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To say Zoe was nervous would be a huge
understatement. But a bet was a bet. She had lost fair and square,
and so she really had no choice but to live up to her end of the
bargain she had made. She resented Tyler for keeping her to it, and
for winning, and though she was angry at herself for agreeing to
the bet, she did her best to transfer that anger onto him.

That bastard!

What was even more galling was that she had
been the one who had insisted on making the bet in the first place.
She was so sure of herself and that she couldn't lose. That was why
she agreed to his outlandish terms.

She was standing on the corner of
14th St. and Pallor Avenue. She was in the middle of The
Market. This was an area of town which had started out as a
vegetable and fruit market. It had expanded to be a market for
almost anything that you wanted to buy.

In the evenings, it was the home to countless
bars and taverns. And as the evenings wore on, it was also the
market where you went to buy sex. Most hookers had moved online by
now, but there were still a few who walked the streets around
here.

And tonight she was pretending to be one of
them. She was wearing a pair of ridiculously high faux leather
boots with five-inch stiletto heels. They came halfway up her
thighs. She wore a very, very short black leather mini which barely
covered her buttocks, and a leather vest which she had owned
forever, but never worn before without a shirt underneath...

Why had she allowed Tyler to decide what she
would wear?! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!

The vest was cute on top of a blue shirt.
With nothing under it, including a bra, it showed off a lot of
cleavage, not to mention side-boob if she didn't hold her arms up.
It also left her lower chest and belly and much of her abdomen bare
given that the skirt, in addition to being short, was as low on her
hips as she could get it.

After all, since it was Tyler's choice what
she would wear, that had included no underwear as well as no bra.
And the skirt was very short.

At least he had agreed to let her walk this
corner, which was not one of the traditional ones where she would
run into a real prostitute who might get violent. But it was still
Two AM in the market and she was dressed like someone who was
looking for sex. And she was going to get it, too. That was part of
the bet, as well.

Of course, that wasn't exactly a big problem
for her. Tyler was her boyfriend, after all. It wasn't like they
didn't have sex virtually every night, anyway. But tonight would be
different. Tonight he would set all the terms and she would do as
she was told without complaint. And, he had made it clear, he was
going to treat her like a prostitute, like a whore, like someone he
had bought and paid for and could order around.

There was actually something kind of exciting
about that thought. Though it made her uncomfortable. God help her
if anyone from her women's studies classes heard about this! A lot
of them weren't all that happy about women who had sex with men in
the first place. Damn lesbians.

But sex was a partnership, a mutual meeting
of minds and bodies for pleasure. It was a cooperative venture in
every sense of the word. Of course, she had the final say in
everything. That was her idea of equality. At least when it came to
sex. It was her body, after all. And Tyler always wanted sex a lot
more than her.

That was the way it was with guys. They were
all sex maniacs. They wanted sex all the time. Multiple times a
day. Anything could set them off. They could go from nothing to a
raging erection in a second and a half. And since women were a lot
more restrained, they always had the bargaining power to get what
they wanted in the way of agreements.

If the boys wanted them to take off their
clothes then the girls got to dictate when and how and what
happened. That was the way things worked.

But not tonight. Because she'd been an idiot.
She looked around her, glad that the street was mostly abandoned.
She didn't know what she'd do if someone actually walked by and
propositioned her. This was a long way from her college campus, not
to mention the quiet suburban neighborhood where her family lived.
Not a long way, distance-wise. But a very long way in terms of
everything else.

A car drove by, moving slowly enough that the
passenger and driver stared at her as they passed. She flushed and
turned away. Did they think she was a hooker?! God, this was so
degrading! She was going to make Tyler pay for this eventually!

Her long brown normally hung perfectly
straight down her back. Tonight it was lightly curled so that waves
spread across her back and shoulders. Tyler had been quite clear,
though. None of it was to hang down her chest to hide her
cleavage.

He had chosen this to get back at her, she
thought in irritation. He mocked many of the things that she
learned in her women's studies classes. It wasn't that he didn't
believe in women's equality. She wouldn't have dated him if he was
some kind of male chauvinist pig. But he thought these people were
extreme, which she conceded was true in some ways.

She wasn't sure she agreed with a lot of the
stuff they were teaching her, but there was no reason to ridicule
their theories. Well, you couldn't really expect anything else from
a guy. There were certain ways in which they were all pretty much
predictable. And their sense of absolute physical superiority gave
them a sense of superiority over women which many of them did
little to hide.

She couldn't really argue with the physical
superiority part. She'd been startled to learn just how strong
Tyler was. The last time she had done any roughhousing with a boy
had been when she was around Twelve or so. Things had been a lot
more equal then. Six years later, and even though Tyler wasn't a
hugely muscled guy he had been able to pick her up and fling her
around with ease.

In fact, it had been embarrassingly easy for
him to restrain her, lift and carry her, and throw her into the
pool, again and again. It wasn't that he was bullying her. She had
started, playfully slapping his bottom and tugging at his
swimsuit.

If they had been alone, she knew he would've
stripped her in an instant. Thankfully, he hadn't gone that far.
But as she had tried to tackle and wrestle with him repeatedly he
hadn't resisted the urge to smack her bottom repeatedly and teach
her just how much physically weaker she was than him.

At first, she kept going at him because she
had thought it was a fluke and wanted to demonstrate that she was a
very physically fit girl with a toned body who was, if not his
equal, at least close to it. The reality had been startling.

And for some bizarre reason, it had been kind
of arousing, too. She didn't understand that. And she wasn't about
to ask anyone at school. Confessing that you felt aroused when a
man physically overpowered you and flung you around was not
something they would tolerate. That was wrongthink. She would lose
their respect.

Of course, if any of them happened to be
driving past and saw her like this it would be even worse, but the
odds of that happening were remote, at best. She would not be here
long. Her 'customer' would arrive soon. Tyler, of course.

A car came around the corner and slid to a
stop before her and her pulse raced as she stepped back warily. The
front passenger window slid down and then the driver leaned over.
She felt a rush of relief at seeing Tyler there. She stepped
forward with a coy smile and bent over the car.

He was wearing a checked shirt, And of all
things, a red MAGA cap.

“Well ain't you a hot-looking little girl,”
he said in some sort of rural type accent.

His eyes zoomed in on her cleavage, well
displayed in her bent-over position.

“Wow!” he said. “You look like you got some
nice big titties there, girl!”

Zoe flushed indignantly, but still felt a
strange dark rush sweeping through her body.

“Well, hi there, sir,” she said, “Don't you
look handsome.”

“How much do you charge for a fuck?”

Her mouth opened in outrage before she
snapped it closed. There was a second part to the bet, and she now
realized he was intending to win that too. The second part was that
she wouldn't be able to go through with the first part, and
wouldn't be able to stay in the role of a hooker.

And if she lost that one too, he got to
dictate what her payment would be.

“I, uhm, usually get a hundred dollars.”

“That sounds pretty expensive. How do I know
you're any good?”

“Well, I have a lot of experience,” she said
a little sarcastically.

“How about just for a blow job?”

“That's fifty bucks.”

“Fifty dollars! You better be able to deep
throat for that!”

“That's extra,” she snapped.

“Shiiiiiiit. You don't seem that friendly,”
he said.

“If you got the money, baby, I'll show you
how friendly I can be,” she said with a flirty smile.

“Well, I dunno. Show me your titties
first.”

She flushed angrily, but again felt that
weird surge of excitement. This was kind of a nasty, wicked thing
to be doing, after all. She looked around but there was no one
near, so she undid the vest and pushed her breasts out at him.

This is so degrading! she thought
again.

And yet as she did it, she felt a rush of
excitement and rising heat.

“Wow. You got nice tits, baby! I love how
hard your little pink nipples are.”

Zoe felt her mind squirming with a strange
mix of discomfort and excitement.

“Get your ass into the car.”

She gratefully opened the door and quickly
slipped inside, closing it behind her as he pulled away from the
curb, relieved that the most difficult part was now over.

“We going to your place, handsome?”

He let out a bark of laughter. “No way I'd
take a whore to my place. My wife would be pissed as hell. Naw,
I'll rent a motel room.”

“I see you pay as much attention to your
wedding vows as Donald Trump,” she said sarcastically.

“Is that a shot at our president?!” he
demanded.

“Ex-president.”

“He's still our president! That election was
stole!”

She opened her mouth in outrage, then snapped
it closed again. He knew very well how those people infuriated her.
He was trying to provoke her!

He glanced down at her short skirt as he
drove.

“Show me what I'm buying,” he said.

She looked at him in confusion. “But I
already did.”

“Show me your pussy. That's what I'm paying
for, slut.”

“Who you calling a slut!” she demanded.

“You saying you ain't a prostitute? Don't
fuck men for money?”

She bit her lip and turned her head away.

“So show me your cunt.”

If she hadn't been already restraining
herself with the knowledge she was trying to provoke her, she
would've exploded at that word. He knew very well she hated that
word!

Instead, she tugged the short skirt up a
little bit to reveal her naked sex.

“Woooeee! The stories that little pussy could
tell!” he said. “How many cocks have you had in there in the last
year? Must be hundreds.”

“ Are you trying to piss me off?!” she
demanded.

He was of course.

“Just because I'm a hooker, doesn't mean I
like people calling me names or insulting me,” she said.

“How about if I pay extra for that?”

She was taken aback by the question.

“I like to talk dirty during sex,” he
said.

It wasn't even an unreasonable thing for the
kind of guy who would hire a hooker off the street to want, she
realized.

“Uhm, another fifty bucks,” she said
warily.

“Good. Tell me you love to suck cock.”

Zoe belatedly realized her mistake. She
should've said no. But how could she if she was a real
streetwalker? No street hooker would turn down money just to have a
guy talk dirty to her. No hooker of any kind would, she thought.
What did they care what a John thought of them or said to them?

“I... uh, I love to suck cock,” she said,
face flushing.

“You must really like your job, then. In
fact, this is the perfect job for a cock sucking slut. You get all
the cock you want and you get money for it too.”

She glowered at him and he grinned.

“What? You saying you ain't a cock-sucking
slut?”

She sniffed in irritation.

“Tell me yer a cock-sucking slut,” he
demanded.

Zoe's mind squirmed but she sighed “I'm a
cock-sucking slut.”

“Sure are!”

The car suddenly turned off and she realized
they had left the market and were now just inside the neighboring
retail area. This was Dorn Street, which was a high-volume
east-west road. They had turned into a motel driveway and stopped
before she could say anything.

“Let's go and sign in,” he said.

Zoe looked at him and alarm. “Why should I go
in too?”

“This ain't one of the motels in the market,
slut. They're a higher-class outfit. They want to eyeball everyone
who stays here. I don't like to put up with cockroaches and
whatever else they have in those market motels while I'm fucking me
a good, solid, whore.”

I am really going to make you pay for
this, Tyler Evans! she growled to herself.

She got out of the car, her stomach already
fluttering as she followed him into the small office. There was a
guy about their age behind the counter. He got up from where he was
sitting and smiled at Tyler then saw her and frowned.

“Hey, you can't bring a hooker in here,” he
said indignantly.

“Don't worry. We won't be long.”

“We got families staying here, Mister.”

Zoe's face burned hotly.

“They'll be asleep now and they'll never know
we were here. We'll be gone before they wake up in the
morning.”

“Well, I don't know. You gonna make a lot of
noise?”

Tyler turned to her. “You a screamer?” he
asked.

He didn't give her a chance to answer. “Don't
worry. If she starts to make too much noise I'll gag her.”

“Only if you pay extra.” the guy said.

Tyler looked at him indignantly. “I already
gotta pay for the whore and the room!”

“Well, unless you do it in some alley
somewhere, or in your car if you want it for free. Otherwise, you
got to pay.”

Zoe was horribly embarrassed. This... This
cretin of a night clerk was looking down on her like she was some
kind of cheap… hooker.

Which, of course, was what she was supposed
to be.

“Unless, of course, she wants to pay the
extra,” the clerk said with a leer at her. “Give me a blow-job and
that'll do.”

She gave him the finger instead.

“How about it, slut? You wanna give him a
quick blowjob?”

“I most certainly do not, Tyler Evans!” she
said hotly.

He grinned at her. Then at the motel clerk
who grinned back. Zoe suddenly realized that she had, so to speak,
blown it. Tyler obviously knew this guy. They had arranged this
already! Men!

“On the other hand,” she said in a rush. “I
bet it won't take long. I'm sure I can get his tiny little cock off
in about thirty seconds or so.”

Tyler looked taken aback by the offer, but
the motel clerk just smirked at her.

“You get me off in thirty seconds, baby, and
you can have the room for free,” he said.

“Deal!” she said angrily.

What in the fuck am I doing!? She
thought in astonishment.

But it was gratifying to see the shock and
confusion on Tyler's previously smug face.

She felt lost for a moment. Now, what should
I do?!

The desk clerk lifted a part of the counter
and grinned at her as his hand went to his zipper. He probably
thought she was bluffing, she thought. In fact, she wasn't at all
sure what she was doing. She had been caught and had said the first
angry thing which had come to mind which would distract Tyler from
the fact she had failed to keep to her role.

Now the desk clerk was bluffing her right
back, lowering his zipper and reaching into his pants. Her mind was
spinning wildly, and she had no idea what to do to retrieve the
situation. Then the motel clerk drew his hand out and pulled a
very, very large cock with it. She stared at it and no small
astonishment, and it began to thicken. even as she watched.

Oh my God! What do I do!? she thought
frantically.

“Here you go, baby,” he said with a smirk.
“They call me horse at my fraternity.”

Now Tyler was starting to smirk, too. He knew
she had let her mouth run away with her. And now she was going to
have to frantically backtrack or make her mouth do what she
promised. Both of them were looking at her with appallingly smug
expressions.

“Don't write a check, you don't have the
money to cover, baby,” the motel clerk said.

Tyler let out a snicker And Zoe's eyes
narrowed.

“I've got all the money in the bank I
need.”

Oral sex isn't sex! she thought to
herself. Oral sex isn't real sex! Oral sex isn't real
sex!.

And anyway, hadn't Tyler been hinting at the
idea of a threesome for a while now? Well, he could hardly protest
then if she gave his friend a blow job in front of him. Especially
if she needed to do so to stay in her role.

And that was one impressive-looking cock. She
drew in a deep, shuddering breath, then pushed past the counter and
dropped to her knees in front of him. She wished she could see the
look on Tyler's face as she reached up and took the man's big cock
in her hands.

The moment she touched it she felt a rush of
energy and excitement. I can't believe I'm doing this! she
thought as she raised it up and then leaned in and licked slowly up
along the underside of his shaft.

She heard Tyler curse from behind her and
knew he had pushed in to look, and felt another dark rush of some
wild, carnal heat. This was definitely the most outrageous thing
she had ever done, sexually!

She let her eyes rise to the hungry ones of
the clerk, looking down at her, then eased the tip of his cock
down, pursed her lips, and pressed them forward to slowly let the
fat, helmet, head of his cock push its way through and into her
mouth.

Her heart was pounding furiously, her pulse
racing, and her mind was a churning confusion of emotions as she
started to suck and lick. She let her lips slide forward an inch,
then two, then four, a wild, dark excitement spreading through her,
at how insanely outrageous she was being.

She felt the head of his cock pushing almost
into her throat and drew back. She didn't need to make that kind of
effort, after all. She bobbed her lips up and down, her hands
massaging the bottom of his shaft, and his hands dropped onto her
head.

“This is one hot, sexy little slut!” he
exclaimed.

“Well, she does this for a living, after
all,” Tyler said. “She ought to be pretty good at it. Otherwise,
her pimp would beat her. Not to mention her customers. They tend to
treat street hookers pretty rough.”

“A lot of these girls like it rough,” the
clerk said. “They get turned on by it.”

He moved backward while gripping her hair in
his fist, then sat down on his chair again. That forced Zoe to
crawl forward on her knees to keep her mouth around his cock.

“I don't see why I should wait for seconds
when I'm the one paying for this slut,” Tyler growled as he came in
behind her.

She gasped as she felt her skirt jerked up
above her buttocks.

Crack! His open hand slapped her bare
bottom sharply.

“Now that's a gorgeous looking ass,” Tyler
said. “Well worth the cost.”

Zoe moaned helplessly around the thick cock
filling her mouth as the clerk pushed forward, gripping her hair
firmly. At the same time, she felt Tyler jerking her legs apart,
gripping her hips and pulling them back to raise her bottom.

Crack! He slapped her bottom again,
then slid his hand under and cupped her sex.

“Good thing. I got a good immune system,” he
said. “God knows what kinda diseases this dirty little slut
has.”

“I know she's got a gorgeous mouth,” the
clerk said as he pulled her forward by the hair.

Zoe felt the head of his cock push too deep,
and she gagged and jerked back in alarm.

Crack!

“I'm gonna fuck this whore right now!” Tyler
growled.

She had lost control of everything, she
thought wildly. Things were happening so fast she had no time to
think about what to do or how to respond or even whether she
shouldn't stop it! A wild, carnal hunger had come over her, dark,
scalding heat flooding her mind and leaving it impossible to
function properly.

The clerk was thrusting in and out of her
mouth as she tried to suck and lick him, the head of his cock
plunging alarmingly deep with every stroke, keeping her off balance
as she tried to push against his groin. Then she felt Tyler's cock
sliding firmly up and down along the line of her sex And realized
with a shock that she was sopping wet.

She felt him pushing forward, spreading her
apart, then spreading her further. His cock was pretty thick
too!

He pushed in and out quickly, driving himself
deeper and deeper as his hands slid up her body then underneath to
quickly undo the buttons of her vest and open it. Her breasts
dropped free and his hands squeezed them firmly as he began to
stroke in and out of her from behind.

Zoe was bewildered at how she had allowed
things to get to this stage. She should have said no! More than
that, she never should've offered to suck the motel clerk! What was
the matter with her!?

She felt the zipper along the side of her
skirt being tugged down and then the skirt itself fell away leaving
her completely naked below the waist. A wave of unreality swirled
within her even as the clerk and Tyler cooperated to pull her open
vest back over her arms and off.

I'm naked! she thought dazedly I
can't believe this is happening!

She felt Tyler's hips strike her bottom for
the first time as he buried the last inch of his cock inside her
quivering belly. His hands moved up and down her body and
underneath to fondle her breasts as the clerk pumped in and out of
her mouth, his fist twisting at her hair.

Raw heat rolled over her, powerful enough to
make her cry out loud. She felt herself being swept into something
out of her darkest animal instincts and fantasies. It was a sense
of letting go, letting go of her inhibitions, of her pride. Letting
go of all she was, in sinking back into something ancient: a female
submitting to the males and their endless lust.

Her body trembled and shook between them, and
then with a dazed cry, she felt the clerk jerk her head up and back
as he pushed his thick cock deep into her throat. Her eyes widened
and she stared along his shaft as it drove forward, right up until
her face was pressed against his groin.

