.”

“I see I'll have to get you in the right
mood,” she said.

She pushed me and I fell over onto my back on
the floor. Right away she spread my legs wider, then knelt and
started licking me.

I stared up at the ceiling, gasping.

Her tongue flickered and circled, danced and
stroked, all while the vibrator pulsed within me and against me. I
could feel my resistance melting away along with my mind as the
heat grew inside me and I began to fill with passion again.

I mean it felt soooooo good! What did it
matter if she was a girl and not a boy! She was really good at oral
sex! She was even better than Wyatt, and he was the best I'd ever
felt.

Not that I had a huge amount of experience,
of course.

She pulled back as my chest heaved, and then
helped me to kneel again.

“Legs spread wide, slave!” she barked.

I obeyed, moaning as the vibrator pulsed.

“I suppose we'll start with what you're used
to,” she said.

She went to the love seat and pulled some
kind of thick mass of straps from the bag, then stepped into them
and drew them up her legs. She had her back to me, so I couldn't
really see clearly until she turned around. Then my eyes widened,
for she was wearing a strap-on dildo! I'd never seen one before in
person, but that's definitely what it was.

And it was big!

She came over to me and slapped it lightly
against my face, then reached behind my head and undid the cord
before pulling the ball-gag out.

“Let's see how well you can perform on my
cock, little slave,” she said.

“But – !”

She pushed it into my mouth, then gathered my
hair up in a mass.

“Obey,” she said in a soft growl.

The word made me shudder. I awkwardly sucked
on the dildo as she pushed it deeper – and deeper! My eyes widened
and I tried to ease back but she pulled forward on my head – just
like Wyatt had, and the dildo pushed deep into my throat.

“Swallow that cock, little straight girl,”
she taunted. “You know you love them.”

She pulled me forward so that my lips were
wrapped around the base of the 'cock', held me there for several
seconds, then drew back.

She chuckled softly as I gulped in air, then
pulled my hair forward until I bent over. She put my chin on the
floor, then moved behind me. I winced as something cut across my
buttocks with a sharp little sting.

“Raise that butt higher, slave,” she
demanded.

Crack!

It was that... switch thing she held!

Crack!

“Higher, slave!”

I yelped and obeyed.

“Pull your hips forward more so your tummy is
tucked in tighter against your thighs.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“You will address me as mistress,” she said
airily.

“That stings!”

Crack!

“I should hope so or it isn't much good.”

She knelt behind me and pulled the vibrator
out. I felt the dildo thing pushing against me, slick with saliva.
My opening was also embarrassingly wet, but I still gasped as the
head stretched me achingly wide before sliding inside me.

“Is this humiliating?” she asked. “I mean,
it's a very degrading position to be in, don't you think?”

She drew the thing back out again and slapped
my bottom.

“Kneeling on the floor with your butt in the
air like this. So embarrassing! Spread your knees wider. That's it.
Nasty girl. This is so slutty of you, don't you think? I mean,
you're like a porn actress or something. Imagine if people could
see.”

She pushed the dildo into me again and sank
it deeper.

“Beg for more.”

I only moaned and she slashed the thing stick
thing across my buttocks.

“Beg, slave.”

“Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“That's please mistress. Say it.”

“Please, Mistress!”

She was moving her hips slowly in and out,
the dildo/cock sliding back and forth inside me.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

She must have been talking with Wyatt!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

She giggled and I felt a rush of humiliation.
But then the dildo plunged deep and I shuddered.

She reached down and gathered my hair up in
her fist, then tugged it back.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“That's please mistress. Say it.”

“Please, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please... fuck me, Mistress!” I blurted.

She did just that, driving the dildo into me
with hard, fast strokes until her hips began to hit my buttocks.
She tugged back on my hair as she thrust forward, and occasionally
slashed the stick across my buttocks, or worse, brought the thin
flap of the tip in and slapped it repeatedly against the side of my
breast!

And yes, it was degrading, and yes it was
humiliating, and yet my body burned as my mind thrilled to the
dark, outrageous kinkiness of what was happening. This was sick!
But it was so hot! And the dildo/cock felt so incredible as it
plunged back and forth inside me.

I also felt this strange sense of... relief,
in a way. Because every time before when I'd been aroused and
having sex with a guy I'd known there was a clock ticking down.
Before very long at all they'd come and then their cocks would
soften. But not this time. She could fuck me all night!

She pulled harder on my hair and I cried
out.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” she
ordered.

But I wasn't!

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

God! She was fucking me so good! She was
rolling her hips, shifting directions, and generally turning my
insides into a burning mass of throbbing jelly!

Crack!

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

She pulled out and then shoved me roughly so
I fell onto my side. She completed the roll until I was on my back,
then scooped my legs up and pushed them back against my body.

I was panting for breath, moaning, and my
eyes dropped to the thick, glistening dildo as she pressed it
against the puffy lips of my sex and then pushed it into me. She
lifted my legs up onto her shoulders, then leaned into me, forcing
them back further and further as she drove the dildo deeper into my
belly.

“Sexy little slave girl,” she whispered.

Her weight came down on my legs, forcing them
back sharply enough she could kiss me. Her hips rose and fell,
faster and harder as she thoroughly ravaged my helpless mouth.

And my mind burned!

I was going to come! There was no avoiding
it! And I embraced it as the pleasure grew and spread, flaring
wildly within me. I cried out again and again as she swallowed my
cries, her lips mashing down against mine.

Her hips beat a tattoo against my buttocks as
she drove the dildo into me hard and fast, and I lost myself to the
torrent of passion, heat and pleasure which overwhelmed my
mind.

It was an incredible orgasm, and kind of blew
my mind. But she didn't stop. I lay there moaning, gasping,
panting, trembling and shaking as she pulled her lips back from
mine and grinned down at me.

“Did the little sex slave like being fucked
so nice and hard?” she purred.

She eased back onto her knees, but not fully.
She let her hands slide down to my ankles, forcing them back over
my head, then let her weight push down until my toes were pressed
to the floor and my buttocks lifted up. She continued to thrust the
dildo into me, though slower, and my mind cleared a little as I
stared up at her dazedly.

God! This was... I don't know. I felt...
possessed... owned... completely under her control. It was almost
the same as when Wyatt had first taken me. Because he was so
powerful and I was so weak. But this girl was slim and short and I
didn't understand how I felt the same way. Of course, her size was
irrelevant given I was tied up.

She grinned down at me, fucking me with long,
deliberate strokes, as if to deliver a message – that she was in
charge. That I was her... slave!

I trembled and moaned, laying on my arms, my
buttocks in the air, my body folded in half. She rolled and ground
her hips and fucked me harder and harder, and the dark heat and
passion intensified inside me until another shattering orgasm swept
over me.

“Scream, little sex slave,” she taunted as I
cried out in wanton pleasure.

She rolled me over, then pulled the bag down
beside me. I hardly noticed again, just laying on my chest, panting
and gulping in air, recovering from the orgasm. She was untying the
ropes around my arms, I understood that much.

My arms were.. numb. They'd been tied up like
this for an hour! She massaged them and freed them, but not
entirely. She put some sort of soft leather bracelets around my
wrists. I groaned as she let my arms straighten and come down
behind me.

Then she put something around my throat, like
a belt, and drew it in firmly behind me.

“Wh-what... are you doing?”

She slapped at my bottom.

“Mistress. Say it.”

“Mistress!”

“I'm putting on your collar, slave.”

Collar!?

She fastened it behind me and I gulped as I
tried to pull my hands around in front to feel it and realized the
'bracelets' were holding them together behind me. I realized the
dildo was still inside me, too, even though it was apparently not
attached to her anymore.

She pulled me to my knees, wrapping my hair
around her fist, then pulled off her thong and the straps and
guided my lips to her pussy.

I felt a rush of anxiety again, for I'd never
done this before, but she wasn't allowing any hesitation. She
jerked me forward and mashed my face against her pussy.

“Lick, slave,” she growled.

I shuddered at the tone and words, and...
licked tentatively. I licked up and down the line of her sex, then
as she pushed me in harder, my lips mashed against the top, where
her clitoris was.

“Suck.”

I sucked against her there, and she reached
down to spread the lips of her sex.

“Please your mistress or you'll be sold to
Arabs or something,” she growled.

I did my best, aided and guided by her
tugging on my hair and giving me further instructions about what
she liked and didn't. As I licked I started to get into it! I mean,
this was an incredibly dark, wild, kinky situation, after all. And
I was still aroused, despite two great orgasms!

Naked, helpless, tied up, on my knees, forced
to give her oral sex!

She threw me back onto my back on the floor,
then knelt, straddling my right thigh. She pulled the dildo out of
me and then produced another one – a huge one! It was like, twenty
inches long, with heads at both ends. She fed one into her own
tight, neat little pussy, pressed the other to mine, and forced
half of inside.

