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    I always resented the Brookings family. It would have been easy enough to accept that my dad worked for a company of some kind, or the government, but that my father worked as a servant for someone, that was harder to take. Who wants to admit to everyone their father is a freaking gardener!? 
 
    There's a lot of rivalry in school. It's all about status, see. I fought hard for my share, and I got lucky because, well, I'm pretty good looking and I have a really nice body. Everyone made that perfectly clear to me every day of my life. 
 
    Everyone liked me. Everyone wanted me around. Whenever I walked into a classroom, or any other kind of room, heads turned my way. Girls wanted to be my friends. Boys just wanted me. 
 
    And yet my father worked as a gardener! A gardener! That was the job for greasy wetbacks and others of that ilk. True, the gardens at the Brookings' estate were huge and varied. And my father had a three-year college diploma in horticulture. He wasn't usually the one doing the digging and weeding. He directed his staff (the greasy wetbacks).  
 
    But telling my friends my father was a gardener was something I very much avoided.  
 
    It had always made me feel low, damaging my pride, when I had to accompany him to the estate. Especially whenever I met one of the Brookings – the rich bastard Brookings. And most especially when I had to be in the presence of Sophie Brooking. 
 
    Sophie was a year younger than me. She was a pretty girl, though not up to my standard, and kind of nerdy. But she had everything! Everything! She wore the most expensive designer clothing with the same degree of casualness as I did the clothes my father bought me at Walmart. Her bedroom (when I had been ordered to 'go play' with Sophie, was the size of our apartment! 
 
    Sophie had her own big-screen wall-mounted TV, a huge four-poster bed with a canopy and lace curtains! She had so many toys and dolls that she had been given a separate bedroom just to house them all!  And Sophie lived in the big mansion with its swimming pools (indoor and outdoor), home theater, bowling alley, games rooms and other amenities which made me green with envy. 
 
    As I got older I could not resist doing my best to show off what I possessed – which was a fine body and great beauty. If I absolutely had to go to the estate I'd wear tight tops which emphasized my breasts and my taut, slim waist, and either tight pants or short skirts. 
 
    My blonde hair always shone, for I took extra care with it if I was going to go to the estate for any reason, just in case Sophie saw me. I was so glad when she had to start wearing glasses! Ha! That just made her look less sexy and more nerdy! And the got the most unstylish glasses, too, sort of rounded like Harry Potter! Was she TRYING to look like a giant nerd!? 
 
    When I got old enough to have summer jobs I at first refused the offer of the Brookings, preferring to search out almost any kind of job rather than be another of their servants. The problem was the Brookings were awfully generous, perhaps in part because I was my father's daughter. The jobs I got paid half what I could have gotten from the Brookings. 
 
    I was determined to go to university and become a lawyer, or something else with a proper sense of status. But that took money, and so, the year I graduated from high school  I gritted my teeth and finally accepted Mrs. Brookings' offer to work there as a maid. 
 
    It was so hard, though! Not the work, but having to work there as a maid, especially whenever Sophie or her brother was around! I felt terribly degraded, and my resentment for the Brookings grew worse. 
 
    Sophie was always pleasant to me, and even pretended to treat me like an equal, even a friend, but I had to struggle mightily just to be civil in return. I resented the stupid uniform, and that the practical Brookings had me wear sneakers with it instead of high heels. 
 
    I was still six inches taller than Sophie, who was a short girl, so could literally look down at her, at least. But I liked to wear high heels to emphasize my height even more, as well as how nice my legs were. 
 
    I got to know the house pretty well, of course, and my own inquisitive nature as well as a dark desire to find something bad about the Brookings, maybe some sort of criminal behavior, caused me to poke around even where I was not assigned. 
 
    I dreamed of watching Mr. Brooking and his wife on TV being led off in handcuffs for some sort of financial fraud! And in the background would be a sobbing Sophie! Oh Boo Hoo, bitch! 
 
    So when I discovered a room which was always locked, I was more than curious. It was in the basement, far down the back of a narrow corridor I had no business being in. The door was thick and padded in dimpled black leather, like the doors of fancy offices where no sound would be allowed to escape. 
 
    What was going on in this room that the Brookings wanted to keep it quiet?! Most likely it was just some sort of music room, I conceded to myself. But what if it was something more!? 
 
    Getting the key took weeks. I filched various keys I found during my cleaning, tried them, then returned them. I finally got my chance when the butler needed to get a duplicate key for a room for me, and opened a cabinet filled with keys. 
 
    Once I knew of the cabinet, and how casually the butler treated the key, it was only a matter of time before I managed to get the key, sneak down the hall, and unlock the door. 
 
    What I found shocked me! 
 
    It seemed to be a whole separate complex of rooms! First came a round entry hall with a black and white marble floor. Then came a corridor with luxurious, black(!) carpet. This led to a living room, a luxurious bathroom with a walk-in shower, and a storage room. Then in the other direction I found a strange room with a bizarre collection of wooden and leather frames of various sorts. 
 
    At first I thought it some sort of exercise room. But when I came to the far wall and all the items mounted on it, my jaw dropped and I realized that the physical activity the room was made for was quite a bit different. 
 
    There was a rack which had all manner of straps, belts, whips, flogs and crops. And shelves upon which sat leather and steel restraints, straps, coiled ropes in various collars, clamps, gags and chains of every variety! 
 
    “Holy shit!” I gasped, my eyes wide. 
 
    Another shelf had an amazing collection of male penises and vibrators in every size, shape and color! Then a cupboard revealed all kinds of kinky leather and PVC halters, catsuits, boots, shoes, gloves, skirts and amazing and kinky looking harnesses! 
 
    I wondered whose playroom it was with a sense of delicious and sadistic anticipation. And how could I get word out to humiliate the Brookings!? 
 
    The start of that was to take pictures, and I took a number of them with my iPhone, giggling in delight all the while. 
 
    I had been using my beauty, my sexuality, and my desirability as the basis for what status I had held since adolescence. I'm not embarrassed about that. Most girls do the same. As such, it was impossible to not think of how sexy and hot I might look in some of this stuff. And frankly, some of the dildos and vibrators looked intriguing! 
 
    And since Mr. and Mrs. Brooking were gone for the day and I had the spare key no one was likely to find me here. 
 
    First I tried on the high heels, then the thigh-high boots. Those looked neat! They had six-inch stiletto heels and I found a pair which fit me well enough to pull on! 
 
    I felt so tall in them! And there was a huge wall mirror next to me I could look at myself in! 
 
    They didn't go very well with the maid outfit, of course, so I quickly discarded that. Then I removed my underwear as well. None of the things in the cupboard could be worn over them. 
 
    Being naked, and naked in these incredible thigh-high boots made me feel terrifically sexy! I couldn't help taking a picture of myself, with my face turned away and my long blonde hair hiding it, but my breasts pushed out proudly! Then I pulled on a pair of PVC gloves that went all the way up practically to my shoulders! 
 
    I pulled on one of the harnesses, then. It consisted of leather straps held together by small, stainless steel rings, and it hugged my body tightly, accentuating my breasts. I felt my breathing growing more ragged as I examined the straps and figured out how to tighten the ones around my breasts so they squeezed in deliciously and made them throb! 
 
    The part which went down over my pussy was wickedly narrow, and I gasped as I had to pull on it to clip it into place, for it pulled up so hard it pulled right in between the lips of my sex! The pressure against my soft sex made it ache, but also throb deliciously! 
 
    “I look so hot!” I gasped, staring at myself in the mirror, then taking pictures – below the chin. 
 
    The lower strap was attached to a ring which was strategically designed to press against my soft flesh right where my clitoris was located. In fact, it neatly framed my clitoris, which was feeling hot and swollen just then. 
 
    I loved looking hot and sexy! I fought constantly with society's expectations to wear clothing which was as revealing as possible without being quite over the edge. I didn't want people calling me a slut, after all! Or worse, accusing me of 'trying'! It had always been frustrating to feel such restrictions on how hot and sexy I could look! 
 
    Looking at myself in the harness, boots and gloves made my pussy thrum with excitement, and I dropped a gloved leather finger down to rub lightly against my clitoris. 
 
    I gasped at the rush of sensation! 
 
    I was going to need to masturbate! 
 
    As the hunger grew within me I could feel it starting to affect my judgment. I just didn't care. I examined the dildos excitedly, then picked up one which seemed just about right. It was thick and realistic looking, but not too long. 
 
    My heart was pounding as I looked down my body, then squatted on the floor. I unsnapped the lower part of the harness and eased the thin strip of leather out from between the lips of my sex.  
 
    I'm already so fucking wet! I thought excitedly. 
 
    I pressed the nose of the dildo against myself then sank lower, moaning, gasping, then rubbing my clitoris as the thick head began to make my swollen lips ache. It slowly pushed forward as I let more weight down, the lips of my sex stretching wider and wider until the head pushed up through the mouth of my sex! 
 
    I was almost ready to come! Panting, I eased my fingers away from my clitoris, moaning as I sank down deeper and deeper. I wanted every inch of the thick, phony cock inside my now trembling body! 
 
    I succeeded! I impaled myself on the thing, then grasped the strap and pulled it in between my thighs, then up my front. I moaned as the strap pressed against my sex, gasping as I felt the head of the dildo jammed high inside me.  
 
    Just a little more! Just a little more! I thought as I forced the strap up harder. It ached, but I didn't care. The heat was scalding! I managed to do the strap up, and then stood up, gasping for breath, staring at myself with wide eyes. 
 
    No! I wasn't going to come yet! I was enjoying myself too much! The heat was too delicious! I didn't want it to end! 
 
    I put on a pair of the leather restraints around my ankles, then my trembling hands fumbled through things, looking for more! I pulled a studded leather collar around my neck and buckled it in back, then a ball gag! I pulled that up, slid it into my mouth, and strapped it behind her, then stared at myself in the mirror, my eyes wide. 
 
    God, I look so incredibly sexy! 
 
    I took a few more pictures. 
 
    Then I swept my arms up and back behind me to arch my back more, and my hand hit something, something which gave way with a metallic sound. 
 
    I looked up and saw the bar and chains. 
 
    Oh my God! I thought, awed. 
 
    I inspected it excitedly, trying to see how it worked, the hunger and heat sweltering!  
 
    The restraints on my wrists had rings on them, as did the sides of the bar when I freed it and it swung overhead. I inspected the shelf and found some clips and various shorter lengths of chain, and then tried to figure out how to make it work. 
 
    The bar overhead was attached to a pulley. I found this out when I accidentally stepped on a small pedal on the floor and the machine noise almost scared me out of a year's growth. 
 
    The bar rose above my reach, and I looked down at the pedal. It was next to a ring set in the floor, and I stepped on it again. Now the bar descended, all the way to my waist. 
 
    The image which appeared in my mind was so clear and sharp and desperately erotic that it was irresistible! I placed my left foot near one of the rings on the floor, then attached it by clipping a short chain to the ring, and to the studded leather restraint I'd put around my ankle. 
 
    I spread my other foot and placed it just next to the pedal, then chained it in place as well. 
 
    I attached a short chain to rings on each end of the bar, and then clipped them to the wrist restraints before stepping on the pedal. 
 
    The bar rose, rose up to chest level, as my pussy throbbed, rose up before my eyes as sexual electricity coursed through my body, then rose higher, as I willingly raised my arms high and apart. The moment I felt actual tension against the restraints I almost came! This was so hot! So wicked! So exciting! 
 
    I stared at myself in the big mirror, transfixed! 
 
    The bar pulled higher, and I gasped as it almost pulled me off my feet! I shifted my toe of the pedal and the bar halted in place. 
 
    I looked sooo sexy! My only regret was I wasn't able to take a picture of this! But I would. I would figure it out. I just had to set up my phone and put a timer on it! I posed for own eyes for now, wallowing in how hot and sexy and helpless I looked. 
 
    Poor me! The noble, sexy, beautiful martyr! A prisoner of some evil, wealthy blue-blooded (and handsome) nobleman! 
 
    My nipples were so hard that I longed to squeeze them! And if I could have gotten a finger down between my legs at that instant I'd have come immediately! 
 
    What a rush this was! 
 
    I knew that when I finally touched myself I would come like crazy! But given the soundproof door and the gag in my mouth that hardly mattered! 
 
    I finally decided I'd looked at myself long enough. I wanted to start touching myself! I shifted my foot to press down on the pedal. The machine hummed, but the bar pulled up, not down, and I gasped as I was lifted completely off the floor! 
 
    When my foot was pulled off the pedal the bar stopped, but that left me suspended in mid-air, hanging by my wrists! 
 
    The leather restraints around my wrists were soft and padded, and I had the leather gloves under them, but even so my wrists began to ache almost at once! 
 
    I didn't really care, though. My mind was filled with a shocking clamor of anxiety and terror as I stared down at the pedal just barely below my wriggling toes!  
 
    It was simply not possible! I could not possibly have locked myself into a position like this where I couldn't get out!  
 
    I forced myself to calm down, though my heart pounded furiously. I tried furiously to stretch my foot out just that little bit, just enough to press the pedal! What was infuriating was that I could touch it with the tip of my toe – just barely. I couldn't apply any pressure! 
 
    I tried to narrow my hands, tried to pull one out of the restraint, turning and twisting it from side to side as best I could. But that didn't work. I tried jerking with my legs against the restraint and chain, trying to pull the ring out of the floor. 
 
    That didn't work either. 
 
    The chains attached to my wrists were sitting on hooks on either end of the bar. If I could raise an arm I could simply slip the chain off the hook. But my arms held the chains taut and I couldn't raise them because they were already stretched tautly! 
 
    The full shock of it began to hit me as I stared at myself in the mirror, stared at myself looking undeniably hot and erotic and sexy. I couldn't free myself! I could not get loose! Not unless someone came to free me! And what a humiliating experience that was going to be! 
 
    I tried again, frantic, thrashing in place to no avail, only to finally stop, breathless, gasping, sweating, then whimpering and finally sobbing as the full reality of things hit her. I was going to be mortified! 
 
    In front of the Brookings! 
 
    As time passed my wrists and arms began to ache more, and I found myself becoming exhausted. I tried to simply hang in place, giving up, but that didn't prove possible. I wasn't able to breathe unless I tightened the muscles of my arms and pulled up just a bit. 
 
    For every breath. 
 
    I was a fairly fit girl, because I wanted to be sexy and that meant toned. But as the time passed I began to feel a sense of rising horror. What if no one found me! What if they just thought I had gone home early for some reason!? What if nobody came down here for days!  
 
    I could die! 
 
    I could die and then be found in this humiliating position! 
 
    * 
 
    Gerard frowned as he looked around. Where had that damn girl gone, he thought in annoyance. Being stuck with her was one of the trials in his life this summer. She was lazy and snotty, and clearly thought herself above all the routine chores he handed out to her. 
 
    Young women today, he thought, had an elevated sense of their value when they were attractive. And being blonde made it even worse. 
 
    The lazy bitch was probably hiding somewhere playing on her phone again! 
 
    Gerard went looking for her. It was a big house, and even bigger grounds. He doubted she'd go outside, though. Her father was on vacation, but all the groundsmen knew her. Besides, she didn't like being seen in her maid outfit. 
 
    He walked into the library and looked behind the doors. 
 
    “Lost something, Gerard?” 
 
    He looked over and smiled as he saw Sophie curled up in a big chair with a book in her lap. He smiled tolerantly. He had watched the girl grow up, and she was a sweet-natured and polite young woman, if a bit nerdy and given to too much time spent alone reading. 
 
    “I'm missing a maid, Miss Sophie.” 
 
    The girl smiled. “She's probably on Instagram again.” 
 
    Gerard sighed and shook his head. “I'm determined to find her. I haven't seen her in over two hours.” 
 
    “Really? That's not like her. She's usually smart enough to make an appearance every now and then so no one wonders what she's up to.” 
 
    “Your mother should fire her.” 
 
    “Oh, she's not that bad. She might grumble and complain but she does do the work. And with Amanda on maternity leave you need someone.” 
 
    “Someone. Not her,” Gerard growled. 
 
    “Are you complaining that the family is too loyal to its employees, Gerard?” she asked in amusement. 
 
    “Well, no, of course not. It was very kind of your mother to hire the girl. But the girl ought to show a sense of gratitude. God knows she's being paid enough!” 
 
    Sophie shrugged. 
 
    “Maybe she went home,” she said. 
 
    Gerard shook his head. “Her clothes are still in the locker room.” 
 
    “There's no way Hannah would wear her maid uniform on the bus home,” Sophie said. “She hates it.” 
 
    “She has an elevated sense of herself, that girl,” Gerard growled. “Far too much pride for far too little accomplishments.” 
 
    “I think half of that is an act. Have you checked the attic?” 
 
    “I've looked everywhere and there's not a sign of her!” 
 
    It was that which gave Sophie the first small tingle of concern.  Gerard knew the house very well. He'd been their butler for over ten years. And he'd dealt with any number of lazy maids during that time. He knew all the hiding places. 
 
    Sophie was curious now herself. She sighed and put down the book, which was about the founding history of Venice and took off her reading glasses. They were large and round, those glasses, and quite unfashionable. But they were quite practical, much like Sophie. 
 
    She started on the top floor, checking the attic. Then she worked her way along the floor, looking under beds and in closets. She made her way down to the first floor and looked everywhere a five foot seven girl could squeeze herself in comfortably, then went downstairs and checked the wine cellar, the bowling alley, the theater, and games room, the storage rooms and even the utility room and came up empty. 
 
    She glanced down the hall at the only place she hadn't checked, but that was always locked. She went down the hall and checked the door, but it was safely locked. Shaking her head, she turned and went upstairs again. 
 
    Another hour passed, and her suspicions mounted. Surely not. She couldn't possibly get in there.  Sophie knew what that room was. She was eighteen, after all, and there was only so much her parents could have hidden from her. She'd only glanced in there once, and though the idea of all those things was … fascinating, she had recoiled from showing any interest in what her kinky parents did in their sex lives! 
 
    Her mother came home about then, and Sophie jerked her aside urgently. 
 
    “What is it, dear?” 
 
    “Hannah is missing.” 
 
    “What do you mean missing?” her mother asked. 
 
    Her mother had grown up in Boston, and had a patrician accent which Sophie had occasionally tried to imitate but usually failed. 
 
    “Her clothes are still here but no one's seen her for three hours.” 
 
    “Well, she's probably watching TV or gone for a walk or something,” her mother said without concern. 
 
    “No. Gerard and I have checked the whole house.” 
 
    “Well then she went for a walk.” 
 
    “In her maid outfit? No way!” 
 
    “Well what is it you think she's done, dear?” 
 
    “Sherlock Holmes,” Sophie said. “When you have eliminated all possibilities, that which remains, however unlikely, has to be the answer.” 
 
    “You're such a nerd, dear,” her mother said, smiling. 
 
    “That room,” Sophie said, giving her a significant look. 
 
    Her mother looked at her in surprise. 
 
    “Don't be silly. She couldn't possibly get in there!” 
 
    “It's the only room in the house we haven't searched. Maybe you left it unlocked...?” 
 
    “Don't be absurd!” her mother sniffed. 
 
    “Well, we have to check it anyway.” 
 
    “What would she be doing in there for three hours!?” 
 
    Sophie smirked. “Well, she is a natural blonde.” 
 
    Her mother snorted. 
 
    “Very well. I'll look, just to cross it off your list of possibilities, Sherlock. I'm telling you the girl has gone for a walk and is out playing with her phone by a tree.” 
 
    Her mother headed to the elevator down, and Sophie followed, getting in beside her. 
 
    They rode swiftly down, then walked through the basement to the door. 
 
    “Would you like to turn your head so you don't see anything kinky?” 
 
    Sophie stuck her tongue out at her. 
 
    Her mother snorted, took a key ring out of her purse, found the appropriate key, and unlocked the door. 
 
    The light was on, and there was Hannah. The two of them gaped at the sight of her.  
 
    The door was behind the blonde and off to her left, which allowed them to see her front and back as she hung in place in front of the mirror, basically naked. 
 
    “Good God!” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    “She doesn't look good,” Sophie said, concerned. 
 
    Her mother snorted. “She's alive. So she'll be fine.” 
 
    They walked over to her and Mrs. Brooking reached out and gripped the girl's blonde hair. It was tangled and damp now, matted against her cheek. She jerked up and back and Hannah's glassy eyes looked at her dazedly. 
 
    She sighed and moved around her, then pressed the pedal. The bar lowered her until her heels were on the floor.  
 
    Then it stopped. 
 