“Every inch!” he growled. “Every inch,
slut!”

A ripple of something dark swept over her and
she felt another sense of submission. Then her wrists were pulled
back behind her by Tyler and pinned behind her back with one big
hand. His other hand snaked around her hip, his fingers sliding
down her abdomen until they found her clitoris.

His hips were slapping repeatedly against her
buttocks, as his fingers started to rub insistently against her
exactly the way she had trained him.

The explosion of sensation swept up through
her body with shocking intensity. She almost forgot the thick cock
uncomfortably lodged in her aching throat. Her breasts wobbled and
shook below her as Tyler's hips struck her bottom harder and
faster. The motel clerk reached down to squeeze and fondle one.

Her skull pounded from lack of oxygen and her
chest burned even as the clerk drew his cock slowly back. The head
popped free and she gulped in ragged breaths of air as he pulled
his cock free to rub it over her face.

“Whatever you're paying for this slut, it's
not enough,” he said excitedly.

Zoe felt a strange sense of pleasure at his
words even as he forcefully pulled her head down by the hair again
and pushed his cock into her mouth. Another rush of, heat and wild
animal lust spread through her and she stared at it as it pushed
forward and her lips slid along the shaft. She made no effort to
resist even as the head pushed against the entrance to her throat
and then slid down its length.

The orgasm exploded within her and she
screamed silently, or nearly silently, her body trembling and
shaking even more as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably. She had
never had an orgasm this powerful. It overwhelmed her senses,
overpowered her mind.

She was drowning in lust and pleasure as her
body shook and shuddered and Tyler continued to thrust himself into
her with unrestrained speed and strength. It was like she was being
taken by a savage, she thought dazedly, excitedly. Helpless,
overpowered by two strong men! Used and abused so cruelly!

The clerk reached down to roughly fondle one
of her breasts as he ground her lips against his body. Then he drew
back again and started to pump and she gurgled and choked, her mind
too overwhelmed by the raw intensity of the orgasm to do anything
but accept it.

He was actually fucking her throat, she
thought in astonishment. She gurgled and gasped weakly around it.
Her body continued to shake from the violent thrusting Tyler was
delivering to her from behind. She had never In her life
experienced sex this raw, this rough, this… violent!

Or this deeply, darkly thrilling!

Her skin crackled with sexual electricity as
the orgasm went on for an astonishingly long time. She had never
had an orgasm that lasted half so long. And she didn't think she
had ever had one this powerful.

She realized that Tyler had released her
wrists, yet they remained somehow down together behind her back.
His hands jerked back on her hips, gripped her thighs, and jerked
them apart as he continued to thrust into her.

He's tied my hands up! she thought
dazedly.

Even as the orgasm began to finally fade, she
pulled her wrists against whatever was binding them and felt
another incredible rush of heat and need. Her hands were tied
together behind her back! The idea shocked and yet weirdly elated
her.

Helpless. She was completely helpless! They
could do anything they wanted to her!

The clerk pulled his cock back and she gulped
in deep, shuddering breaths as she stared dazedly at it held before
her face. His other hand was pumping his cock hard and fast, and
just as she understood his intent he came, his semen spraying
across her face.

She shuddered, the degrading act doing
something dark to her mind. She knew this was a thing from porn
videos, but Tyler had known better than to even ask. There was no
way she would ever have allowed herself to be so degraded.

And yet instead of being angry, she wallowed
in the sense of being degraded. It contributed to that strange dark
sense of excitement at being helpless before them. At being prey
being savaged by cruel animals.

He rubbed his cock over her face as if to
spread the droplets of semen everywhere, then pulled back and
grabbed some tissues to clean his cock. Her head and shoulders
dropped low without him holding her hair, But a moment later
Tyler's hand swept up under her jaw and lifted her up and back. He
raised her all the way up on her knees until her head pressed back
against his shoulder.

In this new position, his cock was pushing
firmly against the front wall of her sex as he pumped in and out of
her. She cried out weakly, her voice a choked rasp around the hand
now gripping her throat.

“Sexy little whore!” Tyler growled above her.
“I bought you, so I own you. I can do anything I want to you.”

His hand suddenly closed harder, and she felt
as if her eyes were bulging as she lost the ability to breathe.

“Ain't that so, slut!” he growled.

She gurgled dazedly.

“Say it, whore! Say I bought you!”

“Y-You bought me!” she gasped.

“Say I own you, slut!”

“Y-You own me!”

He was stroking slower now, ensuring the
front of his cock rubbed firm and hard against the front wall of
her sex. Zoe felt hot, churning floods of pleasure and ground
herself back against him in helpless need.

“You gonna come again, slut?”

His free hand roughly fondled her breasts
then drop down between her legs again began to rub her
clitoris.

“Come for me, slut!”

She did just that, crying out in pleasure,
her hips bucking back desperately as the climax swept her mind
away. She heard him chuckle just above her as his hand loosened
around her throat, and then his hips thrust harder and faster as
she reveled in the pleasure screaming through her body.

Her eyes rolled upward, glassy and unseeing.
The clerk was there, holding his open phone, taking a video. That
should've sent her into panicked alarm, but she barely noticed it,
her mind roiled by the powerful shock waves of pleasure tearing
through her.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


To say she was angry at him would be a
profound understatement. She was fuming. It was all his fault! He
was the one who had set the terms for the stupid bet! And of
course, him being a man, they had been sexual!

His protest that it had been her idea to
offer up her mouth to his friend Brad, who worked part-time as the
night clerk, only made her angrier. It was Brad who had suggested
it! And yes, he had been playing the role of the sleazy motel clerk
who thought she was a hooker. She had to concede that.

But Tyler should have stopped her!

The truth was she was wildly confused about
how she had behaved, and the wild hunger which had swept through
her that night. It was humiliating to think of herself as nothing
but a slut who could give herself to a stranger like that and get
so aroused doing it.

It was humiliating to think she was so weak
as to get excited at two men manhandling her, treating her like a
whore, calling her names and degrading her! Yet it had, and there
was no denying it. As much as she tried to tell herself that she
had somehow been coerced, the most powerful influence on her that
night had been her own sense of dark, thrilling heat.

That weakness challenged everything she
thought she knew about herself. She'd always seen herself as a
strong-willed, independent-minded, assertive, and intelligent young
woman on her way to becoming a professional businessperson.

She was alarmed and dismayed at the weakness
she had shown, at the astonishing level of excitement she had felt
at being treated so badly, and being used as nothing but a
mindless, brainless sex toy for their pleasure.

Her anger hadn't been helped by her
remembering the next morning the sight of the clerk holding up his
phone. She had flown at Tyler in desperate anger, filled with the
nightmarish thought of whatever pictures or video the man had taken
spreading around campus.

It had been hard to hide her relief and
gratitude when he had shown her the phone.

“Yeah, I saw him taking the video while I was
doing you. I took his phone so he couldn't copy it or send it
anywhere before I could delete it and make sure it stayed deleted.
This is a cheap phone. This thing doesn't have any cloud storage.
I'll just use a program to write over all his remaining storage
after I delete it so that it can't be recovered.”

Before he had deleted it, though, he had
brought it up on the screen and she had watched the view of herself
doing something she had never seen herself do before. She cringed
at the sight but was then quickly overcome by a sense of awe as she
watched.

It wasn't like she hadn't seen herself naked
before, even on video or pictures. She had the usual sense of ego
of any good-looking young woman in a culture which valued her
attractiveness above all else. She had taken selfies and even
videos, though she had quickly deleted them.

But this was different. She could see her
face flushed, the flush having spread down her chest. Her eyes were
wide and glassy, her face filled with passion and heat as she cried
out in pleasure. Her body shuddered to the impact of Tyler's as he
thrust into her from behind. Her breasts were red, her nipples hard
as they wobbled and shook.

She had never in her life seen herself
looking so incredibly erotic, like a creature of sex and sexuality.
As she had looked at herself coming, she had remembered again the
power of the orgasms she had had, more intense than anything in her
life. The video had aroused her all over again. And that had made
it impossible to fully carry out her plan to tear a strip off Tyler
before dumping him.

Instead, they had wound up naked in bed. And
if her orgasm wasn't as incredible as the ones from the previous
night, it was still very very good.

But she still resented him having put her in
that position. It was either blame him or admit that there was
something she had found deeply, helplessly exciting about being
treated like a slut. And there was no way she was going to admit
that.

What had really angered her, though, was that
after the sex, he propped himself smugly against the headboard,
hands behind his head, and then asked her if she would like to know
what her punishment was going to be for failing the bet.

“What? What are you talking about!?” she had
demanded.

“You weren't able to stay in your role as a
prostitute.”

“I did too! Do you think I offered to blow
that guy for any other reason!?”

“And you remember what you said when I was
finished with you and untied you?”

She glowered at him sullenly.

“Nothing!” She snapped.

Then he reached for the phone and brought up
the video again. This time it showed her the ending. That was the
part where she had angrily put her clothes on while both cursing at
him by name, calling him a pervert, and saying she never should've
agreed to this stupid bet in the first place.

“That sure sounds to me like you fell out of
the role as a hooker,” he said cockily.

“Well… Well, it was over then!”

“It wasn't over and until you ended it. Brad
had a hotel room reserved for me. I was gonna bring you back there
and we were going to have some fun before I paid you.”

“It seems to me you had plenty of fun!” she
said hotly.

“You too.”

She wanted to deny it but that would be
silly. Especially since they'd both just watch the video three
times of how much she had enjoyed herself.

“Well you didn't keep to your role very well
either!” she said.

“I treated you like a whore. How was I
supposed to treat a street corner hooker?”

“You wouldn't treat a hooker that nasty!” she
said. “Not unless you're a real asshole!”

“But I was playing the role of a real
asshole.”

“Playing yourself, you mean!” she
snapped.

“You're just mad because you got turned on so
much by it.”

“I did not! I am not!”

He laughed in amusement, which made her even
angrier.

“Besides, I was experimenting.”

“Experimenting? What's that supposed to
mean?!” she demanded.

“I was experimenting with verbal domination
to see how you'd react.”

She looked at him blankly.

“You and I are part of a culture,” he
said.

Zoe rolled her eyes as she sensed the
beginning of a lecture derived from one of his psych classes.

“We were raised in a culture with certain
beliefs drummed into us from an early age. How boys behave and how
girls behave. How men behave and how women behave. You are a proud
member of the feminist elite. You go to an Ivy League college and
are destined to be a well-educated professional woman. You have all
the usual liberal values which you have adopted reflexively, almost
without a second thought.”

“Is this lecture going to go on all night?”
she demanded.

“There are expectations on how you should
behave, and you hold yourself to those expectations even where
nobody else does. You also hold other people to those expectations
about how they should behave around you and to you. But whether or
not your friends at the feminist collective want to admit it, some
of those beliefs go against a hundred thousand years of
instincts.”

“So you're saying my instincts say I should
act like a slut and let men degrade me? I don't think so!”

“No. I'm saying that your instincts are to
submit to the sexual attention of powerful men.”

She let out a bark of derisive laughter.

“Your instincts want a strong man because a
strong man will be able to protect you and be a good hunter and
provider. It doesn't matter that your intellect says you don't need
that anymore. Your instinct is like an elephant, and your intellect
is like a monkey trying to guide it. The elephant really only goes
where it wants to go no matter what the monkey tries to do. The
monkey is left telling itself this was the direction it wanted to
go all the time anyway.”

“I don't want to hear about the monkey and
elephant yet again!”

“But you know it's true. Our instincts are
far more powerful than our intellect. It's powerful enough that we
use our instinct to persuade ourselves that what we want to do is
actually the intelligent thing rather than what our instincts want
us to do anyway.”

“What has this got to do with you treating me
like a slut?!”

“Your instincts tell you to seek out a strong
man to breed with you. That means a man who dominates you, who
displays strength, turns you on. I was using both physical and
verbal domination to get a reaction out of you. And it worked.”

“You don't think maybe it was Brad and his
big cock and how insane a situation that was that turned me
on?!”

“Brad? Who treated you like a slut, too?
Because I told him to? Face it, so Zoe, you got off on being
dominated by two men. You got off because you gave in to your
instincts and let your inhibitions fall away because you pretended
to yourself that you didn't have any choice anyway because we were
in charge.”

“Oh, you're so full of bullshit!”

“Well, I'm going to give you an opportunity
to prove me wrong.”

“And how are you going to give me this
wondrous opportunity?” she asked sarcastically.

“Now we're back to you paying for losing the
second part of the bet. I have decided that to fulfill the bet, you
will spend twenty-four hours as my sex slave.”

Zoe let out a bark of laughter. “Oh, you have
decided, have you?”

“It is my decision to make.”

“Your sex slave?”

Zoe didn't know whether to be outraged or
amused. The truth was, the idea was more than a little intriguing.
Of course, that depended on what she was expected to do. A sex
slave?!

“We'll go up to my cottage. There aren't many
people up there in the fall, but it's still very nice. For
twenty-four hours, you will be my sex slave.”

“What exactly does that mean? Other than just
having sex with you whenever you want to?”

“You will wear a collar and restraints and
nothing else.”

Zoe's eyes widened and she felt a sudden jolt
of dark excitement.

“No way!” she said.

“I think you would enjoy it a lot. But
there's no way you would allow yourself to ever do something like
that because it goes against the feminist collective. You don't
have a lot of choices here, though. Because it's my decision
entirely. You lost and you agreed earlier that if you did you would
go along with it whatever I decided for the second part.”

She glared at him. “So I'm supposed to go
naked for twenty-four hours and be your little slut?”

He grinned at her. “Well, that's part of it.
But I will treat you like a sex slave. That means you have to do
exactly as I tell you without protest or hesitation. Any
impertinence or disrespect will lead to punishment. And by
punishment, I do indeed mean spanking, or maybe even worse.”

She looked at him in outrage. But even as she
did that wild surge of excitement grew more intense within her.

“You will service me as and when I desire
it,” he said. “You will say whatever I tell you to say. You will
scrub the floors on all fours if I order it. You will kneel naked
and eat out of my fingers then thank me for every morsel I give
you.”

“Oh my God, what an arrogant and perverted
man you are!”

“Oh, there's more. There's a third part of
the bet.”

“And what would that be?” she demanded.

“If you don't get off on it, and I mean
really get off on it, then you win the bet. And you get to set what
I have to do.”

Zoe looked at him in surprise and then
suddenly felt her mind racing at possibilities, like getting him
back by making him do all kinds of humiliating things.

“If I don't really, really get off on being
your sex slave then I win?”

He nodded.

“What's the catch?”

“Well, I can do anything I want to you, say
anything I want that I think will turn you on and excite you.”

She laughed and amusement. “As if I'd object
to that now!”

“This will be in the context of being your
master and you being my slave girl. And since you're the slave
girl, you won't get to say no to anything I want. That includes you
having sex with anyone I order you to.”

She gaped at him. “Are you out of your skull?
No fucking way!”

“That's what sex slaves do, baby. But
remember, anything I do will be because I think it will turn you
on. A lot. If I don't think it will please you to have sex with
someone, then I obviously won't do it.”

“And you think you know me that well? I'm
supposed to rely on your ability to discern what would and wouldn't
turn me on?”

“That's why we have safe words. Think up a
word which you can say which means no but wouldn't break
character.”

“No way! This is not happening!”

“Why? As long as you have a safe word you'd
still get the final say in anything.”

She looked at him helplessly.

“Unless you're worried that I might be right
and win this too...”

“Not freaking likely!”

“Well then,” he said with a smile, “think of
winning this and being able to set the terms for what I'll have to
do.”

Her eyes narrowed and she smiled at the
thought of some of the things she could make him do. Oh yes! She
could get him back, all right.

“I wonder how you're going to like walking
around in the market at two am. in a dress.”

“That's only if you win, baby.”

She let out a brief laugh. “You think being
your sex slave for twenty-four hours is going to make me into some
kind of a nymphomaniac or something?”

“No. But I think you'll learn a few things
about yourself and your inhibitions and how they constrain your
behavior and even your thinking. I think, being tied up will give
you a kind of freedom.”

“You're weird,” she said.

“And a pervert!” they both said at the same
time.

“According to you all men are perverts.”

“All men are perverts!”

“No, men are just more free to enjoy their
own sexual fantasies. Provided they find a girl to help them.”

“Aha! So this isn't about me exploring who I
am but you enjoying your fantasy of having me as your sex
slave!”

“It's about both. And what guy do you know
would not want to have you as their sex slave?”

“Well, Rupert.”

He smirked. “Rupert's gay.”

She smirked back at him. She was well aware
she was considered more attractive than most girls. She tried not
to let that affect her ego or sense of self-worth. But in this
paternalistic society, it was unfortunately true that a lot of
people gave or took away value based on your looks. And the more
sexually desirable men thought you, the more they valued you.

And she had always been highly valued. It
irked her that everywhere she went in public male eyes were on her.
If she dressed in anything remotely form-fitting, those eyes would
be staring at her body parts while they undressed her with their
eyes and played dirty fantasies in their minds.

They were all like that. She told herself
they couldn't help it, but it still made her feel somewhat
self-conscious. Especially when the ones who weren't very polite
didn't even try to hide their interest. It was even more outrageous
that the only way she could walk down a street without some guy
whistling or catcalling or trying to get her phone number was when
she was with Tyler or some other man.

She went through a phase where she only wore
baggy clothes, and that had helped. But she was unhappy not looking
attractive. That confused her, that need to look attractive to
strangers, something she couldn't help taking pride in, and yet
felt resentment at them assessing her value on her looks.

She was a person! She was smart and
sophisticated, and knowledgeable and educated. But to these guys,
she passed on the streets and in hallways, all she was was a nice
pair of tits and a nice round firm ass.

One of the things she liked about the women's
studies class was they understood her indignation at that. She
complained once to her aunt and the older woman had just smiled and
said “One day, Zoe, they'll stop looking. And it's not going to
make you feel particularly good.”

Old people!

Well, whatever. She could act the slut with
Tyler at his family's cottage. No one would know about it. And she
doubted he actually meant his suggestion he would be offering up
her 'slave' body to friends of his. Although men were weird that
way. They liked to show her off. They always had. It was like they
saw it as a symbol of their masculinity and virility to have a girl
as beautiful as her on their arm.

She could see Tyler being happy to show her
off naked. But she doubted he would want other guys having sex with
her. Although that too was a weird sort of thing that a lot of guys
had an interest in. She blamed porn. Guys were so used to watching
sexy girls having sex on video the idea of watching their
girlfriend getting done by some guy turned them on.

She had no interest in watching Tyler having
sex with another girl. Nor did any of her girlfriends express any
interest in seeing such a thing with their boyfriends. But every
single boyfriend had suggested a threesome, almost always with
another girl. She blamed porn for that too.

