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What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.

When Andrea and I decided to go to Las Vegas
we kind of said that to ourselves jokingly, as if we were going to
maybe get up to some wild and crazy stuff there we wouldn't tell
anyone else about. Though to be honest, neither of us was really
the wild and crazy type.

I mean, I'm taking Law, well, pre-law at Penn
State, and she's taking Public Administration. Does that sound like
we're a couple of wild and crazy girls? Granted, we were freshmen,
but we hadn't picked those subjects because we liked living on the
edge.

Andrea is your classic blonde (meaning dyed),
with very big breasts. She was really sweet, if not terribly clever
or inventive. We had met because we lived in the same dorm
building. And we were both feeling like, well, our first year away
from home hadn't exactly been filled with adventure.

So we decided to go to Vegas for spring
break. There were all kinds of deals out there, and she found one
and persuaded me. And then the very day we were to leave her aunt
Mary died. Since the funeral would be in two days her week in Vegas
was pretty much shot. And there were no refunds!

We tried to find someone at the last minute
but everyone had made their plans, so I decided there was nothing
for it but to go to Vegas alone.

I was very unhappy about that. It wasn't like
I was a party girl who could meet people to have fun with easily. I
was boring. Yes, I'm pretty. Yes, I have a nice body. Including my
boobs, by the way. They're not as big as Andrea but boys have told
me I have perfect breasts.

Not that I show them to anyone, for the most
part. I'm not the kind of girl who's comfortable in low cut tops,
and I don't sleep around.

So when I got off the plane in Vegas I was
wearing, sandals, cuttoffs, a bra, a pink tank top and an orange
t-shirt, with my brown hair pulled back in a pony tail. I was not,
in other words, dressed to impress. And it was hot out, even
thought it was March, and I wasn't used to it, since it was snowing
back in Pennsylvania.

Most of the tourists were dressed much like
me. Certainly the taxi drivers weren't under any illusions as they
rushed forward to get customers, and one told me he'd take me to
the strip quicker than anyone else.

Which was probably so much bullshit, but
whatever. I got in, probably overpaid, and wound up at my hotel
fifteen minutes later. I was excited to be in a whole new city,
especially Las Vegas.

The hotel room wasn't exactly super expensive
but I was very excited at it! I took a bunch of pictures, and sent
a couple of them to Andrea and others as I unpacked. With that done
it was time to go out and explore!

I had done research, of course, because I
always do research. I knew the places I wanted to go and the things
I wanted to see, and roughly where they were. It was all loaded on
my iphone. I had a shoulder bag with a bottle of cold water and
suntan lotion, and a floppy hat and sunglasses. I wandered the
strip much of the day, exploring, gawking, shopping, gambling, and
eating junk food.

I bought a 'what happens in Vegas stays in
Vegas' t-shirt from a vendor, and several souvenirs for people from
the shops and stalls along the strip.

I did not meet anyone, though someone groped
my ass in a crowd.

I returned to my hotel for dinner, then faced
the question of what to do next. The plan called for visiting some
of the more famous bars and clubs, but that plan hadn't been to go
alone. Going out drinking alone wasn't exactly safe for a girl!

I worried over this for some time, because I
do that, worry over things. Would I get hit on by all kinds of
creeps? Would someone put something in my drink when I wasn't
looking? Would I sit alone at a table looking like a pathetic
wallflower? I mean, if nobody hits on you and you're alone, what do
you do exactly? Pick out a guy and approach him? I could do that at
school but not in a strange club in a strange city!

So that was why, at eight O'clock, I was
sitting in my hotel room watching PBS on TV.

Yeah, I'm overly careful and thus very
boring. Sorry.

I did feel bad about it, though. I cursed
myself for being boring. And then finally decided to go out and see
the strip at night. It would be cooler and I wouldn't need lotion.
So I did that. I gawked at the bright lights, including Freemont
Street, of course, which was cool. There was a lot going on. But
being all alone, I kind of felt left out.

I returned to my hotel before eleven. Alone.
I got into the elevator and pressed the button for the forty third
floor where my room was, and the elevator took me up to forty two.
Then it sat there, ignoring me pushing the buttons. I was about to
press the emergency button when it started up again, only it
stopped now on fifty three.

“Oh for gosh sakes,” I muttered.

It went down to fifty, then back up to a
floor that was only marked P. And there it opened.

I jumped out, naturally. Wouldn't you? Stupid
elevator! I found myself in a very small, marble hall, and pressed
the button for the elevator. The same elevator I'd just gotten out
of opened its door.

Great.

I waited for it to close, waited a minute,
then pressed the button again. The same damn elevator door opened.
So I decided to hold it open and pressed the elevator button again.
The elevator door kept trying to close, and then started making a
rude buzzing sound because I was holding it.

“Fuck you!” I said to it.

I was getting irritated. This was NOT how I'd
imagined spending my first night in Vegas!

I shoved it and it opened back, then tried to
close again. I put my foot up and kicked it and shoved it back with
my foot. It made more rude noises but opened.

“Fucking piece of crap!” I said to it.

“May I be of some assistance?”

I whirled around and a man stood in an open
doorway. He was actually sort of leaning against the door jamb,
holding a glass of something dark.

He was wearing sweat pants. And nothing else
I could see. His feet were bare, and his gray sweatpants hung low
on his hips. He was maybe thirty, maybe the right side of thirty?
Somewhere around that area, about a decade older than me. He had
long hair, like, to the shoulders, and an accent, maybe Eastern
European? Maybe German?

And he was... well... hot. I mean, he had a
heck of a body! And there was a lot of it on display with just the
sweatpants. This guy worked out!

I immediately got all flustered, and I knew I
was blushing, and that made me feel more flustered, and then the
fucking elevator door closed, while I was distracted.

“Uhm... the elevator malfunctioned and went
up and down and up and down and finally took me here instead of to
my floor,” I said apologetically.

He pushed himself away from the door and
strolled forward about ten feet until he was standing right in
front of me. I licked my lips nervously and backed up a bit as he
reached out and touched the elevator door.

“Good elevator,” he said in a soothing voice,
like you would talk to a horse or something. “Nice elevator.”

He stroked the elevator door and then grinned
at me.

I rolled my eyes but grinned back.

“My name is Karl,” he said. “And what, may I
ask, is your name, beautiful girl?”

“Uhm, uh... Megan,” I gulped, my eyes
flicking nervously up and back and away from all that looming male
flesh.

“Well, Megan, I see only two possible
resolutions to your issue,” he said.

He took a sip from the glass as he eyed me,
then licked his lips and smiled.

“You can walk down the stairs, there, about
sixty five floors, to the lobby and complain, or you can come into
my room and call them up to fix the fucking elevator.”

I hesitated, glancing past him at the door,
well, double door.

“I'm a quite respectable fellow,” he said
with a grin. “And I have no weapons on me at all. You can search me
if you wish.”

He held his arms out to the sides, and I
gulped again, eyes flicking over his bare chest.

“That's uhm, okay,” I said.

“A trusting girl! How wonderful! Come? Have
you seen the penthouse here? It's quite lovely. And the view is
spectacular.”

“I uhm, well...”

Well, what could I do? Act like a frightened
child and stay out here in the lobby? Walk all the way down? I
suppose I could have asked him to call while I stayed out here
safe, like some fraidy cat. But honestly, he could do whatever he
wanted to out here just as easily as in there. I mean, we were
already alone.

“Sure,” I said.

He beamed at me and headed back to the door,
sliding his arm across my shoulder as he did.

“And how long have you been in town, lovely
Megan?” he asked.

I shrugged off his arm as he led me into the
penthouse, looking around curiously.

I had a nice room, well, for what I'd paid.
This was not a nice room. This was... like... wow!

I tried not to gawk, and failed. It was huge!
The room was two stories tall, and had tall windows along the far
wall, past a conversation area of sofas. A staircase ran up the
right wall. The floor was some kind of hardwood, but a rug sat
under the sofas. There was a three person sofa facing a big flat
screen on the far wall, with two love seats at right angles, and
then two of what looked like low, padded ottomans forming the
fourth side around several coffee tables.

Off to the left was a full sized pool
table.

“This is, uh, some room!” I said.

“It's a remarkable suite, but nothing less
than I deserve,” he said insouciantly.

I looked at him doubtfully.

“I am, after all, a remarkable man,” he
said.

“Okay,” I said.

His smile broadened. “May I get you a drink,
lovely Megan?”

I almost reflexively said no as I saw the
phone. I would pick it up, call room service and complain. That was
me. That was Megan. But I hesitated for some reason. He was big and
half naked but he really didn't seem very threatening. He seemed,
well, kind of lazy for that. Like if I ran away he wouldn't bother
to chase me even if he wanted to.

Going back to my boring room alone was... the
right thing to do.

“What kind of drink?” I asked warily.

“What would you like, lovely Megan?”

“Just Megan,” I said with a snort.

“But you deserve the title!” he exclaimed as
he walked over under the stairs to where there was a bar.

“Yeah, right.”

“Is beauty not in the eye of the beholder?”
he asked, with arched eyebrows.

I looked at him doubtfully. This was not the
sort of guy I usually talked to. He was cocky, and I'd met those
before, self-confident, sure, but there was more arrogance than
usual.

“I suppose,” I said.

“Then in my eyes, you are indeed
beautiful.”

I flushed a bit. I never know how to react to
comments like that because, well, I'm a very literal minded person.
If I'm beautiful, it's not due to anything I did. If I have nice
hair it's because of nature. If I'm moderately tall, then that's on
nature. People say I have nice legs. What did I do deserve a
compliment for that?

Added in was my strong suspicion that guys
who said things like that were just trying to get on my good side
so they'd have a better chance at sex.

“Thanks,” I said.

“What would you like?”

He swept his arm at the bottles on the wall
behind the bar.

“A screwdriver?”

“Assuredly!” he said, going behind the
bar.

I watched very closely as he prepared it,
believe me!

“And what about me?” he asked.

“What about you?” I asked.

“Am I not beautiful?”

He beamed at me and flexed.

I rolled my eyes.

“You sure aren't shy,” I said.

“What do I have to be shy about?”

“Well...”

To be honest I couldn't think of
anything.

“I'm rich, successful, and amazingly good
looking!” he exclaimed.

“Amazingly modest, too,” I said, accepting
the drink from him.

“False modesty is not in me,” he said with a
shrug.

I took a careful sip. “How about real
modesty?”

“Only when necessary. When trying to impress,
however, I do not act modest.”

“You're trying to impress me?”

“Of course! You're a beautiful woman! And I
was bored, to be honest. And here you are like a gift from the
gods! I want to sleep with you, so I impress you.”

I gaped at him and then flushed.

“What? Am I being too honest? Surely you
realize any man who sees you wants to sleep with you.” he said,
pouring himself a fresh drink.

“They do not,” I said, frowning.

“Well, the gay ones don't. The rest certainly
do. Unless they're blind and stupid. You're a very beddable looking
woman.”

“You're a … sexist,” I said.

“No, I'm heterosexual,” he replied.

I snorted. The thing was, he wasn't saying
anything I didn't know. But most guys at least pretended they were
interested in me as a person, not just as a sex toy.

“You don't know a single thing about me,” I
said.

“I know you look very attractive. What more
is needed for sex?”

Well, he was European, and a guy.

I rolled my eyes.

“Oh yes, yes, yes. For women, you have this
terrible cultural imperative which demands you get to know the man,
and that he ply you with meals and dinner and theater tickets and
flatter you and do his best to impress upon you what a fine and
sensitive fellow he is and how much he cares about you.

“Until that happens, barring much alcohol,
you feel it would be wrong to engage in pleasurable activities.
Thus is the gaping difference between men and women,” he
sighed.

I was taken aback by that, even though, well,
realistically he wasn't wrong. I mean, everyone knew guys would
have sex with any attractive girl at the drop of a hat. I never
knew a girl, even the slutty ones, who were as bad.

“And if women were willing to sleep with
every man who found them attractive she'd be sleeping with men all
day every day.”

He smiled broadly. “You state something which
men would consider a fantasy.”

I rolled my eyes again, though I have to
admit I was kind of liking him. He was a likable guy, despite maybe
too much honesty. And I felt kind of safe on the other side of the
bar.

I took another drink from the glass.

“Of course, you'd only sleep with the
attractive ones,” he said.

Then he flexed his muscles at me again.

“Stop,” I said. “I get that you have a nice
body.”

“Thank you. Does it incite lust within you?”
he asked hopefully.

I laughed.

He came around the bar, and I grinned, though
I felt a little more, uhm, intimidated as he stepped right up
beside me. I was seated at a bar stool, and twisted around to face
him.

“I'm afraid not,” I said.

“Then I shall have to work harder. Would you
like me to do pushups?”

“Uhm, no. Where are you from, Karl?”

“Berlin. I had business in Los Angeles, and
stopped here on the way home to meet an old acquaintance. And
you?”

“I came here with a girlfriend,” I said.
“Only she couldn't come.”

I explained what happened and he nodded.

There was a banging at the door and he winked
and left me there, going around the corner. I looked around at the
place, thinking, wow, so this is how the rich and famous live. I
slipped off the stool and wandered in under the balcony overhead,
peeking into a big kitchen, then into a bathroom, then came back
out and almost ran into Karl – and a tall blonde.

A very hot looking blonde. She was slim and
Nordic looking, wearing a very short white dress, the kind some
girls might wear out clubbing. She was no girl, though. She was
about Karl's age.

“This is Lily,” he said, introducing her.
“Lily, this is the lovely Megan.”

“Uhm, hi,” I said, flushing a bit.

Was she his girlfriend? Was she going to
think I was, like, going after her guy? Was this going to get
nasty? I felt a bit guilty, even though I hadn't done anything with
him! Admittedly I had been seriously thinking about it,
though...

“She is lovely,” she said, in the same accent
as Karl.

“Lily works here now as a... what is it you
do anyway, Lily?” he asked.

She snorted at him. “I'm a marketing
director, and you know it.”

She turned back to me. “His act of being the
lazy playboy is not entirely true, you know. He's as sharp as they
come.”

“But soft on the edges,” he said, slipping
his arm around her waist.

“I just came in to use the phone,” I
said.

“Ah, but now we have enough for a party,”
Karl said, slipping his other arm around me.

I was startled. I mean, wasn't he worried
Lily would get angry or jealous? But Lily was just smiling
tolerantly. Then I realized what he was suggesting, which was like,
unless I was wrong, a threesome. I flushed again and wriggled out
of his arm.

But at the same time I suddenly felt this
tightness in my chest, this... breathiness. I mean, the very idea
of having sex with... both of them, just the idea of it, made
something thrum way down low.

The truth was that up until Lily showed up I
had only just entertained the notion of doing anything with him. I
mean, I didn't know him and … well, he could be dangerous or crazy
or something. It was unlikely, but still, a girl can't be too
careful!

But Lily seemed sane and ordinary and not at
all threatening. And so her presence kind of made me actually
think, well, seriously about the idea of sleeping with him – and
her!

I had kind of fooled around with a girl once.
It had been really incredibly hot, but it hadn't gone as far as I
would have liked it to. She was drunk, and then she had to leave
our little make-out session to throw up, and after that she wasn't
really in the mood.

But I'd entertained... fantasies... of what
it would be like to sleep with a girl. It was on my list of things
I wanted to do while away from home at college. And suddenly I was
feeling a bit flustered at the offer apparently being made to me,
even though of course, there was no way I could really bring myself
to accept it!

A kind of electrical current seemed to be
traveling through my body as I pretended to snort at his beaming
offer. Then he turned to his left and kissed Lily hard, his left
hand rising to cup her breast.

I tried to turn away but he pulled me in
closer, and then turned and kissed me. Startled, I didn't react at
first, then jerked my head away, mostly out of instinct, and fear
how Lily would react.

“Hey!” I protested.

Lily wasn't angry, though. She laughed in
amusement.

“You should be flattered. He has very high
standards of beauty,” she said with a smile.

“I don't offer my magnificent body to just
any woman,” Karl said with a sniff. “I deserve the best.”

“God, you're arrogant!” I said in
amazement.

“It's mostly an act, but.. not all of it,”
Lily said, smiling at me. “Though he does think a lot of himself,
it's true. But he exaggerates to shock people.”

He turned and kissed her again, his hand
still on her left breast, then turned as he pulled me in closer so
the three of us were basically all pressed together in a triangle,
and tried to kiss me. His hand and slipped upward, too so it was
cupping my breast.

That wild electricity... sexual
electricity, was growing more intense as Lily giggled and then
reached her left arm out to draw me in as I tried to pull back.
Then she kissed me! That was startling!

So startling I didn't react, at first, as her
mouth closed so firmly on mine.

Her hand slid up behind my head and she
kissed me for long seconds before I forced myself to pull back.

She was a very good kisser! And... I don't
know, was it my imagination or was her mouth... softer than that of
guys? I hadn't spent a lot of time kissing girls but..

“You guys!” I protested.

“Life is for having fun, Megan,” Lily said
with a grin. “Especially when you're young and free.”

“Yes, fun, excitement, thrills, pleasure!”
Karl said.

Which... wasn't untrue. I mean, well, the
whole reason I'd agreed to go to Las Vegas was that I hadn't had
much of that fun stuff since leaving home. And now I was in Las
Vegas all alone and... and I could go back to my room and watch TV
and go to sleep or... or something... else. I could have an
experience, a wild, possibly really hot experience!

But my mind was kind of fumbling through the
thoughts and dangers and worries and anxieties and embarrassment
and uncertainty and inhibitions and keeping me from making any kind
of actual decision about what to do! I should go! I should go right
now! I knew that! That was the responsible thing to do!

I squeaked as Karl's big hand cupped my
buttocks and drew me in tighter again, then his left hand rose to
cup my left breast! At almost the same time, Lily drew my head in
and kissed me again as her right hand rose to cup my right
breast!

Holy shit! My eyes were wide and my heart was
pounding and my pulse was racing and my mind was still fumbling
around trying to figure out what to do! I knew I should leave
but... but I didn't want to leave! I wanted to... to do
something... wild!

And two separate people were squeezing my
breasts! One of them a girl! Wow!

Lily's kiss was not quite like anything I'd
felt before. I mean, she was very gentle, yet insistent, and
passionate. Her lips were wonderfully soft as they caressed mine,
and her tongue dipped teasingly through them as I moaned helplessly
against her.

I felt Karl's hand slide up off my ass and up
my back, not outside my tank top and t-shirt but inside. His big
hand caressed my bare back, skin on skin, which added another dark
rush of energy and excitement! I know it was just my back, but even
so!

And then his nimble fingers undid my bra
strap! I yelped and tried to pull away from Lily, mostly out of
instinct.

“Hey!” I gasped.

Dark heat rose like a wave, and yet... I felt
that somehow I had to... I don't know, put up a show of
resistance... Like, I wasn't a slut! I didn't want them to think I
was! I couldn't just... just go along with this without any
resistance!

Karl leaned in to kiss me, then, as Lily
nuzzled in along the nape of my neck, licking and sucking gently.
Karl's lips were larger, fuller, more passionate, and more
demanding. His kiss left me feeling breathless and my mind
fluttering enough I barely noticed as Lily tugged my tank and
T-shirt up!

At first anyway. Then the two shifted around
and it was Karl who pulled them up as Lily slid both her hands up
my bare torso until they were cupping and squeezing my breasts!
Karl moved behind me, and I was too flustered to put up much of a
fight. I did try to grab at them but he was a very strong man and
yanked them forcefully away!

Then he was pressed against me, wrapping his
arms around me so that my arms were pinned to my sides! He kissed
and sucked and licked along the right side of my throat while Lily
kneaded my breasts, then leaned in and took the center of my right
breast into her mouth and started to suck and lick!
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WowWowWow!

“I should make you my sex slave,” Karl purred
into my ear.

I shuddered at a wild rush of sexual energy,
and Lily raised her lips from my throbbing breast.

“Why should she be your sex slave?”
she demanded indignantly. “Maybe I want a sex slave.”

“I-I... I'm not... not a … a sex slave!” I
gasped, heart pounding.

This was so fucking wild and kinky!

