Heather is humiliated in public in a restaurant by being forced to wear a microskirt with no panties and a clinging silky blouse with no bra. More of her history comes out. Heather is taken to her first BDSM orgy where she is forced into all sorts of degradations and humiliations.

Story Codes: MF, MFF, FF, orgy, brief ped, bd, sm, oral, anal.

CHAPTER 4

Heather sat in the back seat of Mitch’s Jaguar and looked at herself.  She was wearing a very short leather microskirt that covered little when she sat down.  The silk blouse she wore covered her only from direct vision.  Her nipples clearly stood out of the fabric.  With the top two buttons undone, she threatened to flop out, anyway.  A pair of tall “fuck me shoes” completed the costume.  And the rhinestone-studded leather slave collar with the attached leash, of course.  She would actually be appearing like this in public.  Where they were going wasn’t exactly Castro Street, where nobody at all would pay attention, but it was close enough to the leather district that all the little children wouldn’t be pointing and staring and their mothers shielding their eyes.  Nonetheless, there would still be no doubt whatsoever that Heather was Mitch and Gabrielle’s slut slave.   She sat quietly in the back seat, wondering how it would feel to have people looking at her, being able to see her nipples beneath the thin, clinging silk, and knowing there was no way she could conceal her sex with the microskirt when she sat down or moved.  It felt like that old dream where she would be naked in public when everyone else was dressed.  She felt terribly exposed and vulnerable.  

Mitch pulled the Jag into the front of a restaurant near the district.  He flipped the keys to the young man who would park the car, and Heather knew she would give him a show getting out of the back seat.  She tried her best, but the skirt rode up, and as she stepped out of the car, she could see from the bug-eyed look on his face that he’d seen everything she had.  She felt her face blazing crimson and her nipples stiffen, which embarrassed her even more.  The young man just stared, then caught Gabrielle glaring at him and looked away as his face turned red.  As he entered the car to park it, Gabrielle giggled.  Mitch clipped the leash onto Heather’s collar.  Heather noticed that a few passers-by were staring.

Inside the restaurant, the lights were low enough so that the place was dark after the bright noon sunshine of outdoors.  They were met by a tall and elegant Asian woman with perfectly coifed glossy black hair that matched her black patterned silk cheongsam.  Bright crimson lipstick matched her nails.  She also had a small, gold ring through her left nostril. The woman looked down her pug nose at Heather, eyeing the leash and the submissive’s clothing.  “Table for two, or three?” she asked.

“We’re letting our slave eat with us, so it’s a table for 3,” Mitch replied.

“Very good, sir.  We could find a corner in the kitchen where we could feed her, if you prefer.”

Mitch actually hesitated, as if he were considering it.  Heather held her breath.  She could imagine the show she’d put on if she had to eat from a dish on the floor, and there was no telling what the kitchen help would do to her, even in a restaurant like this.  She could see herself in the kitchen, bent over the countertop while the chef and his helpers took turns fucking her.

“If we wouldn’t be insulting any of your other guests by allowing our slave to sit at table with us,” Gabrielle said, “I think we’d like to let her sit with us.”

“Not a problem at all,” the hostess said, beckoning them to follow her.  Heather was hoping for a quiet table in the back, but no such luck.  They were given one right in the middle.  Everyone could see her there, Heather knew.  

A man and his wife, obviously tourists from their long sleeves, hats and camera, were staring.  Mitch spoke very quietly to Heather, as if he were continuing another conversation.  “Slut, I want other people to see what Gabrielle and I enjoy routinely.  When you sit down, make sure those two staring bumpkins, who are obviously from some hick place like Oklahoma, get an eyeful.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, lowering herself onto the chair.  As she did, she let her legs part perhaps 6 inches.  The man was able to see all the way up her skirt, but the woman’s view was blocked by Heather’s leg.  The man dropped his fork, which had been traveling to his mouth with salad.  The fork clattered, and a cherry tomato bounced once and rolled onto the floor. The woman glared at him and tried to get a look without being too obvious.  After the woman whispered something with a fierce look on her face, the man looked away.