She was sure that whatever happened he was
going to do his very best to give her a very hot, sexy time and to
give her as much pleasure as possible. That was the only way for
him to win the bet, after all. Zoe was looking forward to that, at
least. And as long as she had this safe word to protect her from
doing anything she didn't want to do then she should be fine.

She ran through all kinds of possibilities in
her mind of what she would make him do when she won the bet and
smiled in satisfaction.
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Tyler's family had a nice cottage on the lake
not that far north of the city. It was a modern cottage built
chalet style with huge glass windows looking out over the lake. It
had a vaulted ceiling and was built in an open concept with a huge
fireplace at one side and an open kitchen off to the left.

It had a lovely deck looking down at the
water about twenty-five feet below at the edge of a sloping hill.
There was a dock down there, and a small boat house with a runabout
and a pair of personal watercraft. She'd been here before, but
never alone with him. She'd always been simply a guest of his
family. And they had had to sneak around so they didn't get caught
doing anything more than kissing.

“You're sure none of them are going to be
coming up, right?” she asked for the tenth time.

He gave her an exasperated look. His father
was on a business trip out of town, and halfway across the
continent. His mother had sprained her ankle and was hopping around
with a crutch. His brother was on the basketball team at UCLA,
nearly 3000 miles away. And his sister was still in high school and
couldn't drive. She knew all that for he had already told her
repeatedly.

She was nervous, though. This was insane. But
what choice did she have? She had agreed to the bet, the first bet,
which she had been certain she would win. And then she had agreed
to the second part of the hooker bet too. Stupid, stupid,
stupid! She thought to herself.

But a bet was a bet. She had given her word.
And her parents had raised her to believe that a person kept their
word if they possibly could. Her mother was a senior executive at a
Fortune 500 company and her father was a stock broker. They both
had taught her that a person's word was everything. You earned
respect by keeping your word, no matter what.

“Just gonna be me and five to ten of my
friends,” he said.

“Oh, ha ha. I just don't want anyone
accidentally walking in on us if I'm going to be naked.”

“Don't worry. No one will be walking in on
you accidentally.”

She scowled suspiciously at him and he
waggled his eyebrows.

He unlocked the door and they carried in
their cases. He had told her that she didn't need to bring anything
because she wouldn't be wearing anything, but she still brought
some clothes, bathing suits, makeup, toiletries, and some other
necessities, just in case.

It took them about an hour to get settled in
and then he turned and grinned at her.

“All right slave girl, strip naked for
me.”

Zoe felt a sudden rush of energy and
excitement but she gave him a pair of rolled eyes and then shrugged
casually. She peeled her T-shirt up and off, trying to keep things
as unsexy as possible, then opened her belt and shoved her jeans
and panties down her legs, stepping out of them. She was focusing
on being as casual as possible as she reached behind and undid her
bra so didn't notice him getting something out of the dresser.

When she turned around she saw him holding a
studded leather collar in his hands. She did her very best not to
react, but her eyes widened and she sucked in a breath of air as
her heart suddenly gave a lurch. She did her best to cover that
with a cough as he placed the collar around her neck and moved
behind her to tighten it and buckle it in place.

“Is that too tight?” he asked.

The collar was firm against her neck, but it
didn't restrict her breathing in any way.

“I think it's okay,” she said.

He moved around in front of her and picked up
a smaller, rounded leather band from the top of the dresser.

“ Hold your arms out in front of you, slave
girl.”

She felt a dark ripple of sexual energy as
she obeyed. His voice had been firm, commanding.

She watched excitedly as he fastened the
restraints around her wrists and then saw with a little gasp that
they had little keyholes which he used to lock them in place. He
moved behind her and gathered her hair into a thick mass then
pulled down and back.

She gasped in pain at the sting to her scalp
and her hands jerked up and back to grab his wrist.

“Ow! Hey! Not so hard!”

“Put your hands down at your sides!” he
growled.

Zoe hesitated then dropped her arms, feeling
a sudden wild fluttering in her stomach as her pulse quickened.

“Do not attempt to resist your master,
slave!” he growled in a menacing voice. “Disobedient slaves are
punished. Do you wish to be whipped? Flogged? Tortured? Obey your
master, sex slave!”

His words were silly but left her breathless,
her nipples so hard they ached as she fought to show no sign of the
sudden rush of heat and excitement spreading through her body. She
shuddered slightly, even so.

She gasped as he used her hair like a handle,
moving her sideways across the room until she stood before the
mirror on the low dresser. Her eyes were instantly captivated by
the sight of her standing there, head back, chest thrust out,
collar around her throat. She raised her hands wonderingly, staring
at the restraints on her wrists.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her
ear. “Sex slave!” he whispered.

He released her hair and gripped her upper
arm firmly then yanked her back and half threw her onto the
bed.

“Lift your ankles up, Slave,” he growled.

Zoe obeyed, feeling a pulsing sense of hunger
and heat rising within her as she watched him place two more bands
on her ankles and lock them in place.

“Stand up, Slave.”

“She stood up and he gripped her arm and
roughly turned her back to him then took her arms and drew them
back behind her back. She felt her heart hammer as he fastened her
wrist restraints together behind her back above her buttocks.

He turned her around and she saw he had a
long, thin, black strap in his hand. It had a metal clip on the end
and he brought it up against the front of her neck, and then
attached it to the large metal ring dangling from the front of the
collar.

“Come with me, Slave,” he ordered.

Zoe's face was flushed as she followed him
out of the room. The strap was a leash, she realized with a sense
of outrage. He was leading her on a leash! Like she was some kind
of animal! That was so degrading and outrageous!

And yet she felt the sexual hunger rising
within her, Spiraling upwards with shocking speed. Already she was
fighting to control her breathing. He led her out of the bedroom,
and it felt even more darkly sexual and outrageous as they moved
along the corridor and down the stairs into the great room.

She had never been in this room without his
family and other friends so it almost felt like she was naked in a
public place. She looked around anxiously, turning her eyes to the
huge windows overlooking the lake.

This is so sick! she thought, but her
body thrummed with sexual energy.

The firm grip of the restraints around her
wrists was a constant reminder of her state of absolute
helplessness, giving rise to a nervousness she had never felt
around him before. Which was silly, she told herself. Her
relatively recent awareness of how much stronger he was told her he
could have done anything he wanted to her many times.

She trusted him not to go crazy. That was the
bottom line. Then again, she didn't trust him to not take advantage
of her helplessness. He was male, after all!

He stopped in the middle of the great room
and turned to her, his face assuming a superior, haughty look.

“On your knees, Slave,” he ordered.

Zoe gulped and lowered herself gingerly to
her knees on the floor before him.

“You will sit on your heels and spread your
legs wide,” he said.

She felt another hot little rush as she sank
back onto her heels, her face flushing anew as she spread her knees
apart.

He squatted before her suddenly, placing his
hands on her legs just behind the knees and pushing firmly.

“Wider, sex slave. You keep your legs wide at
all times to show the world what you have available for them.”

He was being so outrageous! But for some
reason, she found it deliciously exciting.

He reached behind her and tugged on her hair
so that she gasped.

“Head back, chest out at all times. Anyone
who enters the room wants to see you at your best.”

He stood up again but removed the leash from
the front of the collar before stepping back.

“I just thought of something,” he said.

He pointed his finger at her and frowned.
“Stay. Don't move.”

He turned and left the room and Zoe looked
around her uncertainly. This was all so strange, this fantasy of
his, so dark and kinky. But there was no question she was finding
it deliciously novel and wickedly exciting. Her nipples were
tingling and her breasts felt warm and swollen.

She dropped her eyes and bent forward,
glancing nervously down at her sex. It did not look any different.
There was no sign that she could recognize that showed how aroused
she was. But she was quite sure she was very wet inside. She
frowned unhappily. Wait until he discovered that, she thought. He
would be so smug!

She heard him coming in and quickly jerked
her head up and back before he came into the room.

“I have something for you, Slave. Standard
sex slave wear.”

He moved over behind her and gripped her
collar then pulled forward.

“Down on your chest with your bottom in the
air and your legs spread wide,” he said.

“Hey!” she gasped aloud.

He slapped her bottom sharply. “Obey your
master, Slave!”

“ Ow! Tyler!”

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again. “The name is master, Slave!”

Crack!

“Let me hear you say it.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say my name, Slave! It's Master Tyler.”

“Master!” she gasped.

She felt herself penetrated, felt his finger,
no, his thumb sliding in between the lips of her sex. She felt her
face redden further. He would know how wet she was now. Then she
moaned helplessly as he brought his fingers in against her clitoris
and began to flick them from side to side.

“Say it, slut! Master Tyler!”

“Master Tyler!”

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

Zoe felt a sudden jolt of dark sexual energy
ripple through her and her pussy seemed to spasm around his thumb
as it pumped slowly in and out.

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

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again.

“Again, Slave!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master Tyler!”

The intellectual part of her mind thought
this sounded ridiculous. But it didn't seem to matter because
saying it was thrilling some dark side of her subconscious she'd
had hardly been aware she possessed.

Her breathing was already getting ragged and
her breasts throbbed as were mashed against the floor below
her.

She felt his hands on her hips and knew he
was kneeling behind her. She felt a thrill of anticipation as he
jerked back on her waist and pushed forward against her legs and
buttocks to raise them higher. His hands forced her knees wider and
then he eased back as if to study her.

“Memorize this position, Slave Girl. This is
the position you will take to present your body to me when I decide
to use you for my pleasure.”

Crack!

“Understand!?”

“Yes, Master Tyler!” she exclaimed
breathlessly.

His thumb was pumping slowly in and out,
pressing in against the front wall of her sex, against that
delicious spot behind her clitoris where his fingers were busy
thrumming a dark and sensual tune.

“Remember, slave girl, I own your body. It
doesn't belong to you. It belongs to me. I can do anything I want
with it or to it anytime I want and you have no say in the matter.
You are owned. You are a belonging, a possession.”

Crack!

“Understand, slut!?”

“Yes, Master Tyler!” she exclaimed.

His voice sounded so serious! As if he
believed it! It sent a dark shudder through her body and her hips
jerked involuntarily.

He pulled his fingers back and she knelt
there, chin against the floor, fighting to keep her breathing as
even as possible. She wasn't sure what he was doing back there at
first then she felt his finger pressing against her wrinkled back
opening. She gasped, her eyes widening and she began to protest.
But then she stopped.

I'm a sex slave! Of course, I can't say no to
this! Of course, he can fuck me in the ass if he wants to!

She moaned helplessly as his finger, cool and
creamy with some kind of lubricant, pushed slowly into her back
opening. It drew back and then she felt something else against her,
something cool and lifeless, which got wider and thicker as he
pushed it insistently forward.

“Oh! What are you doing!? What is that!”

Crack!

“You don't get to ask questions, Slave! I'll
tell you what you need to know. All you need to know is that you do
whatever I tell you to do and nothing more. Right now I've told you
to kneel there and don't move.”

Crack!

“Understand, slut!?”

“Aahh! Yes, Master Tyler!”

Whatever he was pushing into her got thicker
and thicker, straining her sphincter so that it began to ache and
burn. Then it abruptly narrowed and slid into her body. But no, she
felt some part of it still outside, pressed against her little
round opening. The other part was inside, though.

“That's a butt plug, slave girl. It's
designed to get your beautiful little ass used to having big
objects pushed into it. I don't know if you realize this, but you
have a gorgeous ass. Every man who sees it wants to shove his cock
inside it. So you can bet that's going to happen frequently now
that you're a sex slave. I'm getting your ass used to it.”

His words left her momentarily stunned at
just how outrageous they were. Her mind churned wildly and seized
upon the safe word. But no, she couldn't use that just because he
was saying things in an outrageous manner. It wasn't like they had
never had anal sex before, after all. They just had it very
infrequently because she didn't like it. She thought it was
degrading and disgusting.

Well, if she was a sex slave, that was the
sort of thing that happened to sex slaves. That was the sort of
thing cruel, depraved, evil men did to poor helpless, beautiful
girls like her.

Something about that made her shudder with
heat. She'd never really considered herself to be a masochist of
any sort before, but for some reason, the idea that she was a
helpless, tied-up prisoner being abused by a cruel and ruthless man
sent dark ripples of excitement through her lower belly.

Of course, being a victim was often the
central focus of her classes in women's studies. He'd even
commented on that on more than one occasion, saying that they
elevated the thought of being a victim to something wonderful and
saintly, something that elevated you above everyone else. But she
had never really been a victim of anything before.

Now she was a helpless, oppressed sex slave
being cruelly brutalized by an evil man!

Well, sort of.

“You'll wear that all the time now. So that
you're ready whenever any man passing by decides to shove his cock
up your tight little ass.”

And how many men were likely to be wandering
by, she thought, other than him. Still, it sounded deliciously
dramatic. She had to admit that. And that made it hot and sexy.

Now his fingers returned to where she
preferred them, his thumbs sliding into her moist pussy and his
other fingers stroking against her clitoris.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

Zoe's mind squirmed.

“I'm your bitch, Master Tyler!”

“Tell me you're my slut.”

Zoe felt her pussy spasming around his thumb
and felt a rush of dark heat at the words.

“I'm your slut, Master Tyler!” she
gulped.

She gasped as he slid his other hand up into
her hair and jerked back sharply.

“Tell me you're my whore!”

“I'm your whore, Master Tyler!” she
cried.

“You want my cock inside you, slut? Do
you?!”

“Yes, Master Tyler!” She moaned.

Crack!

“Is that because you're a whore?!”

“Yes, Master Tyler! I'm your whore, Master
Tyler!”

Zoe shuddered, her hips starting to grind
back against his thumb and fingers as the sexual pressure grew more
intense and the passion began to take control of her mind. She felt
her concerns about her pride and dignity fading away, melting in
the heat along with her inhibitions.

All her resolve to try to show no particular
excitement or interest in his perverted game began to disappear
along with any care and concern for the bet itself. This was so far
out of her experience that she was caught by a dark sense of
thrilled anticipation.

And she'd never felt quite so… sexual in her
life. And not just sexual, but almost… proudly sexual! She felt
something throbbing down between her legs in tune with the pounding
of her heart and the rush of blood through her veins.

She jerked her wrists against the restraints
again, feeling once more that sense of awed disbelief at the
situation she found herself in. Her breathing was coming in harsher
and more rapid gasps as his fingers roused her to scalding levels
of heat. She whimpered helplessly, her hips jerking back more and
more uncontrollably as the pressure grew more intense within
her.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, sex slave.”

Zoe shuddered as he rippled through her
body.

“Please fuck me, Master Tyler!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Louder, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master Tyler!”

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master Tyler!” she
cried.

She felt the head of his cock pressing firmly
against the line of her sex… rubbing slowly up and down, up and
down, pressing harder with each second until it forced aside the
lips of her sex. Then he found the angle and pushed the head into
her slowly.

She felt him seize her hair, gathering it
together into a thick mass behind her head. She moaned as he pulled
up and back even as he pushed himself deep into her throbbing,
overheated sex.

Crack!

“Sex slave!” he growled.

It only took two thrusts before the orgasm
exploded within her. Her mouth opened and closed in a soundless cry
of wonder and heat, and then as the pressure intensified she lost
herself to the storm of sensation and cried out all the breath in
her lungs.

He was yanking back firmly on her hair with
every harsh thrust into her body. His hips were already slapping
firmly against her buttocks as she used her roughly, and her body
shook with the powerful impact of his hips against her.

She had always liked him to start out slowly,
to be more romantic and sensual. But today she found herself
responding, body and mind, to the savage drumbeat of his powerful
hips against her upraised bottom. She felt the thickness and
hardness of him spearing deep inside her spasming abdomen as she
twisted and writhed before him in something so powerful that it
approached rapture.

She drew in a great, desperate breath and
then cried it out again, still reeling under the intensity of the
sensations tearing through her. Her mind was overwhelmed,
shell-shocked by the sheer ferocity of the climax assailing her.
She whimpered and moaned, floating atop the flood of liquid heat
churning through her.

It was so good! It was soooooo good! She felt
intoxicated by the incredible rush, the overload to her nervous
system. Just like the other day, the orgasm went on and on, until
she thought she was going to go out of her mind with pleasure.
Then, finally, with her insides aching from muscle spasms, it began
to subside.

It left her limp, dazed, feeling as though
her muscles had melted and left her nothing but boneless flesh. She
sucked in ragged breathes of air, eyes closed into slits.

His hips, which had been beating a rapid and
rough tattoo against her buttocks, slowed. She felt his wildly
pistoning cock drawing back. It pulled free of her, all but the
head which again rubbed slowly up and down along the line of her
sex.

“See how good it is to be a sex slave?” he
said. “I can see you're going to enjoy your new status as my
possession. Think of how easy and comfortable it will be. No need
to think about what you're going to do or say. All you need to do
is whatever I tell you. Nothing more and nothing less.”

Zoe groaned dazedly. His words should have
outraged her, but didn't. She didn't care anymore. Her mind was
gripped by the delicious afterglow of that amazing climax. The only
thing which really intruded was the feel of the head of his cock
which he was now using to rub back-and-forth over her swollen
clitoris.

“You'll love it even better when there's two
or three of us here doing you at the same time,” he said. “You'll
get more cock than you can handle, then. Or at least as much as you
can handle.”

She gasped as he pulled harder on her hair
and lifted her chin off the ground, forcing her mouth wide as her
head tilted back. His hand came around the front of her face and
his fingers pushed into her open mouth.

“Wouldn't you like a cock in your mouth now
too, slave girl? Wouldn't you love it if Brad was here to shove his
cock down your throat while I did you from behind? Just like the
other day?”

She gasped as he buried himself in her still
overheated pussy again then ground his hips against her.

“Every guy I know would love to stick their
cock into a hot, sexy little slave girl like you.”

He pulled harder on her hair. lifting her
shoulders up and back, easing the pressure on her breasts as she
moaned in pain and forced herself to rise upward. Then his hand
pulled free of her mouth and slid down to knead her breast.

“But you've already done a threesome,” he
said. “So I'm sure you can handle a foursome. One cock in your
pussy, one in your tight, beautiful ass, and the other sliding up
and down your throat. Maybe you can handle five guys at once. I'd
have to unshackle your wrists so you could put your hands out and
give the other two guys hand jobs at the same time.”

“I need to hire someone as a cameraman first,
to take the video. We wouldn't want to miss recording that for
posterity.”

He was creating word pictures, and Zoe
couldn't help draw them out in her mind, imagining herself helpless
and naked and surrounded by naked guys with their big cocks, all
filled with lust as they drove themselves in at her at the same
time. The images filled her with a dark, animal hunger.

He abandoned her hair, his other hand quickly
filling itself with her other breast as he leaned over her, his
hips starting to work harder, his cock thrusting into her again and
again as his fingers mashed and squeezed and kneaded her
breasts.

