
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
My Boyfriend's Father

 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2014

 


Smashwords edition

 


JJ Argus has written more than 250 novels,
and been published in hardcover, softcover, and innumerable
magazines and digests. This work is the result of the long, hard
effort and creativity of the author. Please do not post or resell
it without permission.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


 


 


 


I was born in Scranton, Pennsylvania. You'd
be hard-pressed to find a duller, poorer, dirtier city in the
country, or one with less prospects for people born without money.
I'd used my pay from my job at a coffee shop to buy a bus ticket to
New York when I was nineteen and never regretted it.

Not that life was all peaches and cream in
New York. That had been pretty clear, pretty soon. I'd found
another job, but it was in Manhattan. It was exciting working among
the glittering towers, but there was no way I could afford to live
there. I lived in the Bronx, across the bridge and a world away,
sharing a room with a black girl named Angie who worked as a
customer service agent for Con-Ed.

I met Jeremy at a party in the Bronx. He'd
seemed fun and good looking, and I wasn't really looking for a lot
more. For a few months he was perfect. He introduced me to a lot of
great party places that didn't require a lot of money, many of them
in Manhattan. Neither of us was going anywhere, but at least we
were having some fun, dancing in place.

But to be honest, after six months I was
growing weary of him. He was unreliable, had no noticeable
ambition, little interest in a job, and acted far too much like the
teenage boys I'd known in high school. Only he was twenty four, and
even in high school I'd been impatient with adolescent
behavior.

His binge drinking was irritating, though not
very unusual amongst the people we ran into, even the girls. The
whole lot of them seemed to be people without ambition just
floating through life.

And how was I different? The truth is, I
suppose, we're not that different. I think we all got jaded too
young, figured we had no chance of a better life, and gave up. I
didn't have the marks or money for college, and without that, what
was I going to do but wait on tables?

Be a secretary? The idea made me gag. I did
not want to spend my life cooped up in a little boxy cubicle
wearing uncomfortable clothes and tapping away at a computer. I'd
rather be poor. Besides, it wasn't like they made a lot more, even
if you could get a job. Or I could answer the phone all day like
Angie, dealing with angry people while the clock ticked down on you
needing to hang up so you could take another call to meet your
quota.

I didn't need the pressure and stress, not
for the money they paid.

The thing was, I'd always kind of wondered
where Jeremy got the money he had. He'd never worked, so far as I
knew, but he kept getting money somehow. Oh, it was never much, but
enough to keep him in weed, and pay for drinks and make his share
of the rent at the place he shared.

Barely.

I guess I had sort of suspected he was doing
something illegal, though petty, you know, like shoplifting stuff
and selling it at pawn shops, or maybe dealing a little grass. That
was right up until the big black limousine slid to a stop in front
of us and a tall man in a suit got out of the back.

Jeremy immediately turned around to walk the
other way.

“Jeremy,” the man said, his voice
insistent.

Jeremy rolled his eyes and grimaced, then
turned around. I looked at him curiously, then at the limousine. I
was stunned that anyone who would ride in a limo would even know
his name!

“Your father wishes to see you,” he said.

“I'm busy,” Jeremy said sullenly.

“Now, Jeremy.”

He glared at the man, then looked at me.

“I'll see you later.”

“You will like hell!” I said indignantly.
“What am I supposed to do by myself in Manhattan? I don't have any
cash!”

He snarled something under his breath, then
shrugged and walked over to the car and got in. I hurried after
him, looking nervously at the guy in the suit, then jumping into
the limousine. The man in the suit climbed in after us, sitting on
a seat facing backward, and I saw there was another man in a suit
driving. The door closed, and we pulled away from the curb.

The man looked very elegant. He wore a dark
blue, three piece suit with a blood red tie and a high necked
collar. His hair was short and precisely cut, his face long and
narrow, his eyes dark. He was probably forty or so, and did not
seem very impressed as he looked at us.

“And who is this charming young lady?” he
asked in a mocking voice.

I flushed in resentment. I was wearing low
riding, faded jeans and a tight white tank top – maybe a bit too
tight due to multiple washings, but it wasn't like clothes grew on
trees. Anyway, I had the body to make it work. But that didn't mean
I liked some snotty rich guy looking down his nose at me.

“This is my girlfriend Chloe,” Jeremy said,
slumped in his seat beside me.

“And do you have a job, Chloe? Or do you live
off your family, too?” the man asked.

“I have a job!” I said defiantly.

“This is Ross,” Jeremy said. “He's my
father's bitch.”

Ross flicked hard eyes at him, then turned
them back on me.

“I am a personal assistant to Mr. Stone,
Jeremy's father.”

“Your father has a personal assistant?” I
asked, turning to look at him.

He shrugged.

“Jeremy's father is an industrious,
hard-working man of accomplishment,” Ross said. “Everything Jeremy
is not.”

“My father is an arrogant prick,” Jeremy said
to me, “Who's managed to cheat a lot of people out of their
money.”

“Some of which goes to you in order to allow
you to avoid work,” Ross said.

“He throws a few pennies my way every month,”
Jeremy said. “He tips waiters more than he gives me.”

“Waiters do something to deserve their
money,” Ross said, “And then there's you.”

He and Jeremy glared at each other
contemptuously. I was starting to wish I hadn't jumped into the
car. I mean, I wanted to defend Jeremy but, well, it wasn't like
what the guy was saying was wrong. Jeremy was lazy and
irresponsible. But I still didn't like the guy, and glared at him
too.

And if his father was rich, well, that put a
whole new slant on things. I was starting to feel a sense of
contempt myself. I'd never had much chance in life. My father was
an alcoholic security guard and my mother worked in a milk factory.
Neither had ever managed to afford anything but basic rent, and I'd
thought Jeremy was pretty much from the same sort of family.

If I was born to a rich father, well, I could
be anything by now. Maybe I'd be in Harvard University learning to
be a lawyer or.. or a scientist or something. Not that I'd had the
marks for university, but that was partly because I hadn't tried,
knowing it was pointless.

What the hell was with Jeremy then? Who cares
if his father was a jerk, he'd have at least sent him through
college. He could have made something of himself.

The car was heading uptown, and I watched the
people outside through the tinted glass, wondering what it would be
like to be rich and ride around in a limo instead of taking the bus
and subway.

The car stopped before a tall glittering
glass building. It looked pretty snazzy, and there was a doorman in
front of it in a fancy (and ridiculous) uniform, and the glass
doors were trimmed in brass. The lobby had a deep, rich carpet, and
heavy leather chairs for those waiting around, and the elevators
were modern but old fashioned.

What I mean by that is the elevators moved
smoothly, silently, and quickly, but the walls were trimmed in what
looked like dark mahogany, and there was a leather bench at the
back. The button panels looked gold, and there was soft music
playing from overhead.

Jeremy slouched in the corner. I eased back
against the wall beside him, eying Ross, who eyed me back with what
I recognized as definite male interest. He wasn't leering or
anything like that. His eyes were hooded, and his face had a mask
of disinterest, but I'd been lusted after for a long time and was
used to it.

It felt weird having someone like him looking
me up and down, though. I mean, older men sure lusted after younger
women. That was nothing new. But he looked so... so... stern and
uptight, and classy, I guess.

I hadn't even noticed what apartment Ross had
pushed as he'd been first in and I'd been last. We kept going,
higher and higher, past thirty, past forty, past fifty, and then
all the way up until the little light shone at P.

The doors opened onto a very small hall, with
just one double door in front of it. I blinked in surprise and
looked around, definitely in unfamiliar territory.

Ross unlocked the door and motioned Jeremy
through, and Jeremy slouched his way in. Ross followed, and I
brought up the rear. It was hard to not notice the contrast between
the two. Whether he was just someone's personal assistant, or
bitch, or whatever, Ross was straight-backed, dignified, and moved
with a smooth, unhurried confidence.

Jeremy, in torn jeans and dirty sweatshirt,
slouched like a sullen boy.

Which was pretty much what he was.

I lost interest in the two of them, though,
as soon as I saw the tree. Yes, there was an honest to God tree in
the center of a kind of atrium. A circular staircase in some dark,
glossy wood surrounded the tree, going up to a second floor above.
The tree went up higher still, to a kind of glass ceiling high
above.

It was based in a round planter about ten
feet across surrounded by a pond. All this was just in the entrance
hall, you understand? We walked through it and out into an enormous
room. I thought of it as a living room because I didn't know what
else to call it.

It was probably seventy feet long and about
thirty feet wide. The ceiling was high above, and the entire far
wall was glass from top to bottom and side to side. A huge stone
fireplace was on the right, with a series of thick black leather
sofas and chairs facing it. There were more sofas and chairs along
the near wall, with a huge cobalt blue carpet covering the
floor.

At the far end of the room was a huge wall
screen, probably a hundred inches, with a sunken floor around it
which held an enormous U-shaped sofa in stark white.

Jeremy threw himself onto one of the sofas
before the fireplace, sitting sideways, his legs and feet on the
sofa. Ross glared at him but said nothing. I just moved to the
window and looked out at the city, awed, despite myself. Imagine
living in a place like this!

Ross turned away and left us alone and I
turned back to look at Jeremy. He looked back and scowled.
“What?”

“What? Your family is rich! You never told
me!”

“I'm not rich. My old man is rich. Big
fucking difference.”

“So how come you're not in Harvard or
something?”

“Because he was expelled.”

We both turned at the new voice. I could
instantly see the resemblance. They both had egg shaped faces and
brown eyes, and had the same thick brown hair. Jeremy's hair swept
across his forehead and hung down around his shoulders. His fathers
hair was much more precisely cut, parted on the right, but not
sharply parted like a businessman type. It was thick on top, and a
bit unruly.

. The face was the same, but older – though
not as older as I'd have expected. He was about the same height,
but had broader shoulders and a thicker chest. There was no sign of
a paunch on him, and he didn't slouch as he walked over.

He was wearing dark pants and a white shirt,
open at the collar. It fit him like a glove, and I was impressed
again. The shirt... it shone the way only really expensive silk
does. I was betting it was really soft, too. Which, combined with
the hard looking man underneath made me kind of suck in my breath a
little for some reason.

“He was caught cheating on an exam,” the man
said, his voice low but even.

He glanced at me.

“You're Chloe, I understand.”

“Ahm, yes, sir, I mean, Mister Collins.”

He looked me up down in that way men do, and
cocked his head slightly to the side.

“Why?” he asked.

I blinked, giving him an uncertain look.

“Why is someone like you with my son?”

Someone like me?

I pursed my lips. “Why not?”

“Because he's lazy, shiftless and has no
ambition.”

I smiled and shrugged. “Me too.”

He shook his head and turned back to
Jeremy.

“Get your feet off the sofa,” he said in a
voice which was softer but somehow almost menacing.

Jeremy rolled his eyes, but obeyed, letting
them thump on the floor.

“When you were here last week a small
figurine disappeared from the Arab collection.”

“So? You accusing me of stealing!?” Jeremy
demanded indignantly. “Why don't you look at precious little Ross?
I bet you don't pay him much!”

“Ross has ethics and integrity,” his father
said bluntly, staring at him.

“And I don't!?”

“No. You don't. Where is it?”

There wasn't the slightest hint of a doubt in
his voice that Jeremy had taken the figurine.

Jeremy glared at him furiously. “I didn't
take it!”

I bit my lower lip. I had seen a small, old
looking figurine at his apartment the last time I'd been there. It
had been in a plastic bag. He'd said he'd found it in the garbage
and was going to try to pawn it.

“I want that figurine back, Jeremy. It's part
of the collection. It's also far more valuable than you'll be able
to sell it for.”

“I told you I don't have it!” Jeremy shouted.
“Ross was with me the whole time!”

“You went off to the bathroom, allegedly,
while he was on the phone.”

“I can't even take a piss around here without
the third degree?!”

I tsked to myself. His outraged act was
starting to irritate me, given I knew he'd done it.

“If you don't give it back I'm cutting you
off. Do you understand me?”

“Yeah, I'm sure the papers would love getting
a picture of the great Jeremy Collins' son pushing a shopping cart
to his cardboard box,” Jeremy said with a sneer. “The poor homeless
boy whose cruel father ignores him!”

“Jeremy, just shut the fuck up and give him
back his figurine,” I said impatiently.

He stared at me indignantly.

“Don't give me that look. I know you have it,
unless you've pawned it already.”

I turned back to his father. “I'll see you
get your figurine back,” I said.

“Well fuck both of you!” he shouted, jumping
to his feet and storming out.

I shook my head in disgust, and pushed off
from the glass to follow.

“Chloe, Isn't it?” his father said.

I nodded.

“And why aren't you in Harvard, Chloe?”

I let out a bark of laughter. “Me? I couldn't
afford to buy a coffee there, and I'm not the studying kind
anyway.”

I followed Jeremy out to the elevator.

“Why the fuck did you tell – !?”

“Oh shut up,” I said. “You want to be cut
off?”

“He hardly gives me anything anyway!”

“He gives you enough so you're not living in
a fucking cardboard box!”

“He wouldn't dare cut me off!”

“How much did you sell the thing for?”

“None of your business,” he said sulkily.

I sighed and followed him into the
elevator.

“I doubt you got more than twenty bucks for
it,” I said.

“Think again! Three hundred bucks! Where do
you think I got the money for all that grass at the party last
week?”

I stared at him. “Three hundred? Where are we
going to get three hundred dollars to buy the thing back!?”

He shrugged carelessly. “You can take up
dancing. You'll have it in no time.”

“Fuck you,” I said, flushing.

Two months back, with both of us, and Sandy
and Allan and Kristie all drunk and more than a little high, we'd
been in a club, and there'd been this sort of amateur, uhm, well,
it was a wet t-shirt thing. Only it had gone farther than that, and
by the time I'd stumbled off the stage I was not only all wet but
wearing nothing but a thong.

I'd won five hundred dollars, though. My ass
and my breasts and my face had won it more than my dancing, but
there had been dancing. And typical of Jeremy, though he'd been the
main one prodding me and Kristie to go for it, he'd been snippy
about it since. He'd brought it up several times, with a sort of,
taunting suggestion I become a stripper.

Maybe why it really bugged me was I had
thought the same thing many times. I had few prospects, but at
twenty-one I did have a very good body, nice hair, and a face that
men seemed to like a lot. And though I hadn't admitted it to
anyone, especially not Jeremy, it had been an incredible turn-on to
be writhing around on stage with the other girls almost completely
naked.

All those guys hooting and yelling and
whistling and wanting me had made me so hot that I had been very,
very, very close to pulling off the thong, too. In my fantasies, I
did it, and pranced around completely naked while they all shouted
their approval and I basked in their lust.

I had no moral problem with being a stripper,
believe me, and the money, well, would have been incredible. The
problem I did have was, not that I was especially shy, but I just
didn't see how I could possibly strip naked in front of a room full
of men unless I was drunk. The thought of it was incredibly
exciting, but the reality of it would have had me mortified!

But meanwhile, if I was going to keep my
moron boyfriend from becoming homeless, I needed to get that
figurine back.

Why did I care? Habit, I guess. I'm a
creature of habit. That was why I was still with him, after
all.
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Jeremy had smoked away the money, and I
barely made enough for rent. Unless I wanted to get into stripping
that didn't give me many options, and I was not going to get into
stripping for Jeremy.

Which was how I found myself back at the
apartment, not having told Jeremy where I was going. I figured to
cut a deal with his father. He could give me the money, and I'd get
the figurine back, but only if he didn't cut Jeremy off. He hadn't
seemed really angry, and he was a businessman. I should, I hoped,
be able to cut a deal.

I had considered wearing something nice,
given the way Ross had sniffed at me, but while I didn't have much
going for me in life, I did have one thing: I'm a pretty blonde
with nice tits. That means men tend to want to be nice to me.

So I did change, but into a blue and white
striped buttondown blouse which hugged me as tightly as the T-shirt
had. I wore white shorts cut off a few inches below the crotch,
with a thin brown belt through the loops.

I danced a lot. I love dancing. It's the
cheapest form of entertainment I can find – other than sex, and
Jeremy, even when he's not drunk, really isn't a master at that.
The dancing tends to keep me in shape, and I was kind of proud of
that shape. Like I said, my looks were about it.

My hair is a little over shoulder length, and
one of the reasons I think most men are stupid is they always stare
at my tits, or maybe my ass. I think my hair is my best feature.
It's thick, for blonde, soft, and spills perfectly down the sides
of my head, puffing up nicely when I blow dry it. I love my hair,
and yet men are always staring at my tits.

The doorman looked at me doubtfully, but I
had the name, and he called up. I was a little tense, but figured
he'd see me, if he was in. He wanted his figurine, after all.

The doorman seemed surprised by the answer he
got, and nodded me towards the elevators. I felt a little puff of
relief and walked across the soft carpet to press the button.

Ross answer the door. He was wearing the same
suit, only in Gray. He looked me up and down, his mouth made a
little twitch, and he stood back to let me in.

“I do not see the figurine,” he said. “Unless
you are hiding it... somewhere.”

I sniffed and shook my head. Where did he
think I could put it? Never mind.

We went past the tree, and I stared at it and
the pond admiringly, then turned and went up the corridor a bit
before turning again, and going into a … room.

And what a room it was! It wasn't huge like
the other one, but it had three walls of glass. A full sized grand
piano was in the far corner, and a white U-shaped sofa like the one
I'd seen there surrounded a flame pit. Jeremy's father was in the
far corner opposite the piano, in a white recliner, holding a small
tablet in hand.

He put it down and stood up as I
approached.

“Miss... I don't know your last name so will
have to settle for Chloe,” he said.

“Sanders,” I said, a bit nervous.

“Can I get you a drink?”

“No, thanks.”

He looked at Ross, who left.

“So, I do not see the figurine on you.”

“Jeremy pawned it for three hundred dollars,”
I said.

His face didn't change expression, but I knew
he was mad somehow.

“I can get it back. He pawned it, after all.
But the thing is... I don't have three hundred dollars. I'd miss my
rent if I paid that.”

“And Jeremy?” he asked coolly.

“Smoked up the proceeds.”

He sighed and shook his head, then sat
down.

“What do you do for a living anyway?” he
asked.

I blinked. “I work in a coffee shop.”

“Really? I'm surprised.”

“Why?”

“It's always seemed to me that beautiful
young girls seem to avoid those kind of jobs.”

I shrugged uncomfortably. I mean, his
compliment wasn't making me uncomfortable. I knew I was hot, after
all. He was just stating a fact. And it wasn't like I hadn't had...
options. People I had met had suggested they could get me on as a
receptionist in one case, as a hostess in a fancy restaurant in
another, as a warehouse clerk in another, as a shop clerk in
another.

I tended to go with what I knew, what worked.
I was not one to try new things. And I knew that was wrong, but it
didn't help. What if the boss was a jerk? What if I hated the job?
What if it was hard to get to?

“So why are you with my son again?”

“I'm starting to wonder,” I said.

He smiled faintly. “Just starting?”

I shrugged uncomfortably again.

“So if you want to front me the money I'll go
to the pawn shop and get your figurine back and bring it back to
you.”

“And how do I know you won't just take the
money and buy more pot?”

I flushed indignantly. “Because I'm not
Jeremy!” I said.

“No, you're definitely not,” he said, looking
at me in a way which I knew meant he wasn't thinking about
personalities.

Well, I'd dressed the way I had for a reason,
after all.

“If you want to send Ross with me he can pay
for it,” I said.

“That sounds like an option,” he said.

He got up and walked past me. I looked around
at the incredible view but he beckoned me to follow. We went around
the corner, where the floor turned to gleaming hardwood, around
another corner, and then out onto a huge wooden deck with a deep
blue pool! I gaped around, up at the open sky, down at the pool,
out over the glass railing at the city below.

“Some place,” I said. “If I lived here you'd
never get me to leave.”

“Jeremy couldn't wait to leave. He chafed
against rules, any rules. That's one of the reasons he hadn't been
able to hold a job. He can't stand someone telling him what to
do.”

“People tell me what to do all day long,” I
said, staring at the pool.

It went right up to the edge of the deck
and... the wall of the pool looked like it was glass! I imagined
jumping in there and floating right at the edge. That would be both
scary and exciting. I shivered at the thought of what would happen
if the glass broke.

“Thinking about being in the pool and the
glass breaking?”

I looked at him, startled, and he smiled
softly.