    She picked up the phone Hannah had left on the table and jerked her head at her daughter. They both went across to the door where she skimmed through the pictures. At first they were of the room and all its frames, chains, and assorted 'accessories'. Then the pictures were of Hannah. 
 
    “Are you sure she's okay?” Sophie asked worriedly, looking at the sweating blonde. 
 
    The blonde was swaying dazedly. The pressure was off her wrists now, mostly, but it seemed like she was finding it hard to stand unaided. 
 
    “She'll be fine. Her wrists are going to be sore for a while, though, and her butt should be too given what she needs is a good strapping.” 
 
    “She might like that,” Sophie said in amusement. “I mean, given she put herself into that position.” 
 
    “I wonder how she got in,” her mother asked. “And I wonder what she intended doing with all these pictures.” 
 
    “Most of them are of her. She's a bit of a narcissist.” 
 
    “A bit!? Anyway look, the first ones are just of the room. Who was she intending to show these to?” 
 
    She glared at her daughter. 
 
    “Why would she?” 
 
    “Yes, why? Good question.” 
 
    She strode back to where the blonde was starting to show a few signs of movement, then undid the strap behind her head and removed the gag from her mouth. 
 
    “Well don't we look pretty?” she said sarcastically. “All sweaty and naked. I think you've been drooling onto your chest, dear,” she said in her most acid and arrogant voice. 
 
    Hannah's face reddened and she looked away, then gasped as Mrs. Brooking gripped her hair and jerked her head up and around. 
 
    “How did you get in here?” she demanded. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was dumbfounded! I'd been desperately relieved to hear someone at the door, relieved I wouldn't die in here! And the physical relief when I'd been lowered to the floor had almost exceeded the emotional relief. But now I was standing here naked and shackled in a situation I'd put myself while Mrs. Brooking glowered down at me! 
 
    And I had no way of explaining myself! I couldn't bring myself to say the obvious – that I'd been intrigued with all the bondage stuff and wanted to see myself in it. Nor could I explain why I'd snuck in in the first place – to get something nasty on the Brookings! 
 
    It was mortifying enough to be caught like this by Mrs. Brooking, but to have Sophie standing there behind her gazing at me with such a wide-eyed, curious look was beyond humiliating! Maybe it would have been better if I had died, I thought desperately. At least I wouldn't feel such incredible shame! 
 
    “I'm waiting for an answer, little girl,” Mrs. Brooking growled. 
 
    I had to say something! What could I say!?  
 
    “I... I-I... just... was... curious... about what... what I'd look like with... this... stuff on!” I mumbled. 
 
    Then I gasped as Mrs. Brooking jerked back on my hair again, forcing my head back. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “I... was curious about what... this stuff would look like!” I gasped. 
 
    “And how did you get in here in the first place?” 
 
    “Gregory has a key in the... the … wall cabinet,” I gulped. 
 
    “And why would you even bother trying to get in here? Did you know what you'd find?” 
 
    “N-No!” I squeaked. 
 
    “Then why were you so determined to get in?” 
 
    “I-I... I dunno!” I whined. 
 
    Mrs. Brooking sniffed and released my hair. 
 
    “She's lying,” she said. “I should just fire her ass. Though first I'll tell your father how I found you,” she growled to me. 
 
    I felt a huge psychic jolt! That would be even more horribly humiliating! 
 
    “I don't think you should fire her,” Sophie said. 
 
    I looked at her gratefully! 
 
    Mrs. Brooking turned and looked at her. “You think I should just let her get away with this? This is an incredible invasion of our privacy!” 
 
    “Well, yes, so maybe you should... punish her,” she said with raised eyebrows. 
 
    Mrs. Brooking looked at Sophie and both looked at me. I gulped and dropped my eyes. 
 
    “And how should we punish her?” 
 
    “Well... it seems to me that if Hannah wasn't awfully interested in this bondage stuff she wouldn't have stripped naked and done herself all up tight like this. I assume she somehow screwed up and raised herself into the air and couldn't get down?” 
 
    “That's what it looks like,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    “So you enjoy punishing pretty girls, and Hannah is a pretty girl in need of punishment,” Sophie said with a smirk. 
 
    “I punish pretty girls who like to be punished,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    “Don't you think a girl who does herself up like this is more than slightly curious about what it would be like to be... punished?” 
 
    “You're too smart for your own good sometimes, Sophie.” 
 
    Sophie smiled. 
 
    “But maybe you should punish her.” 
 
    Sophie blinked in surprise. “Me!?” 
 
    “Yeeees,” her mother said with sudden interest. “I think it would do you good to explore that side of yourself.” 
 
    “I don't have that side of myself,” Sophie sniffed. 
 
    “You can't fool me, Sophie,” her mother said in amusement. “Those bodice buster romances you hide under your mattress are all about pretty girls being at the mercy of handsome men.” 
 
    Sophie looked at her crossly. “So?” 
 
    “So if you find the idea of a pretty girl being... at the mercy of someone, then you'll probably find it even more interesting to have a pretty girl at the mercy of... you.” 
 
    “I'm not gay,” Sophie said firmly. 
 
    “And neither am I,” her mother replied in the same tone. “But... I can be.. flexible. And I bet you can too.” 
 
    “I'm not – .” 
 
    “Oh please. I've seen the way you're looking at her. She's an awfully erotic sight all helpless and shackled and sweaty like this. And she has a fabulous body. I'll have to give her that.” 
 
    Mrs. Anderson jerked back on my hair and I gasped in pain, my head pulled back and my back arched. 
 
    “Look at these tits,” Mrs. Brooking said. “They were made to be whipped.” 
 
    Whipped!? My eyes widened as the two examined my breasts. 
 
    “In fact, she has a perfect body to play the role of that pretty, helpless maiden in your books. Except for what a horny little slut she is, of course.” 
 
    “I wouldn't want to... hurt her,” Sophie said. 
 
    “Oh I think you would enjoy it, my dear. Of course, hurting is not the same as harming. You wouldn't want to harm her. But causing her a little temporary, well-deserved pain, well now, that can be quite... satisfying. And I have a feeling that if handled right, our little blonde maid would find it even more of a thrill.” 
 
    “I wouldn't!” I blurted. 
 
    “Ah, it speaks,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    She looked me up and down, eyes flashing. “Do you mean to tell me you don't think you deserve to be punished for today?” 
 
    I looked at her helplessly. I couldn't really say no. I expected to be fired for doing something like this. And even if they didn't tell my father, how was I going to explain it to him!? 
 
    “Answer me, slut! Do you think you deserve to be punished?” 
 
    My face reddened further. 
 
    “Y-Yes,” I squeaked. 
 
    “So how should I punish you?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes helplessly away, until Mrs. Brooking yanked on my hair again. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I... I don't know!” 
 
    “Well let's see. Instead of working at a job for which you are greatly overpaid, you stole a key and snuck in here, probably thinking there was something you could steal.” 
 
    “I wouldn't!” I gasped indignantly. 
 
    “Then started playing kinky dress-up with my things.” 
 
    “But – .” 
 
    “Why did you take pictures of this room?” 
 
    There was no way I was going to answer that! 
 
    Mrs. Brooking let go of my hair and looked me up and down, then moved over to the shelf and returned with what looked like a small magic marker.  
 
    “You left this out when you put on that halter, dear. No doubt you weren't aware that it came with it.” 
 
    She dropped her hands low, and pressed the tip of the thing against the metal ring which pressed against my body just at the top of my sex, the metal ring which framed my clitoris. She gave it a small twist, and the 'marker' stayed in place, attached to the ring. Then it started to buzz, to... vibrate! 
 
    I gasped as the thing buzzed strongly against my clitoris. my eyes rolled from side to side and I felt a wild, swirling rush of emotions. I was not entirely a stranger to 'messing around' with girls. It was the fashionable thing to do, after all. So I had experimented, though never getting far beyond heavy kissing and petting. 
 
    The idea of being the object of Mrs. Brookings' interest, though, was a shock. The woman was certainly attractive, but of course, much older than me. Not to mention scary! But the sudden introduction of the vibrator – by Mrs. Brooking – changed the entire tone of my emotions. 
 
    My wild anxiety about being fired and exposed, not to mention my humiliation at being caught, were still there. But now I began to feel a new rush of emotion – a mixture of panic and curiosity at the thought of Mrs. Brooking bringing to life the dark fantasies I'd had when I'd started putting the restraints and leather gear on my body. 
 
    And that changed my attitude quite sharply. Because instead of Mrs. Brooking having caught me, an employee, doing something sick and perverted – with all the shame that brought – some sort of sex thing between us drew us together into the same kinky, perverted thing. And that eased a lot of my shame. 
 
    And then came the reminder of how helpless I was with my wrists locked up above her, and my ankles locked to the floor. The idea of being helpless in a sexual sense had always been one of my darker fantasies. Beautiful, lovely, sexy me, a prisoner to hot, lusting men! Yes, that fantasy had always intrigued me. 
 
    I'd never thought about it with a woman before, but Mrs. Brooking had always been very mannish in her tough, overbearing, scary attitude, so the substitute wasn't that hard to make in my mind. 
 
    And with that shift in attitude my body began to feel the first flickering of arousal, especially with the vibrator held tightly against me. 
 
    “Now about that punishment,” Mrs. Brooking said. “Punishment you richly deserve. Should you be fired?” 
 
    I dropped my eyes nervously, then yelped in startled pain, my head jerking up as Mrs. Brooking slapped my bottom sharply. 
 
    “Answer me.” 
 
    “I... I... no?” I gulped. 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    My eyes flicked anxiously towards Sophie. This would be so much easier if the bitch would just go away! 
 
    “I... I dunno!” I moaned. 
 
    “Well then, perhaps I should select your punishment. Since you're chained up here like a bondage slut, you clearly have some interest in the role. Perhaps your punishment should be directly related to that interest.” 
 
    She reached up and caught my nipples between thumbs and forefingers, then stroked them lightly as I gasped and stared. 
 
    “Nipples are a sensitive part of the anatomy. Did you know that, Sophie?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” Sophie said, rolling her eyes. 
 
    I cried out as the woman pinched my nipples suddenly, tugging them up and forward. my back arched in response as I gulped in air. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! Please!” 
 
    “Please? Who are you talking to, girl?” 
 
    “You!” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “You, Mrs. Brooking!” I gasped, my nipples on fire. 
 
    “I think you should call me... mistress.” 
 
    I moaned and felt a strange dark rush of something like awe. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “M-Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    Mrs. Brooking released my nipples and I fell back, gasping, my nipples hot and throbbing. 
 
    “See how easy it can be to control a slave girl, dear?” Mrs. Brooking said to Sophie. 
 
    Slave girl!? I felt another psychic jolt! Followed by a strange, dark rush of something hot and squirmy. Me, as a slave girl!? To Mrs. Brooking!? That was... wild! That was crazy! That was sick! That was... intriguing! 
 
    And the vibrator was making my clitoris thrum more and more powerfully! 
 
    “Now let's get this off of you,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    She undid the strap behind my neck, then another, When she undid the one between my legs I suddenly became aware of the danger, and my pulse rate spiked!  Yet I couldn't possibly beg her to stop! There was no reason to! Not that I could give voice to! 
 
    Mrs. Brooking drew the last of the harness off me, peeling the strap down and out from between the lips of my sex, removing the little vibrator, leaving me naked save for the gloves and boots. 
 
    “Hmm, now what have we here?” the woman said in amusement. 
 
    I felt another horrible wave of shame. For the lips of my sex hadn't quite closed together after the strap had been removed. Because the base of the dildo peeked out. 
 
    My shame became much worse as Sophie moved closer and peered down. 
 
    “She's got something inside her,” she said. 
 
    Is it possible to die of humiliation!? I wondered. 
 
    Mrs. Brooking reached down and two fingers delicately spread my lips wider. 
 
    “One of the dildos,” she said. 
 
    “It looks pretty thick,” Sophie said, sounding impressed. 
 
    “Yes, well... blondes. They like them thick.” 
 
    I was mortified! 
 
    “Hand me that wand, dear,” she said. “Plug it in.” 
 
    Sophie went to the shelf and picked up a Hitachi wand, which was a long-handled vibrator with a large round vibrating ball on the end. 
 
    “On second thought,” her mother said, drawing her hand back. “Turn it on, and press it against her.” 
 
    “Uhm, oh I don't know – .” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Sophie licked her lips a bit nervously, but obeyed, pressing the round ball against my pussy. 
 
    “Rub it up and down. Press harder, dear.” 
 
    I turned my head away, face flaming, as the other girl began to rub the powerful vibrator up and down against my sex. Then I cried out as Mrs. Brooking moved behind her, gripped my hair, and yanked my head back again. 
 
    “Would you like to be my little experiment, blonde girl?” she asked. “Perhaps explore an area of your sexuality which you've had little experience in to date?” 
 
    Her other hand reached around and firmly cupped one of my breasts, squeezing it. 
 
    “Answer me, slut!” 
 
    “I... I... I... I  don't know!” I moaned. 
 
    The sensations being wrought on my body by the wand rubbing up and down against my sex were growing more and more powerful, especially since the dildo, now no longer held in place by the strap, had slid down a little to push out more firmly against the lips of my sex. That spread them wider, and let the vibrator rub more directly against my clitoris. 
 
    “Slave girls are weak-minded, Sophie dear. They're easily manipulated and controlled, because they want to be.” 
 
    She picked up the ball-gag again and pushed it against my mouth. 
 
    I moaned, letting my jaw widen as the gag pushed in. I felt a sense of anxiety, but also relief. If I was gagged I couldn't be expected to answer any of those horribly embarrassing questions! 
 
    “Now we'll see how she responds to the flog,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    I gasped, eyes widening. I shook my head as Mrs. Brooking went over to the wall and then returned with a short-handled whip which had dozens of thin black leather strings attached. 
 
    “This is more of a toy than any real punishment,” Mrs. Brooking said, “but a decent way to explore her reactions.” 
 
    She moved behind me, and I shook my head anxiously. 
 
    “Press a little harder, dear, especially on the upward movements.” 
 
    I gasped as Sophie did just that, and the sensations grew more intense! Then I sensed quick movement and looked at the mirror just as Mrs. Brooking brought the whip down across my back! I cried out, my voice muffled by the gag, my back arching as the thin leather strips spread out and cut across my back. 
 
    It... hurt! It didn't hurt nearly as much as I had expected, though, so I felt a quick burst of relief. They were very lightweight and spread out, so it was like... like this little crackle of light stings across the surface of my back! 
 
    “This is what happens to slave girls who act up, Hannah,” Mrs. Brooking said, swinging it again. 
 
    I cried out again as the thin strips hit the soft skin of my back, but I didn't arch away as much, and my voice was lower. The strips didn't really hurt much. If this was my punishment then I was getting off lightly. It wasn't nearly as bad as the humiliation of being caught had been. 
 
    I flinched, though, and flinched again, and then again as the flog cut across my back! Meanwhile, Sophie was grinding the vibrator up and down against my pussy in a way which was sending wild, churning waves of sensation up through my groin. 
 
    “Don't stand in her way, dear. She wants to see herself in the mirror,” Mrs. Brooking said. “She's a narcissist, after all. She wants to see how hot she looks.” 
 
    Sophie eased aside, while still holding the vibrator against me, then stopped at her mother's order.  
 
    The halt in the sensations was like closing a door, but I realized Mrs. Brooking was right about me wanting to see myself, to watch myself. I stared, my eyes wide, as the woman brought the flog down across my back again, jerking in response, gasping, staring at my body. 
 
    I felt a churning rush of emotion and heat and dark, almost animal excitement! 
 
    My body writhed and twisted as the flog swept in sideways now, the long, thin strips curling around my hip to snap at my abdomen, then at my stomach. Then they curled around my ribs to snap at my breasts! 
 
    I cried out at that! The sting, though light, was worse against my tender breasts! But they came with a shock-wave of dark heat, of outrage which brought even more heat as sexual electricity crackled up and down my spine. 
 
    The dildo slid slowly down out of my pussy, though, and then fell to the floor. 
 
    Mrs. Brooking snorted and stopped. 
 
    “We can't have that. We can't have a blonde slave girl without a big cock in her.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Sophie. Go over to the shelf. Get the black one.” 
 
    Sophie started. She was sweating, I realized, feeling a wild churning inside my body. She looked uncomfortable with what was happening, embarrassed and awkward. But she also seemed... curious. 
 
    She got the dildo in question. 
 
    “This one?” 
 
    Her mother nodded and she moved to hand it to her. 
 
    “You put it in her.” 
 
    “Oh... oh... no,” she said, embarrassed. 
 
    “Don't pretend with me, Sophie. I can see the telltale signs. You're interested, very interested.” 
 
    “I'm just... I mean...I mean it's... uh...” 
 
    “Go ahead. She wants it. She'll love it.” 
 
    Her hands seemed shaky as she pressed the thing against my sex, and I gasped, staring at it! 
 
    It was shaped like a big penis, but much longer than the other one I'd used. It also had this weird little branch near the bottom which angled up. I was pretty sure I knew what that was for! 
 
    Sophie pressed the head against my sex and pushed. I felt the pressure mounting and moaned. She pressed harder then, altering the pressure, and the thick dildo slowly pushed through the glistening, swollen lips of my hairless sex. She pushed slowly, easing back, finding the angle, looking embarrassed but also breathlessly fascinated as she worked the thing deeper and deeper. 
 
    I gasped as it started to vibrate, and my head jerked back, my back arching as her mother slashed the flog across my back. 
 
    “I... I think that's as deep as it can get,” she gulped. 
 
    Her mother came around and took the base, then shoved it deeper, and I cried out, straining against the restraints. The little branch at the base was now jammed in firmly against the top of my sex as Mrs. Brooking pull the strap up across my hips and locked it in back to hold the dildo in place. 
 
    “Now you give it a try,” Mrs. Brooking said, handing Sophie the flog. 
 
    “Oh... uh...gee, I don't think – .” 
 
    “Just try it.” 
 
    Sophie took the flog awkwardly, then, her eyes looked hot as she stared at me with the big vibrator jammed inside me. She drew her arm back and swung it. The thin strips spread out as they swept through the air, then cracked softly against my breasts! 
 
    “Harder. She's a snotty, lazy little bitch who violated my privacy and she deserves to be punished,” her mother barked. “If  it's not like this then it'll be firing.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed, then swung again, seeming to gasp excitedly, as she watched my reaction, as she stared at the vibrator jammed high inside my belly. 
 
    Her face was flushed, and she swung again, giggling as it hit my breasts harder and I cried out. 
 
    “This is how sex slaves are punished, Sophie.” 
 
    Sex slaves!? I felt another hot, squirming rush of excitement at the thought of me as a sex slave! Sophie looked excited too as she swung again, and again, harder, looking awed as she watched the flog cutting into my breasts! 
 
    She looked like she was getting off on this! She stared at me hungrily, and at the thin red lines now beginning to appear all across my skin.  Her arm drew back and she swung again, a little harder, and I cried out as they slashed across my breasts, for the blows stung more now!  
 
    She stared at the thick base of the vibrator protruding from my sex, transfixed by the sight of me even as I writhed and squirmed and moaned as the vibrator buzzed away against me!  
 
    She brought the flog down again, harder still, and I cried out into the gag, feeling this strange, shocking sense of... I don't know how to describe it! I felt like a martyr, like a victim, but... I also felt like I deserved it, because I'd been soooo stupid! And at the same time I knew I must look incredibly hot just from the way she was looking at me! 
 
    Her mother held up her hand and she paused, watching as she removed the gag and jerked back on my hair. 
 
    “Would you like to come, slave girl?” she demanded. “Would you?” 
 
    I was gurgling and gasping and half sobbing for breath, incredibly embarrassed, but also incredibly aroused, and trying to hide it somehow.  Sophie stared at me, and I could see her hard nipples pushing out against her shirt! 
 
    I was dazed, overheated, confused, still embarrassed but gripped by a sexual fever. My breasts were hot and aching from the flogging Sophie had given me, and the outrageousness of that left me breathless! My back had been flogged too, but the heat and ache there were already beginning to fade. 
 
    I felt... lost... as if on an out-of-control roller-coaster, without any influence in its direction or speed. 
 
    “Tell me you want to come... slut,” Mrs. Brooking growled into my ear. 
 
    “Please!” I moaned. 
 
    “Whip her again.” 
 
    I cried out as Sophie swung the flog and it cut across my breasts again, raising fire across both throbbing mounds! 
 
    “Please!” she cried dazedly. 
 
    “Do you want to come.... slave girl?” 
 
    I shuddered, and then when the woman's hand moved around me and down to grip the dildo and twist it I cried out, my hips bucking helplessly. 
 
    “Do you want to come... slut?” 
 