“Sex slave!” he growled, his mouth next to
her ear.

Zoe whimpered and moaned, swept by sensations
and emotions, dark heat churning through her mind as her body began
to shudder to the impact of his hips once again.

“Sex slave!” he whispered again, his lips on
her earlobe.

Her hands pulled feebly against the
restraints as he baked her brain. Then another orgasm rose up
through the heat and passion and she screamed as it overwhelmed her
senses and mind.
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Tyler moved around her as she knelt in
position, trying to recover her breath, trying to fit her shattered
mind back together. She was again gripped by a sense of wonder at
how incredibly powerful the orgasms had been. Her mind was only
starting to function well enough for her to begin to wonder
why.

Tyler slid open one of the doors to the deck
and walked outside, but she paid little attention, her chin still
on the floor and eyes slitted. Then he returned and gripped her by
the back of the collar, pulling imperiously.

“On your feet, slave.”

Zoe moaned but rose to her feet as he took
her outside onto the deck. The view was as lovely as ever, perhaps
better, for the green of the trees was turning to red and yellow
and orange.

Her mind woke as he led her down the stairs
onto the ground and she again looked around nervously. He led her
down along the narrow dirt trail to the lake, and then out onto the
dock. He brought her up to the very end and then stopped.

“Beautiful view, don't you think, slave?”

“Oh yes,” she sighed.

She gasped in pain as he jerked back on her
hair, forcing her head back. She rolled her eyes up at him to find
him scowling down at her.

“Master Tyler!” He growled.

She blinked in confusion and then remembered.
Though she thought surely he didn't need to take the game so
seriously all the time.

“Yes, master Tyler!” she gasped.

He released her And then reached up to the
post on the corner of the dock from which hung a pair of potted
plants. He took the plants down and then took a chain from his
pocket and turned her to face the lake.

She felt him undoing the links which bound
the restraints together, then he brought her wrists around in front
of her and joined them together again. She watched as he fastened
the links together then attached the little chain to the metal
rings.

It was on the tip of her tongue to ask him
what he was doing, but then he'd already told her that sex slaves
didn't get to ask questions.

Besides, what he was doing became obvious a
second later as she raised her arms above her head, and then
attached the chain to the hooks overhead which had held the potted
plants. Then to her shock he turned and headed back down the dock,
leaving her in place.

“Wait! You can't leave me here! What if
somebody comes by!?”

He turned around and slapped her bottom
stingingly so that she yelped and jerked around to face him.

“Sex slaves don't question their masters,” he
said sternly. “If someone sees you then they'll have a very good
day and will always remember how beautiful and sexy you are.”

Then he turned and headed back down the dock
again.

Zoe stared around her at the lake in the
woods alongside shore, anxious and wary.

“Tyler Evans! If someone sees me I am going
to see to it that you pay!”

“If you don't remember to call me master and
only master I am definitely going to make your bottom pay, slave
girl,” he said over his shoulder as he continued to walk away.

Surely they wouldn't be the only people at
the lake! She looked around anxiously for signs of other cottagers
or boats on the lake.

“But I'll get sunburned!” she called.

He went into the cottage leaving her where
she was and she stood there helplessly, bare to the world. And
thinking very nasty thoughts about him as her eyes continued to
cast around for signs of other people.

The sun shone down upon her and despite it
being not particularly hot out she felt herself starting to warm
uncomfortably. Of course, it didn't help that her heart was beating
so rapidly and her pulse racing. And then she heard the sound of a
motorboat. She gasped aloud, staring out over the lake.

A small boat appeared moving smoothly across
the water. She stared at it, eyes wide, and turned her back to the
lake as much as she could and eased in closer to the post in hopes
of partially hiding herself. Fortunately the boat moved along the
lake too far out for her to see much about who was inside it. It
looked like there was just one person but they were too small to
see if they were man or woman.

That was reassuring, because it meant they
would not be able to tell anything about her either.

Tyler came back out onto the deck and then
down the stairs and across the dock.

“There was a boat that went by!” she said
anxiously. “If they'd been closer they might've seen me!”

He jerked on her hair and she cried out at
the pull to her scalp, her head forced back and her mouth wide even
as his other hand brought a hard plastic ball around to push
against her lips. She only had a moment to realize, not enough to
struggle against it as he worked it slowly into her mouth. She
moaned in complaint but could say nothing for the ball remained in
place, as he drew up a pair of thin black cords across her cheeks
and behind her head to fasten together.

“I did tell you not to speak unless spoken
to,” he said. “But I guess new slave girls have to learn things the
hard way.”

He went over to the other side of the dock
and took down the potted plants hanging there, then attached a
chain to the hooks and came back to her. He unhooked one of the
little rings of her wrist restraints from the chain and then pulled
her arms apart, leading her right arm back towards the other
post.

Before she knew his intent she was standing
fully facing the lake, with both arms up stretched out wide. She
cursed around the ball in her mouth, only just realizing what it
must be. She'd never really paid much attention to Internet porn
before, or any other kind. But of course, it was so ubiquitous, and
the boys paid so much attention to it that she was familiar with
what a ball gag was.

He had more changes in mind and she kicked
feebly at him as he squatted down and grabbed her right ankle. He
fastened the chain to it and pulled her ankle up to the side and
quickly attached it to the base of the post there before doing the
same to her left. Now she was effectively spreadeagled facing the
lake and would not be old to turn away or hide from anyone who came
by.

He stood behind her and his finger combed her
hair out from under the cords that crossed her cheeks and went
behind her head.

“You're a sex slave,” he said. “Your body is
mine to do with as I choose and to display to anyone I want to see
it. You have no rights. That includes no right to privacy or pride
or dignity of any kind. You have no right to stop me from using
your body however I want or from letting anyone I want to use it
too. If I want to beat you I will beat you. If I want to sell you
to someone I will do that. You're my possession. You are
owned property.”

Was he crazy!? She thought wonderingly. He
sounded so real! Like he really believed that! What if he had been
out of his mind all this time and she simply didn't know it?!

She felt something sliding up between her
thighs and pressing against her pussy. His fingers parted the lips
for sex and it pushed against her, thick and hard. She looked down
but couldn't see until she bent her head down. Then she could see
what looked like a very realistic penis pressing into her.

She moaned around the ball as he worked in
and out slowly, pushing deeper and deeper until she ached deep
inside.

It had a strangely curved base which pushed
upward against the top of her sex on the outside, And a pair of
cords much like the ones crossing her cheeks which he drew up
diagonally across her abdomen and over her hips to join together
behind her. Another pulled down between her legs and up between her
buttocks to hold the thing firmly in place.

“By the way, sex slave, since you can't use
the safe word with your mouth gagged, there will also be a safe
gesture. Hold either of your little fingers up alone and that will
be your safe word.”

Zoe felt a rush of relief at this indication
he wasn't truly crazy after all and was fully aware that this was
just a game. She felt something cool and slippery against her
shoulder and then his hands began to spread some kind of slick,
creamy stuff along her back.

His slippery hands slid up and down her sides
and then around in front of her to cup and fondle her breasts. He
squirted more of the stuff down her front and over her shoulders
spreading it up and down her arms and then down over her chest and
belly. He paused and then she yelped, her hips giving a sharp and
violent lurch as the thing inside her began to vibrate.

She rolled her eyes up and back at him as he
continued to spread the cream down the front of her body.

“This is sunscreen, in case you were
wondering, sex slave. After all, I don't want my possession getting
its skin all burned. Then it might not look as beautiful as it does
now and that skin wouldn't feel as soft and perfect as it does
against my fingers.”

She moaned in pleasure as his fingers eased
back the vibrating base and rubbed at her clitoris. He chuckled
into her ear then placed it back against her and spread the cream
down her legs.

He gathered her hair in and pulled back,
firmly but not sharply, then chewed lightly on her earlobe.

“Sex slave,” he whispered. “You're nothing
but a creature of sex and sensuality,” he whispered. You have no
will, no rights, and were created solely for the purpose of
bringing pleasure to others with your beautiful body. You care
about nothing but sex and pleasure, passion and lust. You're like
an animal, a sexual animal that craves sex and pleasure and passion
at all times.”

And then he pulled back and walked back up to
the cottage, leaving her like that.

Maybe he was crazy, she thought weakly.

She dropped her eyes low, staring at the base
of the vibrator pressed against her. She'd never used a vibrator
before. Unlike him, and unlike all other men his age, she was not
obsessed with sex, nor had she ever been.

Besides, she lived with her parents and
grandparents as well as two siblings. She did not have all that
much privacy at home. Her parents were stern, conservative
Republican types. There were always suspicious that their children
were up to something to do with drugs and she knew very well that
her mother searched her room on those occasions when she cleaned or
returned laundry.

And then there it was her little brother, who
was nosy and had no principles. If he found such a thing the whole
neighborhood would hear about it. She would never live it down. And
her mother and father would sit her down for one of those
excruciatingly uncomfortable talks about how chastity was the only
possible choice for a good Christian girl.

Now she was at college, of course. But she
had two roommates at her dorm, And there were forever raiding her
closet for things to wear or makeup to borrow. There was no way she
would dare to try to hide a sex toy in her room. And even if she
did when would she use it? She could just imagine even if she was
alone using the thing and then having one of them come back
suddenly catching her in the act.

No, it had always been too dangerous on those
rare occasions when she'd ever even considered buying some sort of
sex toy. The only things she had used to aid her occasional
masturbation had been her fingers and the handle of her
hairbrush.

Now she was stuffed full of a very
realistic-looking cock that was vibrating powerfully inside her and
against her on the outside. At first, it was so uncomfortable she
felt no sexual interest whatever. But then the vibration seemed to
become more refined and less powerful. They began to pulse, then.
The pulsations grew more intense, and it felt almost as if they
were running up along the length of the thing inside her again and
again.

Her hips squirmed at the sensations and she
moaned around the gag, staring out over the lake.

Tyler was so perverted!

Her eyes continued to roam across the lake,
to scan the far shore and look up and down on either side of the
near shore. Her ears were alive to the sounds of the woods around
her, listening anxiously for the sound of voices.

But her eyes kept looking down the length of
her glistening body, past the swollen mounds of her breasts with
the sharp, tingling pink nipples perched perfectly in the centers,
down the line of her firm, taut belly and abdomen to where that
thick sex toy pressed against her and buzzed remorselessly.

The thing was throbbing now as well as
vibrating. And the pulsations were altering in speed and strength.
Her hips ground helplessly against it as if she was instinctively
trying to ride the male phallus stuffed inside her. She felt a
crackling sexual electricity dancing along her skin even as her
insides throbbed and her pulse raced.

This was so dirty! It was so perverted! But
it wasn't her idea! She wasn't the one that thought she should
stand here naked to the world with a vibrator inside her! She'd
have to be an insane slut to decide that on her own! No, she was
being forced to do it. She was being… she was being abused and… and
molested and treated cruelly!

Like a sex slave!

Her body writhed helplessly under the sun, as
she moaned and panted around the ball stuffed into her mouth. Her
mouth was still open, for her lips and jaw could not close with
such a large object within. She had to keep swallowing saliva to
keep it from dribbling out around the ball.

Heat roiled her mind even as she baked in the
sun. It was the inner heat that was rising and melting her brain,
however. She twisted and turned, straining against chains holding
her in place.

And every time she looked up at them she felt
another dark rush of wonderment and heat.

I'm chained up naked outside! she
thought dazedly. Anyone could come by and see me like
this!

She closed her eyes and shuddered, her back
arching as she pushed her breasts out at the world, imagining
boatloads of men driving slowly past howling and shouting catcalls,
whistling and taking pictures of the naked sex slave twisting
helplessly in place while the dildo vibrator drove her out of her
mind.

Suddenly there were hands in her hair. She
gasped aloud, trying to jerk her head around, but unable to. Her
hair was drawn back and held firmly in place with one hand, Then
another slid around her ribs and caressed her breast.

She gasped aloud as her nipple burned at the
touch and shuddered as he caught the rigid little pink button
between thumb and forefinger, rolling and stroking it.

“Hey Brad, you want a drink?” Tyler asked
from some distance away.

Zoe's eyes snapped wide and she let out a
squeal of realization as Brad chuckled behind her.

“Sex slave,” he said in amusement.

Her face burned suddenly with a deep,
horrible embarrassment even as he drew his hands back.

“You look as hot and sexy from behind as you
did from the front,” he said.

And then she heard him walking back along the
dock away from her. She jerked her head to one side to stare over
her shoulder and saw him returning to the cottage then jerked
frantically at the chains in hopes of pulling herself free.

What was he doing here!?

Obviously, Tyler had invited him. And given
what had happened the other day, she could guess what for! He
intended to let Brad use her body again as he had the other day! At
first, the idea shocked and appalled her. But then, his absence let
her embarrassment fade. He'd seen her naked the other day, after
all. He had seen her, touched her, and shoved his cock down her
throat. She didn't really need to be embarrassed that he could see
her naked again.

And it was hard to get terribly anxious about
the fear that he and Tyler would have sex with her together when
they'd already done it the other day and it had been the most
thrilling and exciting sex of her life. Not that she could possibly
have admitted that to Tyler, of course. Nor would she ever have
even suggested that she might be interested in a repeat, much less
of carrying things even further.

Though she had had fantasies about that,
dark, exciting, wicked fantasies which had made her body
squirm.

Her flailing mind focused instead on Tyler.
How dare he invite a guy to come up after chaining her naked and
helpless like this!? She tried to work up a good, steaming sense of
indignation and outrage. It was difficult, though, in the face of
the continuing throbbing, pulsing, and vibrations coming from the
vibrator.

Not to mention the wild, appalling,
thrilling, wicked realization that he would soon give her body to
Brad. Or try to. She could refuse. She can hold her little finger
up to indicate that she was absolutely not going to go along with
it. There was no way she would consent to such a thing! Only a
whore would allow that!

Of course, if she were tied up and gagged,
she could hardly resist or object. She did have that safe gesture
as he called it, but… she could forget about it in the confusion
and anxiety of the moment...

Or at least pretend she had if it became
necessary to do so.

She groaned helplessly, feeling her nipples
burn, especially the one he had been rolling and caressing. God!
God! God! Was she really going to allow some guy she barely knew to
use her body!? Yes, she had already given him a blowjob, but that
wasn't real sex! And she was quite sure he wouldn't be content with
that again.

He would want to stick his cock into her and
use her body like the slut he no-doubt thought she was! God! He
must think she was such a whore! Thank God he didn't know any of
her friends!

Of course, Tyler had pointed out that was
exactly why he had selected him in the first place. She had
grudgingly accepted that it had been a good idea, that it would
help protect her reputation. And it was still able to do so. Which
meant that whatever she did, no one she knew would be aware of it,
except Tyler, of course. But she trusted Tyler.

Didn't she? She had better! She had placed
yourself into his hands, completely helpless. He could, as he had
said, do absolutely anything he wanted to her. That included
inviting his friends down to fuck her as they wanted in any way
they wanted, as often as they wanted!

Sex slave!

She was starting to really grasp the reality
of that sort of thing. If you were a sex slave your master really
could invite anyone he wanted to come and make use of your body.
Helpless, tied up, subject to his cruel punishments, a sex slave
could hardly object or resist.

Her hips were grinding unconsciously As the
vibrator made her lower body burn with hunger and desire. She
closed her eyes and shuddered, arching her back. Helpless! Naked
and helpless! They could do anything to her!

The idea was appalling and scary and
thrilling and desperately exciting at the same time.

She heard their voices and gasped, her head
twisting around she saw them come out onto the deck and then move
down the stairs. She jerked her head away, staring out at the lake
again, her pulse racing at her body burned with anticipation. What
were they going to do to her!?

“Man, she has a perfect ass!” she heard Brad
say.

Her face burned but she felt a helpless
flutter of pleasure at the honest admiration in his voice.

“And she's got a nice big butt plug inside
her,” Tyler replied.

Zoe cringed at the words especially when Brad
laughed in delight as he realized the truth.

“I never even noticed when I came out
before!”

“Well, like you said, she's got a gorgeous
ass. A girl with an ass like that needs to feel a stiff cock
sliding up between her cheeks every day.”

“I would love to bury my cock in her ass!”
Brad exclaimed hungrily.

“Of course you would. What guy wouldn't? I
mean look at it.”

Zoe fought to control her breathing and to
keep her hips from jerking or grinding against the vibrations.
Anxiety and heat were warring within her mind, a deep embarrassment
combined with a sense of thrilled anticipation.

“You are so lucky to have a sex slave!”

Does this idiot think this is real?!
Zoe thought anxiously. What an astonishing thought! What has
Tyler told him!? Could he really think I'm… a sex slave!? A
part of her wanted to shout at him, tell him that no, she was a
smart, intelligent, sophisticated, and independent woman, not some
cheap sex slave.

And yet, she felt a strange desire to go with
the idea that she was really a sex slave. Imagine acting like a sex
slave to a guy who really thought she was one! It was a strange
thought, but deeply attractive and exciting. Pretending to be a sex
slave with Tyler was one thing, but acting it out in front of a guy
who thought it was real…

The idea was breathtaking for some
reason.

She would've been far too humiliated to even
think about that had it not been for the fact that this Brad guy
had already seen her naked, and already had oral sex with her. That
took much of the sting off things.

Suddenly she felt Tyler up behind her. She
jerked her head up and back to try and capture him with her eyes
but he was ignoring her as he squatted momentarily to undo her
ankle. Then he rose and his eyes were up and overhead as he stared
up towards her wrist. A moment later he unhooked her right wrist
from the chain and then swung it overhead, drawing her back towards
the other post before fastening it again over her head.

A moment later he roughly turned her to face
them, then reached behind her grip her hair once again to force her
head back and her chest out.

“She's just as hot and sexy and beautiful as
I remembered!” Brad said with reverence.

Zoe rolled her eyes away, still too
self-conscious to meet his, until suddenly he moved right up before
her and dropped to his knees.

“How does she like the vibrator?” he
asked.

“She seems to enjoy it quite a bit.”

Zoe gasped as Brad gripped the base of the
vibrator and shifted it around slowly. Then he undid the thin cords
and slid the thick shaft down and out. His fingers probed at the
mouth of her sex then two of them pushed inside.

“Yeah, she's wet as hell!”

Zoe's face burned as Brad examined her up
close. He pushed the head of the buzzing sex toy against her,
rubbing it back and forth along the swollen lips of her sex. Then
he penetrated her with it, sliding it deep as he leaned in and
began to lick against her clitoris.

Tyler moved back, taking a seat on one of the
lounge chairs and watching with a smirk on his face that she wanted
to slap off.

She made a brief show of trying to pull free
of Brad, but her heart wasn't in it. He simply spread her legs
forcefully apart, and with her back against the tall post there was
little she could do. Besides which, the vibrations had made her
feel hypersensitive down there. And the feel of his warm, slick
tongue against her was rapidly melting her bones, not to mention
her mind.