She lifted my left leg up and back, and kind
of half-rolled me onto my right side so she could work her pussy in
right up against mine. That forced all twenty inches of dildo
inside the two of us as she began to grind her pussy against
mine!

My left leg was up in the air over her
shoulder as she ground herself against me. She reached down with
her right hand and gathered in my hair, then jerked it back to
force my head sharply back as I cried out in pain.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” she taunted.
“Beg mistress to fuck you.”

She picked up the stick thing and slapped the
thin flat flap at the tip against my nipples as my back arched.

“Ow! Oh! Please... please fuck me, Mistress!”
I cried.

I felt that sense of being 'owned' again,
conquered, controlled, and shuddered as she ground her soft pussy
against mine. This should have been a horribly uncomfortable
position, and physically it kind of was. But emotionally I was
starting to burn with a feverish heat as she ground herself against
me.

She slapped the tip of the stick against my
nipples and breasts repeatedly, demanding I tell her I was her sex
slave, her whore and her bitch! And I did!

I came again, even before she did!

It was all so fucking insane!

She got up and then undid the leather
bracelets. I groaned and sat up.

“Get on all fours.”

She picked up the stick thing again and I
anxiously obeyed.

She walked slowly around me, letting the tip
slide up and down my spine.

“Are you my little bitch?” she asked in an
amused voice.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your little bitch, Mistress,” I said,
cringing a little mentally.

“Put your chin on the floor, raise your butt
higher and spread your legs. Put your hands out in front of
you.”

I flushed but obeyed and she slapped the
thing across my bottom.

“Higher, slut!”

I gasped, but obeyed.

“That's it. All ready for some man to come
and mount you, just like a proper little slave slut.”

Her words were like gasoline on the dark heat
within my mind and my body trembled.

“Whore.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Confess!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“That's mistress. Say it.”

“Please, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Confess that you're a whore.”

Crack!

“Oh! I'm... I'm a whore, Mistress!” I
blurted.

“Do you love cocks, little whore?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

I didn't mind saying that because... well, I
wanted her to know I wasn't gay!

“Say it!”

“I... I love cocks, Mistress!”

“So you're a cock loving whore, is that
right?”

I shuddered. I knew she was taunting me,
playing some kind of sick, depraved sex game, but it was still
shameful.

“Are you?”

Crack!

“Yes, Mistress!” I yelped.

“Say it!”

“I'm a cock-loving whore, Mistress!”

Imagine saying that to someone whose name you
didn't even know!

She leaned over me and brushed my hair aside,
then did something with the back of the collar. She straightened up
and I felt a pull on the collar.

“On all fours, little bitch.”

I rose, squirming with self-conscious
embarrassment but also throbbing with heat.

“Crawl like a little bitch,” she ordered.

She tugged on a … thin leather strap that was
attached to the collar and I shuddered.

It was like... a leash!

“Crawl, little bitch.”

I crawled... like a bitch!

OMG!

“Face down, ass up!”

Crack!

I gasped and obeyed, thrusting my arms
straight out and pressing my breasts to the floor as I raised my
bottom high.

“Are you my little bitch?” she demanded,
slapping the tip of the crop lightly against my pussy.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. “I'm your little
bitch, Mistress!”

This was sick, sick, sick!

She moved to stand before me, nudging my chin
with the tip of her boots.

“Show your mistress your obedience and love,
slave,” she said. “Take my ankle in your hands.”

WTF?

I did as she ordered.

“Now lick!”

Fuck!

She brought the tip of the stick down against
the side of my breast and I gasped.

“Lick, slave!”

I licked, shuddering as my tongue slid across
the slick surface of her PVC boot.

“Keep that ass high. A man might want to
stick his big cock into you while you clean my boots, slave.”

She brought the stick whistling down against
my buttocks.

“Lick longer and harder and faster! Show me
your enthusiasm.”

My tongue licked wildly at her boot as she
looked down at me, and my mind squirmed with a dark, thrilling
sense of shame and heat.

She tugged on the leash and pulled me to my
feet, then had me follow her down a flight of stairs into a
finished basement. There was a … a thing set against a ten-inch
square post running between ceiling and floor and she had me
straddle it.

I looked like a sort of bench, but with a
dildo sticking out of it. She had me sink my pussy down onto it,
then drew my arms behind the post and locked the wrist bracelets
together. She pulled my ankles in tight and strapped them to the
side of the thing, then put the ball gag back into my mouth. A
moment later, the thing I was straddling started to vibrate.

“That's a Sybian, by the way. I think you'll
enjoy it, little slave.”

She turned on the flat screen on the wall in
front of me, then went upstairs, leaving me to my own devices.

This was so perverted!

But the vibrations were intense, powerful,
much more than the vibrator, and I couldn't help grinding against
it as the heat rippled up and down my body. The attached dildo
didn't just sit there. It moved around inside me and vibrated. So
did the rest of the thing I was straddling. I couldn't help
grinding myself against it, then trying to ride it, though my
movements were restricted by the straps.

It didn't take more than five minutes for the
orgasm to arrive! It was an intense rush of sensations, and I
ground myself feverishly against the thing as I tried to ride up
and down on it.

After the orgasm, though, when I was soooo
sensitive, the buzzing vibrations felt uncomfortable, too powerful!
But I couldn't do anything to get away from them! I squirmed with
discomfort, moaning and gasping into the gag.

But then the discomfort shifted, as if my
body was adapting to the strength, and I felt myself rushing upward
into a dark, churning sea of passion and lust.

Another orgasm swept through me, then
another!

And then the flat screen suddenly came to
life. It had a video... of me! It was of me in the living room! I
had no idea there was a camera there! Oh my God! I'd never seen
myself having sex before! I had never trusted any guy to take
video!

And there I was naked, in a kinky lesbian sex
act, licking her pussy! Then there I was on my face with my bottom
in the air, screaming as she fucked me!

There was more than one camera! I saw myself
from several angles as I trembled and shook and cried out all the
nasty stuff she wanted me to.

It was shocking, and shameful, but I rode the
Sybian thing faster and harder, and another orgasm tore through me,
then a long stream of them that almost drove me out of my mind! My
body trembled and shook and overheated repeatedly. My abdominal
muscles ached from repeated spasming.

It was like I was in a fever – a sexual fever
– burning up, my mind dazed and swirling as my entire body trembled
and shook and spasmed uncontrollably!

And then the video changed and it showed me
now! Here! In this room on this bench thing! It showed my face, my
body, showed me trembling and shaking and crying out again and
again!

Suddenly Wyatt was there. I was dazed,
gasping for breath after yet another orgasm. He undid the ball gag,
pulled it out, and then after I gulped in several ragged breathes,
shoved his cock into my mouth and down my throat.

I felt a sense of relief at the sight of him.
I mean, I'd been alone and helpless with a complete stranger.
Granted, I could have left, especially after she'd untied me. I
mean, physically I could have left. But that would have been
casting aside the dark, thrilling fantasy of myself as a prisoner,
a sex slave.

Liam moved in to stand next to him as Wyatt
pumped his cock slowly in my mouth and throat, then when he pulled
out Liam took his place. They took turns, giving me barely enough
time to gulp in some air so that I became light-headed.

I came again, I think. I know they did, right
in my face. Everything got kind of fuzzy after that.
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I was... indignant really doesn't do justice
to what I was. It was just that despite kind of fuming, I didn't
have a lot of things I could use to justify it that Wyatt or Liam
would understand. The truth was I wasn't sure I understood myself.
I mean, they had taken me out on the street all tied up. Yes, that
was kind of scary, but nothing had become of it. I mean, walking
around naked outside was shocking and scary, but no one had seen
me.

And it had all, in retrospect, been pretty
fucking hot.

Then inviting that girl, whose name they
still wouldn't even tell me, to... molest me without asking me or
even consulting me, that had been outrageous! But how did I
complain about that given the videos of me screaming in pleasure?
Fuck!

It was aggravating! Also aggravating was just
how easily I surrendered to whatever dark shit had been sitting
undetected in the back of my mind all those years. Who knew I was a
masochist? Well, maybe not a masochist, but being tied up and
helpless during sex had sure appealed to something in my mind!

I mean, at first I'd explained it as simply
lust for Wyatt and his hunky body and strong personality. But that
sure didn't explain how I'd let some pink-haired girl boss me
around and make me lick her shoes! I mean, seriously! I'd licked
her shoes! Of course, I'd done that with Liam earlier too. But at
least he was a guy! And Wyatt had been... present.

I'd done it for Pink-Hair, for 'Mistress'
because she'd ordered me to. And somehow, as degrading as that was
it was still so edgy and outrageous that it had been incredibly
hot.