    “I... I... Yes!” she moaned. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “I...I-I want to come!” I moaned, cringing at saying so in front of Sophie. 
 
    “Slave girls beg for what they want. Beg.” 
 
    This was so wild and dark and kinky and thrilling! I couldn't control the heat pulsing through my body! 
 
    “Please!” I gasped. “Please make me come!” 
 
    I cried out as the woman jerked back on my hair sharply. 
 
    “Mistress,” she growled. “Say it.” 
 
    “Please make me come, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    This was so fucking kinky and outrageous! 
 
    Mrs. Brooking brought her thumb in against the base of the vibrator pressing against my clitoris, then slid her thumb under, rubbing me hard and fast. 
 
    My body exploded! I cried out, twisting and writhing, my hips bucking violently against the raw sensations pouring up through my body. The orgasm shattered my mind! It started with a powerful, growing overload of pressure and pleasure between my legs. It grew and grew and grew and then flared wildly as I lost control of my muscles. 
 
    “You see. This is what blondes are like,” I heard the woman say, even as my body continued to twist and writhe and thrash in my restraints. 
 
    I sagged dazedly as the orgasm finally faded, and Mrs. Brooking moved away from me. Then she returned and began to shove something down over my head, like a hat – a leathery hat which nevertheless could stretch as it slid down over my forehead, then over my face! 
 
    It was pulled all the way down over my head and then under, to fasten together around my throat. And I was now blinded. The mask, or hood, completely covered me, except for my mouth. 
 
    “Wha-what are... what....?” 
 
    I felt something pushed into my mouth, then, another ball gag, only this one came attached to a thick leather strap which then pressed down against my mouth and lips and the cheeks. There were small nose holes, but my head was now isolated. I looked around, confused, uncertain, wondering. 
 
    “Now we're going to start training you to be a sex slave,” I heard Mrs. Brooking say. 
 
    What! I thought dazedly. Was she kidding? God, they were kinky! Who knew the Brookings were such perverts!? 
 
    I felt the chains holding my arms up lowered, releasing the tension. I felt my wrists unlinked, then my ankles. 
 
    “On all fours, slave girl,” Mrs. Brooking ordered, pushing against my shoulder. 
 
    Blind, I had little alternative. It wasn't like I could run around like this! 
 
    I felt a pull from the collar, tugging me forward. 
 
    “Crawl,” Mrs. Brooking ordered. 
 
    God, this is so sick! I thought in amazement. But my body thrummed excitedly as I obediently crawled forward. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I halted, looking around as if I could see. 
 
    “Look at these big udders hanging down below the slave,” Mrs. Brooking said. 
 
    I felt something slapping lightly against the side of my left breast. It felt... thin and flexible. 
 
    “We should do something about them.” 
 
    I gulped anxiously, wondering what she intended doing. Then I felt something next to me, then what felt like thin straps being wrapped around the base of each breast. They tightened, and I felt my breasts starting to throb harder, felt the flesh being squeezed more, felt my hard nipples tingle wildly! 
 
    My breasts felt almost... hard, the skin taut! 
 
    My right hand was lifted up and something slipped over it, then the same to my left. It restricted my fingers and thumb, as if a second glove had been placed over them, except this was more like a mitten – only with no thumb. 
 
    Then something thin cracked across my buttocks stingingly. 
 
    “Spread your legs, slut.” 
 
    I gasped, and felt a surge of outrage at both the tone and the pain! But it was almost immediately masked  by a similar surge of dark heat! 
 
    I spread my legs, then again, moaning and squirming as I felt fingers at my sex. The vibrator was still there, though it was no longer vibrating. Still, its presence, along with this dark, sick situation was starting to make my lower body shake again! Now I felt the straps at my hips tightening, and the vibrator pushing just a little deeper! 
 
    A moment later I felt a finger at my back opening. I started to rise but a hand came down on the back of my neck and forced my lower. 
 
    “Face against the floor, slave!” 
 
    A sharp crack of something thin  snapping down across my buttocks made me cry out in pain, but I obeyed, as something slippery was pushed into my bottom. It pumped in and out, then something much thicker pushed into me! It felt long and thick and I felt... ridges on it! It was must be a dildo, I thought with a sense of awe. 
 
    It pumped slowly in and out, twisted and turned, and then pushed deeper still, then even deeper, as my body began to pulse with heat and excitement once again. The thing in my ass began to hurt, began to make me feel cramped inside, but it kept pushing, and then stretched me even wider, achingly wide! 
 
    Suddenly it narrowed again. Much to my relief! The head was still deep inside me, though, with the base sticking out, keeping me open. I could feel some thicker part of it, like a doughnut, just on the inside of my body, holding the thing I place. 
 
    I was bewildered by all this. It was so much more astonishing than anything related to sex I had ever taken part in! It was so kinky and wild and nasty and dirty! It made me anxious and uncomfortable and especially so knowing Sophie was there! 
 
    But the heat was too intense for me to resist. 
 
    I felt the pull against the collar again. 
 
    “Crawl, slave girl.” 
 
    I cringed. That was Sophie's voice! But I couldn't really refuse as something was pulling at the collar. 
 
    Oh my God! It's like... a leash! I thought wildly. A picture came unbidden to my mind of me crawling naked on the floor being led by a leash! 
 
    And then another shocking thought. What if they were taking pictures to humiliate me the way I had hoped to humiliate them!? 
 
    But then I felt relieved. With this... hood thing on my face I was completely masked. No one could prove it was me.  
 
    My breasts throbbed below me! They were no longer moving as I moved. Instead they felt hard and taut, and sort of... pointing out a bit to either side. 
 
    “Stop. We're going to play a little game, slave girl,” Mrs. Brooking said. “It's like Simon says. Remember that game? Only in this case, I don't have to say Simon Says. I just have to give you an order. You are to immediately obey that order. Or else.” 
 
    This is insane! I thought wonderingly. 
 
    “Sit back on your heels and spread your knees.” 
 
    I blinked, then yelped as something cut across my bottom with a stinging blow. 
 
    “Now, Slave.” 
 
    Gasping, I pushed myself up and back and then sat awkwardly on my heels. 
 
    “Legs spread wide. Wider, slave.” 
 
    I shuddered and blushed but obeyed as something slapped against both my inner thighs in turn. 
 
    “Hands behind neck, back arched.” 
 
    My face was hot under the hood, but I obeyed, filled with a wild, swirling, churning array of emotions, thoughts, doubts, heat, embarrassment and anxiety. 
 
    I felt something thin and flexible rubbing against my hard nipples, one at a time. 
 
    “This is a riding crop,” Brooking said. “It's used to train naughty little slave girls.” 
 
    I felt another jolt! God, this was so sick! 
 
    “What a lovely, sexy body our slave girl has,” Brooking said. 
 
    I felt the... crop, sliding down my body and tapping at the vibrator. I longed to squeeze my thighs together around it. I felt my entire lower body flaming, and was so filled with dark heat I knew it would take little to make me explode again! 
 
    I felt so full inside! Full and aching and burning! 
 
    “When I say kneel and display, you will assume this position, slave.” 
 
    I winced at a sharp blow to my bottom. 
 
    “Now stand and display.” 
 
    I moaned dazedly, then gasped as the crop snapped down harder. I pushed myself up awkwardly onto my feet. 
 
    “Hands behind neck, back arched. Feet apart!” 
 
    Crack! The crop snapped across my bottom again, and I yelped and hurriedly obeyed. 
 
    “If you are given the order to stand and display, you will assume this position, slave.” 
 
    “Look at her,” Brooking said. “A perfect fuck-toy for anyone's use. This is clearly what nature intended for her.” 
 
    As she spoke I felt the crop tapping lightly against my nipples, then against my belly, then my bottom. I stood still, trembling, moaning into the gag, swaying. 
 
    “Kneel and display!” 
 
    I got down onto my knees, then yelped at a sharp blow from the crop. 
 
    “Faster, slut!” 
 
    I hurriedly assumed the position I'd been in before, and felt the crop sliding over my body. 
 
    “Now I have a third position for you, Slave. It's called Head Down and Display. I want your breasts on the floor and your bottom in the air with your legs spread.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Do it, Slave!” 
 
    I moaned and obeyed, feeling the pressure on my breasts as I pressed them against the floor.  
 
    Crack! 
 
    I yelped, raising my bottom and spreading my legs. 
 
    “Arms thrust out in front of you.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Now pull your thighs in closer to your torso and tighter to your belly.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Spread those legs, slut!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    I yelped and moaned, feeling a growing sense of anxiety! I couldn't stop the woman from using the crop to make me sting, nor even protest! My only recourse was to try to assume the correct position as rapidly as possible! 
 
    “Spread those legs wider, slave.” 
 
    I moaned and obeyed. 
 
    “Now isn't this a pretty picture of a bitch in heat waiting to be mounted?” Brooking said. “She'd love to have some man kneel behind her and ram his big cock deep into her belly.” 
 
    God! This was so fucking degrading! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Isn't that right, slut?” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    I yelped and moaned. 
 
    I felt fingers rubbing along the taut lips of my sex. 
 
    “She's dripping wet,” Brooking said as fingers rubbed against my clitoris. 
 
    Yet she said it from in front of me. I moaned, for that meant Sophie was fingering me. But then I realized the fingers were far too big to be Sophie! Was Sophie even still here? And if not, then... then who was that behind me!? 
 
    “She certainly is,” said a male voice. 
 
    My eyes went wide behind the hood and I felt frozen for long seconds. It was Mr. Brookings' voice! Then my legs instinctively jerked closed and I pushed myself frantically up off my belly. Of course, that bared my breasts, so I again instinctively thrust an arm across them, and then the other hand down between my legs as I heard laughter. 
 
    I was mortified again! 
 
    “Getting shy all of a sudden, Slave girl?” Mrs. Brookings asked. 
 
    “You're a very sexual girl, Hannah,” Mr. Brookings said. “And you have a body even better than I had imagined. You'll make a fine sex slave.” 
 
    And then... I heard the door close, and nothing but silence. 
 
    Were they gone?! Were they still here!? How many people were here!? 
 
    My hands were unbound but... I had no fingers! I couldn't remove the collar or the hood. What was I supposed to do now!? 
 
    For the first time I felt a sense of anxiety about just what Mrs. Brooking meant when she called me 'sex slave'. I had been taking them as just sexy words meant to excite and outrage me. Which they had done! 
 
    Surely the woman couldn't possibly mean that for real!? Or her husband!? 
 
    A sex slave, I thought wonderingly. What would that be like!? Would I be kept naked like this all the time, a... a fuck-toy for their use and amusement?! The thought was shockingly outrageous and unbelievable!  
 
    But no, they couldn't keep me here as a prisoner! Not for long, anyway! Someone would be bound to find out! 
 
    I stood up uncertainly, and tried to move a little, but to do that I had to put my arms out ahead of me, which meant taking them off my breasts and groin. What if someone was still here!? 
 
    I knelt down again. Then I felt the vibrator starting to buzz! 
 
    I gasped, snapping my thighs together around the base, my hands clamping against my groin as the vibrations seemed to roll right up through my body! 
 
    Who had turned it on!? Was someone there!? I had no way of telling! 
 
    I couldn't exactly call 'hello!?' 
 
    I finally gave up on covering my body. They'd all seen me naked anyway. And I couldn't do anything if I kept my hands pressed against myself. Even with my hands free, though, my options were limited.  
 
    I could crawl around the room a bit, driven by my memory of what was where, and swing my hand out before me to try and see if anyone was there. But I was pretty sure they could silently move aside before I could reach them. 
 
    And then the door opened and closed again! 
 
    I looked towards it, half covering my breasts again. 
 
    “Well, well, well.” 
 
    I cringed. That was Sophie's voice! 
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    “Well, Hannah, you've always been proud of your body, of your big boobs and nice ass,” Sophie said. “You should be delighted at the opportunity to show them off more.” 
 
    I scowled at the girl, or at least, scowled at where I thought she was standing. 
 
    “My parents have always been kind of kinky,” Sophie said, moving closer. “But I had no idea what they were up to down here until after I turned eighteen. Then I generally avoided knowing. I must say, though, that seeing you like this... I'm reconsidering.” 
 
    I turned my head warily, even if I couldn't see the girl. 
 
    “You really do look like the most incredibly sensual, erotic thing I've ever seen.” 
 
    I felt a surge of pride at the words, despite my resentment.  
 
    “So let's consider the facts. Neither you nor we are likely to tell anyone about this, because we really can't without people finding out what we were up to.” 
 
    That was probably true, I thought anxiously.  
 
    “Which creates a kind of an opportunity for you. It allows you to explore this sort of kinky, sexy stuff like a... a game, without anyone finding out and calling you nasty names.” 
 
    I don't want to explore it! I wanted to shout. 
 
    Of course, that would have been a lie. My body was thrumming with sexual pressure and tension despite my discomfort with having Sophie there. 
 
    But I had no way to even speak. And that was a problem for me. I had spent the last some years pretending to be a 'good girl' and never doing anything sexual except under 'pressure'. If I gave in too easily then the boys would think I was a slut, so I had to at least put up a pretense that I didn't welcome their kisses and touching. My reputation was very important to me. 
 
    So I wanted to protest to Sophie. I wanted to demand I be released, and that Sophie and her perverted family stop doing... nasty... wicked... perverted... sex stuff to me! 
 
    But on the other hand, I was far from sure I actually wanted them to stop. 
 
    Knowing how to protest just enough to protect my reputation without getting my partner to actually believe me and stop was an art form I had long perfected. But it didn't work with my face covered and my mouth filled with a gag. 
 
    I was drawn to this kinky stuff. I found it breathless and thrilling. But I couldn't let them know that! Especially Sophie! I had to resist... but not so much they couldn't overcome that resistance. 
 
    But how could I even do that like this!? 
 
    “Let's try those positions again,” Sophie said. “Kneel and present.” 
 
    As if, I thought wildly. I closed my thighs and covered my breasts with my arms. 
 
    Closing my thighs around the throbbing vibrator, however, made me gasp and tremble. 
 
    Then the flog snapped down across my back and I cried out in pain! I spun around, as if to face Sophie so I could keep my back protected, but felt another blow, and another. The girl was moving around even as I did! 
 
    “Obey your mistress, sex slave,” Sophie taunted me. 
 
    I felt both resentment, and a dark, emotional shock-wave of helpless arousal run through me. 
 
    Mistress!? As if! Why, if they were to ever have some sort of sex it would be Sophie who would obey me and – ! 
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    I gasped and winced, twisting helplessly. 
 
    “Obey your mistress, Slave Girl.” 
 
    The flog hurt! And I certainly was not up to resisting pain! 
 
    “Down, slave girl,” she said. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    I gasped and then slid forward onto my belly. 
 
    “Raise that pretty ass, Slave Girl.” 
 
    I gasped as the flog cut across my buttocks and thighs, thrusting my bottom hurriedly into the air. 
 
    “You've always been proud of your ass, Hannah. I should think you'd enjoy showing it off. Now spread your legs.” 
 
    I whimpered and moaned in a confused mix of pain, anger and excitement, obeying, positioning myself in the same position Mrs. Brookings had taught me. I felt horribly self-conscious doing it for Sophie, though! I was pretty sure Sophie had seen me doing it before, which had been bad enough. But I was obeying Mrs. Brookings then. Obeying Sophie was far more degrading! 
 
    “You look like a girl who wants to be fucked,” Sophie said. “Slut.” 
 
    I cringed at the words! 
 
    The vibrator buzzed and I moaned and panted, horribly self-conscious under her eyes. 
 
    I was determined to show no hint of arousal! 
 
    I needed to show Sophie I was resisting, and wasn't a slut! 
 
    I gasped as I felt her hands on my buttocks. Then I felt the big dildo in my bottom being tugged at. I squealed and squirmed, but Sophie was kneeling between my thighs, and slapped my bottom sharply when I instinctively tried to close them. 
 
    “Spread your legs, slut!' 
 
    I gasped indignantly at the order! Having Mrs. Brooking call me that was one thing, but I didn't have to take that sort of thing from Sophie! 
 
    Except I apparently did. 
 
    I felt the fat doughnut thing around the dildo forced through my sphincter and the long, thick shaft of the fake cock pulled out of my body. But almost immediately another pushed into me, just as thick, if not thicker.  
 
    I felt Sophie's hands on my hips. 
 
    Both hands. 
 
    On both hips. 
 
    Even as the dildo moved deeper, pulled back, moved deeper, moved back... 
 
    The vibrator buzzed inside my pussy. 
 
    What the fuck!? I thought wildly. What is she doing!? 
 
    The dildo slid deeper into my belly, then deeper still. It was moving in and out as if... as if Sophie was fucking me! And then with a jolt of astonishment, I realized that was just what the nerdy rich girl was doing! She must be wearing some kind of strap-on! 
 
    I was lost in amazement for long seconds, then felt a rush of indignation along with more embarrassment. Letting someone fuck me in the ass was... was degrading! And having it be Sophie made it ten times worse! 
 
    I tried to push myself up only to have my wrist seized and then jerked back behind me. A moment later it was pinned in place and my other wrist was pulled back behind me, then joined to the first as the leather bracelet things were linked together. 
 
    I felt a jerk on the collar, pulling up and back, forcing my head back as Sophie thrust the dildo deep enough for her hips to smack against my upraised buttocks. 
 
    I cried out as I felt the dildo – the cock – pushing deeper into my ass. I felt the rounded helmet head burrowing through the soft, tight folds of my flesh, forcing them apart as it drove deeper.  
 
    Again I felt that strange sense of alarm, shame, and dark heat. The sensation of the dildo actually pushing into my ass was incredibly erotic! 
 
    “This is what it's like to be a sex slave,” Sophie said. “Your body is used by anyone who wants it. And all you can do is obey them!” 
 
    The words should have horrified me, but it wasn't like I could be afraid of Sophie! And so instead they caused the bubbling heat within me to rise to scalding levels! I was helpless, a sex toy being used so cruelly! 
 
    The dildo was punching into me and making me ache, but the movement was making my mind roll over and twist and writhe and purr like a happy kitty cat. This was so sick, so perverted, so wild, so shocking, so degrading! 
 
    And so deeply, breathlessly thrilling! 
 
    The way my wrists were locked together, the way my body was grinding my swollen, bound breasts against the floor, the pull of the collar against my throat, and the vibrator buzzing powerfully inside me were all melded together in a churning storm of sensation. And then, at the heart of it, was that hard cock, real or not, thrusting deep into my ass with every stroke, Sophie's hips slapping against my buttocks as if she were a man! 
 
    The sexual pressure rose up around me and threatened to drown me! I shuddered and moaned and cried out as the dildo was rammed into me, intoxicated by the churning heat and sensation. I knew a moment of dazed horror as I realized I was on the edge of orgasm, then. The thought of having an orgasm while Sophie fucked me in the ass was so humiliating it almost cooled the heat. 
 
    But the orgasm came anyway, and I twisted and bucked and rammed myself back against the plunging cock, sobbing and whimpering and moaning as the heat enveloped my mind. My inhibitions dissolved under the flood of pleasure and I surrendered to the heat, crying out again and again as I twisted and trembled. 
 
    Sophie was fucking my ass! 
 
    This should have been my worst nightmare. All my life I had fought angrily against a sense of inferiority to the rich girl, in a competition I knew I could never win. Now here I was tied up like some kind of mindless sexual animal while Sophie used me in a degrading, and thoroughly dominating way. 
 
    There simply could be no pretense here. With me in this sex costume, bound, blind and gagged, and my body twisted and burning with a fiery sexual hunger, I felt my will seeping away. What did anything matter but this incredible heat and pleasure?! 
 
    Yes, Sophie was using me like a cheap whore, using me roughly, telling me I was nothing but a slave as she did so. Every deep thrust from Sophie's big cock was driving into me that I was very much inferior, that I was a low and unimportant person, a servant – a slave, an underling. 
 
    I gasped and grunted and moaned as Sophie continued to fuck my ass. In my head it was Sophie fucking me with her cock, not with a dildo. I was being ridden like a bitch in heat, like an animal, by Sophie! I gasped and gurgled when she yanked back on the leash, moaning as my bottom was slapped, shuddering as the head of the dildo impaled me, driving achingly deep. 
 
    The vibrator buzzed powerfully, and I felt myself sinking into a sense of dark, heady eroticism that owed nothing to any sense of equality. I'd never been sexually submissive, really, though I had let guys take the lead. But now I felt a sense of peace, an ability to float, for I had nothing to do but absorb the physical sensations as Sophie fucked her. 
 
    Sophie. My nemesis!  
 