Their waitress came.  She was a stocky woman with short hair, and Heather thought she fit the stereotype of a dyke.  The woman seemed to be staring at her nipples, and in response Heather felt them stiffen, again. Mitch nodded briefly to her, and Heather knew he wanted her to expose herself to the waitress.  Feeling like the worst of sluts, Heather maneuvered herself so that her legs spread a few inches and her microskirt rode higher up her thighs.  The waitress took a step backward to see better, and Heather felt her hot eyes on her crotch. 

“May I get you anything to drink?” the waitress asked.

“An Anchor Steam for myself and for our slave.  My wife will have a glass of chardonnay,” Mitch replied.  The waitress left the menus.  

As Heather picked up hers, Mitch looked coldly at her.  “What are you doing?  You are a slave, and I will order for you.”

“Yes, Master.  I’m very sorry to have presumed.  It’s an old habit, Master.”

“When that dyke returns with our drinks, I want you to very unobtrusively touch your self so she can see what you are doing.”

“Yes, Master,” Heather replied.  This took the dream to even further extremes.  She felt her face redden with shame, and yet, at the same time, she felt herself grow wet.  By the time the waitress returned with their drinks, she was afraid she would be leaving a spot on the chair.  Heather let her hand fall to her lap, and given the shortness of the skirt, touching herself was not difficult at all.  Her fingertip wiggled up and down in her wet slit, slick with her juices so that her finger traveled easily and found her clitoris.  She flicked it gently and gave a tiny little “Ah!” that was barely audible.  Yet, the waitress heard it.  She was trying desperately not to stare, but her eyes kept returning to Heather’s crotch and her hand that was casually diddling herself.  Out of the corner of her eye, she noted that the tourist guy also had seen her and was trying desperately not to stare so that his wife would catch him.  

As the waitress backed away from the table while trying to retain her professional demeanor, her foot squished the cherry tomato.  She slipped, tried to catch herself, but only succeeded in grabbing Heather’s chair.  The chair started to tip over, and Heather tried to catch herself, but all that happened was that she and the waitress ended on the floor in a heap with Heather’s legs spread and her skirt hiked up.  As she tried to untangle herself, she knew she was completely exposed.  Several gasps told her people had seen her nakedness.  After what seemed an eternity, she was able to get up.  The waitress apologized profusely, but Mitch said everything was fine, that no drinks had been spilled. 

Heather knew everyone was staring, and that most of them had seen her shaved sex organs displayed there for all the world to see.  A deep sense of shame and embarrassment washed over her.  She wanted to run but couldn’t.

“Very good, slut,” Mitch said.  “You managed to show the whole restaurant your naked pussy.  I wonder if anyone noticed it was wet.”

She wanted to cry with embarrassment but felt herself get even wetter.

* * * * *

“You know, Mitch,” said Gabrielle, “I think our slave would look ever so much better if she had slave rings.” Heather had been sitting at their feet as a good slave should while they watched TV and sipped brandy.  They were both wearing their robes.

Mitch spread her legs apart, and she felt his eyes on her.  She felt herself getting wet.  

“I think you’re right.  A couple of slave rings in her labia would give her an exotic look.”

Gabrielle grabbed her labia with her fingers.  “I also think she would be more attractive with a larger clit, one that would peek out all the time and which would get all swollen when she got excited.  That way everyone could see how hot our slave is.”  Gabrielle ran her fingertip between Heather’s lips and stroked her clit with her fingertip.

“You know, I think you’re right.  I shall get the hormone cream.”

Heather wondered what this was about, but she knew better than to ask.  A larger clit?  How would they do that?  Something about hormone cream.  

Mitch returned with a tube in his hand and a DVD.  “This is a testosterone cream.  It’s the male hormone.  The tissue in your clit responds to it, and it will grow over the next few weeks.”  He popped the DVD into the player.  An image appeared on the large screen high definition TV.  Heather stared, fascinated by the site of a huge clit on the screen.  The woman’s clit almost looked like a small penis.  It stuck out, wet and pink, as she rubbed it.  Slowly a cock came into view and pushed into the woman’s vagina.  The shaft rubbed along the woman’s huge clit, and Heather could see her thighs quivering. 