It felt so sensual, with every lick sending
warm waves of pleasure sweeping up through her body. She moaned
softly, pulling her head back, staring up into the sky as the
liquid heat grew hotter and the waves more powerful.

Her body began to undulate as if floating
atop those waves, Her hips rolling and back arching again and again
as small gasps and moans of pleasure escaped around the ball
filling her mouth.

The waves washed away all her cares and
concerns, all her worries about pride and dignity, all her
inhibitions, and her body began to thrum with the growing pressure
as heat and passion-filled her.

“Go ahead, do her.”
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She barely heard the words, and certainly
didn't understand them. Her mind was too fuzzy with the hunger and
heat filling her. But she understood it when Brad abruptly stopped
and stood up. He swung her around to face the post and a moment
later she felt the long, thick length of him pressed up between her
naked buttocks.

He ground himself against her as she trembled
and moaned in dazed pleasure and heat, feeling his fingers at the
base of that plug thing Tyler had pushed into her body. She felt
the pressure of it as he tugged it free, forcing her sphincter
open. And a moment later Brad's cock pushed into her ass and slid
halfway inside before her muscles clamped down.

He eased back, his hands gripping her hips
and roughly jerking them back away from the post.

“Order her to spread her legs,” Tyler
said.

“Spread your legs, slave girl!” Brad
ordered.

Zoe whimpered but obeyed, feeling a stab of
protest from somewhere in her consciousness that she ought not to
be obeying some guy giving her crude orders.

She felt his hands on her thighs, tugging her
back further as he pushed himself deeper. The feel of his cock
driving up inside her sent a powerful rush of energy and heat
through her body and she cried out in dark wonder at the feel of
him filling her up so deliciously.

One of his hands curled around her hip, and
as his fingers held her leg back and apart one of them pressed up
against the base of the vibrator to force it in more firmly against
her. The other hand was on her other thigh, and Zoe was forced to
bow forward at the hips now, rising up onto the balls of her feet
as he began to thrust in and out of her.

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

The head of his cock was punching deep into
her abdomen now, and she gasped and squeaked as it began to give
her cramps. But the vibrator was grinding against her, and still
buried inside her, and when Brad's hips began to slap against her
buttocks and drove her over the edge into a massive orgasm that
shattered her mind.

She cried out, again and again, her body
trembling and shaking as his hips slapped against her, her breasts
wobbling below her. His thick spear of flesh drove into her again
and again as the powerful release churned through her like a flash
flood, drowning her in intoxicating pleasure.

This was another incredibly intense orgasm,
one that battered her mind pieces and left her nothing but
instinct, hunger, and need. And what did that care about who was
doing it to her or why or how? All that mattered was the pleasure,
a pleasure so intense ecstasy was not an exaggeration.

She wallowed in it, ignoring everything else.
Drooling around the ball gag as her chin lay upon the arms
stretched out before her.

“Look at that's slutty little sex slave
come!” Tyler called from behind her.

“I guess she likes it up the ass!” Brad
exclaimed.

“I hope you're enjoying how tight that ass
is,” Tyler said.

“You could sell tickets to this, man!”

“There's an idea. Tickets to ride… Zoe!”

The orgasm finally began to fade, leaving Zoe
to gulp in air, groggy and spent.

Then Tyler was there beside her, reaching up
to undo her restraints from the chains. Brad slid back out of her,
and then sat down as Tyler drew her wrists down behind her neck and
fastened them to the back of the collar.

She stumbled weakly as he led her over beside
Brad's chair then turned her bottom to face him. The two of them
sat the confused, panting girl slowly down until Zoe felt the head
of Brad's cock against her back opening.

Her mind was coming back to life, but had
barely enough time to wonder what in the heck they were doing
before she felt penetrated again. And in her awkward, half-sitting
position, with their hands pulling her back, there was nowhere to
go but down.

She moaned as she felt herself sliding lower,
the shaft pushing up deeper in her belly until she felt impaled,
the head lodged high within her giving her cramps.

She gasped as she felt her hair pulled
sharply back, forcing her head high. Tyler gripped the base of the
vibrator, started to slowly pump it in and out or Brad ran a rough
hand across one of her straining breasts and chewed at the nape of
her neck.

“Ride my cock, slave girl!” he growled.

“You heard him, slave slut, ride that cock!”
Tyler ordered.

Zoe yelped in pain as Brad tugged more
sharply at her hair, then forced herself up along the shaft before
sinking back down again.

“Ride that cock, you dirty little slave
girl!” Tyler taunted her.

He shoved the vibrator deep inside her and
pressed it in with his knee as he leaned in and undid the cords
holding the ball gag in place. He pulled the ball out and then
slapped her cheek lightly.

“Beg Brad to fuck your ass!” He ordered.

He gripped her nipples and pinch them,
twisting them and tugging them up and out.

“Obey your master, slave!” he ordered as she
squealed in pain.

“Please fuck my ass, Master Brad!” Zoe cried
dazedly.

Brad began to grind his hips below her,
thrusting up into her as she rose and fell.

“Nasty little fuck toy!” Tyler said with a
smirk.

He knelt before her and pulled the vibrator
out of her body, then jerked his shorts down and pushed his own
erection against her.

Zoe cried out in dark, thrilled wonder as she
watched his cock pushing through the taut, swollen lips of her sex,
and then felt it driving up into her belly. Her eyes rolled back in
her head as heat swept through her in a scalding wave.

Brad gripped her hips, helping to lift her up
and down as Tyler mashed her breasts together in his hands while he
began to thrust into her with hard, powerful strokes.

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl!” Tyler
ordered.

“I love cock, Master Tyler!” Zoe moaned
helplessly.

“Louder, slave!”

“I love cock, Master Tyler!”

“Louder, slut!”

The words hammered against her mind, oil
thrown on an already raging fire.

“I love cock, Master Tyler!”

And then her voice rose to a long, undulating
cry of wonder and passion as another climax tore through her.

Every part of her body flared wildly as the
explosive release sent a stunning eruption of sensation through her
body, overloading her nervous system and sending her mind reeling.
She lost herself to the rapture, trembling and shaking as her
muscles spasmed again and again.

She screamed out her release, a long, animal
cry of raw, unrestrained pleasure, the two men cursing as they
thrust themselves into her with savage hunger and need. But Zoe was
hardly even aware of them as she soared, tumbling, and turning
through the scalding storm of pleasure.

*

Zoe was not happy. But she was still too
shell-shocked from what had already happened to really get worked
up about what was happening now. She was kneeling on the deck,
sitting on her heels, impaled on the vibrating dildo. Tyler had
spread her knees wide and strapped them in that position. The
vibrator thing was attached to the deck by a small screw.

And she still had her wrists fastened to the
back of the collar as she knelt before the two of them. They were
sitting comfortably on padded chairs sipping beers as they chatted
and eyed her with that casual male sense of superiority and
amusement.

Since she was gagged again, she couldn't
really complain about it. Especially since with her wrists behind
her neck, she couldn't even give him his safe gesture if she
decided he was going too far. They were going to have to have a
little chat about these safe words and gestures and how they worked
when she was tied up and gagged.

In the meantime, Tyler had equipped himself
with a sort of mini whip. It had a long, springy handle and shaft,
and at the end of that were a dozen or so thin, six-inch-long
leather laces. He was using the little whip, to enforce his orders
to her, orders given in a lofty, and arrogant voice, as if he was
deliberately trying to either outrage or humiliate her.

The most frequent order, was for her to draw
her elbows back more and keep her back arched so as to present her
breasts to them at their most attractive, with the skin pulled
tautly against them and her small, pink nipples stiff and hard.

The laces didn't exactly hurt. But they did
sting. And they stung a very sensitive part of her anatomy which
she was absolutely unused to being stung. The very idea he would
punish her by striking her on her breasts in any way was simply
outrageous. It shocked her the first time he did it, but by now she
simply accepted it as more of his dark, nasty game.

And that game was slowly melting her mind.
Every few minutes she felt another little sense of unreality, a
sense of disbelief that she was experiencing this, that she was
taking part in this, that this was actually happening. After all,
she was kneeling here with her legs spread wide, impaled on a
dildo, with her wrists locked behind her neck as she presented
herself for the lustful gaze of Tyler and some guy she barely
knew.

And if the girls at her women's studies
classes knew she had ever done something like this, she would have
to find another field of study entirely. They would certainly never
forgive or forget it. Nor would they ever respect her again.

Of course, the lesbians would be delighted,
but only because they would assume that a woman who would allow
that was so weak that they could do the same without any
objections. A woman who would allow that, was a slut, and a
spineless weakling. That would be their attitude.

And she wasn't entirely sure that it wasn't
true. For when her mind was free of the dark heat, and the baffled
wonderment at what she was doing, she often felt a sense of
squirming discomfort at herself for going along with it.

But a bet was a bat. She'd given her word.
And she'd always been taught that her word was her honor. And yet
how honorable was she right now? Honor was bound up in pride and
dignity. Wasn't it? There was certainly none of that now!
Especially with Tyler doing his best to degrade her as much as he
could.

And why wasn't she angrier about that? Why
did she continue to feel this dark, helpless sense of thrilling,
breathless excitement at taking part in this perverted and kinky
exercise? Even when the vibrator was turned off, as it was now, it
felt as though it was throbbing inside her. But she knew it was
actually her body throbbing around it.

She flushed as she caught a look of hunger on
Brad's face, flicked her eyes away, self-consciously. It was so
strange to be displaying herself like this before a guy who wasn't
her boyfriend. Ever since she had hit puberty she had been taught
and had completely accepted that you simply didn't show off your
body like this to anyone but your lover.

Intelligent, self-respecting women didn't
degrade themselves by flaunting their bodies when it was their
minds and personalities, and skills that mattered. And yet she felt
a helpless thrill at showing herself off so obscenely. It was
degrading, and yet exciting at the same time.

And that should not have been possible. She
didn't understand her reactions, didn't understand her strange
fascination and excitement with allowing herself to be treated like
a sex slave. An object of lust and desire, a sexual animal.

A whore!

No one had ever called her that before, not
seriously. She'd always been too careful about her reputation. Oh
of course men who were angry used that term, flinging it about the
way they would any other epithet or pejorative expression. But it
wasn't based on her behavior.

Now Tyler was using it to taunt her, to
deliberately get a rise out of her. And the strange thing was that
under most definitions, a whore fit her very well right now based
on the way she was acting and reacting.

So did 'slut'. Certainly, if any of the women
in her classes ever found out she had done this they would be using
the term without hesitation.

She gave a helpless gasp as Tyler use the app
on his phone to turn the vibrator on again. He and Brad looked down
at the table between their chairs as he did something to the phone
there, then looked up at her as if to see her reaction as the
pulses quickened and grew more powerful.

She scowled back at them, determined to show
no reaction, though she knew that ultimately that would be a losing
effort. She had already had enough experience with the thing to
know that the sensations it delivered to her body were irresistible
to her.

And the arrogant bastard decided to discuss a
football game while he played with the controls and she sat on her
heels, fighting not to tremble and shake in response.

She couldn't keep still for long, though. Her
body began to twitch and jerk, her muscles spasming as her insides
throbbed and squeezed down around the pulsing shaft. And then he
casually sent the long thin stick thing sweeping out so that the
cords snapped down across her right breast, stinging her and making
her gasp and automatically jerk her elbows back.

“Keep that chest out, slave,” he chided
her.

Bastard! she thought.

“I can't get over how perfect her tits are,”
Brad said.

“Why do you think I bought her?”

“Wait! You bought her?! Where did you buy
her!?”

“Ho Depot of course.”

They both laughed.

“No, she was at this warehouse, standing on a
stage kinda like that, walking around while people bid on her.”

His words confused her, but the image was
scalding. What a pervert he was to think of things like that, she
thought with wonder and no little awe.

“So how much did she cost?”

“A little over a hundred and fifty
thousand.”

“That seems like a lot, and yet not
enough.”

“Oh yeah, if they didn't have to be so
secretive about it I'm sure that some billionaire or
multimillionaire would be willing to pay ten or twenty times as
much to have her as their sex slave. Hot, sexy sluts like her are a
rare find.”

“That's still a lot of money for you. Where'd
you get it?”

“Oh, it's not that much, besides it's kind of
like an investment. And I can always sell her again. Especially
once I've trained her properly.”

“So how did she become a slave?”

“She sold herself into slavery because she
was so poor and had no family and it was either this or becoming a
hooker. I mean she's not smart enough to go to college or anything.
Besides sex is what she likes the best in life. So what could be a
better profession for her than a professional slut?”

His words were making her mind squirm in
embarrassment, but also a dark heat. They were insulting,
ridiculous, and outrageous, but knowing he was deliberately trying
to provoke her took the sting out of them.

In fact, now that her embarrassment around
Brad had largely dissipated, she found it much easier to allow
herself to simply sink back into the role that he had designed for
her, and pretend to be a sex slave. There was something wickedly
exciting about that thought, especially doing it in front of
another guy.

After all, if it was just Tyler, it would be
fun and games. But the presence of another guy, when she hardly
knew, made things seem a lot more serious. It was impossible to
ignore the fact that she was impaled on this thick, but
realistic-looking fake cock right in front of them with her legs
held wide so they could watch as she ground herself down against
the vibrator.

She never thought that she would get off by
being looked at so lustfully by a stranger, much less by doing
something so utterly obscene, like an exhibitionist, and letting
people watch. She had never even masturbated in front of Tyler or
any of her previous boyfriends! And yet wasn't that what she was
doing now?

She winced as Tyler casually swung the little
whipped down again and the laces cut across her breasts once
more.

“Ride that cock sex slave,” he ordered with a
smirk.

Oh, you're such a Bastard! she thought
wildly.

He swung it again and she flinched as one of
the thin laces snapped at her desperately erect nipple. Then she
reluctantly eased herself upward a few inches before sinking back
down again. The feel of the thick shaft pushing up through the
tautly clutching lips of her sex, and the head driving deeper into
her body produced a sudden gush of liquid heat that made her
moan.

He flicked the thing again this time letting
the laces cut across her other breast.

“Obey your master, slut! Ride that cock!”

Zoe shuddered, closing her eyes as she rode
slowly up and down, fighting to control her breathing as the kinky
and degrading nature of what she was doing set flames to her mind.
This was so dirty! This was so outrageous! How could she do
this!?

She gasped as he swung the thing again and
her nipple and breast burned.

She had no choice! She was a slave girl! She
was a sex slave! She had to obey him or else he would hurt her!

She gasped and moaned helplessly as she rode
up and down, rising higher so that the downward plunge would be
longer. And every time she sank down fully she ground her pussy
against the rounded base which vibrated powerfully against her
clitoris.

Again and again, she felt that sense of
unreality, unable to look at them, to meet their eyes, pulling her
head back as she rode the dildo and her body thrummed with sexual
electricity, thrummed like a high tension electrical wire!

She was approaching another orgasm, and rode
more and more frantically, pausing only to grind herself hard
against the vibrator before resuming her hard riding.

Suddenly Tyler slipped off the lounge chair
and was beside her. He gripped her hair firmly and jerked sharply
up and back, then held her in place her pussy halfway down the
shaft.

“Have you noticed what a pretty little pussy
she has?” he asked as his fingers delicately traced the line of her
sex work gripped the shaft.

Zoe moaned helplessly as his fingers rubbed
her lightly then eased up to find her clitoris. She flinched and
gasped, her body jerking as his fingers brushed it lightly.

“She's very responsive, you know. Which is
exactly the kind of thing you would expect to see on a sex
slave.”

“She sure does seem to like cock,” Brad
said.

“That's what I aim to use to train her,”
Tyler replied. “You know the expression, you get more flies with
honey than vinegar.”

His eyes moved up and down her trembling body
as he lightly stroked her clit.

“Of course, if she disobeys the vinegar is
ready, too”

Zoe gasped as he pulled more sharply on her
hair, forcing her up higher until the lips of her sex were
clutching the very head of the thick shaft.

“I bet you can hardly wait to sink your
buttery little cunt down onto this big cock,” he said to her.

Zoe close her eyes and gulped in air around
the ball filling her mouth. He knew she hated that word. That was
why he was using it, she was sure. He was playing mind games with
her! He was so sure that if he turned her on enough, he would win
the bet. And she wasn't as confident as she once was that he was
wrong.

His hand rose, rubbing her belly and sliding
up to squeeze her breasts firmly, even roughly.

“Hot, sexy, slutty little fuck toy,” he
purred into her ear.

He released her and she sank slowly down the
length of the shaft, moaning helplessly then gasping in pleasure as
her clitoris pressed firmly against the vibrating base.

Tyler sat back down, picked up his little
whip, and started to flick the thin laces down against her breasts
again and again. Zoe moaned and whimpered as she began to ride up
and down again. The need rode her, and she rode harder and faster,
knowing she was going to humiliate herself in front of them when
she came.

That mattered, and yet it didn't. She was
self-conscious, and yet somehow wallowed in the attention, of them
watching her.

“Excuse me, I don't want to interrupt but –
Oh wow! Oh gosh, sorry to interrupt. I had no idea you are doing
something this... Wow!”

They turned to see a blonde girl in a bikini
at the edge of the wood, apparently having just come from a nearby
cottage. And she was staring at Zoe, eyes and mouth wide.

Zoe halted in place, appalled even in the
midst of the churning confusion, heat, and hunger of the near
orgasm. She instinctively tried to twist away, but of course, her
legs were bound in place, as were her wrists. She couldn't cover
herself or move as the blonde stared at her in astonishment.

All she could do was kneel there,
mortified.

Tyler jumped to his feet. Why not? He was
fully clothed. Brad followed as Tyler smiled at the girl and walked
over towards her.

“You guys sure do like to have fun!” the
blonde said with a giggle.

“We do,” Tyler said. “We're just having some
fun and games with my little sex slave there.”

“Wow! Sex slave, huh? That sounds kinky!”

“And fun,” Brad said.

“You're Erika, aren't you?” Tyler said. “Your
family just bought the cottage next door from the Hendersons this
summer.”

“Yes! Though I haven't had a lot of time to
come up before now. I was in Europe. You must be Tyler.”

It felt utterly bizarre to Zoe that they
should be introducing each other so calmly and casually as if
nothing was out of the ordinary. Meanwhile, she was completely
naked, impaled on a big dildo/vibrator and kneeling on the dock no
more than ten or fifteen yards away.

What was worse, to her horror, they led the
girl back towards where they'd been sitting on the dock before her,
and then Tyler gave her his seat as he went to get another for
himself.
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Zoe averted her eyes, her face burning with
embarrassment, but she knew the girl was staring at her.

“What's her name?” She heard her ask
curiously.

“I think we're only supposed to call her
'Slave' so she gets used to the name,” Brad replied.