    There was nothing to do but surrender, to give in, relaxing my mind and submitting to the reality that I was Sophie's plaything, Sophie's bitch, to do with as she chose. 
 
    I winced and gasped and moaned, my mind intoxicated by the dark reality and overpowering flood of sensation. Another orgasm rose and rose and then spewed its liquid heat through my body to once again flood my mind. 
 
    * 
 
    It was so strange, Sophie thought, more than a little wild as she worked her hips in and out. She'd never imagined doing something like this before! Wearing this strap-on and using it like a man gave her a sense of... power! Power and dominance! She was especially enjoying the way she could do anything she wanted to to the lovely blonde girl and her beautiful body. 
 
    With the hood over her head it was almost like she wasn't even a person anymore, just a … a body. Yet she reacted when Sophie slapped her bottom, or yanked on the leash, or rammed the dildo down into her ass. Sophie knew she was in there somewhere, and her body gave every indication she was awash in arousal and heat to an even greater degree than Sophie herself! 
 
    Sophie was a mild-mannered girl, and never given to bullying or teasing. But she felt here as if she was playing a role, acting a part. And it was a deliciously exciting role! She stared down at Hannah's  body excitedly, and at the thick dildo she was punching down into her girl's ass with every thrust of her hips. 
 
    She'd thought about fucking her in the pussy, but that vibrator was obviously having a strong impact on the blonde girl. She was literally dripping wet, and so Sophie had decided to use her ass instead. Not only would that continue to let the blonde feel the sensations from the vibrator but it was a way of... of showing her mastery to the arrogant blonde. 
 
    She did not really think of it in those terms, in terms of dominance displays, but she felt a delight in the sense of that anyway. It made her feel... powerful! But in a richly erotic way which had her body crackling with sexual electricity. 
 
    She slid the dildo out, examining the hole left behind as it stayed open for some time. She stood up and removed the straps, then skinned out of her pants and panties.  
 
    I can do anything I want to her, she thought. 
 
    She put her foot against the blonde's hip and shoved her so she fell over onto her side, then grabbed her leg and lifted it and to the side, rolling her over, with her legs spread wide. She dropped to her knees between her thighs and unbuckled the strap holding the vibrator in place. 
 
    She felt an odd sense of reluctance, almost guilt, to be using the helpless blonde like this for her own arousal. But she pushed it back. It was obvious Hannah was thoroughly enjoying this, as well. 
 
    Sophie put her left leg over Sophie's right, her knee on the floor at the blonde's hip, then lifted Hannah's left leg up, pushing it back as she shifted her body closer and lowered her sex. She shuddered as she felt the blonde's hot, seeping sex against her own flesh, and then began to grind myself against her with deliberately aggressive movements. 
 
    God, she thought. Without her face, with that PVC hood over her, she might as well be a thing! That made her feel a breathless sense of freedom to use the naked blonde 'body' anyway she wanted! 
 
    She pulled Hannah's left leg in against her chest, jamming her sex against Hannah's and grinding furiously as the heat threatened to swamp her mind. The blonde was trembling and shaking and twisting,but Sophie had full control as Hannah lay on her bound arms. 
 
    She looked at the black, blank face, the PVC stretched tautly across it, the strap covering where her mouth would be, then drew her eyes down onto the lovely soft skin below. She reached out and kneaded one of Hannah's breasts, then plucked and pinched the nipple. 
 
    Slut, she thought. Hannah was always a slut, always showing off her body, always so proud of how hot she looked. This is probably what she was destined for, or maybe living in a trailer home somewhere with some drunk in a wife-beater tank top. 
 
    She pinched the other nipple, feeling a rush of power, then slapped her breast, then did it again. It wasn't like Hannah could complain or do anything about it! 
 
    Hannah was a thing! 
 
    A beautiful fuck-toy, as her mother had termed the girl. 
 
    Sophie felt the heat growing down low, felt the wild rush of sensation from her overheating sex as she ground herself harder against the wriggling blonde, then the orgasm tore through her and she cried out helplessly, jamming myself in harder, her hips working furiously as the pleasure surged through her veins. 
 
    This was so good, so hot, so delicious! 
 
    She eased her movements, gulping in air, chest heaving, and looked down at the heaving chest of the blonde below. 
 
    What a fun toy to have! 
 
    Of course, it was a toy which came with a sense of responsibility, much like a pet. You had to feed it and water it and clean it. 
 
    Of course, the pet had no say in any of that. 
 
    She eased back and pulled on her pants. 
 
    “All right, Slave Girl, roll over,” she ordered. 
 
    She picked up the crop and slapped it lightly against the center of Hannah's breast and the blonde gasped and rolled over. Sophie snorted, then undid her wrists. 
 
    “On all fours.” 
 
    She tapped on her hip to warn her, and the blonde rose on all fours. Sophie wondered what she was thinking and feeling, but didn't want to remove the gag or hood to find out. 
 
    She tugged on the leash and led the blonde, crawling along, out the door, then up the hall and into a bathroom.  
 
    She had done some reading on kinky bondage stuff, on submission and domination. Her mother had tried to explain the power relationships, too. Power dynamics were the whole basis for this sort of thing. Sex was sex, but it was the power exchange which turned people on. Some, like herself, obviously, got turned on by being in charge. Some got turned on by ceding all control. 
 
    Once you demonstrated your dominance, a submissive type would start to obey without question, her mother had said. 
 
    Fucking Hannah in the ass had been a way to do that. Now she was going to do more. 
 
    “You show the sub that she has no say in anything,” her mother had once said. “You demonstrate to them that you own their body and will do anything you wish with it. Once they accept that it lets them really relax emotionally and just float along on the heat and fantasy.” 
 
    Sophie opened some cupboards, knowing the staff would have ensured all were well-equipped for any contingency, and found what she was looking for. It was an enema kit. Having another person give you an enema must be truly humiliating, she thought. But it would hard to be shy about much after that. 
 
    “Head down, and display,” she ordered. 
 
    She used the crop to slap lightly on the blonde girl's bottom until she was in the submissive position Sophie wanted, then opened the kit.  
 
    “You have no face. Did you know that? I mean, it's just a blank black hood. You might as well not be a person at all. You're just a... thing. So I think that will be your name from now on. Your name is 'Thing'. That's to remind you you're not a person, but just a sex toy – a thing.” 
 
    She turned on the water, filled the bag, then thrust the nozzle into Hannah's ass while the blonde knelt there on her forearms and knees. The blonde had no idea what was happening, at first. Once she felt the flow of warm, soapy water she gasped and tried to jerk upright, but Sophie had been waiting for that. 
 
    Sophie put her foot down on the back of Hannah's neck, pinning her face to the floor. 
 
    “Don't move, Thing,” she barked, bringing the crop down stingingly across her buttocks. “Your owner is going to clean you up, starting from the inside out.” 
 
    Now this is asserting dominance, she thought excitedly.  
 
    It was odd. She wasn't really doing anything that should have stimulated her. But she was feeling her own arousal rising as she forced the blonde to submit to her. She emptied the big bag and held the blonde in position for a couple of minutes. Then she pulled her up and back and sat her on the toilet to expel the water. 
 
    Then she did it again. 
 
    After that she sat Hannah on the bidet and washed her pussy, all while the helpless blonde could do nothing but accept it. With that done she removed the leather restraints, then the boots and gloves. When Hannah's fingers rose to the hood she slapped her bottom stingingly. 
 
    “Hands down, Thing!” she snapped. 
 
    Hannah moaned but obeyed. 
 
    “It's locked in place by a padlock anyway. You can't get it off.” 
 
    She stripped herself, then, just to keep her clothes from getting wet, then led Hannah, crawling, into the shower. There she had her kneel on all fours. 
 
    She washed her in the same way she would a dog, using a hand shower, then soaping up her body. She enjoyed running her fingers and hands over that soft, warm, soapy flesh much more than she would a soapy, hairy dog, though! It felt deliciously erotic as her fingers kneaded those soapy breasts, and slid along her soft, rounded body. 
 
    “Dirty little slave girl,” she purred. “You were so bad today, weren't you? Stealing a key? Breaking into Mom's playroom? Invading my parents' privacy? And oh, by the way, goofing off work! You definitely deserve to be severely punished!” 
 
    She rinsed her off, then had her crawl out, then patted her dry. 
 
    “Face down and present.” 
 
    The girl obeyed and Sophie took the device her mother had given her and examined it closely, then found some lube and rubbed it against the tip. It looked like a butt-plug – a stainless steel one. And it was. But that wasn't all it was. 
 
    She pushed it slowly into the girl's bottom, then took the tool which attached to the base and inserted it. It looked like an alan key, and it functioned the same way. As she turned it, the lip of the butt plug resting inside Hannah's bottom widened, which would make it very hard to get out. 
 
    She pulled the alan key back and then picked up the remote. 
 
    “This will encourage you into obedience,” she said sternly. 
 
    She pressed the button and though she saw and heard nothing but the little red light on the box blinking briefly, the blonde reacted violently, yelping into the gag, grabbing at her bottom, twisting and turning away. 
 
    “It's sort of like a stun gun,” she told her, “Only not nearly as powerful. Mostly the shocks it gives feel like, well, like the kind you get when you're wearing a wool sweater in the winter and touch something metal, a kind of static electricity shock. It doesn't really cause any damage, but it's startling and unpleasant.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The very idea was outrageous! But there wasn't anything I could do about it! Sophie put the long boots on me again, then the gloves, and made me crawl out of the room and back up the hall. I assumed it was back towards that torture chamber room but had no way to really tell! 
 
    “Stand.” 
 
    I felt a pull on the collar and pushed myself to my feet, wobbling on the tall stiletto heels. 
 
    “Hands over your head.” 
 
    I hesitated, and raised my hands and felt them seized and then something leather wrapped around them. It held me firmly in place. 
 
    “Spread your legs, Thing.” 
 
    That was so fucking outrageous! I flushed again, but obeyed, and winced as I felt soft fingers massaging my clitoris. Then I was penetrated, first by the fingers, then by what felt like a dildo. It slid deep inside me again, then a thin strap or chain went across my lower back to hold it in place. 
 
    It began to buzz, to vibrate, and I gulped, heartbeat quickening. 
 
    “Enjoy yourself, you nasty blonde sex slave,” Sophie said. 
 
    The door closed, leaving me alone. At least... as far as I knew. How could I even tell without being able to look!? 
 
    I stood there with my arms raised anxiously, listening intently for some sound to indicate Sophie was still here. But I heard nothing. 
 
    My mind worked furiously, trying to figure out what to do, and then I realized there was literally nothing I could do! Nothing! 
 
    I could neither hear nor speak nor see. I could only feel, and mostly that meant feeling the vibrator throbbing away up inside me and buzzing powerfully against my clitoris! 
 
    Then the door opened and closed! I gasped and jerked my head around as if I could see who came through! I heard and saw nothing! I was sure someone was here, though! Or... or maybe someone had been here and left? Maybe Sophie hadn't really gone before but had stayed to watch and then just left? 
 
    I continued to listen desperately but heard no sound, sensed no movement. The vibrator continued to buzz and I moaned weakly through the gag, my pussy muscles squeezing down around the thick faux cock jammed up inside me. God, the thing was so thick and throbbing away so powerfully! 
 
    After several more long minutes my hips began to grind helplessly against the vibrator, my pulse racing as I felt the heat churning inside me. My body began to undulate as the sexual heat grew and spread, and I felt my mind melting under the dark thrill of helpless, kinky arousal! 
 
    The heat was sweltering, and I moaned, my hips rolling as a flush spread down my body. 
 
    “Lovely,” a voice said. 
 
    I gasped and froze! It was Mister Brookings! I felt a sudden intense jolt of humiliation and shame! I was naked and... and had a dildo inside me and... and there was nothing I could do to hide from his eyes! I had my back to him and that was the best I could do! 
 
    “You're a very sexual girl, Hannah,” he said. “Very beautiful, too. But neither of those things gets you off the hook from being punished.” 
 
    I was already punished, I thought frantically! I was... flogged by Mrs. Brookings! And by Sophie! Okay, it hadn't lasted long and it hadn't been exactly severe but still! 
 
    The invasion of my privacy and the violation of my trust requires a very severe punishment,” he went on. “I gave you a job here, a very easy job, and overpaid you, because I wanted to help you. And this is how you repay me?” 
 
    Put that way I felt guilty. Mr. Brookings had always been kind to me. I just resented... resented being poor! 
 
    I squealed as I felt his hand on my buttocks, squeezing and caressing me. 
 
    “A lovely bottom,” he said. “I wouldn't want to do anything to make it less attractive. On the other hand, a red bottom fades. And naughty girls need to be taught a lesson.” 
 
    I moaned again as his big hands – male hands! - came around me from behind and cupped and fondled my breasts. This was... this was... outrageous! It was shocking!  
 
    But it also brought all the dark sexual fantasies up from the back of my mind! I mean, this sort of thing, being a helpless, beautiful prisoner of some evil, nefarious rich man, was exactly what I had masturbated to!  
 
    “You've agreed you need to be punished, and you will be,” he said. 
 
    Then something hit my buttocks. It wasn't very heavy. But it hit fairly hard, and an instant later I felt a very sharp stinging pain! 
 
    I squealed in pain, twisting and jerking against the straps or restraints holding my wrists up to no avail! 
 
    “Naughty little slave girls get strapped,” he said. 
 
    Another blow cut across my bottom and I squealed again, pulling frantically against the restraints. Another blow hit, and another, and another! What could I do!? I couldn't even turn or twist around because then he'd see the rest of my body!  
 
    That was silly, of course. He'd already seen it, but for some reason I instinctively wanted to keep my back to him! 
 
    The strap was relentless! It stung hard every time it hit, and my buttocks were starting to burn fiercely! No one had ever punished me like this before! I wasn't used to pain! No one had ever been so cruel to me before! 
 
    I felt my eyes watering as the blows continued, and I whimpered and moaned around the gag in my mouth, helpless to do anything, to say anything! 
 
    Helpless... 
 
    A helpless... prisoner... a helpless... slave girl! Naked and beautiful and... so cruelly treated! 
 
    The dark fantasies at the back of my mind began to pull forward again, and I realized that I was, in a sense, living those fantasies in reality! My bottom had become so hot, throbbing with every beat of my heart, that it seemed impossible to get hotter! And the throbbing heat seemed to act as a kind of screen against the sharp jolts of pain from new blows. 
 
    I shuddered and trembled and moaned, my breathing ragged through my nose. The blows stopped and I gasped as my head was jerked back and a hand caressed my bare breasts. 
 
    “You were born to be a sex slave,” he growled. 
 
    The strap behind my head was undone, and then I felt the strap over my mouth pulled slowly away, tugging the ball out of my mouth. 
 
    “What is my name, slave girl?” he demanded in a harsh voice. 
 
    “M-M...Mister Br – .” 
 
    “No!” he snapped, squeezing my breast painfully! “You will address me as 'master'. Do it.” 
 
    I shuddered, feeling the enormity of how dark and outrageous his demand was! 
 
    “Do it, slut!” 
 
    I felt another jolt and whimpered helplessly. 
 
    “Perhaps you need more strapping.” 
 
    “M-Master!” I cried. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you, slave?” 
 
    Oh my God! 
 
    His fingers were at the vibrator, kind of rocking and grinding it against me! I felt a strange dark sense of almost riveting, obsessive need! 
 
    I needed the fantasy to continue, to go where my fantasies went when I masturbated! 
 
    “Do you, slave?” 
 
    “Y-Yes,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Beg.” 
 
    I felt another dark thrill of horrified fascination! Really!?  
 
    “Beg, Slave.” 
 
    My pussy began to throb hotly and I gulped in air. 
 
    “Please, Master!” 
 
    Just saying that sent a wild, shocking thrill through my body! 
 
    “Please what, Slave?” 
 
    “Please... please fuck me, Master!” 
 
    I felt another shock-wave roll through me at the words! 
 
    The strap holding the vibrator in place loosened, then the thing slid down out of me. 
 
    “Spread your legs, Slave Girl.” 
 
    My heart was beating a mile a minute as I obeyed!  
 
    I felt his hips pressing against my buttocks, and winced. Then I felt what had to be his cock rubbing up and down along my dripping wet, overheated and wildly hypersensitive pussy! I whimpered as he pushed forward,as his cock penetrated me! It was thick! It was gloriously thick, and warm and real! 
 
    I felt astonishment at myself, at what was going on, and my mind and all my senses locked tight to the feel of his thick cock pushing up through the soft, moist folds of my sex, sliding deeper and deeper into my body! 
 
    His hands on my hips pulled my buttocks back, tilting me forward a little, and his cock slid all the way into me until his hips were pressed firmly against my bare bottom. 
 
    Mister Brookings was fucking me!  
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, Slave.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned dazedly. 
 
    Just saying the words out loud was so... outrageous! Especially given that was what he was doing! 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    He ground his hips against me and his big, thick cock twisted around in my abdomen. 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” 
 
    He began to move in and out, in and out. 
 
    Ohmygod! Ohmygod! He's fucking me! I thought wildly! 
 
    His cock moved in and out, in and out, thrusting up into my belly as he jerked back on my hips, and there was nothing I could actually do about it! I was helpless! Like a slave girl! 
 
    I gasped as a big hand came up under my jaw, forcing my head up and back. 
 
    “Beg,” he growled. 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned helplessly, barely able to talk with the pressure of his hand. 
 
    This was scary! He was scary! But... not really that scary. I mean, it was Mr. Brookings. I'd known him for many years. I knew he wasn't going to actually harm me. But the way he growled at me,  lent a dark sense of anxiety and... danger to what was happening. 
 
    Which made it hotter, in my mind. 
 
    His hand abandoned my jaw and suddenly it was down between my legs, stroking my clitoris as he drove his cock into me!  
 
    I felt a new surge of sensation as his hips began to hit my buttocks with more and more authority. This was the darkest, wildest, kinkiest, most thrilling sexual experience I had ever had in my life! It made everything else seem boring and normal by comparison! 
 
    “Beg!” he ordered in a harsh voice. 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” I cried. 
 
    “Tell me you're a sex slave,” he ordered, his hips working steadily. 
 
    “I-I... I'm a sex slave!” I gasped. 
 
    He pinched my nipple and I cried out in pain. 
 
    “Master! Always say master!” 
 
    “Master!” 
 
    “Are you a sex slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Master!” 
 
    This was so dark, so wicked, so horribly cruelly exciting! 
 
    He rubbed my clitoris and fucked me harder. My whole body was shaking and trembling, and I felt completely lost in a dark world with nothing but sensation. 
 
    I came explosively, crying out again and again as Mr. Brookings hammered his hips into me and drove his big cock deep into my burning, spasming belly with hard, angry thrusts! 
 
    * 
 
    This was so fucking bizarre! What were these lunatics doing to me!? Mr. Brookings seemed to have gone, but that just left me standing here, helpless, blind, deaf, with this thick vibrator shoved back up inside me, stretching me out, throbbing deep inside me, and vibrating near the end, right against my clitoris! 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Sex, for me, had always been a brief sort of thing. I would make out with a guy, with lots of kissing and groping, get out of my clothes, blow him, and then let him fuck me – which didn't take that long. And that was it. 
 
    I'd never experienced anything sexual which had lasted anywhere remotely this long! First with Mrs. Brookings, then with Sophie, and then with Mr. Brookings, and now... now I was still standing here helpless, with this big cock up inside me turning my lower belly into a churning liquid paste! 
 
    It was impossible to simply ignore! It was the main sensation I was experiencing, and I sure wasn't seeing or hearing anything to compete for attention. 
 
    And then I felt a hand on my breast! 
 
    I gasped and jerked sharply, but Mr. Brookings had strapped my ankles in place, out to either side, so I was essentially spreadeagled and unable to move at all! 
 
    I had no idea whose hand it was! Another joined it. They caressed the undersides of my breasts, then slid upward, kneading my breasts, rolling and plucking the nipples. They were female hands, I thought, as they squeezed my breasts together. 
 
    Suddenly I felt a sharp pinch against my left nipple, then my right. I cried out in pain, twisting and writhing against the pinches. But they stayed in place! My nipples burned and stung and I could feel that something was... attached to each of them!  
 
    Then I felt them pulled up and out, and cried out again! My back arched as both my burning nipples were forced out sharply, and then somehow held in place! 
 
    A minute or so passed. The intensity of the stinging faded to a dull, throbbing heat.  
 
    I felt soft fingers on my inner thighs. Then felt the vibrator pulling down. A moment later a soft tongue began to lick at me! 
 