Again, there had to be something in my
subconscious. I could, at times, be a bit of a drama queen,
especially in my fantasies. And of course, sexual fantasies of
myself being 'abused' by powerful men had always turned me on. I
just hadn't thought that would extend to women.

On the plus side, at least I now had
experience performing oral sex on a girl. And I had her example to
demonstrate to me what I should try to insist on from guys. Good
luck to me there! She was good!

Maybe it wasn't masochism, exactly. If I
thought about some other girl being treated like that I still found
that hot. If the guys had put 'mistress' down on her face with her
butt in the air and used her hard and rough I would have found that
a turn-on. So maybe it was just the drama of the thing.

Then, too, there was no doubt she knew how to
use her hands... and mouth... and her fake cocks. Just like Wyatt
did. I mean, it wasn't like there wasn't a strong element of pure
physical pleasure involved in these sick little games.

And what was the harm? Aside from some damage
to my self-image? And not much of that. I knew I was just playing
along, that it was just a hot, sexy game. I knew I was a strong,
independent-minded woman who could stand up for myself. A little
bondage sex wasn't going to change that.

“This looks kind of cheap,” the woman said,
eyeing some Merola tile.

You aren't allowed to use phrases like 'you
get what you pay for' to the customers, but that tile was less than
a dollar a square foot.

“It's very economical,” I said, with my smile
pasted on my face.

“What about these? They look like bricks. I
like that.”

“Those are $4.91 a square foot,” I
warned.

“So much!?”

I shrugged helplessly. Next to it was tile
which looked like stones, rough stones, so you could create what
looked like a stone wall in a room. For some reason that made me
think of being chained naked to a stone wall. Maybe in a dungeon!
My nipples prickled inside the cups of my bra, but I wasn't worried
anyone would notice since the orange apron was too thick.

I didn't feel sorry for any of these people
complaining about the price. If they were buying stuff from me then
they owned their own place. Renters don't re-tile or change the
carpeting or flooring. Which meant they had buckets of money
compared to me.

That, as always, made me feel life was
unfair. It was, of course, but brooding on it did no good. How
could I get buckets of money so I could have my own house too, and
maybe change the tiles? I had no particular skills that I could
think of, unless you counted my recently upgraded oral sex
skills.

And selling those was not something I was
prepared to consider.

Still, it was impossible not to at least toy
with the idea of selling my body in some way. Everyone seemed to
agree it was a really attractive one. It looked very sexy in
videos. Women made money from that sort of thing, but it just
seemed so... grubby and undignified.

Which was a strange attitude for someone who
licked people's boots, I know, but it was my natural feeling – when
I wasn't feverish with lust.

Maybe I could find a rich husband?

*

I no sooner got home that evening when Liam
came up behind me, slipped his arms around me, kissed me on the
neck, and filled his hands with my breasts.

“Liam,” I said in annoyance.

“I love your tits.”

“Everyone loves my tits. But are they gonna
pay me for them?”

He eased back with a strange look. “You wanna
charge for sex?”

“No! Don't be a freak.”

“Well... what do you mean?”

“I don't know. I'm just tired of having no
money. Maybe if everyone thinks my body is so fantastic I should
figure a way to make money from it.”

“Be a stripper.”

I gave him my middle finger as I moved into
the kitchen.

“What? They make a ton of money.”

“I don't want drunken leches slobbering over
me for ten bucks while I do a lap-dance on them, thanks.”

“You could do internet porn.”

“I don't want people I know seeing my naked
pictures on the internet. And none of those videos from last night
better ever show up or you're a dead man! A castrated dead
man.”

“No worries.”

I snorted and got a glass of ice water then
went to my room to change. My whole pussy area seemed more tender
and sensitive since the other day. I thought it was because of how
long I'd spent on that Sybian thing, with it vibrating my nerve
endings powerfully and continuously. God, that had been an insane
experience!

I stripped off my jeans and sweater as well
as my underwear and pulled on short boxer shorts and an old tank
top. They were comfortable and the kind of clothes I liked to relax
in when guys weren't around. Of course now that the guys were both
fucking me I could relax in them around the apartment, too. It's
not like I had anything to hide.

I threw myself on my bed and flipped open my
laptop, turning it on and doing a quick scan through my social
media accounts to see what my friends were up to and if there were
messages for me. Everyone seemed to be having a much more exciting
life than I was – unless you counted my recent sexual adventures.
And I sure wasn't about to tell anyone about that!

My door opened – without knocking – and Wyatt
stood there.

“Hey, don't you knock?”

“The master does not need to knock when
entering his slave's bedroom.”

I rolled my eyes.

“I'm not your slave, and you're in the
doghouse with me.”

“Nonsense. If anyone goes into the doghouse
it's going to be my hot, randy little slave girl.”

His words sent hot little pulses of energy
into my body.

“I'm not a slave girl,” I retorted. “And I
don't belong to you, Mister Wyatt Burp!”

“Hmm,” he said.

He reached down and caught my ankle, and
then... pulled.

“Hey! Don't! Let go!” I yelped as I was
dragged over the edge of the bed and then down.

I fell onto the floor, and then he casually
dragged me across it and out into the hall.

“Wyatt! Let go of my ankle, you dick!” I
shouted.

He ignored me, casually dragging me up the
hall and into the living room like he was some kind of caveman!

There wasn't much I could do about it but
slide across the floor mostly on my butt. I tried sitting up and
tried kicking at him with my other foot, but I couldn't do much. I
did manage to kick the hand holding my ankle but he just grabbed my
other ankle, then.

He dropped them both as Liam looked up from
where he was sitting on the sofa, then reached down and caught at
my wrists as I sat up and started to stand. He pulled me up to my
feet and then pushed me back against the wall, lifting my wrists
above my head.

“What are you doing, you big, stupid moron!?”
I exclaimed indignantly.

See, for all that had gone on so far I still
felt this inner need to pretend none of it was my idea, and that it
was all him, all them, and I was just... forced into it, unable to
resist, overpowered... or something.

“Get her other arm,” he said.

Liam scrambled up from his chair, grinning,
and he took my right wrist as Wyatt did something with my left. I
twisted my head up and back and saw something hanging on the wall.
It looked like a bar which held a pair of leather bands, one at
either end. They were putting my wrists through the bands!

The bar was hanging from a strap which itself
was attached a couple of feet higher to the wall. Like, what the
fuck!? When had he put this here anyway!?

I felt another little rush of heat as my
chest tightened.

“Wyatt! L-Liam! What are you perverts
doing!?” I demanded.

They let go of my wrists but I couldn't lower
my arms. They remained up and apart, attached to the bar thing
above my head.

“Let me go!” I demanded.

“Say pretty please Master Wyatt,” he
said.

“Bite my ass!”

He grabbed me and spun me around to face the
wall, then yanked my boxers down.

I squealed as Liam laughed, and Wyatt dropped
to his knees. Then I felt his teeth against my right buttock before
he bit me.

“Ow! Wyatt! You freak!” I shouted.

He stood up, grinning, and I turned
around.

I glared at him, showing nothing of the
rising heat within me. “You asshole! That hurt!”

“I only did what you asked.”

“How about you kiss my ass then!”

“Sure.”

He spun me around again and I felt his lips
on my buttocks as he kissed them. His hands, meanwhile, slid up to
massage my pussy and I felt a big, fat thumb slowly sliding through
the lips of my sex.

“I didn't say you could touch me, you
freak!”

His thumb felt incredible inside me,
though...

He stood up again.

“Has it occurred to you that being rude to
people bigger than you isn't a good idea?”

His left hand slid down my abdomen and his
fingers pushed lower still. As the heel of his hand pushed my hips
back, his middle fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“I'm not scared of you, you big, fat –
ow!”

His right hand slapped my butt sharply,
stingingly.

“That hurt!”

“You need to be more respectful towards your
betters.”

“Oh, like you're better than me! Maybe at
writing your name in the snow!”

Crack!

“Ow! Wyatt!”

“Master. Call me master.”

“Masturbator!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

His fingers rubbed steadily at my clitoris.
Meanwhile, Liam moved to my other side and reached in to fondle my
breasts through the tank top.

“Hey! I didn't say you could touch me, you
asshole!”

Crack!

“You need to learn to talk like a lady,”
Wyatt said.

“You called me a slut the other day!”

“You can be both.”

“You're insane!”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“I think we should torture her,” he said.

“Yeah? You gonna sing to her?” Liam
asked.

“You two perverts better sleep with your
doors locked from now on!” I said.

Crack!

“Threatening your masters?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Oww! Wyatt!”

“She's a bad girl,” Liam said.