“I want your clit to look like this,” Mitch said.

Heather could not take her eyes off the woman’s enormous, swollen clitoris.  “Yes, Master.  If it would please you, I would love to have a clit like that.  She was naked, of course, and spread her thighs apart.  She spread her own labia.  “Mine is so small.”

Mitch handed her a tube.  “This cream contains androgens, male hormones.  You spread this on your clit every day, and in a couple of months your clit will be larger.”

“Yes, Master.  Will it be permanent?”

“Yes, it will be.  Permanent and irreversible, You will have a big clit like that for the rest of your life  I will be able to tell when you’re excited, and so will everyone else.  Also, if I want to spank your pussy, your clit will be out in the open, and if I have people over, they can instantly see what a slut you are.”

Heather looked at the woman on the screen as the man’s cock slid in and out of her, the shaft rubbing against the huge clit.  The woman was obviously very sensitive and her cries didn’t seem in the slightest fake.  Heather thought it would be very exciting to look like that.  She could also imagine it rubbing her panties or when she sat down.  She could be in a continual state of sexual arousal.  She imagined being naked in front of a bunch of Mitch and Gabrielle’s friends and having her clit swell up like that woman’s where everyone could see.  But it would be permanent, and that gave her pause.  She could never go back to the way she had been.  She knew somehow this choice was a watershed that would set her down a path that had no return.  Perhaps that elusive orgasm would be waiting for her.

Mitch tossed her the tube.  “Put some on your fingertip and rub it into your clit twice a day.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, opening the tube.  She put some on her fingertip and began to rub it into her clit.  It felt good, and she loved rubbing herself in front of Mitch.  It made her feel like a slut and totally free to spread her legs in front of him and Gabrielle as well.

“Look at that slut, Mitch,” Gabrielle said.  “She’s masturbating.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Please, Mistress, may I make myself come?”  Heather said, her fingertip rubbing her clit vigorously.

Suddenly Gabrielle had a flogger in her hand.  “Move your hand, slut.  Your cunt needs punishing.  You were instructed to rub the cream onto your clit, not masturbate!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Heather replied, moving her hand.  She felt her vagina spasm as she anticipated the delicious pain that would follow.  Gabrielle placed one hand on Heather’s right knee and spread her legs wide, exposing her pussy.  The flogger came down on her with a smack, and the pain exploded from her crotch, a flame that burned hot and sweet.  Heather heard herself hiss and actually thrust her hips forward to receive her punishment.

“Look at this slut, Mitch!  See how she wants the punishment?”

“Yes, I do.  We have a total slut, here.  I believe she may well completely follow our orders.”

Heather felt herself near an orgasm.  The thought of total openness, total sluttiness, of cocks spewing come all over her and penetrating her everywhere had her hot, and then Gabrielle struck her pussy several times, hard, and as the white hot pain from her cunt spread and the sense of orgasm began to grow, another memory emerged.  It was the ending of one from earlier.  Her father’s penis was in her 11 year old mouth while her mother stroked it to get the evil out that Heather had put there.  She had actually enjoyed it, and with that the wall emerged, again.

Mitch furrowed his brow as he looked at her carefully, then at Gabrielle.  “Gabby, I believe she was close to an orgasm, and then she pulled back.”

“I think you’re right, Mitch.  I’ve noticed that about her for some time.  She doesn’t have orgasms.”

“Well, we haven’t ordered her to have one, now have we?”

“Do you think she is that obedient”

Mitch stroked his chin.  “You know, I just don’t know.”  Heather saw his eyes turn again to her.  “Slut, do you come?”

“No, Master,” she said, hoping that he would not ask why.  She couldn’t tell them!  She just hoped one of them would order her to come.  She might be able to force through that wall, then.

“And why is that, Slave?” Gabrielle asked.

The dreaded question had come!  She felt even more exposed and vulnerable, this time as if her soul had been bared.  How could she admit her father was there, and what that meant.  Yet, she could not lie to Mitch and Gabrielle.  “I get very close, Master, but then a wall goes up and blocks me,” she said lowering her eyes and feeling her cheeks flush.
 “A wall?” said Mitch.  “A wall?  What is that about?”