    I had no idea who it even was! I presumed it was either Sophie or Mrs. Brookings! I could do nothing but stand there, back arched, arms and legs stretched wide, moaning into the gag as the tongue dipped and caressed, stroked and circled. Lips pressed in around my clitoris, sucking rhythmically, then the tongue swept back and forth, harder than before. 
 
    These people were all crazy, I thought wildly. 
 
    Then, while someone licked my pussy, someone else put something over my head. It slipped down around and over my ears, and what I could hear – which was little – disappeared entirely.  
 
    I felt something touching the butt-plug thing. It seemed to shift, to narrow, then it was pulled slowly out of me. I felt momentarily vacant, then a long, thick dildo slid up inside me. 
 
    It wasn't smooth, but had ripples and ridges and bumps all along its length. It was slick and slippery, and curved and it drove deep into my belly as hands began to cup and knead my breasts. 
 
    This was so insane! 
 
    But my body began to respond, the wild sense of forbidden, outrageous heat growing within me until it became a fever again. It melted my mind, and I felt my eyes closing as I surrendered to the heat and passion and pleasure, sensations flooding through my nervous system. 
 
    The tongue licked harder, and then the vibrator began to buzz more strongly as it thrust into me, pumping in and out with long deep strokes. I felt my body pulse and throb and thrum with sexual energy, then another orgasm tore through me and I twisted and jerked and cried out – especially every time I tugged my nipples against whatever was clamped around them! 
 
    I sagged, gasping, moaning, but the dildo kept thrusting into my ass, and the tongue kept licking at my pussy and the vibrator kept buzzing powerfully. 
 
    I felt a wild, dazed thought. What if the two here with me weren't even people I knew!? What if it was a couple of people Mrs. Brookings had invited over!? What if it was other servants!? Maybe that was why the noise-canceling headphones had been put on my head! So I couldn't hear them talk! 
 
    I had no way of knowing WHO was doing this to me! 
 
    It was two women, though. I was sure the cock in my ass wasn't real. And I was fairly sure the lips and tongue on my pussy were female, too.  
 
    In the end, though, it didn't matter. My mind was feverish with dark, glittering heat. And the thought – perhaps because I didn't really believe it – that it could be someone else in here with me was scalding! I mean, if I knew it I'd be horrified, I think. But I didn't really think so. But it was a possibility! And that was enough, somehow, to make my body burn with heat! 
 
    Another orgasm tore through me, and I cried out in dazed, mindless passion, my nipples burning as they tugged against the clamps holding them. 
 
    Then the clamps were released. I moaned dazedly, then hissed at the pain as the blood flow returned. My nipples burned again as I felt something cool gripping one nipple, pinching it. Then there was a sudden sharp sting of pain that made me cry out! 
 
    I felt fingers at my nipple, then something pushing hard against it in a strange, unfamiliar, uncomfortable way. When the fingers pulled back something was hanging from my nipple!  
 
    I had to endure the same thing with my other nipple. Then both of them throbbed as two hands gripped each of my arms. They were pulled down from above, drawn back together behind me, and the restraints were locked in place. Then my ankles were freed. 
 
    “Thing,” Sophie said in my ears. 
 
    It wasn't her in person. It was her voice coming through the headphones! 
 
    “You will turn to your right, Thing.” 
 
    I hesitated, then obeyed. 
 
    “Walk four paces forward, Thing.” 
 
    I hesitated again, and then got a stinging blow from some kind of thing switch across my bottom that made me yelp and lurch forward. 
 
    I walked forward several steps, afraid of running into something. 
 
    “Turn to your left, Thing.” 
 
    I gulped and obeyed. 
 
    “Walk forward until you are told to stop.” 
 
    I sure wished my hands were free so I could feel out in front of me! It made me very nervous walking blind like this, especially with my hands locked together behind my back! 
 
    “Stop,” her voice said. Now turn to your right. Walk.” 
 
    I obeyed her voice coming through the headphones, wondering where she was. If she was nearby why wouldn't she just take the stupid headphones off instead of talking in a microphone!? 
 
    “Kneel on the floor, Thing.” 
 
    I knelt down awkwardly. 
 
    “Sit down and then lay on your back, Thing.” 
 
    Again I obeyed. This time I felt hands at my ankles. A moment later I felt my ankles lifting up, even as I heard a low machine-like sound. My ankles rose up high, then dragged me forward a bit, then began to spread apart. I moaned as they were raised until only my shoulders were on the ground, then I was hanging freely by the ankles. 
 
    I heard a woman's soft moaning in my ears, and realized it was from the headphone. It didn't sound like Sophie, though. But she moaned a lot, gasped in evident pleasure, and then made more sounds of heat and passion. 
 
    “You are a slave,” a man's voice said softly. 
 
    “Yes, Master!” the woman moaned. 
 
    “You are a slave,” a woman's voice said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” the voice moaned. 
 
    I did not recognize any of the voices. 
 
    “What are you, slave?” the man asked. 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Master!” the woman moaned in heated pleasure. 
 
    “What are you, slave?” the woman asked. 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” the moaning woman moaned. 
 
    Wow, this is sick, I thought dazedly. 
 
    Then the vibrator started up again. 
 
    I continued to hang upside down for hours, dazed, half-conscious, seeing nothing, hearing only the soft moaning and gasps of pleasure and heat, and the voices saying the same things again and again and again. A dark thrumming sexual pressure gripped me, and my mind was too fuzzy to think of anything at all. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Movement jolted my dazed mind. I was aware of my head being pulled down and back until I was looking straight at the floor – assuming I could see anything, which of course, I could not. Some sort of... strap was holding my head back. I had no idea why. My mind wasn't really thinking clearly. 
 
    The gag was removed from my mouth and I gasped and moaned weakly. Then something else pushed up into my mouth. It was familiar, yet not. It could have been a cock, but I knew it was a dildo. It was hard, but somewhat pliable, and it slid right up into my throat. 
 
    I hadn't had anything to eat to throw up, and was so startled that the thing was deep in my throat, like, past my neck and deeper, before I even realized what was happening. Around that time I felt sharp little shocks from that... that thing Sophie had shoved into my ass. They were startling, stinging, and confusing. 
 
    They stopped, and I found I couldn't breathe. The dildo was deep in my throat, practically into my stomach! I could feel its thickness all along my neck and beyond. It slid down and out and I gulped in air, gasping and panting and moaning. 
 
    Then it thrust into my open mouth and deep into my throat again. And again. And again. 
 
    Nothing was said. It just kept pushing deep into my throat as I gurgled and gagged and coughed helplessly. When I got used to it then it began to pump in and out, faster and faster, using my throat, fucking my throat as if it was my pussy. 
 
    It pulled out and I was gagged again, then left in place for more hours. 
 
    At least, it felt like that. 
 
    I wasn't even aware of being lowered to the ground. I just realized I was laying on my back.  
 
    “Thing,” Sophie said into the headphones. “Get onto all fours, Thing.” 
 
    I moaned dazedly. What was happening anyway? 
 
    “Get onto all fours, Thing.” 
 
    I couldn't do that. My arms... oh, they weren't bound together anymore. Okay. I moaned and rolled slowly onto my belly, then slowly forced myself onto all fours, trying to waken my mind. 
 
    I felt something hit my bottom lightly, almost a warning. 
 
    “Would you like some water, Thing?” 
 
    Suddenly my throat felt like a desert! I nodded anxiously. 
 
    “You will be permitted to drink. But you must obey, Thing. You are not permitted to speak unless spoken to. If you say a single word, the gag will go back, and you will get no water. Is that understood, Thing?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “Crawl, Thing.” 
 
    I crawled forward, then turned at another command, then stopped at another. 
 
    The gag was removed, and I felt pressure on my head, pushing it down. 
 
    “The water is before you, Thing. Lower your mouth and drink.” 
 
    I lowered my mouth further and further, and then there it was, some kind of bowl on the floor. I knew instinctively not to even try to pick it up or anything. Instead I lowered myself onto my forearms. 
 
    “Spread your knees wide, Thing.” 
 
    I felt a blow of something light and thin across my bottom as a sharp sting, and quickly spread my legs as I licked and sucked and drank the cool water. 
 
    I felt fingers caressing my sex as I did. And it was amazing but I practically ignored them, as if, you know, that was normal or something now! 
 
    The water felt soothing as I swallowed it. My throat was sore, and I felt dehydrated. 
 
    “Would you like to eat something, Thing?” 
 
    It felt very weird having this disembodied voice speaking to me over the headphones, as if I was alone in the room! 
 
    “Yes!” I gulped. 
 
    Something cut through the air with a hiss and snapped stingingly across my bottom!  
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Sit back on your heels,” the voice said into the headphones. “Bring your arms against your chest and lower your hands like a dog begging.” 
 
    I flushed under the hood, but obeyed. 
 
    “Like a bitch in heat, begging,” she said in amusement. 
 
    I felt something that felt like the riding crop rubbing against my breasts, and especially my nipples. 
 
    “Open your mouth, Thing, and stick your tongue out as far as you can.” 
 
    I hesitated, then obeyed. I felt fingers against my tongue, rubbing and gently squeezing it. Then something was put on my tongue. 
 
    “Pull your tongue in, Thing. Eat.” 
 
    I pulled my tongue in and tasted chocolate. It wasn't exactly nourishing but it did taste good. 
 
    “Thank me, Thing.” 
 
    “Thank you... Mistress,” I gulped. 
 
    “Lay on your back, Thing.” 
 
    I hesitated, then lay back down. 
 
    “Put your feet flat on the floor. Spread your legs wide.” 
 
    I obeyed, self-conscious. 
 
    “Now put your hands under your hips and raise them into the air.” 
 
    I felt even more self-conscious! But I obeyed, my chest tightening. I gasped as I felt... something, rubbing against my sex. A moment later something harder rubbed, something rounded and thick that I knew must be another dildo. I moaned as it was slowly pushed into me, stretching me out and making me ache! 
 
    It slid deeper and deeper into my body as I felt its progress, as felt the head sliding deeper and deeper until it ached! God it was long and thick! 
 
    “Tell me you love having big cocks inside you, Thing.” 
 
    I gulped in air, and something snapped stingingly against my breast! 
 
    “Obey your mistress, Thing,” Sophie ordered. 
 
    “I... I love having big cocks inside me, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    My nipples were still throbbing and still had something weirdly attached! 
 
    The dildo twisted and turned, then pumped in and out. A moment later I felt a vibrator against my clitoris rubbing from side to side. 
 
    I moaned helplessly, laying there in an obscene position with my legs spread wide and my hips raised off the floor. 
 
    “Tell me you love big cocks, Slave.” 
 
    “I love big cocks, Mistress!” I gulped. 
 
    It thrust in and then the head ground against the back wall of my pussy. A moment later I felt a strap going across my abdomen on either side, then around behind me to fasten together. 
 
    “Turn over, Thing. I want you with your face down and ass up high.” 
 
    I moaned and obeyed, shifting over and putting my chin against the floor while I raised my ass high. I was not surprised to feel another long, thick dildo pushing into me, twisting and turning, but utterly filling me as it slid achingly deep! Another strap went up between my buttocks to fasten to the other one. 
 
    “Do you want a chocolate, Thing?” 
 
    “Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped weakly. 
 
    “Kneel and beg.” 
 
    This was so freaky. I was all confused and my mind was wobbly. I'd had so many emotional jolts over the last few hours... or was it... longer? I wasn't sure how long! 
 
    I knelt, the big dildos making me ache, filling me up, and then begged, putting my tongue out. Another chocolate was placed on it and I drew it back into my mouth and sucked and chewed on it. 
 
    “What are you, Thing?” 
 
    I gulped and licked my lips. “Uhm, I'm a... a sex slave, Mistress,” I said anxiously. 
 
    “And do you love cock, Thing?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said uncertainly. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I love cock, Mistress.” 
 
    “Get on all fours, Thing.” 
 
    I obeyed, heart pounding. 
 
    “Now roll your bottom in slow circles.” 
 
    Oh fuck! This was so humiliating! 
 
    Crack! The crop cut across my buttocks! 
 
    “Obey, Thing.” 
 
    I rolled my hips around in a circle. 
 
    A moment later I felt the vibrator rubbing against my clitoris and shuddered. 
 
    “Beg to be fucked.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Her hand roughly kneaded my breast as it hung below me. 
 
    “Again, slut.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Her fingers tugged on something attached to my nipple and I winced. 
 
    “You have very lovely nipple rings, Thing,” she said. 
 
    Nipple rings! I felt a shock roll through me. They'd pierced my nipples!? Holy shit! 
 
    “But... but why did – ?” 
 
    Crack! The crop hit my bottom stingingly. 
 
    “Do not ask questions, Thing. Your Mistress will do as she chooses to you.” 
 
    I gulped as the vibrator ground against me. 
 
    “Tell me you're a whore.” 
 
    I flushed. “I'm a whore, Mistress,” I said in a small, weak voice. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder, Thing.” 
 
    “I'm a whore, Mistress!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “I'm a whore, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Tell me you're a cock loving whore,” she said, obviously amused. 
 
    I cursed and shuddered. 
 
    “I'm a cock loving whore, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    She was such a bitch! 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I'm a cock-loving whore, Mistress.” 
 
    I felt the dildo pulled free of my pussy. Then her fingers rubbed me and slid inside. I was very slippery. I didn't think it was all from my body, either. She had lubed the big dildo. Now she had three fingers inside me as she ground the vibrator against my clitoris. A moment later another finger pushed into me and I groaned as I was stretched out. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, whore.” 
 
    I felt another jolt of anger and embarrassment and dark outraged heat. 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress,” I moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder, slut.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder, whore.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried out. 
 
    God, her fingers were twisting and turning and pushing hard against me! I could feel how stretched out I was! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder, Slave.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    I felt her fingers stretch me even wider, and shuddered. 
 
    “Face down, Thing. Ass high.” 
 
    I dropped lower, my breasts pillowing out against the floor, nipples aching. 
 
    “Stretch your arms out before you.” 
 
    I obeyed as her fingers twisted and pushed. And then.. then I felt them slowly sliding into me, deeper and deeper, impossibly deep! And then I realized that she had all five fingers inside me and was pushing her entire hand into my pussy! 
 
    “Oh! Oh God! Please! Please, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Please what, Thing? Please fuck you?” 
 
    I cried out as her hand pushed deeper. It slid through the taut, aching lips of my sex, and then I felt them narrowing with a gasp of relief. Only I realized the strain was easing a little only because her entire fucking hand was inside me and my pussy lips were now closed around her wrist! 
 
    I was... stunned! I gasped aloud, hardly able to believe it even as I felt her hand turning slowly, twisting inside me, her fingers way down deep, slowly opening and spreading and moving. 
 
    “I'm going to fist-fuck you, Thing,” she said. “And you're going to come, because you're a whore.” 
 
    I whimpered and moaned. My breaths were coming in ragged gasps, now as her hand turned and twisted inside me. Then I felt each individual finger pulling back, stretching out that particular part of my sex, until one by one they pulled in against her palm.  
 
    Her fist turned one way, then the other, then pushed even deeper! 
 
    I was shocked! I was horrified! And I felt an almost suffocating wave of heat as her fist began to move slowly in and out, all while she ground the vibrator against my clitoris. 
 
    I felt again that sense of unreality, as if this could not possibly be happening. Yet the vibrator rubbing against my clitoris was certainly real, as were my aching nipples and throbbing breasts. I was gulping in air so fast I was starting to hyperventilate! 
 
    Her fist moved in and out, in and out, faster as my pussy muscles were beaten down, and the vibrator ground against my swollen clitoris until the heat drowned my mind! I began to grind my hips back, a feverish hunger taking hold of me, gasping and yelping every time she thrust her fist forward, moaning every time she pulled it back. 
 
    “Beg me to make you come, Thing.” 
 
    I trembled and shook, hardly able to understand words. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Beg me to make you come, Thing.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Please... please make me come, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    She pumped her fist harder and ground the vibrator harder, and my hips began to buck back, to jerk spastically as crackling waves of pleasure tore through me! Then the orgasm hit and I cried out, my voice rising to a yell, to a scream! I screamed as the orgasm threatened to tear my mind apart even as Sophie's fist threatened to tear my insides out! 
 
    She pumped her fist into me hard and deep, practically punching me, and the orgasm went on and on until I couldn't breathe anymore and my body couldn't do anything but violently tremble and shake and jerk as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably! 
 
    Her fist pulled free and I collapsed, jerking my thighs together, grasping my pussy with my gloved or mittened hands, dazedly writhing on the floor until I finally lay there, chest heaving, mind blasted empty. 
 
    She said nothing. I just lay there quietly, until my breathing calmed and my mind returned. 
 
    I groaned and slowly sat up, realizing that at some point she'd pulled the dildo out of my ass and replaced it with something much smaller, a butt-plug from the feel. 
 
    Now what should I do? I was still blind. 
 
    “Hello?” I asked uncertainly. 
 
    Nobody answered. 
 
    God! Who would have thought Sophie had such kinky, perverted thoughts in her head!? And who would have thought she could make me come so powerfully!? 
 
    I was alone, but had no idea about what to do or where to go. I couldn't see, couldn't hear, and had no sense of touch through the PVC gloves. 
 
    “Stand up,” a brusque voice ordered through the headphones. 
 
    It was Mrs. Brookings! 
 
    I gasped and pushed myself to my wobbly feet. I felt my arm pulled, tugging me sideways until my hip hit something hard. 
 
    “Raise your left leg up high.” 
 
    I was confused. What did that mean? Stand on one foot? 
 
    I raised my foot and felt my ankle pulled, lifting it higher, even as she held my arm so I wouldn't fall down. 
 
    “Slide your leg up and over this frame on your left,” she said. 
 
    I felt some kind of leather, then, against my inner thigh, or at least what felt like leather. She pulled me sideways and I felt my leg sliding across something narrow, then down again until I was straddling something. It was not much over an inch or two wide, with my legs on either side. 
 
    She raised my wrists and locked them together, then attached them to something. A moment later my left ankle was pulled straight out to the side! I gasped as I balanced precariously on my right, even as I felt some kind of strap go around my ankle! 
 
    Then my right leg was pulled out, and I gasped again as my weight came down on the slender leather surface below me. I felt my other ankle strapped in place, too. 
 
    My legs were pulled wide and down, and all my weight came down on my pussy against the narrow leather surface beneath. I pulled against whatever was holding my wrists, and that relieved some of the weight, but how long could I do that!? 
 
    Then just as I was trying to formulate a question and a plea the gag was shoved into my mouth! 
 
    I was alone again as far as I knew! 
 
    Then voices started to speak in the headphones again. Again, they were the people I didn't recognize. 
 
    “You are a sex slave,” a man's voice said softly. 
 
    “Yes, Master!” the woman moaned. 
 
    “You are a sex slave,” a woman's voice said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” the voice moaned. 
 
    “What are you?” the man asked. 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Master!” the woman moaned in heated pleasure. 
 
    “What are you?” the woman asked. 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” the moaning woman moaned. 
 
    There were other moans and gasps of pleasure as the voices repeated themselves, and I moaned as I struggled to keep the weight off my sex. Then I felt something small and slender, like a finger, sliding along the surface of the leather, until it pressed against the top of my sex. It started to buzz, to vibrate, and I moaned. 
 
    I shifted constantly against the narrow frame under me, trying to find some position with more comfort, with less ache. The ache was getting worse, but that also made my flesh hot. It felt swollen and sensitive, and as I shifted I ground myself against the vibrator. 
 
    It wasn't like I was trying to get myself off, but my body kept trying to find whatever was least painful, and the vibrator, at least, felt kind of, well... good! 
 
    And it wasn't like I was really thinking very clearly anymore! 
 
    My pussy was a big, hot, throbbing ache! But grinding it against the vibrator was sending a different kind of heat through my body, and I twisted helplessly in its grasp, moaning and gasping into the gag. 
 
    Then I felt the thin laces of the flog cut across my back! They stung, but not that much to distract me from the wild heat. Besides, with those voices saying I was a sex slave, it was all just a wild kaleidoscope of sensations and dark, breathless sexual thoughts! 
 
    I was grinding myself more and more deliberately against the vibrator as the pleasure mounted, as a sexual fever took hold of my mind. Then the flog began to cut across my taut breasts! I twisted and writhed and then the orgasm took me and almost blew my head off! 
 
    I mean, it literally felt like my skull was going to explode from the incredible release of pleasure and sensation! I screamed into the gag again and again, frantically, grinding my pussy along the now damp leather seat below. 
 
    The orgasm faded, and the flogging stopped, and I heard nothing but the sounds in my headphones, the moans and gasps of pleasure and the soft words of slavery. 
 