“It's not a new thought. Every one of my
guests mentions it.”

“You and the water would just... fall all the
way down,” I breathed.

“The engineers assure me it can't happen. The
engineer I hired to check on the first engineer assures me of the
same thing, so did the engineering professor I brought here from
NYU. Yes, it's a scary idea for those with the imagination. I have
a lot of imagination.”

“I guess,” I said.

“Do you know what I'm thinking about now?” he
asked, looking directly at me.

I shrugged. His eyes did that up and down
flick, and I gulped. I mean, surely he didn't mean that. He was
Jeremy's father, after all. True, he looked young for his age, and
seemed to be pretty well-built – better than Jeremy to be honest.
But he wouldn't be that crude. I was dead sure of it.

“I'm thinking that I would like to hire you,”
he said.

I blinked in astonishment.

“Excuse me?”

“Yes, I think there are all sorts of
possibilities there. I will hire you to work here.”

“Here? Are you kidding?”

He shook his head and smiled. “A maid. Have
you ever been a maid?”

“No. I don't think I'd be a good one,
either.”

He laughed softly, clearly amused. “Ross has
high standards. I have no doubt he could ensure you did well. How
much do you make serving coffee?”

I looked at him suspiciously, but the
question was easy enough.

“Ten dollars an hour,” I said.

He nodded, still smiling. “I'll pay you
thirty.”

“What!?”

“Thirty dollars an hour, with an hour for
lunch and two thirty minute breaks.”

I stared at him in confusion. “Why?”

“Well, we do need one. And my son would be
furious but... it might help draw him back here under controlled
conditions.”

“I don't think so,” I said firmly.

“How about if I throw in room and board?”

I stared at him. I would live here!?
Here!

I looked at the pool, and out at the
city.

“Pool privileges included,” he said.

“I... I couldn't,” I said. “I mean, my job
...”

“And a guarantee that if you leave I'll get
you a job at a coffee shop at at least the same pay you earn
now.”

“But I – .”

“So it's settled,” he said. “Let me show you
your room.”

His voice was as dead certain as it was
earlier when he told Jeremy he knew he'd taken the figurine.

My what!?

The bedroom was enormous. Three walls were
soft white, the fourth moss green. The bed was pushed up against
the green wall, and had a comforter in white, trimmed with the same
shade of green as the wall. It had four polished square posts
rising up about seven feet above, and meeting with four similar
horizontal beams so that the bed was like a big cube.

The headboard rose all the way up, and was of
padded suede framed by the same dark wood. Two night tables flanked
it, with drawers in front.

Rows of potted lights ran down the near wall
and the far one, which was glass, and there were two lamps on the
night tables. To the left were a pair of low, glossy dark wooden
dressers. There was a door between them leading to a private
bathroom, and a door off that to a walk-in closet. The room had
white carpet so thick I thought my feet could disappear into
it.

Did I mention the view? It looked out on the
river. It was... gorgeous!

I was being tempted by money, and knew it.
Jeremy's father was up to something which, I suspected, involved
getting reacquainted with his son, or trying to yank his son out of
his lazy, do-nothing life. I couldn't really disapprove of
that.

But wow, what a place! The thought of living
there, even for a short time, was awesome!

And yet, I was still reluctant.

“What if... you change your mind and fire me
tomorrow?” I gulped.

“Won't happen. And I said we'd find you
another job.”

“Maybe I wouldn't like that job,” I said.

“I guarantee you we will not fire you under
any circumstances. How's that?”

I stared at him. “How could you make that
guarantee? Suppose I'm lazy and stupid and... and..”

“Ross has ways of disciplining staff,” he
said. “I assure you he would persuade you to change your ways.”

I stared at him, feeling a strange little
rush of something unfamiliar, but oddly sexual. What did that mean?
Disciplining me? How did he do that unless he fired me? Make me go
to bed without dinner? Lock me in a closet? I suppose he could
here.

I was suddenly reminded that he was a very
strong-willed, handsome man and I was, well, me. And Ross was
unlikely to take my side in anything. But.. I just didn't see him
doing anything... crude. Again, they were both so... dignified, so
clean and, well, I guess I was used to feeling threatened by grubby
people, by unwashed, unshaved men, not by men like this.

I took the job.

I did not tell Jeremy, though. Not at first.
Collins even gave me two months rent to pay to Angie so she didn't
have to worry about my suddenly taking off on her! Then again, for
a man with his money that probably meant just about nothing.

Ross drove me to the pawn shop and since I
had the ticket there wasn't any problem there.

“Do you have any idea what this is worth?” he
asked, as we got back in the car.

“Probably a lot?”

He snorted and shook his head.

“You won't make enough money in your life to
pay for it,” he said.

I stared at him, trying to do the math.

“It's three thousand years old,” he said.

Oh.

“Did uh, Jeremy know this? I mean, Jeremy
junior?”

“Little Jeremy?” he said in disdain. “I don't
think JJ has much of a sense of history... or time... or
responsibility.”

I frowned at him. I mean, he was talking
about my boyfriend.

“He's been a jerk since he hit adolescence,”
he said. “His mother's fault, of course... and his father, I
suppose, but only in that he left the raising of the boy to his
mother while he ran his business. I'm quite certain if Mister
Collins raised the boy he would have more of a sense of priorities
and responsibilities.”

“That sounds boring,” I said.

He looked at me in the mirror.

“He'd be successful at whatever it was he
wanted to do. Instead he's just a shiftless loser. And he doesn't
even have your looks to fall back on.”

I was liking Ross less every time I saw
him.

“I do not use my looks,” I said
indignantly.

“No, clearly not, the more fool you.”

“What does that mean?”

“You use what you've got. You've got great
looks. You're not using them.”

“I'm supposed to be a porn star or
something?”

He looked at me in the mirror and I
flushed.

“Looks are a lot more helpful to women than
to men, especially to women who don't want to work at some shitty
job all their lives and live in a one bedroom apartment. All sorts
of men would be happy to put a beautiful woman up and give her lots
of things just because she's beautiful.”

“I'm not that kind of girl,” I said.

“What kind is that? One that lives in a big
house somewhere?”

“Not someone who wants to fuck someone for
money,” I said.

He laughed, but it wasn't an amused
laugh.

“If you had high standards you wouldn't be
fucking Jeremy.”

“Well, fuck you!” I said, flushing.

I glared at him and then turned away, looking
out the window.

The thing about it was it was really hard to
defend a boyfriend like Jeremy, especially to someone who had known
him for a long time. I mean, I'd only known him for months. It
sounded like Ross had watched him grow up.

And what would happen if I broke up with him
now? Would his father tell me the deal was off and make me move
out? Probably. I felt a sinking feeling and wondered if I should
have put more thought into this business of living with him.

But the truth was I'd been seduced, swept off
my feet, not by Jeremy senior but by that apartment. Wow, what a
place! When in my life would I ever get a chance to live in a place
like that again?

I let myself toy with the thought of Jeremy
being lured into moving back, and living with me and shaping up and
going back to school, and maybe me living there for years,
forever...

But I just didn't see Jeremy as a long term
boyfriend. If he'd been the way he was for over ten years what
chance was there he'd change any time soon?
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There was so much carpet! I mean, all my
life, every room I'd been in was crowded, mostly because they were
small. There was at least seven feet of space between the foot of
the bed and the dressers. There was maybe ten feet between the side
of the bed and the glass wall. All that expanse of beautiful, soft
white carpet – and this wasn't like the carpet I knew. This carpet
was so incredibly soft and thick I could have slept on it!

I slipped off my shoes and socks just to walk
around the room, marveling at how great it felt against my bare
feet. And that gave me another idea... I made sure the door was
locked, then stripped naked and just rolled around on the carpet. I
know that sounds weird, but it was the space and the clean, white
soft … I don't know, but I loved it!

I rose on my knees, and kind of shuffled over
to the glass wall. It was starting to get dark. Lights were
appearing on the far shore. It felt strangely exciting being almost
pressed against the glass naked, but then, we were sixty floors up.
I suppose someone with a powerful telescope might be able to see
me, but that seemed unlikely.

Even so, I felt sort of like an
exhibitionist, and leaned in to press my breasts against the glass
before rising to my feet. I did a little dance in front of the
window, kind of rolling my hips like a stripper, and again got that
flash of image, imagining I was on a stage, and hundreds of men
were shouting and whistling.

I raised my arms above my head, wondering
where I could get some music in this place. You'd think they'd have
a TV and stereo in this fancy a room, after all. I danced on over
to the bathroom and looked around admiringly, still dancing
silently to no music.

The floor was a sort of mirrored gray tile,
with underfloor heating I could feel against my bare feet. On the
left was the counter, long and black, which hung suspended from the
wall. It had raised black sinks I bet were a bitch to keep clean,
and a huge mirror above it.

On the other side of the room was a tub big
enough for six, square, and raised up so there were several steps
to climb to get into it. The tub was black, too. The walls were a
very light shade of gray, and the shower cabinet, again, big enough
for six, was jet black, the floor and tiles, anyway, surrounded by
thick glass.

What a place!

But I needed music. I wondered if Jeremy
senior would buy me a stereo. That seemed extreme, not the sort of
thing you'd ask your boss, but then again, he was a fabulously rich
guy who probably gave away tips bigger than what a stereo would
cost, and I was... well, me.

I thought of what Ross had said, and allowed
my mind to fantasize a ridiculous scenario where Jeremy senior fell
in love with me, married me, and I got to live like this
forever.

I brushed my hair a little, then went back
into the bedroom and got dressed, wanting to check out the rest of
the house.

Naturally, I wound on the deck. It was even
bigger than the living room. Comparing it to the little balconies
I'd known was absurd. And that pool. It was... mesmerizing! I felt
a little giddy, and danced on over to it, swinging my hips to a
song in my mind.

“Why don't you dive in?”

I gasped in surprise, turning to see Jeremy
senior leaning against the rail. I'd walked right past him and not
noticed

“Mister Collins!”

“You can call me Jeremy.”

“That would be... weird.”

“I suppose that's true.”

“I could call you JS and him JJ.”

He shook his head. “He's always hated being
called JJ.”

“People used to call me CJ,” I said. “I
didn't mind.”

“Your last name begins with a J, I take
it.”

“Jennings.”

“You like to dance, I see.”

I flushed a bit, then felt a little flirty,
and a little daring.

“Yeah, Jeremy keeps telling me I should
become a stripper.”

“I'm sure you'd make a lot of money.”

“Yeah, well...”

“I don't look down my nose at anything people
do as long as they're good at it and like it,” he said.

“I like dancing. I don't know that I'd like
dancing naked in front of a lot of men!”

“Do you like dancing naked?” he asked, his
lips quirking up a bit in amusement.

I flushed. “Sometimes,” I said, feeling my
chest tighten.

“Well, feel free.”

I laughed. “You wouldn't mind?” I teased.

He shook his head.

“There's no music around here, though. No
stereo in my bedroom or anything.”

“It's built-in.”

I stared at him.

“The sound system is built in. It's in every
room. There's a control in your bedroom.”

“I didn't see it!”

“It's discrete. And the speakers are
hidden.”

He beckoned me nearer the wall and flipped up
the door of a panel I hadn't even noticed. Inside was a high tech
control which let you choose from local stereo to cable stereo to
satellite radio

“If you have particular music you like, DVDs,
say, or files on a computer, or want to download them from the
internet, you do that in the control room. Once it's on the hard
disk you just select local and you can set up playlists. That's
easier to do in the music room too, though.”

“Cool!”

I marveled at it, and turned to look at the
view again and the pool.

“Wow,” I said. “I can't believe your idiot
son left all this to live in his crappy apartment.”

“I don't think he was leaving all this so
much as leaving me.”

I looked at him. “So what's wrong with
you?”

“I'm bossy,” he said.

I laughed.

“You'd have to be pretty fucking bossy for me
to want to leave here,” I said.

“Okay, then let me be bossy for a moment.
Don't swear. I don't like it.”

“Oh, sorry,” I said, surprised, and then
kicking myself.

Of course, a fancy guy like him didn't want
to hear cursing.

“I don't mind it from men. It just doesn't
seem right coming from a beautiful young woman like you. You look
like this... delicate creature. The words seem wrong somehow.”

“Delicate? Me?”

“What are you, five nine?”

“About,” I said. “Almost five ten.”

“Tall, slender, lithe. With that hair...”

His hand moved up as it he wasn't even
directing it, and his fingers brushed lightly through my hair. I
heard him suck in a breath of air and gulped.

But he drew back his hand and blinked.

“You're a lovely girl, Chloe. You know that,
I'm sure.”

“Well, I guess,” I said. “I mean, all the
guys want to get into my... uhm, pants.”

“Unsurprising.

His eyes flicked down.

“Very little room in there for anything
else,” he observed.

I blushed.

“Even less in a bikini,” he said, turning
away and gesturing at the pool.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. “I don't have a
swimsuit, though.”

“Oh, feel free to go in naked.”

“Thanks,” I said sarcastically.

He chuckled softly. “We do have spare suits,
you know.”

I made a face.

“New suits,” he said. “Still wrapped in
plastic.”

I stared at him.

“What? We buy a hundred or so and leave them
in the change room in case guests forget to bring theirs or...”

I shook my head at the thought of buying a
hundred swimsuits for guests, just in case!

“I'm sure you'll find one that fits,” he
said.

Ross appeared, then. “Mister Collins, phone
for you, sir. It's Mister Hemmingsford.”

“Thank you, Ross,” Collins said. “I'll take
it in the den.”

He smiled at me and headed back into the
house. I turned around and looked at the view again, the whole city
laid out, and then at the pool in fascination. Imagine being right
there at the edge! The way the water worked was it actually kind of
lapped over the glass wall at the far end, but into a drain down
below it.

I wandered across the deck and checked out
the changing cabin. It wasn't very big. Inside was a bench, a
window, and shelves divided into squares, all stuffed with plastic
packages. The little squares were colored blue for men and pink for
women. There were only three squares for the men: small, medium,
large.

There were a lot more for women, naturally.
Some were huge, for big fat women. There were a lot fewer in the
smaller sizes, which I figured was because most of his guests were
middle aged. But I did find a gorgeous turquoise bikini in my size,
and decided to try it on.

It fit perfectly! Of course, that was partly
because as a string you could adjust it somewhat. You couldn't
really adjust the bottom, though, because it was a thong!

I stared at it in disappointment and looked
for another one. The thing was, the ones that weren't thongs were,
ugly, in my opinion. I mean, I loved the blue, black and greens,
and they were either thongs or didn't fit me!

And I wanted to look... cute. I know Collins
was a lot older than me, but to be honest I was really liking the
way he looked at me. And he seemed to be a pretty interesting guy.
I tried on the thong again, feeling my stomach kind of swirling and
my chest tightening at the thought of him seeing me in it. I was
his son's girlfriend, so it wasn't like he was going to try
anything, but it would feel... hot to be in this suit in that
pool... with him watching me.

But no way I could bring myself to wear a
thong in front of him. I found a jewel green bikini, down at the
bottom, which almost fit. The only problem was the top was slightly
small. That left a little more cleavage than I was really
comfortable with. But aside from that it was great, so I put that
on.

I peeked outside and it was empty, so, heart
in throat, I stepped outside and then dipped a foot in the water.
It was cool but not freezing. There were stairs there, so I walked
down them, the water rising over my knees, then my thighs. I dove
forward and swam to the end, and stared, from underwater, at the
city outside.

I rose, grasping the glass, putting my arms
over it as water lapped over the top. I looked straight down, and
saw a kind of grate at the bottom where the water splashed into. I
let myself sink, staring, feeling the glass with my hands,
imagining what would happen if it gave way...

I popped to the surface with a gasp, then
turned and did the backstroke away from it towards the shallow end
of the pool.

“You swim well.”

I gasped, stopping and turning, and saw
Collins on the deck.

“Uhm, yeah, they taught us at school when I
was younger,” I said.

I felt self-conscious, and also kind of...
hot as I walked out of the pool in the bikini.”

“It suits you. Blue would look better, but it
suits you.”

I blushed. “The only blue bikini I liked had
a thong bottom,” I said boldly.

He raised an eyebrow. “And?”

I blushed again. “I can't... wear a
thong!”

“My dear Chloe, if any woman I know could
wear a thong it would be you,” he said, looking down.

I gulped, even though my bottom was facing
away from him.

“I don't mean I wouldn't look good in it! I
mean...”

“You'd be embarrassed at my seeing it.”

I nodded.

“Understandable, but shouldn't you get used
to that sort of thing I you want to be a stripper?”

“I'm not gonna be a stripper! God, what is
with you and your son!?”

“Wishful thinking, no doubt.”

I snorted.

“I'm sure I'd pay for many songs,” he said
with a small smile.

“You just want to see me naked,” I teased, my
lower belly fluttering.

“I would venture a guess that any
heterosexual man not directly related to you would want to see you
naked,” he said.

I felt a little jolt of pleasure – and
embarrassment – at his words.

“There are a lot of nude and topless ladies
on the French riviera,” he said.

“Yeah?”

He nodded.

“I don't think I could walk around naked,
even if other girls were doing it.”

“That's a very American notion.”

I shrugged.

“We do come from Puritan stock, after
all.”

I wrung out my hair, letting it spill down my
back, and flushed a bit more as he looked at me.

“Maybe we'll make that your maid uniform,” he
said.

I felt another little flush.

“I don't think Ross would approve,” I said
lightly.

“Oh I think Ross would approve
wholeheartedly.”

I gulped.

“So, you going to get into your suit?” I
asked jokingly.

I expected him to shake his head and smile,
and then I'd maybe have another little swim and get changed.
Instead he looked at the water and then back at me. “Yes, as a
matter of fact. I think I will.”

I blinked, and stared as he walked away.
Well, shit, now what?

I dove back into the water, gliding back and
forth. It had been a while since I'd been swimming, too long. I'd
always liked it, but there was only the YM/YWCA pool near where I'd
lived, and it was always crowded.

I thought about Jeremy again. He was an
interesting guy. He seemed nice. He was definitely smart, and of
course, good looking. I felt kind of flattered that he obviously
thought I was hot. I was a bit troubled, though. How much of him
asking me to stay here was because I was hot?

Then again, as Ross had said, what else did I
have going for me?

He came back, wearing a robe, but dropped it
on one of the chairs and came over to the pool. He wore a pretty
typical swimsuit in brown and green. And he looked... good in it.
His body was way better than Jeremy junior!

JJ was slim, and tended to slouch, while JS
was... built. He was not weightlifter or anything, but you could
see the outlines of pecs and biceps and abdominals, and his
shoulders were wider and stronger. His legs looked strong too, and
he slid into the water like he knew what he was doing.

“Watch,” he said.

He turned and the water started flowing. I
gasped as it started to push me back! I saw him dive forward and
start to swim, and I did the same. It was wild! We were swimming,
but going nowhere because of the flow of water! I'd sort of heard
of such things but never seen it before!

“That's wild!” I said as he turned it
down.

I was panting for breath, but he seemed
hardly winded.

“I swim here for exercise almost every day,”
he said.

“It's totally cool!”

He smiled and turned it on again and we swam
against the current for another couple of minutes. I got tired,
though, and let the water carry me back to the rear where I draped
my arms over the wall and just let the water flood against me,
watching him swim.

After another minute or two he turned off the
flood and looked back at me.

“Tired so soon?”

“I'm not used to swimming,” I said, swimming
slowly forward.

“You're stroke is too wide,” he said.

I blinked.

“Let me show you.”

He bent forward, positioning his body, and
told me to do the same. Then he straightened and moved behind me,
his arms grasping mine, bending me forward more.

“Let your legs up,” he said.

He kind of gave me a push, then slid his arms
under me.

“Lay horizontal, arms before you.”

I gulped but did it as he held me up.

“Now use your arms, but keep them in closer
to your body, and moving steadily. One out, one back.”

I was very much aware of his hands beneath
me! His right hand was actually on my hip, touching the string at
the side. His left was at the side of my chest, his arm just below
my breasts. I kicked my legs, and he told me to shift my legs
closer together, too.

My heart was kind of thumping, even though,
realistically, he was just giving me a little swimming lesson!
Right!?

He let his arms down and I sank down, or
rather, stood up, turning rapidly, my eyes wide and chest tight. He
gave me with a sort of serious look.

“How are you at taking orders?” he asked
softly.

“Uhm, uh, good,” I said uncertainly.