“I  . . .  I don’t know, Master,” she stammered.  “I’ve never had an orgasm in my life.”

“I think she knows more than she’s telling us, Mitch.  Look at her eyes.”

Mitch grabbed her jaw between this thumb and forefinger and stared into her eyes.  “Are you telling me everything, Slave?  Do not lie to your Master!” he commanded.  

She felt the pull on her jaw.  She wanted to tell them everything, but then she knew she would have to admit everything, including how both of her parents’ attentions had excited her.  She had one last evasion.  “Master, when I get very close, I suddenly hear the voice of my father or mother.”  Suddenly she felt tears welling up in her eyes.   “I was raised in a very strict religious household.  They taught me sex was evil and filthy, and I cannot escape from that.”  She paused, “Even now, they won’t let me alone,” she sobbed, trying to avert her eyes and her shame and hoping that telling this much of the truth would divert them from digging further.

The phone rang.  They ignored the call while they mulled over what Heather had just said, but the answering machine came on.  “Hi, Mitch and Gabrielle, this is Don Anderson.  I’m having a little get together a week from this coming Friday night, and I’d love for you and Gabrielle to come.  Give me a call and let me know.”

“Well,” said Gabrielle, “that sounds like fun.”

“I guess we’ll have to go,” said Mitch.  Heather was surprised at the sound of reluctance in his voice.  

“Is that a problem?” asked Gabrielle.

“I just wonder if our slave is ready,” Mitch replied.  “I mean, we’ve just started the clit treatment and it’ll only be beginning to show the effects.  And then there’s this orgasm thing with her.”

“Are you sure that’s all?” asked Gabrielle, parting her robe and beginning to rub herself slowly and gently letting her finger slide up and down her slit.

“Yes, of course.”

“Are you sure you’re not jealous?”  

“Of course not.  If you want to fuck him, go ahead.  It might help us out, actually.”  He slid his first two fingers into Gabrielle, and Heather knew he was rubbing her G-spot.  Gabrielle began rubbing harder, her hand moving in a circle on her cunt as her legs spread wide apart.

“Oh, God, Mitch!  I’m going to come!”

Mitch grabbed Heather’s hair and thrust her face at Gabrielle’s pussy. “Suck, slut!” he ordered.  Heather smelled the faint musky smell of her and tasted the saltiness as she began licking greedily.  Gabrielle bucked, moaned and came explosively.

“My, that was intense,” added Mitch, “And very quick.”  

“Yes, it was,” Gabrielle replied, pushing Heather away.  “Go away, slut.”

“I guess Heather will just have to be ready, won’t she.”

* * * * 
Friday arrived, and Heather had been told nothing.  She didn’t even know if she were going with Mitch and Gabrielle, or even what kind of get together this Anderson neighbor was having.  She was pretty certain that he was the neighbor who’d seen her in the back yard and who’d been attended by a woman Heather suspected was also a slave.  If he was living the Lifestyle, as Mitch called what they did, then she might be going.  The thought excited her because she hadn’t been out of the house in awhile.

She could also imagine being forced to do depraved things in front of Anderson’s and Mitch’s and Gabrielle’s friends.  That thought excited her, and she felt the juices flowing.  She was becoming quite the slut.  Heather briefly wondered why she had become so intensely horny and why she liked being degraded and forced to do things in public.  Some memories flitted just out of reach, like bats on a summer evening pursuing mosquitoes in the air.  They just would not enter the light.  Well, it was probably better that way.

At six in the evening, Mitch looked at Gabrielle and said, “What shall we do with the slave tonight?”

“That’s easy.  We take her naked on a leash.”

“Do you think she should wear something?  A leather outfit, or something?”

“No.  Just naked.  Except for a collar and leash.  She’s our pet.”

“OK.  Do you need to do any, girl stuff?  Makeup, you know.”

“I think so, yes,” Gabrielle replied.  Let’s get her ready, then we’ll get ready ourselves.”  Gabrielle took Heather by the arm and led her back into her and Mitch’s bathroom.  