And then he slapped my butt several times
fast.

Crack-crack-crack-crack!

“Liam!” I yelped.

“Call me master.”

“Never!”

I had already called him Master Liam the
other day, but I was sticking to my need to deny I was getting off
on any of this.

Wyatt suddenly yanked back on my hair and I
cried out in pain, only to have a ball pushed into my open mouth.
It was very much like the one that girl had used the other day! He
chuckled as he pulled the cords across my cheeks and fastened them
behind my head, then used his fingers to comb my hair out from
under them.

“A woman who can't talk is a wonderful
thing,” he said.

“Yeah but now she can't suck my cock,
either,” Liam said.

“She'll do that after we torture her.”

“I thought whatsername tortured her already?
Yesterday.”

“Yeah, but she didn't train her while she was
torturing her.”

He grinned at me, then reached out and simply
tore the thin tank top open! I mean, it was old and it only fell to
my upper chest, but it still shocked me to have him rip it open so
easily!

He cupped my bare breasts and let his thumbs
stroke the erect nipples.

“I think we'll start with these pretty little
pink nipples,” he said.

I squirmed both mentally and physically, then
put on my scowl again as I recalled he'd just destroyed one of my
tank tops.

He winked at me and showed me a collar, much
like the one the girl had put on me. Maybe even the same one! He
slipped it around my neck, and I felt my heart pounding and my
blood racing as a dark, swirling liquid heat began to fill my lower
belly.

“Slave girl,” he teased.

I shook my head obstinately.

He held what looked like a pair of tiny rings
attached to a cord in front of me, letting them dangle. I had no
idea what they were until he took them down and pressed them
against my breasts over my nipples. He did something to them and
the little rings started to close and tighten.

I saw, then, that the cord, once tightened,
drew the rings tighter. Right away they started to pinch my
nipples, and the pinching got worse so that I began to squirm and
twist and yelp into the gag. But it didn't do me any good. He
tightened them, then pulled the cord up and attached it to the ring
dangling from the collar.

He moved back and then I saw him return
carrying a bar. It was like the one above only wider and he dropped
to his knees and attached one end to my right ankle. He yanked my
boxer shorts out from under me, which momentarily had me hanging
from my wrists, then spread my legs apart – with Liam's help, and
attached the other end to my other ankle.

Where the fuck was he getting all this
shit!?

I moaned as he ran his hand up my thigh and
cupped my pussy. Then Liam handed him another bar. I couldn't
imagine where this one went – until he attached it to a clasp set
in the middle of the other one. It went straight up to just below
my pussy.

He moved over to the sofa and brought back a
very large... vibrator. I gulped, for it was a strange-looking
thing. It was purple, shaped more oval than round, curved at the
head, and had a big branch near the base which obviously was
intended to press against my clitoris.

I shook my head, which he ignored, putting
some lube on it, then pressed the head against me. He rubbed the
head up and down, then slowly sank it through the lips of my sex.
Then he began to pump it into me with slow movements which worked
it deeper and deeper.

I moaned as it got thicker, stretching me out
deliciously. Liam tugged on the cords attached to my nipples and I
yelped and glared at his grinning face. Then I jerked my eyes
downward, watching as more and more of the thick vibrator pushed up
inside me.

I began to gasp as it went too deep. Wyatt
pumped it in and out more and rubbed my clitoris, then began to
lick me. He worked the dildo still deeper, until I ached, then
attached it to the end of the metal pole sprouting up from the
middle of the other pole.

The vibrator had a power cord dangling from
it, and Liam plugged it in, then the two of them went back and sat
down.

I glowered at them, flushed, my pulse racing,
watching as they looked at Wyatt's cell phone and muttered between
them.

The vibrator started up. And boy, the
difference in power between one that plugs into the wall and one
that runs on batteries was pretty big! It was even more powerful
than the Sybian thing the girl had put me on the other day! Clearly
they had decided that I was vulnerable to vibrators and intended to
use them on me!

Fuuuuuck!

The vibrator had different speeds and powers,
and would also shift patterns. Instead of just vibrating, it could
vibrate in different patterns. So Wyatt would try one out to see my
response, then shift to another.

It was soon impossible to pretend that the
thing wasn't having an effect on me. I began to tremble and my hips
jerked and twisted, my buttocks grinding against the wall behind
me.

Wyatt got up and had another vibrator or a
dildo in his hand. This one was shaped like a thick cock, except
that it got wider, then abruptly narrowed an inch from the base. He
pulled my hips forward and out from the wall, then turned me around
to face the wall before squirting something onto the cock and
pressing it against my back opening.

I could only moan and grind my swollen
breasts against the wall as he worked the dildo deeper and deeper
into my ass. He started to pump and twist it, and I began to lose
control, my hips jerking more and more frenziedly back against him
as he fucked me with it.

Then the orgasm swept up through my body and
I cried out, convulsions wracking my frame as he fucked my ass with
his dildo. I twisted and writhed, mashing my breasts into the wall,
heedless of the stinging pain as the ring things were crushed
against me.

He shoved the dildo so deep I felt cramps in
my abdomen as the wider part of it stretched my sphincter. Then it
narrowed and he turned me around again before going back to his
seat.

I shuddered, still trembling from the
orgasm.

“I think the sex slave came,” Liam said.

“Of course she did. Sex slaves are very
responsive to the right stimulation.”

“You mean she's a slut?”

“All girls are sluts if you train them
right.”

He grinned at me. “That's not a bad thing.
All guys are sluts too.”

“I know I am,” Liam said proudly.

He and Liam played with the settings and
patterns again and found a kind of... revving engine patterns,
where the vibrations started in slow and weak, then revved up to
become much more powerful. It quickly drove me into a feverish heat
as I squirmed and twisted in my bonds.

Wyatt got up and turned me around again, then
adjusted the overhead bar so it dropped a little lower. He pulled
back on the lower bar, shifting my feet back from the wall and
making me bend forward. I turned my head, trying not to breathe too
raggedly around the ball as I saw him attach a chain to the center
of the bar and feed it across to the leg of the sofa to hold me in
place.

“Nice ass, Harper,” Liam said, fondling
it.

Wyatt undid the strap that held the ball gag
in then worked it out of my mouth. A moment later he jerked back on
my hair.

I cried out, gasping for breath.

“Call me Master Wyatt,” he growled.

“M-Master Wyatt!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

I hesitated and he brought something down
across my buttocks which stung.

I yelped, but couldn't see what it was. It
felt like... I don't know, like a handful of thin leather shoelaces
or something.

“Obey your master, slut!” he growled.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He swung his other hand and whatever he was
holding hit my butt again and again. They were very thin and not
very long, and they stung. Especially hitting all together!

“Ow! Ow! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave!” I
yelped.

He let go of my hair and I turned my head to
see him clutching some sort of whip thing! It had a leather-wrapped
handle, and then a bunch of thin, foot-long laces that might have
been made of plastic or PVC leather or something similar.

“This is my whip,” he said.

“It's tiny, like your brain!” I gasped.

He grinned. “But it's very effective, like my
brain. Let me demonstrate.”
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Liam reached around and began to fondle my
breasts as Wyatt's hand swept in quick and fast, the thin laces
smacking down across my buttocks so quickly it was like a
continuous flutter of stings!

I yelped and struggled and thrashed against
the restraints, but could do nothing.

“Apologize for being rude,” he said.

“I-I... I... I'm sorry for being rude!” I
yelped.

“You forgot to call me master.”

He shifted the thing higher and I gasped, my
eyes widening, as the thin laces started to hit my back! I'm not
sure it stung anymore but it felt more... serious, for some reason,
and even as it stung it sent a wild dark thrill of kinky excitement
through my mind.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Ow! Don't!” I squealed.

“Apologize for being rude.”

“I'm sorry for being rude, Master!” I
exclaimed.

He stopped.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy,” he said.

I gasped as he pulled back on my hair. That
tilted my head back and pulled back on the collar and arched my
back, which in turn tugged on my nipples. They burned and sparkled
with stinging pain!

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I-I'm... your fuck toy, Master!” I
moaned.

Liam's fingers slid down to casually rub
against the little vibrator branch pressed against my clitoris.
Then he began to kind of rub it against me.

I shuddered and trembled, my hips bucking as
the sensations exploded inside me. A second orgasm swept through me
and my body shook, violently.

“Oh, this is too fucking hot!” Liam
growled.

He moved behind me and tugged the big dildo
out of my ass. I heard it hit the floor, then I felt his cock
pressing against me. I shuddered as he thrust himself deep,
starting to fuck me hard and fast even as the orgasm faded.