He pulled his arms away, but then grabbed me
and turned me around, kissing me hard, his arms going around me. I
felt Lily push into me from behind, her arms going around me and
cupping my breasts again, fingers kneading and squeezing as she
licked and chewed along the side of my throat.

I felt like... like an innocent. Well, I
suppose that was what I was. But I realized they were both far more
sexually sophisticated than I was. They were also both much older
than me. I'd never actually had much dealings with people their
age. I either dealt with 'adults' who were like at least twice my
age and were parents, aunts and uncles, teachers, coaches and the
like, or 'kids' my age.

They were neither, and that left me kind of
off balance in terms of thinking I should be treated as, well, I
don't know, an equal. I sure didn't feel like an equal! I felt like
I had lost control and had no idea where things were going!

And that crackling sexual electricity was
making my nerve endings flare and my muscles spasm! I almost felt
like trembling from the pressure of it inside me! This incredible
rush of energy and breathless excitement and heat!

Karl was practically feeding at my mouth, his
hunger voracious, and now I felt one of Lily's hands slide down my
belly, down to the clasp of my cuttoffs. It popped, and I moaned
and jerked in Karl's firm grasp, instinctively trying to grab at
her! All I got was her wrist, and by then her hand was already in
my shorts!

I felt another wild rush of sensation and
emotion as her fingers found my naked sex and stroked along its
length. The sudden pulse of heat and pleasure there was intense,
and I gasped aloud into Karl's mouth even as he brought a hand up
to cup and squeeze my left breast.

This had all happened so fast that I felt
overwhelmed by it all! It was as if I had lost my balance and
didn't know how to regain it.

“Slave girl,” Lily teased, whispering softly
into my ear as she nibbled on my earlobe.

Another rush of emotion swept over me at the
words. They were so outrageous and kinky and... wicked and aroused
a wild sense of thrilled sexual excitement... so very, very
different from all my life experiences to that point in time!

I felt Lily pushing my cuttoffs down, along
with my thong. I shuddered as they passed over my hips and then
slipped downward. I was naked! Naked in front of... in between a
pair of strangers! Another shocked rush of heat swept over me!

Karl's hands were kneading my bare buttocks
now, then slid up and around front. My right hand was still
gripping Lily's wrist, even though her hand was fully cupping my
sex, her middle fingers rubbed softly against me. My left was on
Karl's bare chest!

Karl gave me this incredibly deep, smoldering
look, and seized both my wrists. His hands completely enveloped
them, and the idea of resisting was silly as he lifted them up and
then held them together, wrists crossed, above my head.

Lily drew her hands back, then took my wrists
from him and pulled them down behind my neck, winding some of my
hair around them and holding them like that as Karl stepped back to
regard me.

“Mmmm. Even better than I had thought,” he
said as his eyes raked me.

I flushed hotly, chest heaving. I was so...
so thoroughly displayed before him! Lily even tugged downward a bit
on my wrists – and hair, so my back arched! Karl bent over and
pulled my panties and shorts off, yanking my shoes off in the
process, then straightened.

He let his hands caress my breasts gently,
following the rounded contours of my body, his fingers and thumbs
rolled and plucked at my nipples, which burned and crackled with
energy. Then he slid down onto his knees in front of me.

He licked and kissed my lower chest, then my
belly, then his hands forced my thighs apart and he licked his way
down until he could stare at my naked sex!

Naked! I was completely naked! Naked! I was
filled with that incredible thought as he looked at me! Then he
leaned in and licked his way up the line of my sex!

I had not gotten a lot of experience on the
receiving end of oral sex to that point in my life. I had certainly
given it enough, and in fact was rather proud of my abilities in
that regard. Boys were slow to reciprocate, though, and rarely
spent much time or effort on it.

But Karl was not a boy.

I stared, gasping, jerking against Lily's
hold.

“Sex slave,” she teased again, nibbling along
the nape of my neck as she pulled my head back further.

She was holding my wrists fairly easily back
behind my neck now, especially since she'd wrapped my hair around
them, and was able to do it with one hand. The other slid around me
to caress my breast as she kissed her way up and down my neck.

I was mostly paying attention to Karl,
though, because his tongue was doing shocking things to me down
there! In fact, I very quickly realized I was on the verge of an
orgasm!

I had never, to that point in my life, had an
orgasm with another person. But then I'd never had such an
incredibly intense and erotic experience, and never with someone
licking so intently at my clitoris!

“Oh! Oh! Ohmygod!” I gasped. “Oh! Please!
Uhg!”

I could feel one of his fingers pushing up
into me, thick and long, as he folded his lips around my sex and
sucked in a wild, warbling, rhythmic way that made me cry out and
made my hips buck forward.

“Sexy slave girl,” Lily whispered.

My hips were starting to grind and twist and
hump against him as he thrust a second finger inside my now hot,
dripping sex. And then... the orgasm erupted! It was an incredibly
powerful one, far more than I normally gave myself. And I couldn't
really hide it since my body twisted and arched and bucked so
violently while I cried out.

Karl drew his fingers out of me, locking them
around my thighs instead to hold me in place as he continued to
lick hungrily at my sex. He licked me right through the orgasm, and
even afterwards, when I shuddered dazedly and went almost limp, he
continued.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped dazedly.

Lily said something... I think in German, and
Karl replied. Then he stopped and stood up, and he and Lily steered
me across the floor onto the rug, then to the far side where those
soft, padded ottomans were...

Lily held my wrists where they were, and
still held my hair. She sort of steered me around and then pushed
me against the ottomans.

“Kneel on the bench, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I felt another rush at the words, but knelt,
panting.

She released me, then, and my arms
dropped.

Crack! She slapped my bottom.

“Ow!” I yelped, turning to stare at her.

“Shoulders back, chest out, slave girl.”

“That hurt!”

“Slave girls must always keep their posture,”
she said as her hand ran along my spine.

“Put your hands behind your neck, lovely
Megan,” Karl said.

He drew my hands up, when I hesitated.

“Interlock your fingers,” he said.

I fumbled my fingers in together.

“Back arched,” Lily said with her voice
suddenly sharp.

I flinched and arched my back.

The two stood back and examined me and I
felt... I felt like my skin was hot, like I was starting to radiate
heat! It occurred to me that both were still fully clothed – well,
he only had sweatpants on, but still. Only I was naked! And it felt
like I was in a very... humble position.

I felt both self-conscious of being naked and
them examining me, and thrilled! Nobody saw me like this! Even the
boys I'd had sex with, well, that had been a lot of dark fumbling
around. I hadn't just... stood there or knelt there under bright
light and displayed myself like this!

“Gorgeous,” Karl said.

“I'm so jealous of her breasts,” Lily
sighed.

“Your breasts are fine.”

“Her breasts are perfect.”

Karl did not argue. He moved around behind me
and gripped my arms.

“Elbows back more,” he barked.

I gulped and arched my back more, flushed
more, burned with heat more.

This was so strange and dark and kinky and
thrilling!

“Make her scream,” Karl said.

Lily knelt before me and I gasped as she
licked her way up and down my thighs, rolling her blue eyes up at
me as her hands caressed my hips and belly. Then she was licking at
my clitoris! I shuddered as her hands slid softly up my body,
kneading my breasts as she licked.

Karl remained behind me, holding my arms, at
first. Then he released them, and moved around to stand before me,
watching from behind Lily.

Watching her licking me. Watching me
reacting!

WowWowWow!

Karl had done amazing things with his tongue.
Lily was even better!

I was already throbbing with heat and
excitement, and her lapping tongue began to make my insides squirm
and twist in very short order. The fact Karl was standing there, so
handsome, his eyes filled with hunger, watching me, staring at me,
filled me with an incredible sense of sexual intensity!

“Keep your elbows back, slave girl,” he
barked once.

I shuddered, and drew my elbows back, arching
more as Lily licked me faster and harder!

He moved around behind me again while I felt
my body starting to... melt under Lily's skillful tonguing. I felt
his hand on my right wrist, but ignored it. Then it was.. something
else going around my wrist, something hard, like a belt or strap. I
kind of ignored that too. Another one went around my other
wrist.

Then he pulled my wrists away from my neck,
down and around behind my back. He pulled them together and then...
let them go. Only the straps seemed to be joined together. A moment
later he gathered my hair up and away from my neck, then pulled my
head back even more so I was staring at the ceiling.

I felt something going over the front of my
neck, then around it. He released my hair, and pulled the thing
around together behind my neck like... like a thick leather
necklace.

Or collar.

He said something in German, and Lily stopped
licking, which made me moan and tremble. I was close to orgasm.

Lily rose and Karl handed her a thin strap.
It took me a moment to realize it was connected to the front of the
thing around my neck.

“Come, slave girl,” she said, tugging.

I gasped, my wrists tugging against whatever
held them behind me, and then I stumbled forward off the ottomans
and onto my feet, filled with confusion and a wild, swirling,
sexually charged sense of excitement.

She pulled me across the rug, by what looked
very much like a … leash.

She drew me into the anteroom near the front
door, where there was an enormous mirror on the wall, six feet wide
and seven fee tall, then let me see myself.

I stared, open mouthed.

There was a collar around my neck, one of
those black leather studded bondage collar things. And she was
indeed holding a leash. I gaped at the image, stunned. That was me?
That couldn't be me!

She smiled and turned me so I could see the
leather restraints around my wrists.

“Slave girl,” she whispered, kissing me
delicately.

I jerked my wrists against the restraints,
starting to feel a sense of anxiety, even fear. I was … tied up! I
was helpless! They could do anything they wanted to me!

She walked back into the main room, tugging
on the leash so that I followed, my bare feet padding on the marble
floor, then feeling the softness of the rug underfoot. She led me
around to the front of the big sofa, where Karl had sprawled lazily
back, looking at me.

“On your knees before your master, slave
girl,” Lily said in a kind of over-the-top arrogant voice.

She shoved down and I fell to my knees in
front of the sofa.

She reached over with the leash and handed it
to him.

“Your sex slave, Master Karl,” she said with
a hint of teasing.

Karl looked at me and pulled me in closer,
his other hand rubbing up and down along the front of his
sweatpants, where something hard and thick was tenting the crotch
upward.

“Guess what duties I have in store for you,
little slave girl,” he said with a smirk.

He pulled his sweatpants down and his cock
sprang up.

I sucked in a breath of air, staring at it,
flushed, heart yammering.

Fuck! That was a big one! I mean... I mean it
was the biggest one I'd ever seen!

He was shaved, too. And he looked so naked
and so... delicious, so smooth, so gorgeous! I wanted to wrap my
hands and fingers around it and my wrists jerked against the
restraints.

He tugged his sweatpants off completely,
spread his legs, then pulled me in and down by the leash.

“Service your master, slave girl,” he
growled.

I moaned, staring at him, and he gripped his
cock at the base and held it upright.

“Lick,” he growled.

I gulped, pulse racing, and leaned in a bit
more. My breasts throbbed beneath me as they slid against his
thighs and the fabric of the sofa, my nipples tingling. I stared at
his long, thick cock, and then I licked slowly up along the shaft
from bottom to top.

He held it upright with a fist around the
base, and I licked the underside of the heat like... like a
Popsicle or ice cream cone!

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped as Lily slapped my bottom.

“Bottom out, slave,” she barked. “Legs
spread!”

She said it in a harsh, demanding voice,
which, given the slap, I obeyed at once, even as she knelt there
beside me!

Karl released the leash but instead gathered
in my hair to a thick mass and guided me down to his balls.

“Suck,” he growled.

Shuddering, I obeyed, gasping as I felt
Lily's fingers at my sex!

She knelt to my left, and her left hand was
up along my abdomen, her fingers stroking my clitoris. Then her
right hand kneaded my buttocks before her fingers began to push
into my sex from behind!

This is insane! I thought How has
this happened so quickly! I could hardly believe it!

I sucked on Karl's balls, shuddering,
trembling and moaning as he kneaded one of my breasts, and held
firmly to my hair. I drew his balls into my mouth, sucking
breathlessly and licking at them. Then he guided me to his cock,
letting it tilt forward.

I was sopping wet! I could feel it as Lily
slid two long, slim fingers deep inside me and began to pump them
in and out! I was sinking into a state of dazed sexual heat,
moaning around his cock as I slid my lips over it, bobbing up and
down, taking him deeper and deeper.

Sex slave! What a wild, incredibly
thrilling thought!

I can't believe this is happening! I
thought.

My breast throbbed in his hand, my nipple
burning, and I wanted to cry out as Lily slid a third finger into
me, stretching me wide, making me ache! But the ache was a
delicious thing as I burned back there, as her fingers slid
smoothly, slickly, in and out of my tight depths while she stroked
my clitoris!

She pulled her left hand away from my
clitoris momentarily to slap my bottom.

Crack!

“Suck your master's cock, slave girl,” she
ordered.

Crack!

I winced and moaned, bobbing up and down. I
could feel the pressure on my hair increasing each time I bobbed
downward, urging me to take him deeper.

Crack!

“Mphh!” I moaned.

“Filthy little slave girl,” she purred,
fingers twisting and pumping inside my sodden depths.

Crack!

“Swallow your master's cock, sex slave.”

OMG!

I had started to suspect that was what he
wanted with that pressure! I had only ever done that once, and
almost by accident!

Crack!

She slapped my bottom stingingly, and just
then the pressure on the back of my head greatly increased even as
I slid my lips downward.

His cock pushed deep into my throat, and my
eyes bulged! I squirmed, my hips twisting and rolling, but he held
tight to my hair, forcing me lower! I felt a sense of instinctive
panic, but was helpless as I stared at his shaft sliding forward,
at his groin, and then... my lips were wrapped firmly around the
base, pressed tightly against him!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Good slave girls always deep throat their
master,” Lily said, slapping my bottom.

Karl pulled up on my hair and the long,
glistening shaft slid out of my throat, back into my mouth, and
then out as I coughed and gulped in air, saliva spilling from my
mouth as my chest heaved!

“She has a beautiful throat,” Karl
sighed.

Lily moved around behind me, her hips
pressing against my buttocks, her hands kneading my breasts as Karl
pulled me back down. I tried to twist free, feeling a sense of
panic, but he forced me down, forced his cock into my mouth, and
then deep into my throat again!

“Swallow every inch, slave girl,” Lily
purred, her lips on my throat.

It's a good thing I hadn't had much to eat!
My stomach roiled but the dark heat enveloping my mind protected me
to some extent. Lily had my nipples in her fingers and was twisting
and stretching them painfully, and that was another sharp, stinging
distraction.

I gurgled helplessly, face pressed against
Karl's groin so I couldn't even try to back away.

I felt my chest burning, my head
pounding.

Karl pulled up on my hair and I coughed
again, gulping in air, and... somewhat... surprised. I mean, that
hadn't been nearly as impossible as I would have suspected. I
stared at his cock as I gasped for breath.

I deep throated him, I thought wonderingly.
Wow!

Lily had moved briefly away from me. She
returned, slapping my bottom.

“Bottom back, legs spread, sex slave!” she
barked.

I shuddered as she jerked back on my hips,
and slapped my bottom again until my knees came apart.

Then Karl jerked down on my hair again,
forcing me all the way down his cock!
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I felt Lily's fingers at my pussy, than at my
back opening! But really, they were almost an afterthought in my
mind. I was almost totally fixated on the cock in my aching,
throbbing throat, and in not being able to breath!

But one of those fingers, slippery and hot,
was wriggling up deep into my ass! She pumped it in and out, then
added a second, as the fingers of her other hand, just as slippery,
rubbed my clitoris.

Karl pulled me up by the hair. That made my
scalp ache, but I didn't care. I was kind of light-headed by then,
gasping, chest heaving as he grinned at me.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

I moaned helplessly.

He pulled on my hair, forcing me up off my
knees, forcing me forward, one knee onto the edge of the sofa, then
the other, straddling him as he pulled me forward, gasping and
moaning and gulping in air as he positioned me over him and lifted
his cock to rub the head along my slick sex.

I felt the pressure growing, aching, then
felt myself stretched wider and wider as his cock pushed into me. I
cried out weakly as I slid down its length, aching even more as the
hard spear of flesh pushed aside the folds of my tight sheath and
drove higher inside me than anyone had ever gone before.

He pulled me forward so he could suck and
lick at my breasts, and then I felt something pushing against my
back opening, something thick and round. I was charged up with
energy and sensation, my mind swimming in a wild dark flood of
confusion and heat.

I moaned as I sank down the final inch, eyes
wide.

God it's so big! He's so high inside me!

I cried out as he sucked and chewed at my
breasts, as I felt something pushing into my ass. I was... dazed,
flustered, overwhelmed. I moaned at the thickness of him, of how
huge he felt inside me! The thing pushing into my ass was almost an
afterthought as he jerked forward on my chest so he could
practically bite at my breasts!

Then his hands slid down onto my buttocks,
raising me up – then dropping me, raising me up, and lowering me
again.

Crack!

“Ride that cock, slave girl,” Lily
ordered.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

“Ride that big cock!”

Crack!

I rode up and then slid back, rode up and
slid back, as... as something was pushed into my ass! It was
like... a bunch of round somethings linked together on a stick! I
was completely bewildered by that, but the sensation was strange
and darkly erotic. It helped me feel as if I had abandoned all
inhibitions!

I shuddered as I rode his cock, then cried
out at the fast and intense surge of sensation as Lily's hand slid
around my hip and her fingers found my clitoris.

It was all so incredibly hot and intense and
exciting and wild! I felt that intense, feverish heat filling my
body, making my skin flare as I rode faster and faster.

The sensation of sliding down his cock, in
particular, was so incredible that it was all I could do to keep
from crying out in pleasure every single time! I rose up
frantically, as high as I could, so just the head was inside me,
just so I could take that long, glorious slide down again and feel
his big cock pushing up inside me!

And I came. Again. I cried out in pleasure,
riding desperately as that... thing kept sliding in and out of my
ass and Lily rubbed my clitoris and Karl sucked on my breasts!

So incredible! The rush of pleasure was
intense and intoxicating! I swayed dazedly, falling forward against
him with him buried inside me, moaning weakly as they spoke to each
other in German.

Karl stood up, with me in his arms, legs
around him, turned around, and then lay me back on the sofa, with
my neck across the arm and my head kind of looking up at the
ceiling. He slid out of me, and Lily knelt quickly. I moaned as I
felt her tongue sliding up and down across the line of my sex. Then
her thumbs spread me open and her tongue pushed into me, licking
and lapping as she sucked.

Karl moved around to the side of the sofa and
I stared up at him through glazed eyes. He stepped forward, leaned
in, and pushed his cock into my open mouth, and then slid himself
deep into my throat.

I gurgled helplessly, flinching, but he
gripped my head now as he began to pump slowly in and out. Lily had
her forearms on my thighs, which were spread wide, pinning me down
as she licked at my sex. And of course, my wrists were still locked
together behind me. So I was quite helpless.

I stared dazedly up, my head not quite upside
down, but tilted way back, looking up into his groin, into his
balls as he pumped his shaft through my lips, across my tongue and
down my throat. It... ached, and my mind struggled to free itself
of the state of dazed contentment the afterglow of orgasm had given
me to cope with the urgency of a lack of breath.

But coping was all I could do. I knew I
couldn't actually do anything about what they were doing to me.
Karl was using my throat with greater vigor, which ached more, and
made me gurgle and gasp,but oddly, not gag very much, except
occasionally.

It was like he'd kind of battered down my gag
reflex.

He pulled out and I gulped in ragged breaths
of air, coughing and gasping as he rubbed his cock over my face and
fondled my breasts.

“Sex slave,” he teased.

He drove himself down my throat again,
forcing himself deep, all the way to the balls, then pumping in and
out rapidly. I heard him cursing, as if from far off, and then he
buried himself in my mouth, grinding himself against me as he
came.

He sighed as he pulled slowly back out, but
all I cared about was I could gulp in air again.

And relax, sort of, as he moved away.

Because when you can't breath, all the
concerns you have in the world disappear. And now that I could
breath again, they still didn't look very important next to that.
My chest heaved as my racing pulse eased, and slowly, I began to
pay attention to other things.