Gabrielle spent the next half hour preparing Heather.  She loved the attention.  First, Gabrielle shaved her freshly and completely.  Her pubic regions were smooth and hairless, as was her ass, her legs and her armpits.  Gabrielle also did Heather’s hair and makeup.  As Heather watched herself emerge in the mirror, she had to admit that Gabrielle was very good.  She rouged Heather’s nipples and then lightly, her labia.  “To emphasize your sluttishness,” Gabrielle had said.  She’d also claimed that Heather’s clit was growing in response to the hormone therapy.  Heather found herself strangely pleased at the thought.  

Heather felt that she was changing, both in body and in spirit.  She now she reveled in sex, even though she hadn’t had that first orgasm.  The more, the better, and the more she was forced to do perverted things, she had to admit, the better she enjoyed it.  She loved sucking either Mitch or Gabrielle, bringing them to climax with her mouth, or licking Gabrielle clean after she and Mitch had enjoyed each other.  She could even feel the changes herself.  Her clit was definitely bigger, and more sensitive as well.  She couldn’t wait until she looked like the women in the video Mitch had showed her.  She wanted that huge and sensitive clitoris, even though she knew she would be forever changed in the process. She sometimes wondered why she liked to be forced, and she concluded that it made all things possible for her to experience without will, without having to confront that censor.  

Then Heather helped Gabrielle prepare.  First she brushed her long, blonde hair, enjoying the crackle of the brush as it worked through the thick hair.  It was naturally blonde, Heather had learned long ago.  Gabrielle put on her own makeup while Heather watched.  She curled her long lashes and lightly darkened them and carefully outlined each green eye.  She chose a bright red lip gloss that she put on sensuously.  She dabbed a very musky perfume on her wrists, her throat, and between her legs.  She hummed to herself, a gay little tune, as she carefully made herself up.  Heather couldn’t help but note the dreamy look on her face.  

“Dress me, slave,” Gabrielle ordered.  Heather helped her into her outfit, which consisted of a brilliant, shiny leather bra with cutouts for her nipples that emphasized her smallish breasts.  She struggled into a very tight pair of very low cut shorts.  A large, black zipper went from waistband to waistband between her legs.  The zipper was a shiny, silvery metal with big teeth that fairly invited unzipping.  A pair of knee-high shiny black boots with high heels completed the outfit.  

When Mitch entered the bedroom he gave a whistle.  “My God, Gabby, you look utterly fantastic!”  He walked over to her as if Heather weren’t there and grabbed the big ring on the zipper.  Playfully she slapped his hand.  “No, naughty boy, we need to go.  Unless you already have in mind what you want to wear, let me pick it out for you.  Let the slave dress you.”

“No, I hadn’t thought too much about it.”

“We need to look good for Don, tonight.  This could be an important night for us with the group.”

“Yeah, I think you’re right.  Our new slave should help, too.”

Gabrielle watched as Heather undressed Mitch.  As she slid down Mitch’s underwear, she noted how his cock was already beginning to harden.  She wanted to take it into her mouth and suck until it became hard.  She liked Mitch’s body.  Although he was no longer young, he kept himself in good shape.  He had a flat stomach with only a hint of fat around the middle, and he still had rock-hard pecs. 

Gabrielle came out of the closet with some black, leather pants.  For a belt they had a silver chain.  They looked as if they would fit tightly and caress Mitch’s shapely legs. She handed them to Heather, who felt the soft, supple leather with her hands and sniffed the smell of the leather.  Heather noticed the crotch consisted of a flap that could be unbuttoned and which undoubtedly would free Mitch’s cock to be sucked.  

She held the legs of the leather pants open for Mitch to step into them, and as he did, she caressed his leg, feeling the taut muscles under his skin.  She felt herself getting wet again as she slid the pants up his legs.  She couldn’t help but caress his penis as she slipped it inside the pants and buttoned the waistband.  A vest made of the same soft supple leather and short boots completed Mitch’s costume.  

