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    I flounced in just as the bank opened to the public, sashayed past the reception desk and down the hall lined with executive offices. I threw the door open at the end of the hall and skipped inside.




    ‘I’m sorry, do you have an appointment?’ Wes’ pert little blonde secretary asked.




    I just sniffed at her, put some extra swivel in my hips in my skin-tight purple pants, as I paraded past her desk and on to the big man’s inner-office door, threw that open. ‘Catch you at a bad time?’ I announced, shrilly.




    Wes looked up from the laptop on his desk. His handsome, cleft-chinned face flushed right down to the red roots of his hair as he gaped at me – from the tips of my neon-pink slippers to the tapered ends of the lavender scarf flung about my neck. ‘Yes, yes … It is a bad time,’ he protested, rising from his chair.




    ‘Good,’ I said, strolling up to the stunned man. I took a collar out of my shoulder bag, secured it around his neck just above his monogrammed shirt collars.




    ‘I’ve got a meeting at –’




    I slapped him across the face.




    His blue eyes blazed, his tall, lean body quivering.




    ‘You’ve got a meeting with me!’ I told him in no uncertain terms, yanking on the five-foot-long steel chain attached to the studded leather dog collar.




    He jerked across his desk, and I planted a hard, wet kiss on his rosy red lips. Then bit into his lower lip.




    ‘We’re taking a ride,’ I informed him.




    He glanced at the appointment calendar open on his computer screen, opened his mouth to say something. But I pulled his chain again, tight, cutting off his foolish words and threatening to choke off his air supply. I dragged him around the desk and out of the office.




    Blondie stared at us with wide, violet eyes, her hand hovering over the telephone. ‘Shall – shall I call security, Mr Doyle?’ she spluttered.




    I gave her a great big pearly-white grin. As Wes shook his head. As I walked the high-level bank exec out of the building by the chain.




    I sat him down in the backseat of my car, ordered, ‘Stay!’




    He looked so cute sitting back there in his $2,000 pinstriped suit, manicured hands folded neatly in his lap, bright eyes obediently snapped forward, dog collar around his neck, chain stretching taut from the collar to my hand over the seat back. I drove out of the well-heeled business district and into the scummy tenderloin.




    I parked on Main, wrapped the chain around a metal pillar of the headrest, jerking Wes’ head close to the front seat. Then I got out, danced across the desolate street.




    A cool wind blew loose garbage around, stirring a couple of derelicts slumped against the front of the dilapidated bar. They blinked their crusted eyes at me, hardly believing what had breezed up onto the doorstep of their inner-city neighbourhood. My cock bulged the thin satin of my pants, my flared nipples indenting the red silk of my tight shirt.




    ‘Hiya, boys!’ I gushed, winking at the winos.




    They shook their grizzled heads, checked the contents of their jugs. I pushed the battered oaken door of the rundown bar open and slipped inside.




    Stale sweat and rank cigar smoke assailed my sensitive nostrils. It took a few seconds for my soulful brown eyes to adjust to the dim, hazy light. 




    There were three men in dirty work overalls propping up one end of the long, mahogany bar that ran the length of the narrow room, just come off the night shift probably, nursing their third or fourth beers of the morning. They glanced over at me, did double-takes, almost spilling their glasses of beer. 




    A huge head popped up behind the bar, bristled grey hair and scarred white face. Mike dropped the nuts he’d been picking up into a bowl, looked where his three customers were gawking. His beefy face registered surprise, then shame.




    I strolled right in behind the bar and up to the behemoth clad in a white shirt and pants and apron. 




    ‘Uh, what’ll ya have?’ he gulped.




    ‘You,’ I answered.




    He looked at the staring men, back at me, a nervous smile creasing his thick lips. His grey eyes pleaded with me under the overhanging scar tissue. ‘OK, fellow, no need to be –’




    I shot my right hand down in between his tree-trunk legs and grabbed on to his balls, viciously twisted. As I snapped another leather dog collar on to his tree stump neck with my other hand, wrapped the chain tight around my fist. ‘I wasn’t asking, I was telling!’ I huffed.




    The men at the bar watched with slack-jawed amazement as Mike’s huge shoulders slumped and his head dropped down. I twisted his sack again, just about knotting his balls, and he grimaced only slightly.




    ‘You do what I say, don’t you?’




    His bowed head bobbed once.