Like Lily, licking me, her fingers pumping
slowly in and out, stroking the front wall of my sex, as if to push
up against the inside of my stomach. It felt very strange the way
she was using her fingers, and unfamiliar sensations were starting
to rise from there now that I could pay attention to them.

My right leg was draped across the back of
the sofa, while my left knee extended out over the front edge of
the cushion I was laying on. The tendons in my thighs felt
stretched and ached, and when I was able to ease my head a little
forward I stared down at her licking me with a kind of dazed
fascination.

To have a girl licking me was, after all,
thoroughly unfamiliar. Then again, almost everything about this
evening was.

My body was still hot. My breasts still
throbbed, my nipples tingling. And I groaned as her stroking
fingers and sucking lips began to send pulses of sensation up along
my spine that grew more and more powerful by the minute.

I shuddered and lay my head back, letting my
body and mind bask in the glow of the heat she was raising within
me. I didn't have to say anything, didn't have to do anything. All
I had to do was lay there in total relaxation. And it felt...
delicious.

I gasped and raised my head again as I felt
the thing in my ass move. I looked down and saw what looked like,
well, a very long pencil which had impaled a bunch of large marbles
sliding slowly out of my ass! Every little marble made my sphincter
open and then close, then the next, and the next, and the next as
they slid out of me, and then they did the same in reverse.

She had three fingers inside my pussy,
rubbing intently on the inside wall of my sex as she sucked and
licked at my clitoris, and I thought, wow, she really knows what
she's doing. I felt a certain sense of... well, I was impressed.
And it made me aware again of how little I knew, of how young and
unsophisticated I was compared to them.

I lay my head back again, wallowing in the
heat that was radiating from my body, in the delicious sexual
pleasure which filled me and grew. It was sooooo delicious! But the
sexual energy began to feel as if it couldn't be contained within
my flesh.

My breathing grew more ragged, and my hips
kept rolling up at her as my body writhed under the crackling
sexual electricity.

Another orgasm stormed through my nervous
system, lashing it with a wild, howling rush of pleasure. I cried
out, twisting and bucking against her as my body erupted. The
pleasure overawed my mind and I lost myself to it, arching and
twisting and crying out as it rolled on and on and on!

God!

She laughed and said something but I didn't
understand it. She drew back as I lay there gasping, then gripped
the leash and pulled, slowly raising my head up and pulling it
forward.

“On your knees, sex slave,” Karl said.

They pulled me roughly off the sofa and I
tumbled onto my knees on the floor as Karl sat down again. Then I
was guided between his legs and had my bottom slapped until it was
raised and my knees apart as I started to breathlessly lick and
suck at his balls again.

I felt Lily's hands on my thighs, spreading
them wider, then something pushed against my sex, something that
wasn't her finger. I moaned as I sucked Karl's balls into my mouth
and massaged them with my tongue, gasping as I felt myself
stretched wider and wider, as something pushed into me!

It was... hard and thick and round and
felt... fleshy... sort of!

I pulled my head up and twisted it around to
see Lily kneeling behind me like a guy would. There was something
strapped around her hips, and... then Karl gripped my hair and
jerked my head back around and pushed it down onto his cock.

“Suck your master's cock, slave,” he
growled.

I moaned and obeyed, dumbstruck by the
realization that what I'd seen was Lily wearing some kind of...
thing... which I could feel pushing deeper and deeper into my
pussy! Like a dildo! A strap-on dildo! I'd heard of them, and even
seen them in the occasional video!

And it felt large as it pushed high into my
belly!

Lily was fucking me! Like a guy!

I moaned dazedly as I continued to lick and
mouth his cock and balls, while he fondled my breast and pulled at
my hair. Lily's hands slid up and down my body, too, sometimes
slapping my bottom, and sometimes fondling my other breast.

She halted her pumping and then that stick
thing with the balls was pulled out of my ass and replaced by
something thicker. God, these two were perves! It didn't slide very
deep, but it was fat, and then she resumed her pumping, it felt
like whatever it was had been nestled just inside my ass.

She pumped the thing in my pussy more deeply,
though, so I largely forgot it, especially when one of her hands
slid under my hip and her fingers found my clitoris.

Karl pulled my hair, which made me wince as
he lifted my mouth off his cock and forced me to look up at
him.

“Do you like that big cock in your pussy,
slave girl?” he demanded.

I stared at him, gasping, and he slapped my
cheek lightly. It stung, and made me gasp.

“Answer your master, slave!”

“I-I... y-yes!” I moaned.

He slapped my cheek again, startling me
again.

“Yes master,” he barked. “Say it.”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Beg Lily to fuck you.”

I moaned and he slapped my cheek again.

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

He slapped my cheek again. They weren't hard
slaps but even a light slap stung.

“Call her mistress.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

This was so dirty and wicked!

“Now suck your master's cock, you filthy sex
slave,” he taunted, pulling my mouth down onto him again.

So kinky and wild!

I moaned and sucked his balls and licked on
his cock as Lily thrust her own big cock into me. He was starting
to thicken and harden, and I was starting to heat up again! Lily
might not be a man but she knew how to fuck like one!

Karl hardened and forced my lips down his
cock to the balls again, making me gurgle and gasp, and holding me
there as Lily's hips slapped against my buttocks and she rammed her
big dildo into my body.

Then he pulled out and they switched places.
Now Lily lay back on the sofa, her thighs spread wide, her hands in
my hair as she guided me down to lick her.

I'd never licked a girl before, but I'd
certainly had a recent tutorial on how to do it. Then Karl slid his
big cock inside me as I started. I was gripped by a rising tide of
liquid heat, totally abandoning my inhibitions in the face of the
relentless hunger and desire they had inflicted upon me.

I licked her hard and fast. She insisted, and
tugged on my hair and on the leash to force me to comply, teaching
me to lick and suck exactly as she wanted me to while Karl rode me
from behind.

It was all so desperately hot I came again
twice before my tongue managed to bring Lily off herself.

*

The bathtub was big and marble, and, unlike
every other bathtub I'd ever seen or been in, it sat in the middle
of the floor, not in an alcove. And it was big enough for two
people. Lily and I lay in it side by side, me with my wrists still
locked behind my back.

She sighed as she slid down so only her neck
was above the bubbly water. The water was hot, but my body was less
so than it had been. Mind you, still naked and bound and in a
bathtub with a strange woman – even though I felt a lot closer to
her than you'd think given how little time I'd known her – I
couldn't help feeling very, very... sexual.

“So what is Penn State like?” she asked,
turning her head to look at me.

“It's... nice,” I said uncertainly. “I
mean... the classes are very interesting and the teachers are very
good and it's very... intellectual.”

“Why do you want to be a lawyer?”

I tried to shrug. “They seem to get paid
well, and everyone sort of respects them.”

“Calls them names, you mean.”

“Well, yes, but they're respected anyway. And
you can help people.”

She snorted. “Mostly what you do is help big
companies try to screw over other big companies or avoid being
screwed over by them. My first husband was a lawyer. He worked
twelve hour days reading law books and contracts and it was all
incredibly boring. HE became incredibly boring.”

“Is that why you took up with Karl?”

She snorted and sat up. “I didn't take up
with Karl. I allowed Karl to seduce me. He's fun to be with. I
don't know that I'd want to actually have him as a boyfriend, much
less live with him, but he certainly can make life fun for a
time.”

“Why wouldn't you want to have him as as
boyfriend? He's rich and handsome and seems to be... fun?”

She ran a hand over my breasts, fondling
them.

“He's spoiled. He's used to getting his way
in everything. You can put up with that for a time, but not if
you're living with him. It would get very tiresome.”

“I think I might be willing to put up with
that for... uh...”

“All those orgasms?” she asked with a lazy
smile.

I flushed a little.

“It's good that you're orgasmic,” she said.
“You're a very responsive little sex slave.”

I flushed a bit more.

“I'm not a sex slave,” I said
reprovingly.

She smirked at me.

“I mean, if you guys want to play a kinky
game, well, okay, but ...”

“But be careful the game doesn't become a way
of life, little slave girl,” she said. “It can be enticing.”

“What? Being a sex slave?” I snorted.

“No decisions to make, no problems in life,
no stress, no concerns about money or work or jobs,” she said.
“Someone to look after you. And the freedom to be unashamedly
sexual at all times, and have many, many orgasms?”

“That doesn't exactly sound like hell,” I
said.

“It's not hell, certainly. If you're the
right kind of person.”

I gave a little laugh. “Sounds like it would
be great for almost anyone.”

“Well then, you should be Karl's sex
slave.”

Her hand slid down between my thighs.

“Spread your legs, little sex slave.”

I gulped and obeyed and her fingers massaged
me.

“Of course, a sex slave has no say in when
she performs for her master, or how, or for that matter, who else
your master orders you to have sex with. Perhaps instead of you
having sex with me, he'll order you to have sex with some other
girl – or boy.”

“I could just say no,” I gulped.

“Sex slaves do not use that word, my dear,”
she replied.

After the bath she toweled me dry, and I
stared at myself in the mirror, still fascinated by this wicked
game. I frowned as I turned my back to it and saw what looked like
a round thing against my bottom. It was like... something attached
to the thing inside me there!

“What is that!?” I gulped.

“A butt plug,” she said carelessly.

“A what? Why!?”

“So Karl can fuck your pretty ass whenever he
wants to,” she said, squeezing my buttocks. “It keeps your ass
ready for his big cock.”

I flushed.

She put on a robe, but didn't offer me one.
Then she attached the leash to the collar and jerked her head, and
I padded after her, back up the hall and out into that big front
room.

Karl was wearing his sweatpants again, and a
t-shirt, and was sitting on the sofa watching the flat screen on
the wall behind the ottomans. There was a wheeled tray next to the
sofa, and a mess of food had been piled onto the coffee table in
front of him. He turned his eyes on me as I walked out on the
leash, and I felt myself slush, felt a rush of dark energy and
emotion.

“I had room service send some food up,” he
said.

Lily sat next to him, pulling on the leash so
I had to came around, and then pointing at the floor. I knelt,
feeling another little rush as Karl looked at me, as his eyes
roamed my bare flesh, and as I realized that once again both of
them were dressed while I was naked and helpless.

Like a sex slave!

I looked at the plates of food but most of it
was I wasn't really familiar with most of it.

Then Karl picked something up and held it
before me.

“Eat.”

“What is it?” I asked doubtfully.

“Food. Slaves eat whatever they're given,” he
said.

I gulped and gave him a reproving look.

“Or they get a strapping,” he said.

I hesitated, not quite certain whether he
meant it or not. But I hadn't eaten, and it was probably fancy,
expensive food. I leaned forward a bit and took it from his
fingers, then tasted it gingerly. It wasn't bad. It tasted like
some kind of beef.

Then Lily held something out before me.

“What is it?”

“Slave girls do not need to know. They need
only obey,” she said.

I flushed but licked it from her fingers.

“Spread your knees wider, slave girl,” Karl
ordered.

“Why?”

“So we can see your lovely pussy.”

I flushed, but obeyed.

“Do you enjoy having big cocks inside you?”
he asked.

I licked my lips. “Uhm... yes.”

“Yes master,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” I said, feeling my chest
tighten.

“And do you like having your pussy licked?”
Lily asked.

“Yes... Mistress,” I said, feeling another
little pulse of heat.

Karl held some food out and I licked it from
his fingers, then Lily did the same.

“I should train my slave girl to obedience
and submission,” Karl said.

“Yes, I think she'd make an excellent sex
slave,” Lily replied.

They took turns feeding me, and I licked the
food from their fingers, feeling very, very sexual again, and
feeling my body start to heat up – or maybe it was my mind heating
up, and transferring that to my body. It all felt deliciously
erotic and sophisticated!

Imagine if Andrea could see me now!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


After dinner, Lily led me, by the leash, back
to the bathroom, and then she brushed my teeth for me!

“I can do it,” I said.

Crack!

“Don't question your mistress' orders,
slave,” she said.

So I stood by the counter, leaning over, as
she brushed my teeth, then spat, then drank from a little cup
several times, spitting. And then she showed me a black ball with a
strap going through the middle.

“What is this?”

She pushed it against my mouth in
response.

“Mouth open, slave.”

I gasped at the pressure against my teeth,
and opened my mouth almost instinctively. The black ball slid
inside – not easily, for it was large. I moaned around it, and then
as she pulled the straps across my cheeks and behind me I realized
what it was – a ball gag! I felt a shock ripple through me that was
equal parts anxiety and heat! But when I looked at my imagine in
the mirror the heat surged much more.

“Sex slave,” she whispered into my ear.

The bedroom she led me through was as unlike
anything I'd ever seen as the bathroom. Like the bathroom, it was
simply enormous. Even though it had a huge king sized bed, the
empty floor space was huge. It had wall-to wall carpeting which was
so soft and thick you could sleep on the floor if you wanted.

We went back to the big front room.

“On your knees, slave.”

I knelt and she gripped my hair and bent me
over, putting my chest and chin to the floor.

“Spread your knees, slave girl.”

I did, feeling a rising sense of
excitement.

“Pull your belly in tighter to your thighs,
and keep your thighs straight upright,” she said, tugging on my
waist.

Crack!

I moaned into the gag.

“Now you look like a proper little slave
bitch, ready to be mounted by whatever man her master chooses for
her,” she said in a taunting voice.

I felt a dark rush of heat at the words.

Karl came into the room then, and I felt
another rush as he looked me over.

“Gorgeous,” he said.

But then I saw he had a kind of thin stick in
his hand and felt a flinch of anxiety and uncertainty. What was
that for!?

I couldn't ask either!

“Now, slave girl. You are going to obey your
master's orders, instantly and without hesitation or question,” he
said.

Lily knelt beside me and then undid the link
that kept the two leather wrist restraints together. For the first
time in a while my arms were free.

“Put your hands out in front of you
together,” he ordered.

He laid that thin... stick across my bottom
as a warning, and I quickly obeyed.

“Memorize this position, slave. I like it. It
constitutes the proper deferential slave position for being used by
men.”

I felt the stick sliding back and forth
across my bottom.

“Now, up on all fours.”

I hesitated a moment, then rose on my hands
and knees. Lily picked up the leash, and then started forward.

“Heel,” she ordered.

I was startled, but crawled at her side. The
leash was tight against the collar, and I was a bit confused. She
walked to the far wall, then turned and walked back, with me
crawling alongside him.

After the first few seconds I realized that
this was extremely sexual – not to mention degrading. It should
have damaged my pride, I guess, but it didn't. I mean, I had no
thought of being their equals to begin with, so doing something so
fundamentally... well, demeaning, was not a major issue for me.

Instead it was... hot. It was very, very...
darkly hot!

I was crawling naked led by a leash!
That was so wild and nasty! And I was doing it while he looked on
and watched me! Fuck!

I felt the wild flare of heat rush through my
body as I crawled along to the far wall and back.

“Keep that ass high, slave,” he ordered.
“Head up and forward like a good little bitch.”

This was sick! And awesome! My chest was
tight and I was feeling... I don't know, like I was on an
incredible sexual thrill ride!

“Now. Face down and ass up, like before,” he
ordered.

I hesitated, then started to lower my
chest.

Thwick!

I yelped as the 'stick' snapped down across
my ass.

“Obey your master, slave,” he taunted me.

God, this was deliciously sick!

I moaned and lowered my chest, feeling my
swollen breasts pillow out beneath me as he rubbed the stick or
switch across my bottom.

“Arms stretched out, sex slave,” Lily
said.

I stretched my arms out, almost trembling
from the sexual pressure inside me!

I gasped as the switch slid between my thighs
now, pressing up between the lips of my sex and then sliding in and
out – and across my clitoris.

I shuddered at the sensation. I felt so
incredibly hot and sensitive down there!

“Now sit back on your heels with your legs
spread, slave slut,” Lily said.

“Hands behind your neck, slave bitch,” Karl
growled.

I moaned and obeyed as the two loomed over
me.

“I love her tits,” Karl said, rubbing the tip
of the switch across my stiff nipples.

Lily sniffed, then jerked on the leash. I
fell forward and had to quickly put my hands out to break my
fall.

“Crawl, little bitch,” she ordered, tugging
on the leash.

I panted wildly as I crawled across the floor
at her heels, then turned and crawled back.

Karl suddenly slapped something down hard
into the floor in front of me and I gasped as I saw it was like...
it was a cock! I mean, a dildo! It was a big one with a suction cup
on the bottom!

Lily had me crawl right over it and then
stop.

“Sit back on your heels, little slave girl,”
she purred. “Sit on that lovely big cock, and slide down it.”

I shuddered at the thought! Then the switch
snapped across my bottom.

Thwick!

I moaned and straightened up quickly, on my
knees, reaching down and grasping the dildo. I shuddered anew, for
their eyes were looking down at me as I pressed it against the
mouth of my dripping sex. Then, my mind squirming wildly under
their gaze, I sank down, letting it stretch me out, letting it
penetrate me, then sliding slowly down it.

I felt a wild flood of sensation and heat as
it pushed deeper! It wasn't just a physical sensation, of course. I
was doing this while they were watching me! It was that which
really overwhelmed me! They were both standing there watching!

“All the way down, slave slut,” Karl ordered,
laying the switch across my back.

I moaned and sank down further, feeling it
push high into my belly.

Lily squatted next to me and took my right
hand, then held it up to her mouth. She licked at my fingers, then
slid them into her mouth, sucking on them. Then she pulled my hand
out and brought it down between my legs, brought my fingers down
onto my clitoris! And started to rub them up and down, then from
side to side!

I felt a burst of sensation, and as she took
her hands away and gave me a look I knew what she wanted me to do,
what they wanted me to do. The thought almost took my breath away,
but I barely hesitated! The heat was melting my mind! I continued
to rub.

And they watched.

I shuddered and trembled.

Thwick!

The switch hit my bottom!

“Ride that cock, slave girl,” Karl
ordered.

Whimpering, moaning, I rode up and then sank
down, rode up, then sank down, while masturbating – while they
watched!

I climaxed in seconds, the explosive release
of sexual pressure rocking my mind as I cried out into the gag,
arching my back and riding frantically as I rubbed my clitoris! The
raw, carnal heat poured through my body in an endless flood of
pleasure that threatened to drown me!

I sank down so deep on the dildo that the
entire thing was inside me, and the lips of my sex were wrapped
around the small part which linked it to the suction cup. It ached
inside me, but the ache was delicious! I panted and gasped, chin
dropped forward on my chest, woozy in the afterglow of the
orgasm.

I felt so hot! I mean... physically hot,
overheated. I was flushed and perspiring.

Lily reached in and took my wrists and drew
them back together behind me. I did nothing to resist or help. I
felt dazed. She locked them together, and then she rubbed my
clitoris.

The sensation made me gasp. The touch of
someone else on me was much more intense than the touch of my own
fingers! Then her fingers drew away and instead something started
to buzz. She held a thin wand in her hand and pressed it against me
down there.

It... vibrated.

I moaned a complaint, starting to squirm, but
she was behind me and gripped my hair, jerking it up and back. And
I was impaled on the dildo, as well.

“Keep your legs wide, slave,” Karl ordered
when I instinctively tried to jerk my knees together.

He had thrust his foot between them so I
couldn't close them, and now reached down and began to tap the tip
pf the switch against my breast. He tapped harder, and harder, and
it began to sting, snapping down against my erect nipple!

I gasped and jerked my knees wide, and he
stopped, as Lily rubbed the wand up and down against me!

She chewed on my earlobe.

“Sex slave,” she whispered.

The sensations were so uncomfortable they
made me want to twist away, but I couldn't. And then it was like...
I got numb, and then the numbness became a.. buzzing, and then my
own body down there seemed to vibrate in tune with the wand.

I felt my body twitching, and trembling, and
the heat poured over me in waves. I felt her pulling upward on my
hair, which she held behind my neck, and I slid up the dildo. Then
she pulled down and I slid down. Soon I was riding up and down
without her needing to do anything, crying out every time I slid
down!

She followed my movements with the vibrator,
keeping it pressed against the top of my sex as I went nearly
insane with the intoxicating rush of pleasure! All my inhibitions
were washed away as I rode the dildo with desperate heat, wallowing
in the sexual fever they had created for me.