Mitch clipped a leash to Heather’s collar and pulled her toward the front door.  “Let’s go, slut,” he said.

“But Master, I’m naked!  Won’t people see us in the street?”

“Gabrielle, please fetch my cane.  This slave needs to be taught not to speak unless spoken to and not to question her Master.”

Heather tried to apologize, groveling at Mitch’s feet.  She heard Gabrielle re-enter the room.  “Give her ten strokes.  We’ll take her to the party with some nice welts on her ass.  Meanwhile, slut, keep licking my boots.”

Heather tensed for the blow she knew was coming, and when it came, she gasped.  Gabrielle laid it on hard, not pulling the blows at all.  She felt her skin burning and knew she would have welts.  She tried not to scream and concentrated on licking Mitch’s boot, savoring the taste and smell of the smooth leather, but feeling that strange excitement she always felt when she was being punished.  

After the tenth blow, Mitch grabbed the leash, and opened the door.  Outside, Heather felt the cool night air on her naked body.  It cooled the burning welts.  The quiet back street had no traffic, and the street lights left pools of light in a world of shadow.  Heather realized it was unlikely anyone would see them during the very short walk to the neighbor’s house.  Still, the thought of being completely naked in the street was strangely exciting to her, as was the thought of entering the house of a stranger, naked.  Her nipples tingled, and she felt herself getting wet at the thought of how she would be completely exposed and totally vulnerable, able to hide nothing.  She tingled at the thought of being handled and touched and even forced to do perverted things.

After only a few steps, they were climbing the stairs to Anderson’s front door.  Mitch knocked, and the door swung open.  A large young man dressed in a black leather vest with silver chains connecting the two sides and boots with a leather cage around his shaved cock greeted them.  “Good evening Master Mitchell and Mistress Gabrielle.”  He didn’t speak to Heather, but she was only a slave, and therefore beyond contempt, even from another slave

He led them into a large, open room filled with at least 20 people.  Heather took it all in.  Many of the people were dressed in various outrageous costumes.  She presumed these were the masters and mistresses.  A very tall, slender blonde with tiny breasts leading a male slave around by clips attached to studded leather straps around his penis looked them over.  She wore a red leather bra with holes for her nipples and a red leather strap with sparkling rhinestones that went between her legs and attached to a broad crimson belt.  Her eyes were drawn to the slave.  He was tall and slender and completely shaved of all body hair, Heather noted.  He looked up and their eyes met, and Heather felt a spark fly between them as she looked into his soft, gentle eyes.  The Mistress led him away, and she lost contact.  As her eyes roamed, a short, stout man accepted a drink from a slave who began sucking his cock as she handed him his drink.  She was dressed in nipple clips that held her breasts high and green leather shorts that had no crotch.  She was completely shaved as a good slave should, and Heather noticed how her labia hung down.  

A large, powerful man detached himself from a group of masters and began walking toward them.  He was the man on the deck.  Behind him trailed the slave Heather had seen serving him his deck.  The woman was completely naked except for a slave collar and a creative body painting of a leopard that managed to draw attention to her completely shaved cunt.  Heather realized the man’s eyes were on Gabrielle.  He wore a dark burgundy smoking jacket, belted at the waist.  Heather was surprised that he wasn’t wearing leather or chains such as most of the other men.  Underneath the jacket he wore a black, silk shirt, open at the collar, with black silk trousers visible under the hem.   He switched his eyes to Mitch and smiled, but only with his mouth.  “Ah, Master Mitchell and the ever lovely Mistress Gabrielle,” he said, placing a hand on each of their shoulders.  

“Master Donald, so good of you to have us over,” Mitch said, a bit stiffly, while Gabrielle smiled.  Heather noted the sparkle in her eyes with surprise, and even with more surprise the stiffening of her nipples as they peeked through the leather bra.  Other than the occasional tension between her and Mitch, she didn’t seem the type to have a wandering eye, but then many of the people in the lifestyle maintained open relationships.  So far, Anderson had not apparently given Heather a glance.

“My, you do look ravishing tonight, my dear Gabrielle,” Anderson said.  “Mitch must find it difficult not to unzip that zipper, and the top is exquisite.”