    I yanked him out from behind the bar, dragged him through the door and across the street. No one tried to stop me.




    ‘Wes,’ I told Mike, introducing him to my other slave for the first time. 




    I seated the bruiser next to the banker. They looked at one another. Until a violent tug on both their chains got them staring straight ahead. Then I drove off.




    The legislature wasn’t in session. But Tom was still up in his office on the second floor of the granite capitol building, entertaining the grievances of a group of senior citizens.




    The blue-haired crowd gasped, gaped at me, as I barged in on their bitch session inside the ornate, historic office. Tom leapt up from his desk, his shrewd face reddening not one bit, revealing not a trace of surprise or annoyance. That was reflected in the depths of his gold-flecked eyes. 




    ‘Ah, is it time for our meeting already?’ he said, smooth as silk. His brown hair was perfectly coiffed, not a thread out of place on his dark-brown suit and tie and shining white shirt, his small body beneath nimble as his mind. He raised apologetic eyebrows at the old-timers, spreading his arms and shrugging his shoulders.




    But this was one gay constituency that wasn’t about to be mollified. I strutted up to the man, hissed, ‘I set the agenda when it comes to you!’




    I spun him around, smacked the taut swells of his buttocks under the expensive suit pants.




    He shuddered. An elder screamed.




    ‘Nothing to worry about, folks,’ Tom tried to reassure them, like any skilled politician in his third term of office.




    I clamped a dog collar around his neck and yanked it tight with the chain, cutting off the hot air. Then I whacked his bottom again, pulled on his chain.




    He still managed to gargle a hasty goodbye to the shocked group. I dragged him out of his office and past some pointing members of the public gathered in the marble rotunda of the capitol building.




    ‘Tom – meet Wes and Mike,’ I stated by way of introduction, fastening Tom’s chain to a vacant headrest pillar in the car.




    The men crowded together in the backseat of the compact car, compliantly sitting still, looking straight ahead, as I drove through the city streets out to my home in the suburbs. I cut corners and stomped on the brake and accelerator pedals, making them sway on the ends of their chains, choke on their collars. 




    When I arrived home, I led them on their leashes out of the car and into my living room, forcing them to stumble, fall against one another. They were going to get to know each other even closer, anyway. And maybe so were some of my neighbours, the curtains on my front picture window drawn wide open.




    I sat down on the couch and let go of the chains. ‘Play with each other,’ I ordered.




    The three men stood in front of me, looking down at where I sat. There was disappointment written all over their manly faces. They’d much rather I played with them.




    I reached down, as if to gather up their chains. They quickly complied with my directive, anxious to please me any way they could.




    Big Mike was in the middle, tall Wes on his left, agile Tom on his right. The ex-pug gripped Wes’ thin shoulders and slammed his thick lips against Wes’ thin lips, brutally kissing the man. Then pivoting, grabbing on to Tom’s rounded shoulders, mashing his big mouth into Tom’s plush mouth.




    They urgently, anxiously kissed, frenched, fondled one another, as I watched with apparent dispassion. Only the now fully hardened length in the front of my pants betrayed my interest. I leant back on the couch, legs wide apart, cock pulsating.




    The men were quickly, starkly naked. Mike tore off Tom’s clothes, Wes disrobing himself, then Mike. Their nude bodies glowed creamy-white in the sunlit window. Mike slab-muscled, hulking, smooth-skinned except for the various scars, thick cock hanging low and heavy out of grizzled pubes; Wes lean and trim, skin dusted with red hairs and some freckles, buttocks taut and pronounced, cock jutting long and hard straight out from his ginger nest of pubes; Tom just as supple and oiled underneath his clothes as with them on, body shaven clean, like his balls, righteous dong cravenly pumped up and out and slightly to the left, cap and shaft pink-hued.




    Mike grasped Tom’s dick and roughly pumped it as he mauled the man’s mouth with his lips. Wes groped Mike’s barrel chest from behind, frotting into the man’s clenched mountain-cheeks with his cock. Then Wes and Tom spun Mike around, facing me. They each latched their lips on to a fat red nipple, sucked on Mike’s buds, Wes pumping the man’s straining prick, Tom squeezing the man’s tightened balls.




    I glided my fly down and drew my own cock out. They stopped and watched. A stern look got them back to loving each other, for my benefit. I slid my hand smoothly up and down my nine inches of mushroomed crown and vein-striated shaft.
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