I was twitching and trembling and gasping for
breath as his cock drove into me to the balls. Then his hips began
to hit my buttocks as he jerked back on my hips. His cock pumped
hard and fast inside me and all I could do was tremble and moan and
gulp in air as my mind and body suffocated under a growing
heat.

He was fucking me savagely, my buttocks
aching as his hips slapped into them, my whole body shuddering as
he drove his hard spear of flesh up into my belly again and again!
I would not have imagined my excitement and passion could have been
driven even higher, but it was, and before he came, I exploded into
a third orgasm that left me dazed and breathless.

“I love fucking your tight ass, Harper,” Liam
panted after he had finished.

He backed away, but Wyatt had him shove that
dildo back up inside me, then they removed the chain holding the
bar between my ankles, and turned me completely around.

I groaned as I lay back against the wall,
feeling the pressure against the base of that dildo.

Wyatt removed the rings from my nipples,
which burned wildly for some seconds, then faded into a delicious
sense of relief. My nipples throbbed, especially as he began to rub
and roll them between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers.

“Tell me you're my fuck-toy,” he said.

He swept the thin whip thing down so the
laces hit my right breast and I yelped in surprise and pain.

“Say it.”

“I'm... your fuck-toy, Master!” I gasped.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master,” I said.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

I gulped. Every statement was like another
nail in the coffin of my self-esteem and dignity – at least in
front of them.

I gasped and winced and then yelped as he
swept the little whip thing down repeatedly, the laces lightly but
stingingly smacking against my sensitive breasts and nipples!

“I'm your slut, Master!” I cried.

“Promise to obey my every word,” he said with
a smirk.

No way!

He grinned and began whipping my breasts with
the thin little laces. It didn't exactly hurt. I mean, they were
very thin and lightweight. So each blow was really just a little
sting. But it was a sting all across each breast when it hit, and
he could swing it so fast the little laces were like a blur,
hitting my breasts continuously. They began to burn and ache, the
skin becoming more sensitive, and that made them hurt more with
each fresh blow.

Meanwhile, Liam was grinding the branch of
the vibrator against my clitoris again!

I felt like a mouse or a small bird being
tormented by two cats for their amusement! Heat was flooding
through my body as sensations began to overload my nervous system.
It wasn't just physical, either. Though I'm not sure how much my
physical pleasure was affecting my mind or how much my excitement
at how kinky and wild this was was affecting my body.

I trembled and shook, my breasts aching but
thrumming with pleasure, the nipples sparkling like live electrical
wires, especially when one of the little laces hit them! And when I
jerked around, it drove the base of the dildo up my butt against
the wall, producing an aching, but exciting little thrust of the
head into me.

I felt the sexual fever taking hold of my
mind, to the point I could hardly think, let alone speak. My head
jerked back, which arched my back and tightened the flesh across my
breasts even while his little whip thing continued to hit them!

Then a massive orgasm hammered into my mind,
just totally stunning me! I trembled and shook, my hips bucking
against the vibrator and against Liam's fingers, my breasts burning
with heat as Wyatt whipped them.

My breasts were becoming hot and tender, but
the rapid impact of the thin laces was producing something like a
sparkle – a crackle – of sharp sensations all across them as the
little whip swept down again and again, and my nipples felt just...
like exploding!

My butt slapped back against the wall hard
and fast, jamming the base of the dildo there up so the thing
practically disappeared inside me. My mind was melting under the
scorching heat and pleasure and I almost let myself hang from my
wrists as I twisted and jerked and thrashed.

“She's very sensitive to vibrators,” Wyatt
said with a grin.

I was, but it was more the dark, edgy, kinky
scene that had aroused me to feverish heights. I wasn't in any
position to correct him, though.

Wyatt removed the bar which was holding the
vibrator in place, sliding it down and away, then gripped the bar
between my ankles. He lifted it up, raising my feet up and then
back as he raised the bar over my head. Liam joined him and they
pushed it up against the other bar above me. Liam held it there
while he somehow fastened it in place.

That left me basically hanging by the bars,
by my ankles and wrists, with my ankles spread apart and up over my
head. It was a pretty obscene position, and a totally vulnerable
one, too, as Wyatt proceeded to demonstrate.

He thrust his big cock in to the balls.

I think my eyes might have bugged out but
then I just trembled as the orgasm faded slowly away. I grunted and
moaned around the ball-gag as Wyatt fucked me with hard, savage
thrusts that made my body shudder against the wall. His hips were
smacking into my upturned buttocks as his fingers dug into my
breasts.

He shifted his grip, pinching my nipples and
rolling them between his fingers as his cock speared into my belly
with hard, powerful strokes. Then he let go of my nipples, softly
kneading one breast as he used his other hand to squeeze in around
my throat.

I gurgled, unable to breathe at all as he
grinned down at me, his hips hammering into me again and again. My
chest began to burn as my head throbbed. Then he eased his grip and
I gulped in air again as his hand dropped down to finger my
clitoris.

“Hot little fuck-bunny,” he said. “Nasty
little sex slave!”

He pinched my nipples again, harder, this
time, stretching them up and out as I gasped in pain. Then he let
them go and slapped them! I swear! He slapped my breasts! Like,
WTF!? It stung, but also produced this strange, dark wave of
exhilaration at just how shocking and wicked this all was.

He rubbed my clitoris again as he roughly
kneaded my breast, then his hand again closed around my neck,
squeezing firmly as my eyes bulged.

His hips hammered against me, his cock
thrusting in hard and fast as his eyes bored into me. I gurgled,
feeling light-headed, and then he released his grip and I gulped in
air, shuddering.

His hands both dropped and gripped my hips,
then he started to jerk me up against his thrusts, and I felt so...
so overwhelmed, so overpowered, so completely helpless and at his
mercy, as if he were all-powerful.

He abandoned my hips and kneaded my breasts
again, slapped them, slapped my face, then rubbed my clitoris and
drove me into another monster orgasm that almost drove me
unconscious.

He finished, grunting, gasping, cursing
softly, then drew himself out of me and quickly shoved the vibrator
back into my body before leaving me there. He and Liam high-fived
each other and went back to sit down and have a beer.

And all I could think was...
fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!

Because this shit was just so
mind-blowing.

I looked at my pink breasts and the base of
the vibrator gripped between the swollen lips of my sex and, not to
mention the dildo, and marveled at everything which had happened to
me lately. My life had taken on such a massive change! For the
better, mostly. I mean, I'd never even imagined sex this hot and
nasty and... good!

But then I'd never imagined doing such slutty
things. I was just way too... ordinary. At least in my
behavior.

After maybe five or ten minutes the vibrator
started to buzz again. I groaned helplessly, staring at them. They
smirked as they played with the phone app. God. I really was their
fuck-toy! That was strange, since it sure wasn't a position of
equality, and I had always insisted on being treated 'with
respect'.

There was something strangely empowering
about not needing to be treated like that. I know that sounds
weird. But if I was like a 'sex slave' then I could act like one,
which meant I didn't have to care about wounded pride or dignity or
equality or any of that shit. I could just be a wild sex object and
enjoy how hot and sexy and I was.

And don't think I'm being arrogant or
bragging when I say that. I have eyes. And ears. I see what other
girls look like who everyone lusts after. I see how guys look at
me. I know very well how hot and sexy I am. It's just that I'm not
supposed to act like it, much less admit it or flaunt it.

Wyatt got up and came over to stand in front
of me and I gulped anxiously.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient,
respectful little sex slave?” he asked.

This was so sick!

I nodded.

He undid the gag and pulled it out of my
mouth, then closed his hand around my throat and squeezed.

“Are you my fuck-toy?” he asked.

He eased his grip.

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Say you're my fuck-toy.”

“I'm your fuck-toy, Master,” I gulped.

“Are you going to be an obedient little
fuck-toy?”

He pinched my nipples and I moaned and
winced.

“Yes, Master! I'll be an obedient little
fuck-toy!” I gasped.

He reached up and undid the lower bar,
lowering my legs and unfolding my body. I groaned in relief. Then
he and Liam removed the bars from my ankles and wrists entirely and
he put me down on all fours.

“This is a riding crop,” he said, showing me
a stick-thing much like what that pink-haired girl had used on
me.

I looked at it warily.

“Now, since you've had your first
introduction to it, let's see if you learned anything.”

He let the tip rub slap lightly against the
side of my right breast where it hung under my chest.

“Face down, ass up,” he barked.

He followed the order with a stinging blow
from the crop across my butt and I yelped and dropped immediately
down to crush my breasts against the floor. I pushed my arms
forward and spread my legs as Liam let out a gasp of delight.

“Tuck in that belly, Slut!”

Crack!

I gasped and wriggled my hips forward more,
shifting my knees apart.

“Oh, man!” Liam said.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

I can't believe I'm doing this! I
thought wonderingly.