His arms slid around me and I gasped as I
felt his hands on the small of my back, then felt then sliding up
my back. Then he kissed me! I was kind of... frozen place as he
drew me in against him, and then his lips meet mine and sort of...
spread out! His hand slid up against my head and his other hand
slid down onto my ass!

And for a long, long minute, an eternity of a
minute, he kissed me! It started out like this incredibly soft,
gentle, touch of a butterfly kind of kiss, and got firmer and
hotter and more passionate with every beat of my heart! And my
heart was beating faster and faster!

His hand on my head was firm. It wasn't
jamming me forward, but it was a big hand, and kind of cupped my
head and made me feel as though I was trapped but... but not in a
bad way. His hand on my ass was just there. It wasn't moving. But
it was right down the center, his fingers pressing in between my
buttocks.

And my body, my entire body, was pressed
against his! My breasts were pillowed against his bare chest, and I
felt the small, soft hair of his belly against me. And meanwhile,
his lips were moving against mine, his tongue starting to dip and
dart and flit across my tongue and lips in a way I'd never felt
before.

I was still frozen for the longest time, my
mind just not functioning on any kind of high level except to
analyze the physical sensations. The feel of his hand on my ass was
a big one! It wasn't moving, but his long fingers had curved
slightly under my buttocks, and the tips were very dangerously near
my pussy!

And then in an instant it dropped off, and I
felt a sharp sense of relief combined with a strange pang of
disappointment, but an instant later it reappeared, sliding up my
body, rousing a churning in my stomach and a thrumming jolt of heat
that ran right up my middle! It rose smoothly along my skin until
he was cupping my breast and squeezing it gently, and I suddenly
realized my nipples were so hard they ached!

His hand didn't stay in place long, though.
It moved... so quickly. It was all over, without even seeming
hurried. Maybe it was because half my mind was lost in his kiss,
but his hands skimmed up and down my arms and over my shoulders,
across my back and down to my butt, then up my back again, while I
dazedly stood pressed against him only now realizing I was kissing
him back.

I hadn't meant to! I mean, I never even
thought about it. It was like his kiss simply dragged my body into
it without my mind really ever coming to a conscious decision!

And then my mind finally woke to what I was
doing and said NO! Or at least, it said that I should say
no, or at least, that only a total slut wouldn't say no! But
I didn't want to say no! But I knew I had to! I was, to say
the least, flustered.

I started kind of pulling back, trying to
turn away, heart pounding, pulse racing. Yet even as I did so it
was like I didn't want to resist that much, just... just enough to
send the message. And the message wasn't 'stop' it was 'I'm not a
slut, really!'. And even as I did it I felt almost frantic that
he'd get the wrong message and stop!

But I didn't want him to stop! But he had to!
I couldn't be making out with my boyfriends father! Who did
that!?

His hands slid down my back slowly, firmly,
and right into my bathing suit! I felt a hot jolt between my thighs
as his hands slid along the curving surface of my buttocks and
squeezed my gently against him. His lips and mine were sliding
together, our tongues twisting and twining in growing hunger as I
felt something hard starting to press against my lower belly.

That sort of panicked me and I kind of fell
away to the side. I yelped because with his hands in my bikini
bottoms it almost pulled them down but I yanked at it and his hands
came free as I splashed over to the side, turned and stared at him,
trying to control my breathing.

“Forgive me,” he said. “I'm more the careful
sort who plans things out but sometimes I can get... impulsive. The
feel of your skin against my hands was... well,” he said, a little
flushed, “it had a definite impact.”

I felt like apologizing, which would be
really weird, but I did kind of give a little laugh (a bit
hysterical) about it. “No big deal!” I exclaimed, my voice higher
than normal.

I threw myself up over the side of the pool.
Of course, the water was deep, so that left me belly down across
the edge with my butt pointed right at him as he walked towards me.
I scrambled up off the edge as he arrived and pulled himself
effortlessly out of the water.

I felt another sudden rush of heat as he
stood before me, slightly grinning, the sun bright against his
dripping wet body.

“How does the sun treat you?” he asked with a
casual smile. “You're pretty fair skinned.”

The question almost seemed like it came out
of the blue, though of course, it made perfect sense. I mean, he
was right. I was fair-skinned, and it was sunny out and uhm, well,
we were kind of closer to the sun up here, right?!

Okay, I was in a bit of a strange mood.

He walked past me, which was a relief to my
pounding heart, but my eyes followed him, and I couldn't help
noting he had a really nice back. And yes, my eyes followed it all
the way down to his swimsuit and wanted to follow it further!

I sort of backed up against the rail. The
deck wasn't exactly empty. I mean, there was the glorious pool,
yes, but there were wooden benches along the glass rails, several
wood framed planters with trees and bushes, and a tall pergola with
ivy up along the top. It really was a great deck! I got distracted
by it a bit, and by the view, and then he was back, and I was
trying to control my breathing again.

He had a bottle of some sort of oil, which I
assumed was suntan oil in his left hand. He squirted it into his
right and began to apply it across his shoulders and chest in a
casual way which, well, caught my eye anyway.

“This is very special stuff, supposed to be
very good for the skin, made of all natural oil,” he said. “You
could even drink if it you wanted.”

It smelled of... strawberry. I gave a
tentative smile, looking past him, thinking of how to make an
excuse and get the hell out of there before I did something totally
insanely slutty.

“Here, let me,” he said.
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And he said in that voice, you know the one
I've mentioned, that one of absolute total confidence even as his
hand turned me away, and then his hand was on my back, spreading
this soft oil across my skin. He put the bottle down and then both
hands were on my back, and I was trying not to breath too hard as
they coasted ever so gently up and down my back, including up under
the string of my bikini!

I stared at the city as his hands slid up and
down my sides, up and down along my arms, then in around my waist!
I shuddered as they caressed my stomach and I felt him pressing
against my from behind, and my fingers reached out unsteadily,
gripping the wooden side of the pergola for support as my legs
suddenly turned to rubber!

His hands slid back around behind me,
caressing my back and shoulders again, and my heartbeat eased up a
little, then they slid around in front of me again and I felt the
pounding growing worse! His arms were oiled as well, and he reached
well around me so that his arms caressed my sides and body as his
hands eased me back against his chest.

I wanted to object (well, I didn't really)
but I was having a hard time finding the words, and wasn't sure my
voice wouldn't come out in a squeak! His left hand slid right
across my chest, just below my breasts, fingers caressing the side
of my ribs, and his right.... his right slid back and forth along
my abdomen, his finger slipping in beneath the waistband of my
bikini bottoms!

I started to squirm, just a bit, for his
fingers were … just a bit below the waistband, stroking softly
against my slippery skin, and then his other hand slid up across my
breast, up to the side of my neck, to the side of my head, turning
my face halfway around to meet his lips as he leaned in against
me!

And then his other hand slid smoothly and
firmly right down into my bikini bottoms! My body jerked violently
as his warm, slippery fingers moved over my clitoris, and I let out
a sudden cry of shock at the explosion of sensation!

“You're soft all over,” he whispered.

I couldn't answer because he kissed me again,
and anyway, my brain was overloaded as his fingers stroked firmly
against my clit, and down between the rapidly heating lips of my
sex! I gurgled helplessly, trembling against him as fire began to
rush up my body.

I felt another sense of urgency, that I had
to say no, that I had to show him... that I wasn't a slut! I had to
turn away, to resist... but I didn't want to and didn't want him to
stop! And I felt him pressing into my ass now... or was his hand
pressing me back against him... ?

His lips slid down along my cheek, his hand
relaxing against the side of my face and head. I shuddered as his
fingers pushed down along the furrow of my sex, sliding up and down
between them as his other hand bowed my body backward.

Then his upper hand slid down across my chest
and slid right into the right cup of my bra! I let out a helpless
gasp of shock and pleasure as his fingers moved against my rigid
nipple, as they kneaded my swollen breast, and I moaned, my fingers
clenching the post before me tightly to keep from falling!

“Y-You... I... I can't... !” I gasped.

He bit into the nape of my neck, and I
squeaked as his lips sucked hotly against me. I felt a wildness,
and a sense of being helpless before him, like I was in the arms of
a lion who was feasting on me! My hips were grinding against his
fingers, against his... the hardness I could feel growing behind
me!

I rolled my head away from where his jaws
were clamped, panting wildly, pulse racing, and I finally had a
sudden burst of sanity and twisted away, almost falling, turning
around to press my hands against his chest.

His firmly muscled, warm, slick chest, with
him about six inches away, if that. I stared up at him, gulping in
air, and he looked at me with an amazing calmness, then took my
wrists in his big hands and … and began to slide them up and down,
sliding my hands up and down against his chest, then down along his
firm belly and abdomen!

Then he drew my left hand further down, down
across the dark material of his swimsuit, down further, despite my
effort to resist, down across the hardness growing there. I felt a
shock, a jolt at feeling him, at feeling how thick he was, how long
he was! My legs began to tremble again!

And then he raised my hands back up, back up,
and up and back above me, pinning them against the tall wooden
frame as he leaned in and kissed me again. I moaned and tried to
pull my lips away but he shifted with me, and then eased back with
a small grin to look above me.

Gasping, I looked up to see him gripping a
potted plant which hung from above, and taking it down. That seemed
totally bizarre, and caught my eyes for that reason. He simply set
it on the bench of the pergola, then he wrapped the soft rope which
had been holding it around my wrists!

I gaped in disbelief! I mean... what!?

But then his hands were free and mine –
weren't! He slid his arms around me, his lips on mine crushing away
any words I might have said. A kind of sexual electricity was
growing more powerful with every passing moment, like it was
shimmering along the surface of my skin and crackling up and down
inside my body!

His hands slid up my back and untied the
string of the bikini top! An instant later the second string,
behind my neck, came loose, and my bra fell away! He eased back,
and I gaped at him, wide eyed, hardly able to breath, much less
think.

“Beautiful!” he said with a kind of soft
reverence, his hands reaching out to cup my breasts.

He leaned in to kiss me again as his thumbs
began to caress my nipples. His lips became more demanding, moving
faster, his hands now sliding down my back and into my bikini
panties. They kept sliding, and I felt them slide over my hips and
then drop down to leave me naked.

“I-I... you can't...!”

I was stuttering, my mind a churning fog of
heat, excitement overwhelmed with sensation!

He drew back and abruptly, even roughly, spun
me around. I staggered, and would have fallen except for the rope
gripping my wrists.

He gripped my hips, jerking them back and
out, and then he pressed himself against me again, and there was no
swimsuit between his body and mine! I felt his cock, felt how
impossibly thick and long it felt, pressing against my buttocks! It
pushed in between my legs, and, my head hanging down, I stared at
it as it emerged between my thighs!

I could feel the shaft pressing up against my
now slippery sex, as he reached around my hip and grabbed the head,
then angled his cock upwards so the back of the head stroked
against my clitoris. His left hand gripped one of my breasts as I
bent forward, kneading it more roughly now as he began to slide his
thick shaft in and out, using the shaft to massage my pussy, the
head rubbing against my clit with an exquisite, incredible feel of
sensory pleasure!

And not just sensory. Looking at it, I was a
bit stunned. It was so thick! It looked.... gorgeous!

He bit into the side of my throat again, and I shuddered, shifting
my legs apart, groaning, as his cock slid back and forth against
me. He mashed the head against my clit, rubbing it from side to
side, the shaft mashing against my tender sex at the same time.

“I want to fuck you, you hot, beautiful
girl,” he whispered into my ear.

But he couldn't do that, a part of me thought
frantically. I was... he was... he was Jeremy's father!

“N-No!” I moaned, barely able to breath.

He chuckled softly, his cock still rubbing me
so that my hips began to grind helplessly. But then he drew back
again and abruptly spun me around a second time, this time so I was
facing him. Again I staggered, held up only by the rope around my
wrists, and gaped at him, wide eyed as his big hands framed my
entire head and he crushed his lips against mine!

The weird thing which popped into my head as
he kissed me was that he clearly had never shown his son how to
kiss!

But then he broke free, his hands coming free
of my head, and I staggered again, this time back against the
wooden side of the pergola behind me. He slid his hands down my
body, then around behind me. He pulled my chest forward and his
mouth descended on my left breast.

OhmyGod!

I let out an inarticulate cry of pleasure as
his lips closed on the center of my breast. His lips first, then
the suction, the slowly building suction, then his tongue circling
and caressing my rigid nipple! And then his teeth bit into me with
just enough pressure to make me cry out again.

Instantly, he shifted to my other breast,
doing it again, sucking, licking, and then biting until I again
cried out. Then he shifted back to the first breast, and this time
after sucking and licking he let his teeth just dig into my soft
flesh, then slowly, slide across the surface, scraping across the
soft, oiled flesh until they caught my nipple between them.

He moved his jaw in opposite directions,
grinding his teeth against my nipple, now soft, now hard, now soft,
now hard enough to make me cry out. Then his teeth disappeared,
replaced by his lips, sliding in to engulf the center of my breast,
his tongue gently massaging my throbbing nipple!

Now it wasn't like guys hadn't enjoyed my
breasts any number of times. I mean, I'm not a small girl there,
and I'm kind of proud of how firm and full my breasts are. But the
majority of guys just... groped me there, you know, squeezing hard
and repeatedly. Sure, they would lick at me, and suck me a little,
but … I'd never felt his sort of attention to my breasts!

And it wasn't like his hands were absent
while his mouth was on my nipples either. His fingers were
constantly moving, stroking, squeezing lightly, moving up across
one nipple as his lips chewed and sucked on the other.

It all left me breathless and dazed, my
breasts flaming and aching and then.. .and then he began to kiss
his way down my body! He sank smoothly to his knees in front of me,
his big hands spreading my thighs apart, and his mouth moved in to
envelope my sex in the same way it had the center of my
breasts!

His tongue forced its way between the lips of
my pussy and moved softly, slickly, up and down before pushing into
the mouth of my sex, then his hands slid up my thighs, forcing them
apart further, and then still further, so my feet actually were
forced off the deck!

The rope around my wrists began to burn as it
dug into the soft flesh, but he shifted his grip, bringing my
thighs up and across his shoulders, and then his mouth found my
clit, and any thought currently in my mind was just blown out like
a candle before a hurricane of sensation.

I was already burning up. I was already so
filled with sexual tension, the pressure so powerful that I was
shaking. When his lips closed around my clit and his tongue began
to stroke with a wild, sudden stroking movement all I could do was
cry out in a long, gurgling, animal sound of shock and heat and
wonder.

I began to tremble and shake, my hips
grinding frantically against him as my body shook and then began to
undulate, the orgasm blossoming within me and taking control,
shattering my mind as my head was flung wildly around by my body's
convulsions. I had never felt an orgasm so incredibly powerful! I
felt my hips jerking against his mouth again and again and again,
as if my hips were caught up in a never ending serious of muscle
spasms!

The orgasm seemed to be endless! My abdomen
began to ache from the wild spasm, and my chest burned because I
hadn't wanted to do anything, anything to detract or affect or
possibly diminish the roaring sensory storm engulfing my body!

Finally, it eased and I gulped in deep,
desperate lungfuls of air, moaning helplessly as he slowly drew
back and lowered my legs to the deck.

He reached up and worked at the rope as my
head hung low, my eyes slitted, my body half floating in a kind of
languor. I groaned as the pressure holding my wrists up gave way,
and they dropped, but... not completely. He was holding them, and I
stared as they fell low, noting the rope still tied around my
wrists.

He pushed me down and I moaned weakly,
sinking gratefully to my knees, but he held onto the rope, raising
my arms up above my head again, and when I was fully down on my
knees, he did something with the rope, tying it around the pergola
again!

“But... but...”

Ohmygod!

I was face to face with his thick erection! I
stared at it, entranced. It was big and it was hard and it was
thick and it was pointing right at me! My heart was pounding, but
it wasn't like I could say no at this point! Even if I wanted to,
and a part of me certainly did!

But I leaned in and slid my lips over the
head, amazed and feeling another thrill at how wide I had to open
my mouth!

He drew back, though. His hand slid behind my
head, into my tangled, still very damp hair, and I gasped as he
tightened his grip and pulled my face forward. At the same time,
his other hand gripped his cock and raised it up and back against
his belly. He drew me in against the bottom.

“Start at the bottom,” he said in that calm,
certain, absolute voice. “Start with my balls.”

I moaned at another rush of heat, but obeyed,
kissing and then licking at his balls, sucking them into my mouth,
gripped by a sense of unreality and shock. How was this happening!?
I was crazy to let this happen! Him, well, he was a man and they're
all sluts anyway! I should have said no!

But instead I sucking his balls, and my arms
were high above me and tied in place as he guided me upward, still
holding his cock.

“Lick, trace your tongue from side to side,
gently, then go back down and lick straight up.”

My mind was so blitzed I didn't even mind him
telling me what to do! And hey, he was my boss, right? I know that
sounds bizarre but... I wasn't going to contradict Collins!

I did as he told, licking and kissing my way
up his cock. He let it fall forward, and guided me to sucking it
from the sides, to playing it like a flute, or a harmonica, sliding
my lips up and down, then sliding down to suck his balls again.

And then, finally, he guided me back onto his
head, and I spread my lips wide and sucked it into my mouth, taking
it along my tongue, moaning as I rolled my eyes up to meet his. He
began to pump slowly in and out, at the same time, pulling on my
head, on my hair, fucking my mouth! I felt very... vulnerable, very
helpless, but at the same time that sense of wild, thrilling dark
heat was growing even more powerful within me.

I gasped and winced as he twisted his fingers
in my hair, then let out a little gasp of pain as he jerked my head
up and back. He gripped his cock in one hand, my hair in the other,
and rubbed the long, slick shaft and head along the nape of my
neck, and up along my cheek, across my lips, and then into my mouth
once again.

I shuddered, heat rolling through me as his
thick cock slid along my tongue... and kept going.

It wasn't like I hadn't deep throated a guy
before. I mean, when I was really turned on, I could do it, and,
yes, I was really turned on. But I hadn't even thought about it
yet! It wasn't my decision! I had no time to consider, to prepare,
to get ready. He just pushed forward, his hands behind my head
pulling me forward and his slick, spongy cockhead pushed into my
throat and continued right on down it!

I started to gag only when he was halfway
down my neck! He ignored my helpless spasming and jerking limbs,
pulling me smoothly forward, pushing his hips forward until he was
buried in my throat! I stared at his skin, his flesh, pressed right
against my mouth and face! My throat ached! I'd never felt so
full!

“Good girl,” I heard him groan.

He kept himself buried in my throat for long
seconds as I squirmed and whined and my head began to pound and my
chest began to burn! Then, slowly, he eased back out, the feel of
his thick shaft caressing the inside of my throat an amazing
sensation as it moved back! He pulled free, and I coughed
helplessly, saliva pouring over my lower lip and onto my still-damp
chest as he rubbed himself against my face again.

I gulped in air, eyes blinking and chest
heaving, my wrists aching above me.

“I don't want the first time to be in your
mouth,” he said, untying the rope from the pergola. Some of you
younger people seem to feel that's not real sex.”

What? What did he... what was he saying, I
thought dazedly.

He pulled on the rope and I half fell, half
stumbled forward on my knees as he pulled me away from the pergola.
Then he gave a final jerk on the rope and I fell forward onto my
belly, catching myself on my hands with a gasp.

He moved quickly, kneeling, grasping my legs,
jerking them apart. Then his hands were on my hips, yanking them up
into the air.

Crack!

“Ow!” I yelped at the sudden, sharp slap to
my bottom.

“Hips up, Chloe, and legs apart,” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped, even as I scrambled to
obey.

I started to push myself up on my arms but
his big hand pressed down between my shoulders, jamming my breasts
down against the deck again even as I felt him rubbing himself up
and down against he slick, swollen opening of my sex.

I felt another of those little rushes of
panic, that I had to say no, had to resist, had to show him I
wasn't a slut, but already I could feel the pressure against the
mouth of my sex as he pushed forward, and I had no time to think,
not time to formulate any words, not time to even decide if I
should resist or just pretend to resist or – .

“Oh! Ungh! Oh!” I gasped at the incredible
pressure!

He stretched the mouth of my sex wide, then
slid into me, thick, warm and slick with oil and saliva. I
shuddered, my fingers clawing at the deck as I felt him pushing
forward into my belly. It ached, but... it ached so
wonderfully!