I came again, screaming, the pleasure
insanely powerful! I'd never used a vibrator before, and this was
just all so fucking intense!

Another orgasm hit me, then another, and
another. They tortured me with pleasure, the vibrator threatening
to fry my brain as it drove me into howling storms of carnal
overload again and again!

Someone, him or her, who knows, pulled the
ball gag out of my mouth. Then he seized my hair, and shoved his
cock into my mouth. I moaned around it, eyes glassy, gurgling as he
shoved it down my throat and started fucking me.

Lily kept the vibrator rubbing against me and
I whimpered and moaned and gurgled and rode the dildo like a junkie
needing its fix, wanting still another climax.

They pulled me up... but with the dildo still
inside me. Lily did something that removed the cup. And then she
pulled me forward so I was on my chin, my breasts aching against
the floor.

Thwick!

The switch snapped down across my bottom!

“Keep that ass high, slave slut,” Karl
ordered.

I shuddered and obeyed.

Thwick!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I obeyed, panting, dazed.

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” he ordered.

I moaned.

Thwick!

“Ahh!”

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slut!”

Thwick! Thwick!

“Please!”

“Beg!”

“Please fu-fu...fuck my ass!” I gasped.

Thwick!

“Master,” he said.

“Please fuck my... my ass... master!” I
gasped.

I felt someone gripping the... plug they had
put in me and pulling it out. I gazed dazedly along the floor my
chin was resting on, groaning as I felt something else pushing into
me, something much warmer and softer. I felt it pushing deeper,
much deeper.

Crack! Crack!

I winced at the slap to my bottom, gasping as
his cock moved deeper. I already felt full from the dildo in my
pussy. Now his cock was being forced deeper into my ass!

Lily knelt next to me and reached under me,
the vibrator in her hand, rubbing it against my clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh fuck!” I cried.

I cried out again as someone jerked back on
my hair.

“Beg your master to fuck your ass,” Lily
ordered.

“P-Please fuck my ass... master!” I
gasped.

This was so sick and wild and wicked! I had
lost all control of myself!

I moaned as his cock pushed deeper. I felt...
cramps, but they were nothing compared to the intensity of the
sensations the vibrator was rousing in me!

He started pumping, and then pushing even
deeper, until his hips were smacking against my buttocks! He was
fucking my ass! And that was a wild thought all on its own! Even
without Lily here and the vibrator, and all the kinky bondage
shit!

I felt the heat growing more intense, the
sensations spiraling out of control again. My belly ached with the
fullness of the dildo and his cock, and with the many muscle spasms
which had already tortured me. But more was to come. I climaxed
again, sobbing and crying out as he rammed his cock into my ass,
then again, screaming and twisting and writhing as he rode me!

At some point they moved me over to the sofa
again, where I licked Lily to another climax. Then, it having been
such a long day for me, they put me to bed in a spare room.

With the collar and restraints still on. In
fact, with my restraints locked together above my head and attached
by a chain to the headboard!

That was how I spent my first evening and
night in Las Vegas!

Needless to say it took me quite some time to
fall asleep. Quite aside from the incredible shock of what had all
happened, which, alone in the dark room, I tried to absorb, I was
still collared and bound and of course, naked, laying atop the
sheets. This was not, needless to say, the way I usually slept.

I eventually did manage to fall asleep,
though it took a while. During the time I lay there I ran all the
things which had happened to me through my head.

It was like... looking at a porn video! I
could only shake my head in awed disbelief at the things I'd done,
at what they'd done, at what we'd done! Andrea would never have
believed it!

I didn't really feel guilty about it. I
wasn't ashamed that I'd acted so slutty. Partly that was because
nobody I knew would find out, and also, well, I was in Vegas! With
strangers! The rules were different here! The rules were whatever
they wanted them to be, just then, and I was delighted to go by
those rules!

Sex slave!

I had crawled naked on a leash! OMG!

I was supposed to be a lawyer! Someone who
conducted themselves with pride and dignity! And I had crawled
naked on a leash and begged a strange man to fuck my ass!

How many times had I come anyway!? That had
been insane!

I was going to have to get one of those damn
vibrators! Wow! That thing had made me come like crazy! I had had
no idea! I would need to get a dildo too! Though how would I use
them back at my dorm room, I thought worriedly. If my roommate
found them... that would be mortifying!

I rolled onto my side, arms above me. My
breasts felt... taut like this, but I couldn't do much about it. My
nipples were hard, too. They felt as if they'd been hard for a long
time.

And to think I'd been bored!

I felt almost giddy at it all, that I, Megan
Mitchel, had done such wild, incredibly hot and exciting things!
And you know what, everything my friends had ever done (or at least
that they'd told me about) paled into insignificance compared to
this evening!

Ha! They were children compared to me!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I wakened with Karl's face between my thighs,
his tongue licking me softly.

That's how I know I had, at some point,
fallen asleep.

I was on my back with my knees drawn up and
apart, and he was laying on the bed between them licking me.

My eyes fluttered and I stared down between
my breasts at him, confused, at first. My wrists jerked against the
chain, but couldn't move. Then it all came back to me in a rush and
I gasped and jerked at the chain again, before my mind settled into
a... an acceptance.

Oh! Right! I'm a sex slave! I remember.

Well, pretending to be one.

I felt a sudden rising sexual tension as he
licked me, as he looked up at me and met my eyes. Then his fingers
slid into me, deep inside me, stroking slowly as he licked and
sucked.

I moaned and lay my head back as he licked me
and slid his fingers in and out. I felt the dark heat rising around
me and felt my body sinking into it as into a warm bath. It
enveloped me and my nipples burned as I began to gasp and my hips
started to roll up at him.

He rose up onto his knees and I stared up at
him, then down his body, down to his hard cock, as he rubbed it up
and down against me!

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

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

He pushed himself into me, as he gripped my
legs behind the knees and jammed them back.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” I gasped, feeling so
deliciously, wantonly full!

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled.

He shoved my knees back hard and started to
pump!

His stiff cock thrust into me, driving back
and forth between the taut, swollen lips of my sex as the heat
swirled within my mind and body. He leaned forward, forcing my legs
back further and further. Then his hands slid down along my legs to
the ankles, straightening my legs out and forcing my ankles up and
back and then down past my shoulders!

He held his muscular arms straight as he sort
of lay above me, only his hands and hips touching me as he
continued to thrust in and down hard and fast! He shifted angles
and directions, pumped faster, then slower, and even pulled out
entirely several times before penetrating me again and pounding his
heavy hips down against my upraised bottom!

And I did nothing. Because that was all I was
able to do. It was a very... stress free kind of sex, where I
wasn't expected or capable of doing one single thing, where I was
just supposed to be a helpless, submissive body for him to act out
on.

That let my mind relax and just absorb the
sensations

And there were a lot of those!

He was a big man! Twice my weight, maybe! And
when he folded his arms, all that size and weight crushed me
underneath, with my legs folded back across my chest and my feet
over my shoulders!

I gasped under the weight as his hips rose
and fell, rose and fell, plunging his big cock deep inside me again
and again! I felt so... so completely... absolutely...
helpless!

He pushed himself back up, and I gasped, able
to breath more easily again. But all his weight was on his knees
and his hands, and his hands were on my ankles, and he was
literally forcing them in behind my ears! My bottom was lifted up
as my body bowed, and every time his hips came down and smacked
into them I felt my spine go back like a spring before thrusting my
bottom up to meet his next stroke!

It was all pretty overwhelming for just
having waken up!

He halted, with just the head of his cock
inside me.

“What are you?” he demanded.

I gaped up at him, gulping in breaths.

“What are you?” he demanded.

“I... I'm... I'm a sex slave!” I gasped.
“Ungh!”

He buried himself in my sodden depths!

“Right.”

He drew back again.

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave!” I moaned. “Uhhhgg!”

“Right,” he said, grinding himself against
me.

He thrust half a dozen times and then stopped
again and asked the same question.

“I'm a sex slave!” I gasped.

He thrust hard and resumed his pumping,
stopping several times to ask the same question, and getting the
same answer. This was so kinky!

I felt battered and bruised and my insides
felt as if they were being churned to a steamy cauldron of
flesh!

And then the orgasm crashed down upon me and
I sobbed out all the breath inside me as he hammered me to pieces
beneath him!

What a way to wake up!

After I recovered he undid my wrist
restraints from the chain and I sat up.

“I have a little present for you, slave
girl,” he said.

They were...ears. They looked like cat ears,
you know, those things that are attached to a little wire headband
you wear on your head at Halloween? He slid the headband over my
head and then brushed my hair so it covered it, but not the ears. I
thought, well.... hoookaaay. Weird, but not as weird as calling him
master and pretending I was a sex slave!

I looked at myself in the mirror of the
bedroom dresser. I looked kind of cute with the ears, I
thought.

Then he put his big hand on the back of my
neck and bent me forward.

“Oh! Wha...”

“And another present,” he said.

I felt something pressing against my back
opening, something like that butt-plug Lily pushed into me the
other day. It felt a bit bigger, stretching me out, but it didn't
really hurt that much as it slid into my body. My sphincter closed
after it, leaving just the base... or so I thought.

Something furry hung down along my
thighs...

As he let me stand upright, I stared down and
around, gaping at what looked like... I swear to God, a tail! Was
this a thing!? I'd sure never heard of it!

Then his hand on my shoulder forced me down
onto my knees. He snapped the leash to the collar, and I shuddered
as I dropped back onto my hands and knees, twisting my head again
to see the tail behind me!

I mean, holy shit! This guy was such a
freaking pervert! But how awesomely nasty!

“Let's go eat breakfast, slave kitty,” he
said, tugging on the leash.

Oh wow!

I crawled along on the leash, the tail
swinging against the backs of my thighs until we reached the living
room.

“Sit,” he said, pointing at the rug.

I knew he meant sit on my heels, with my legs
spread, of course, so I did.

This was so wild!

He had put his sweatpants on again, and went
to the front door, opened it, and then wheeled in a cart, closing
the door with his foot as he rolled it down the hall and into the
living room.

“I'm not much for a big breakfast,” he
said.

He took some plates and bowls from the tray
and set them on the coffee table and then sat down, turned on the
TV on the wall, and lifted the covers off them.

There seemed to be a number of different
kinds of buns and bagels, some butter and cheese, and a couple of
bowls of fruits. There was even some cereal.

He spread some butter on a bun and ate, and
then looked at me as he was eating. He put some butter on another
bun, then tore a piece off and held it before my mouth.

I felt a breathiness again. He and Lily had
done this last night; fed me, but now... now I was like... some
sort of... sexual animal, and so it felt even more kinky and
deliciously... erotic!

I didn't raise my hands, but instead opened
my mouth and he slid his fingers into it. I closed my lips around
them and he slid them slowly back out as I felt that tightness in
my chest get tighter.

“Wait,” he said through a mouthful of
food.

He got up and left the room, but quickly
returned. It looked like he had a pair of gloves in his hand. No,
they were little mittens, black like the ears and tail. He had me
slip my hands into them. Then he pushed my arms back against my
chest, with my elbows bent and my hands upright.

“Beg, little sex kitten,” he said.

“Cats don't beg like this,” I said,
swallowing breathlessly.

“Do it anyway. Your master commands you,
slave,” he said in an arrogant tone.

I snorted, but I obeyed.

“Hang your tongue over your lower lip.”

“That's dogs too,” I said.

“Do you want a spanking, slave girl?”

I hung my tongue over my lower lip and begged
like a dog.

“Instead of calling you slave kitten then
I'll call you slave bitch,” he said.

I was feeling that sexual warmth and pressure
spreading through my body again!

He ate the rest of his bun, then tore off
another piece and put it into my mouth.

I saw his eyes looking down at my
breasts.

“It offends me,” he said. “The thought of you
as a lawyer.”

“Why?”

“Because you would have to spend your days
dressed so modestly, hiding your beautiful body.”

He slipped another piece of buttered bun into
my mouth.

“Did they bring any milk?” I asked.

“Master,” he said. “You must say master after
such questions.”

I snorted, but I repeated the question. “Did
they bring any milk, Master?”

He beamed. “I specifically asked them to. For
you, my little slave bitch. Of course, that was when I was thinking
of you as my slave kitten, but the principle still holds.”

He held out a piece of some kind of cut
fruit, then popped it into my mouth when I hesitated.

“A slave eats whatever her master feeds her,”
he said.

I had to chew whatever it was and swallow
before I could reply.

He poured milk from a china container into a
bowl while I did that, then set the bowl on the coffee table.

“You may drink, slave bitch.”

“I think I like slave kitten better, I
grumbled.

“No, no,” he said, when I tried to pick up
the bowl with my hands. “Don't use your hands.”

I flushed and felt another wild little pulse
of heat. I leaned over, my furry mittened hands on the edge of the
coffee table as I put my lips to the bowl and drank.

This was so nasty and hot!

I eased back and then tried to lick at it
like a dog, while he watched. While I watched him watching me and
he watched me watching him watching me!

He reached over and groped my breast while I
drank, and I felt a hot little rush of sensation heat up both
breasts and seep down my torso and between my legs!

It was certainly the most exciting breakfast
I'd ever had!

Afterward, he held the leash and had me crawl
up the hall again, but not into the bedroom where I'd spent the
night. Instead he turned me into a much larger one. It was
gorgeous! And huge! The center of it was a massive square platform
on which sat a huge mattress on which lay a naked blonde.

It was Lily. She hadn't woken up yet! I had
thought she'd gone home! I felt the heat in my face grow and sent a
flush of heat down my chest as he pulled on the leash, leading me
to the side of the bed. Lily looked very peaceful while
sleeping.

He bent over and picked up a box from the
bedside table, then pressed a button. The curtains slid slowly
aside, and light from the immense windows along the wall flooded
the room. Lily's face scrunched up and she grumbled in her sleep
and rolled over onto her back, turning her head away.

Karl gripped the sheets which were at her
chest and tugged them slowly downward, reveling her sleek, tanned
body inch by slow inch until she was naked and the sheets were on
the floor. Then he smiled at me and tugged on the leash, nodding at
her.

I gulped, heart beating faster and faster,
then crawled slowly up into the bed and between her legs.

Lily murmured and then gasped as she woke up,
raising her head. She stared at him, then at me, then dropped her
head with a groan.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“Time for fun,” Karl said.

“To you that's all the time,” she sighed.

Crack!

I gasped as Karl slapped my bottom.

“Get to work, slave bitch.”

I gulped and dropped lower, then began to
lick at Lily's thighs. She spread her legs, gazing down at me, and
smiled, and I felt a surge of delicious heat, flicking my eyes down
and concentrating, licking slowly in long licks up the line of her
sex.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped.

“Spread your legs, slave,” Karl ordered.

I shifted my knees apart as I continued to
lick, and he slid his hand between my thighs, his fingers stroking
and massaging my sex.

A lot of guys, even most, in my experience,
are rough when they grope a girl there. Karl was not a guy. Karl
was a man. His fingers stroked me very skilfully, and I could feel
the swirling sexual energy building up higher and hotter as I
licked Lily and he fingered me.

His fingers penetrated me, sliding deep,
pumping in and out as he continued to stroke my clitoris, and I
breathlessly licked at Lily as he looked on.

I slid my furry hands up, feeling daring
about it, kneading her smaller breasts. She giggled, then pulled
the mittens off.

“I like to feel flesh against me,” she
purred.

I kneaded her breasts with my now-bare hands,
stroking and caressing them as I licked her

Then I slid my fingers back down and drew
back just a bit, staring at her pussy. I hadn't had my hands free
last time. Now I did, and I explored her sex with them, spreading
her open, and then, for the first time ever, sliding a finger
inside another woman!

I swear I was more excited by it than her! I
bent to continue licking, and tried to do with my fingers sort of
what she had done to me and what Karl was doing to me now!

It seemed to work, or maybe it was my eager
licking! She came before I did! She moaned and arched her back,
jerking her legs wider and pushing her sex up against me in hard
little grinding motions as she shuddered and gasped.

I thought Karl might join us, because even
though he'd fucked me earlier, well, I could see he was hard again,
but he had other ideas.

He tugged on the leash, and I eased back,
then quickly tumbled off the bed onto all fours, where he led me
across the room to the ensuite bath. Like everything else in this
ridiculously enormous hotel suite it was gargantuan, and incredibly
luxurious. It had an even bigger tub than the one I'd shared with
Lily last night, but he led me over to the long counter
instead.

I looked at myself in the mirror, feeling
another little ripple of excitement. It was so kinky to see me like
this; naked, collared, wearing the leather restraints and ears!

I imagined taking a picture of me like this
and sending it to Andrea saying “Guess what I've gotten up to!”

And with him staring at me in the mirror,
standing behind me. His arms slid around me and his hands came up
to cup and fondle my breasts as he pulled my body back against his.
His lips came down to nibble along the nape of my neck.

“Don't you ever get enough?” I gasped.

“Of you? Never.”

He released me and reached for something on
the counter, a bottle, then I saw, in the mirror, him pouring it
across my shoulders. It was some sort of thick cream.

His hands came down on my shoulders and he
began to massage whatever it was into me. It was slick and
slippery, and his hands felt even more deliciously erotic as they
slid down my front and began to massage my breasts!

And that's what they did, for long, long,
long seconds which made me even more breathless! His fingers
squeezed and lifted and mashed and massaged my breasts until my
nipples burned! Then they slid back and he poured more of the cream
on my back. His hands massaged it downward, and then, kind of
roughly, he shoved me forward!

I gasped, bent over, grasping the edge of the
counter as his hands slid the slick creamy stuff down my back and
over my ass. His fingers massaged it into my buttocks, then he
pulled the tail slowly out of me!

I gasped as his well-oiled fingers slid back
and forth over my ass. Then he shifted himself – I could see in the
mirror, and it was something else there, something soft but still
hard.

I moaned as he pressed his cock up between my
buttocks and then ground himself against me. He slid up and down,
reaching around to grasp my breasts and pull me upright again, back
against his body.

“Beautiful little sex slave,” he growled into
my ear!

His cock felt immense as it slid up and down,
up and down between my buttocks while his hips pushed forward.

'You want me inside you, don't you slave?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.

I cried out as he seized my hair and jerked
my head sharply back.

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

“No, slave. That is not how you beg.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“I want your tight, gorgeous little ass
again, slave,” he said, jerking sharply on my hair. “Beg!”

“P-Please fuck my ass, Master!” I gasped.

I felt his hips draw back, his cock move
away. Then I felt the head pushing against me! He bent me forward –
roughly again, manhandling me!

“Her pussy isn't tight enough for you?” Lily
asked, leaning casually against the door frame.

“Nothing is as delicious as fucking a
beautiful woman in the ass,” Karl replied.

I cried out as his big hand grabbed me behind
the neck and forcefully bent me over more, shoving my face against
the counter.

“It shows her that she is conquered!” he
growled.

I felt his cock sinking into me and trembled,
moaning, panting as he began to immediately pump in slow
movements.

“You don't need to conquer her if she's a sex
slave,” Lily said.

“I wish to remind her that she is conquered,”
he said, pushing himself deeper.

She smiled and shook her head, then walked
past us, going over to the huge shower stall. She leaned in, turned
on the water, and stepped into it, then slid the door closed as
Karl built up speed, pushing deeper with every stroke.

He was so big back there! But the heat within
me overrode the discomfort, and it was all so... surreal anyway, to
have a guy doing this, and so casually, with another woman taking
it as almost normal!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh!” I gasped as his cock
moved in and out.

He jerked on my hair.

“Spread your legs wider, slut!” he growled.
“Spread your legs for your master!”

Gasping, I obeyed, feeling like a butterfly
pinned to the stone as he forced his cock deeper and deeper while
jamming me down and holding me in place!

His oiled hand came around my hip and his
fingers began to rub my clitoris. I shuddered, my hips jerking as
the muscles spasmed, and he worked his cock still deeper! Finally
he had it all inside me, and his bare hips ground against my oiled
buttocks as his cock kind of shifted around inside my belly!

OMG!

He pulled me upright again, by the hair, and
I cried out at the sting to my scalp! He released my hair, then
seized my arms, using them as levers as he ground and pumped
against me. He started thrusting, and now lifted my arms, forcing
me to bend over further, making my breasts pillow out against the
stone counter again!