    My pussy ached! 
 
    Even the vibrator had stopped, and apparently been removed. 
 
    I continued to shift, to lean forward, and back. My arms ached too much to use to pull my weight off my pussy except for a second or two at a time. And even that was becoming harder. I just didn't have a lot of muscle in my arms! 
 
    The pain was becoming worse with every passing minute! But I could do almost nothing! I could sort of lean back but that just put more weight on my tailbone. That was a different kind of pain, sharper. I'd do that for some seconds, then that pain would become too much and I'd lean forward. That gave me a few moments of relief before the deeper ache from the soft flesh of my pussy began to push aside the relief. 
 
    I kept doing this, moaning helplessly as the pain assaulted me, wondering if anyone was even here watching, wondering when they would take me down! 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Finally I felt hands at my head, at my mouth, and felt the ball gag being worked out. I gasped aloud, gulping in air. 
 
    “Are you ready to be a good, obedient slave girl?” Mrs. Brookings voice asked in my ears. 
 
    “Please get me down!” I gasped. 
 
    She pushed the gag back into my mouth and strapped it behind me and went away, and I moaned as my pussy began to burn with the ache of having all my weight down on it! Then, some minutes later, I felt her – or someone – undo the gag and pull it free. 
 
    “Are you ready to be a good, obedient slave girl?” her voice asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Then you will follow my exact instructions, with no speaking, hesitating or complaining. Or else I'll put you back on the horse.” 
 
    Horse? Why would she call it a horse!? 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    “Do not speak. Do not ask questions.” 
 
    I felt my ankles unstrapped, and moaned as my feet were able to touch the floor again and take my weight off my aching pussy. A moment later whatever was holding my restraints up was released and I was able to drop my arms, though they were still locked together in front of me. 
 
    I felt hands, from more than one person, helping pull me off the 'horse', and groaned at my still aching pussy. 
 
    “On your knees, Slave.” 
 
    I didn't have any problem with that. I practically collapsed onto my knees! 
 
    “Bottom up, face down,” she barked. 
 
    I moaned and slid forward on the floor until my chin was pressing against it and my gloved arms stretched out ahead of me. 
 
    “Spread your legs wider, Slave.” 
 
    I obeyed, panting as my breasts throbbed against the floor. Then I felt something pressing against my hands.  
 
    “Do you feel my foot, Slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    “Grasp it with your hands, Slave Girl.” 
 
    I shifted forward a little, my breasts rubbing hard against the floor, my knees pushing me forward as I kept my bottom high and legs apart. I felt her ankle – or at least, I assumed it was hers – in my gloved hands. 
 
    “You will now beg my forgiveness for being a bad girl,” the voice in the headphones said. 
 
    “I... please... I'm sorry – .” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    I gasped as the crop cut across my upraised buttocks! 
 
    “I did not tell you to apologize. I told you to beg forgiveness.” 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I gulped. 
 
    This sounded freaky and weird, but my throbbing pussy was at least off the horse thing! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    I gasped in pain at the sharp blow across my bottom. 
 
    “More enthusiasm, Slave,” she barked. 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Press your face against my foot.” 
 
    What? Why, I wondered. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ahh!” 
 
    I shifted forward, still clutching her ankle, and pressed my face against it. My gloved hands couldn't tell but to my face it felt like she was wearing a solid leather shoe or boot of some kind. 
 
    “Now... beg my forgiveness, and then lick.” 
 
    Lick? Lick what? Did she mean her – ?! 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    “Ah! Oh! Please forgive me for being bad, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    And then... and then I licked tentatively at her boot. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “More enthusiasm, Slave.” 
 
    I licked harder, feeling the smooth leather against my tongue. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Keep your bottom high and legs spread, slut,” she growled. 
 
    Gasping, I obeyed. 
 
    “Beg my forgiveness, and lick.” 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    Then I licked at her boot again. 
 
    “I am not seeing the proper degree of effort, Slave. I am not seeing the enthusiasm I desire from you. Stand up.” 
 
    I hesitated, then got to my feet. The gag was shoved into my mouth again and strapped behind me. Hands on both sides shifted me sideways, and a strong hand grasped my booted leg, then lifted it up and sideways. I cried out in realization and squirmed against them but they slid me over the 'horse' again, and locked my wrists above. Then my ankles were pulled apart, dropping me onto it again! 
 
    I cried out in pain and anguish as the pressure quickly began to rouse the same burning ache I my soft flesh again! I squirmed and tried to yell through the gag, promising to be more enthusiastic but I heard nothing. 
 
    I whimpered and moaned in hopelessness as the pain bit into me. It felt as if it was going to cleave my body and cut me in half! 
 
    I wriggled, shifting my weight back onto my tailbone, which ached more sharply, then forward onto the soft flesh of my pussy, then back, then forward, then tried to ease to one side, then the other. I couldn't keep still as the ache gnawed at my mind! 
 
    Then I felt a hand cupping my breast and squeezing. 
 
    “We will try again. And if you fail to show the proper enthusiasm, you'll go back up here for a longer period.” 
 
    I trembled as I was unstrapped and lifted off the horrible thing, then lowered to my knees. 
 
    “Face down, bottom up,” her voice barked in my ears. 
 
    I positioned myself as she ordered, panting and moaning, and the gag was removed. 
 
    “Do you feel my foot, Slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Beg my forgiveness, and then lick.” 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    Then I licked eagerly, frantically at her booted foot. 
 
    “Longer licks, slave. Clean my entire boot.” 
 
    Whimpering, moaning, afraid of being put back on the horse, I licked everywhere I could feel, using my hands to guide me! 
 
    Then I felt something soft, the gentle brush of a slick, warm finger against the swollen lips of my sex! I gasped at the sharp little ache, but kept licking. 
 
    “Beg my forgiveness,” the voice said. 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Lick.” 
 
    I licked desperately. 
 
    It occurred to me I didn't even know if it was her! The voice came over the headphones. She could be anywhere! It could even be a recording! 
 
    I gasped as the finger gently spread the lips of my sex. They ached, sharply, but it was nothing compared to before. And I was busy licking up and down along her foot, not wanting to miss anywhere, not wanting to seem less than completely eager! 
 
    Then I felt the vibrator! It gently brushed against my clitoris! The very top of my sex had taken the least pressure, of course, but it was still aching and swollen. It was also, however, hypersensitive now, and the small vibrator brushing against it had an overpowering effect! 
 
    In fact, now that the main pain was removed I was starting to feel a sudden rush of heat from how outrageous and kinky and perverted and … degrading this was! It was like something out of my wildest, nastiest darkest fantasies! It was almost breathtaking in how obscene and wicked it was! 
 
    And then I felt the cock pushing slowly into me. 
 
    I moaned at this fresh pressure, but despite the ache to my sex the feel of it pushing up into me was shockingly sensual! It felt real, too. I didn't think this was a strap-on. It was too warm. Which meant someone, presumably Mr. Brookings, was fucking me in this... incredibly submissive, slave-like position even while I licked Mrs. Brookings' boot! 
 
    Even as the little vibrator rubbed against me. 
 
    “Have you forgotten to beg my forgiveness, slut?” 
 
    “Please forgive me for being a bad girl, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    Then I returned to my frantic licking. 
 
    I thought I had licked every part of her boot, until she tilted it up and back on the heel and then made me lick the underside. 
 
    The man fucking me was pumping steadily now, his hips slapping against my buttocks. My mind was gripped in a strange sort of daze, fixated on licking the boot, but swamped by darkly thrilling  excitement and sensation as a man fucked me from behind. 
 
    As if I was a slave or something! 
 
    I felt something hit my cheek and halted, gasping. 
 
    “Are you sorry for being a miserable slut?” her voice demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I'm sorry for being a miserable slut, Mistress!” 
 
    “But you love cocks, don't you, slut?” 
 
    “I-I... y-yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I love cocks, Mistress!” 
 
    “You love having a big cock inside you, don't you, slut?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. “I love having a big cock inside me!” 
 
    “Beg my husband to fuck you harder, Slave.” 
 
    “Please fuck me harder, Master!” I cried. 
 
    She shifted her boot, and then I felt the other one against my hands.” 
 
    “Lick my other boot, Slave, and show more enthusiasm or you're going back on the horse.” 
 
    Gasping, I grasped the other boot and then began to lick, all while someone – Mr. Brookings, I guess, thrust himself into me from behind. 
 
    It was very weird, very strange. I felt a dark sense of unreality, as if this couldn't be happening, as if this sort of thing can't happen in the real world. But the hard impact of his hips against my buttocks couldn't be denied, nor the deep thrusting of his hard cock! 
 
    Nor the churning storm of sensations filling my body as he fucked me and the vibrator rubbed me and my breasts ground against the floor beneath me! 
 
    The orgasm hit me, not so much like a train, but like the cars of a train, each tearing through me one at a time, making me jerk and buck and cry out again and again as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably and the raging heat tore through my body. 
 
    * 
 
    In a strange sort of way, I kind of forgot how I had even gotten to this point, why this had happened, why I was blinded, hooded, and obeying every command. It was impossible to measure time, and almost everything that seemed to matter was about the pleasure or pain I felt. 
 
    They had made me crawl – somewhere. I was on a rug, at least. But that was all I knew. The gloves had been removed, and the restraints put around my bare wrists. That way I could feel the cock in front of me as Mr. Brookings – or someone – sat on a sofa of some kind. 
 
    “Do you suck cock, Slave?” the voice asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I gulped 
 
    “Are you a whore?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I'm a whore, Mistress!” 
 
    “Then you're a cock-sucking whore, aren't you?” she asked in amusement. 
 
    I flushed. “Yes, Mistress! I'm a cock-sucking whore, Mistress!” 
 
    “So start sucking that cock. Get it hard. Let's see what you can do.” 
 
    She hadn't said it was Mr. Brookings. I was sort of assuming it was but it was totally weird and freaky that I didn't actually know! 
 
    I could feel it, and massage it, and massage his balls as I licked. I felt it starting to harden as I knelt there, my breasts against the sofa, my legs spread wide as ordered, while I sucked and licked. I pulled his balls into my mouth and massaged them with my tongue, letting them suck out through my pouting lips repeatedly. 
 
    I felt something rubbing against my pussy, then. It was soft, but cool, and thick and rounded. It felt like a big dildo as it twisted and turned, the shaft rubbing along my aching, swollen lips. It was mostly just a distraction, though, as I focused on my task, sucking and licking this cock and getting it hard. 
 
    It hardened and I slid my lips over the head, bobbing up and down, sucking, massaging even as that soft dildo rubbed against me and sent mixed sensations of aching and pleasure through my nervous system. 
 
    “I hope you know how to swallow that cock, Slave. Because it's expected of slave girls.” 
 
    I braced myself and slid down lower, taking it into my throat, gurgling a bit as I took it deep, sliding my lips all the way down to the base. I held, then slid back up, gasping for breath as it came out of my throat. 
 
    “Good, slave,” her voice said. 
 
    I felt a surge of relief, and even, oddly, a sense of pride. 
 
    I sucked and licked and pushed down again, even as the dildo behind me shifted upward and began to push against my back opening. 
 
    I ignored it, focusing on my task, taking the cock deep into my throat, then sliding back up. I sucked and licked on his balls, pumping my hands on his cock, then took him deep into my throat again. 
 
    The dildo pushed slowly into my ass. It was quite thick, and I felt the ache inside me as whoever held it pumped and twisted it, working it deeper and deeper. It was way deep inside me, the head causing little achy cramps, when I felt another rubbing against my sex.  
 
    Only... it caught my attention because it felt different. It felt more real, like real, warm flesh. And then it entered me, sliding up into my pussy – even though I had a real cock in my mouth! 
 
    Who the fuck was it!? 
 
    I felt a shock run through me, even as a hand came down on my head to hold me in place with my lips wrapped around the base of the cock in my throat. 
 
    It was someone else! There were two men! Who was the other one!? Was the one in front of me even Mr. Brookings! Holy fuck! 
 
    “Are you going to be a bad girl, Slave?” Mrs. Brookings' voice asked in the headphones. 
 
    I moaned and as the hand raised I slid back up, then continued eagerly sucking the cock even as my mind spun wildly. Who was fucking me!? Who's cock was I sucking!? What was going on!? 
 
    The vibrator began to rub against my clitoris and my hips bucked helplessly. 
 
    Then that voice in my ear came again, the strange woman moaning about how she was a sex slave.  
 
    It was all so overwhelming! I didn't know what to think! 
 
    Big male hands began to knead my breasts as the cock behind thrust harder. Now it buried itself inside me and I groaned at the ache from the other one. The base of the big dildo in my ass stuck out behind me, and it felt like it was being jabbed in harder by his pubic bone! 
 
    He started to thrust hard and fast, and there soon became no doubt. Every time his hips came forward his pubic bone was hitting the base of the dildo and jabbing the head even harder into the very back of my anal tunnel! 
 
    Even as the vibrator ground against me and that hard cock pumped in my pussy and I bobbed up and down on the cock in my mouth and throat and hands kneaded my breasts! 
 
    The only thing I could do was obey orders! I sucked that cock, bobbing up and down, taking it deep into my throat, moaning, dazed, rattled, bewildered, and inundated with a dark sense of awed sexual heat.  
 
    Fucking two guys at once! And I didn't even know who they were! That was so outrageous! 
 
    Sensations and a dark, animal hunger took hold, and another massive orgasm tore through me, threatening to blow out my mind like a candle! I was stunned by the force of it, trembling violently, my hips spasming back against him as he hammered his hips into my buttocks again and again! 
 
    I couldn't tell that well, but it felt like the man seated before me and half under me was squeezing my left breast, while the one behind was squeezing my right. But did it even matter? I was wrapped in a dark, shrouded world of sensation and heat, and losing my mind as it drowned all other concerns but he immediate pleasure or pain of my body. 
 
    They finished with me, and I moaned, kneeling panting on the floor. 
 
    “Get on all fours,” a voice said into the headphones. 
 
    I blinked in shock. It was a toneless machine voice!  
 
    Crack! 
 
    I gasped at  the blow across my bottom and quickly scrambled into position. 
 
    “Crawl forward,” the machine voice ordered. 
 
    I obeyed. 
 
    “Turn to your left, Slave,” it ordered. 
 
    I obeyed. 
 
    “Turn to your right, Slave.” 
 
    I obeyed that too. I crawled up a distance before it told me to turn. Now I was off the carpet and onto hard floor. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I halted.  
 
    “Face down. Ass high. Legs spread.” 
 
    I obeyed. The voice was very mechanical. They hadn't made any effort to make it sound more human. 
 
    I felt something against my hands. 
 
    “Eat, Slave.” 
 
    Eat? Eat what?” 
 
    I pulled what felt like a bowl towards me. I couldn't really smell anything through the hood. I tried to lift the bowl up and got a stinging blow from the crop. 
 
    “Leave the bowl on floor, Slave.” the robot voice ordered. 
 
    I put my lips into the bowl hesitantly, and felt something with my lips, then pulled it up and tasted button and... bread? I suddenly realized I was very hungry! I took it into my mouth, chewed and swallowed. It certainly felt like a small piece of bread with butter. I put my head back down and mouthed another one, then another and another. 
 
    Bread and butter wasn't much of a dinner but better than nothing. 
 
    Then there was a bowl of water I drank from. Again, I wasn't allowed to lift it, but had to put my lips into it and drink like... a dog or something! 
 
    After that the robot ordered me to crawl again, turn this way, turn that way. It asked if I needed to use the bathroom. I said yes. It directed me towards a bathroom. I could feel the toilet with my hands. But using it was embarrassing because I was fairly sure someone was standing nearby! What choice did I have, though!? 
 
     Then I crawled somewhere else until came to a soft, fluffy rug of some kind. My wrists were bound together and then locked to the floor somehow, and I was left alone. 
 
    As far as I knew... 
 
    I lay down on the fluffy rug and wondered just how wild and crazy this could get, and how long they would keep it up. I mean, it had to be past my end of the shift by now! Well past it! What had they told my father? That I was working overtime? That I was staying with Sophie? 
 
    I fell asleep like that somehow, naked, laying on a fluffy rug, wrists chained down, completely uncertain about what was going to happen to me next. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I lay on my back after waking, then rolled onto my side. I wasn't sure how wide this rug was, but I couldn't feel anything else except... except some kind of thick round post sticking up out of the floor about three feet from where my wrists were bound. 
 
    I had no idea what purpose it served except that it hummed softly, and it was covered in what felt like leather. I only knew it was there because I had moved a little, shifting around to see what was around me, and it had hit me in the side. Well, or I had hit it. Whatever, it was firmly in place, so I shifted in another direction. 
 
    My pussy ached, and it also itched. A lot! 
 
    It felt sore and bruised from sitting on that 'horse' for so long. But I couldn't even touch it with my bound wrists. Well, that wasn't my only distraction anyway. My nipples still ached, and I kind of ached inside, too, from the hard fucking in my pussy AND my ass! 
 
    The Brookings were such a bunch of perverts! Who would ever have suspected it!? I felt indignant, and even angry at what they'd done to me, at how they'd treated me and the things they'd said, at how degrading it had all been! 
 
    At the same time I felt as if I were on a breathless thrill-ride of steamy sexuality. Whatever they were doing was temporary, after all. And I'd had the most amazing orgasms of my life by far! 
 
    “Belly down, ass up,” the robot voice said. 
 
    I gasped, then rolled over and brought me knees underneath me. 
 
    “Move right.” 
 
    I couldn't move my wrists and hands at all, so I made my knees shift right until I felt that leather-covered post against my hip. 
 
    “Move right.” 
 
    I couldn't move any further right! Stupid machine! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Move right,” it ordered. 
 
    I forced myself forward, and started to edge past the post,but someone grabbed my ankle and then I felt it locked down the same way my wrists were. A moment later my other ankle was similarly locked down. With my pussy pressed firmly against the padded leather post. 
 
    I cringed a little at the pressure, at the sudden ache. I wondered what the hell they intended! 
 
    But nothing more was said. I was in that face down, ass high, legs spread position again, which was uncomfortable and made my back and neck ache.  
 
    The leather-covered post, or whatever it was, pressed firmly against my sex – which was itchy. It was only natural to start to gently grind my pussy against it. That relieved the itch, but made my pussy ache. The ache was sharp, but not intense, and it came with a dark rush of pleasure because my pussy was still very sensitive. 
 
    I don't know how much time passed, but eventually I began to rub myself more intently against the post, grinding my pussy up and down, up and down, up and down against the thickly rounded post. I had to push my ass higher so the top of my sex came into contact – well, it was at the bottom in that position, but I was able to do it, and was soon filled with sexual electricity and a frenzied need! 
 
    The orgasm was not long in coming, and I gasped and panted and moaned and stopped, trembling a little. 
 
    I hoped no one was watching! 
 
    I rubbed myself idly against it afterward. It felt good and it felt bad. Then, suddenly, it wasn't there anymore. I felt a cock rubbing against me, and then entering me, and then someone fucked me! Hard! 
 
    I had no idea who it even was! And I didn't dare ask!  
 
    Did it even matter? 
 
    After a minute I felt a pull on the collar, and I gasped as I was forced to raise my upper body up on my arms. Then a hard cock pushed against my lips. 
 
    I moaned and trembled and opened my mouth as it pushed inside. 
 
    Who were they!? Was it Brookings and some other guy?! Was it two completely different guys I didn't even know!? Were they the same ones as earlier!? 
 
    I had no way of knowing! My wrists were still chained down, and firm hands pulled my head up as the cock before me pumped in and out of my mouth, and then my throat. The guy behind fucked me steadily, and they shared my breasts between them, pawing and groping them as they used me! 
 
    This was so wild! This was so wicked! This was so outrageous! 
 
    Which made it all soooo hot! 
 
    Heat and hunger began to ripple through my body again, enveloping my mind in a dark, throbbing mist. 
 
    It was like I really was a sex slave! 
 
    The cock in my mouth pulled back, and I felt my ankles and then my wrists freed. I felt a pull on the collar and crawled forward, then realized someone was laying before me. The pull on the collar was firm and remorseless, though. I had to crawl forward, straddling a guy – a naked guy! 
 
    I felt his hard cock against my breast, first, but I was pulled forward I felt it against my thigh. I was halted there, then felt it rubbing against my pussy. I eased down on it with a moan and it forced aside the lips of my sex and pushed up deep into my body. 
 
    It felt incredible sliding through, going so high inside me, and filling me up so much! I moaned and then began to slowly rise and fall atop it, my chest tightening and my breathing becoming harsher. Then I felt a movement behind me and a hand pushed down on the back of my neck.  
 