Crack!

“Ow!”

He had slapped my ass again!

“Hips high,” he ordered.

I moaned helplessly, pushing my hips higher,
then gasped as his hand slid forward along my spine and buried
itself in my hair. He yanked back on my hair harshly, making me cry
out again, forcing my chin off the deck and head back. But at the
same time his hand was pushing down against to stop me from
rising!

His cock began to pump in and out, and I
moaned and dazedly wondered again how things had come to this so
quickly. But a hot, churning storm of heat was in my belly and
growing in strength and pressure, spreading upward into my chest,
into my breasts, which ached as they were ground against the
deck.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Watch your language,” he said mildly.

It wasn't much deterrence, and my mind wasn't
necessarily into that cause and effect stuff just then anyway.

“Fuck!” I gasped as he pushed deeper
still.

Crack! His hand slapped against my
bottom again with a sharp, stinging blow.

It felt amazing, incredible! I had never felt
so full inside! It ached as he pushed himself into parts of me I
didn't think had ever felt anything before, and all I could do was
moan and shudder as he held me tightly before him.

He started to pump. I had to stay kind of
sharply bent over, my ass high, my thighs straight, my belly almost
pressed back against them as he thrust, and any time I eased or
relaxed that position his hand would slap down on my ass and he'd
tell me, in that determined voice, to keep my hips up.

But really, ninety percent of my mind was
focused on the feel of him inside me, on the slow, deep stroke of
his shaft inside my aching, burning belly.

And there was something wild and hot and
outrageous about this position, about being ordered to be in this
position, about him holding me, tying my wrists, slapping me... it
was all dark and kinky and thrilling like nothing else I'd ever
experienced in my life!

It was like I was utterly helpless, like I
was his total bitch!

His cock moved faster as my body began to
adjust (somehow!), and if anything, moved even deeper! I gasped and
grunted with every deep thrust, shuddering and moaning as the heat
enveloped me. A storm of sensations and emotions had my mind
spinning and roiling in helpless flustered confusion as he rode me,
as he fucked me, as he used me.

And it only got worse.

He became rougher, pulling more sharply on my
hair, yanking on my hips, slapping my ass, all while his hips
pounded against me! I began to feel this sharp little ache deep,
deep inside at the bottom of every deep thrust, as the head of his
cock jammed harder against the very end of my pussy!

That ache began to grow worse, and yet to
shift and twist into something which caught breathless hold on my
mind. It was the imagery, the wild thrill of being so deeply
penetrated, of being ridden like a... like an animal, that was
driving me into an almost intoxicated state of sexual arousal!

Sex had never been like this! Oh, I'd
had some fumbling wrestling matches with boys, had sex with guys so
eager they'd been kind of unrestrained. But this didn't seem
anything like that. This wasn't unrestrained so much as... just a
hard, determined, even ruthless – pounding!

I didn't feel like Collins was the least bit
out of control. I got the sense he was riding me the way he thought
a man ought to ride a girl, and that a part of what he was doing
was, in a way, showing me just how powerful he was, and how weak I
was. And it was hard to disagree with that no matter what
comparison you wanted to use.

He yanked hard on my hair suddenly and I
cried out in pain. But this time he yanked me up and back against
him, his other arm going around me, hand thrusting down between my
legs, fingers roughly stroking across my clitoris as he bit into
the nape of my neck.

It was all so... I guess overwhelming is the
best way to put it. The emotions, the sensations, the whole thing
was just so far beyond my experience it was stunning in how wild
and wicked and animalistic it was! I felt my buttocks grinding
against him, felt his cock jammed up inside me as his hand
abandoned my hair and slid up under my jaw instead.

I turned my head and his lips locked to mine
again as he ground himself against me, still stroking my clit, then
his lips pulled away, though his breaths were hot and quick against
my cheek.

“Have you ever given yourself to a man
before, Chloe?” he asked hotly.

I was dazed by it all, and the question
confused me. Could he possibly think I was a virgin? No, of course
not, so what did he mean?

He threw me forward onto my hands, and I
cried out again as he yanked back on my hair, forcing my face down
flat against the deck. He thrust harder, his hips slapping against
my buttocks with bruising force as his big cock churned my insides
into a frothing pit of heat.

Crack! His hand slapped against my ass
again, then yanked on my hair. His right hand then shot down to
fill itself with my breasts, squeezing hard.

The orgasm spiraled up quickly, then hit with
explosive, sensations screaming up my body to make my head explode!
I felt myself beginning to thrash and twist and buck in helpless
convulsions as I gurgled in dazed wonder. The orgasm was even more
powerful than the first one, and was like a howling storm of music
centered around the hard, steady, pounding beat of his cock
spearing into my body again and again!

It was incredible! I writhed in paroxysms of
dazed pleasure, a mindless bitch in heat as I clung frantically to
the wild pleasure, wanting it to never leave me! Just as I was sure
it had peaked, it peaked again, and I cried out helplessly, still
pounded by his hips, by his cock, crying out again as he yanked on
my hair and roughly groped my breast.

By the time it finally seeped away I was …
shell-shocked, and utterly drained! I felt myself going limp,
boneless, groaning, gasping for breath, eyes slitted. He was still
fucking me, but I didn't care. He was still pounding against my
ass, still jamming himself inside me, but I was feeling a glorious
sense of languor where nothing much mattered to me but laying there
and maybe falling asleep.

He quickened his pace, and his strokes got
more shallow, and then, just as the languor started to seep out of
me he cursed low under his breath, and his strokes changed
entirely. They became short, sharp, determined, with a short pause
between each one. They lengthened, and then stopped.

He released my hips and I groaned, staying
more or less in place for long, then sagging to to the deck. I
groaned, rolling onto my side, and curled up into a fetal position,
still gripped by a sense of bliss and relaxation.
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Okay, so what would you do? Stupid
question, right, because you never would have let your boyfriend's
dad fuck you in the first place. But it had happened and I needed
to start from there.

It helped that he left me alone on the deck.
Because there was no way I could think with him there. I slowly
pulled my scattered brain together, stumbled into the changing
cabin, pulled my clothes back on and then... and then what?

I needed more time to think. I hurried out,
glancing anxiously in both direction, and made my way up the
corridor to my room... to my room. I closed the door and locked it,
then stared at myself in the dressing room mirror and tried to
think.

Wow. What the hell? What the fuck!? What had
I done!?

On the other hand... wow! That had been...
amazing! Comparing what had happened on the deck to my normal sex
life was like comparing Collins' shiny, sleek limousine to... to
the car my uncle Jeff had, which was an eighteen year old Ford
Taurus he somehow managed to keep on the road.

And it wasn't just the pleasure, nor the
passion and heat. There was that incredible level of energy coming
off Collins! And it was... that wasn't making love, that was out
and out fucking! Collins had really fucked me! I had done nothing.
He had done everything. It was all him. I had been completely and
utterly... dominated.

Which, I guess, when you figure I was a
twenty-two year old coffee shop waitress and he was, a what,
forty-something jet-setting multimillionaire seemed perfectly
logical, I suppose. But even so... wow! I was shocked by it!

And there was Jeremy – JJ. I suppose I might
have felt worse about that if I hadn't been so strongly considering
dumping him for weeks now. I liked Jeremy. He could be very sweet!
But his attitude, his behavior had caused me to gradually lose
respect for him.

Now his father, there was a man who commanded
respect! Shit, even awe! I don't care if he was twice my age he
was... awesome! And okay, maybe it was a one time thing and we had
no chance of a future together, but I'd come to accept that was
pretty much the case with JJ anyway so did it make a lot of
difference?

So, did I pack up and run? Where to? Jeremy's
crappy little rat-trap of an apartment? No way. I had no money
either. I hadn't even officially started working for Collins yet!
And did I want to leave – this!?

I looked out the window and shook my head,
looked at that incredibly soft bed, the wonderful room, thought
about the pool.

Life, what was it for anyway, I thought,
except getting experiences. And God knows that's what I'd just
gotten out there on the deck! The question, though, was would I get
more such experiences here, and did I want to?

Why the fuck wouldn't I?

I was sore inside, but it was a really good
sore! And maybe I hadn't been much of an equal in that little
scene, but I was sure I could do better in future.

Fuck! I could hardly believe, thinking of it
just then, that he'd gotten that big cock all the way down my
throat! And it hadn't even really choked me at all! That was so
wild!

My throat was a bit sore, though.

I wandered into the bathroom and looked at
myself again, still oiled and needing shower. I had noticed a
little shower thing to rinse off the chlorine water but of course,
hadn't thought of using it at the end. Sighing, I stripped, and
looked at myself again. My nipples were still kind of hard, and
sore... as was the flesh around them. I could even see pink bite
marks surrounding both nipples.

I shook my head and then examined the shower.
There were multiple shower-heads including a big one overhead which
had to correspond with the 'rainwater' lever. There was a
temperature setting, and then buttons for the multiple
shower-heads. I thought rainwater sounded soothing, but how to get
just that one on and not the six others...?

And then Collins appeared in the doorway. I
yelped and grabbed for a towel and he grinned in amusement.

“I don't think your body has changed in ten
minutes, Chloe,” he said.

I gulped, holding the towel in front of me
and feeling, well, yeah, a bit dumb.

But he took the towel away! And then he hung
it up neatly on the rack by the shower.

“You should flip the switch here at the side
before your shower,” he said, pointing at it. “That will turn on
the warming function of the towel rack.”

He turned his eyes to me.

“Don't slump over like that, Chloe. Stand
straight. Shoulders back.”

“I'm not... slumping,” I gulped,
straightening my shoulders, blushing.

“I thought you'd be wanting a shower, what
with the oil on your and all, and wanted to show you how it
worked.

As if I wasn't naked, he moved to the
controls, and quickly showed me how they worked, then also showed
me the little crack which, if you pushed on the side, opened a door
to where the stereo controls were.

He spent another five minutes demonstrating
how that worked while I stood there... naked and more than a little
self-conscious about it.

He was dressed again. He had
already showered. He hadn't been pacing back and forth in
his room wondering if he was crazy.

And as he showed me how these things worked
there was not the slightest trace of a hint of a doubt in him that
I was staying.

“Okay, there you go. Get in,” he said.

I looked at him uncertainly, but he motioned
with his head and I stepped through the sliding glass door into the
shower as he held it open. He let it slide shut, but that was no
protection. It was perfectly clear. I stepped hesitantly under the
rainwater thing and it instantly soaked me. But the water wasn't
coming with any pressure, and under other circumstances, I thought,
might be very relaxing.

Not now. Not with him watching me!

He propped himself against the counter,
looking at me, and I looked back nervously.

“You'll see the soap there on the wall,” he
said.

I turned my head. There was row of little
boxes built into the side of the wall, each with a nozzle below.
One said 'soap', another 'shampoo' a third said 'rinse', and
another 'face'.

“All very expensive, all from high quality
firms,” he said. “You need have no doubts about the quality. Go
ahead. I'd suggest the soap first.”

“Uhm...”

“Remember to press that lever to shut off the
overhead water.”

I did, then started to feel a strange little
thrum of energy low in my belly. Shit! Was he going to watch me
have a shower!? It looked like it.

“Are you going to... uhm, stay there?” I
gulped.

He nodded casually, folding his arms across
his chest.

I thought about complaining, but then put my
hand up under the 'shampoo' nozzle, and it pushed back and shampoo
smelling of apple filled my hand. I flicked my eyes towards him,
then took a deep breath and brought it up against my chest, my
other hand joining it, rubbing, spreading the liquid soap, which
quickly worked itself into a lather.

Oh God, this was so weird!

I was very self-conscious as I spread the
lather over my body, but... I had to do it to get rid of the suntan
oil and the chlorine from the water!

I soaped up my chest, blushing as my hands
moved over my breasts, moved onto safer territory of my arms and
ribs and back, then moved downward, trying to be casual about it,
but increasingly aware of him watching.

“I don't know how much sexual experience you
have, Chloe,” he said. “And I don't know what you're thinking about
given what happened on the deck. Can I ask?”

I shrugged, blushing anew. “I uhm, I don't
know,” I said. “I feel weird. And I feel weird talking to you about
it while I'm showering.”

“No one has ever watched you shower
before?”

“No!” I exclaimed, like that was a really
insane question.

“Do you think it's odd that I'd want to watch
you shower?” he asked with a small, half smile.

“Well.. I guess.. not,” I said, flustered.
“But I'm not used to it!”

I put my foot up on the bench in the shower
and got more soap, soaping up and down my legs.

“You have gorgeous legs,” he said.

I flushed. “Thanks.”

“Did Jeremy ever tell you how beautiful you
are?”

I felt uncomfortable at the mention of his
son.

“He said I was hot,” I said shortly.

“I don't mean hot. I mean beautiful. I mean
the collection of parts which come together to form an image that
imprints itself on the mind and won't go away.”

I looked up, staring at him. What!?

“You're weird,” I said.

He gave that little half smile again.

“I suppose from a .. how old are you
anyway?”

“Twenty-two,” I said.

“From the perspective of twenty-two, that
might seem to be the case. But I think you'll agree that twenty-two
isn't a very deep base of experience to stand upon, and that you
probably don't have the a lot of awareness of men.”

“You mean older guys,” I said, soaping up my
other leg.

“More sophisticated men.”

“So you think my mom would have been all
right with that?” I asked, turning and giving him a jaded look.

He shrugged. “Well, age does not necessarily
grant experience or sophistication. That depends on what your life
has been like.”

I turned on the water and let it pour over
me, but it wasn't... satisfying.

I turned it off and worked one of the other
levers, and the shower-heads in front of me and behind me came on
with considerably more force, washing away the soap much more
firmly.

I turned them off and got shampoo. It smelled
like apples. I turned away from him, raising my hands to my hair,
lathering it up good.

“Some girls have beautiful faces,” he said.
“Some have gorgeous hair. Some have perfect breasts or great asses
or long, lovely legs or silky, unblemished skin. And let's not
forget, some have perfect, trim, firm bellies.”

I kept lathering.

“You, for the most part through nothing but
the genetic lottery, are gifted with all of those things,
Chloe.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I said. Feeling
self-conscious again.

I turned on the water and rinsed off the
soap, then turned to the door.

“Use the conditioner, please,” he said. “I
love your hair.”

I hesitated, then did as he asked, not quite
sure why.

“Have you ever looked at pictures of naked
women, Chloe?”

I let out a bark of laughter. “It's not my
favorite thing. Jeremy looks at porn on the internet often
enough.”

“Why would he do that with you there?”

I shrugged. “Guys,” I said, spreading the
conditioner over my hair. “You mean you don't look at porn?”

“I don't generally like pornography. It's
soulless. I do look at erotica.”

I rinsed off my head. “Isn't that just a
higher class of porn?”

“This is a higher class of apartment than
yours. Would you say they're basically the same?”

I shrugged. It still felt weird having him
watching me through the shower doors – doors which refused to fog
up, by the way.

I I stepped firmly to the door and slid it
aside, but that, of course, just put me closer to him, and very
naked, and dripping wet. And it wasn't like he wasn't paying
attention either. Gulping, I quickly snatched up the towel as he
edged forward from the counter.

And then he grabbed the towel, not to take
away but to use it! He raised it up, working it against my
hair.

“I can do it!'

“But I want to do it,” he said.

He brought the towel – a big, fluffy, warm
towel, by the way – down around my shoulders, drawing it around me,
rubbing me gently dry as I stood there blushing and feeling
awkward.

He drew it down my back and around my hip,
still rubbing at me, not sparing in between my legs, which felt
even weirder given he didn't seem to be showing any real sexual
interest.

He pulled me forward by the arm and showed me
the hair dryer in its rack, then picked up one of my brushes,
drawing me in against the counter while he stood behind.

“I can brush my – .”

“But I want to,” he said softly.

He brushed out my hair, gently, parting it in
the middle, then picked up the hair dryer.

This was so bizarre!

But what was I going to do, yell and scream
and protest? I was still really off-balance given this new and very
unequal sort of... relationship. So he brushed out my hair and
dried it, and then ran his fingers through it as he looked at me in
the mirror.

“Shoulders back. Never slouch, Chloe,” he
said softly.

He leaned in and kind of rubbed his cheek
against my hair for a long moment.

“You know you're hot, but you don't seem to
realize just how utterly beautiful a girl you are,” he said. “My
idiot son didn't seem to appreciate that, and I imagine the other
young men you've been with haven't either. They say youth is wasted
on the young.”

His hands caressed my shoulders.

“Every man has his own idea of beauty,” he
said. “Every man has his preferences, what he looks for. Some like
enormous breasts, some big butts, some like very tall girls, or
very short, petite ones. Some like Black girls or Asian girls, fat
girls, skinny girls. Do you know what I like?”

I gulped.

“Blondes?”

He smiled fully then. He had nice teeth.

“Not just blondes. There are various shades
of blonde, mostly because most blondes get their color from a
bottle. I like true blondes, and especially golden blondes with
thick, soft, straight hair that falls around their shoulders.”

His fingers slid through my hair.

“I like girls who are a good height, but not
too tall. I like girls with slender bodies, soft, round shoulders,
narrow hips, flat bellies...”

His hand caressed my stomach, then both rose
to gently cup my breasts.

“Full breasts, round breasts, but not too
big, not big breasts that sag, but breasts which are firm, with –
.”

His fingers slid up and he caught my nipples,
rolling them between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers.

“ – small, pink, round nipples.” he said.

His right hand slid up along my cheek.

“Girls with delicate features with high
cheekbones, full lips, and intelligent blue eyes.”

“I suppose that's me?” I gulped.

“Lovely, well-sculpted legs, strong legs –
.”

“I walk all day at work,” I said.

“And really nice, round bottoms,” he said,
bending me forward a little.

Then he bent me forward more, and then still
more, until, gasping, I felt the cool stone of the counter against
my bare breasts as his other hand caressed my buttocks.

“Perfect skin,” he sighed, his fingers
gliding up and own my back, and then over my butt again.

I straightened, though with some effort,
pushing against his hand, and turned around.

“Look uh... Mister Collins,” I gulped.

Well, I had to call him something! And I
didn't want to call him Jeremy!

“I appreciate all the flattery,” I said.

He shook his head and his fingers went to my
lips to shut me up.

“I'm not being flattering. You can take it as
flattery, if you want,” he said firmly. “I'm being
descriptive.”

I eased aside his fingers. “Okay, but I... I
don't know where that leaves us.”

“How do you feel about my son?”

I hesitated, troubled. “I'm not sure,” I
said.

“Yes you are. What you aren't is honest.”

I frowned in resentment, even though he was
right.

“I think he's immature and unreliable,” I
said. “I think he still acts like he's sixteen.”

“Do you see a future for the two of you?”

I shook my head. “Probably not. Not unless he
changes.”

“And what do you think of me?”

I laughed briefly. “None of those things.
You're smart and … good looking... and obviously you're good in
bed... not that I've been in bed with you but – .”

“But you will be,” he said.

I left that aside.

“And you're my father's age.”

He shrugged and then smiled again. “Actually,
probably not. Jeremy, you see, was an accident of my own misspent
youth. I was fifteen, you see.”

“Fift – !?”

I did the mental calculation.

“Okay, you're younger than my dad by about
ten years.”

“And I'm a man who knows what he wants and
gets what he wants. And what I want, Chloe... is you.”

“Me?” I gulped.

He nodded, sliding his fingers through my
hair again.

“What about … JJ?”

“I don't think JJ appreciates you properly. I
think you're just a chick to him and he'll find another chick in a
week or two. Besides, you said you saw no future for the two of
you.”

“He could change,” I said.

“He could. Why don't we see what affect your
working here will have on him.”

“I assume that means not telling him his dad
is fucking me.”

“You assume correctly.”

“Or that I'm probably going to leave
him.”

“He probably has an inkling of that by now,
if that thought isn't brand new.”

I sighed. “It's not new.”

“There's just one thing...”

I looked at him.

“I'm a very bossy man.”

“Well, you're kind of my boss, right?”

He smiled softly.

“I'm a very bossy man.”

“How bossy?” I asked warily.

He slid his fingers gently down to my nipples
again, plucking them lightly, rolling them.

“I like to tie pretty girls up,” he said,
“And make them scream.”

I felt my eyes widen, felt my mouth do the
same.

His right hand rose, the tip of his finger
gently sliding back and forth across my lower lip.

“And spank them when they're bad,” he
said.