He pulled my arms in together behind my back
but didn't lock them together. Instead he folded them up so my
upper arms were vertical along the length of my body and my elbows
were bent at a ninety degree angle. That put my hands to my elbows,
but he was able to reach down with one of his big hands and pin
both my arms in place like that.

All while he thrust smoothly in and out of
me, fucking my ass with his big cock!

His cock was driving deep! God! It ached, but
it was also so incredibly hot I didn't care!

And then... I had an orgasm! I had an orgasm
without him even touching my pussy or clitoris! I had an orgasm
with him fucking my ass, and my aching breasts pillowed out under
my chest grinding and rolling against the stone counter!

“Come for your master, slave girl,” he
growled, thrusting harder. “Know that you belong to me!”

I hardly paid any attention to his words.
They were kinky, though, and that was all I derived from them. I
gurgled and moaned and gasped and then obeyed, climaxing violently
with his big cock pumping deep in my ass!
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“I can't wear this!” I said, staring at
myself in the mirror, appalled.

“Clearly you are mistaken,” Karl said.

I flushed.

“It's too short!”

“No, it covers what must, by law, be covered.
Silly law.”

“It's practically a belt!”

It was a denim skirt, a miniskirt. A very
low-riding miniskirt. I mean, usually when I wore pants or a skirt
the waist was about where my hips started to swell. Not this. This
was way lower! And it had a very high hem too! If I bent over I was
pretty sure it would show my ass!

Then there was the top. I guess it could best
be described as a tight, ripped gray t-shirt with the bottom two
thirds cut off. The t-shirt pulled in tight just below my breasts,
leaving the rest of my torso bare. It also had 'rips' across the
top, the biggest, cutting across my front and exposing a generous
amount of breasts!

Especially since he hadn't let me wear a bra,
saying the t-shirt was tight enough to support my breasts. He was
sort of right, but it did that by squeezing them up and together,
which showed them even more prominently in the rips!

“Oh, I forgot these,” he said.

I gasped as he bent me over the counter. He
slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Spread your legs, slave!” he barked.

I gasped and jerked my legs apart, and I
felt... I felt like the tail was pushing into me! It wasn't the
tail, though, but another butt-plug, this one longer than before. I
moaned as it slid up inside me, then nothing was left but the
little round base.

He didn't let me up, though. Instead he
picked up what looked sort of like a magic marker with a clip on
the end, like pens have to put in a breast pocket to hold them in
place. I felt the tip of it pushing against my sex, though, and
felt the cool smooth body sliding up inside me!

Then he carefully worked the 'clip' up across
the outside of my sex right at the top.

He let me stand upright and I gasped, staring
at myself again, then pulled up the skirt a little. It really did
look like the clip from a pen or something sticking up, two slim
metal bars curving up from the inside of my lips, and then circling
my clitoris – which throbbed.

“What is it?!”

“A pleasant diversion,” he said.

He showed me a little plastic box, and
pressed a button.

I felt a... a pulse, then vibrations from the
clip! It wasn't quite touching my clitoris, but it was squeezing in
around it against the flesh there so that it kind of squeezed my
clitoris out a bit. And the vibrations certainly resonated in my
throbbing little button!

It did not make me feel much better that Lily
was dressed somewhat similarly. I mean she had on a tank-top, which
showed cleavage, and a short, frilly skirt, but she was certainly
not dressed modestly.

And then they both pulled me, ignoring my
protests, out of the penthouse suite, over to the elevator, and
then into it.

I felt really self-conscious! A part of me
knew that there were lots of girls – well, some girls – dressed
like this around Las Vegas. It was hot and sunny, after all. But I
had never worn anything so... immodest anywhere! I felt as if
everyone was staring at me!

“Everyone's staring at me!” I gulped.

“Of course they are. What are they supposed
to do, look at some less pretty girl, some girl all covered up, or
perhaps the wallpaper or potted palms?” Karl said.

Lily cleared her throat.

“Well, of course they're looking at you too,”
he said. “Just as all the women are looking admiringly at me and
wishing I were theirs.”

There were a lot of casinos in Vegas, and
they all tried to be different enough to attract interest and
attention. Karl, it seems, knew the best, and we went on a little
tour, where I gawked a lot and tried to forget that I was walking
around half naked.

But that was impossible. Especially because
Karl kept turning on that little vibrator thing to remind me! And
there came a point where my sense of embarrassment began to fade
and I got used to all those guys licking their lips and wanting
me.

Which felt... weird. I felt very very sexual,
because everyone, well, the men, were reminding me how I looked,
how revealing my outfit was. And that they approved. They wanted
me! They wanted, at the least, to see even more of me!

Which was a bit of an ego trip, you know? I
mean, actually, it was a big ego trip. The longer we moved around,
trying the different casinos, having complimentary drinks, pulling
on the one-armed bandits and seeing the sites, the less shy I
became and the more I began to sort of wallow in all that
flattering male attention.

And it wasn't like I had to worry about
anyone I knew sneering at me for dressing like a slut, either, not
now, and not tomorrow or on Facebook or whatever. No one I knew was
even in this city! So what if I dressed like a slut and men were
drooling over my bod!?

That just meant I had a great bod!

It was really strange to be freed of a kind
of … restraint and imposed discipline that I'd lived with for so
long it felt like forever. It was energizing! I felt like I had
this incredible sexual power! I could show my boobs around and bask
in the attention without anyone (well, anyone I knew) calling me
names!

And then there was that vibrator thing.

Like I said, it didn't touch my clitoris
itself. But it pressed in against my soft flesh on either side,
which sort of pushed in against the sides of my clitoris, which was
itself already hot and swollen and tender! So even though it wasn't
touching it directly I could feel myself almost quiver down there
every time Karl turned it on!

And I began to get very... very... very
aroused!

Especially as I became less self-conscious
and donned this sense of sexual power. Guys were looking me up and
down, some of them hot guys, wanting me, wanting to do nasty things
to me! It was the kind of thing which would have had me red-faced
last week. But now it just added to the thrill!

And let's face it, last night had been a
stunner. I had never in my life felt so aroused. In fact, I had
never felt aroused for more than a brief period of time, like maybe
a half hour. I had been supercharged for hours! And I had had
multiple orgasms! Big ones!

That had been an amazing, mind bending
experience! It had certainly influenced my views on sex, both
conscious and, I guess, subconscious. I wanted more of that heat
and pleasure!

We stopped at an outdoor vendor that sold
jewelry, and while I was looking at stuff on the table with Lily
Karl found something he liked and bought it. Next thing I knew he
was standing behind me and slipping it around my neck.

“Hey!” I gasped, straightening, my fingers
darting to my neck.

“Something made for you, lovely Megan,” he
said behind me.

“What is it?!”

I shifted to the side and looked in one of
the mirrors the vendor had set up.

It was a leather choker. A studded leather
choker! It was different from that collar he had put on me the
other evening only in that it didn't have the ring dangling from
the front which he could clip a leash to!

I could see my face flush, but even as I did
I reminded myself it was just a choker, that other people would see
it as a little edgy but not necessarily an indication I was into...
kinky stuff! But of course – I – knew what it symbolized!

I was already feeling this squirmy sense of
delicious hidden kinkiness around all these people because of the
butt-plug and vibrator thing, and because half my tits were on
display. This just made it worse, and I could feel how hard my
nipples were getting now.

Which was embarrassing because I wasn't
wearing a bra!

We continued along, with me feeling more
self-conscious again, and trying to figure out how to make my
nipples stop being hard. But I also still felt aroused, felt darkly
thrilled at walking around like this and being so... so sexual!

And then there was that vibrator, which kept
buzzing, to the point I was physically squirming, and wanting to
stick my hands under my little skirt!

I was sweating from more than the heat by
then, awash in sexual excitement and need, but nervous about being
so blatant!

Of course, this was the Vegas strip. It's not
like there weren't an awful lot of people here who were both
dressing and acting strangely. So I wasn't exactly out of place or
anything unusual. Most of those people, though, were selling
something, if only a picture with them. Most of the crowd were
tourists, and for the most part, they weren't a very gaudy or
beautiful bunch.

Not counting Karl and Lily and me, of
course.

I bought a bigger pair of sunglasses at a
street vendor. That made me feel better, like I was more anonymous
and hidden behind them.

Then Karl bought me a pair of bracelets –
leather bracelets. That had my chest tightening again. They weren't
studded, exactly. Instead they had little roses along them. But if
the roses were studs they'd look exactly like the things he'd put
on me yesterday evening! Well, except there were no rings or clips
to bind them together.

I was self-conscious again, breathless,
flushed, and feeling intensely sexual as we wandered along. I was
nervous of people staring at me, well, women. The men didn't really
bother me, oddly. It was the looks the women directed my way that
made me cringe a bit.

I mean, I would have looked at me and thought
“whore” if I had passed me by!

Then Karl led us into another dark interior,
another place with slot machines, bright, shining colors and sounds
and music. We walked deeper into it, away from the open front, and
it got darker, and we turned a corner and it was a club with tables
and chairs and a bar and people drinking.

Nothing unusual. Every single hotel and
casino had lots. This one, though, had live entertainment. It was a
stripper up on stage! I gulped as Karl led us in among the tables
and then we sat down.

“What are we doing in here?!” I
exclaimed.

He smiled and shrugged. “Vegas has a lot of
sights and sounds. Why not take in all of them?”

“I've seen naked women,” I said, my eyes
flicking at Lily.

Actually, she was the only naked woman I'd
really seen, except for me. The one on stage wasn't bad looking,
though, as she swung around the pole. A waitress wearing less than
me came over and Karl ordered drinks. Then we watched the
strippers. Some were good and some were like, uhm, just big tits
and hair.

And I found out that the vibrator worked even
better when I was sitting down with my legs together! That forced
me to open them as the sexual pressure began to rise and I began to
squirm helplessly.

“Do you think we can make our little sex
slave come right in her seat?” Karl asked Lily.

He hadn't even whispered. He'd actually
raised his voice a bit, and I flushed hotly, turning my head to
look around. But the music for the strippers was really loud so
nobody heard. Plus it was still daytime and for whatever reason it
seemed most people who went to strip clubs preferred to do it after
dark.

I turned from looking at one big-titted
blonde to see Karl talking with a stripper, one I remembered,
actually. She was wearing, well, basically a nightie. Then he
grinned at us and stood up. I thought, well, that's a bit
insulting. He's going to go somewhere with the stripper instead of
us?

“Come along, ladies,” he said.

Lily stood up with a brief smile, and it
wasn't like I was going to sit here alone, so I followed them,
confused, and wishing I could squeeze my pussy, which was really
hot and throbbing!

We went through a red curtain and then down a
narrow corridor where you could hardly see and then into a small
room about the size of the closet in his hotel bedroom. It had faux
leather benches around the walls, and Lily sat on one.

Karl pulled me in by the arm and pushed me
into the one across from her then sat down next to Lily as the
stripper started to move in time to the music coming from the main
bar. Even here it was pretty loud.

She was a blonde, though small and slim,
except for her large breasts. She quickly slipped her nightie off
and began to swing her hips in just a thong and bra, slowly
circling in place.

Why am I watching this? I thought. And
then I thought I can dance better than her.

But if Karl wanted to watch her dance well,
at least we were out of the sun.

She slipped off her bra, and her breasts came
free. They were bigger than mine, but even more firm, which meant
they were fake. She started to sway and roll her hips, sliding her
hands up through her hair, which was really long. I mean, mine is
long, but hers was all the way down her back, almost to her
waist.

She slipped off the thong and I was a bit
embarrassed, though she looked nice. She was, of course, perfectly
shaved. Probably had laser hair removal, I thought. I wonder how
much that costs.

And then she was putting a knee on the bench
on my left, and then climbing onto my lap!

I gaped at her, then jerked my eyes away and
stared at Karl, who was smirking at me, and I knew he'd hired her
to dance for us but mostly me!

I felt a rush of embarrassment and kind of
squirmed uncertainly, not knowing what to do or say or how to
respond!

She was straddling me, naked, and her hands
were on my shoulders as she ground herself against me! Her breasts
were very close to my face! And then she eased in and back and
lowered her breasts so they slid down across my face!

I gulped, embarrassed, uncomfortable and
feeling awkward. But then she slid up and slid her fingers through
my hair and leaned in and kissed me right on the lips!

It was a very nice kiss, very gentle, even.
And she tasted like strawberry.

And I knew Karl and Lily were watching.

The kiss went on and on as she slid her lips
against mine, deepening, and then her hands slid down my shoulders
and I gasped as they began to cup and knead my breasts!

My nipples were still hard, and had been for
some time. Likewise, my breasts were swollen and hot, and the rest
of me had been thrumming with sexual tension for a long while. The
feel of her fingers on my breasts was... wonderful!

I felt that rush of sexuality again, knowing
Karl and Lily were watching, and that he, at least, was getting
turned on by watching this. And the girl was sexy in her own right,
and her fingers were making my breasts throb even more
powerfully!

I moaned against her mouth, not sure what I
was expected to do. My own hands were on her shoulders but I didn't
think you were supposed to grope the dancers. Then again, the
dancer was groping me!

Her fingers slid down and then tugged my
t-shirt up to completely bare my breasts before I could really
react! I felt a wild jolt of heat and shock and embarrassment and
arousal even as she bent her head and fastened her mouth to the
center of my right breast!

I stared anxiously at the door, which was
covered only by a curtain, and gasped as she sucked and licked at
my rigid nipple! I jerked my eyes over at Karl, who smirked at me,
and Lily, who merely smiled.

I was topless in a public bar! In a strip
club!

The girl pulled her mouth off my breasts and
slid her fingers into my hair, her lips on mine again. It was a
more passionate kiss, this time, and now her bare breasts pillowed
out against mine, rubbing and grinding them as the heat swept
around and around me!

The skirt... the little denim skirt? The one
Lily had picked out for me? It zipped up the side – completely –
top to bottom. I didn't even realize what her hand was doing until
the zipper was undone, and then she tugged the skirt away and I was
naked!

I moaned dazedly, overcome by a wall of heat
and lust and passion and excitement and sensation as she ground her
naked body against mine! Then she was sliding down onto the floor,
spreading my knees apart, her hands on my breasts as she began to
lick my pussy!

My clitoris was framed neatly between the
slim prongs of the clip, and she licked at it hard and fast to
produce an incredibly intense flood of sensation that overwhelmed
my nervous system!

“Oh! Oh fuck! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Fuck!
Fuck!” I gasped breathlessly.

I felt helpless, even though I wasn't tied
up! I just sat there, slumped there with my legs spread as she
licked my burning clitoris and dug her fingers into my breasts!

I couldn't not climax. The best I could do
was try to keep the noises down as my hips bucked up violently
against her and I grabbed the top of her head to try to jam her in
even harder! I cried out several times, despite my best efforts,
squirming and arching and sobbing with pleasure as a massive orgasm
tore through my mind and body!

Karl and Lily had come across and were
sitting on the bench on either side of me, and as the orgasm faded,
they drew my hands out to the sides, onto their laps, and undid the
leather bracelets, then put them on. Or so it seemed to me. I
didn't care. I lay my head back across the top of the bench and
gulped in ragged breaths of air.

Karl took off the choker for some reason and
then replaced it. Though it felt heavier. I didn't care. I was...
shell-shocked by the force of the orgasm.

I moaned and started to pull my head forward,
and Karl pressed something hard against it, well, something
silicone... it was a ball, a black ball, like the one from last
night. Maybe it was the one from last night. I blinked and stared
at it in confusion as he pushed it into my mouth, then drew the
strap behind my head.

What was he doing? We were in a public
place.

He snapped the leash to the front of the
choker. Except it wasn't the choker any more, but a collar. I
grunted as he and Lily helped me to my feet, then drew my wrists
together behind me and locked them in place. But then started to
pull back as they led me to the curtain. I was still naked, after
all.

They pulled me through and into the narrow
hall, then continued further along it, turning a corner. There was
loud music everywhere, but also the sound of conversations, a lot
of them! And I was naked! Someone had even taken off my
sandals!

We went through a black curtain which had a
sign over it that said Demango's.

I had no idea what that was. Nor did I care.
There were people there! A lot of them! Standing around holding
drinks and talking! And I was fucking naked! And they were turning
and looking at me!

Holy fuck!

Yes, it was pretty dim, but not that dim, not
dim enough they weren't going to notice I was completely fucking
naked!

They were all dressed in various leather
outfits. Like the women would wear a leather halter, but with
nothing beneath. The men sometimes wore the same, or leather straps
across their chests, or leather jackets. Leather was very popular
in this place!

I was stunned. Saying that is really an
understatement!

But being stunned meant my mind wasn't
functioning. I didn't know what to do! My wrists were locked
together behind me, constantly jerking against the leather
restraints as I frantically and instinctively tried to cover
myself!

Karl led me along by the leash and we passed
a big vertical X frame. A naked black man was chained to it, his
back to us, and some skinny white guy was whipping him! Well,
flogging him. A dozen or so people looked on.

Holy fuck!

People were looking at me! They were staring
at me appreciatively, just like they'd been doing for hours, but
even more! And I was naked! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Karl led me up to a post about as thick as my
wrist. It rose from the ground to about mid-thigh on me, then it
spit into two separate posts. He and Lily stood me over them, and
like I said, I was still kind of stunned and dazed by it all! I
didn't even know what they were doing until I felt pressure against
my very, very wet and overheated pussy!

He pulled the vibrator thing out, and then I
felt the pressure growing. I jerked my head down and stared at the
sight of the rounded, cock-head shaped top of the post as it pushed
against me there!

Lily and Karl pulled my feet apart, and I
gasped and cried out as this lowered me onto the post! And not just
one! A bit lower was the other post and it was pushing against my
ass! Karl pulled the butt-plug out and then he and Lily spread my
ankles a little more, then a little more! And then they strapped
them down!

People were gathering around, more than had
been watching the Black guy! They were staring at me! I would have
been hyper-ventilating if it weren't for the ball-gag filling my
mouth! I could feel the two dildos sliding up inside me like they
were moving!

They were.

I shuddered as I looked down and sat the one
in front pushing deeper! It was even thicker than Karl! The one in
the back was just as thick, and they were both pushing up deep into
my belly!

This was insane!

I moaned helplessly, overwhelmed. My wrists
came free, but Lily and Karl each jerked them up and out before I
was even aware of that, and then clipped them to chains hanging
from above!

The dildos pushed even deeper, and then Karl
attached something to the front one. It was like a little tongue
which pressed up against the top of my sex.

And vibrated.

“Sex slave,” Lily whispered into my ear from
behind.

She was groping my breast from behind, and I
trembled and moaned dazedly.

The vibrator on this thing was way more
powerful than the one that had been driving me half nuts all day,
but I was really too shocked and mortified to respond to what it
was doing.

The crowd got bigger, but I only knew from my
peripheral vision. I couldn't possibly look out at them, meet their
eyes! Worse, someone turned on a little light, a red one, which
aimed right at me. And then another one, a very yellowy one, aimed
at me as well.

Now I was the most brightly lit thing
around!

Lily was sliding her hands over my body,
caressing my breasts and chest and belly, kneading my buttocks as
she moved around me, licking and kissing me everywhere. Then she
knelt before me and pulled the vibrator away. Now she began to lick
me directly, and while a part of me cringed a part me felt a wave
of relief because... because I wasn't the only one doing something
shocking all alone!

And then the stripper was behind me, her
breasts pressed against my back, sliding her hands up and down me,
kneading my breasts and kissing her way along my throat and up
under my ears!
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You can't stay mortified for long. It fades,
into humiliated, which fades into deeply embarrassed, which fades
itself. I had resigned myself to my fate, by then. There was
nothing I could do about it anyway. And besides, wasn't it already
done?

It? Well, I was being exposed naked in front
of strangers! Worse, I was being exposed as a kinky pervert!

Of course, these people were all kinky
perverts or they wouldn't be here. And most of them weren't nearly
as good looking as me, as hot as me, as sexy as me, as attractive
and desirable as me.

