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Chapter 11




“Your asshole looks better
with the plug in,” he told me. Sandy was still kneeling behind me.
I was still on my hands and knees, with my ass in the
air.

“That sounds vaguely
insulting,” I replied.

“I’m just saying you have
good taste in buttplugs. Princess plugs.”

“Maybe I should have you
take it out and eat my ass.”

“Is that what you want?”
He didn’t sound scared or intimidated. He didn’t sound eager,
either, but I got the impression that he’d do it if I
asked.

I so wanted to ask.

“No. Leave it in for the
moment. I like wearing it.”

“That’s something a slutty
girl would do.”

“I’m a slutty girl,” I
said as I struggled off the floor and to my feet. My skirt fell
into place and to all appearances I was appropriately dressed. No
one could tell I didn’t have any panties on, that a plug was up my
ass, and I had just been fucked. Of course we were in Sandy’s
living room, so it didn’t matter all that much.

When Sandy started to get to his feet,
I stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “No. Take off your
shirt. And your socks.” He looked a little ridiculous wearing just
those items of clothing.

He did so and looked up at me. I liked
that he was naked and on his knees in front of me. “What do you
want me to do?” he asked. “Eat your pussy?”

I knew he wanted to, just from the
tone in his voice.

Teasing, I lifted my skirt high enough
to show my thigh high stockings, the bare skin above them, and
hopefully just the hint of my pussy. 

“Is that what you
want?”

“Yes.”

I dropped the skirt. “Then you don’t
get that.” I walked away from him, maybe swaying my hips a little
more than necessary. They were big enough that any extra wiggle was
practically obscene, but I liked the way the plug felt inside me
when I walked with confidence.

I went into the kitchen and seated
myself on one of the stools at the breakfast bar. Sitting on a hard
surface was a precarious thing with the plug in, but it was rather
enjoyable as well. The pain from my spanking had mostly faded so
sitting wasn’t bad. 

Sandy followed me into the kitchen. I
liked how he was naked and I was fully dressed. Well, dressed
enough.

“What do you want to do?”
he asked me.

“I want something to eat
and I want to plan who we’re going to have sex with next,” I told
him.

Sandy grabbed an apron from the hook
inside his pantry and started working. I watched him. Allowing the
apron was just practical. I liked how his ass was cute and taut,
flexing every time he took a step. 

“Is there someone in
particular you want to have sex with?” he asked me. “I’d be happy
to help. I’d love to watch.”

“Eileen and Leo are a real
possibility,” I mused aloud. “I’d love to fuck him while you watch
with your cage on. No sex for you.”

“I can make that
happen.”

“Hmm. But I want to be
more adventurous.”

“Tell me what you want and
I’ll do what I can to help.”

“What do you think of me
having sex with a bunch of guys?” I asked.

“What do you mean by ‘a
bunch’?”

I shrugged. “Three or
four.”

“I think that would make
you a slut.”

“We already know that. But
would you be upset?”

“Being a greedy girl isn’t
a new or shocking kink,” he said. Whatever he was cooking smelled
good. I had been daydreaming while he had been busy chopping
veggies and cooking some meat in a pan. I saw some rice boiling as
well.

“Isn’t that a gang bang?”
I asked.

He caught my eye and shook his head.
“That’s an outdated term. Women who want to have sex with multiple
men in rapid succession are called greedy girls.”

 “That’s what I
want,” I quickly decided. “I want to be as slutty and dirty as
possible. You get to wear your cage and watch. You get to tell
everyone what to do. Does that upset you?” My heart was pounding in
my chest. I wanted to see if I could upset him. Or if this would
excite him. His apron didn’t suddenly tent out with an erection,
much to my disappointment.

“I’d love to see you be a
slut. Can I take pictures?”

That really got my heart pumping.
“Y-y-yes?”

What was he going to do with the
pictures? Save them as a keepsake? Jerk off to them? Post them on
the internet? Share them with friends?

I was excited by all those
possibilities. 

He smiled at me. “I think I can make
this happen. Are you ready to debauch yourself?”

I was.

 


I was so ready that when I went to
work the next day, I had to masturbate in the women’s room. I
wanted to wear my princess plug to work, but that seemed a step too
far. Too risky. Too weird. Too wrong.

But jilling off in the bathroom was
perfectly appropriate. I could see the contradiction and I didn’t
care.

I was careful to wash my hands
afterwards.

Every night that I spent at Sandy’s
place we had sex. I couldn’t remember the last time I did that with
anyone. Oddly, it was almost vanilla straight sex. Sure, it started
off with him wearing his cage when I got to his place. He’d order
me around a bit. Make me strip off my clothes. Sometimes I had to
masturbate for him while he watched. Sometimes he had me make
dinner in the nude (turnabout being fair play). 