I had been feeling, not surprising, given
what had just happened, and that I was naked, this hot little thrum
of sexual energy ever since he walked into the room. Now it began
to rapidly build up as I looked at him in disbelief. But his tone
was absolutely clean and clear and honest.

“And I'm pretty sure, Chloe,” he said in a
low voice, “That you're a very, very naughty girl.”
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“I-I don't know!” I gulped anxiously as he
led me over to the walk-in closet..

“Then you need more information to expand
your understanding,” he said calmly, his hand firm in mine as I
tried to hold back.

He opened the door and led me inside. There
was far more space there than I had ever imagined having clothes
for. My clothes filled a small corner. Near the door was a series
of small, built in drawers going up about six feet. He opened the
higher drawer and drew out a length of white rope!

“But – .”

“Oh yes, I had this in mind when I invited
you to stay,” he said, drawing me back into the bedroom and over to
the bed.

“I told you, once I see something I want, I'm
determined to get it.”

He drew my hand up behind my back and I felt
him wrapping the rope around my wrist! I didn't know what to do!
Half of me was honestly intrigued, and aroused by the idea. More
than half, to be honest. But I was anxious, uncertain, wary, and...
and this had all happened so fast!

He drew my wrist up high between my shoulder
blades, then down a little, drawing my other hand up and back,
raising it as well, and wrapping the rope around my wrist.

It was a very soft rope, and he laid multiple
rows of it around my wrists so it wouldn't cut into my flesh too
much, but then to my surprise, while holding my wrists up
uncomfortably high under my neck, he threw a loop of rope over my
shoulder, around the front of my neck, and back again, before tying
it firmly. He threw another loop over my neck and back, and then
drew the rope down further, and I felt it going around my right arm
just above the elbow.

I was breathing harder, my head spinning from
all this, darkly excited, but still very anxious as he tied the
rope around my other arm, again, above the elbow.

Then he sort of pulled... slowly... firmly. I
gasped as the ropes slowly drew my arms back together behind me,
forcing my shoulders back uncomfortably, and raising my hands
higher behind my neck. He adjusted the tension, and I felt the two
loops around my throat take some of the pressure, though not enough
to hinder my breathing.

He fed the rope around my chest, tied a loop,
then another, then fit the loops around my breasts and bent me
forward. He tightened them carefully, and I gasped as I felt the
pressure digging into my breasts at the base of my ribs. He didn't
pull in too tight, but tight enough to plump them out a little,
then added a second loop, drawing it a bit tighter then tying it
off behind my back.

He wasn't finished there either!

“You... you do a lot of this?!” I gulped.

“Not nearly enough,” he said. “It's an
interest not all women share. Though a surprising number of them do
get into it once I demonstrate.”

He reached between my thighs and pulled the
rope through, then curled it around his finger, which he held a few
inches below my navel, and fed up across my hip, then around my
waist and back to draw in under the first line.

“Oh! Hey!” I gasped.

He chuckled throatily and I gasped, again.
He'd pulled the rope up so tight it had sank in between my pussy
lips!

He looped it around the rope circling my
waist, then fed it back down again and back between my legs. I felt
him draw it up between my buttocks and then gasped again as he
jerked it tight. It too, sank in between my pussy lips!

“Get into bed, Chloe,” he said, guiding me
there by the arm.

My breath shaky, I knelt on the bed, and he
drew me in and then had me lay down on my back.

“Draw your feet down and back next to your
hips,” he ordered.

He pulled my left leg in and down, bending my
knee fully, and I did the same with my other legs until the backs
of my feet were pressed against the bed underneath. He tied the
rope around one ankle, then fed it up behind me, threw it across
the bed, and circled to the other side before drawing it back down
again.

He looped it twice around both ankles, then
fed the rope under the bed to come up over the foot, drawing it
back towards me again.

“You're kind of... crazy, aren't you, Mister
Collins?” I gulped.

“Only a little,” he said thoughtfully. “Raise
your hips up.”

I grunted with effort, and straightened my
knees so I could put my feet flat on the bed, then raised my hips
up so he could reach in beneath and tie the rope off somehow
underneath me. He fed it back to the food of the bed, back to me,
then back to the foot of the bed.

Then he began to tighten it. I gasped as I
felt the ropes around my ankles pulled in and back, dropping me
back onto my butt on the bed. I felt the pressure drawing my ankles
back along my hips, as if trying to drag my body towards the head
of the bed. But the rope leading to the foot of the bed was somehow
tied to the rope around my arms and wrists.

As he continued to tighten it I gasped and my
body began to … bow up. My shoulders and arms were being pulled
towards the foot of the bed, my bent ankles tugged towards the
head. My hips left the bed, as did my upper legs. I wound up with
only my head, shoulders, arms and lower legs touching the bed, my
back sharply arched.

A wave of sensations rushed up through my
body, not the least of which were the ropes circling my breasts and
throat squeezing more tightly, and the two ropes he'd fed between
my legs digging into the soft pink flesh there harder, and, at the
same time, I noticed, kind of squeezing against my clitoris, as if
one was on each side!

He got onto the bed and reached up high,
holding the rope in hand, then reached to the top of one of the
horizontal beams which framed the bed above. A piece of metal swung
out from the beam on the left and crossed the bed to join with the
beam on the right, and he hung the rope over it and – pulled.

I gasped again, because the rope was also
tied to my arms, and it pulled down along my spine and up between
my legs and then back a bit as it rose at an angle above me, so
that it also dug into my pussy. Unlike the two other ropes which
seemed to be squeezing my clitoris between them, though, this rope
went right across it, and it felt... rougher.

I jerked my head up, panting, moaning, but I
couldn't see! My shoulders were drawn too far back!

He dropped low, his fingers running along the
rope, and did something, then stood again and tied the rope
off.

A knot! That was it! The middle rope had a
knot tied in it! Right over my clit!

He went back to the closet, then came out
with what looked like a black silk scarf. He folded it several
times, then sat on the edge of the bed and placed it against my
mouth. He gently raised my head up a bit, drew the scarf behind me
and tied it – tight, so that, like my pussy, the material dug in
between my lips.

“I'll leave you to think about things for a
bit, Chloe,” he said.

And he left, closing the door behind him.

I was feeling a lot of mixed emotions as he
tied me up. Foremost was a kind of fascinated excitement at what he
was doing, of course. There was also some anxiety. I mean, I
suppose he could be a crazed killer, though that seemed pretty
unlikely. I mean, he was Jeremy's dad, right?

But now as I lay so tautly stretched out like
I was, and getting flooded with sensations from all over my body,
the fascination took on a harder edge. I had thought being tied up
was fairly basic. It wasn't like I hadn't played that game on
occasion. But this was far and away more complicated.

My shoulder ached, and very soon my back
began to ache, too. But the deeper, and more complete ache was the
one low in my belly, which was dull and hot and spreading wide. It
felt centered on my pussy, with the way the ropes were digging up
sharply into it, and the way they were squeezing against my
clitoris.

And I quickly realized that moving, tensing,
or straining, tightened the ropes, or pulled harder on them. In
fact, moving my hips or arms at all would cause the final rope he
had strung across my clitoris to shift, or rather, would shift my
body against the rope, and thus the knot against my swollen,
sweating clitoris.

I could also, depending on how I moved,
tighten the ropes around my neck, and around my breasts. And given
the nature of discomfort I was feeling, keeping my body from
constantly, even unconsciously shifting in order to try and ease
those aches was a nearly impossible task.

Nor did I put any effort into it. As the heat
mounted low in my groin, as my breasts throbbed, as the fascination
grew to a kind of dark hunger and sense of... I don't know,
masochistic victimhood, I felt the heat flaring hotter and rising
up my body. My nipples were hot, sharp pinpoints of aching need. I
so wanted them to be touched!

But there was no one there to appeal to, and
so no one to set me free. I was utterly helpless with my aching,
burning body, and the only movements I could make would tighten the
ropes against my pussy, breasts and throat, and grind the knot
across my clitoris.

The ropes squeezing and grinding against my
clitoris were soft for rope, but not particularly soft against that
most tender part of my anatomy. Nor were they gentle. They cut into
me in a manner I had never felt before, producing a sharp ache,
while the knot rubbing against my clitoris almost hurt with the
rough force of its pressure and movement.

But it didn't seem to matter that I was not
being touched by gentle silken caresses. The sexual heat spiraled
up to a level which had my mind swimming in steam, had me grinding
and moaning into the gag, gasping for air, reveling in the dark
ache and heat and pleasure of my tightly bound position.

I was on the edge of orgasm when the door
opened and he returned, or that was my original thought. When I saw
Ross instead my eyes widened and I felt the blood drain from my
face. He glanced at me, gave a little snort, and then walked past
and into the bathroom!

By the time he returned my face had plenty of
blood in it. It was burning red1 He held the towels Collins had
used to dry me, and then bent to scoop up my clothes, the ones I'd
worn back from the pool.

“I presume these need washing?” he said. “You
should leave such things in the hamper inside the closet in
future,” he said, eying me sternly.

Then he walked out, closing the door behind
him!

It took long minutes for the stunned feeling
I was under to fade, though the incredible sense of humiliation
took much longer. The heat and hunger were pushed back for a time
as my mind spun through the awfulness of being seen like this by
Ross!

And how weird it was that he hadn't stared,
hadn't seemed surprised, had been so incredibly casual, as if he'd
come upon me reading a magazine or something fully clothed! At
first I twisted wildly against the ropes in an effort to get free.
I was mortified! And I was furious! The struggles exhausted me,
though, and I groaned, slumping helplessly, panting, resigned that
I could not get away.

But slowly, the stunned sensation eased, and
even the embarrassment faded somewhat. I was weary, aching more by
then, but still helpless and naked and bound. And slowly, the heat
rose once again, then pushed aside the embarrassment and other
concerns.

It didn't eliminate them, though, and so the
heat, dark as it was, took a while to build up. My mind would
continue to flit back to the sight of Ross looking at me, to the
cringing embarrassment I felt, to what I would do when I saw him
again, to whether Collins was responsible, and what I should do
about that... my mind spinning and twisting wildly back and
forth.

But despite the wild churning thoughts
occupying my mind., and the ache in my body, that dark heat did
built up again, and spread up through my body. It had its effect,
like drugs or alcohol, and began to influence my mind, to infuse it
with dark excitement and arousal to the point almost anything could
be ignored as I slowly strained and writhed and twisted and moaned
at the tight, sharp, aching way my body was bound.

It was the slow grinding of my hips which set
the orgasm off, and when it arrived my hips began to buck wildly,
straining against my bonds as I rubbed my burning, aching clitoris
against the knotted rope! I cried out helplessly, my head rolling
and jerking, hips bucking, fire spreading through my torso as the
orgasm blossomed and grew more and more powerful.

For long, delicious seconds, the whole world
was blotted out by a sweeping, burning wall of sensation that I
wanted to last forever. Then, slowly, it faded away, leaving me
gasping, panting, and still tightly bound in place.

As the glowing aftermath of the orgasm faded,
the ache in my body made itself known, once again. I groaned
weakly, wanting to be untied, but having no one to make the demand
of.

The door opened again, and this time, to my
enormous relief, it was Collins.

“Been enjoying yourself?” he asked.

I moaned in reply, then saw he had a camera.
I gasped as he raised it, and turned my face away just before the
light flashed on me. It flashed again, and again, and again, and he
moved several times to get a better angle before setting the camera
down.

“You have no idea, I'm sure, just how
beautiful you look so tautly stretched,” he sighed.

He sat on the edge of the bed and untied the
rope which went up to the crossbeam above. I groaned as its
pressure came off me, then groaned again as he released more rope,
particularly the rope which had been digging into my pussy, and
which was responsible for pulling down on my arms, and thus bowing
my body so sharply!

I slumped to the bed, panting, moaning in
relief at last as he casually untied my ankles then rolled me over
onto my belly.

“Bottom up,” he said.

Crack!

I moaned at the slap to my ass, which only
brought me a second.

Crack! “Up.”

Moaning in complaint, I endured a third slap
as I raised my hips up off the bed. I felt his fingers at my sex,
then felt something else, something thick and hard and pushing
against me. Since he was sitting next to me it wasn't him, and I
tried to turn my head to find out what it was, but to no avail.

I groaned as it pushed into me. It felt like
a cock, a thick one! But of course, it couldn't be. It slid deeper
and deeper, and I was already quite wet, so it had little
difficulty there. It stopped for a bit, and he did something else
back there I couldn't see. Then I felt his finger against my ass!
My eyes widened and I yelped into the gag, trying to twist
away.

Crack!

“Don't move,” he ordered sharply.

He had a very commanding voice, and I held
still, face flushing, my mind filling with discomfort as his
finger, oiled up, pushed into my ass. It dipped in softly, then
pushed in deeper, pulled back, and pushed deep again. Slowly, he
worked it all the way into me, twisting it around in my ass, then
pulled it back.

A moment later If felt something much thicker
pushing against me. Again I moaned a complaint, trying to shake my
head, trying to shift myself away, but that just drew several more
sharp smacks on the buttocks which stung. Then he lifted up my body
and swung me across his lap, belly down.

My arms were still tightly bound, and my
breasts, also still bound, were mashing against the bed below as he
continued to work whatever it was, something thick and hard, into
my ass. Every attempt to twist my hips away got another sharp slap,
and my bottom was soon starting to burn as he worked the thing
achingly deep inside me.

With that done his hands roamed up and down
my body, gliding over my buttocks and down between my legs. His
fingers, which felt slick and moist and warm, felt incredibly
sensual against my aching clitoris! I mean, compared to those
ropes, the touch of him there was incredible!

He began to move the thing in my pussy in and
out, like it was a cock, and by then I suspected some sort of
dildo. I'd never had a dildo, but the thought of them inside me
was... interesting. Combined with the softness of his slick fingers
against my aching clitoris my hips were soon grinding helplessly
against him again.

He pushed against the other one, the one in
my ass, and I groaned as it inched deeper. I felt so incredibly
stuffed, with the two of them deep inside me, my abdomen aching and
churning! And he kept pushing on them! Despite how deep they were,
after a minute or two, he always seemed able to get them to slide
slightly deeper, even as he fingered my clitoris, and let his other
hand slide up to knead my breasts.

I felt... adrift, my mind overwhelmed, and
given my helpless state, a strong, weary sense of submission, of
acceptance of whatever he was doing or wanted to do. I groaned as
he pressed against the base of the dildos again, writhing
helplessly, aching deep inside.

A sense of dazed, feverish arousal soon
gripped me, and I wriggled and moaned and rolled my hips up at him
as he stroked and squeezed and caressed me. I'd already come
several times, pretty powerfully, but it didn't seem to matter as
the waves of sensations swept across my mind and drowned me in
dark, sensual hunger and pleasure.

The orgasm exploded within me, and my hips
began to literally bounce up and down on his lap, my head
thrashing, my body grinding frantically down. My breasts burned and
I deliberately ground them against the mattress as a hot, rush of
liquid pleasure swept across my mind!

I cried out again and again, gasping and
moaning and yelping, twisting and writhing and bucking against him
as the fever heat tore through me. And then, like before, I
collapsed, gasping for breath, moaning, eyes slitted as he ran his
hands over my body.

But at least this time he was untying the
ropes. My arms felt numb, and my shoulders were on fire. I groaned
as the ropes loosened, as my elbows slowly came apart. He eased the
rope off and gently massaged my aching arms and shoulders as I lay
gasping across his lap.

Then he stretched something which felt like a
thin elastic cord around my waist and cinched it tight. I felt him
pulling it down in back, and felt it somehow attach to the base of
the dildo he'd shoved up my ass. A moment later a similar cord was
pulled down my abdomen, drawing the one around my waist down at a
sharp angle, and then that too was attached, this to the one in my
pussy.

“Let's try on your maid outfit,” he said.

I groaned and stared at him in confusion as
he rolled me over onto my back.

“Well, you can't be a maid without a uniform,
surely,” he said.
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The maids uniform was not... outrageous...
exactly. I mean, it wasn't like I'd be arrested for wearing it in
public or anything. It was traditional black with white trim – sort
of.

It was short. It was very short. It was sort
of loose and a little puffy at the hem, with a white lace trim, and
as long as I stood up it would cover my butt fine. If I bent over,
however, well, forget it. It was flouncy at the hem but tight
across the butt and even tighter as it rose up over my hips. It
clung tightly around my waist, then rose up under my breasts.

It was strapless, and had a lacy top about
two thirds of the way along my breasts which extended to my arms,
where the sleeves clung. The sleeves were about five inches long,
and left my shoulders and most of my arms bare. They were only
there for effect, and to help support the top, given there were no
straps.

And Collins didn't want me wearing either a
bra or underwear with it!

It didn't really need a bra, since the top
had built in cups, but wearing a skirt that short without panties
was perverted!

Aside from the white trim around the hem and
neck, it had a little white apron-like thing which went across the
front, with a white 'belt' going around my hips. The apron was, to
put it mildly, small. Even though it hung from the attached 'belt'
low on my waist it still didn't reach the hem, nor did it reach to
either side of the skirt.

The outfit included matching white ankle
socks with black trim, little lace black and white wrist bands,
black high heels with clunky, four inch heels, a black choker that
looked sort of like a loose bow tie or ribbon around my throat, and
a white and black headpiece which was little more than a raised
cloth band across the top of my head.

It wasn't so much a maids uniform as a slutty
mockery of a maids uniform!

If I wasn't already so dazed by all that had
happened I would have snickered and laughed and joked about it. I
mean, don't get me wrong, I thought I looked kind of sexy in it,
and didn't mind the thought of wearing it for a bit before he tore
it off me, say. But it became evident he meant me to actually wear
it all day while doing actual maid work.

This left me bemused, aghast, annoyed, and
rolling my eyes.

Did I mention I still had the two dildos –
and yes, that was what they were – jammed inside me?

Yes, they were, and each protruded from my
body by maybe an inch. The thin elastic cord he'd wrapped around my
waist had a pair of loops, one which went down my front and the
other down my back, and were wrapped around the base of the dildos
to keep them from sliding free.

“Do men all get more perverted as they get
older?” I asked.

“We get more imaginative,” he said.

And then Ross walked in! I dropped my head,
face burning, not so much because of what I was wearing as because
of what he'd seen the last time he'd come in!

“Ah, Ross,” Collins said. “Good timing. I
want you to show young Miss Sanders her duties.”

He turned back to me. “Ross is a stern
taskmaster,” he said. “He'll expect hard work from you,
conscientious work.”

“Most definitely,” I heard Ross say.

What was I doing here!? This was nuts! I
should … I should pack up and take off, I thought desperately.

“Come along, Miss Sanders,” Ross said.

I felt a wave of desperation. I couldn't go
with him! Not after what he'd seen! What could I say to him!?

“Go along, Chloe,” Ross said.

My head low, I started to move towards the
door, only to get a sharp slap to the bottom. I yelped, head
jerking up and around, to see Collins smile at me.

“Don't slump, girl,” he said. “Head up,
shoulders back.”

I stumbled forward, gulping, as Ross took my
arm and led me out the door.

“I should set you to work cleaning the
windows,” he muttered as he half dragged me, none too gently, up
the hall.

I blanched at that thought. The windows were
twenty feet high and covered half the wall!

“Fortunately for you, we have a window
cleaning service which takes care of that, inside and out,” he
said. “So I should think we will start on something simple, basic.
Sucking things seems up your alley, so to speak, so perhaps
vacuuming would be a good start.”

I blushed hotly and glared at him, which he
blandly ignored as he led me to a closet which contained cleaning
gear.

He brought out the vacuum and handed it to
me. It wasn't actually a vacuum, but just the hose and attached
nozzle. The place had a central vac, and he showed me where, along
the walls, to plug the hose in so the thing would work.

“There's one in every room, so you can suck
to your heart's content,” he said.

I glared at him again, face still red.

“Use this nozzle on the carpets and rugs, and
the red one on the floors. I want not one speck of dirt on any
floor in this apartment when you're done, and don't take all day
doing it either.”

The weird thing was that, aside from his
snide comments about 'sucking' he actually sounded like he meant
it, as though I were the maid or something. I was puzzled by that,
though I didn't understand why. I mean, Collins had hired me to be
the maid, and I'd agreed to it, and that was before the hot, steamy
sex.