I felt myself... I never thought the word
'submit' or any variation of it, but that was what I felt myself
doing, surrendering to what was happening. And then, as the
embarrassment – which never left, by the way but did fade – got
more bearable, the sensations Lily was raising in me began to
spread through my body.

My body was primed and sexually charged,
after all, and had been for hours. The vibrator had made my
clitoris feel even more hyper-sensitive. And now her soft tongue
was expertly stroking it and sending wild rushes of pleasure
through my body.

I felt very sorry for myself. I felt very
much... victimized, sexually. But given the state of arousal I had
been feeling – which I was still feeling – that morphed into
something darkly sensual, something very... masochistic.

The very outrageousness of what they were
doing to me brought an intense flood of dark, desperately thrilling
heat to my mind, and thus to my body. This was so kinky and sick
and nasty and perverted and... and... hot!

I was still very much in disbelief, but that
didn't stop the sexual pressure from building up higher and higher.
And as it did it began to melt my inhibitions and swell that sense
of delicious, kinky, masochistic outrage.

I couldn't meet people's eyes but I knew
there were eyes all over me!

I was desperately anxious not to climax in
front of them, and fought against it as Lily skilfully licked me
and the other girl kneaded my breasts. But like the rest of my
inhibitions, the sexual heat, almost at a fever state, began to
melt my determination away.

I lost myself to this steamy, burning,
thrilling sense of sexuality and also to being a kind of sexual
victim, a... prisoner, a poor, virgin girl being abused by lustful
strangers! It was a very masochistic fantasy but I'd had it before.
Only never had it felt so incredibly real as now!

Lily came up from licking my clitoris, and
she and the stripper both lifted one of my breasts, bent and began
to suck and lick and chew on my tender flesh! At the same time,
Karl put the vibrator back into place.

The change... from vibrator to tongue and now
back to vibrator... was startling, and it seemed to redouble the
intensity of the sensations!

Someone gripped my hair and pulled it back
sharply so that my breasts strained out, and the two blondes sucked
and chewed harder.

I came, very, very powerfully, right in front
of all those people watching me! I screamed into the gag, twisting
and writhing and straining against the straps and chains as my hips
tried to buck against the dildos buried inside me!

It felt as if it blew my skull open! I
wouldn't have been able to stand were it not for my wrists being
chained up and out to either side. As it was I sagged against them,
not caring about how the leather restraints dug into my wrists.

I moaned as Karl took hold of my long hair,
jerking my head back while Lily dropped to her knees before me once
again. The vibrator was pulled back and her long, soft, delicious
tongue began to lick at my clitoris!

Karl held a thin crop in his hand. It was no
thicker than a pencil, but had a little leather flap on the end, a
kind of doubled up strap a couple of inches long. He swung the crop
down and let the leather snap across my flesh – across my right
breast – across my nipple!

It stung, but not terribly or anything. The
physical sensation was only mildly distracting. It wasn't even as
bad as the sting in my scalp from where he held my hair. But the
psychic jolt was a lot more powerful. I was like... what! What!
OMG!

He swung it down again, and again, and again,
so that the little flap slapped at my rigid nipple, and the little
stings began to add up, to turn the center of my breast pink and
warm the flesh.

He rubbed the thing back and forth, then
snapped it down across my nipple again several times. Each time it
hit it sent a sting through my breast, and a dark sense of excited
outrage through my mind. He swung it down repeatedly, and my nipple
began to burn and ache, the stings growing worse as my flesh became
more sensitive.

He paused, and let the long, thin shaft slide
back and forth across my breast, then slide down along my taut
belly and abdomen before sliding up again and snapping the tip
against my nipple again!

I moaned into the gag, trying to pull
loose.

He released my hair, and I gasped, as he
moved around to my other side. Then he seized my hair again and
jerked my head back before he brought the tip of the crop down on
my left nipple!

Meanwhile, the stripper bent and began to
lick at the center of my right breast before folding her lips
around my aching nipple and sucking gently. Her gentle sucking,
though, grew, becoming stronger and stronger, rhythmic hard little
sucks again and again even as the little crop snapped down across
my other nipple!

This is so fucking insane! I thought
dazedly. A mob of people were staring at us, most of them kind of
shadowy since the only light was on me.

Lily was licking hard and fast at my swollen
clitoris while Karl made my left nipple burn. Then, at some word in
German she rose and began to lick and then suck on my left nipple
while Karl clipped the vibrator back in place and turned it on.

I felt as if I was... melting... from the
inside! My nipples and breasts flamed and throbbed and the
vibrations were resonating through my entire lower belly!

And everyone was watching! A crowd of
strangers was staring at me!

I came again, trembling and shaking, spasming
wildly, thrashing against the restraints as a howling storm of
sensations overloaded my nervous system! Not to mention my mind! I
cried out again and again, but... even with my hazy mind I knew
nobody could really hear because of the pounding music in the
background and because of the gag.

So I felt even that inhibition fading, and my
cries turned to screams as I twisted and writhed in the grip of a
monster orgasm!

I think I barely survived it without losing
consciousness. I hung from the chains, gasping for breath and
moaning into the gag as Karl moved behind me. I felt his hand down
low, adjusting something about the bar thing that had pushed those
dildos up inside me. Then the one in my ass seemed to come loose
and slide down.

Something else pushed up into my ass, and it
felt very, very real! It was slick and it was hard and it was warm
and I knew it was Karl because I recognized the sensation!

That sensation was slick and sensual,
especially as it began to move in and out. But even more incredible
was the knowledge that he was doing it! That Karl was fucking my
ass right here, right now, right in front of all these people!

Oh fuck! I thought!

The two girls ran their hands over the front
of my body as Karl slowly fucked me in the ass, his hips working
steadily and smoothly, pushing his big cock deeper with every
thrust.

While all those people watched me!

I shuddered and trembled breathlessly,
gasping and moaning as his hips began to touch my buttocks and the
vibrator purred away at my already hyper-sensitive clitoris. Soon
his hips were slapping my buttocks harder and harder so that my
body jerked and shuddered to the blows!

While all those people watched me!

Another orgasm hit me, and another, and still
another, as I twisted and writhed and thrashed under the rolling
waves of sensation and explosive bursts of pleasure! I felt as if I
were in another world, another universe, where impossible things
like this happened!

I was sweating and panting for breath and
twitching and trembling when they eased the thick bar thing down
out of my aching pussy. I felt so shell-shocked that I barely
noticed as they wrapped the little skirt around me and led me back
through the curtain.

By the time we went out the opposite side I
had the cleavage baring t-shirt on again, and Karl and Lily were
leading me like I was drunk out through the bar and out into the
sun.

Like... like I was back in the real world.
The bright sunlight, the hot temperature... so very, very different
from the dimly lit recesses of the club, with the pounding music
and the cool air conditioned air...

I didn't talk at all for some time. I don't
even remember when they took the gag out, in fact. I just was aware
it wasn't there, but didn't know what to say.

I mean, holy freaking God!

I was kind of overwhelmed.

And yet, it really did feel like that had
happened in a different world. I hadn't known any of those people
and none knew who I was. I would never see them again either. And
as we walked along, well, no one around me had seen me, so it was
almost like it had never happened.

Except my nipples and the center of my
breasts felt hot and achy, of course. And I still felt sort of
hollow from Karl fucking my ass so hard...

Guys eyed me with interest as we walked
along, but that didn't seem to be something I much cared about now.
Certainly my half naked breasts didn't bother me. I mean, people
had seen me completely naked and being fucked in the ass! It was
hard to get shy about showing some cleavage after that!

Wow!

That had really happened!

Lily and Karl had been talking a little in
German. Lily nudged me now and I turned to look at her.

“So?”

“So what?” I asked.

“How are you feeling?”

I looked at her uncertainly.

“I don't know,” I said honestly.

“You had good orgasms,” Karl said with a
smile.

I had. I could feel them in my memory. There
was even a little echo of them when I thought about what had
happened.

“That was fucking insane,” I said.

Lily laughed.

“You might have asked me!” I snapped.

“You would have said no,” Karl replied.

I glared at him.

“You are an exhibitionist at heart. All
pretty girls are.”

“I am not! I almost had a fucking heart
attack!”

“You have a gorgeous body, so you have
nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I turned and glared at Lily. “Or you!”

“She went on stage in the strip club on
amateur night,” Karl said.

I blinked at him, then at her and she
shrugged.

“Naked?”

“Naked,” she said.

“Up on stage?”

She nodded.

“Why? What was it like?”

“For kicks. It was... wild. I would get used
to it but you're only up there for a few minutes. But for a few
minutes you're naked in front of a hundred or two hundred people,
mostly men. It's... very intense.”

“You have a beautiful body. You have nothing
to be embarrassed about,” Karl said.

I glared at him.

“Why does she have a gorgeous body and mine
is only beautiful?” Lily demanded.

“She has bigger tits.”

I rolled my eyes.

*

We went back to the penthouse, and once
inside they turned on me without warning, with Karl gripping the
t-shirt and peeling it up and off while Lily undid the skirt and
pulled it away.

“Hey! What!!”

“Slave girls don't need to wear clothes,”
Karl said.

I felt a hot shudder run through me.

“You're a kinky pervert!” I gulped.

He turned em to the wall and slapped my
bottom stingingly.

“Ow! Hey!”

“Slave girls must respect their master,” he
said.

“And their mistress,” Lily added with a
smirk.

They put the restraints and collar back on,
as well as the headband with the ears, the mittens – and the
butt-plug with the tail attached. Then attached the leash to the
collar and Karl had me crawl into the living room.

I was tired but... it was still hot and kinky
and exciting, so I didn't really resist. He and Lily had me crawl
back and forth, and then put my face down and my ass in the air
like before. Then he had me kneel upright with my hands folded down
like I was a dog begging. Then he had me sit back on my heels with
my knees spread and my hands behind my neck and back arched.

It was all very kinky and sexual.

And then, Karl picked up a ball. I thought,
at first, that it was the ball-gag and he was going to gag me
again, but it was just a ball. He tossed it across the floor.

“Fetch.”

I looked at him in disbelief, and he bent
over and slapped my bottom stingingly.

“OW!” I yelped, lurching forward.

“Fetch!”

This was so nasty!

I crawled a little away, glaring at him, but
then... I felt this darkly seductive wave of heat and crawled to
where the ball was. I knew very well he didn't want me picking it
up in my mittened hands so I leaned over and grabbed it in my
teeth, then turned and crawled back to drop it into his hand.

“Good bitch,” he said, ruffling my hair.

“I thought I was a kitten,” I muttered.

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

“Don't talk back to your master.”

I fetched the ball for him a couple of times,
feeling very... sexually... alive. Each time he took it from me he
groped my breast or stroked his hand along my bare back.

Then he had me give him a lap dance, which I
did – while he groped and sucked on my breasts and aching
nipples.

He had me give Lily a lap dance, and I did,
kissing her excitedly as her hands stroked and caressed me. Then I
had to slide over to give him another lap dance.

And then the doorbell rang.

I gasped, eyes widening, feeling a jolt of
anxiety, and instinctively trying to jump off his lap. I couldn't,
though. He was holding firmly to my thighs where I sat straddling
him!

I heard voices by the door and jerked my arms
in across my breasts, but he glared and grabbed them, jerking them
down.

“Do you want a spanking, slave girl?” he
demanded.

“But – !”

Lily came back – with a guy following
her!

A very cute guy! He had thick brown hair
cutting across his forehead, dark brown eyes, a strong, really good
looking face, with a cleft jaw, and what looked like a very fit,
swimmer's body under his gray suit.

My face flooded with heat, of course, and I
jerked my head away, down and to the right as they came in on the
left. My heart pounded wildly and my pulse was racing.

“This is our little slave girl, Megan,” Lily
said in amusement. “She's shy.”

“She doesn't look like she has much to be shy
about,” the newcomer said.

He had an accent too, but it was British!

“This is Trent,” Lily said. “Say hello to
Trent, slave girl.”

I gasped as she jerked back on my hair,
forcing my head up and back, and also pulling my chest back from
where I'd been trying to kind of hide myself against Karl's
chest!

He was smiling down at me and I felt the skin
of my face burning!

“Trent is going to dinner with us,” Lily
said.

“I don't usually do blind dates,” Trent said.
“But I couldn't resist this one after Karl sent me your
picture.”

Picture? What picture!?

He sat down next to Karl.

“I have to get dressed,” Karl said.

He let go of my wrists, and then slapped my
ass. An instant later he seized me under the arms and (Karl is a
strong guy) lifted me up and plunked me down on Trent's lap!

Ack!

Trent's hands dropped onto my thighs to pin
me in place as Karl got up and started talking with Lily. Then the
two of them walked to the stairs and went upstairs together!

Leaving me alone and naked with this guy!
This... very hot British guy!

I felt my heart thumping wildly as his hands
caressed my bare thighs.

“Do you live in Las Vegas, Megan?” he
asked.

I jerked my head from side to side, trying to
look away from him.

His hands slid around me and up and down my
back, then curved around my chest until they were cupping my
breasts!

I shuddered and then moaned as he leaned in
to suck and lick at my nipples! I didn't know how to react or what
to do!

“You have incredible breasts,” he said,
pulling his head up and back and looking me in the eyes. “And even
more amazing eyes.”

He kissed me on the lips, gently, at first,
and... again, I didn't know what to do!

His hands moved up and down my back, and his
kissing got hotter and... I started to kiss back, reluctantly at
first, but soon with more enthusiasm as the sharp sting of
embarrassment began to fade.

Yes, I know it was crazy, but my inhibitions
had been sorely tested over the last two days, and given what I'd
done, and all the people who had watched me just that day, well,
this was less shocking than it should have been. Or maybe what had
happened had kind of numbered my mind!

But his lips felt really nice on my breasts,
on my horribly swollen, hypersensitive nipples, and his hands were
strong and warm as they slid over my body!

“There's music playing, little slave,” he
said, easing his lips back. “Give me a lap dance.”

Well, and hadn't I just been doing that
anyway? It wasn't such a stretch then, and I began to grind myself
against him as he caressed me. I could feel him getting hard under
me, especially as I turned around, my back to him, grinding my
buttocks against his crotch.

He pushed me off and then gripped my hair,
and I gasped at the now-familiar yank against my scalp as he pulled
my face in against his crotch. I was already panting as he undid
his trousers and pulled his zipper down, then reached in and pulled
out his cock.

Oh, God! I thought. I shouldn't be
doing this!

But I did nothing to resist as he pulled me
down, taking his stiff cock into my mouth and sucking immediately,
licking and bobbing up and down as my body began to churn with a
wild, animal heat! He wasn't as big as Karl, but he was big! The
soft flesh of his shaft felt incredibly erotic as my lips slid up
and down its length.

And then... then I didn't need to be ordered
to deep throat him! I knew I could do it since he wasn't as long as
Karl and not quite as thick. I gurgled as I swallowed him, my lips
sliding all the way down to his body as he sighed in pleasure.

“I love a sex slave who knows her business,”
he said.

This game was so hot and kinky!

A sex slave, a sex kitten, could do whatever
she wanted, whatever she was ordered to do, and it was just, like,
not her fault! I mean, I was a sex slave so I had to obey!

I slid my lips back up, panting, licking,
sucking.

“Position yourself, slave girl,” he suddenly
said, pulling me up and back by the hair. “Face down, bottom
high.”

The tone of his voice was very firm and
commanding, and I shuddered with heat as I twisted around and
dropped the front of my torso to the floor, stretching my arms out
and raising my hips high as he moved in behind me.

I moaned at the feel of his slick cock
sliding up and down along my sex. Then he pushed himself into me
and I felt that wanton sense of perfection as he began to ride me
hard and fast! He used me the way a bitch would be used; roughly,
gripping my hair, yanking it back, slapping my bottom, and taking
me deep into that fever dream of seductive sexual slavery!

I barely knew him! But all that mattered was
the feel of his hips slapping against my buttocks, rocking my body,
grinding my breasts against the floor, and his sock riding in and
out of my sopping pussy!

It took me less than a minute to climax,
shuddering and sobbing for breath as the fever swept around me and
I gave myself to it with giddy delight!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


The dress Lily had me wear was white, with
very thin spaghetti straps crossing my shoulders, and a plunging
scoop neck front that displayed a huge amount of cleavage! It was
tight around the waist, had a very short hem that definitely made
it a mini, and despite that, was slit up to the hip on the
right!

And they ignored my protests as they pulled
me out the door and into the elevator.

I had no underwear beneath, and was wearing
the butt-plug and thee little vibrator thing again, which Karl and
Trent were gleefully playing with as we rode down, then crossed the
lobby and went through the casino.

And people were staring at me again! Okay,
Lily was dressed in a not much better fashion. She wore a black
dress. It didn't have a scoop neck, but if anything, plunged even
further, and had a higher slit. So in a way I suppose I couldn't
complain, at least not to her.

We did some gambling, while I fought off that
familiar sense of self-consciousness. Men ogled me. They ogled Lily
too, but they ogled me more. Or maybe that was just my imagination.
The vibrator came on and off at irregular intervals, making me
flinch and gasp each time it turned on.

Before long my sex was sopping, and my
clitoris felt so swollen I thought I would come if I so much as ran
my finger across it!

We walked along the strip. It was dark now,
but of course, the strip was never dark. Lights flashed everywhere
and the traffic was endless, both cars and people.

But not every single place was brightly lit,
nor did every single place have people. The sidewalk was not simply
a straight path. It moved in and out around various buildings,
sometimes going up stairs or escalators and over foot bridges.
There were bushes and flowers and statues and big thick pillars and
advertising signs and you name it.

We wandered in and out, going through various
malls and casinos, doing some gambling, and a little shopping,
stopping for drinks here and there. And then we went into a sex
shop! I felt my pulse, already pounding, quicken as I realized what
kind of shop it was!

There were mostly tourists inside, and not a
lot of them. They led me along the aisles, looking at kinky sex
toys and lubrication and nipple clips and handcuffs and thigh-high
stiletto heeled boots. And then Karl picked up a dildo. It was long
and thick, and he considered it.

“This is about like me,” he said, but a bit
shorter, and maybe a bit thinner.”

“I'd have to put my lips around it to be
sure,” Lily said with a smirk.

“You already have a strap-on,” I gulped as
she examined it.

The dildo had straps attached, obviously
intended to be used... well, like the way she'd already used one on
me.

She smirked at me.

“This isn't a strap-on, little slave girl,”
she cooed. “This is a strap-in.”

“I don't understand,” I gulped.

Karl snorted and carried it up front. And
then, without the slightest sign of embarrassment, paid for it. I
stayed close to Lily, flushed and not meeting the eyes of the
cashier, not wanting him to think it was for me!

We went back outside and continued along, but
didn't get far. We went up a flight of stairs, and then I was
pulled aside into a little alcove. It wasn't much of an alcove, and
it overlooked the sidewalk below and the people walking there.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Whatever we want to, slave girl,” Karl
said.

They were all behind me, which was some
comfort since that would block the view of casual passerby as they
lifted my skirt up to my waist and bent me over the railing! The
people below could look up and see me, but that wouldn't tell them
anything!

I felt my legs pulled aside, and then the
little vibrator was pulled out, and instead the thick dildo was
pushed up inside me! OMG! It stretched me so incredibly! I was so
hot, and the feel of it sliding up inside me was intense! And then
a male hand slid around me and covered my mouth as fingers began to
stroke my clitoris!

I came, twisting and writhing as the dildo
was pumped into me, forced deeper with every thrust. People were
walking back and forth right below me and if any of them looked up
they'd probably wonder what was going on! I didn't care, though, as
Karl forced that big cock all the way up inside me!

My hips stopped jerking and thrashing and he
pulled his hand away – if it was his. I gasped and shuddered,
gulping in air as I felt the thin straps pulled up across my hips
and then tightened to lock the big dildo in place... inside me!

They let the skirt fall and pulled me back. I
staggered, moaning, chest heaving, and they smirked at me as they
pulled me along, back into the flow of tourists walking the mall.
Only now I had a big dildo jammed high inside me!

It was... weird walking! It didn't vibrate
like the thing they'd used on me before, but it wasn't fully buried
either, so it kept the lips of my sex stretched out as I walked,
and my inner thighs brushed against them, making it awkward to
walk.