“Wow! That's so sick! So she's just, like, an
object or something? Like, a nameless thing?”

“I don't really know much about the theory of
training sex slaves,” Brad said.

“She looks a little uncomfortable.”

“Well, she doesn't know you yet, and she's
not very experienced for a sex slave. But I suppose if you're going
to be a sex slave you have to get used to people seeing you
naked.”

“I suppose. What's that she's uhm.... sitting
on?”

“That's the base of the vibrating cock she's
got inside her,” Brad said. “In fact, she was just about getting
ready to come, I think when you interrupted her.”

“ Oh, I'm so sorry!”

“That's okay. I think she comes a lot. Tyler
said she was pretty responsive.”

“She looks pretty... Hot. She's got a great
body.”

“Oh yeah. She's gorgeous. And talented.”

“You mean she does whatever you tell her to,”
the girl said cynically. “Any guy would find that to be a pretty
talented girl.”

“I think a sex slave pretty much has to do
anything anyone tells them to do,” Brad said.

“I wonder if they make guy sex slaves,” the
blonde said with a giggle.

“I'm pretty sure this one could do whatever a
guy could for you,” Brad said slyly, “especially with the right
toys.”

“I've got my own toys, thanks.”

“Do any of them perform oral sex on you?”

“You have a point there.”

Tyler returned and set down a third chair and
sat down on the blonde girl's other side.

He must've handed her something because Zoe
heard her say thank you, though she continued to avert her eyes in
shame. She was also cursing furiously in her mind, wondering why
Tyler hadn't immediately sent the bitch away.

“What's that?” she heard the girl ask.

“It's just a little persuader,” she heard
Tyler say. “It's to train my new sex slave.”

“So how did she become your sex slave?”

Tyler repeated the same ridiculous story he
had for Brad as Zoe shifted her eyes from time to time to get brief
glimpses of the blonde. She was growing more and more confused at
how casual the girl was. If she had come across such a scene last
month she would've immediately ran away. If this girl was acting as
if she came across such things all the time. Yes, she found it
strange, but rather than being embarrassed she seemed
fascinated.

How could she be this casual if she barely
knew these guys?! The answer, of course, but that she must know
them a lot better than she was letting on. This was not an accident
at all! Tyler had invited her! This was a setup! God damn him!

“How thick is the dildo she's sitting on?”
Erika asked.

“Slide up on that cock, sex slave!” Tyler
ordered her.

The words jolted Zoe's mind and she froze in
place then winced as he swung the little stick thing the laces cut
across her breast.

“Oh wow!? That's so hot!” Erika said. “Do you
like whip her all the time?”

“This isn't really a whip,” Tyler said.
“Those would hurt a lot more. Maybe you could call it a small
training whip. They get her used to the feel.”

“Could I try?”

Zoe wondered if she'd heard right.

“Sure.”

She rolled her eyes to the side and saw Tyler
actually giving her the thing, then the thing swung in and snapped
across her breast again, harder than before. She winced but didn't
move and the laces swung down, again and again, sweeping across her
breasts then down against her abdomen and stomach.

“These are pretty lightweight,” Erika
said.

“Well, I don't want to leave any marks on
her.”

“Besides, he thinks you can get more flies
with honey than vinegar,” Brad said.

“Oh, I know what he means!” Erika said
excitedly.

She handed him back the whip and then to
Zoe's shock slid forward and knelt in front of her.

Zoe stared away from her, horribly
self-conscious.

“Wow, look at you!” the girl said.

She reached forward and caught Zoe's chin
between her fingers, forcing her to turn towards her, to face her.
Zoe rolled her eyes away and heard her giggle.

“She's awfully shy for a sex slave,” she said
in amusement.

Then she caught Zoe's nipples between her
thumbs and forefingers and rolled them from side to side, lightly
squeezing and caressing them. Zoe's eyes jerked back onto the
blonde's face in astonishment then dropped again embarrassed all
over again.

A moment later she cried out as the girl
pinched her nipples sharply then stretch them up and forward to
force her to slide her pussy upward along the shaft of the
dildo.

“Oh wow! You sure have a nice, big one inside
you.”

She forced Zoe to rise higher and higher,
giggling at how long and thick the shaft of the fake penis was
until the head was nestled just within the lips of her sex. Then
she's reversed her pull, tugging her nipples downward so that Zoe
was forced to slide her body down the shaft once more.

“I know what feels good after a vibrator,”
she said confidently, releasing Zoe's burning nipples.

She slid two fingers into her own mouth and
then dropped them down between Zoe's legs and began to rub her
clitoris with a deft touch that even Tyler couldn't match. Zoe
gasped aloud, her eyes instantly jerking back to stare in
astonishment at the smiling blonde girl before her.

“You have a very sexy body,” Erika said.

She pulled Zoe's hair down and back to force
her back to arch and then the helpless, trembling girl gasped aloud
as she felt her lips on the center of her breast. Her mouth opened
and closed, her lips massaging first Zoe's nipple, then her nipple
and areola, then more and more of her soft flesh.

As her mouth widened, Zoe began to feel her
teeth sliding along the surface of her breast, then the girl began
to suck rhythmically, her tongue swirling and sweeping across her
engorged nipple with an expertise no boy she had slept with could
have matched.

She switched to her other breast and back
again, while Zoe's mind rolled and churned in confusion,
embarrassment, and dismay. It was impossible to ignore just how
much skill she had in the way her fingers stroked Zoe's clitoris or
the way her mouth, her lips, and tongue made her nipples burn.

And then she abruptly released her breasts
and began to kiss her way down her heaving chest, lowering herself
to all fours, then her elbows and knees as she got her tongue
closer and closer to the line of Zoe's sex.

Zoe had had some experience experimenting
with girls before. She and her friend Bethany had even gone all the
way. Of course, that meant they had gotten naked together in bed
while Bethany was sleeping over, and then they had slid their
bodies together to kiss and caress each other before their legs
intertwined and they had maneuvered their pussies in against each
other to grind themselves to orgasm.

But she had never actually gone as far as to
perform oral sex on a girl nor had a girl done it to her. And now
this airhead, blonde bimbo, was sweeping her tongue from side to
side against Zoe's throbbing clitoris.

It was when she closed her lips around Zoe's
clit that her actions began to really reverberate through Zoe's
body. It was like she was kissing her and sucking lightly and
rhythmically on her at the same time. Her clitoris began to throb
or and more intensely as if it was swelling up against the girl's
powerful suction.

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

Erica stopped and turned towards Tyler. “I
could do her better tied to the dock.”

Tyler came forward and unstrapped her knees
from the dock, Then he and Brad carried her onto the grass and laid
her down on her back.

Tyler pushed her knee out to the left while
directing Brad to do the same with her right. Erica was already
there between her legs licking her as Tyler strapped her leg
together in the fully bent position and then attached the strap to
a peg he had already driven into the ground.

Brad watched and then did the same with her
right leg while Zoe moaned helplessly, the tendons in her inner
thighs stretched and burning as they forced her knees so wide
apart. Her mind was filled with confusion and uncertainty, helpless
before them.

Erica had already pushed three fingers up
inside her before the boys were finished, her tongue licking
energetically against Zoe's clitoris as she pumped her fingers in
and out. Tyler squirted some creamy sunscreen down onto her chest
and he and Brad spread it over her breasts, squeezing and caressing
them while Erica performed oral sex on her.

Once again, she felt that sense of unreality,
that 'this can't be happening' thought as her head rolled
helplessly from side to side and a dark, animal heat swept up
through her body. Her embarrassment in front of Erica had faded
though she was still self-conscious. She had felt an extreme amount
of relief when she realized that the girl had not simply come
across them by accident and that in fact she was as perverted as
Tyler and Brad!

Even as her mind began to burn, the blonde
straightened up on her knees, grinning down at Zoe as she reached
behind her and unfastened the top to her bathing suit. Her breasts
came free, smallish but very perky. And a moment later she slipped
off her bikini bottoms, too.

She asked Brad for something and he quickly
fetched it for her.

She stood up with a collection of leather
straps in her hand. And an instant later Zoe saw there was an
enormous dildo attached.

The blonde stepped into the straps as if
there were a pair of shorts and drew them up her body until they
settled around her hips. Zoe was gripped by a sense of disbelief as
the girl adjusted the straps and smiled down at her.

“You like my big cock, slave girl? I'm going
to fuck your brains out with it.”

She dropped to her knees, and her mouth came
down against Zoe's pussy once again. She licked excitedly, her
tongue swirling and sweeping, her lips sucked rhythmically as Zoe
cried out around the gag, grinding her hips up in helpless
pleasure.

Then the blonde was crawling over her, and
Zoe felt the pressure of the thick dildo against her opening. It
was thicker than the other one, and she moaned weakly as it
stretched her achingly wide before sinking through into the sopping
depths of her trembling body.

Erica settled atop her body, her smaller
breasts pillowed out against Zoe's as she began to roll her hips
while pumping them slowly up and down.

“You like my cock, slut?” she moaned in Zoe's
ear.

She kissed and sucked her way up and down
along the nape of Zoe's neck, her hand gripping Zoe's hair to force
her head back.

“Slut! Nasty little slut! I bet you love my
cock! I bet you're going to come on my cock!” she whispered into
her ear.

Her hips move more energetically, and the big
cock plunged through the tight, burning depths of Zoe's pussy with
more and more force as the blonde bit into the soft flesh of her
throat and ground her breasts down against Zoe's burning
nipples.

“Filthy whore!” she moaned into Zoe's ear.
“Dirty, slutty little sex slave!”

She reached in and undid the cord holding the
ball gag in place, then pulled it free. A moment later she gripped
her hair again and Zoe cried out as she felt her scalp burn when
the blonde girl jerked her head to one side and crushed her lips
with her own.

She felt overwhelmed by the strength and
hunger of the blonde girl's attack. Erica was using her body with a
passion and enthusiasm that was contagious. Especially given how
she had already been heated up. Zoe trembled and moaned into the
other girl's mouth, too dazed at first to even kiss back.

Then Erica drew back, staring down at her.
“Tell me you love my cock, slut!

She jerked on Zoe's hair as her other hand
went to her throat, squeezing.

“Tell me you love my cock, slut!” she looked
demanded.

Zoe gasped helplessly. “I-I love your cock!”
she whimpered.

Erica slapped her face lightly but
stingingly. “Mistress! Say it, slut!”

“Mistress!” Zoe gasped.

Erica began to thrust into her again and
jerked back on her hair so that Zoe's face was almost looking above
her.

“Shove your cock right down her whore
throat!” Erica said excitedly. “Shove it into her to the
balls!”

Tyler was kneeling there, his cock hard and
naked as he leaned forward, shifting his knees wide to lower his
body. He took control of her hair as she pushed the bulging, red
head of his cock through her open lips.

“All the way down her throat!” Erica said
excitedly. “Choke her on cock!”

Tyler pushed himself deeper and Zoe gurgled
helplessly as the head entered her throat. Meanwhile, Erica was
thrusting harder still, pushing her chest upwards so she could get
her hands on Zoe's breast to squeeze and mash together.

“This is how you treat a sex slave! You use
her slut body as hard as you want!” she exclaimed.

Her hands slid off Zoe's breasts and she
turned her body to reach for something beside her, returning with
the vibrator/dildo in hand. She turned it on and pressed the head
against Zoe's clitoris as she thrust into her and Zoe cried out
around the cock plunging deep into her throat as a new rush of
sensation swept through her already overloaded nervous system.

Tyler began to fuck her throat with long slow
strokes while Brad knelt beside her to fondle her breasts. Zoe felt
overwhelmed again, felt her mind sinking back into a strange dark
bubbling stew of liquid heat and pleasure.

She gasped and grunted and panted and moaned
as they used her roughly, and then the orgasm exploded within her
and she screamed in animal ecstasy as every nerve ending in her
body seemed to flare wildly. Convulsions wracked her body and she
bucked and twisted and writhed in the grip of a scalding heat.

All higher orders of thinking in her brain
shut down as it fell back to pure instinct and animal hunger. She
trembled and shook, gulping in air, sobbing and moaning and crying
out as the orgasm thundered within her. And when it finally eased,
it left her exhausted, both mentally and physically.

But Erica was far from finished.

She drew the thick dildo out of Zoe's still
trembling body, then dropped low and began to lick her clitoris
again. This time she was able to push four fingers into her,
twisting and turning them inside the slick, overheated length of
her pussy. She picked up sunscreen, squirted it down Zoe's pussy,
and pushed her fingers deep once again before resuming licking and
sucking.

Zoe had the briefest of intelligent thoughts,
realizing the so-called sunscreen must be something else, or at
least made of something edible. Then she felt the pressure at the
opening to her sex growing more intense, felt herself stretching
and straining.

She couldn't see what was happening for Tyler
kept her head forced back as he fucked her throat. He pulled out
now and then, just long enough to let her gulp in deep, shuddering
lungs full of air, and then pushed himself back deep once more to
stroke the inside of her throat with his glistening cock.

She felt the pressure against her sex grow so
that it ached and burned, and then thankfully, as Erika's hand
pushed deeper, she felt herself beginning to close. Then she felt a
shock of understanding pulse through her. Erika's hand was inside
her. Not just her fingers, but her entire hand! The mouth of her
sex had closed around the more narrow wrist behind that hand for
now she could feel those fingers twisting and turning deep inside
her.

The vibrator began to rub back and forth
against her clitoris, stopping every now and then for Erica to lick
and suck as her hand turned slowly from side to side inside Zoe's
abdomen. She felt the fingers brushing the deepest depths of her
tunnel, then drawing in and back until they were formed into a fist
within her.

Erica began to twist and turn her fist from
side to side, slowly, first. Then she began to push deeper.

Another orgasm tore through her as Zoe's mind
was shattered by the realization of what Erica was doing. Horror
and wonder fought within her as sensations poured through her
overloaded nervous system. The fist moved slowly in and out,
speeding up as her orgasm took her.

It ached, but a feverish hunger and need
gripped her mind. She cried out in wonder and ecstasy, the cries
turning to screams as Tyler drew his cock back and Erica moved her
fist in and out faster.

She thought she was losing her mind but
didn't care. She didn't care about anything but the pleasure and
the passion and hunger. The vibrator ground back and forth against
her swollen clitoris as Erica fist fucked her and Brad ground the
vibrator against her clitoris while fondling her breasts.

She became lightheaded, unable to breathe
properly between her own helpless screams of passion, and the cock
which kept plunging down her throat. She felt as though she were on
a roller coaster, orgasm after orgasm tearing apart her mind and
forcing her body into violent convulsions.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Zoe felt drained, exhausted, her body limp
and boneless afterward. They unstrapped her legs from the pegs in
the ground And rolled her onto her belly. Her hips were raised high
and legs spread as a vibrator was pushed inside her again.

“I want to fuck her tight ass again next?”
she heard Brad say.

She certainly didn't care, though. He could
do whatever he wanted. She was still trying to catch her breath and
was still in a state of stunned shock from the power and number of
orgasms which had torn through her.

She certainly could do nothing to even think
about resisting as Erica sat directly in front of her face, spread
her legs wide, gathered Zoe's hair together to lift her chin up and
forced her mouth against her sex and then ordered her to lick
her.

“Lick your Mistress, slut. Make your Mistress
come or else I'll string you up by the tits and whip you!”

Dazed, Zoe obeyed, licking at the blonde
girl's naked sex without hesitation or inhibitions.

Erica reached down and parted the lips of her
sex with her own fingers.

“My clit, whore! Don't just lick me anywhere
like you're a dog! Even though that's what you are! You're a bitch
dog in heat!”

She jerked on her hair and slapped her
cheek.

“Isn't that right, slut!?”

She slapped her cheek again.

“Admit it, whore!”

“Yes! Yes!” Zoe cried dazedly..

“Admit you're a bitch in heat!”

“I-I'm a bitch in heat!” she moaned.

“Call me Mistress, slut!”

“I'm a bitch in heat, Mistress!”

The slaps brought some sense of alertness to
her mind and she focused on the blonde girls clitoris as Erica
taunted and insulted her and pulled on her hair to force her to
lick harder. Meanwhile, Brad was sodomizing her while the vibrator
buzzed within her aching pussy. But she was paying very little
attention to either of them as she focused on Erica's pussy.

“That's it, bitch. That's it, dog. Obey your
Mistress, slut! Remember you're just a sex slave! You're little
more than an animal! A sexual animal!”

Zoe felt as if her mind was being pummeled as
much by the blonde girl's words and tone and punishing hands as she
was by Brad's powerful thrusts and the bruising impact of his hips
against her upraised buttocks.

There was no question in her mind now that
Erica was not simply some chance neighbor who had wandered by. This
was something that Tyler had arranged to be part of his dark, kinky
slave and master game. And Erica was clearly a slut, clearly as
kinky and perverted in her own way as Tyler and Brad. That made her
accusations a lot less stinging than they otherwise would have
been.

This was all part of Tyler's efforts to
convince her, somehow, that being a sex slave was a gigantic
turn-on. The thing was, he needn't have wasted his time. Because
she had already discovered that even before the blonde had stepped
out from the woods. And she was pretty sure she had failed to hide
it well enough to credibly deny that she had lost the bet.

There was little point, then, in fighting.
She might just as well give herself to the dark and thrilling role
he had created for her and let herself pretend to be his sex slave.
At least for today. She had already come to realize that this was
an experience like none other she had ever had before and likely
ever would again.

Oh, she would find a way to get him to
include bondage and some other aspects of this in their sex life
from here on in, but she had too much pride and dignity to let
herself be talked to and used so crudely and roughly on a regular
basis.

That was not what partnerships and equality
were all about, after all.

“Put your lips together and suck on my
clitoris, you filthy little slave!” Erica growled as she twisted
her fingers and Zoe's hair.

Zoe winced in pain and did as she was
ordered, feeling a dark thrill sweep through her as well as a sense
of awe at the girl's acting skills. But her harsh tone, along with
the rough way, Brad was using her, lent a sense of realism to the
role that made her tremble with passion despite the incredible
number of orgasms she had already had so far.

Surely there was a limit! How long could she
continue to feel that dark heat and hunger? How long could the
passion continue to rule her?

She gasped and moaned as she sucked and
licked, panting and gasping for breath as her pulse raced and her
heart pounded.

“I bet you love that big cock in your ass,
don't you, slut?”

She twisted her fingers in Joy's hair
again.

“Answer your mistress, whore!”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“Beg master Brad to fuck your ass harder,
slut!”

She slapped Zoe's cheek lightly.

“Please fuck my ass harder, Master Brad!” Zoe
cried.

This is so fucking sick! she thought
dazedly.

“Filthy animal!” Erica growled. “We're going
to have to punish you for being such a slut.”

“Only after I'm done emptying my balls in her
tight ass,” Brad said from behind her.