Did I think that because of the hot, steamy
sex I wasn't going to be doing any work? That I was going to be, I
don't know, just his paid sex toy? I wouldn't take a job like that!
I mean, I wouldn't be paid for sex! That would make me a
prostitute!

Which meant... which meant I was the maid.
Okay, well, I'd cleaned up enough as a coffee shop waitress, and
vacuuming was easy enough. But it was... unnerving, doing it in
this outfit, especially with the dildos stuffed up inside me. I
ached deep inside!

It wasn't exactly an unpleasant ache,
though...

Ross led me down to the room at the end of
the hall, a bedroom with very blonde furniture, showed me the
outlet for the vacuum, and then left me alone.

Before he left, he smirked, looked at the
bare top of my breasts, then at me, and said “Get sucking.”

Bastard!

I plugged the hose into the wall and flipped
the switch, and started vacuuming the floor, wondering if I could
complain about him to Collins. Okay, he clearly knew what was going
on, or at least, knew Collins was having kinky sex with me, but
that didn't mean he ought to taunt me about it! I was willing to
bet he didn't taunt Collins about it!

Bastard!

It was a nice room, with a nice view, and
vacuuming, especially with that open floor, wasn't very difficult.
But every time I moved I was reminded of the dildos inside me. And
while the thin elastic cord wasn't at all like the rope, it did
pass down tautly from the middle of my abdomen to the dildo, which
meant it passed right over the top of my pussy, which meant it was
in contact with my sore, swollen clit.

The next room was another empty bedroom, this
one with what looked like antique furniture, including a huge four
poster bed with a canopy. After that came a game room, with a huge,
green pool table, dart boards, a big, plush card table, a ping pong
table, and several old-fashioned arcade type video games and
pinball games against the wall.

“Neat,” I said, putting down the hose and
trying one.

It was some a thing about shooting alien
ships, which didn't really interest me, but I'd only seen them in
movies so it was sort of interesting – until I got a sharp slap to
my ass which stung and made me yelp.

It wasn't Collins, it was Ross!

“You get paid to clean, not play games, Miss
Sanders,” he said sternly. “Furthermore, you failed to clean under
the bed in the previous two rooms as I instructed.”

“I-I did!” I gulped, still flustered at
getting slapped on the ass by him.

I mean, if this were the coffee shop I'd be
shocked if my manager dared to slap my ass. But given what Collins
had just been doing with me, and the way I was dressed and...
everything, well, it didn't seem quite so outrageous.

“Are you lying to me?” he demanded.

“No!” I exclaimed.

I was, of course. I hadn't really pushed the
thing very far under the beds. It had looked clean enough anyway.
Besides, I'd have had to bend over quite a bit...

“Come along,” he ordered, grabbing my arm and
half dragging me out the room, back up the hall, and into the last
bedroom.

And when we reached the bed he dropped to his
knees, yanking me down with him!

“Look,” he growled.

He slid his hand up behind my neck and forced
me to bend way down so I could look under the bed. I was painfully
aware that would make the little skirt slide halfway up my ass, but
at least he was here on the side, looking with me!

There were some crumbs under the bed, about a
foot in. How in the hell had they gotten there?!

“Even a reasonable effort at vacuuming would
have removed these,” he growled, straightening me up. “So you not
only didn't try you lied about it.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but it was hard
to think of what to say given he was essentially right.

“Well.. well how was I to know!?” I
exclaimed.

His eyes narrowed. “How were you to know you
were lying to me? Is that really what you just asked me, Miss
Sanders?”

I bit my lower lip. That wasn't what I'd
meant, of course.

“Go back and get the vacuum, and do it right.
Do the first room, as well, then get back to the games room and
start working. You're not being paid for your … extracurricular
abilities, Miss Sanders, presuming those abilities involve more
than... laying around.”

I flushed hotly as he left and glared
furiously after him, embarrassed and angry. I was frustrated, too,
because of course, I had nothing to answer with.

I had to get the vacuum back and vacuum under
the bed. That meant, of course, getting down on my knees and
leaning way over to slide the thing in and out to reach all the way
under the bed. Of course, doing that had the flouncy short skirt
basically up around the top of my buttocks, but since the room was
empty...

“What a lovely sight,” I heard behind me.

I squeaked, blushing furiously as I
immediately straightened up to see Ross smirking at me.

“Seeing you perform your duties properly is
truly an inspiring sight, Miss Sanders.”

He turned and left, before I could think of
anything to say. I cringed again, considering leaving. I was
mortified once more! I mean, he must have seen my naked pussy, seen
the dildos! My ass had been pointed right at him! Oh God! But if I
left where was I going to sleep? And how was I going to pay for
anything!? And then there was the thought of living here, of the
wild, incredible sex Collins had shown me...

I went around to the other side of the bed to
finish, doing my best to tug at the hem, and to hide my nakedness.
I was going to speak to Collins about this freaking dress!

Sullenly, I moved on to the games room again
and started vacuuming, then crossed the floor to a home gym with
all the machines I'd ever heard of. Through an inner door was a
huge whirlpool bath made of marble in a kind of cozy round room
with carved roman figures along the walls and subdued lighting.

I wondered if I would be allowed to use
it...

There was a sauna in there, too, and a
massage table, in a kind of spa setup. It was quite the place.

Further along the hall was the theater. And
it looked like one, except for the huge, thickly padded seats. I
paused to sit down, then examined the controls, trying to figure
out how to make the movie work. I didn't want to get caught by
Ross, though, so finished vacuuming, and was just going out into
the hall again when he showed up.

“May I presume everything further up the hall
is done properly?” he asked.

I blushed hotly and nodded.

“Answer orally, Miss Sanders. I assume oral
is a skill of yours?”

I blushed even more deeply.

“Stop being a prick,” I said sullenly.

“Stop being lazy and incompetent and I'll
accord you the respect you deserve for work well-done,” he said.
“In the meantime, I'm going to inspect the rooms you've done, and I
better find they were done properly.”

Bastard, I thought as he moved off.

I was anxious, though. Had I done everything
right? Admittedly, my standards of cleanliness weren't exactly,
uhm, well, not up to those of a five star hotel. Even so, I was
pretty sure I'd done everything. Well, mostly...

Around a corner and further in was the
library. It was huge! Had Collins really read all these books, I
wondered. I began to pass the vacuum back and forth, eyes wandering
the rows of books on their glossy, mahogany shelves, impressed,
despite myself.

“Miss Sanders!”

Shit!

I turned, face already red, and Ross beckoned
me to the doorway. I reluctantly dropped the vacuum and followed
him back up the hall and into the theater. There were several rows
of seats, and he led me up to the first row, then back towards the
front screen, turned me and pointed.

There was a small piece of popcorn in against
the inside leg of one of the seats. You couldn’t see it unless you
were back a ways.

“I uh...”

“Each of these seats has a footrest which
rises,” he said. “Did you raise them to look underneath?”

“Uhm, no I uh...”

“Did you think to vacuum the seats,
themselves. They are made of cloth.”

“Well, I mean, you only said the floor!” I
protested.

He gave me a sour look, then sighed and shook
his head. He grabbed my arm again and led me back to the rear of
the room, then turned and pointed at the table just behind the last
row of seats, or actually pointed under it. There was a small piece
of paper in the back corner.

“Well how was I to see that?” I
exclaimed.

“You see it by doing your job, a fairly easy
job, in a conscientious manner, Miss Sanders. And as you seem
uninspired towards care in your job it is up to me to inspire
you.”

And suddenly he had something in his hand. It
was about, I don't know, a foot and a half long, and very thin,
black, springy and flexible. It swished as he swung it through the
ai8r.

“Do you know what this is, Miss Sanders?”

I gulped and shook my head.

“You're going to know it intimately.”

“What?”

His hand came up behind my head, gripped me
behind the neck, and pushed me forward until my hip struck the
chair pushed into the table. And as his hand kept forward, so too
did my head, followed by my shoulders and chest. My hips, of
course, remained in place, which meant I found myself bent way
over, my face pressed against the table.

I flushed hotly, squirming to stand, knowing
what kind of view he was having! The skirt would barely cover part
of my buttocks!

And then it didn't even cover that, because I
felt his hand tugging it up and baring me entirely below the
waist!

“Hey!”

I heard the swishing sound, and an instant
later a light sounding 'snap' as the thing cut across my upraised
buttocks.

It stung!

“Ow!” I cried. “Don't!”

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

The thing cut down across my wriggling
buttocks again and again and again, biting into me with sharp,
stinging blows.

“Oh stop whining,” he said.

“It hurts!”

“It should hurt, you lazy girl!”

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” I cried.

The thing snapping down across my bare ass
stung sharply, but of more concern to me was that I was bent over
right in front of him with my skirt raised high! He could see
everything! What else was he going to do besides swing his little
stick at my ass!?

He let me up and I staggered back, stumbling,
gasping, holding my sore butt as the skirt fell down around my
thighs again.

“Now get the vacuum in here and do it right,”
he ordered, before leaving the room.

I was... outraged! I was... embarrassed! My
butt was sore! I was also feeling a sense of disbelief! The world
had certain predictable ways of behavior and this was not among
them! Okay, so I hadn't put much effort into vacuuming. It was
vacuuming! I'd done a good enough job! But okay, he'd caught me
being lazy but... but he couldn't do that!

Could he?

And the strangest thing was... that was all
he did! I mean, he hadn't said a thing about how very obviously
perverted it was to walk around with dildos sticking out of you! He
hadn't touched me, except to hold me in place. He hadn't done
anything but... punish me! Was he gay, I wondered dazedly.

And what was I going to do about it!? If I
complained to Collins what would he say? Hadn't he said he liked to
spank girls? I squirmed a little at that. And hadn't he said Ross
knew how to discipline staff who were lazy? What did THAT
mean?!

And Ross had acted so utterly casual about
it! As if he did it every day!

They were both crazy, I thought dazedly.

But my ass was already not feeling so sore,
and if I could vacuum properly it shouldn't happen again. And...
and to be honest, I was starting to feel a distinctly sexual tinge
to everything, to absolutely everything that was happening,
including Ross making me bend over and … exposing me! I mean, at
first, I'd thought the sex was done when Ross took over, but I'd
been moving around in this... this sexy maid outfit, with dildos
stuffed up inside me and... now this!

I felt a quivering thrum of dark sexual
energy roiling within my lower belly, and licked my lips nervously.
What had I let myself in for by agreeing to come here anyway? And
did I want to see how much further it went? Or did I want to leave
and … return to my boring life in a coffee shop, and find some
crappy apartment to rent with someone?

Okay, those two had some sort of agreement,
that was clear. They were fucking with me. It was unnerving, but...
barring the embarrassment and anxiety this produced, the wildness
of the whole situation was starting to turn me on. I just didn't
understand why! I wasn't used to be treated like... well, badly. I
was used to guys panting over me and trying to please me.

Until Jeremy, of course. Oh, he'd been
flattering enough in the beginning, but then he'd started taking it
for granted he could get what he wanted of me whenever he wanted.
That was one of the reasons I had turned sour on him. Yet Collins
was mixing up this incredibly sincere flattery – or so it seemed –
even admiration, with also treating me like his bitch.

Being treated like someone's bitch had always
aggravated me before, so why was it making my insides squirm with
this strange, dark hunger now? The thing was, I had always been
fairly confident in my sense of equality with the guys I'd dated. I
definitely felt no such sense now. What was I, compared to Collins?
So no, I didn't feel any particular sense of resentment of him
dominating me. I felt that was perfectly right of him.

But it was my first experience in being
dominated like that, and while I understood why he was 'in charge'
so to speak, I didn't get why I was turned on by it. Or why the
thought of Ross punishing me, seeing me, both shamed me and turned
me on. He was just an extension of Collins, I thought, certain he
was only doing what Collins told him to.

That would explain why he could look but not
touch. That would explain his swinging that switch thing on my bare
bottom. But what else would Collins tell him to do to me!?

I vacuumed the theater again, making sure I
dropped low onto my hands and knees to thrust the vacuum in beneath
everything. Yes, that exposed me to anyone looking, but no one was
looking – unless Ross came back. And as I vacuumed, the thought of
him coming back and seeing me like that filled me with anxiety, but
also a strange thrill of anticipation.

I worked fast, though!

When I was fairly sure (though anxious) that
I'd done a top rate job I moved on down the hall again and set to
work on the library. I did that without interruption, then moved
further down the hall. The dining room had a huge, gleaming table
which looked like it sat twenty people under a crystal chandelier.
There was no rug here, though, so I moved on, crossing the central
hall with the tree, and going down another paneled hall.

The kitchen was on the left and I ignored it,
hurrying past, for Ross was probably in there. There was a storage
room on the right, and then past that a bathroom, but it had no
rugs or carpets. I moved on further and found a room full of
pedestals and tables and shelves lined with figurines, vases, and
busts.

The floor here was heavily, thickly carpeted,
maybe so if any of these things fell over they wouldn't break. I
plugged in the hose and carefully vacuumed the room, examining the
objects as I passed. Some had small plaques on them which said
where they came from and how old they were. Most of it seemed to be
from Egypt and India, but there was a lot of old stuff from
England, too.

The next room along was filled with plants
and even trees. One wall was of glass. The wall facing it was of
some sort of fake stone. There was a sort of pond, a long, narrow
one, running along the base of the wall, and stones were built up
so that water ran along it into the pond like a babbling brook.

Chairs were scattered in and out among the
trees and planters, and the place looked like someone's idea of an
oasis of summer – which it probably was, come winter. The floor
looked like it was covered in grass, which of course, was fake. But
it was very real looking for all that, and real feeling. I wondered
if I ought to vacuum it, and wasn't sure. The only way to be sure
was to ask Ross and I couldn't bring myself to go and find him.

I looked it over and didn't see anything like
popcorn or dust, so went on to the next room.
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I continued to feel this dark, crackling
sexual tension as I moved, and my nipples were still very hard
inside the little maid outfit. My chest was a little tight, and my
stomach fluttered from time to time. Every now and then I reached
down below the little skirt to run a finger along the taut lips of
my sex and the dildo they were squeezing around, or back behind me,
to the one sticking out of my ass.

Every time I did I felt a little rush of heat
combined with disbelief. How had I allowed things to get this far!?
And what should I be doing about it!?

I finally came to what had to be Collins'
bedroom. It was more of a suite, actually. It had its own small
(for this place) living room, a kitchenette, a huge bathroom with a
sunken tub, and of course, the bedroom itself. The bedroom was
centered on a raised platform upon which sat an immense four poster
bed.

The bed, which would have been pretty high on
its own, never mind on a raised floor, was arranged almost like a
display, with a green and brown comforter which fell to the rug
around it, and rows of neat, matching pillows in perfect symmetry.
The dais was up two broad stairs from the rest of the floor, and
heavily carpeted. The furniture around it looked like antiques,
with stiff-backed, velvet covered chairs bordered in gold leaf, and
high, hand-maid dressers and tables that were definitely older than
this building, and probably older than the city.

I opened a door to see a walk-in closet even
bigger than the one in my room, but stuffed with clothes and
shoes.

“You'll be spending a lot of time in this
room, I imagine.”

I whirled and gulped in relief as I
recognized Collins' voice, rather than Ross.

“I uhm, will?” I gulped.

He smiled and walked closer, then slid his
fingers through my hair.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

I felt a shock run through me, but only
hesitated a moment. I reached back and undid the dress behind me,
then pushed it down my arms and down my body until I could step out
of it. Already my breathing was coming faster.

He slid his fingers in under the elastic cord
which went from my waist to circle the dildo and pulled, tightening
it, and forcing me to stumble forward a step.

“I like girls who do what I tell them to,
Chloe,” he said. “Are you an obedient girl?”

I definitely would never have described
myself that way before.

“I-I... sometimes!” I gulped.

He tugged harder on the cord, and I gasped,
rising up on my feet as it pulled.

“You must be an obedient girl all the time,
Chloe,” he said. “Otherwise you'll be punished.”

I felt another hot rush of emotion and heat
as he looked down at me, one hand still caressing my hair, the
other holding up the cord.

He let go of the cord and then tightened his
grip in my hair and jerked my head back sharply.

I let out a gasp and my arms shot up to grab
at his wrist.

“No,” he admonished. “Arms at your sides,
Chloe.”

I dropped my arms, panting, and he leaned in,
letting his lips trace along my exposed throat.

He pulled my head forward again and then led
me across the room to an antique table.

“Bend over the table,” he ordered.

I gulped and obeyed, bending a little more to
prop my elbows on the table

“Feet together. Prop yourself on your elbows
on the edge of the table so your breasts hang below you.”

Flushing, I obeyed, feeling the pressure of
my thighs and buttocks against the base of the two dildos, feeling
the rush of heat grow stronger. I gasped as I felt his fingers
pressing against both dildos, ensuring they were both in as deep as
they would go.

“This table came from the court of Louise the
Sixteenth, Chloe. It belonged to Marie Antoinette.”

I gulped, looking down at the polished
wood.

“I wonder if Louis ever bent her over the
table like this,” he said.

I heard a familiar swishing sound, and
gasped, turning my head to see him holding the same sort of little
stick Ross had used on me. For all I knew it was the same one!

“This is a riding crop, Chloe. It's used as a
disciplinary tool on bad girls.”

I felt a hot rush of anxiety and heat.

“But... what did I do?!” I gulped.

“It's not necessarily just used for
discipline,” he said, placing it against my buttocks, “It could
just be used for the pleasure of the wielder.”

He slapped it against my bottom lightly.

“Or it could be used to reinforce obedience,
or as a lesson in what happens to disobedient girls.”

“I want you to rise up onto the balls of your
feet, Chloe,” he said.

Heart thumping, I obeyed, and felt the crop
slide up and down against my bottom again.

“Higher,” he said softly. “On your toes,
naughty girl.”

God, what a pervert he was!

But I did it, and then cried out, flinching
as the crop snapped across my bottom with a stinging blow.

“Ow!” I gasped, lurching forward and dropping
back to my heels.

“Naughty girls must be punished, Chloe,” he
said. “Now back on your toes.”

Gulping in air, I raised up on my toes again
and the crop snapped down across my bottom a second time with
stinging force.

“Ow!” I cried.

This time I kept on my toes, though, heat
churning in my mind and body.

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

The crop cut down across my bottom with
sharp, stinging blows which began to make my bottom burn hotly.

“Are you a bad girl, Chloe?”

He reached past me and I gasped anew as the
tip of the slender little crop began to slap against the side of
one breast, making it wobble and ache.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“I want you to say it, and address me as
Mister Collins.”

“I-I'm a bad girl, Mister Collins!” I said,
my voice coming out as something of a squeak.

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

I winced and flinched and moaned and gasped
as the crop snapped down against my bottom again and again, my
ankles starting to tremble now from keeping myself on my toes.

I felt the crop sliding along my hip and up
along my side and ribs, then under, down below my breast. It
slapped up lightly against my breast, and I gasped again as it
stung my tender flesh.

“I'm sure I can turn you into a most obedient
girl, Chloe,” he said. “Get onto the bed, kneel on all fours with
your knees on the edge.”

Heart pounding, I straightened and padded
self-consciously to the bed, rolling my eyes anxiously up at him to
see his expression was still quite calm and pleasant. I climbed
onto the bed and knelt on all fours, heat suffusing my body as I
felt him coming up behind me.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I obeyed, the sense of heat growing.

“I want you to put both hands back between
your legs,” he said.

Blinking uncertainly, I lowered my body to
the bed, my arms going down beneath my body, hands between my
legs.

“Tell me, Chloe. Do you masturbate with your
left hand or your right?”

The question hit me with a shock, and my eyes
widened as I stared at the wall across from me.

Snap! The crop cut down stingingly
across my ass.

“Answer the question,” he said.

“I-I-I d-don't know!” I gulped.

Snap!

“Of course you do. Which hands fingers do you
usually use to rub your clitoris with?”

I felt my face burn at the question!

Snap!

“Ow!

“Answer a question when it's put to you,
Chloe,” he said.

“Uh... I... the... the right,” I gulped.

“You see, you did know.”

He slid his fingers down along the dildo in
my pussy, then slipped the cord off to let it dangle below me.

“I want you to use the fingers of your right
hand to rub your clitoris and your left hand to pump the dildo in
and out.”

Another jolt hit me!

“Have you never masturbated before while
someone watched?” he asked calmly.

“N-N-No!” I gasped.

Snap!