We went to dinner, then, and I sat down very,
very carefully! Even then I felt the pressure pushing up against
the bottom of the dildo, felt the head jamming achingly high inside
me! I sat across from Lily. We were in a fancy restaurant with
linen tablecloth,, and both men, sitting on either side of me,
enjoyed sliding their hands under the table and then under my short
skirt to finger my bare pussy.

The only reason I got through dinner without
having another orgasm was because I was terrified of losing it and
screaming in pleasure in a quiet room full of people!

My mind was being drowned in a continuous
flood of sexuality and sexual heat and outrageous sexual games! I
had never felt so intensely sexual and aroused for so long! I
wondered if it was possible to overdose!

And the longer it went on, the more normal it
seemed.

After dinner it was easier to walk. Sitting
down had pushed the dildo that much deeper into my body, and the
lips of my sex had now been able to close just behind it – or
mostly close. Lily took me into the bathroom and examined the
dildo, and found it no longer visible.

All you could see was a single strap going
around my waist then another slimmer one descending down to
disappear between the lips of my sex. She had to pull on it a bit
to make the dildo pop into view. Then she pushed it back
inside.

We went dancing in a darkened club with lots
of flashing lights and very loud music. I had no bra, remember, and
the loose top let my breasts move around freely. And given how much
cleavage it showed that meant my breasts were threatening to come
completely out. They certainly did move into view often. I had to
keep tugging the top back to cover them!

Thank God it was dark!

And then we met another couple. A black
couple. Carter was tall and muscular, and Tiana had shoulder length
hair done in very pretty ringlets, and a sweet, round face. Both of
them were in their late twenties, so again, a decade older than
me.

Carter looked at me in a way which made me
shudder and made my heart pound. Because... because I wondered if
Karl would let him fuck me! And it was... really freaky weird that
I was thinking that way instead of even considering whether I
wanted to fuck him!

I did, actually. But in the dark, steamy mood
I was in almost nothing was beyond me! I was almost intoxicated
with the sensuality of my sexual freedom to be as openly slutty as
I could imagine! Even though I never actually did a single thing on
my own to be slutty! It was just... whatever Karl did!

And Karl was unpredictable! And he invited
them back to his penthouse! I felt the breath catch in my throat,
because I suspected Karl was going to make me fuck him!

Make me? That was a strange thing to think. I
mean, Karl hadn't made me do a single thing so far. But I had gone
along with him, and the incredible sexual tension which began to
crawl over my skin came from the knowledge that if Karl ordered me
to fuck this guy I knew I would!

I felt disoriented, momentarily dazed with
the situation. But I shook it off as we headed back outside and the
bright lights of Vegas at night flashed around me. Karl was
obviously intrigued with Tiana. He wanted her. I could see that.
Why wasn't I jealous?

We got back to the penthouse and Trent turned
music on as everyone settled in the great room. Lily got drinks.
Meanwhile, Karl took me aside and led me into a sort of study. He
closed the door behind and then his fingers slipped under the
spaghetti strings of the dress and slid them over my shoulders so
the top collapsed and bared my breasts.

I felt a surge of emotion, a kind of anxious
anticipation.

Then his hands continued, sliding quickly
down my sides and pushing the dress over my hips so it collapsed at
my ankles.

“Wh-what are you going to do!?” I gulped.

“Something exciting, little slave girl,” he
purred.

He took my wrist and led me to a cabinet,
then opened and I saw the the leather restraints there. I felt
another surge of emotions! More anxiety, now, because I
suspected... I feared... that he'd be tying me up and then showing
me to Carter and Tiana! I wanted... some part of me wanted to
object, to say “No!” in a firm voice, to demand a promise or
something that he wasn't going to take me out into the great
room.

But I didn't speak as he buckled the straps
around one wrist, then the other, then pulled them together behind
my back. My chest was tight and my heart pounding before he pushed
the ball gag into my mouth and strapped it behind my head!

I knew I couldn't even object now even if I
worked up the courage to do so!

The collar came next, and then the leash
attached to the front. And then... and then he tugged on the collar
and led me to the door! Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh no!

I kind of hung back a little, feeling a wild
sense of something like panic! But he was so much stronger than me
and... I didn't really put up much of a fight. I mean, he barely
noticed as he tugged me out of the room and up the hall and then
out into the living room!

Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I could feel how hot my
skin was getting as he led me in among them, and all those people
stared at me!

“This is my little slave girl,” he said.

I was trying to look down and away, but he
gripped my hair behind the neck and jerked my head around so I was
facing them. I shuddered, mortified, as Tiana smirked at me and
Carter stared with hungry interest.

“Nice tits on her,” he said.

“Nice everything,” Karl said, jerking sharply
back on my hair to force my back to arch.

“What's she got inside her?”

He chuckled and sat down, then pulled me
across his lap so my bottom was facing most of them. I felt him
tugging on the straps, then undoing something. He slid the dildo
slowly out into view as everyone looked on.

“Nice and big,” Carter said.

“She likes them that way.”

Crack!

I moaned as he slapped my bottom.

“She's such a bad little slave girl,” he
said, sliding the dildo deep again.

“She got one up her ass too?” Tiana
asked.

“This is just a butt plug,” Karl said.

Crack!

I flinched at the second blow.

“She has a very tight little ass.”

Crack!

I gasped at the third blow.

“Of course, she's new to being a slave
girl.”

Crack!

“She has to be properly trained.”

Crack!

I felt the dildo pumping slowly, while his
fingers stroked my clitoris, and a dark churning heat began to
swirl within me.

I gasped as I felt the sharp pull of the
leash against the collar. It forced me up off his lap and down onto
my knees on the floor. Lily was holding it, I saw now.

She pulled me into the middle of the group of
people, and she pushed back the coffee table. There was kind of
polished wooden... uh... bench under it. Only it was rounded on
top, like a log cut in half with the flat part on the bottom.

And there was a big dildo sticking out of
it!

I shuddered as she pulled me over until I
straddled the 'log' and then pushed me down. She bent and undid the
straps of the dildo inside me and pulled it out, then I felt the
lips of my sex make contact with the larger dildo below. I felt
them spreading me wider, stretching me out, and then pushing up
into my body.

This was so insane!

But what could I do!?

I whimpered and moaned as she forced me down
further and further, until I was sitting fully atop the log, the
dildo jammed achingly deep inside me!

She did something to the collar around my
neck, then, unbuckling it, but not removing it. Then Karl came over
and helped her. They were doing something above me and I wasn't
sure what. I pulled my head back and saw that they were stretching
the leash up to meet a chain of some kind which dangled from
overhead! Where had that come from?!

Lily dropped down and wrapped straps that
were attached to the 'log' around my ankles, then pressed a button
on the log and a little part, right at the base of the dildo began
to vibrate. It was right against my clitoris, naturally.

I gurgled and felt my eyes bulge as the
collar around my neck, which was no longer fastened together,
pulled tight, choking me. I rose up so that the pressure eased, and
no one stopped me. Instead Lily and Karl went and sat down
again.

I was all alone in the middle of the six of
them, all eyes on me, and still blushing hotly.

And confused.

I was also, I discovered, in kind of an
awkward position – in more ways than one. My ankles were pressed
against the side of the log behind me, and I was kind of uneasily
holding myself up a few inches in a position were gravity kept
pulling me downward.

It didn't take long before my thighs and
abdominal muscles began to ache.

And then the big flat screen on the wall lit
up in front of me. And I gaped at the sight of … me! It showed me
on the bed while Karl fucked me! And it was very crisp and brightly
lit! I hadn't had any idea there was a camera in there! I flushed
anew to see and hear myself having sex, while six people
watched!

I eased down on the dildo.

The collar around my neck was now sort of
like a belt, tightening or loosening as I moved up and down. I
gurgled as I moved down a little, and felt the buzzing vibration of
the vibrator!

I eased back up, my mind swirling wildly as
my video image screamed in pleasure while Karl pounded her! I'd
never seen myself having sex on camera before! I'd never imagined
doing so!

I thought I might be going crazy!

The camera had the other day's sex, and also
this morning's. I was so... exposed!

I slid down the dildo a little more, and
gurgled as the collar tightened. But I felt the vibrator and my
clitoris tingled hotly.

A dark tide of heat was rising within me as
my embarrassment began to fade under the continuing overload of
what had happened today, what was happening now, and the video of
myself they were all watching.

I slid up, gasping, panting. God! That felt
so good! Riding on that thick cock like that!

I slid down, gurgling, feeling my eyes bulge
as I forced myself down all the way, until the vibrator was jammed
hard against my clitoris!

I couldn't breath like that, so rose up,
higher than before, then slid down, rose up and slid down, rose up
and slid down, while the heat spread out within me. My entire body
felt like it was radiating heat now, and I bathed in the shocking
perversion of it all!

The sexual fever was upon me and nothing else
mattered!

I rode up down with growing desperation,
riding the thick dildo, eyes bulging every time I got down all the
way and the collar tightened around my throat. But only when I was
down all the way was my clitoris fully jammed against the
vibrator!

I came, twisting and writing and crying out
again and again, wallowing in the shame of them all watching me do
it! In the sense of being a 'slave girl', a helpless sexual
slave!

The orgasm was tremendously powerful! I rode
the dildo with ragged need, the collar choking me on every full
fall, making my head threaten to explode!

If I'd been alone I might even have died! But
Lily pulled me up as I was grinding myself against the vibrator,
too dazed and overwhelmed by the pleasure and passion to worry
about not being able to breath.

Gripping me by the hair, she pulled me
towards where Conrad was sitting, forcing me to sort of knee-walk
along next to her, face scorched by heat, mind blasted by pleasure
and overwhelmed by the shocking outrageousness of it all.

I gasped as she forcing me to my feet, then
pushed me forward. My lower legs hit the edge of the sofa and I had
to get my knees up onto it as she settled me on top of the big
Black man, straddling him.

Facing him!

Then she let me go and he chuckled throatily,
raising his hands and cupping my breasts.

“These are nice,” he said admiringly.

Tiana, sitting right next to him, sniffed
derisively.

“You good at sucking cock, slave girl?” he
asked.

I could not, of course, answer. And he knew
that. He traced his finger around the ball protruding from my
lips.

“He's a lot bigger than what you got in there
now, bitch,” Tiana said.

I didn't care. I swayed drunkenly, twitching
and trembling from that massive orgasm, not caring about anything
else as Carter and Tiana ran their hands over my body and commented
on it to each other.

“You should pierce her nipples,” Tiana
said.

“I don't like metal in my mouth when I'm
biting things,” Karl replied.

Karl gripped my hair and jerked my head back
and then licked at my stiff nipples. Then he pulled my head forward
again to face him.

“You like black cock, slave girl?” he
asked.

He reached up and undid the strap, pulling
the ball-gag out of my mouth.

“Tell me you love black cock, baby,” he
said.

I just gulped in air, panting like a dog.

He gripped my stiff nipples between thumbs
and forefingers and pinched them until they started to burn.

I moaned and started to squirm and gasp.

“Tell me you love black cock, baby.”

“I-I love black cock!” I gasped.

“Call me master.”

I moaned. “I love black cock, master,” I
whispered.

He pinched my nipples again.

“Louder, slave girl.”

“I love black cock, Master!” I exclaimed.

“Slut!” Tiana said, sneering at me.

“Again, I like hearing it.”

“I love black cock, Master!” I gulped.

He slid his fingers into my mouth and pumped
them in and out.

“You think you can deep throat me, slave
girl?” he demanded.

“This white bitch don't have no talent,”
Tiana sniffed.

“I ain't never met no white girl who could
take every inch of my cock yet,” he said.

Carter rolled my nipples between his
fingers.

“Tell me you want to suck my black cock,
baby.”

“I... I want to suck your black cock...
master!” I said anxiously.

“Whore,” Tiana said.

“Beg me.”

I had caught my breath now, more or less, but
my mind was still feeling kind of stunned and loggy. The things he
wanted me to say were... embarrassing and... nasty and wicked, and
hot, and I knew he'd pinch my nipples if I didn't say them.

“Please may I suck your black cock, Master,”
I said.

That was embarrassing enough on its own! It
was worse with his girlfriend sitting next to him.

“You need to ask my permission to suck his
cock, slut,” Tiana said.

I was confused by that but I started to beg
her permission, only to be interrupted as Carter pushed me back off
his lap to drop to the floor in front of him. He pulled me forward
by the hair, though, pulling my face in towards his crotch.

I dropped my eyes, but I could see he was
undoing his trousers. Then he pulled me forward by the hair and his
big stiff black cock was right in front of me! And it was even
bigger than Karl's!

I moaned as he rubbed it over my face.

“Now you're gonna prove your master wasn't
just bragging for nothing, slave girl,” he said. “You're gonna
swallow every fuckin' inch.”

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I felt a momentary panic before Carter pushed
the head of his cock into my mouth.

“I didn't say you could suck my boyfriend's
cock, you slut!” Tiana said.

Crack!

Lily slapped my bottom sharply!

“Bottom out, slave girl!” she barked.

I moaned and obeyed as my lips slid down his
shaft.

“Did you hear me, slut?” Tiana demanded.

I moaned again, sucking and licking, starting
to feel a crazed whirl of emotions as I sucked.

“Dirty little white whore!” Tiana
growled.

She slid Carter's belt out of the loops as I
pushed lower and then doubled it in her hand.

“Get your mouth off my boyfriend's cock,
slut!”

I tried to rise but Carter's hand was on my
head, his other gripping my hair, and they were pushing me
down!

I gurgled as his cock pushed into my throat,
and my lips slid even lower.

He was so thick!

Crack!

I flinched at the blow to my bottom! It
wasn't a hand, but a strap! No! It was the belt in Tiana's
hand!

“You hear me, slut?!”

Crack!

“You don't suck my boyfriend's cock without
clearing it with me first!”

Crack!

“Whore!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Carter's big cock pushed all the way into my
throat, his hands pushing me down until my lips were jammed in
against his groin. I gurgled and gasped and fought to control my
gag reflex and my stomach as sharp, stinging blows landed on my
bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bitch! You think you can get away with
sucking my boyfriend's cock without my permission!?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Carter let me up and I coughed and gasped and
saliva dribbled over my lower lip as I gulped in ragged breaths of
air!

“See? She took every inch,” Karl said.

“Yeah but I kinda had to help her,” Carter
said.

“I'll turn your little white ass black and
blue, bitch!” Tiana said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned, but really, everything
other than breathing was secondary. Especially since Carter pushed
my mouth down onto his cock again and I knew – yes, he pushed me
down further!

I gurgled as his fat cockhead entered my
throat, and my lips slid down all the way in one smooth movement as
his hands pushed on my head.

But this time it felt incredibly erotic!
Despite how thick he was, despite how it made my throat ache, the
slick caress of his soft black skin against my lips and throat and
tongue as it slid down was wildly exciting!

“You get your lips off my boyfriend's cock,
bitch!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tiana strapped my bottom as Carter pulled me
up and down on his cock, and I gurgled dazedly, overwhelmed by it
all, and now light-headed in addition.

“Dirty little whore,” Tiana said from behind
me.

I felt her fingers against my sex, several of
them. They pushed into me, squirming and twisting, feeling slick
and oiled.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, whore!” she barked.

Whimpering, gasping, I obeyed, and her
fingers pumped in and out of me. Then they seemed to thicken, and
then thicken again! I could feel myself being stretched, feel the
mouth of my sex straining, aching, more and more!

But... like I said, with a thick cock filling
my throat, and my head pounding from lack of oxygen, everything
else was really pushed way down in terms of importance.

I don't mean I didn't care what she was
doing, just that my mind wasn't focused on it very much.

Carter pulled me up by the hair and I coughed
and gulped in air again as he rubbed his spit-wet cock over my
face.

“Is she a good cocksucker, Carter?” Tiana
asked.

“Yeah, she's pretty good,” he said.

“Not as good as me, though,” she said.

“No, you're the best, baby.”

I didn't really care. I just cared about the
deep, ragged breaths of air I was pulling in. At least for some
seconds. But as my breathing settled and Carter sat back and pulled
my mouth in against his balls, I was able to redirect more
attention from my mouth.

“Suck my balls, slave girl,” he ordered.

I obeyed him, but now felt just how
incredibly thick Tiana's fingers felt inside me, and how deep they
were! I felt a sense of disorientation and confusion. No way was
that her fingers! It was too thick and too deep!

It pumped in and out slowly, and then I felt
the fingers turning and moving inside me, and I knew. They were way
too deep! Way too deep!

They were way up inside me! Her whole fucking
hand was inside me!

I was... stunned! What!? How!? Oh my God!

Lily was kneeling on my right while Tiana was
on my left. And I think it was Lily who reached in under my hips
and pushed a vibrator against my clitoris, grinding it back and
forth.

I was lost! I wasn't me any more! I was
just... I was the sex slave that I was playing at being! I gurgled
around Carter's cock as he rode my mouth and throat up and down
him! The feel of the vibrator made my hips jerk and spasm. And then
there was Tiana's hand!

She slowly drew the individual fingers in and
back to form a fist inside me, then began to pump it slowly in and
out, sliding it deep so that her wrist disappeared inside me! I
screamed dazedly as the first orgasm hit me, but then a string of
them exploded, and my mind and body disintegrated, thrashing and
twisting and bucking, muscles spasming uncontrollably as a storm of
emotions and sensations overloaded my mind!

What did it matter what they did to me if
this kind of incredible, screaming pleasure was the result!

At some point Trent fucked me, and then I
licked Lily while Karl fucked me, and then I straddled Carter and
rode his cock while I sucked Karl's cock again. It's all kind of a
wild muddle in my head.

*

I woke up the next morning, early, my wrists
still bound behind my back.

I lay in bed alone, staring up at the
ceiling, then around at the room, the memories of the previous day
hitting me in a series of obscene flashbacks. It had been a day
filled with sex from start to finish. That was... impossible! But
it had happened! A whole day of nothing but sex!

And I lay there naked and bound and collared,
ready for another day of the same!

I knew that this was... wrong... on many
levels. But as shocking as the memories of what had happened were,
the memories were filled with the heat and pleasure and dark
excitement, thrills and orgasms which had accompanied them.

That made them kind of hard to regret.

But I had never intended to get involved with
this group of kinky perverts! And I knew I should get away from
them! I mean, this wasn't... right! I shouldn't be participating in
nasty stuff like this!

I was a law student, for Gods sakes! And this
was insane!

But it was also incredibly hot, and wildly
thrilling!

And again, with all this... incredible
luxury, and being in Las Vegas, it was all like I was in another
world, another universe, with different rules of behavior. And I
was playing a game, a role. At least, that was how I thought of
it.

Until the door opened and instead of Karl
coming in I saw Carter looming in the door!

I gulped, and sat up in bed as he walked in.
I wondered where Karl was, and why Carter had stayed over. Then
again, it was a huge suite and had multiple bedrooms so I guess
there was room.

Carter reached for me, for my hair that is.
Every guy since I'd gotten here had used my hair as a kind of
handle, and he was no exception. Except he was actually rougher
than the others. I yelped as he yanked forcefully on my hair,
dragging me up to my knees on the bed and pulling my face in
against his groin.

“You love that black cock, don't you, baby,”
he said, grinding my face against his crotch.

He dropped his pants, then mashed my face in
against his naked groin as my pulse and heart rate rose
abruptly.

He jerked back on my hair and I cried
out.

“Call me master,” he said.

“M-Master!” I cried.

He jammed my face in against his crotch
again, where his cock was starting to harden.

“I like to hear that from a white girl,” he
said in amusement.

He jerked back sharply on my hair again and
again I cried out at the sharp pain. Then he pulled me forward,
holding his cock up along his belly.

“Lick my balls, slave girl,” he ordered with
a sneer.

I moaned and obeyed as he pushed my face in
against them, licking at his black balls while he held a fistful of
my hair.

“Tha's it. Now suck them. Suck my balls,
slave.”

I slid my lips over them, drawing them into
my mouth and sucking as he reached down and roughly groped my
breast with his other hand.

“Hot little slut,” he said. “lick my cock
like it was a tasty lollypop.”