“Thank you, Donald.  At my age I take all the compliments I can get.”

“You well deserve them!”  He looked toward Heather.  She felt his hot eyes on her, traveling up and down her naked body.  She felt her nipples stiffen in response. “Ah, this must be the new slave you are breaking in,” he said.  

“Yes.  She’s barely begun her training.”  

Don turned her with his hand and touched the ten red welts.  “I see you had to discipline her recently.  Excellent welts, by the way.”

“Thank you.  She still is willful and hasn’t learned not to question her masters.”

“She actually questioned being brought naked in the street,” added Gabrielle.

“The cheeky slut!” said Don.  “No wonder you had to discipline her.”  His hot eyes traveled up and down Heather’s naked body.  She felt her nipples becoming stiff, again.

“She must be hot,” said Don.  “Look at the slut’s nipples!” 

Heather felt embarrassment that he’d noticed.  Her body was betraying her lusts.  She thrust her breasts forward, shocked that she wanted this man to touch her where everyone could see.

“I believe the last time I saw her, she was pissing all over herself in your back yard,” Don laughed.

Heather turned crimson.

“Yes, I sent her into the back yard as I would any dog.”

Don flicked her nipples with his fingertip.  “Stiff little nipples,” he said.  “I’ll bet she gets wet easily.”

“Please, check for yourself,” Mitch said.

A crowd of at least a dozen people had gathered around them.  Heather heard several comments about the welts on her bottom.  Rudely, Don slapped the insides of her thighs, making her spread her legs.  Heather was totally naked and exposed.  People were watching, leering and making rude comments.  Don slid his finger between her labia.  She felt his fingertip find her clit, already slick and wet, and then his finger slid inside her, finding her G-spot.  She moaned, and Don and the crowd laughed.  This excited her even more as she knew she would be forced to do all sorts of things in public tonight.  Not having a choice made it all OK and very exciting.

“Just listen to the slut!” Don said.  “Nice clit, too,” he added, sliding his fingertip along her sensitive flesh.  “It seems a bit enlarged.  I like that.  We’ll have to put her through her paces later, after we pierce her.”

She started and almost questioned being pierced.  Both Mitch and Don looked at her, daring her to complain or question, but she caught herself in time.

“Are you questioning my decision to have you pierced?” Mitch asked.
“No, Master,” she said as humbly as she could manage.

“Do you want to be pierced?” 

“Yes, Master.”  She thought for a moment as to how she could ask what they were going to do.  “How would it please you to have me pierced, Master?”

“Your nipples will be pierced with rings.  Labia, too.  I probably will place an ownership tag on them so everyone can see that you are my property and my pet.  Would you like that?”

“Yes, Master,” Heather replied, already feeling her juices flowing.

“I think we should see what she can do before piercing her,” said Gabrielle.  “We need to see if she’s worthy, first,” she said, placing a hand on Don’s arm.  Heather could see her nipples were stiff.  She was turned on by Don, Heather realized.  

“Well, that is an interesting suggestion, Gabrielle.  What did you have in mind?” Don asked.

“Perhaps she should suck off one of Roger’s pets.”

“Roger?  Roger?” Don asked, looking around the room.

A tall man leading three slaves on leashes walked over.  The man was tall, slender, and muscular with long honey blond hair that hung to his shoulders.  He also wore rouge, eye shadow and lipstick.  He wore only a chain harness with a black leather pouch holding his sex organs.  Tall boots came nearly to his knees.  His three slaves were all very different.  One was obviously a transsexual, having beautiful and pert breasts as well as a penis.  He or she was quite beautiful, Heather noted, and were not his cock evident, she would never have suspected he was a he.  He was completely shaved.  The second one was fat, with a small penis that stood stiffly.  He had a round belly and breasts like the Buddha.  He also was made up delicately.  The slave giggled.  The third was tall and very skinny with his ribs showing.  Washboard abs, however, suggested he wasn’t starved.  He also had a huge penis that hung halfway down his thigh.  

“Yes, Donald, dearest,” the master said, simpering just a bit.