“Mister Collins,” he said. “You should say no
Mister Collins.”

“N-No, Mister Collins!” I gasped.

“Well, then this will be a first. Go it.
Reach up and grasp the dildo and draw it slowly out.”

Fingers trembling with the wild, roiling
emotion and heat within me, I reached up and grasped the base, then
pulled it slowly back, gasping at the sensation.

“Now push it back in.”

I moaned, embarrassed but wildly aroused, and
started to pump the dildo in and out.

“Now finger your clitoris. You know how it's
done, girl.”

Moaning, I began to rub my clit, and the heat
boiled over within me. It wasn't just the sensation but that he was
watching, and the outrageousness of what I was doing!

“Do you feel like you might have an orgasm,
Chloe?” he asked inquiringly.

I moaned helplessly.

Snap!

“Answer the question, Chloe.

“I-I... I don't know!” I gasped.

Snap!

“Mister Collins,” he said.

“I don't know, Mister Collins!”

Snap!

I gasped at the sharpness of the new
blow.

“I think you do know, Chloe. I want you to
ask my permission before you have an orgasm. If you fail you will
be severely punished.”

“Can I... can I come, Mister Collins!?” I
gasped.

Snap!

“The correct phrase is, may I please have an
orgasm mister Collins,” he said. “Repeat it.”

“Ma-May I please have an orgasm, Mister
Collins!?” I gasped, plunging the dildo in faster and faster.

“No, Chloe, you may not. If you think you're
about to reach climax you are to stop, withdraw your hands and
spread your arms out to either side of your body so they won't be
tempted to touch yourself.”

Whimpering, groaning, I jerked my hands away,
gasping as I spread my arms out to either side of my body. I
squeaked as I felt his fingers sliding against my flesh, then felt
him grasp the dildo and push it in hard, grinding the nose against
some deep part of my body that ached and burned.

“Such a nasty little girl,” he said.
“Masturbating in front of your employer like that. What a bad girl
you are, Chloe.”

Snap!

“Tell me, Chloe. Have you ever been
sodomized?”

I moaned.

Snap!

“Have you ever been sodomized, Chloe?

“Y-Yes, Mister Collins!”

“By whom? My son?”

“No, Mister Collins, by... by my.. ex
boyfriend... Stuart.”

“Stuart? And did you enjoy it?”

“No,” I gulped.

Snap!

“No, Mister Collins!”

“Why not?”

“I-It hurt... mister Collins.”

“I don't think it will hurt now, Chloe,” he
said.

I felt his hand on the other cord, slipping
it off the dildo in my ass, and groaned as he began to pump it in
and out and twist it from side to side. He was right, it didn't
hurt, but it did make me ache deep inside when he thrust it in
fully.

“You truly have a beautiful ass, Chloe,” he
said. “I have no doubt that thousands of men have seen this ass of
yours walking down the street and wanted to jam themselves deep
inside it.”

I felt the slender tip of the crop slide
along the lips of my sex, then rub casually against my clit,
sending a sizzling rush of heat into my body.

“I want you to beg me to fuck you in the ass,
Chloe,” he said.

Awash in a feverish heat and wild, churning
sexual hunger, I would have done almost anything, to be honest!

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
gasped.

“Put your hands behind your back, Chloe,
cross your wrists there.”

I drew my arms in obediently, and he moved
away, then returned and grasped my wrists. I felt him tying
something around them, something soft but firm, binding them
tightly together. Fresh heat gushed through my mind as I felt how
firm and tight the bond was, and how impossible to free myself.

“Beg me again, Chloe.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
moaned.

Snap!

“What a nasty little girl you are to ask such
a question,” he said.

“Oww!” I gasped, as he thrust the dildo in
particularly hard.

Snap!

“Beg again.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
moaned.

Snap!

“Dirty girl,” he said. “Again.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Mister Collins!”
I whined.

Snap!

“Nasty child. Again.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
gasped.

Snap!

“Louder, dirty girl.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!”

Snap!

“Louder.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
cried.

Just as I finished I heard another voice
nearby.

“Excuse me, Mister Collins, but you have a
phone call from Mister Jennings. He says it's most urgent,” Ross
said.

I cringed and gasped, jerking my legs
together and twisting sharply around to cover my body.

“I didn't say you could move, Chloe,” Collins
said, for the first time showing a degree of anger. “Get back into
position.”

Ross looked at me blandly and I stared back,
eyes wide.

“Now, Chloe!” Collins ordered, his voice
rising.

Dazed, numb, burning with humiliation, I
turned my head and body away. I couldn't quite bring myself to bend
over again but a shove against my shoulders by Collins dropped me
forward onto my chest and shoulders.

Snap!

Legs apart! Bottom high!'

Snap!

“Ow!”

Snap!

“Please!” I gasped.

Snap!

I jerked my legs apart and raised my
hips.

“I'll take that phone call out front, Ross,”
Collins said. “Have her continue.”

“Yes, Mister Collins,” Ross said
placidly.

Collins walked away from the bed, then across
to the doorway which led to the hall.

Snap!

“Continue, Miss Sanders,” Ross said.

Continue!? Continue what!? I thought
dazedly.

Snap!

“Let me hear you beg,” he said.

Snap!

“Please!”

“Beg to be sodomized.”

Snap!

“Ohh!”

“Beg.”

Snap!

“Please fuck my ass!” I gasped.

Snap!

“Very rudely put, Miss Sanders.

“Please fuck my ass... Mister Ross!”

Snap!

“Your pleas should be addressed to Mister
Collins. He can still hear you.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!” I
cried.

Snap!

“Continue. Do not stop.”

Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins! Please
fuck my ass, Mister Collins! Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins!
Please fuck my ass, Mister Collins! Please fuck my ass, Mister
Collins! Please fu – !”

I cried out as he seized my hair and yanked
my head up and back, using it to raise my upper body off the bed
and to force it upright and then arch my back. I rolled my eyes as
he looked down at me, his face still utterly calm, then cried out
helplessly as he slid the crop down along my abdomen, across my
clit, and began to saw it lightly back and forth.

“What a nasty, filthy little girl you are,
Sanders,” he said. “What should be done with such a nasty, filthy
little girl?

I shuddered and gurgled as my overheated body
began to grind helplessly against the crop, my clitoris flaming and
swollen, sensations pouring through my nervous system to the point
of overload.

He flung me forward onto my face and belly on
the bed.

“Roll over,” he ordered.

Panting, gasping, my very skin burning with
excitement, I rolled onto my back, staring at him.

“Draw your knees back against you. Now spread
them.”

I moaned, letting my knees fall to the
sides.

“Wider.”

I groaned, feeling the strain and pressure in
my thighs.

Snap!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped, as the crop landed on
my pussy, just to the side of where the dildo protruded.

“Wider.”

“I-I can't!” I gasped.

Snap! The crop hit the other side.

“Nasty, filthy girl,” he said.

Snap! The crop landed just above the dildo,
on my clitoris, and the pain redoubled!

“Please!” I moaned.

The crop snapped down across my belly, then
my breast! I yelped and moaned and rolled to my side.

“On your back, Sanders,” he ordered.

“I'll take over from here, Ross,” Collins
said, returning.

“Yes, sir,” Ross said, handing back the crop
and heading for the door.

“On your belly again, Chloe,” he said.

Shuddering, trembling, I rolled onto my
belly, automatically raising my hips high and spreading my
legs.

“Would you like to come, Chloe?”

“Yes, Mister Collins!” I moaned dazedly.

I felt the dildo drawing out of my bottom,
pulling farther and farther until it left entirely. I felt vacant
as I knelt there trembling, face against the bed. Then I felt him
entering me, thicker than the dildo, but only just, and feeling
infinitely more... I don't know, soft, slick, natural... I twas
more than that. His cock just felt so much better inside me than
the dildo had! And it gave me a powerful jolt of heat as well.

He drove himself deep from the start, and I
gurgled helplessly, my mind swamped by heat and sensation. He
started to stroke in and out, building up speed rapidly. Every
stroke made me cry out in aching pleasure, and the sexual pressure
built up higher and hotter by the second!

He pulled out suddenly and roughly flipped me
onto my back, then seized my legs and forced them up and back over
my shoulders as he entered me and drove his own body down atop me.
I stared up into his eyes, gasping, moaning, crying out as he
thrust into me again and again.

His weight forced my legs back farther and
farther, raising my bottom up off the bed as his hips drove his
cock down deep into my ass. Every thrust tore a cry from my open
mouth. Not only was he driving his cock deep into my ass but it
smashed his pubic bone down against the base of the other dildo
still jammed in my pussy!

“Giving yourself to a man,” he said, his
voice coming in panted breaths, “Means he owns you, Chloe.”

His face was now just above mine, his body
crushing mine down into the bed. “It means I own you!”

The orgasm screamed up through my body and
out of my mouth, and I was screaming too, overcome by the immensity
of the pressure which tore out of me and the convulsive muscles
spasms which had my body thrashing and bucking and trembling
beneath him.
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“Are you fucking kidding me!?”

I winced, pulling the phone back from my ear.

“It's three times what I was getting before!”
I said.

“I don't fucking care how much he's paying
you! I suppose you think I'd be willing to come there and shine his
fucking shoes for three times my allowance!?”

“Well...”

“You dumb cunt!”

“Stop yelling at me!”

“You know he's doing this just to rub my face
in how much money and power he has, don't you!”

“That... might be part of the reason,” I
said. “Maybe he just wants you to come by more often.”

“You think I'm going to go there with you
there, as his fucking maid! You think I'm going to watch you
shining his shoes while he smirks at me!?”

“I don't shine his shoes,” I said in
irritation. “It's just, like, dusting and uh, vacuuming and stuff.
Plus I get room and board.”

“What!?”

I winced, pulling the phone back again.

“You've seen this place,” I said. “You should
see how great my bedroom is!”

“You fucking slut! Are you fucking him!?”

“You have no right to ask that!” I said
indignantly.

“I'm going to fucking kick his ass!”

I sighed. “Jeremy, why are you making this so
difficult?”

He hung up on me and I made a face and looked
across at his father.

“I take it he wasn't happy.”

“Did you expect him to be?”

“Shining my shoes, huh?”

I nodded.

“What an interesting idea.”

I was kneeling in front of his chair, sitting
on my heels, sort of. I mean, my heels were actually beside my
hips. My feet were encased in very slinky, strappy high heels with
five inch stilettos. The straps were perhaps half an inch wide.
They curled across my toes, around my ankles, and were, I thought,
very sexy.

I wore a fishnet body-stocking which was
tight across my body all the way up to the throat, where the
studded black collar was locked tight. I had similar studded black
leather restraints around my ankles and wrists, though they weren't
currently attached to anything, leaving me free to move.

I had persuaded him to not stuff a big dildo
up my ass, but I did have a butt plug there. It didn't ache nearly
as much. I didn't have a big dildo stuffed up my pussy either.
Instead there was a black clip, two arms held together by a spring.
One was inside me, while the other was hooked over the top of my
pussy, over my clitoris.

The one inside me was no wider than a thick
pencil, or perhaps a magic marker, and it pressed in against the
other one, the smaller one going up the outside. The outside one
vibrated now and then, whenever Collins pressed the remote control
he had beside him.

This was the kind of kinky shit that people
his age got into, I guess. The wonder of it was that I was getting
into it, too. I'd been wet the moment I'd seen myself in the
collar, and for the last hour had been halfway towards orgasm at
any given time. That was especially so when he played with the
remote control and that soft little pad over my clit began to
buzz.

“What if he comes over?”

“Oh we'll have plenty of notice.”

Ross came in and took away his half drunk
glass of coke, then replaced it with a fresh one, nicely iced. I
flushed a little, but was getting used to Ross seeing me in these
sorts of positions.

“How are you at pool, Chloe?”

“I'm okay, I guess,” I said.

“Excellent.”

He got up and I rose and followed him up the
hall and into the game room. My eyes flicked around as I came in,
for Ross had made it very clear in the last couple of days that
nothing had ever be out of place or I'd get a cropping. And it
didn't take much either. I was relieved everything was okay as I
followed Collins to the pool table.

For the next hour we just played pool. That
might seem a little odd, but it wasn't unpleasant. Oh, I lost, of
course. Every time I went to take my shot he'd turn on the fucking
vibrator, and that was, to say the least, distracting.

He showed me a few of the pinball games, and
I got to play them, then we went and watched a movie in the
theater. I had to kneel on the floor, but it was a very soft floor,
so while I rolled my eyes (when he couldn't see me) I thought of
the broken springs on the sofa at my old apartment and figured I
was just as comfortable on the floor.

The movie wasn't all that good, and Collins
got tired of it, so I wound up giving him a blow job, the vibrator
buzzing away at me as my pussy got more and more wet. I wound up
straddling him as he pulled the vibrator out, and sinking down on
his cock, which easily slid through the fishnet and up into my
body.

I came first, as I always did, burning up as
he sucked and chewed at my breasts and nipples and his cock speared
deep into my belly.

“You know what I'd like,” he said.

I listened intently, because whatever he
wanted he got.

“I'd like a blow job like that first thing in
the morning, every morning.”

I blinked and nodded.

“Uhm, I could...”

“Set your alarm? I have a better idea.”

I followed him just up the hall to my bedroom
and frowned when I got there. It was … empty. I mean, not that I'd
had a lot of stuff, but there was nothing whatever to indicate
anyone lived there.

“Where's my stuff?”

“You don't really have much other than
clothes, and you don't need clothes. I'll dress you.”

“You undress me, you mean,” I said.

He smiled softly, and led me back up the
hall, to his bedroom and up onto the dais his bed sat on.

“Get on your hands and knees,” he said.

I obeyed and watched as he pulled the pillows
off the bed. There was a kind of padded bench at the foot of the
bed. It opened and he tossed them into it, then rolled back the
comforter. I stared in confusion as I saw what was under the
bed.

It was a high bed, as I said, and there was a
high opening under it, one about eighteen inches high. It looked
like... a cage. In fact, it WAS a cage, with a sliding door! He
slid it aside now as I gaped at it.

Then he unlocked the restraints from my
ankles and removed them. He untied the boots and slid them off,
then unlocked the wrist restraints and removed them, as well. I
pulled the body stocking off, at his order and he put the wrist
restraints back on, but didn't lock them together.

“Get in,” he said.

I stared at him, then at the underside of the
bed. I saw that the opening beneath was actually much larger than
I'd thought for there were carpeted stairs going down. I crawled
in, sliding low to ease beneath the bed, and found myself down
inside a fairly large space, the floor of which was at floor level.
That left about three feet to the ceiling.

He squatted outside it and reached just
inside the door, flipping a switch. Lights came on in the corners
of the place, and I saw there were small shelves at the head, with
my stuff on them. The floor was thickly padded with some sort of,
well, it felt like a mink coat, to be honest, or something else
tremendously soft.

“This is where you'll sleep from now on so
you'll be at hand when I want you,” he said.

I stared at him, open mouthed.

“If you check there,” he said, pointing to a
small sliding door, “You'll find some toys.”

I slid the cabinet door open and found
various sizes, shapes and textures of dildos and vibrators!

“I don't want you making noise while I'm
trying to sleep, however,” he warned. “And God help you if you wake
me up.”

And with that he slid the door across and it
locked with a click.

I was stunned, outraged, aroused, amused,
feeling equal measures of disbelief and that now-familiar sense of
dark excitement. It was like a cage!

*

In the morning, I was awakened by a low
buzzing sound near my head. I blinked my eyes, trying to figure out
where I was, then remembered and sat up, staring, wide-eyed. I
noticed the cage door had slid open and shook my head in amazement,
then crawled out and turned around to find him still asleep.

Unbelievable! But wildly kinky!

I slid up and into the bed, easing the covers
aside gently, but he was awake before I started. No matter, I
stared licking and sucking on his balls, my hands sliding up and
down his body, and soon had him hard and ready as I took him down
my throat.

He didn't have to watch me take a shower
since we took the morning shower together, then he drew my wrists
up and together behind my neck, pinned them there with one hand,
jerked my head back sharply, and, with the aid of the soap, quickly
masturbated me to orgasm.

We went down to the breakfast Ross had made.
I remained naked, and flushed with both embarrassment and kinky
heat as Ross eyed me.

Ross sat down at the dining room table. I
took my breakfast in the kitchen, on the floor. I didn't see
Collins after that for he left for work. That left me with Ross,
and with Collins' order that I would obey him utterly.

The first thing that happened was I got an
enema. You can bet my mind squirmed away from that, but Ross was
adamant, nor would he let me do it. He did it, thrusting the hose
into my ass and then making me expel the results. It was
mortifying! So he did it again! Then he made me bend over the
counter as he thrust two dildos into me and used the elastic cord
to keep them in place. He then had me put on the slutty maid
uniform.

“Now, today I want you to clean the
bathrooms, especially the floors, and the floor in the dining room
and kitchen,” he said.

And so that was what I did. And, of course,
he inspected my work frequently, and of course, I got the crop
across my ass for the slightest excuse. Mid-morning, men from the
window service arrived. That made me blush to the roots of my hair!
But I kept telling myself (a little frantically) that the dress,
though short, covered everything which needed covering, and as long
as I didn't bend over, they couldn't possibly know about the dildos
stuffed inside me.

I avoided them as much as possible, of
course, but Ross saw to it I had to dust in the same rooms they
were cleaning too often to be a coincidence.

Of course, they started flirting with me,
and, as self-conscious as I was, I kind of just smiled and nodded
and made as few replies as possible.

I ate lunch on the kitchen floor, then did
the laundry, as well as more dusting, then wiped down the wooden
paneling along the main corridor. In the late afternoon, Ross had
me come to the main bathroom and strip. He removed the elastic cord
and the dildos, and gave me another enema. Then he had me climb
onto a sort of low bench which was placed in the shower stall, and
used the hand shower to soak me up before soaping me up.

I had to kneel on all fours while Ross washed
me! In its way, it was worse than having him give me an enema
because it involved a lot more touching! Nor was he shy about where
he touched! Oh, he did it in a brisk, efficient fashion, but when a
man's hands are sliding over your soapy breasts, or back and forth
against your pussy, well, that produces a reaction!

He brushed out my hair like Collins had done,
blow dried it, then put the collar back on. He had me don a sort of
strap and buckle affair. The straps circled the base of my breasts,
kind of squeezing them a little, criss-crossed my belly, and then
ran down between my legs, holding the two dildos he re-inserted in
place before coming up between my buttocks and going around my
hips.

Long black boots with stiletto heels
completed the look and then he had me kneel in the front hall to
wait Collins' return.

It was, as I was to come to realize, mark the
ending of my 'maid' work, and the start of what I came to think of
as the 'sex toy' part of the day. I don't know if all men his age
were as horny as Collins, but he always seemed to be into it, and
into taunting, toying with, and driving me into a sexual fever even
more.

I ate dinner on the floor, as was becoming
the norm, on my knees. This time, though, he locked my wrists
together behind me, and raised them up above my head, forcing me to
bow low. He locked them in place with a rope going up above, and
then every now and then, fed me by hand, his open hand sliding down
under my bowed head, appearing beneath the curtain of my hair,
holding a piece of food up to my mouth so I could lick it off.

It was very tasty food, mind you, but my
knees and back got kind of sore.

After dinner he needed to work a little. His
desk, in his office, was set a couple of feet to the side of one
wall. He had me stand with my back to the wall, arms raised high
and spread open, legs apart, and locked me in place like that, with
a ball gag filling my mouth.

And, oh yes, a thick, ridged dildo, curved
sharply upward, inserted in my ass, and joined to the wall. He
focused his eyes on his computer monitor for the most part, but
every now and then flicked them up and down my body before
continuing.

I was finding my own sense of ...sexuality...
growing more powerful every day I was with him. I was, to be
honest, horny almost all the time now. He also liked sodomizing me,
and I always came when he did. I don't know if there's a cause and
effect thing which affects your mind in those circumstances, but my
subconscious, say, knew every time I got fucked in the ass I had a
tremendous orgasm.

So my mind was really into getting fucked in
the ass. And as I stood there, sort of spreadeagled and gagged,
with that dildo up my ass, I started to get more and more turned
on, to the point I started to grind my hips and try to ride the
dildo, to force myself down harder against it.

Collins mostly just focused on his work,
though he clearly noticed. And it was only when I started to really
strain against the bonds, my breathing ragged and harsh around the
ball gag, that he finally ordered me to stop.