He started enjoying giving me
spankings a little too much, but when it became overwhelming I just
told him to stop and he would. Then I’d take off his cage and I’d
be in charge.

The weird thing about him being
dominant while wearing his penis pen was that he was much more
comfortable ordering me around. I knew it should have been the
reverse, but I felt safe doing whatever he asked while he was
caged. When I took it off him, I felt that I had to be in charge, I
had to be giving the orders otherwise something bad might happen to
me.

I knew the logic was twisted and
wrong, but often human brains don’t work correctly.

Hell, it’s almost like mental illness
is what drives humanity. 

It took a little over a week but then
Sandy told me he had things lined up for three guys to fuck me
while he watched. 

I expected it to take a hell of a lot
longer than that to make the arrangements. Even though this was
something that I wanted, that I said that I wanted, I was suddenly
scared.

But I didn’t let Sandy know
that.

“Wow. That was quick!” I
must have sounded like a dope when I said that.

“Are you having second
thoughts?” he asked.

He had revealed this information right
after I had given him a blowjob (and swallowed his load because I’m
that sort of girl). We were laying in bed together and I had been
considering asking him to go down on me because I had earned
it. 

His information changed all
that.

“No. I just thought
finding three guys to come fuck me would take a little more time
for all the logistics.”

“You underestimate how
horny most guys are all the time.”

“Are these guys…you
know…safe?” I didn’t know how else to word it. 

“Perfectly. You have my
assurance on that.”

 


I have to give Connie credit, she
didn’t overreact or flip out or judge me. Well, maybe she judged
me, but she kept it to herself. Very professional.

In short, she reacted the way a
professional therapist should have reacted when a client told her
she was going to have a gang bang with three strangers as her
boyfriend watched.

“Is this something you
want to do or are you being pressured to do it?” she asked calmly
while making notes. I didn’t blame her for the note
taking.

“I want to do it.” I
looked at her earnestly.

Connie gave me a slight shrug. “While
it’s unusual, it’s hardly a completely crazy fantasy. The most
common fantasies I hear from women are ravishment…and
this.”

I looked at her blankly.
“Ravishment?”

She rolled her eyes. That wasn’t very
professional, but I soon understood why. “Typical cliché romance
novel fantasy. The girl says no-no to the handsome, rugged man. He
essentially forces himself upon her.” She paused. “You know what I
mean. Then they fall in love.” She sighed in frustration. “Anyway,
lots of women have confessed to me that they essentially want to
say no and have the man not listen to her. As far as it goes as a
fantasy, it’s fine. You can fantasize about anything you want. You
can even negotiate with a partner ahead of time to role play such a
thing. I just find it problematic, but that’s me.”

“Okay, makes sense. Not my
thing but…”

“Willing sex with multiple
men at once has to be the second most popular fantasy women confess
to me.”

“Who is telling this to
you?” I marveled.

She gave me a thin smile. “Mostly
women who are frustrated in their marriages or relationships. I’ve
never gotten anyone telling me that they had had sex with a group
of men like you want to…though a few have hinted at it.
”

“I’m an
outlier?”

“You’re
adventurous.”

“Are you telling me not to
do it?”

“I’m telling you to be
careful. Do you trust your boyfriend?”

“Yes.” I didn’t hesitate.
Of course I did. 

I noticed that she didn’t ask if I
loved him.

“Then you should be fine.
Take safe sex precautions. Have fun.”

I didn’t tell Connie that I wasn’t
going to exactly be safe.

That was part of the fun.

 




 Chapter 12

 


The guys showed up to Sandy’s house
one by one. Somehow that made it more intimidating…and exciting.
The first one through the door was Mitch. He was rather handsome
and both taller and older than Sandy. He had shockingly black hair
that had just started to turn gray at the temples, giving him a
distinguished professor sort of look.

I chatted pleasantly with him after we
met. I should have been out of my mind with anxiety, but I was
strangely calm and eager to get things going.

The princess plug up my ass probably
helped settle me. That’s what I told myself.

Mitch acted like he was meeting me at
a boring cocktail party held by a bank for all their employees to
congratulate them on a successful year. Cash bar and hors d’oeuvres
only. No meal. 

Second person to show up was Arden. He
was young, maybe younger than me. He was also black and incredibly
shy. For a young guy, I was surprised he was bald. Maybe he just
shaved his head. When I asked what he did for a living, he just
said he worked with Sandy, which was strange because Sandy worked
from home by himself. I figured he must work in web development
with Sandy in some capacity.

The last person through the door was
Leo. I was sort of disappointed that he was one of the three. I
wanted only new men. Still, he was a known quantity
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