“Gabrielle, here, wants her and Mitch’s slave to suck off one of your pets before we pierce her.”  Don reached up and gently stroked one of her nipples peeking through the hole in her red bra.  “See how the thought of it makes her nipple stiff?”  Heather quickly looked at Mitch to see how he felt about that.  He was showing no emotion whatsoever, Heather noted.

“Well, if it pleases Mistress Gabrielle,” said Roger, “We would be very pleased.”  He fondled the fat slave’s penis, grasping the small member between his finger and thumb.  “It appears that Billy is all ready.  I know he’d rather have Mitch’s big cock up his pudgy ass, but who cares what a slave wants!”

The slave, Billy, giggled.  “Start sucking!” Don ordered.  “You have three minutes to make him come in your mouth, or you will be punished.”

Heather knelt in front of the fat slave.  His penis was so small, scarcely larger than a boy’s.  He was completely bare of hair.  She enclosed his small cock with her lips and began bobbing her head up and down while licking the tip of his penis with her tongue.  With one hand she stroked Billy’s naked scrotum.  She felt his cock sliding between her lips and wanted to feel him coming in her mouth while everyone watched.

“Look at her suck!” she heard, and it excited her to know people were watching her suck.  She wanted him to spurt into her mouth.

“Billy, you have precisely two minutes to come in this slut’s mouth, otherwise I will have to whip you,” she heard Roger say.

Billy began humping her mouth, driving his cock between her lips and moaning.  Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Roger click his stopwatch.  Billy seemed almost frantic to come in her mouth, and she pumped his cock with her mouth.  She took it between her finger and thumb and began to masturbate him while she sucked.

After what seemed like an eternity, she heard Roger’s voice.  “I am disappointed in you, Billy.  Your time is up!”  Heather heard a swish and a crack as Roger whipped Billy’s bottom.  Billy cried out and thrust his hips forward.  She sucked as hard as she could, and even bit the head of his cock.  Billy cried out and moaned, driving his hard little penis in and out of her mouth while Roger whipped him unmercifully.

Suddenly, Heather tasted his fluids, and then he was filling her mouth with his semen.  “Don’t swallow, slut!” ordered Don.  “When he’s finished coming into your mouth, I want you to kiss him and share his own come with him.”  As Billy heard that, he seemed to come again.  Heather was almost choking on his come before he quit.  She felt it dribbling out of the corners of her mouth as she stood and placed her mouth on Billy’s.  She felt the semen mingling with their saliva as she kissed him deeply, sharing his own semen with him.  The onlookers were amused and laughed while also applauding.

“I think you had help, slave, but you did make him come in under three minutes.  Did you find that amusing, Gabrielle?”

“Indeed I did.”  Heather looked out of the corner of her eye.  Donald had an arm draped over Gabrielle’s shoulder and was rolling her right nipple between his thumb and forefinger.  Mitch seemed to be ignoring them.  Heather wondered how he felt, but she was taking a perverse pleasure in watching Don establish his dominance over Mitch.  She felt her juices flow at the thought of watching Don fuck Gabrielle while Mitch was forced to be an onlooker.  There was no doubt what Gabrielle wanted.  Clearly, Don was the top dog here, but Mitch wanted to rise in the hierarchy.  He obviously didn’t care how he did it, either.  Heather was interested to see how this would all turn out and suspected that the zipper with the inviting pull was put on with Don rather than Mitch in mind.

“Are we ready to pierce the slut?” asked Don, pinching Gabrielle’s nipple hard enough to make her gasp.  

“Go for it!” Mitch said.

“Stanley!” Don shouted over the din of the party.  “We’re ready to pierce Mitch and Gabby’s slut!”

A large man detached himself from a knot of people.  Heather felt a thrill of fear.  The man’s head was shaved and shone in the light.  He wore a leather vest that gapped over his large and hairy chest and belly.  Thick, hairy arms moved animatedly.  His shiny leather pants were tucked into black leather boots.  He looked Heather over with hot eyes, and she felt her nipples stiffen in response.  The man picked up the leash around her neck, turned, and led her toward a door that led to the lower floor.