“No orgasm without permission,” he said
sharply.

I moaned and whimpered, but he turned back to
his work. Before long I started sliding my ass up and down the
dildo again, and got aroused again, and he had to tell me to stop
again before I came.

Only when he finished his work did he untie
me. He slid the other dildo up my ass and brought me into the
living room, dragged me across his lap, and made me come,
screaming. After that we went into the hot tub and he relaxed. I
had a harder time relaxing, since he kept touching me, stroking me,
and plucking at my nipples, turning me on all over again.

And then Ross appeared, with two strange
women in tow!

“Your guests, Mister Collins,” he said.

I gaped at the two. They were both black
women, tall and beautiful, perhaps in their thirties, wearing very
short sparkly silver minidresses.

“Ladies,” Collins said.

“Hi,” one said, smiling and eying me.

“Hello,” the other said.

“You can remove those,” Collins said, raising
his hand negligently.

The two women casually dropped their dresses,
then slipped out of their underwear and shoes, getting into the hot
tub.

I just gaped.

“This is Kiera and Jade, Chloe,” Collins said
with a smile.

The two women were... well-built. I mean, the
were lithe and athletic, with high cheekbones and very dark skin.
They also both had very short hair. I stared at them, breathless,
wondering what was going on, and my eyes flicked frantically to
Collins as they slid into the water on either side of me.

“Oh!” I gasped, as one of them gripped my
hair and yanked my head up and back. “What!? Don't!” I cried.

The other leaned in and I felt her mouth over
my breast as the first one silenced me by crushing my lips with
hers. With my hands locked together behind me there was nothing
much I could do about this as the first one continued to kiss me,
her free hand sliding down to my right breast to roughly squeeze
and knead it.

The second girl was still sucking and chewing
at my left breast, but I felt her hands slide down into the water,
one fingering my pussy, the other stroking my back opening. Then
fingers pushed up inside me, front and back, while a thumb stroked
across my clit!

Now... I had never really had much to do with
girls. I mean, it wasn't like I was disgusted by the thought. To be
honest, it held a certain level of interest, but I'd never really
pursued it, and nothing had just, you know, happened. So kissing
other girls in bars to make the guys yell was about the extent of
my experience.

I was suddenly virtually attacked by these
two aggressive black girls, while Collins looked on and sipped from
his wine, and I had no idea what to do, or even if there was
anything I actually could do!

So at first I just felt completely
overwhelmed and my mind spun like a tire on ice, trying to find
purchase to go in any particular direction. But as it sank in how
helpless I was, and that Collins had obviously arranged it, and
that, well, I had no idea who these girls were and so they couldn't
exactly give me a bad reputation, well... I started to feel a
growing sense of out-of-control excitement about what was
happening.

They weren't gentle, either. I gasped and
moaned and cried out weakly as they roughly pinched and bit at my
nipples, groped my breasts, and thrust fingers inside me. Then one
the one kissing me almost literally dragged me up out of the hot
tub by the hair! The other had her hand on my pussy and pushed,
grabbing my thighs and twisting around as the first dragged me up
over the edge drop heavily, soaking wet, on the floor.

Then she straddled my face!

The other one forced my thighs apart, and I
felt her mouth on my pussy, her thumbs prying open the lips of my
sex as she thrust her tongue deep inside.

This was so fucking insane!

“Lick me, slut!” the black girl straddling me
said in a low, dark, menacing voice.

I knew it was all... like... a show... but
her face, and her dark eyed scowl, still gave me a jolt of fear as
she slid forward and ground her pussy against my mouth.

“Lick me, whore,” she ordered.

I shuddered as I felt fingers thrusting up
inside me, felt the other girl's tongue on my pussy, and then
hesitantly began to lick.

She ground her pussy back and forth across my
mouth, her fists in my hair, and I licked awkwardly, frantically,
moaning and gasping as the other fingered and licked me.

And Collins watched, silently.

And then the second girl climbed out of the
pool, and the first one got off me. They dragged me to my feet and
then marched me out of the room! We were all dripping wet, except
for our hair anyway, since none of us had submerged ourselves, and
I wondered what Ross would think of us dripping water all over his
floor!

“What... where... !?”

“Shut up, bitch,” one of them said, slapping
my ass sharply.

They held my arms tightly, as if I would run
away or something, and then shoved me roughly into one of the empty
bedrooms. They dragged me over to the bed and threw me on it, then
climbed in and rolled me onto my belly. I felt the wrist cuffs
unlocked – from each other, not from me. Then my arms were
stretched out above me and they were locked together again around
the center bar of the head board.

They rolled me over again and spread my legs
wide, then found rope and tied my ankles wide apart to the lower
board.

“Slut,” the first one said, climbing atop me
again.

I gasped as she slapped my face! Then she was
straddling my head again, her pussy rubbing against my mouth.

“Lick me, slut,” she ordered.

I felt the other between my legs once more,
licking at my own clit, and began to lick as ordered, moaning,
gasping, staring up the length of her dark skinned body at her
glaring eyes so far above.

I felt more tension, more stress, more
anxiety now without Collins there, more at their mercy as the two
women roughly fondled, groped and molested me. But the dark hunger
continued to grip my mind, keeping my chest tight and stomach
fluttering wildly.

The one between my legs had at least three
fingers inside me now! She pumped them in and out, twisting them
from side to side as she sucked hungrily on my clitoris, and even
in the midst of my dazed, overwhelmed mind I felt a moment of awe
at her oral skill! I mean, not that a lot of guys had spent a lot
of time performing oral sex on me, but Collins was about ten times
better than any of them, and this girl was way better than
Collins!

I found myself trying to copy her on the
angry black woman above me, moaning, panting, grunting as she
rubbed and jammed her pussy against my face.

“Dirty little blonde whore,” she sneered.
“Eat me, bitch!”

I felt something thick sliding into my pussy,
a dildo, I was sure, and moaned helplessly as my inner heat spiked
higher. This was so wild and bizarre and shocking and kinky! I
could hardly believe it was happening, and I had no time to adjust
my mind to it!

The woman riding my face got off, suddenly,
and I gulped and panted, and raised my head, staring with wide eyes
at the other one licking my pussy. I could just see the thick black
dildo in her hand as she pushed it deeper, and moaned weakly as her
eyes met mine.

The other one came back, and reached down
towards the end of the bed. I felt the rope going loose around my
ankles, and she pulled it off.

“Get out of the way so I can fuck this
whore,” she growled to the second girl.
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I jerked my eyes around, gulping, shocked,
feeling a rush of fear and heat as I saw the thick dildo she was
wearing. Yes, she was wearing it. She had straps around her hips
and this... big black cock, very realistic looking, and curved
slightly up, thrust out between her legs!

She climbed between my legs and glared darkly
at me, then reached down and caught at my ankles, lifting them up
and back, leaning into me. I watched her extend her arms, forcing
my legs back harder. Her body was almost ramrod straight, only her
feet and hands touching the bed, as the second girl pushed the
dildo against my pussy.

Her hands actually weren't touching the bed.
They were wrapped around my ankles, forcing them back over my head,
and forcing my butt to ride up into the air. She stared at me, and
my eyes flickered wildly back and forth between her, and that thick
dildo whose had lay just within the mouth of my sex!

Then she let her hips sink down, and the big
dildo pushed into me, inch by inch by inch of it as I shuddered and
gasped and moaned and felt my insides starting to pulse with an
almost unbearable heat!

“You love cock, don't you, bitch,” she said
with a sneer.

The other girl now lay alongside me.

“Tell her you love cock, baby,” she
whispered.

“I-I... I love c-cock!” I gasped, barely able
to speak as the dildo continued to sink down into my quivering
body.

“You love black cock, don't you, baby?” the
second girl all-but whispered.

She reached in and her fingers began to rub
lightly against my clit.

I whimpered and moaned, my insides aching now
as the last couple of inches of the black dildo pushed into me.

“Say it, slut!” the one atop me ordered.

“I-I love black cock!” I gasped.

“Such a dirty little girl,” the second one
said in a soft sighing voice.

I groaned, as the girl above drew her hips up
again, then thrust them back. I was crushed in two, buried under
the two of them, the world full of their naked black bodies and
dark brown eyes.

“Dirty girl,” the second one whispered,
rubbing my clit.

“Whore,” the one above said in a harsh voice,
her hips beginning to work in and out faster and harder.

My eyes rolled wildly, my breath shallow and
ragged, and I cried out, my head jerking up and back as the dildo
jammed achingly deep inside me, impaling me, spearing me!

“Whore,” the one above growled.

My head thrashed, and then I caught a
glimpse... I hadn't noticed before, but Collins was there, sitting
in the corner in a chair, quietly watching. I hadn't even seen him
come in!

I felt... safer... with him there. But at the
same time, it eased the wild heat, yet then added to it from
another direction. For it turned me on to know he was watching,
that he was probably getting a huge erection.

The black girl's hips slapped against my
raised buttocks again and again, the other girl rubbing my
clit.

“Blonde slut,” the one above growled.

“Say you love black cock,” the other one
whispered.

I just moaned.

“Say it. Say it! Say it!”

“I love black cock!” I cried weakly.

“Whore!”

I came, my insides tearing apart, pounded to
a frothing, steaming pit of boiling lava by the black woman above
me! The black dildo rammed into me again and again, painfully hard
now, but all that mattered was the wild heat, the incredible sexual
fever gripping me as she used me like I was her bitch, and rammed
that big cock down into me!

They rolled me onto my belly, and I lay
there, blearily staring at the bedspread, chest heaving, overheated
and drained. I groaned as I felt my legs forced wide, then felt
fingers pushing against my back opening. They were long, dark,
slippery fingers, and pushed into me as I lay limply moaning on the
bedspread, my chin on my bound arms.

“Nasty little whore,” I heard the first girl
say.

She slapped my ass and I moaned weakly.

Then the dildo slid into my ass, and I
groaned even more loudly. The second girl moved around in front of
me and kind of sat down on my bound arms, spreading her legs wide.
She reached out and grasped my hair, then slid her pussy
forward.

“Lick me, baby girl,” she whispered, jamming
my face into her pussy.

The other girl yanked my hips up into the air
and slapped my ass, then held my thighs as she began to fuck me in
the ass with the dildo. I grunted and gasped and moaned, and only
repeated little slaps to the face and pulls on my hair woke my mind
enough to get me to start licking the second girl's pussy.

Then she stopped, the thing buried inside me.
I gasped as the second girl lifted my face up, pulling on my hair
to raise my head back. I stared at her, my eyes glassy.

“You love being fucked in the ass, don't you,
baby?” she asked in a sweet voiced whisper.

I panted weakly.

“Say it, little girl.”

“I-I... I love being... fucked in the ass,” I
panted.

“Beg her to fuck your ass.”

I moaned again.

“Beg her to fuck your ass.”

“Please fuck my ass!” I gasped, voice
breaking.

“Say mistress,” the girl said, pushing her
hand forward and under me to squeeze my breast.

“Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I said in a
choked voice, shamed by saying the words.

“Again. Louder.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I cried.

I was embarrassed before the woman behind me,
though oddly, not so much the one in front of me. But I was wildly,
darkly thrilled at knowing Collins was watching and listening. God,
he was such a pervert!

The dildo began to move in and out again and
I gasped as the second girl yanked down on my hair, guiding my face
back against her pussy.

The girl in front of me began to moan softly,
her hips undulating as she ground her pussy into my mouth.

“Oh yeah, baby!” she moaned. “Lick me,
baby!”

I licked and sucked, moaning, gasping as the
other one drove the dildo into my ass and both of them squeezed my
breasts. I felt like I was in a different world, almost like this
was a dream sequence or something, like it couldn't really be
happening.

But... if it was a dream sequence, well, it
had no consequences, and I could simply go along for the ride and
enjoy the wild thrill of it all.

And that was what I did.

The black girl in front of me (I had never
figured out which was which and never did find out) began to buck
excitedly up against my face as I licked her. The one behind kept
ramming her dildo into my ass and calling me names.

And then after the girl in front of me was
done, they untied the rope around my wrists from the head post and
jerked it up and back, taking my arms with it, of course. They
forced me to my knees, pulling the rope down my back and drawing it
in between my thighs. I gasped helplessly, my wrists forced down
well below my neck, my elbows up and back so my arms ached.

They pulled the rope up to the center of my
abdomen, then fed it around my hips and yanked it TIGHT! They
ignored my cry of pain, except that the mean one shoved my face
into the bed and slapped my ass. Then they pulled the rope up
between my breasts, tied loops in it, and placed the loops around
my breasts.

When they tightened them I cried out again,
because they pulled them TIGHT again! My breasts felt like
throbbing, aching balls of flesh, my nipples prickling hot like
live electric wires as the two women roughly dragged me out of bed
and onto the floor to my knees, then dragged me across to where
Collins sat in the corner.

“You're gonna suck his cock, whore!” the mean
one growled, slapping my head.

The weird – and weirdly exciting thing about
this was they were acting, well, like they were forcing me to do
it. Of course, I didn't have to be forced at all, but the way they
were treating me was giving me a hot rush that left my mind
spinning and dazed.

The nice one undid his pants and pulled his
cock out, then the other yanked on my hair, forcing me to bend
over.

“Suck his cock!” she growled.

My breasts were pressed hard against the
chair below him, and ached, throbbing hotly as the nipples ground
against the fabric.

Collins was, unsurprisingly, very hard, and
the mean girl forced my mouth down onto his cock as I began to suck
frantically.

Crack! Her hand slapped hard against
my ass!

“Suck that cock, whore!”

She yanked my hips back, and I moaned as she
pulled the rope to one side and thrust the dildo into my ass again.
I felt a hand slide up under my belly and fingers easing the rope
aside to rub against my clit, and knew that was the 'nice' girl as
Collin's cock slid deep into my throat.

“Swallow that cock, you filthy little blonde
whore!” the mean girl ordered, slapping my ass sharply.

The other girl disappeared and then I felt
her hands on my thighs and a moment later her mouth on my pussy!
She was under me, licking and sucking and licking at my clit as her
fingers slid into my pussy!

I felt like I was in a movie and had no
script! Everyone else knew what was going on, and I was just along
for the ride!

And black dots were dancing before my eyes,
because I couldn't breath.

The mean one finally pulled back on my hair
and I coughed wildly, gulping in air as Collins' cock came free of
my throat.

He rubbed his face back and forth against my
cock as I panted for breath, while black fingers pushed deep into
my pussy and the girl's tongue did shocking things to my swollen
clit!

“Put her in position,” Collins said, finally,
the first thing he'd said.

I cried out as I was very roughly yanked up
and back by the hair and bound arms. The two two women held me from
either side, hands gripping my already bound arms very tightly. The
held me as if I might break free, as if I needed to be held tight.
The rope between my legs let go, and I groaned in relief as the
pressure yanking back on my wrists disappeared.

But the two black girls only tightened their
grip on my hair and my shoulders as I felt Collins' hot, spit-wet
cock rubbing up and down my pussy. I shuddered as he thrust into
me, feeling an orgasm starting low in my belly. It burst out of me
almost before he could begin stroking, and then the two girls
tightened their grip further as I thrashed and bucked and cried out
again and again, the climax tearing apart my mind!

When I went limp, they shifted positions. The
'mean' one yanked up on my hair to lift my torso off the ground. I
groaned, head pulled way back, back arched, as the 'nice' one slid
in underneath me on her back. Then my face was pushed down between
her legs again and I felt her hands on my thighs, and her tongue
against my clit.

I groaned dazedly, licking only because my
hair was pulled and head slapped. But the dazedness eased off in
the face of a new rush of sensations. Having Collins fuck me while
the black girl licked my clit produced a wild, incredible rush of
pleasure and heat, and despite practically having my lights blown
out by my first climax, I was soon coming again, and then again, as
the mean girl held me and cursed me, the nice one sucked and licked
at my clit, and Collins rode me like I was... his bitch.

*

The black girls didn't come back, but two
days later there was another woman. She was older, sleek, buxom,
and she used a whip on me as I stood, wrists and ankles tied apart,
spreadeagled on my toes. She toyed with me, taunted me, made me
scream in pain – and pleasure, and then licked me to multiple
orgasms, while Collins watched.

A couple of days after that I had to act like
a maid while Collins had guests over. I wore the scanty little maid
outfit, but this time without dildos, and wearing panties, though
small and black panties. I was a bit embarrassed, at first, but
that grew much worse when Collins found fault with my efforts and
dragged me over his lap. He tugged the panties down, spanked me,
and then made me kneel in the corner with my dress around my waist
while he continued to talk quite naturally to the couple
visiting!

I was mortified! And at the same time, I
became incredibly aroused!

The next time I acted as maid, the next day,
I had an even more revealing outfit! The skirt was about the same,
but the top plunged low so that I was flashing the room every time
I bent over even a bit. And I had to bend over a lot! I got a
spanking there, too, and that was with two couples watching!

The day after that Jeremy showed up. Yes, JJ,
young Jeremy, as Ross called him.

“What do I do?!” I gulped to Ross, Collins'
being at work.

“Why, you take him to your room and talk with
him, obviously,” he said. “He is your boyfriend, after all,” he
said with no irony.

I gave him an unfriendly look.

“And what if he wants to fuck me?”

He looked at me as if surprised. “Why, you
fuck him, of course.”

I stared at him.

“You will do anything sexual he asks,” Ross
said.

“But – !”

“You're Mister Collins little bitch, aren't
you? So you do whatever he tells you.”

“But he's not – .”

“And in his absence you do whatever I tell
you.”

Jeremy was angry, sullen, even sulky! I took
him to “my bedroom” to talk about “us”, feeling guilty and
anxious.

“And that's the outfit you wear around the
house!?” he demanded.

I was wearing the first maid outfit, the one
which was at least sort of respectable.

“Its... kind of cute,” I said feebly.

“You can see half your tits!”

“You can not!” I said.

He grabbed the front and pulled it down to
bare my breasts and I jerked back out of habit.

“You're not even wearing a bra.”

He yanked up the skirt, but I'd had the
foresight to put on a thong.

“Stop that!” I said. “You don't own me!'

Though Collins thought he did!

“You're just another whore who loves money,”
he said bitterly.

“I'm just the maid,” I said defensively.

“And you love living in the lap of
luxury!”

“And why shouldn't I!?” I demanded. “Better
than living in a dump and waiting on tables!”

“Because you're your own person waiting on
tables!”

“Oh please! Everyone sells their time to the
highest bidder, except you, of course, since you're still living
off daddy!”

Things didn't get any better from there.

He didn't ask for sex. In fact, he made it
clear he was already fucking two different girls, one of them
Angela. He stormed out, with us calling each other names until the
slammed the front door behind him.

I glared at Ross.

“Lovers quarrel?” he asked snidely.

“Go fuck yourself, Ross,” I snapped.

He raised his eyebrows. “Mister Collins, as
you know, does not approve of obscene words.

Which was why I wound up grabbing my ankles
as he used the crop on my ass until it burned. Then I resumed
cleaning the place, this time without the maid dress, and with the
two dildos inside me again.

I hadn't actually spent the whole day naked
while cleaning before. It was... wild, especially as Ross was
constantly checking on my work – and me. By the time Collins got
home I was incredibly horny, and putty in his hands.

Now I know some people would say, Chloe, what
the fuck are you doing? Yes, I ask myself the same question a lot.
But by any standard, the maid job is better, and better paying than
the coffee shop, and Collins is far, far more skilled and exciting
a lover than his son ever was.

His dark little games were twisting my mind,
of course, but who was to say it was turning it in the wrong
direction? And maybe it was the constant sexual arousal and
excitement and pleasure which was having the greater effect. Maybe
I was a slut, or maybe I was just turning into a slut. I didn't
really care, to be honest.

I had never had a more continuous stream of
excitement, heat, thrills and pleasure. Sure, consenting to it all
would have 'ordinary' women calling me names. Shit, I call myself
names sometimes. But when I compare the wild heat that is my life
with the dull, boring routine which most other girls my age live,
well, there really IS no comparison.

What's my future look like? Who knows? What
was my future like as a coffee shop waitress? For now, I'm going to
live in the present and ride the heat until I see where it's going.
And even those bitches who would sneer at me are, I bet, jealous
deep down inside.

I'm a maid, and my... lover... is a
millionaire, and that's more than good enough for me.

However 'bossy' he is.

 


* * * * *
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