“Sit back on your heels. Hands behind your
head.”

I pushed myself up and back onto my knees,
then brought my hands behind my head and spread my knees.

“Spread those legs wider, slut,” he growled,
slapping at the inside of my thighs with the crop.

I winced and jerked them a bit wider apart as
he let the tip of the crop slide up my body.

“Head back, titties out!”

He slapped the tip lightly against my nipples
as I felt my pulse racing.

“Lay on your back, pull your knees up and
apart.”

This was outrageous! And obscene! And
humiliating! And it was making me burn!

I pulled my legs back as far as I could,
displaying myself as they looked down at me.

“Stand up! Hands behind neck!”

I stood up and obeyed, heart pounding as he
lightly slapped the tip against my nipples again and leaned into
me.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

He whipped the crop down across my
bottom.

“That's master Wyatt. Say it.”

“Master Wyatt!”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master Wyatt!” I gulped.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

God!

“I'm your whore, Master Wyatt!”

“Down on all fours, slut!”

I dropped to all fours and, sure enough, he
clipped a leash to the collar.

“Crawl, bitch.”

He tugged on the leash and I crawled around
the room as Liam looked on eagerly.

The vibrator started to buzz again and I
shuddered.

“On your back, slut!”

I dropped down and rolled over, then brought
my legs up and back.

“Masturbate while we watch.”

I moaned helplessly, then began to rub my
clitoris, almost dazed with disbelief at myself and the scalding
heat.

“Fuck that cock in and out, slut.”

I began to pump the vibrator in and out as he
and Liam watched, shuddering, moaning, feeling like I was on fire.
My pussy was sopping wet and my body was thrumming with sexual
tension.

“Stop! Spread your arms and legs straight out
to the side.”

Dazed, I blinked up at him, then obeyed,
dropping my arms out to the sides. I couldn't, of course, spread my
legs that far.

“Straighten your legs and spread them
apart.”

I tried, groaning as the tendons in my thighs
ached. My legs felt very heavy as I held them straight out to
either side, but I couldn't lower them all the way, of course.

Wyatt let the tip of his shoe press down
against the base of the vibrator and I moaned as that put more
pressure on the branch thing resting against my clitoris.

“Tell me you're my fuck-puppy.”

“I'm your fuck-puppy, Master Wyatt!” I said,
panting.

He was grinding the thing against me and I
moaned helplessly.

“On your knees, Slave.”

I groaned with relief as I closed my legs and
pushed myself over, then up onto my knees. He jerked his pants down
and I started to suck his balls and massage his cock.

He held the leash tightly, his other hand
buried in my hair, leaving me with no doubts that he was in
charge!

“Hot little sex-kitten,” he said.

His cock began to grow and I shifted my mouth
to it, my hands massaging his balls as I took his cock into my
mouth. I sucked and licked and bobbed up and down on it as it
hardened, then took him into my throat as he jerked forward on my
hair and the leash.

“Hands at your sides.”

Gurgling, gasping, I obeyed, and he fucked my
face and throat.

“That's fucking hot!” Liam said.

He dropped down behind me, pulled the dildo
out of my ass, and once again thrust his cock up inside me as Wyatt
continued to fuck my face and throat.

My hands instinctively started to rise
several times, only to have Wyatt bark and order and I dropped them
to my sides again.

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

This shit was driving me out of my mind, or
at least, it was confusing me about just who and what I was so that
I just gave in. After all, he, they were bigger and stronger than
me, and besides, it was so thrilling to be a sex slave!

I was drowning in sex, sex, sex! All of it
kinky and outrageous! I'd never had so much sex in my life, let
alone such wicked, scalding, thrilling sex! It was weird that
being, let's face it, treated like a whore was so thrilling. I
didn't really understand it. Except that if I was being treated
like a whore, well then, I could act like one without
restraint!

He pulled out and roughly shoved me back so I
fell.

“On your face, ass high!”

I scrambled to obey and he still cut the crop
across my buttocks stingingly.

“Spread those legs, slave!”

I shifted my knees wider, and he entered
me.

He pulled the vibrator out, sheathed his cock
in my belly, and started to ride me hard and fast. He gripped my
wrists and pulled them back together behind me, locking the leather
bands together.

“Slave!” he barked.

He gripped the leash, then, pulling sharply,
raising my head up and then lifting my shoulders off the floor as
his hips pounded into me.

My breasts wobbled and shook beneath me as he
slapped my buttocks and jerked on the leash, and my head started to
roll and shake too. Until he gripped my hair and yanked that back,
as well.

He rode me hard and fast, and then Liam knelt
beside me and extended the vibrator, pressing the tip against my
clitoris and rubbing it from side to side.

I came, the pleasure and heat overcoming me
and sweeping my mind clear of all conscious thought other than sex,
passion and pleasure. It reduced me to the status of an animal, of
a bitch in heat grunting and mewling and whining in delight as a
big cock plunged into me.

Fuck it was wild! It was insane! It was raw
and animalistic! I was in a dark, carnal place and giving in
entirely to my instincts, like a female animal letting a stallion
or bull mount her. No resistance or even any thought of
resistance!

I was completely possessed, owned, and being
used hard! And some dark, subconscious part of me thrilled to it,
to being pounded and ridden by a big, strong male! His hips
hammered my buttocks and his big cock speared up inside me as my
body shook and trembled and my mind was drowned by floods of
pleasure and passion!

It was like I was in some kind of strange
place, a place of rapture, where nothing mattered or existed but
pleasure. And I wallowed in it!

Fuck pride! Fuck dignity! This was...
ecstasy!
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I was with a customer discussing what kind of
tile would be safe underfoot in a shower when the vibrator went
off. Fortunately, their head was turned to the side as they ran
their fingers along some tile so they didn't notice my sharp jerk
and shudder. And by the time they turned around again I had control
of myself. It wasn't the first time the vibrator had gone off,
after all. It was controlled through a blue-tooth connection with
my phone, and so with Wyatt's phone.

I fought to keep my face as neutral as
possible as the little vibrator buzzed away inside me and against
me, but it wasn't easy. The vibrator wasn't big, but it was
pressing directly against my clitoris, and so it had a certain –
impact.

I had a butt-plug in my bottom, as well. Both
of them courtesy of Wyatt, who thought I must surely be bored at
work without any sort of sex to excite me and remind me I was a sex
slave.

I squeezed my thighs together repeatedly,
finding a place to partially hide behind until the thing stopped
vibrating. It wasn't his intent to bring me to orgasm, after all,
but mostly just to keep reminding me, to keep stirring me up, to
keep me in a state of simmering heat all day.

It was working, too. My nipples were rock
hard inside my bra, and I could feel the thrum of heat down low
which said my pussy was getting moist. I couldn't do anything about
it, though, not here. I just had to endure it.

Guys will take as many liberties with you as
they can. I knew that. Yet I'd been giving Wyatt more and more of
them simply because it was such a wild, kinky thrill to surrender
myself to him and his perverted mind.

The previous night he'd hung me upside down
from the bar thing, with my legs spread, and then fucked my mouth
and throat before leaving me like that with a vibrator inside me.
I'd hung upside down for over an hour, trembling and jerking.

The night before that he'd given me a nasty
spanking for being 'disrespectful’. I say nasty because it had
stung like hell! But he'd interspersed the spanks with fingering
and stroking my pussy and clitoris to the point that I was writhing
more in heat and passion than pain.

But boy, my butt had been red afterward! That
had been annoying. Especially since he'd made me kiss his shoe in
gratitude for teaching me respect! God, the arrogance of that
guy!

When I'd gotten snippy he'd put my wrists in
that bar again, then used the little flog on my breasts and even my
pussy! But he'd done it with the aid of a vibrator so I'd come
regardless. After that both my breasts and my ass were pink and
tender!

I never knew what he'd do. And that made
things kind of anxious and stressful, but it also added that edgy
sense of excitement to things. He and Liam were also taking more
videos of me during this stuff. That produced its own excitement –
and anxiety. I mean, if any of those things got out to people I
knew I'd be mortified!

On the other hand, watching them was
incredibly arousing! Seeing myself on screen like... like a porn
star was a wicked thrill. And remembering what I'd been feeling at
the time even as I watched the video only added to the heat.
Include a vibrator and I could get off again and again just
watching the nasty things being done to me.

Speaking of which... the vibrator. It wasn't
like the other ones. It was small, like a butt-plug, but shaped
differently. It sat inside the mouth of my sex, with a tiny,
curving branch which pushed out between the lips of my pussy and
curved up to press against my clitoris. It was held in place by my
thong, which was growing distinctly moist as the vibrator continued
to pulse and buzz.