    Another hand fondled my breasts as I felt the pressure of something warm and slick and soft – but hard – pushing against my back entrance. I shuddered as hands gripped my hips to hold me in place. Then another cock pushed slowly up into my ass! 
 
    Someone gripped my head, tilting it up, and I felt a cock against my lips. 
 
    This was all so insane, so overwhelming, so impossible! I moaned and the cock-head pushed through my lips, forcing them wider, then sliding across my tongue! 
 
    My mind sputtered helplessly. I knew the cock in my mouth was real, as was the one in my pussy. I was virtually certain the one pushing into my ass was real too! That meant three men were fucking me at the same time! And I had no idea who they even were! 
 
    Hands raced over my body, even as the cock in my mouth pushed forward, thrusting deep into my throat! Fingers rubbed against my clitoris as the cock in my ass pumped in and out, thrusting ever deeper! The one below me began to thrust up, and the world was a churning, bubbling stew of wildfire sensations overpowering my mind! 
 
    A large hand gripped my bound wrists, locking it against someone's chest, as others fondled my breasts and fingered my clitoris. I gasped and moaned, gulping in air every time the cock pulled back out of my throat, then gurgling helplessly as it thrust back down into my throat! 
 
    The one in my pussy and the one in my ass were pumping in a kind of rhythm, with one thrusting in as the other slid back. The sensations were intense!  
 
    It felt as if the world was swirling around me. I was becoming light-headed from the cock using my throat, but the flood of sensation was disorienting in the darkness, as I became feverish with sexual heat and hunger. What was happening?! Who was with me!? What was going on!? 
 
    I could affect none of it anyway, and I felt another jarring note of unreality as well as a sense of awe at what was happening, and how real it made the Brookings' dark game of me being a sex slave seem! 
 
    An orgasm made me scream and writhe, my body torn by crackling sexual electricity that made it impossible to not twist and buck and arch and shake. I could hear nothing and see nothing, so all I had was my sense of touch, and it was short-circuited, overloaded and overwhelmed! 
 
    Another orgasm, and another left me dazed and literally drooling after the cock in my throat finished and withdrew. The other two finished, as well, and I was left alone until the robot voice spoke again, ordering me to get on all fours and crawl forward. 
 
    The sharp snap of the crop across my bottom stung, and I whimpered and moaned and rose onto all fours, then crawled where the voice told me. That turned out to be a bathroom, where I was washed – inside and out – much to my humiliation! 
 
    And then, finally, the hood was removed! Although Mrs. Brookings voice  ordered me to keep my eyes closed. Shampoo was poured over me and hands began to wash my hair, and with soap trickling down over my face keeping my eyes closed seemed the smart way to go. 
 
    When I was rinsed off I was led out of the shower stall, still with my eyes closed. Then I was toweled dry, and Mrs. Brookings dried my hair. I didn't dare open my eyes with her right there, probably with a mirror able to see me! 
 
    Then a silk scarf of some kind was pressed against my eyes and drawn back behind my head. I could open my eyes now but see nothing. Still, it was an improvement over the hood. I felt something metal going around my neck, like the now-familiar collar, only metal... Similar metal bracelets went around my wrists and ankles. 
 
    My wrists were shackled behind my back and the pull of the collar led me out of the room, down a hall, and somewhere else.  
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
    I knelt and then at Mrs. Brookings order I sank slowly down until I felt something pressing against my pussy. It was a dildo of some kind, and a thick one, and I moaned as it slowly pushed up inside me. I sank lower until I felt something against my thighs and buttocks, some sort of rounded seat.  
 
    My ankles were shackled in place, then, finally, the blindfold was taken away. 
 
    I blinked my eyes, squinting against the light as Mrs. Brookings left. I found myself in a small room not much bigger than a closet. There were large mirrors on the walls to my left and right which were angled away from the wall – towards me, so I could see myself very clearly. 
 
    I gaped at the sight. 
 
    I was wearing a large stainless steel collar, with a large O-ring dangling from the front. I could also see metal shackles on my ankles as I sat on a kind of low stool. The stool was shaped like a half a circle, with the flat part against the floor. Looking down, I saw the base of the big dildo I was sitting on, and also a round little lump in the bench right against my sex. 
 
    More amazingly, I saw the rings piercing my nipples. They were stainless steel too, but thick and perfectly round, the size of quarters. 
 
    The only other thing in the room was a large flat-screen television which was low on the wall in front of me and turned on even as I looked at it. 
 
    It was a video of me! Hooded me! Naked me! I gaped at the sight of myself as I was flogged, as I was fucked hard by a female wearing a strap-on (the video never rose above her waist), as I was strapped, as I was fucked by a man, and then more men. It showed me crawling and writhing and... and basically everything that had been done to me since I'd been caught! 
 
    You have no idea how stunning it is to watch yourself doing things like that, things you experienced but never got to see at the time!  
 
    And then the hard little lump in the bench began to vibrate. 
 
    I stared at myself in awe, in shock, in wonder! I began to ride the dildo, my pussy sopping wet, my mind overcome with heat and excitement. I watched a faceless naked girl being pawed and strapped and cropped and groped and fucked and sodomized and knew that she was me!  
 
    I was drowning in heat! Every new scene filled me with shocking sexual energy! I rode the dildo frantically, ground myself against the vibrator desperately, and came again and again and again! I came so powerfully and so often that my abdominal muscles ached from spasming! 
 
    Watching myself fucking three guys at once was stunning! And again, the video avoided their faces. It just showed their bodies – and me! I stared at the sight of a slick cock burying itself in my mouth again and again, and the two big cocks fucking me and the hands all over me! 
 
    I stared at myself twisting and writhing and exploding in orgasm and heard my cries of pleasure even as I cried out in pleasure myself, echoing the video! 
 
    I swear I almost lost consciousness! I became exhausted and could hardly breathe! 
 
    Mrs. Brookings returned, scowling down at me. She squatted down and unfastened the ankle restraints from the bench, then rose, and attached a leash to the front of the collar. 
 
    “Stand up, Slave.” 
 
    She jerked on the chain and, gasping, moaning, staggering, I rose, sliding off the dripping wet dildo. I could barely stand, but she jerked on the leash and I was forced to stumble forward. She led me out of the little closet-sized room and I found myself back in the larger 'torture chamber' room. 
 
    Mrs. Brookings walked to a comfortable looking upholstered chair and then sat down. She jerked down on the leash and I all-but fell to my knees. 
 
    Smiling thinly, she raised her legs, spreading them wide and draping them across the arms of the chair, then slid her loose skirt up to show her naked sex as she jerked on the leash. 
 
    “Now, Slavegirl, you're going to learn how to please a woman.” 
 
    She took my hair in her hand and pulled my mouth down against her sex. 
 
    “Begin. And I'll whip you if you don't perform well.” 
 
    I gulped at the threat, and then began to tentatively lick. I had no experience performing oral sex on a girl, of course. To be honest, the only real experience I had was here, when someone had licked me! Certainly none of my dates had been very enthusiastic – or very good. 
 
    Mrs. Brookings reached down beside the chair and picked up a riding crop, then snapped it down on my bottom. 
 
    “Useless slut. I'll have to teach you.” 
 
    She did just that, with my hair wrapped around her hand and the crop ready to snap down across my bottom whenever I got it wrong. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Always keep your legs spread. Your body is available for the use of anyone who wants it. Do you understand, Slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I gulped. 
 
    I licked until my jaw ached and I couldn't lick or suck any more. I managed to make her come a couple of times, though, and that made me feel good. 
 
    “Sit back on your heels, slave, and arch your back.” 
 
    I obeyed as she pulled her legs down, smoothed her skirt over them, then stood up. 
 
    “Do not move, Slave.” 
 
    She left the room, and a couple of minutes later Mr. Brookings arrived. 
 
    I felt my face heat. I mean, he'd already fucked me and sodomized me and touched me all over and everything but... I hadn't been able to see then. Which meant I had almost felt, in a strange way, as if I were hiding, as if I were protected. Now I saw his face looking at me and dropped my eyes as I squirmed mentally. 
 
    He took off his pants and sat down, then drew me down onto his cock and balls. 
 
    It didn't occur to me to say no. It didn't even occur to me that I could say no! I licked and sucked his balls, licked his cock, and then as he hardened, bobbed up and down on it, taking it deep into my throat as he pushed down on my head. 
 
    I swallowed his come, then did it again, before he left me in the same position as Mrs. Brookings. Some minutes later Sophie arrived. 
 
    I blushed again. For the same reason I had with Mr. Brookings. My mind squirmed at how degrading it was to be here naked and collared in front of Sophie. Even though I knew I'd done it before. 
 
    Sophie simply picked up the leash and jerked me to my feet, then led me out of the room. I was too embarrassed to talk or ask anything.  
 
    She led me down the hall and through a large area set with games, big video and pinball games set against the wall, a pool table, table tennis table, card table and shuffleboard in the middle of the floor. 
 
    There was a bar on the other side, and behind that a small kitchen. She ordered me to kneel, then put something into the microwave. She put a bowl of water on the floor, then when the microwave pinged she pulled a bowl out of it and put it on the floor, as well. 
 
    I looked down and it looked like ramen. 
 
    “Eat, Thing. And don't even try to speak without permission.” 
 
    I gulped and then, given my wrists were still locked behind me, bent awkwardly down so my breasts were pressed against my knees. 
 
    “No, Thing. Always keep your bottom raised and knees spread wide,” she ordered. 
 
    I gulped but then got into position, my breasts now pressing heavily against the floor as I raised my bottom high. I began to awkwardly eat from the ramen bowl, my neck aching by the time I was finished. Then I drank from the water in the same fashion. 
 
    Sophie returned and put the bowls away. 
 
    “Are you going to thank me for the meal, Thing?” 
 
    I gulped anxiously. “Thank you for the meal, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    She thrust her foot out against me. 
 
    “Lick. Show your gratitude, Thing.” 
 
    I hesitated. I had blindly licked Mrs. Brookings boot but... Sophie's shoe!? Then I remembered how utterly appallingly degrading, and excruciatingly hot it had looked as on the video as I had done so and felt a sense of squirming heat. 
 
    I bent and began to lick Sophie's shoe. I licked up down its length, and when she raised her foot on the heel I awkwardly bent my neck and licked along the underside. 
 
    When she was satisfied she moved back. She picked up the leash and jerked me to my feet, then led me back down the hall, around the corner, and into the 'torture room'! 
 
    She slipped the handle of the leash over a hook up high on the wall, then took one of the big dildos off a shelf and oiled it up. 
 
    “Bend forward and spread your legs, Thing.” 
 
    My heart began to beat faster as I obeyed. The dildo was thick and very long! 
 
    She moved behind me and I felt the pressure against my ass. I moaned weakly as she ground the head against me, twisting and turning it, altering the pressure, slowly working it through.  
 
    “What are you?” she asked. 
 
    The question took me by surprise, and she slapped my bottom sharply. 
 
    “I'm... I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” I blurted. 
 
    “And why are you a sex slave?” 
 
    I hesitated and she slapped my bottom again. 
 
    “Is it because you're a blonde whore?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! I'm a blonde whore, Mistress!” I said. 
 
    Again, I'd said such things before but now my face was uncovered, making it much worse for some reason! 
 
    The dildo was pushing deeper and deeper into my ass, too! 
 
    “You love cock, don't you, Thing?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “I love cock, Mistress!” 
 
    “You love being fucked in the ass, don't you, Thing?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “I love being fucked in the – Oh! – in the ass, Mistress!” I gasped as the head of the dildo pushed especially and achingly deep! 
 
    She pumped the dildo slowly in and out, forcing the head deeper and deeper. I was amazed at how deep she was able to get it! It looked like it was almost a foot long and she got almost all of it inside me! I felt it suddenly narrow to half its length, leaving an inch of base outside. 
 
    She took off the leash, then unclipped my wrists so my hands were free. 
 
    “All right, Thing. I want you to kneel on the floor.” 
 
    I knelt as directed, then lay back on my back, raising my knees and spreading my legs wide as she handed me another big dildo. 
 
    “Masturbate,” she ordered me. 
 
    It was such a bald, outrageous order to give! Yet how could I refuse!? I couldn't! So, blushing nervously, I rubbed the dildo against my sex, then slowly worked it into my pussy. I pumped it slowly in and out, blushing hotly as she watched, fingering my pussy. 
 
    But despite how my mind was squirming under her steady gaze, I was feeling that dark, outraged sense of thrilled heat again. Maybe in part because of how outrageous this was, because ow how degrading it was. It was almost a masochistic feeling! Like the more degraded I felt the more arousing it was! 
 
    Began rubbing my clitoris faster, thrusting the dildo harder, my mind and body both writhing in heat as I fucked myself!  
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    Gasping, moaning, I hesitated, then stopped. 
 
    “You may not come without permission. Do you understand, Thing?” 
 
    “Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    “Continue.” 
 
    I rubbed slower, then my eyes widened as she picked up a camera. I instinctively turned my head away, gasping. 
 
    “Look at me, Thing!” she ordered. 
 
    I cringed but obeyed. 
 
    “Continue.” 
 
    Trembling, I fucked myself slowly with the dildo, fingering my clitoris.  
 
    “Are you a filthy blonde slut?” 
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I'm a filthy blonde slut, Mistress!” 
 
    This was so sick, so perverted, so outrageous, so degrading, so hot! 
 
    “Fuck yourself harder, slut.” 
 
    I obeyed, moaning as I thrust the big dildo in harder and faster! 
 
    The heat was burning wildly within me and I slowed down. 
 
    “Faster, Thing.” 
 
    “I... I-I'm going to come, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Put your hands behind your neck.” 
 
    I obeyed, chest heaving, and she stepped forward, still holding the camera, still pointing it down at me. I gasped and cried out as her foot came down on the base of the dildo, slowly forcing it in harder! The head already felt as if it were jammed against the back of my sex! 
 
    I cried out as she put more weight on it, then instinctively grasped her ankle. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your head, slut!” 
 
    Moaning, I obeyed. 
 
    “Spread your slut legs wider!” 
 
    Again I obeyed, trembling and shaking. 
 
    She pressed in harder and I gurgled and cried out. 
 
    “Would you like to have an orgasm, Thing? 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried. 
 
    “Beg.” 
 
    “Please may I have an orgasm, Mistress!?” 
 
    “Louder, slut.” 
 
    “Please may I have an orgasm, Mistress!?” 
 
    “Louder, whore.” 
 
    “Please may I have an orgasm, Mistress!” I all-but screamed. 
 
    She drew her foot back and I saw that almost the entire dildo had been jammed into my aching pussy! 
 
    “Roll over, face down, ass up.” 
 
    Trembling, I obeyed, spreading my legs wide. 
 
    She put the camera down on the floor next to me, then knelt behind me and gripped the dildo. She began to pump it in and out, then, with her fingers along the base so that they rubbed against my clitoris as she pumped. 
 
    Every thrust jammed the head against the back wall of my sex, but also rubbed her fingers back and forth along my clitoris! 
 
    She reached forward and gripped my hair, yanking my head back. 
 
    “Come for you mistress, Thing,” she ordered. 
 
    I came, bucking helplessly, frantically, overwhelmed by the massive eruption of sensation and pleasure, crying out in sheer rapture as she hammered the back of my pussy with the head of the dildo and her fingers rubbed furiously against my clitoris! 
 
    * 
 
    She had me wear the thigh-high boots with the stiletto heels and the shoulder-length gloves again. Then she made me crawl along at her heel while she tugged on the leash. 
 
    Every now and then she made me lick her shoes and confess to being a filthy blonde slut and a slave girl. It was horrifically degrading and yet breathlessly sexual to the point my nipples ached from the need to be touched! 
 
    Then she sat down and I licked her to orgasm while she fingered my nipple rings, squeezed my breasts, and tugged on my hair.  
 
    She put the ball-gag into my mouth, slid a butt-plug into me, then led me upstairs, tugging the leash casually. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gerard watched with interest as Sophie came into the kitchen, leading Hannah by the leash. The blonde girl blanched when she saw him, her face reddening. She dropped her eyes and chin, and he snorted in amusement. 
 
    “I've brought you some help, Gerard,” she said.  
 
    “I'm sure she'll be more trouble than she's worth,” he said dryly. 
 
    “Well, she has to learn sometime.” 
 
    Gerard shrugged. Sophie removed the leash and left, and Gerard examined the blonde. Not that he hadn't seen her naked already. But it amused him how red her face was. 
 
    “All right, Slave,” he said. “We'll start with simple things.” 
 
    First he showed her where everything was in the pantry and cupboards, as well as the refrigerators and freezers. He had to repeat himself often, and slapped her bottom for attention. She was obviously confused and disconcerted at finding herself naked in front of him. 
 
    He then taught her how to serve wine as well as meals to people seated at a table, then how to remove empty dishes. He enjoyed slapping her bottom whenever she hesitated because it produced an interesting reaction, and reddened skin, mostly on her face rather than her bottom. 
 
    Mr. Brookings came into the kitchen in the middle of it, and she blushed again. 
 
    “Teaching our little slave girl, are you, Gerard?” 
 
    “Attempting to, sir,” Gerard said as Brookings gave one of the blonde girl's breasts a firm squeeze. 
 
    “Remember, spare the rod, spoil the slave.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    He left and Gerard continued his lessons. Then he put her to work gathering ingredients and taught her how to make a salad from scratch. As he was instructing her he ran his hand over her buttocks, enjoying the soft, firm, warm texture of her young body. Her skin was so soft and warm he felt an erection building in his trousers. 
 
    He shifted his hand, sliding it down between her legs in front, fingering her sex, rubbing at her clitoris. She was, he discovered, already more than slightly wet. He snorted in amusement, then abruptly moved behind her, seized her hips, and jerked them backward. 
 
    “Spread your legs, Slave.” 
 
    It was an order she had received quite a lot lately and she did it almost instinctively, even as her face reddened again. Gerard unzipped his trousers, pulled his erection out, and rubbed it up and down along the warm, moist surface of her sex. 
 
    He put a hand on the back of her neck to bend her further forward, then pushed himself into her. 
 
    This job, he thought, had so many perks to it! 
 
    The girl moaned as he buried himself in her warm belly. He grinned, gripping her soft blonde hair to pull her head back and force her chest lower, then began to thrust steadily. 
 
    Silence and obedience in a lovely young woman was truly a wondrous thing, he thought. No arguing, no debating no questioning. 
 
    He kneaded her breast as he thrust harder, enjoying her beauty and availability, but also, as was his role, teaching her. In this case, he was teaching her her purpose here, and in life. He was teaching her just what her life was going to be like now, that her body was for the use of anyone who wanted it. 
 
    But of course, it was also his duty to ensure she absorbed the lesson properly. So he released her breast, his arm snaking around her hip, his long fingers finding her clitoris and rubbing them skilfully as he thrust and ground himself against her. 
 
    She was already wetter than she had been, he was pleased to note, and she was starting to moan and gasp as he drove himself into her. He pushed down harder, bending her over the table until her breasts pillowed out against it. He halted his steady thrusts in favor of hard, deep single strokes, drawing his cock so that it barely rested within her, then spearing it home hard.  
 
    The thrusts made her cry out, and he chuckled, rubbing and thrusting harder and harder until her hips began to buck helplessly back against him and he felt her tight pussy spasming around his hungry cock. 
 
    He groaned as her squeezing, sucking pussy pulled him into the orgasm, grunting in pleasure as he hammered himself home hard and fast. Then he eased back out, slapping her bottom as he released her hair. 
 
    “Back to work, Slave.” 
 
    * 
 
    I found myself strangely adrift from the normal rules and behavior patterns which had shaped my entire life. I had known how to act with people then, and people had acted in reasonably predictable ways. Now it seemed the rules had shifted underneath me. My only requirement was to obey whatever order anyone gave me. 
 
    And to do it naked! 
 
    And if I didn't people hit me! Usually on the bottom, but it still stung! And I wasn't at all sure if I had any right to disagree or question! I certainly hadn't while I was blind! 
 
    Gerard put me to work cleaning one of the large downstairs bathrooms – on my hands and knees, with nothing but a sponge and pail. And while I was doing it Karen, one of the longer-serving maids I had never gotten along with came in and snickered at me. 
 
    When I glared at her Karen had produced a crop, then gripped me by the hair, bent me over, and given me half a dozen swift, stinging blows across my bottom! 
 
    “Slave girls do not scowl at human beings,” Karen said with a sneer. “Slave girls must always look and act and speak respectfully towards their superiors. And that means everyone.” 
 