“And after she's done giving me my orgasm,”
Erica said. “Then it will be time to torture her.”

Zoe shuddered and moaned, licking harder, not
taking the threat seriously, though it did produce a degree of
anxiety. There would probably spank her something. Maybe they would
use the string things on her breasts again only harder. It did not
even occur to her that she would have to approve or that she could
say no. In her current state, the thought didn't even cross her
mind.

*

No sooner had she managed to bring Erica to a
climax, Brad having already finished, when the blonde pushed the
ball-gag back into her mouth.

“The only purpose your mouth serves is to
bring pleasure to others and to eat. It should not be used for any
other reason. No one wants to hear anything you have to say. Is
that understood, slave?”

Zoe whimpered and nodded her head as the girl
twisted her fingers in her hair. She looked around her but saw no
sign of Tyler and wondered where he had gone. It made her feel more
vulnerable to be alone in the hands of this blonde slut.

And then she saw the blonde move to the side
and pick up a pair of long leather boots. She dumped them beside
Zoe and she realized they were the fake leather boots she had worn
on the original bet. The thigh highs with the five-inch stiletto
heels.

“Put these on, slave.”

Erica undid her restraints, or rather
unhooked them from the back of her collar and moved back as Zoe
groaned and slowly sat up. She pulled the boots on and slipped her
legs into them, zipping them up, glad of at least something to
wear.

Brad wandered back from the cabin as she was
zipping them up, with a strange-looking furry object in his hand.
Erica took it from him.. Zoe saw that it looked like a pair of
furry animal years on a slim wire headband. Erica placed it over
her head and then brushed her hands over the headband so that only
the years showed.

“Remember, you're a sexual animal. Animals
don't talk and they don't think except about things like pleasure
and sleep and food.”

Wow, this kinky bitch is really into this
stuff, Zoe thought to herself.

“Now assume the position, slave, face down,
ass up, legs spread,” Erica growled.

Zoe saw that she had that stick thing in her
hand, the one Tyler had used on her breasts. She didn't exactly
fear it, but at the same time would rather have avoided feeling the
sting of the laces across her tender breasts. She turned away
warily, in part glad to press her breasts into the ground to
protect them even as she raised her bottom high.

Brad held up another other furry thing before
her and grinned.

“This is your tail, sex toy.”

Tail? Zoe wondered. What on earth
–?

She felt something like the butt plug being
pressed against her back opening. It felt thicker, but on the other
hand she had been heavily used by Brad, so it pushed in fairly
painlessly. Even as he was doing that Erica knelt before her, and
unfastened one of the restraints from her wrist. She had some sort
of furry glove or mitten in her hand and slipped it over Zoe's
hand.

It turned out to have a soft pad over the
bottom and looked like a paw. It had no fingers or thumbs. Zoe
stared at it wonderingly even as the blonde fastened the restraint
on her wrist again over the mitten. A moment later she did the same
with her other wrist and Zoe realized that even though she was not
actually tied up she had no hands with which to do anything.

Then Erica reached down and attached the
leash to her collar before straightening and tugging sharply.

“Up on all fours, slave animal.”

Startled, Zoe rose on her hands and knees and
the blonde tugged again, forcing her to stumble forward and then
follow on all fours as she headed back up the path towards the
cottage.

Sick! Sick! Sick! she thought in
amazement. I can't believe I'm doing this!

What she did, glad of the boots now as they
protected her knees while she crawled.

She belatedly remembered that safe word stuff
that Tyler had spoken about and once again realized she could not
only not speak but that his gesture would be hidden inside the
mittens or paws she was wearing.

She yelped at a sudden stinging blow across
her bottom as the blonde brought the shaft of the flexible leather
stick down across her buttocks.

“Crawl, animal. Crawl like a bitch in heat,”
she taunted.

She led Zoe crawling up the path, then up the
stairs across the deck, and then into the cottage. Zoe was gripped
by a dark, simmering heat the entire time. She was bewildered by
the astonishing things they were doing to her and yet helplessly
enthralled by the wild excitement bubbling through her mind and
body.

She realized she had given herself to the
role with a sense of fascination and delight. And could not help
but wonder at why. The wonderment was short-lived, however, for
Tyler met them in the great room, and he had one of those long,
thin stick things in his hands too. Correction he had two of them
and he handed one to Brad.

For some reason, Tyler had put on a dark
suit, along with a pair of gleaming black dress shoes. She had to
admit he looked impressive.

She rolled her eyes nervously from him to the
others.

“You're going to learn a little sense of
discipline, slave girl,” Tyler said. “What that means is that you
will be given an order and you must obey it instantly. If you
fail...” He swished the thin, flexible leather switch back and
forth through the air dramatically.

Zoe gulped anxiously.

“Sit back on your heels, hands behind your
neck, back arched and knees spread wide,” he ordered.

Zoe moved quickly to do as he ordered, though
she was a little awkward in the boots and mittens. She also felt
embarrassed posing in front of the smirking blonde girl who she was
coming to cordially detest.

“Now lay on your back with your feet flat on
the floor your knees spread wide and your hands under your butt,
lifting it up into the air.”

Zoe was uncertain enough about the
instructions that it provided both Erica and Brad the excuse to
swing their little switches down so that the thin laces swept
across her breast and thigh.

“Faster, slave!” Brad said.

“Faster, slut!” Erica exclaimed.

Next Brad ordered her face down and bottom up
before Erica ordered her to stand and arch her back with her hands
behind her neck. Then Tyler ordered her to bend over and wrap her
arms around her legs. Following that, Brad ordered her to lay on
her back and draw her knees back against her chest and then spread
them apart while putting her arms through them and back behind to
pin them wide.

It was a horribly obscene pose, and she
flushed as Erica smirked down at her.

More poses followed, with all three of them
taking turns snapping the thin switches down across her bottom or
breasts or hip or thigh. The orders came faster and she was
expected to throw herself from one pose into the next without
thought or pause. And if she failed, she felt the sting of either
the laces or the shaft.

She was soon breathless, her chest heaving as
she gulped in air. She was more than happy to have Tyler remove the
gag from her mouth.

She lay on the floor gasping for breath,
exhausted by the sudden flurry of movements and poses.

“On your hands and knees, slave bitch!” Erica
snapped.

Zoe quickly scrambled to all fours as Tyler
showed her a rubber bone, the sort of thing that you bought is a
toy for dogs. He tossed it across the room and then looked at her.
“Fetch,” he ordered.

Zoe stared at him in confusion for an
instant, then yelped as the blonde girl brought her switch down
across her bottom with stinging impact.

“Crawl, slave bitch!”

Zoe hurriedly crawled across the floor to
where the bone lay and then, feeling a dark ripple of heat, bent
and graphed it between her teeth before rising and bringing it back
to drop it in his hand.

He threw it again and she quickly crawled
across the floor to pick it up and bring it back once more.

“I think this is a more appropriate toy for
our little slave bitch,” Erica said holding up a dildo.

She sneered at Zoe then threw it across the
room.

“Fetch, slave bitch!”

Zoe quickly crawled after it, bent, and
picked it up between her teeth.

“Stop!” Tyler called. “That's not how you
pick up a nice cock, sex slave. You pick it up headfirst, and slide
it into your mouth until your lips are just grasping the base.”

Zoe moaned dazedly, but then drop the dildo
and gripped the head between her teeth before raising it up on its
base. Then, a dark rush of heat swept over her as she slid her lips
down its length, gurgling wetly as she almost choked. She managed
to get the dildo down her throat and then caught the base between
her teeth and lips before raising her head, turning, and crawling
quickly back to him.

He grinned at her, then took the base and
slid the dildo slowly out of her throat and mouth before rubbing it
against her face and then throwing it across the room again.

“Fetch, slave slut!”

Erica's switch cut across her bottom and
Brad's swung in from the side so that the laces slapped at her
breasts as she hurriedly turned to crawl away.

“Faster, slave animal!” Brad called

“Faster, slave bitch!” Erica cried.

She took the dildo between her lips and slid
her lips down its length until she was grasping the base between
her teeth and lips, then hurried back and let Tyler draw it slowly
out once more.

Her chest was heaving once again and she
swayed exhaustively on her hands and knees.

“Face down ass high,” Tyler barked.

Zoe moaned and obeyed, her breasts pillowing
out against the floor below as she raised her bottom high and
spread her knees wide.

“I want to fuck this whore,” Erica said.

Tyler let the laces slide along her bottom
and then down her spine.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Master! I'm your sex slave, Master!”
she said in a breathless, gasping voice.

“Will you obey your master, sex slave?”

“Yes, Master.”

“I want you to take my ankle in your paws,
slave dog,” he said.

Zoe felt pressure against her sex, as Erica
moved into place with a strap-on dildo. She shuddered as the
pressure grew and the thick dildo pushed through the mouth of her
sex and slid down deeper into her belly.

“Take my ankle between your paws, slave dog,”
Tyler ordered again.

Moaning, Zoe obeyed.

“Now want I you to slide your tongue out
across the top of my shoe. Show how devoted to your master you are,
slave dog. Show how obedient a sex slave you are.”

Zoe shuddered as the dildo plunged deep into
her abdomen. She cried out as Erica took her hair in her hand and
jerked it sharply back.

“Lick your Master's foot, slave slut!” she
growled, slapping Zoe's bottom stingingly.

Gasping, Zoe licked at the shiny black shoe
before her.

“Long licks, slave. Give that shoe a tongue
bath!” Eric ordered.

Zoe burned with the rising feverish heat as
her tongue licked back-and-forth across the top of Tyler's shoe.
She whimpered and moaned as Erica plunged the dildo into her with
hard, fast thrusts. Then the blonde girl leaned over her, pressing
her breasts against Zoe's back as she leaned in to chew on the nape
of her neck.

“Filthy little sex slave!” she whispered into
her ear. “You're just an animal, you're just a slutty little she
bitch! I'm going to make you my slave, too and then I'm going to
steal your boyfriend from you. Me and Tyler are going to be
boyfriend and girlfriend and you're just going to be our slave
bitch!”

She ground her hips against Zoe's upraised
bottom, twisting the big dildo around inside her belly before
thrusting in and out with a series of hard, short strokes.

“You'll be licking my shoes and feet, and
cleaning my boots, and doing all the housework while I fuck your
boyfriend, dirty little slave slut!” she whispered into her
ear.

Zoe gasped and whimpered and moaned as the
girl shoved a hand down between her legs to rub her clitoris.

“We'll keep you in a cage like the animal you
are, and we'll put a sign on it that says Slut Creature! We'll take
you out to whip you, and to have you give lap dances to the men we
have visiting. You can serve at parties as our naked slut
maid.”

The images she was creating in Zoe's
increasingly disoriented mind were outrageous and degrading and
brought jolts of both anger and fear to her mind. But the
overwhelming heat and the feverish hunger rising within her simply
latched onto the dark, outrageous nature of her words, embracing
them, wallowing in the thought of herself as an abused sex
slave.

Of course, if she actually took the blonde
seriously, she would find the words considerably less thrilling. As
it was, though, her hips bucked back frantically against Erika's
hard thrusts. The feel of the big cock thrusting into her, again
and again filled her with heat and hunger, and need. And even the
degrading nature of licking Tyler's shoes added fuel to the flaming
desire within her.

“Lick harder, slave girl! Clean off that shoe
for your master!” Erica ordered.

Zoe licked harder, gasping and moaning as the
blonde girl slapped at that the sides of her breasts and tugged on
her hair.

“Obey your Mistress, slut!”

Zoe held Tyler's foot between the thick,
padded mittens as she licked up and down along the top and sides
and then she felt the dark rush of unbearable heat as he lifted his
foot up and back on the heel, indicating she should lick the
underside. She whimpered and obeyed and as she started the heat
became too much for her and another powerful orgasm tore her mind
apart.

She cried out helplessly as Erica rammed the
dildo into her spasming belly, rubbed her clitoris hard, and
roughly squeezed her breast while hissing into her ear, “Lick
harder, Slave slut! Lick harder, slave whore! Lick faster, Slave
bitch! Lick that shoe, sex slave!”

She looked frantically at the bottom of
Tyler's shoe even as her body burned in the wild, raw storm of
sensation and pleasure. A hurricane of unending sensual overload
battered at her mind as the blonde girl rode her with unrestrained,
savage thrusts.
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To her astonishment, they really did have a
cage. It wasn't a dog cage but was about the right size for a large
dog. It had an inch-thick wooden top and bottom held together with
black bars which unless she missed her guess had started out life
intended for someone's porch or deck railing.

There was a thick mat on the bottom upon
which she had been made to kneel. Her wrists were locked together
behind her back and then raised up to fasten to the top of the
cage. Her ankles had been spread apart and fastened to the corner
bars behind her while her hair had been bound in a braid and pulled
up and back to be attached to a kind of hook which had been slipped
into her bottom and which pulled up across her tailbone.

Clips had been attached to her nipples,
pulling them down firmly towards the bottom of the cage, and a
dildo had been driven deep into her pussy and attached to one of
the bars behind her. They had also attached a big Hitachi wand
vibrator to the bar, with the rounded top pressed firmly against
the mouth of her sex next to the dildo.

And there she was left to her own devices for
some time. She groaned around the ball gag at first. Not having
much further interest in anything sexual. She was relieved to be,
in a sense, left at peace to try and put her mind back together and
understand some of the things that had happened so far, and her
reactions to them.

But the position was not exactly comfortable.
Her nipples burned, for one thing, and every time she moved even a
little, she tugged them against the little wires attached to the
clips. The big dildo inside her was likewise uncomfortable. It was
immovable, which meant every time she moved her hips she was
twisting her insides against and around the hard, thick cock driven
so deep inside her.

And of course, her scalp ached because the
line holding her hair back had simply been wrapped around the braid
of her hair, leaving the weight of her head held in place by her
own hair.

And then, on top of that, every now and then
the vibrator started up. It was the most powerful of them she'd
felt so far. It was uncomfortably powerful, at first. But it took
very little time, for it to rouse her inner need to the point that
she was helplessly trying to grind herself against it, even if that
meant pulling her nipples against the clips or jamming herself
harder against the dildo.

It never stayed on long enough for her to
climax, though. Several times it was on long enough to drive her
into a feverish need, but it always stopped before it got too far.
That became increasingly frustrating. She was emotionally and
physically exhausted, but the way she had been bound made it
impossible for her to rest either her body or her mind.

She wondered if she could just surrender.
Would that end this? She was so tired! But no. This was in part bet
but also in part punishment for losing a bet. And she was quite
sure Tyler would hold her to it. Besides if she surrendered and
admitted she lost, then he got to set the terms for the next part
of it. And God only knew what that would be.

She thought again of that bitch blonde Erica.
Surely she wasn't serious about taking Tyler away from her. And how
could she when Zoe was giving him everything he wanted? Erica was
pretty, it was true, but Zoe thought she was prettier, and
certainly had a better body. There was no way Tyler would prefer
Erica to her.

Unless of course, he could have both. What
guy would turn that down? But he couldn't have both. This was just
a little kinky game. She wasn't really a sex slave.

The vibrator started up again and she gasped
and moaned helplessly. Her mind and body squirmed, but she couldn't
get away from the powerful vibrations. It was also touching the
dildo, which made the long, thick sex toy tremble all the way up
inside her.

Before long she was grinding herself against
it, whimpering and moaning as the heat overcame her. She began
deliberately tugging her breasts against the clips so that the
sharp little sparks of pain added to the sensual storm of pleasure
sweeping through her. Yes, it hurt a little, but so what? The dark
heat roused a hunger that was simply irresistible.

The dark heat of being a helpless, tormented,
abused sex slave!

Suddenly the door opened and Erica came in.
Zoe rolled her eyes up at her, feeling a fresh rush of humiliation
as the blonde smirked at her.

“Nasty little sex slave. I bet you'd love a
real cock inside you right now.”

She undid the rear of the cage and pulled it
back, which slid the vibrator and dildo away from Zoe's trembling
body. Then she reached in and undid the clips from her nipples. She
undid her hair and pulled the curving little hook from her bottom,
replacing it with a but plug.

“Come out and do a lap dance, slave slut, and
maybe we'll let you have a big cock inside you as a reward.”

Zoe whimpered around the gag, embarrassed
anew as she realized she'd been drooling around it. She crawled
across the floor on the end of the leash Erica held, and then out
the door and up the hall to the great room. And there was Tyler and
Brad sitting on the sofa, but as she got closer, she realized they
weren't alone. There was a third guy there sitting on an
overstuffed armchair across the coffee table from them.

She gasped in stunned surprise and tried to
draw back, but a sharp snap of the switch in Erica's hand brought
stinging pain to her buttocks. Then the blonde girl had her by the
hair and was lifting her up to her feet.

“Hands behind your head, slave bitch!”

Music began to play and Erica removed the
leash from her collar

“Dance, slave girl.”

“Dance, sex slave,” Tyler ordered.

Zoe was frozen in place, her face burning as
she looked down at the guy smiling up at her. Like Tyler, he was
wearing a suit. He was considerably older, though. Zoe was taken
aback by that. With her and the other three, it was just fun and
games among college students. This guy was a good ten years older
than any of them. And though he was good-looking, that put him into
the adult category.

It was true that all of them were adults by
law. But she still tended to think of people her own age as guys
and girls, as opposed to men and women. And this was definitely a
man, probably thirty or more years old.

“Let me see your lap dance, slave girl,”
Tyler said.

The heat that had been bubbling and boiling
within her less than a minute earlier flared up as the man looked
excitedly at her body. The hunger in his eyes, the lust and
approval, sparked a dark thrill within her.

Erica moved forward and raised her hand,
switch ready, and Zoe hurriedly began to dance, to move her body in
time to the music playing. The guy, whoever he was, had an erection
even before she straddled him and began to grind herself down
against it. She could see it in his pants and once she started to
grind herself down, could feel it against her body.

As before, the flagrantly degrading nature of
what they had ordered her to do was setting fire to her mind. Even
exposing her body like this in front of a complete stranger was
humiliating. But the embarrassment gripping her only seemed to make
her more aroused. She slid her body over him, a part of her
appalled, another part of her enthralled that she dared to expose
her body like this to a stranger.

His hands stroked her hips and slid up and
down her sides as she ground herself against him. Then they moved
around in front, cupping and fondling her breasts, squeezing her
nipples, and then leaning forward to take them in his mouth as she
shuddered and moaned and ground herself harder against him.

It was Erica who gripped her hair and forced
her to rise on her knees above him.

“Take your cock out and the slut will ride it
for you.”

The man eagerly undid his pants and pulled
his erection out and Erica then guided her down to top it.

Zoe's mind burned with the dark, wild,
feverish passion and need as she slid herself down on the man's
cock. I don't even know his name! This surely is utter
surrender! she thought. She couldn't surrender control of her
body more than by allowing it to be used by a complete and total
stranger!