I really wanted to masturbate. But there just
wasn't anywhere on the floor to get away with anything. There were
tons of security cameras to prevent shoplifting, and I was pretty
sure the bored security guys behind the monitors spent a
disproportionate amount of time watching the cameras trained on hot
girls.

And there wasn't an awful lot of those here
other than me!

The employee break room was impossible, and
the bathrooms were too busy. So I'd just have to stick it out and
wait for the thing to stop.

Fortunately, it did before I had to see my
next customer, because I was getting flushed and breathless.

Damn that Wyatt!

The day ended, and I dropped the apron off
and went to catch a bus. The vibrator had buzzed on and off
throughout the day, but I figured was now out of batteries. I had
managed to masturbate once in the stall of the bathroom, jamming my
mouth against the inside of my elbow when I came. I was still
feeling hot and bothered, though, and looking forward to whatever
kinkiness Wyatt had in mind when I got home.

I was not bothered, then, when I got inside
to find Wyatt already there, and to hear his first words to me.
“Strip naked, Slave girl.”

“No welcome home or hi Harper or good to see
you or – .”

He slapped my butt and I yelped and glared at
him as I undid my shirt and then my jeans. I looked around for Liam
but didn't see him.

“Where's Liam?”

“He'll join us.”

That was a weird thing to say. He'll join
us?

“What does that mean?”

“Naked.”

I tsked but removed my bra and thong, and
even my shoes and socks. I didn't tell him the vibrator had been
driving me nuts because he'd be happy with that and would make me
wear it every day.

He slipped it out, then replaced the
batteries before inserting it again.

“Nice and wet, just like I like you,” he said
with a leer.

I glowered but my heart wasn't in it.

He took out a strange-looking roll of white
tape. It was very white and wider than usual, and took a three-inch
strip off.

“What's that?”

“Body tape.”

“Huh?”

He knelt and then pressed the thin 'tail' of
the vibrator up across my clitoris, then carefully trapped the tip
just above and taped it in place.

“What are you doing!?”

he stood up and tossed me what looked like a
small gray Tea towel.

“Put that on.”

I looked at it in disbelief. It was a
skirt... sort of. It was cotton, and about as wide as my hand was
long. Which was to say not very fucking wide. I fastened it around
my hips and tied it on the side. But I felt a jolt of anxiety as I
realized this meant he was intending to take me outside – and this
skirt barely covered my buttocks, even as low as I pushed it!

“This is too small!”

“Looks great to me.

It was even open on one side, halfway to the
top!

“Here. Wear this.”

He handed me another thin cotton rectangle of
fabric. Like the 'skirt' it tied around my body and covered my
breasts. It covered them completely, though not a lot else. But it
was thin enough, and had enough give in it that my breasts were
almost perfectly outlined, and my nipples and even my areolas were
even more obvious!

“I can't wear this outside!” I exclaimed.

“Let's go for a walk.”

“Wait a minute! I don't even have any shoes
on!”

I slipped my feet into a pair of sandals and
then, anxious and nervous, let him pull me out into the hall. We'd
sort of done this before, but that was at night. And the poncho –
when it was on me – covered a hell of a lot more than this tiny
skirt and tight little halter!

I blushed as a man got into the elevator and
his eyes raked me. He didn't stare, though, not with Wyatt
obviously at my side.

We went out through the lobby, where I drew
more eyes. I was sure every one of them was on my ass when we
walked out the lobby doors!

“People are staring at me,” I hissed.

“Of course. You're gorgeous and sexy and not
wearing much. What did you think would happen?”

“It's embarrassing!”

“Why? You're gorgeous and sexy. You have a
fantastic body. What's the be embarrassed about?”

“People will think I'm some kind of slut
dressed like this!”

“You ARE some kind of slut,” he said. “Don't
worry. You're my slut.”

We took a different route than we had on that
earlier, rainy night. We reached a busier road more quickly, one
with stores and restaurants, and people on the sidewalk. All the
men … noticed me. Again, with Wyatt walking alongside they didn't
stare or say anything, but I could tell from the way their eyes
widened before looking away and then carefully skimming their eyes
over me again.

I was extremely self-conscious, to say the
least. My breasts throbbed, though, and my nipples were rock hard,
making them even more obvious through the thin fabric of the
halter. I was very careful about how I walked, though, keeping my
stride narrow. If I stretched my legs out much I'd pull the short
skirt up over my buttocks.

I kept tugging on it as it was. And it was
already very low on my hips.

As we walked, Wyatt let his hand slide down
to squeeze and knead my buttocks, with his fingers sometimes
slipping under the skirt to rub my bare buttocks. It was...
embarrassing! But I knew I couldn't do much about it without making
a scene.

And then he suddenly took my arm and we
turned into... holy shit! A sex shop!

I had barely noticed the place before. I
mean, it wasn't a place I had ever anticipated going into. If I
wanted to buy sex stuff I'd do it on the internet!

There was a guy with long hair behind the
counter. He eyed us – particularly me – carefully as Wyatt led me
past him and down the first aisle.

And then a sales girl approached us just as
the vibrator started to buzz.

It was her! Pink hair! I felt myself flushing
as she looked at me and smiled.

“Can I help you, sir?” she asked
pleasantly.

“Yes. I'd like to find some nice leather for
my sex slave.”

I cringed, because he'd said that in a normal
tone of voice! And it wasn't like we were the only ones there!

“Certainly, sir. Just over here. Why don't we
start with boots?”

The boots were kind of like the ones she'd
worn the other night – thigh-high stilettos! She had me sit down,
then took my size – from on her knees right in front of me. She
found a pair of boots and slid them up my legs and past my knees,
then had me stand as she laced them up tight along my inner
thighs.

“Walk around a bit, Slavegirl,” Wyatt
said.

I flushed, my insides swirling and churning,
but I walked – awkwardly – in the five-inch stilettos.

“They don't really go with that skirt,” Wyatt
said.

“No, but I've got some nice skirts in
PVC.”

She found one almost as small as what I had
on, and then without another word, undid my skirt and pulled it
off! I yelped and clamped my hands over my naked pussy and they
both laughed as I looked wildly around.

“Still shy, I see,” she said.

She wrapped the leather skirt around me. It
was fastened at the side by leather laces which left about an inch
of hip naked.

“Much better,” Wyatt said.

“What about a top?”

I was saying very little, intimidated and
embarrassed in front of her, as well as anxious about what they
intended.

The halter she found for me was a short one,
and it had no cups! It wrapped around me and squeezed my breasts up
and together, but left them naked! A thin strap crossed above them,
pressing down against the tops of my breasts to squeeze them in
even more against the bottom.

“She has lovely breasts,” the girl said, her
fingers reaching out to roll and massage my bare nipples.

They had made me take off my halter in the
shop, not in a changing room, and I was squirming mentally, looking
around at the other aisles in case anyone came closer and saw. I
kept trying to cover my breasts, until Wyatt pulled my hands behind
me and the girl wrapped leather restraints around them, then locked
them together.

My pulse raced wildly!

“Those look good on her. But she needs a nice
collar.”

Pink-hair wrapped a collar around my
neck.

“How about a gag?”

“This is one of our finest,” she said.

This was a sort of spongy black ball attached
to a three-inch wide strap. The ball went into my mouth and the
strap went flat across my mouth and around my head to buckle behind
me.

One of the other shoppers, a man, came down
the aisle, and I trembled as Wyatt held my arm. The man looked at
my breasts excitedly, but moved along past.

“Here. This will look adorable on her,” Pink
said.

She slipped a pair of nipple clips on my
nipples which clamped down stingingly. Each of them had a short,
thin chain leading to a small silver ball which dangled and tugged
on my nipples every time I moved. I moaned and danced awkwardly
from foot to foot as my nipples burned!

“Anything else?”

“Well, I sometimes have an issue, you see, in
that I have a big dick. I'm kind of thick, you know, and she's
really tight.”

“So you're looking for lube? We have great
lube,” she said with a smile.

She skipped away and came back with a plastic
bottle. Then Wyatt bent me over a glass display case full of
dildos!

I moaned and blushed furiously as I felt the
leather skirt lifted up to completely bare me!

“Spread your legs, slave,” Wyatt ordered.

He slapped my butt and I gasped in pain and
shifted my feet apart.

“She has such a pretty pussy,” Pink hair
said.

I gasped as I felt her fingers running up and
down the line of my sex! They withdrew, then I felt them spreading
me open and pulling the vibrator out. I winced as the tape came off
and the tail was removed from my clitoris. But it was also a bit of
a relief from the buzzing.

I felt her finger pushing into me. It was
slick and cool with some kind of jelly – obviously the lube. She
pumped it slowly in and out and then added a second.

“This will be very helpful in getting
large... objects inside her tight little tummy,” Pink said.