I licked my way up his hardening cock as he
held it against his belly, then took him into my mouth as he
hardened further, bobbing and sucking as he held me in position. I
gurgled as he pulled me forward and his cock pushed deep into my
throat.

It wasn't easy, but... I was getting used to
it, and he still wasn't fully hard. At least, he wasn't when he
slid down my throat. He thickened while my lips were wrapped around
the base of his shaft and he held me tightly in place.

“Choke on that black cock, baby,” he growled.
“Got my cock all the way down your fuckin' neck, don't I!”

He ground my face against him as my heart
pounded faster and faster and my head started to throb from lack of
oxygen.

Then he pulled slowly out and I watched, a
little cross-eyed, as inch after inch of glistening black cock came
into view, sliding out through my lips.

I gulped in air as he slapped my face with
his cock. Then he pushed it down my throat again and began to fuck
me... hard. He jerked my face in and out while his hips worked,
fucking my throat, and I gurgled and trembled and fought against my
stomach overturning. Fortunately, I hadn't eaten anything!

Well, except his cock.

He pulled out and I gasped for breath for a
moment before he yanked back on my hair and let it go. I fell back
onto my back and he flipped me casually onto my belly, then gripped
my hips and jerked them up into the air. He slapped my bottom
sharply and then I felt his slick cock rubbing up and down against
the mouth of my sex before pushing into me.

“This is the way all you white bitches should
act,” he said. “Like obedient little sluts.”

I just grunted and moaned as he worked his
now very hard cock deeper and deeper inside me, slapping my bottom
frequently as he did. I groaned in pain as it pushed too deep, as
if my pussy wasn't long enough for him.

He slapped my bottom and then grabbed my hair
and yanked my head up and back as he started to pump.

He thrust into me hard and fast, occasionally
releasing my hair and grabbing my hips instead, or my bound arms to
jerk my upper torso off the bed so he could grope my breasts. His
hips slapped against me again and again, for he had succeeded in
forcing every inch of his big cock inside me.

It never occurred to me during all this to
question his right to do it. That was the weird thing. My mind had
drifted into this zone where I was a sex slave, just like I was
playing at with Karl. And so while I was at times anxious and
reluctant, I never for a moment thought of saying no or trying to
resist.

I just knelt there, well, half kneeling, half
on my face, submissive, obedient, while he rode me hard and fast.
And that seemed... natural, normal, proper. I felt no sense of
outrage or indignation at being treated like this. For wasn't I a
'slave girl'?

And wasn't that the hottest, sexist thing in
the world to imagine myself being?!

This was so much easier than having my throat
fucked that it sent a wave of relief through me, and almost a sense
of relaxation. And that let my mind wallow in the idea I was a sex
slave, a helpless, forlorn slave girl being ridden hard by her
master.

Which was freaking hot!

And he was no slouch in how he was fucking
me, either. He was using me like... his bitch. I gasped and yelped
as he slapped my bottom, or when he yanked on my hair, but his
rough manhandling of my body just contributed to that wild sense of
being a sex slave, and began to rouse me again to the dark thrill
of the idea.

And the reality.

I was being savagely fucked by a wild, rough
man who had no care or concern about me at all, who barely knew my
name and didn't care about me! I was just a whore he could use as
he pleased!

That should have brought shame, not heat, but
it didn't.

I whimpered and moaned, gasped and cried out
as he roughly used me, but the liquid heat inside me began to
percolate until steam started to rise up through my body, and felt
it fill my mind and surround me like a hot cloud! I gasped and
moaned as his thick cock spiked into me again and again, as my body
was hammered by his hips from behind, as he slapped and cursed and
used me like a bitch animal!

And then I became one, basking in the dark
thrill of the outrageous game I was playing, reveling in the
seething storm of sexual heat riding my mind even as Carter rode my
body! Several times I felt as if I was about to climax, then backed
off. And then, finally, I reached that peak, and waves of pleasure
rolled through my body!

I cried out again and again, overwhelmed by
the strength and power of the orgasm, feverish with the wildfire
pleasure rolling over me as my body continued to jerk and shudder
to the hard thrusting from a man I had barely met!

He cursed me, and I felt his big hands close
around my neck, making my eyes bulge as he squeezed and jerked my
head – and body – up and back, holding it in mid-air as his hips
continued to hammer into me. My open mouth gurgled dazedly as the
howling pulse of orgasmic pressure echoed within my skull.

Then with a curse he flung me forward to fall
on my face on the bed, gasping for breath, while he leaned into me,
hammering me with a final flurry of thrusts as he came himself.

He left, and I lay there, chest heaving, for
several minutes, recovering both from the violence of the sex and
the intensity of the orgasm.

Holy shit! I'm going insane, I thought
dazedly.

And then the door opened and Tiana came in,
wearing just a robe.

I gulped and sat up again, feeling another
wave of anxiety and uncertainty. She was carrying the same crop
Lily had used on me the other day when she and Karl had made me
crawl around like a bitch dog! And she was the girl who had fisted
me the other day! A thought which still left me in wide-eyed
shock.

“Come here, slave girl,” she ordered,
pointing at the floor in front of her.

I gulped anxiously, hesitated, then swung my
legs over the side of the bed and got to my feet.

“I didn't say to stand up, bitch!” she
growled.

I dropped quickly to my knees, then
knee-walked over to her.

“On your belly, slut,” she ordered.

I dropped onto my belly on the floor, raising
my bottom high, though with my face towards her.

I had to roll my eyes way to look up the
length of her body as she opened her robe and let it drop behind
her. I couldn't remember us doing anything the other evening except
that she'd fisted me and said nasty things to me. But the fisting,
as shocking as it had been, had made me nearly go out of my mind
with dark, almost masochistic pleasure.

“What do you call me, slave girl?”

“Mistress,” I gulped, face flushed.

I felt the tip of the crop sliding over my
shoulder with some anxiety.

“Are you going to obey your mistress, slave
girl?” she demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Let me see your little pink tongue,
slut.”

I hesitated, then pushed my tongue out.

“Stick it out there. Further. Is that the
best you can do, little white girl?”

She eased her right foot forward, her bare
foot, and then brushed my tongue with the bottom of her big
toe!

I felt a strange shock ripple through me, and
jerked my tongue back.

“Did I say you could pull your tongue in,
slut?” she demanded.

She moved around behind me and I cried out as
the crop cut across my upraised buttocks!

“When I give you an order, you obey it,” she
said in a calm voice

Crack! Crack!

“You hear me, slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

That hurt!

She moved back in front of me again.

“Stick your tongue out, slut.”

I obeyed and she brushed her toe over it
again. And again! She used the bottom of her toe to rub against my
tongue as I held it pushed out over my lip as far as I could!

This was... gross! And yet... I was also
feeling a throbbing, pulsing thrill to it as well!

Slave girl! This was exactly the kind of demeaning, nasty shit a
slave girl would have to do!

She put her foot down.

“Lick my feet, slut. Do it.”

I was already breathing more raggedly from
the emotional shock of what was happening. I felt anxiety and some
resentment as well as denial. I didn't want to lick her feet! But
another part of me felt a deep, deliciously nasty thrill at the
thought as well!

I brought my tongue down along her black
foot, licking up from the toes across the top of her foot to the
ankle! This was so nasty!

She made me lick my way up along her ankle,
up her leg, up past her knee, kissing and licking as I struggled to
rise with my arms behind me, licked my way up to her pussy, where I
began to lick her with as much expertise as I had gathered over the
past few days.

Like the men, she played with my hair,
running her fingers through it, squeezing big chunks of it in
together to use as a handle, jerking my head in and out by it as I
licked at her pussy.

Then she flung me back, and took something in
her hand I hadn't noticed before, something she'd brought in with
her in her robe but sat on a dresser. It was a dildo, a big black
one.

“Raise your little white ass in the air,
slut. And spread your legs.”

Panting and moaning, I obeyed, face and chest
to the ground, raising my bottom high as she knelt behind me and
worked the big, realistic looking dildo deep into my pussy. Then
she moved around in front of me again and made me lick her other
foot.

“If that falls out you're gonna get a
beating,” she warned.

Moaning, I closed my thighs to trap the dildo
inside me even as I licked my way up the other leg and started to
lick at her pussy again.

“You don't know much about licking pussy,
white girl,” she said.

She was holding my hair, and walked past me,
using it as a handle to drag me with her on my knees. She sat down
and dragged me up across her lap, belly down, then used the crop on
my bottom a dozen times as I squealed and yelped in pain.

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Please! Ow! Please, Mistress!” I
cried. “Ow! That hurts! Ohw! Please, Mistress!” I cried, my voice
rising as the crop bit into my wriggling bottom repeatedly.

I felt a sudden sense of fear. Did she know
this was just a game? Or did she think I really was a sex slave she
could do anything she wanted to!?

“You know you deserve it, you slut,” she
said.

I gasped as I felt her hand on the base of
the dildo, twisting and forcing it deeper, achingly deeper! I
moaned and whimpered as she pumped it slowly in and out while
rubbing my clitoris.

“You nasty little fuck toy,” she said,
slapping my sore bottom with her hand. “You're everyone's
bitch.”

I moaned and whimpered. It sure seemed like
she was right!

She pulled me off her lap and onto the floor,
grabbed my hair again and pulled my mouth in against her sex as she
spread her legs. I licked kind of frantically, wanting, needing to
please her so she wouldn't crop my bottom any more!

I also kept my thighs closed so the big dildo
was trapped inside me, not wanting to give her any excuses!

I licked the absolute best I could, sucking
her clit and pushing my tongue as deep inside her as I could, doing
everything I could like some... helpless little bitch... to please
her mistress!

Even though she wasn't! She wasn't! But then
again, like she said, maybe I was everyone's bitch...

I made her climax, though. She lay back on
the bed, sighing and moaning, still holding tight to my hair as I
licked her into and through her orgasm, with her hips grinding and
bucking up against my face.

Then she dragged me up onto the bed by my
hair, positioning me on the edge on my knees, face down, bottom
high. She pulled the dildo out of my sex, attached it to some
straps, and then fucked me with it. She was just as hard as Carter
had been, at first, but then slowed down and began to roll her
hips.

Then she pulled the butt-plug out of my ass,
drew the dildo out of my pussy, and began to work the big black
cock into my ass!

I just moaned helplessly and took it, my
wrists pulling feebly against the restraints.

“You know why I'm fucking your ass, girl?”
she asked.

“N-No, Mistress!” I moaned.

She slapped my bottom sharply and drove the
thing another inch deep! God, it was already so deep!

“Because when a girl gets fucked in the ass
by another women she knows just how low she is,” she said.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
again.

“She knows she's the low bitch.”

Crack!

“She knows the woman fucking her ass is the
boss lady.”

Crack!

“You hear me, bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

She worked that slick cock deep into my ass
and then rode me with it. She was more careful than Carter had
been, but in her own way, manhandled me just the same, pulling on
my hair, slapping my bottom, and then pulling me upright on my
knees so she could grope my breasts.

But her fingers were way more talented, much
more skillful on my tender breasts, not to mention my rigid
nipples. And the big black cock in my ass was, well, if not
physically pleasurable, starting to see awfully darkly exciting in
a masochistic emotional way.

With her small breasts pressed against my
back, her fingers kneading my breasts, and that big cock pumping
slowly inside me, she licked her way along the nape of my neck,
kissing and sucking and gently chewing on my flesh.

And the dark, thrilling heat, which never
seemed to be far from my mind these days, began to sweep out
through my mind and body as that big black cock pumped inside me,
pulling me back into the breathless hunger and passion of the fever
dream once more.

By the time she slid a hand down between my
legs to finger my clitoris I was already shuddering with the sexual
electricity rippling through my muscles. Her fingers drove me over
the edge and my mind was drowned in pleasure once more as she
dropped my face down onto the mattress and hammered into me harder
and harder.

Yes, there was certainly no doubt who was in
charge of whom!

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


There was no sign of Karl or Lily or even
Trent! The only people around seemed to be Carter and Tiana. I had
to eat on my knees, taking food from their fingers just as I had
from the others. They were dressed. I remained naked.

And after breakfast, Tiana took me to the
bathroom, and even made me pee while she watched. She gave me a
freaking enema! And I couldn't even protest because she'd gagged me
first! Then she took the gag out to brush my teeth. We had a shower
together, with me still bound, and her washing me and rising me
off. Then she dried me and blow dried my hair.

With the gag back in my mouth she made me
crawl, leashed, down the hall and into the living room. There she
made me crawl back and forth, just like Lily had done, holding the
crop, ready to snap it across my bottom if I hesitated.

Then she made me slide my aching pussy down
on that dildo that protruded from the 'log' thing with the vibrator
at the base. This time, at least, I wasn't being choked by the
collar.

The vibrator started to have an impact, the
wild sexuality of things filling my mind and body.

Tiana crawled over and began to lick at my
breasts and nipples, then gripped my hair to make me lean backward
– far back, while still impaled on the dildo, and licked my
clitoris before pulling me forward again to grind me against the
vibrator. The heat climbed higher inside me.

And then Carter left the room and returned
with another man, a stranger!

I shuddered, dropping my chin low in
embarrassment.

Tiana jerked my head up by the hair.

He was an Asian man in a dark suit, and much
older than any of the others I'd seen so far. I mean, he was
probably twice my age! Maybe more!

He wasn't like the Asian nerds I saw at
school, though. He was a big, rough looking man with a square jaw.
I kind of cowered under his eyes, naked. Naked! And impaled on the
big dildo!

I saw Tiana hand him the crop, and then she
and Carter... left!

Left!

I was alone with some … man! I didn't even
know his name! This was just... no, no way! I wasn't going to go
along with this! What was going on!? Were they crazy!? I wasn't
going to fuck just anyone they decided to bring to see me!

And yet, I was naked and gagged, and bound
and … helpless!

He got up, crop in hand, and then stood over
me. He reached down and, like the rest, gripped my hair and used it
to jerk my head back.

I gasped as I stared up at him, face hot,
eyes wide. I saw him smile thinly, then begin to rub the tip of the
crop over my nipples.

He started to speak, but I didn't know what
he was saying. It sure wasn't in English!

He snapped the tip down onto my nipple,
making me flinch, and wince. Then again, then again, as he talked
non-stop. He sank to his knees and forced my head way back, which
made my back arch, and bowed my body back.

I felt the tip sliding down my body, rubbing
against my clitoris, then sliding back up again as he murmured
words at me.

He unstrapped my ankles from the 'log' and
then stood up, using his grip on my hair to force me to my feet. He
marched me out of the room and down the hall, as if he knew the
place, and then into a small room.

Where chains hung from the ceiling!

I gaped at them as he led me beneath them. It
was actually a long sort of bar, which had rings at either end. It
was dangling from a chain which went through a thick ring in the
ceiling and went down to the wall.

Again I felt that sense of wild anxiety,
like, who was he and what did he think I was? Did he know I was
just pretending? Did he think I was a real sex slave?! If he
thought I was a real sex slave he might hurt me!

My wrists came free, and he lifted my right
hand firmly up to clip the restraint against the side of the bar. I
fought to keep my left free – belatedly – but he had no problem
locking that in place, too. Then he adjusted the height, lowering
it.

He put down the crop and picked up something
else. A whip.

Well, a flog. I didn't know the terms then. I
just thought of it as a whip. It was a foot long, and had these
long thin leather strips attached.

And he brought it down across my back!

I cried out, startled, shocked, twisting and
jerking, pulling against the restraints!

It had hurt! Not... terribly or anything. But
it had certainly hurt!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He brought it down against my back again and
again as I jerked and twisted, crying out into the gag. I tried to
twist around, but he kept swinging, letting the flog slice down
across my bare breasts! That stung worse! I squealed and twisted
away, and he brought it down across my back again, then my
buttocks!

I was starting to feel a sense of panic! The
flog hurt! It stung! And I didn't even know who he was! My skin
began to burn hotly all over as he brought the thin strips down
along my ribs and my belly, then across my breasts again! Turning
my back to him didn't help me as he let them sweep around my ribs
to snap at my breasts from behind!

They were soon hot and warm, too! I was
sobbing for breath, whimpering and moaning as he finally stopped,
leaving me slumped, panting, skin radiating heat. I cried out as he
jerked my hair back, and then he brought his hand down and let
something rub along the center of my breast.

His hand had an ice cube in it! It circled my
nipple, then slid back and forth across it.

I had no idea what was going on! All I knew
was I had no control over it! I was helpless! He would do anything
he wanted me just as if I was a real sex slave!

He let the crop caress the underside of my
breast, then move to the other as I whimpered and trembled and
moaned. He kept a hand in my hair, holding my head back, rolling
the ice cube back and forth across my swollen nipples until they
were frozen!

Then he bent and began to lick and suck on
them. And let me tell you, the warm, soft mouth and lips felt
incredible on my frozen breasts!

I felt something pushing against my sex,
something round and thick, like an egg, but longer. I shuddered as
it pushed into me, his hand sliding it in. It didn't feel like a
dildo. It was very smooth, like plastic. He forced it past the lips
of my sex, but it didn't go more than a few inches inside me before
the tip pressed up hard against the front of my sex.

And began to vibrate.

I shuddered as he ground it against me, as he
sucked on my nipples, licked at them, chewed at the surrounding
flesh.

I felt a strange sense of dazed confusion, as
if I was uncertain who I really was any more. Was I a sex slave, or
was I Megan Hampton, law student?

He pumped the egg thing a little, always
holding the vibrator part against my clitoris, grinding it gently
from side to side, and the dark animal heat began to flood through
my body again.

For now, I was the sex slave, and I almost
felt like the Megan part of me was melting, sinking into the
persona of the sex slave.

He brought me to the edge of orgasm, then
pulled back and began to flog me again. And this time... this time
I felt a whiplash of dark, intense sexual desire, a shock-wave, an
explosive burst of delicious, thrilled heat every time the flog
landed! Especially on my breasts!

I twisted and writhed again, but now the pain
was very much secondary. I whimpered and sobbed and then positioned
myself with my legs apart, almost begging him to hit me there.

He did. He swung the flog so it swept up
between my thighs, and down across my hips, snapping and slapping
at my pussy again and again until I screamed in pleasure and a
monster orgasm tore at my mind.

He stopped flogging me, drew my hips back,
and entered me from behind, thrusting hard and expertly, fucking me
through several more orgasms before spending himself. Then he
lowered the bar so I could collapse to my knees before him, arms
still raised up and held tightly in place.

He removed the gag and gripped my hair, and I
licked and sucked him back to full arousal, then let him fuck my
mouth and throat until he came on my face.

He left me like that for a while. Lily came
for me, cleaned me up, and made me lick her to orgasm, then Karl
returned and he fucked my throat, then fucked me.

They dressed me in another slutty dress, and
took me back to that club we'd gone to before. Only this time I was
on stage, stripping. Naked! I stripped and danced in front of a
crowd of men! It was terrifying! And it was exhilarating!

After that I gave lap dances to customers.
Which was incredibly hot and frustrating. Because they were real
customers! They wouldn't touch me, couldn't touch me. I ground my
naked pussy against their erections, getting more and more aroused
but without being able to satisfy the heat bubbling through my
veins.

No matter. They took me next door to the
bondage club. There I crawled on all fours, gave blow jobs to
strangers, and was fucked hard a dozen times, coming like a crazed
whore as I reveled in all the nasty, wicked sexuality of it
all.

That was the way my Vegas vacation went. And
as I sat jammed into my economy seat on the plane home with a fat
woman next to me complaining to her fat husband on the aisle seat
about how much their vacation had cost, I was wrapped in a strange
sense of disorientation that I was now back to being a... a human
being.

I was just a student, returning from spring
break to my classes at Pennsylvania State like so many tens of
thousands of others. But I was returning as a very, very changed
person. There was a hollow spot inside me where my inhibitions and
sense of shame and dignity had been.

They filled in slowly over the coming weeks,
but the days of hot, seething sexuality had left me with a deep
desire for more of the same, for bondage and submission, and rough,
hot, nasty sex. I'd immersed myself in a role that had been the
most thrilling time of my life. And I wanted more of it!

I was fairly sure that in a university the
size of this one, I would find it again.

 


END
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