She sobbed with pleasure as she rode him, as
he chewed and sucked and licked at her breasts and his hands dug
into her buttocks to help raise and lower her faster and faster.
She rode his cock with wild abandon, Gasping in dazed pleasure
every time she slid down the length of his shaft.

“Look at this slut riding a big cock,” Erica
sneered. “She was built to be a sex slave!”

“I like the look of her tight pussy squeezing
down around his shaft as it slides up and down,” she heard Brad say
behind her.

“I bet she'd like a big cock up the ass at
the same time,” Erica said.

“Not to mention one in her mouth and throat,”
Tyler added. “The more cock the better for my little sex
slave.”

Suddenly there was another man standing
behind the chair. Zoe only noticed as he moved before her and
reached out to seize her hair. At the same time, she felt hands on
her buttocks, tugging the butt plug free. The man before her undid
the ball gag and pulled it out of her mouth before pulling her head
forward over the shoulder of the man she was riding, then driving
his cock through her open lips.

Zoe whimpered in confusion and uncertainty,
but when someone – Erica, she quickly realized – reached a hand in
and began to rub her clitoris as she rode up and down the strange
man sitting beneath her. The wild rush of heat and pleasure made
her cry out in dazed wonder.

She gurgled, then, as the man standing behind
the chair pulled her further down his cock and the head drove deep
into her throat. Behind her, she felt another cock pushing up into
her ass, thick and long is it slid deep into her belly. She didn't
know who the man behind the chair was and she had no idea who was
behind her.

And it didn't matter. Simply didn't matter.
She wallowed in the howling storm of sensations tearing through her
body even as her mind burned with a dark, thrilled sense of wanton
heat and being so used. At the sheer outrageousness of what was
going on, and how wildly and shockingly daring her behavior
was.

She could hardly believe that she was doing
this. She could hardly accept that she had allowed this to happen.
Bet or no bet! She was having sex with three guys at once! And she
didn't even know who they were! That was absolutely unforgivably
slutty! Unless of course, she was a sex slave, and then it was
simply what was expected of her.

And perhaps that was the reason she could
allow herself to indulge in this kind of outrageous behavior.
Because of the role she was playing. It exempted her from all the
normal rules of behavior. It required that she do this sort of
thing if her 'master 'told her to. If she was a helpless forlorn,
much abused and oppressed victim, then nothing she did was her
fault.

And that gave her the ultimate freedom to
allow herself to enjoy something she knew she should not be
engaging in. It gave her the freedom to cast aside her inhibitions
and give herself to the dark, burning heat without regret.

“Whore!” Erica whispered into her ear. “You
like having three men fucking you at the same time, slut?!
Obviously, you do! And you don't even know any of them! Wait until
your friends see the video of this so they can tell what a cheap
little slut you are! I'm going to put the video on the Internet,
you know. And all the big porn sites. Everyone will watch you.
Millions of men will watch you fucking three guys at the same
time!”

Zoe trembled and moaned round-the-clock
sliding up and down in her throat. She pushed ineffectually against
his hips but he simply pushed her wrist away as he drove himself
deep into her throat and ground her lips against his groin. Behind
her, whoever was sodomizing her was thrusting deep enough to cause
cramps in her belly as he fought with the man beneath her for
possession of her breasts.

It was all so insane! It was all impossible!
She felt overwhelmed by sensations and the enormity of it all.

When the orgasm came she gave herself to it,
Wallowing in the wild, raging heat and pleasure which engulfed her.
She knew they were all watching her, and that dark mix of
self-conscious embarrassment and exhibitionist heat churned within
her mind. She realized in the midst of it that she loved playing
the role of a creature of sex and lust. That vision of herself was
simply... enthralling!

A sex slave!

She saw Tyler out of her peripheral vision
standing to the side, holding up a camera. But she didn't care.
Erika's shocking words only made her more wickedly aroused because
it made what she was doing even more dangerous, even more
forbidden.

She bounced and rode the man below her,
shuddering and shaking as the orgasm took possession of her body
and mind. And then as it faded she collapsed with a moan, eyes
slitted and mind wrapped in the languid afterglow.

The men pulled back and lifted her off. They
posed her in a variety of positions, sometimes by herself,
sometimes with a man she didn't know with his cock half-buried
inside one or another of her orifices. She was on her back, her
knees, all fours, straddling and riding a man, on all fours between
two men, then with three once again. And all the time Tyler moved
around her taking pictures and videos of her.

They put her on her back and had her
masturbate with a dildo, Tyler getting video as she came again, her
back arching and her legs flailing and bouncing on the floor as she
cried out in pleasure. Then she was on her knees and chest with her
bottom raised high as she was sodomized and begging the man to use
her harder.

Tyler even told her what he was doing.

“I'm taking videos and pictures that are so
obscene that you can't ever walk away from it,” he said. “I'm going
to use them to make sure you don't ever try to deny being my sex
slave. You'll be mine for real after this, Zoe. You won't dare
refuse anything I tell you to do. You'll be a sex slave for
real!”

Intoxicated by the wild heat Zoe gave herself
to that dark threat and promise. She didn't really believe him in
her heart of hearts, but she knew that with every picture and video
he took, it gave him more power over her. The thought of what would
happen to her reputation if such videos and pictures got out, if
they were posted on the Internet or sent to her friends or family
would have imprisoned her as his slave girl if he used them to
threaten her.

Thus she felt almost giddy with excitement as
she handed him the very means of blackmailing her, of threatening
her, as if she was giving him a leash she could use to control her
with. She was making of herself a real sex slave! If he chose to do
so. If he decided to take her as one. She would have no choice but
to obey him!

And in her current feverish state of mind,
the thought was breathtakingly thrilling.

She trembled and moaned, her breasts pillowed
out against the floor, her bottom raised high and legs spread as
she reached between her thighs to pump a dildo in and out. There
were all watching her! She was putting on a real show for them!
This was so utterly horrifically degrading! And there was Tyler
with the video camera as she moaned and begged someone to fuck
her.

Then someone did. Another strange man walked
into the room! She shuddered as he knelt behind her pulled the
dildo free and thrust himself deep into her belly. Then another
stranger walked in and knelt before her, gripping her hair and
lifting her onto all four so we could push his cock into her mouth.
Another of the strangers lay down beside her and they lifted her
and shifted her so that she was straddling him, sliding up and down
his cock as the man behind sodomized her and the one before her
shoved his cock into her throat.

The other two men moved in and knelt on
either side. They removed the gloves and then placed her small
hands around their stiff cocks, pumping them up and down until she
got the message and took over herself.

Another orgasm tore through her and then
another. She was lost to the role, lost to the heat and hunger. All
that mattered was the pleasure and passion and need.

When they were done, she performed oral sex
on Erica as Tyler videotaped her. Then another stranger showed up,
this time another girl. She had a strap on and used it. Now it was
women who were using her, for a third woman showed up fingering
her, squeezing her breasts, all while Tyler moved around her taking
video.

*

They gave her little chance to adjust or
settle her mind.

Tyler ordered food and they all sat around
the table eating, all except her. All of them were dressed, all
except her. She had the gloves or mittens back on and knelt on the
floor, begging for food like a dog. And when one held out their
hand she had to crawl forward and lick whatever morsel they held
for her out of their fingers.

They called her animal, and slut, and bitch,
and various other taunting names. She reveled in the degradation.
They even threw food at her which bounced off her chest or
shoulders or cheek and onto the floor, so she had to lick the food
off the floor.

And after they were finished, they made her
do all the cleaning while they went out into the great room or out
by the lake to chat and drink and relax. She was ordered to clean
the floor, on all fours, with a sponge. And did so. She was a slave
girl, after all. And so even doing something as mundane as this
made her mind thrill to the thought of how cruelly she was being
used.

When they brought her outside she had to
crawl. Then they tied ropes to her wrist and ankle restraints and
hung her from a wide tree, her legs spread achingly wide, her toes
twitching and trembling just above the grass she moaned into the
ball-gag filling her mouth.

They oiled her up and the men took turns
using her body as she hung suspended from her wrists. Then they
turned her over so that she was hanging from her ankles instead.
They used vibrators and dildos to torment her, And when they
finally let her down she had to crawl in her belly before Tyler and
lick his bare foot.

There when inside, as the sun set, and she
danced for them, gave lap dances, masturbated, and crawled before
them. She said whatever they told her to say and did whatever they
told her to do. And all the while she was wrapped in a dark,
glittering heat which left her helpless to resist.
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She woke slowly, groggy and groaning. Her
body was sore as if she'd run a marathon and wrestled a grizzly.
Muscles ached which she was not used to using. And she particularly
ached inside, front and back. Her throat was sore, too.

Her eyes fluttered open and she stared out
through the bars, bleary-eyed at first. The usual questions arose.
Where am I? What am I doing here? Then the events of the
other day came rushing back and she felt appalled as well as
mesmerized by the flood of memories. The thought 'I can't believe I
did that' occurred over and over again.

I was gang-banged! she thought
wonderingly.

She cringed at the pictures and videos Tyler
had taken, almost stunned at how vulnerable she had left herself to
him if he chose to use them against her. He now held her life in
his hands! She must've been out of her mind to allow him to take
such pictures and videos! And yet she could remember gleefully
posing for them!

It was like she had been intoxicated, only on
passion and lust rather than alcohol. Whatever it was had left her
mind in a muddle, incapable of clear, logical thought. How many
people did I fuck yesterday!? She thought wonderingly. Oh my
God! What a slut I am! What a slut Tyler must think I am!

And what would be her punishment for losing
this bet, she wondered. Because there was no question she had lost
and lost big time. Apparently, he had known how she would respond
better than she did. Even now she could hardly believe how full of
passion and lust and need she had been while pretending to be a sex
slave.

Obviously, she was a lot weaker-minded than
she had imagined herself to be. She'd given in totally to her own
sexual fantasies, the darker the better. And she had let Tyler and
the others do anything they wanted to her body.

She was fairly sure she knew what her
punishment would be. Tyler would say she had to be his sex slave
for real now. Always! The thought was both horrifying and
intriguing. Surrendering control of her body would once have been
an absolute non-starter for her. And yet yesterday had been filled
with the most incredible passion and heat and pleasure that she had
ever felt in her life. And it had gone on and on and on until she
thought her brain might melt.

As long she could continue her studies,
pretending to be his sex slave when she got back to his apartment
could be rather enjoyable. As long as you didn't go crazy and abuse
her. Inviting all those strangers over had taught her that her
morals were a lot weaker than she had thought, and her inhibitions
could be ignored.

But she didn't want a continuous stream of
that happening. Did she? No of course not! She winced as she ran
her hands over her body. Her breasts felt sore, bruised. Her
nipples felt raw, and she remembered how many times they had been
bitten and sucked. And yet they were fully erect, and when she ever
so lightly caught them between thumbs and forefingers and massaged
them she felt the sizzling tingle of pleasure which made her
breasts throb.

Her fingers moved down her body and she ever
so gently eased apart the lips of her sex. Her clitoris felt as
swollen and hypersensitive as her nipples. It ached as she brushed
her finger across it, it also delivered a rush of intense sensation
which made it impossible to resist doing again and again.

The combination of pain and pleasure swept
through her as she rubbed herself, but the pleasure was much more
intense. It did not take long before she was nearing orgasm, but
the door opened first and Brad entered the room.

She flushed and stopped as he came over to
the cage and looked at her.

“A sex slave doing what sex slaves do best,”
he said.

He opened the cage door and gestured for her
to come out. No sooner had she done so than he pushed a ball gag
into her mouth and then fastened it behind her head. Zoe didn't
mind. She had nothing to say to him which wouldn't have been
embarrassing. What could she say, after all? She was simply a slut
to him, and likely he thought of her as just a sex slave, too. She
wasn't a person, as such, just a body, just a sex toy for his
use.

Sure enough, he had her put her chin on the
four and spread her legs as he took her from behind.

Zoe obeyed his orders, gasping and wincing as
his cock pushed into her.

I'm just a sex slave, after all, she thought.
I have to do what I'm told.

It was the sheer casualness of how he used
her that began to arouse her. He wasn't treating her as if she had
a choice or as if she was a person. He was simply taking it for
granted that he could use her however he chose as if she was a…
nonperson. A sex slave. A sex toy. Some sort of animal, like Erica
kept calling her.

And yes that was terribly demeaning, and yet
as his hips began to strike her buttocks and her body shuddered,
her chest grinding her breasts into the floor and his cock plunging
deep into her belly, she felt her mind sinking back into that dark,
delicious sense of being entirely at the mercy of others, having no
decisions to make, and no responsibility for anything that was
done.

Like a sex slave!

He used her without any care or
consideration. He used her roughly, grasping her hair and yanking
it back heedless of any pain that caused. And instead of angering
her, that made the heat rise within her mind. It was a casual,
morning quickie for him, and yet she came very close to orgasm even
so.

She was disappointed, panting as he finished,
zipped up, and then pulled her to all fours to lead her, crawling
out of the room on the end of the leash. He brought her to Tyler's
room and let her inside, then had her crawl over to the bed and
climb in. Tyler grinned at her and slid his fingers through her
hair as he pulled her over to straddle him.

Then she was riding his cock, moaning and
gasping in pleasure as he ran his hands up her body squeezed her
breasts. And unlike Brad, he dropped a hand down between her legs
to finger her clitoris and make her cry out in pleasure.

The orgasm was just as intense as they had
been yesterday and she gloried in it as she rode up and down on his
thick erection, wallowing in the sense of being a sex slave.

Afterward, he led her, still crawling, into
the bathroom. There he stripped off her restraints and collar,
removed the butt plug, and then insisted she go to the bathroom
while he watched. That was when Zoe realized she could still be
embarrassed. She did it, though. And then he washed her, inside and
out, which proved even more embarrassing.

He washed her hair, and then removed the ball
gag and brushed her teeth.

“I have a new outfit for you, sex slave.”

The outfit consisted of a kind of leather
halter, except that it didn't cover even an inch of her breasts. A
thick leather strap cut across her chest at the very base of her
breasts., Squeezing them upward before curling up and around the
outside of her breasts to press them in against each other and then
crisscrossing her chest above them and going behind her neck to
fasten there.

Another strap, attached to one of the sides
crossed her chest just at the very top of her breasts, pressing
down before fastening tightly to the strap on the other side. Her
breasts throbbed as they were squeezed up and in and down
simultaneously.

A T-shaped leather belt went around her hips
with the vertical parts dropping down between her buttocks and back
and her abdomen in front. These fastened to a pair of large dildos
which went up inside her, preventing them from sliding out.

It was her job to make breakfast for the
other three. The strangers having gone. Then she knelt beside the
table and took whatever they decided to hand or throw to her. She
was not surprised to find that the dildo in her pussy was also a
vibrator or that Tyler could turn it on and off through an app on
his phone.

They went outside to enjoy the sun, and she
came to put suntan lotion on them. It was the same as they had used
the other day, and edible. They had her perform oral sex on Erica,
and each time the blonde looked ready to come, Tyler or Brad would
push her aside and mount her instead, fucking her through her
orgasm while Zoe knelt next to them and watched.

Before long, though, Zoe was as naked as the
blonde girl, and their bodies were grinding together in passion and
heat as they put on a show for the boys. Zoe came several more
times as Erica fingered, licked, and ground her pussy against Zoe's
exquisitely sensitive sex.

And then, as if excited by what she had seen
the other day, Eric also donned collar and restraints and took her
place on her knees as a sex slave. To her surprise, Zoe got to
mount the blonde with a strap-on dildo and fuck her hard while
pulling her hair and slapping her bottom, and calling her
names.

It was startlingly exciting. Though even more
so when Zoe took her place and it was Erica mounting her.

Several men arrived, and the two girls danced
for them and put on a show, then deep throated them before riding
them to orgasms.

It occurred to Zoe at some point that her
twenty-four hours were surely up by now, but she made no effort to
point this out to Tyler.

They went inside and Tyler showed her the
website he had been working on, which featured her as its star. It
had a real name on it as well as her real address and phone number
and where she went to school. All the videos he had taken were
there, including the ones he had taken that day with Erica, along
with many pictures.

It wasn't live, this website, but he pointed
out to her that he could make it so. And then she would be on the
Internet in all her glory, with every one of those obscene pictures
and videos he had taken. He made her watch them, and she
masturbated helplessly while watching herself being used and
listening to herself crying out in pleasure.

She came repeatedly.

Tyler hung her from her wrists again, this
time inside. Once again her legs were spread wide as he tried out
various types of whip on her writhing, twisting, trembling body.
While Erica kept her feverishly aroused with her tongue and fingers
and vibrators, Tyler experimented with the thinnest, lightest of
whips and flogs.

He was testing her boundaries as he sent them
flying through the air and snapping down across her breasts and
nipples, across her back and buttocks, and even down between her
legs to bite the soft, sensitive flesh of her pussy.

The thought of being whipped, really whipped,
while hanging from her wrists, was scalding, even without the
vibrator and Erica's eagerly licking tongue. They stung, of course,
and some of them kind of hurt, but the pleasure and heat were too
powerful, the rush was too intense, the thrill was too delicious
for her to even think about trying to stop him.

As she came, and came, he swung harder, and
used heavier whips and flogs until her body was crisscrossed with
thin red, glowing lines of pain. Then he and Brad took her front
and back at the same time, sandwiching her trembling body between
them as they thrust wildly into her and chewed and sucked and
kissed at the sides of her throat.

Zoe stayed his slave the rest of the day and
then the next, as well, before they were returned home. He never
said what her penalty was for failing the bet. He didn't have to.
He simply continued to treat her as his sex slave. And she
continued to let him.

Back in his apartment, she was invariably
naked, wearing restraints and collar. When they went out, she wore
the most revealing of outfits that he could find which wouldn't get
her arrested. That was embarrassing, but also exciting, especially
since she had a dildo and vibrator inside her and he would turn on
the vibrators in public places while she tried desperately to
maintain control.

Losing that control meant losing her
inhibitions, losing her shame, losing her fear and anxiety about
men ogling her and lusting after her. Sometimes he would invite
people back to his apartment to use her body. Usually, there were
young men, but sometimes they were girls. And once she was sent to
the office of one of his psychology professors, a woman, as it
happened, loaned to her in exchange for an improved grade.

He got a stripper pole installed and had her
take lessons in pole dancing, then had her perform at amateur night
at a nearby strip club. Zoe reveled in being an uninhibited sexual
creature, A woman of sex and sexuality, an exhibitionist and
masochist, to some extent.

She wasn't quite sure what that extent was.
They continued to experiment as her boundaries continued to expand.
Her twenty-four hours of being a sex slave had changed her forever.
She would never again look on sex as routine or boring. It was now
too big a part of her life, too wild and exciting and
thrilling.

Losing that bet, she realized, was the best
thing that ever happened to her.
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Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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