I moaned as her fingers twisted and turned,
then grew thicker. She had added a third finger.

“I don't know. I've got a pretty thick
cock.”

“Well, perhaps if you pick one of these out
which is roughly the same size.”

“That one,” he said.

She opened the cabinet and took out a dildo
which was black and long and thick – thicker than him, that was for
sure.

“You wish!” I tried to say around the
gag.

Crack! He slapped my butt sharply and
I yelped.

“As you can see, she's disrespectful at
times.”

“We have something for that,” Pink hair
said.

I moaned as she twisted and turned the head
of the thick dildo and worked it slowly up inside me! The fingers
of her other hand, slick with the lube, were rubbing my clitoris as
she worked the dildo into me, and despite the wild anxiety gripping
me my mind began to fill with a dark hunger and passion.

I moaned helplessly as the dildo turned in
one direction, then the other, then pushed deeper and deeper. I
gasped and trembled, my breasts pillowed out against the glass
case, the clips aching as they were crushed in against it.

“These might damage the case,” she said,
stopping.

By then it felt like the dildo was buried
inside me as Wyatt jerked up and back on my hair to pull me
upright.

“Here,” Pink hair said.

She produced another couple of chains, longer
ones, and attached each of them to the balls dangling from my
nipples, then drew them up across the counter to the wall behind it
and slipped them over a hook there. I gasped in pain as my nipples
were pulled, bending forward, but not all the way over.

She continued to pump and twist the dildo,
then, working it even deeper.

God! I was starting to tremble and shudder as
the dildo jammed achingly high inside my belly.

“The good thing is it's so tight it probably
won't slide out very quickly,” she said.

Her fingers rubbed my clitoris and I trembled
anew.

She is kind of disrespectful at times. I
could use something to discipline her.”

“Oh sure, we have lots.”

She walked away and the guy who had been
behind the counter now came down the aisle and I blushed furiously
as he inspected my bare breasts.

“Nice tits,” he said.

I cringed.

“They are, aren't they,” Pink hair said as
she returned.

“She has gorgeous breasts,” Wyatt agreed.

Pink and the other guy both ran their hands
over my breasts and squeezed gently as I cringed and my pulse raced
wildly.

“So you want to discipline her, huh? Well,
let's see what we have.”

“Now this is a cane. I wouldn't advise it. It
leaves marks. Something wider but soft, would be my
recommendation,” he said.

He took something down from the wall.

I twisted my head and saw him holding a
leather paddle. The wide part had long round holes in it and when
he swung it through the air it whistled a little. He handed it to
Wyatt, and Wyatt swung it down across my bottom with enough force
to sting!

I yelped and jerked. Then I did it again as
he swung it down a second time. Of course, that caused my nipples
to pull against the chains, which made me yelp again.

“We don't want to get this damaged,” Pink
hair said, as she undid the skirt and removed it.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I twisted and writhed, gasping and crying out
as the paddle, and then several straps, and then something he
called a 'spanker' came down across my helpless buttocks!

“It looks like this is coming out,” Pink hair
said, gripping the base of the dildo and pushing it deeper. “It's
the lube, you see. Even a nice big cock like this can slide in and
out without pain.”

She demonstrated, pumping the thick dildo
slowly in and out as I trembled and moaned, my stomach muscles
spasming.

“Maybe she needs a bigger cock,” Wyatt
said.

“Let me try mine,” the long-haired guy
said.

Pink-hair slid the thick dildo out of me and
the other guy pulled his cock out. It was even thicker than Wyatt!
I stared over my shoulder until someone jerked back on my hair.
Then I yelped at the pull to my nipples even as his thick, warm
cock pushed against me and slowly slid up inside my belly!

I could hardly believe this was happening! I
was astonished, outraged, and horribly embarrassed! And yet even so
my insides were on fire, and the muscles in my belly and hips
bucked back against him.

Pink-hair slid her hand in between my legs
and started to rub my clitoris while Wyatt fondled and squeezed my
right breast.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

I shuddered and moaned, the guy behind me
working his thick cock in and out slowly but determinedly, getting
faster and faster.

“Come for us, little sex toy,” Pink hair
purred into my ear as she squeezed my left breast.

I did, jerking, my muscles spasming
helplessly as I was overcome by passion and heat and a sudden
explosion of pleasure. I twisted and writhed, pulling against the
clips on my nipples repeatedly, my body burning up in the fiery
heat as that big cock thrust into me harder and deeper.

His hips started to slap against my buttocks,
and Pink-hair rubbed harder against my clitoris. My mind seemed to
be drowning in liquid heat, and I gave myself to it, floating on a
crackling wave of pleasure.

After he had finished, Wyatt took his place
and fucked me even harder. Liam showed up, late, apparently, and he
shoved his cock deep into my ass and pounded away at me while
Pink-hair rubbed a vibrator against my clitoris to drive me
insane.

Wyatt and Liam left and Pink-hair shoved the
dildo back into my pussy and the butt-plug into my ass, then put on
the skirt again. She added a leash to the collar, then led me out
the back way into an alley and then into the back of a van.

I spent the rest of the night at her place as
her sex slave, joined by a friend of hers named Amy. They put me
through my 'slave girl' routine, giving me more thunderous orgasms
and then the pink-haired girl, who I still only knew as 'mistress'
drove me home.

I showered, put on underwear, jeans and a
sweater, and went to work again.

After work, Wyatt had me strip again,
strapped me back into the bar which hung from the wall, and then
drove me half crazy with a vibrator, dildos and his mouth and
fingers. Then Liam got home – with a friend of his named Joel.

Of course, I was again horribly embarrassed,
but too aroused to let that really affect me. They all fucked me,
then teased and taunted me with various sex toys and their fingers
and mouths. Then I had sex with all three of them again – at the
same time.

They choreographed this one, with me
straddling Wyatt and riding his cock while Liam straddled his
thighs behind me and drove his cock up into my ass and Joel gripped
my hair and fucked my mouth and throat. God, that was insane!

Every evening was a wild, outrageous
thrill-ride into kinky and perverted sex, almost always involving
bondage and submission of some kind, along with a certain measure
of punishment and discipline to 'train' me as a slave girl.

And then every day I'd wear jeans and normal
clothes and go to work trying to sell flooring. It was harder and
harder to focus, though, or to care. My life outside work was
filled with such heat and excitement that being at work just seemed
even more boring to me than it had been before.

It was time to change jobs, and stripping was
the one I moved into. I didn't do it without a certain amount of
stress and anxiety, of course. But I also didn't do it without a
certain amount of excitement and anticipation.

I won't say I had become an exhibitionist,
exactly. But the thrill of having my naked body exposed to
strangers – repeatedly. And always, in the end, resulting in
massive orgasms, had kind of shifted my thinking.

I was incredibly embarrassed and
self-conscious when I started stripping, not to mention giving
lap-dances to strangers old enough to be my father. But I was
gripped by a dark, dangerous heat and excitement and sense of
incredible satisfaction at showing off my body to so many men.

The money was amazing, compared to what I had
been making. And my shifts were only four hours long instead of
eight. Since Wyatt and Liam were working during the day, though, I
began to get bored.

That was when Pink-hair suggested I contact a
woman she knew named Andrea. Andrea knew men who wanted to tie up,
spank, strap, and of course, fuck pretty, young girls. I said no
way, of course! I'm no whore! Well, okay, maybe I am kind of a
slut, but still. Then she told me these men would be like three to
five thousand dollars for a couple of hours!

Can you imagine! These were guys with tons of
money, apparently, so I agreed. Though again, not without a lot of
anxiety. Within a month I had quit stripping. The money from the
rich guys was way too good to waste time on stripping!

The sex was not bad either! Mostly because
they always prepared me so well with all the tight, and often very
inventive bondage which made me burn with hunger and passion.
Somehow or other my mind had come to equate 'bondage' with
'orgasms'. So you only had to start tying me up for my nipples to
harden and my pussy to start to thrum.

Andrea found me a super nice condo so I moved
out on Wyatt and Liam, though we still saw each other fairly often.
But let's face it, their main attraction had been the sex, and now
I was getting lots of that! And being paid a fortune at the same
time!

Imagine getting five grand a night to have
wild, kinky sex! Call me anything you want, I was more than willing
to become an escort. Where things go from here, I can't say. But I
can't imagine doing anything else given how much money I'm getting
and how much fun I'm having.

A sex slave? Well, I don't know I'd want to
be one for real. But playing one, pretending to be one, especially
when I'm getting paid for it, is an unbelievable job for a girl
like me! And I owe it all to Wyatt and his kinkiness!

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a
high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her
punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that
was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl
more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one
interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to
teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a
kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom,
taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the
gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the
women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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