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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in, including but not limited to, any form by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems. This book is a work of fiction. All characters depicted are of 18 years of age or older and are of non-blood relations. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, locations, places, businesses is purely coincidental. This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for only adults 18 years of age and older.

  If nine chapters of a down and dirty bondage story consisting of a sugar baby getting tied up, sexually used and duped by her sugar daddy and his golfing buddy strikes your interest, then continue on if you dare.
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Chapter One, It Seemed Like a Good Idea

 

“A new toy you’re going to love!” my sugar daddy said as both he and his golfing buddy, Drew, looked at me with eager eyes.

I was naked, sitting up on my bed and I instantly felt a wet pulse of arousal between my legs when sugar daddy showed me his new toy for me. In front of me, in my sugar daddy’s hands was a stout black leather muzzle gag with a two inch penis insert that would go in my mouth. 

Grinning, he looked at me, “You’re going to be fucking moaning and squealing and begging for us to stop. The, uh, gag will quiet you down with the moans, and the objections, and anything embarrassing you might say.” 

“Embarrassing? Whatever.” I sneered as I began putting on the gag. Sure, at first when sugar daddy presented me with the leather muzzle gag, I was instantly wet. Especially with the two inch rubber penis that would be stuck in my mouth.

The prospect of not being able to say anything was fucking huge on the arousal factor. I couldn’t tell them to take it easy if they got too rough. Or I couldn’t tell them to stop and or get off of me was substantially arousing. But the most provoking thing about a stifling gag like a muzzle gag was that they could say any degrading thing they wanted to me and I’d have to silently take it from them. And I enjoyed those aspects of being gagged in that fashion.

As I inserted that two inch rubber penis in my mouth, as I fitted my front teeth in those strange grooves at the front of that gag, as I fastened the leather straps around to the back of my head I was becoming highly wet at the fact that I was going to be tied up, gagged and totally helpless. I’d be totally at the mercy of my sugar daddy, and his golfing buddy, a man named Drew until they were completely done with me. How long would that be? Who knew. They could just blow their loads and call it a day. Yet sometimes sugar daddy was known to just leave me tied up for an entire evening; he’d fuck me, cum, leave me tied up and come back for more when he was ready. All I knew when I submitted to sugar daddy and Drew again was that it was all up in the air, the evening was ours in my bedroom.

“Let’s get you tied the fuck up.” Sugar daddy said with a cool yet authoritative voice. “Stand up. Get your ass up!”

I got off my bed and stood up. Sugar daddy and Drew took hold of my arms and took them behind my back. Drew went to work at tying my upper arms together with nylon rope, while sugar daddy went to work on my wrists. It was a classic box tie. As they jerked me around by wrapping my arms, coiling my limbs with those ropes, with each coil, with each cinching of the knots I was traveling down a rabbit hole of dark arousal. 

Since we began our little affair, the more sugar daddy and I fucked, the deeper the hole went. And the deeper it went, the more kink and bondage was involved. I was discovering he was very sadistic. And I was discovering that I was loving the part of being his masochistic little muse. All under my mother’s nose. I loved little surprises like a new toy, such as that gag. And a threesome with another older man. Sugar daddy hinted at bringing in another man to torture me with brutal sex. Then next thing I knew, Drew was in my room with him. 

And there we all were again, me getting tied up and them doing the tying and getting boners to stick in me when I’m helpless so they could do the nasty shit they’ve been plotting to do to me.

When they were done with my arms, sugar daddy ordered me to get down on to the floor.

I got down on my knees and they helped me ease me onto the floor onto my stomach. As I laid there with the carpeting rubbing my little titties he went to work on tying my legs as Drew was groping my butt cheeks. “Here in a little bit this sweet little ass is gonna get tapped.”

Then I felt the sting as sugar daddy slapped my cheeks. “Yup. My little sugar baby is gonna get her world rocked again.”

Drew took one leg, sugar daddy the other. They bent my legs at the knees, tying my thighs up to my lower legs; they were frog tying me.

At that point, I couldn’t wait. I was hungry for dick. And I knew their dicks were hungry for my little fur burger between my legs that would be theirs for the total taking.

 




Chapter Two, TIED THE FUCK UP! And gagged to boot!

 

Soon enough, they were done. They both got me up to my knees. And there I was. Sitting on my knees, naked, tied up and gagged in front of two horny older men who were going to have their way with me and there was nothing I could do but take whatever they gave me.

I sat there, as he and Drew took their clothes off in my bedroom. That’s when I started wiggling around. I was testing my ropes. How bad was I tied up? How tight was I? Could I escape? After a few moments I discovered that there was no way I could get loose. And I was grunting in those moments of self-struggle. That fucking gag sure as shit was doing its job. 

The pressure of that gag against my face was pressing my teeth against that plastic groove thingy, thus against that two inch dildo. I could tell early on that I was not going to be able to speak at all. With a ball gag, I could mumble out some audible words while I drooled away. But a muzzle gag, formed words were like not happening.

While I was so concentrated on wiggling around, struggling against the ropes that kept me tied up while getting myself even more turned on, that I wasn’t looking at sugar daddy and Drew. When I looked up at them, they were both staring at me in awe. They were staring at me like two virgins staring at the hooker that was going to turn them into men. Evidently my wiggling had turned them on something fierce. Both of them had rock hard erections. And they were pointed right at me.

“Holy shit.” Drew said damn near slack jawed.

“Oh, she’s definitely getting fucked seven ways from Sunday after that little performance!”

Seeing their hard dicks and knowing the painful jabs and degradation they could impose on me, like always with them, I had second thoughts on what I was getting myself into. But I had to ride it out. I wanted to ride it out. I loved being subdued. And not too many boys my age could subjugate me like this; they lacked balls.

Both erect cocks were going to be in me more sooner than later. I was going to have to take what they gave. And, I had no say so or physical control over them, how hard they were going to get with me and how hard those hard dicks were going to drill me. I was utter under their control and no safe word was going to save me.

And I couldn’t help but stare at their cocks as both men stood towering before me. And their differences in trimming and organs size and shape.

Sugar daddy’s cock I was all too familiar with. His pubic hairs were trimmed and well kept. His cock had a nice sized girth, that filled me up very nicely during our tied up trysts of passion. And it was straight.

Drew’s cock and balls were shaved smooth. His cock, was narrow, looked like it was of medium length with a banana like curve to it.

And there we were, the three of us. My eighteen year old ass, tied up, silenced with a gag helpless and, above all, horny as fuck. Before me, two middle aged men waiting to take out their middle aged fantasies out on my young ass, well, more like in my pussy.

Sugar daddy came up to me. He bent over and looked me straight in the eyes. “Spoiler alert dear, you are going to be filled to the gills with cum. But I promise you, that we won’t unstrap that nice little gag from your pretty little head.”

When he said that, Drew giggled. I didn’t think much about why he giggled at that moment, until later…

All I knew was that my sugar daddy just promised he wasn’t going to take that gag off. Well, I thought, at least I won’t be taking dicks and their loads in my mouth. I was more worried that they were keeping me hushed because my ass might get an anal violation; they didn’t want to hear me scream my head off and tell them to stop.

My sugar daddy asked me, “Are you ready?”

I nodded my head, yes.

He squinted his eyes. “No. I want you to say it. Are you ready?”

I
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