    Then she'd drawn my wrists back behind me, clipped the shackles together, and undone my gag before forcing me to my knees. She pulled up her skirt and drew my face in between her legs. 
 
    “Please me, Slave,” she ordered. 
 
    Moaning, I obeyed. It was what I had been doing for... for... for some time, after all! Since I'd been caught in the dungeon by Mrs. Brookings! So wasn't it now the rule that I had to!? I didn't know the rules! They seemed to be that I had to do anything I was told! But did that mean by everyone?  
 
    Clearly it meant anything the Brookings' told me, and Gerard, but did I even have to please Karen? I wasn't sure but didn't dare refuse. 
 
    After licking Karen to orgasm the woman put the gag back into my mouth and ordered me to continue. I had little alternative but to obey. 
 
    When the bathroom was done Gerard brought me out to the garage. It was a very large garage because the Brookings had a number of vehicles. Now he set me to work washing them under the direction of Malcolm, the Brookings' chauffeur. 
 
    That caused me immediate stress and embarrassment. Another man seeing me naked! Not to mention I had no idea if he was one of the ones who had already used my body! Nor if he intended doing so again! 
 
    He gave me a pail of soapy water and a sponge, and leered at me as I anxiously began to soap up the car.  Soaping the sides was fairly easy, and the front, but of course Malcolm reminded me I had to wash the entire car, and I had to lean far over the hood to do so. Inevitably I was soon soaked and soapy myself. 
 
    And also inevitably, Malcolm began to explore my body with his big, work-roughened hands! I moaned helplessly as he ran his hand over my body while I soaped up the car, feeling my chest tighten and my breathing grow more ragged as sexual tension crackled through my body. 
 
    He seemed in no hurry to take me, though. He had other things to do, coming back from time to time to observe me and fondle my breasts, or squeeze my bottom, or finger my soapy pussy. 
 
    The situation became alarmingly stressful and filled with breathless sexual electricity as I waited for him to bend me over a car the way Gerard had done! The feel of his hands on my soapy body was desperately exciting. And the dark, outrageous thrill of doing something as mundane as washing cars, but naked, and in front of someone, made my body thrum with heat and sexual pressure. 
 
    Malcolm was a large man, and also served as a bodyguard when he drove the Brookings. That gave him a dangerous aura, which of course, made him more attractive. 
 
    So bending far over the hood of a car, my hard nipples and swollen breasts rubbing against the soapy hood as I scrubbed, my bottom turned in his direction, was darkly, deeply and dangerously exciting and outrageous! 
 
    I was still startled when he finally acted. I felt his presence looming behind me, then a sharp jerk on my scalp as he gathered in my hair behind me and used it as a handle to yank me upright and back against him. 
 
    “There's something deeply exciting about a beautiful blonde who can't babble all the time,” he said as his other hand cupped one of my soapy breasts. “But on the other hand, your mouth can be so useful as long as it only does what it's told. 
 
    I cried out as he jerked back more sharply, forcing my head back and my chest out. 
 
    “Not one word, little slave,” he growled. 
 
    He undid the gag and pulled it free of my mouth, then used his hold on my hair to guide me down onto my knees. 
 
    His other hand opened his trousers and pulled his cock out and I needed no urging to wrap my lips around it. I felt a sense of shock – and helpless excitement, though, at how big it was. I had to spread my lips wide to envelop it, and began to bob up and down as I brought my hands up to grasp him. 
 
    “Hands down, Slave, if you don't want to be tasting soap on my cock,” he said in amusement. 
 
    Gasping, I obeyed, realizing he was right. My hands were wet and covered in soap suds! I had little choice, then, but to let my arms dangle as I bobbed up and down, and as he began to pump into my mouth. 
 
    “Lovely lips,” he said. “I bet you have a lovely throat, too.” 
 
    I moaned as he pushed deep, then pulled back and lifted his cock up. He guided my mouth to his balls and I sucked them into my mouth, massaging them with my tongue. I licked up and down his cock, then took it into my mouth again as he began to pump. 
 
    My hand jerked up as he pushed it into my throat, but my hands held, trembling, in mid-air as he drew me forward by the hair. His cock slid deep into my throat, and I trembled and shook, trying to control my gag reflex. 
 
    He drew himself back out with a sigh of pleasure, and then to my relief, jerked up on my hair, pulling me to my feet and shoving me against the side of the big SUV I'd been washing. He moved behind me and tugged out the butt-plug, then pushed his thick cock deep into my ass. 
 
    “Lovely,” he said as I moaned helplessly. 
 
    He began to thrust steadily, and I gripped the side of the SUV, moaning, feeling his thick log of a cock impale me again and again. The head sent cramps through my belly every time he drove it deep, but a dark, wild, raw crackle of sexual power and heat thrummed within me. 
 
    This was so outrageous! So wicked and shocking and kinky and hot! 
 
    I moaned as he fondled my breasts, as he pulled on my hair, as he fingered my clitoris. I moaned and gasped and cried out, but I took no action, my hands on the car roof, my bottom pushed out, available, being used as if I were a slave girl. 
 
    A slave girl! For the first time I began to consider whether, rather than being a game, the Brookings ended this as something real and permanent! The idea shocked me senseless for a long moment! That this would be my daily life for... for a long time to come!  
 
    The jolt of awareness was almost dizzying in its intensity. I would be a hot, naked, sexy slave girl, having constant sex, with no care or concern about what I ought to be doing because I need do nothing I wasn't told! 
 
    The long, thick cock pumped steadily in my bottom, and I began to feel a growing rush of sensation, of animal heat and breathless excitement. My entire body trembled with the force of the sexual pressure gripping mind and body! 
 
    Malcolm jerked on my hair and I cried out as he pulled my head back, mashing my breasts against the car as he drove his big cock up into me. 
 
    This was insane! But it was the most incredible rush, the most intense thrill of sexuality and heat I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    A sex slave! Me! 
 
    The orgasm hit and blew my mind almost as much as my dazed thoughts had, reducing me to little more than a sexual animal! I cried out again and again, wallowing in the dark heat and pleasure consuming my mind as Malcolm drove his cock up into me with long, hard, deep strokes! 
 
    * 
 
    After finishing in the garage I was directed outside onto the grounds to Rudolph, the Swiss man who maintained the grounds when my father was away. I blushed as he looked me over, then brought me to the pool. There I had to skim the surface with a long-handled net, then scrub down the interlock stone around the pool. 
 
    I looked around anxiously. 
 
    “You look for your father? Don't. The Brookings sent him to inspect the gardens at several English estates. He's in England now, enjoying himself.” 
 
    I stared at him in surprise, and also relief. 
 
    “It was a last-minute request so he had no chance to mention it. He left a message on your phone, though, the next time you get to use a phone – if you ever do. Now get to work.”  
 
    I had barely started, though, before Rudolph halted me. He had a plastic squeeze bottle of sunscreen in his hand. 
 
    “Can't have the Brookings' blonde slave girl burn her pretty skin,” he said with a faint Germanic accent. 
 
    He squirted the cream over my chest, and then began to spread it liberally over my breasts as I stood there gulping and panting and red-faced. He squirted more, making sure my arms and back and shoulders were covered with the slippery oil, then moved lower. His fingers took special care with my naked sex, to the extent that I climaxed right then and there while standing next to him. 
 
    He only smirked, and continued spreading the oil over my body, then over my face. 
 
    “Now get back to work, Slave.” 
 
    Moaning into the gag, I obeyed. After I'd skimmed the pools he had me clean the interlock, with a sponge and pail, on all fours, just as I had the bathroom floor. I was only partially through when Rudolph moved me so I was kneeling on the grass, then mounted me from behind. 
 
    After that Karen brought food and water out and set them on the ground for me to eat my lunch.  
 
    I did so, then resumed my work cleaning the interlock.  
 
    Rudolph came back to oil me up again – and give me another orgasm! Then I finished cleaning the interlock and started on the path to the door. 
 
    Karen came out, walked past me, and set down towels, a drink of ice water, a book and tanning lotion on one of the tables, then walked past me, giving me a smirk. A few minutes later Mrs. Brookings strolled out in a bikini. 
 
    “Well, little Slave, I presume you are becoming acquainted with your new role around here,” she said. 
 
    I dropped my head meekly. 
 
    “Come here, Slave.” 
 
    I was already on hands and knees and as Mrs. Brookings settled into one of the large, padded chaise loungers nearby it seemed only sensible to crawl over there. 
 
    “Kneel and present,” Mrs. Brookings ordered. 
 
    Gulping, I sat back on my heels, arched my back, spread my legs, and put my hands behind my neck. 
 
    “What a lovely little sex slave,” Mrs. Brookings said with a smile. 
 
    Oddly, I felt a little flush of pleasure. 
 
    “You've ruined your boots, though, and your gloves,” she said, examining me with narrowed eyes. 
 
    I gulped anxiously, wondering if I would be punished. 
 
    “We'll have to get you new ones. Come here, Slave.” 
 
    I sat up and shifted forward, and Mrs. Brookings unlocked my wrist restraints and removed them, then pulled the gloves off. She placed the metal shackles back around my wrists, but didn't lock them together. 
 
    She snapped her fingers towards my feet, and I stood up and gripped the backrest for support as I raised my right foot, then my left, for Mrs. Brookings to unlock those shackles. She removed the boots, then, and the woman locked the shackles around my bare ankles. Then she undid the strap behind my head and removed my ball-gag. 
 
    “There. I like bare skin,” Mrs. Brookings said, running a hand up my thigh to cup my pussy. 
 
    She handed me the lotion. 
 
    “Put sunscreen on me,” she ordered, laying back. 
 
    I felt an immediate sense of stress. The order was clear but how was I to carry it out? Should I be strictly functional, or did Mrs. Brookings want me to put the sunscreen on in the same way Rudolph had put it on me!? 
 
    Part of the answer seemed to appear when Mrs. Brookings undid her top and removed it, then untied her bottom and removed it too. 
 
    This was a new experience for me. Always before I had been the recipient of whatever touch anyone wanted to give me. I'd never been allowed to use my own hands to touch anyone! Not since I'd been made a 'slave'. The thought of getting it wrong was stressful! I felt myself wishing that Mrs. Brookings would simply fondle and use me instead!  
 
    But I couldn't disobey an order. I squirted the oil on the woman's upper chest, then nervously began to spread it over her body, moving as slowly as possible and practically holding my breath. 
 
    Mrs. Brookings stopped me almost immediately, gripping my wrists. 
 
    “No, Slave. Spread the oil on your body, then use your body to spread it onto mine.” 
 
    I stared at her in confusion, then gulped, heart-pounding, and squirted more sunscreen on my own chest, enough that it dripped down across my breasts. 
 
    “Start with my feet.” 
 
    I moved to the foot of the lounge and then gripped one of Mrs. Brookings' feet. I began to massage the oil into it. But Mrs. Brookings raised her foot and put it against my chest between my breasts. 
 
    Pulse racing, I began to massage the foot with my hands, but also rubbing my chest, then squeezing my breasts against it. That seemed to be the right guess, as Mrs. Brookings' lay back.  
 
    I slid my body slowly up, using my soft breasts to spread oil along the woman's leg. I squirted more oil on myself, then did the same with her other foot, and her other leg, slowly rubbing my breasts upwards until I was climbing onto the lounge. 
 
    I slid my oiled body up along Brookings' abdomen and belly, then over her breasts. 
 
    Mrs. Brookings startled me by seizing me by the collar and jerking my head upward, then kissing me on the lips! 
 
    There had been no kissing since I'd been caught. My mouth had been gagged most of the time. Now I felt a strange wave of pleasure, not so much physical as emotional, as Mrs. Brookings let her lips and tongue explore my mouth. 
 
    Mrs. Brookings sure knew how to kiss! 
 
    I knelt on either side of Brookings' hips, my breasts rubbing against Mrs. Brookings' breasts, our lips moving together as my heart beat faster. 
 
    Then the woman's fingers suddenly pushed up into my sex and I gasped. The oiled fingers pumped in and out, a thumb rubbing against my clitoris as we kissed, and I felt a wave of heat roll through me! 
 
    Brookings pulled her fingers out, though, and pulled me back by the hair, rubbing her fingers against my lips before pushing them inside. 
 
    “The oil is edible, Slavegirl,” she said in amusement. 
 
    I moaned, sucking and licking at her fingers as I straddled her. 
 
    When Brookings pushed me down again I slid down her body, first sucking and licking at her breasts and nipples, then sliding slowly downward until she spread her legs. I then licked and sucked at her pussy, pushing my tongue into her, then, daringly, my fingers, licking on her clitoris in the same way as had been done to me. 
 
    I felt delighted when I was able to bring her to climax, then eagerly obeyed her order to continue spreading oil as she turned over. I again used my breasts and body, sliding it up and down against Brookings, my hands lightly caressing the woman's arms and shoulders. 
 
    I was daunted by a new order, however, as she raised her bottom in the air. I hesitated anxiously, then leaned in and began to tongue the woman's wrinkled back opening. It tasted of the same sweet apple as the oil as I tongued her. I slid my fingers into her pussy, my thumb rubbing at her clitoris as she began to roll her hips back. 
 
    Then excitement caught me again as she became more aroused. I worked determinedly, and was able to bring her to another climax! 
 
    “Very good, little Slave,” Brookings sighed in satisfaction. 
 
    She rolled over again and I went back to cleaning the walk as Mrs. Brookings relaxed and enjoyed the sun. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My entire view of the world and my place in it had been overturned in a shockingly short period of time. But this new world was fascinating and breathlessly, outrageously exciting! The way I was acting went against all the rules I had once lived by, but the Brookings had given me new rules. 
 
    And here, in this place, insulated from the outside world, I at least knew my place, and what I had to do, and no one judged me for doing it unless I failed. Then that judgment was quite stinging! 
 
    My body was available for the use of anyone who wanted it. For whatever reason they wanted it. That might mean cleaning a floor, or it might mean having sex. Whatever it was, as long as I simply obeyed the order given, I didn't have to worry or think. 
 
    And it wasn't like the sex wasn't darkly thrilling! It was certainly far more exciting than the work I used to do! I even got used to being naked around everyone. 
 
    Mr. Brookings left after a few days, headed for England, and a new house he had bought there. My father would be working on transforming the grounds there he told me in a phone call. That was a relief! I wasn't looking forward to him coming back and having to worry about what the other servants might tell him! 
 
    In fact, the idea of herself as a slave girl, more, as a Sex slave, was becoming a richly erotic experience. It allowed me to indulge in my favorite pastime, which was flaunting my body, more than I could have ever imagined. 
 
    And not just for the Brookings and their servants. 
 
    The day Mr. Brookings had left his wife had a visitor, another woman about her age. I had to kneel and present before her as she and Mrs. Brookings discussed my body and obedience. It had been mortifying, at first, but then had become incredibly arousing once my initial embarrassment faded. 
 
    Soon I'd been on my knees in front of the woman, obediently licking her to orgasm. 
 
    The next day Sophie had a girlfriend over, another rich little bitch, I thought unhappily. It was even more degrading presenting myself to the snickering young redhead, even more embarrassing as the two talked about me. 
 
    But soon I was licking the girl's pussy while Sophie fisted me, and my entire body was spasming and jerking and trembling as if it were hooked up to a live wire! Orgasm after orgasm tore through my to the point the other girl had had to repeatedly yank at my hair to push my mouth back onto her pussy and remind me of my duties. 
 
    It was still degrading, though, especially as the two snickering girls took turns fucking me with big, strap-on dildos, and even more because I could not restrain my response, coming repeatedly. 
 
    My true moment of understanding, however, came when Mrs. Brookings had a man over. The man was old, ancient, well over fifty! He wasn't in very good shape, with a noticeable belly, and wasn't at all handsome! The idea of having sex with him did not fill me with enthusiasm, to put it mildly! 
 
    I couldn't actually bring myself to refuse, but my noticeable reluctance and distaste had become obvious, and Mrs. Brookings was not the type to tolerate what she regarded as insolence. 
 
    In short order I had been hung from my wrists, my legs spread, and then Mrs. Brooking gave the man – his name was Howard – a lesson in how to whip a disagreeable slave girl. 
 
    I was blindfolded and then gagged. The headphones were put on my ears, and I began to hear murmured voices, just as I had last time. This time, though, they were chiding me. 
 
    “Such a bad slave girl!” a woman's voice said. 
 
    “A very naughty girl,” said a man. 
 
    “She's clearly very arrogant,” said a second woman. 
 
    “Imagine thinking she was too good for someone!” a woman exclaimed. 
 
    “She must be punished for her pride,” said another man. 
 
    “Whip her!” said another. 
 
    “Whip the slave!” said several more. 
 
    But the first feeling I got was something round and slick slowly pushing into the mouth of my pussy. It felt a little like an egg. It got wider and wider, then narrow. It wasn't much bigger than an egg, either. And in fact, it felt as it was attached to another egg at its base, only the eggs were at right angles to each other. 
 
    I felt the egg slowly pumping in and out, or, no, it was as if the L-shaped eggs were being rocked slowly so that the joint ground against my clitoris. Then they began to buzz and vibrate! I moaned helplessly, straining against the restraints, my wrists aching as my sex began to vibrate in tune to the toy. 
 
    Heat came unbidden to me, as if my body and mind had become conditioned, and I was soon gasping for breath, writhing as my pulse raced and my entire body throbbed with hunger and passion and need. 
 
    The egg was eased out of me. A moment later something very thin and lightweight snapped across my back, something like a skipping rope – I remembered a girl hitting me with one when I was younger. This was even thinner, though, and the sense of impact was slight.  
 
    An instant later, however, came the sharp sting all along where it had struck me, diagonally across my back! I squealed and my body strained and bucked against the restraints. The sting had been sharp! It faded quickly, but then another one cut horizontally across my back, then the next was lower, snapping across my bottom to make my buttocks burn! 
 
    I cried out again, and then again as the whip cut across my tender breasts! It curled across my hip and bit into the soft flesh of my pussy, then did the same across the other hip! Again and again the thin whip snapped stingingly down upon my soft flesh until I felt as if I were burning all over! 
 
    But... it was almost as if I began to get used to it. The initial shocks became lesser, even though the whip continued to hit me with the same impact. Gasping, moaning, I felt myself surrendering. What was the point in pulling and straining against the restraints anyway? I couldn't do anything! 
 
    The whip snapped in against my pussy again, and then again, and I cried out helplessly, my head falling back, my back arching as the next blow cut across both breasts! 
 
    It... stung! But... a different kind of heat began to swirl within me. Something seemed to shift in my mind, and for the first time I felt the reality of being a slave, a sex slave. And rather than frighten me, it filled me with a strange sense of awe. 
 
    The whip cut across my abdomen, then my back, then my bottom, and the awe remained as I moaned into the gag, writhing again now, rather than straining. The reality of actually being a sex slave was so shocking that it filled my with a sense of dark wonder. 
 
    The whip cut across my hip from behind again, the tip curling down and biting at my aching pussy and I screamed, but the sensation which burst from me was not mere pain, but a strange, shocking kind of bliss.  
 
    This was so dark, so perverse, so outrageous, and I felt myself sinking exultantly into the vision of myself as the helpless slave girl. Again and again the whip curled across my hip to snap at my pussy. Every blow sent a powerful shock-wave of pain mixed with dark, animal heat and pleasure through my trembling body. 
 
    Then the orgasm hit. 
 
    I felt a hard cock being thrust up into my bottom in the middle of it, and the power of the orgasm redoubled as I screamed my pleasure into the gag. Then the egg pushed into my sex, rocking and grinding against me as it vibrated. 
 
    I screamed myself hoarse, and the multiple orgasms finally dazed me to the point of losing consciousness. 
 
    I wakened, groaning dazedly, as I was lowered to the floor. Then, leashed, I crawled. I wound up in a bedroom. The gag and blindfold were removed, and I licked my way up the man's body from toes to neck. I swallowed his cock again and again, moaning in heat as it pumped up and down in my throat. 
 
    When he came, I sucked him erect again, mounting him, riding him to my own climax, then meekly bent over so he could take me from behind. 
 
    From that day forward I thought of myself as a sex slave. Not a prisoner, by any means. Why would I leave? What could be better than being a sex slave? My body was used by all the servants, by the Brookings, and by all their guests. 
 
    I felt a sense of noble virtue, of martyrdom, and of heat all the while, a deep, obsessive heat which had me living my days in an erotic haze, no matter what I did. Sometimes I acted up just to be punished, to be reminded I was a slave. 
 
    In the fall, Sophie went off to college, and I went with her. The Brookings bought an expensive condo for Sophie to stay in on the edge of campus. I, of course, stayed with her, doing all the cooking and cleaning, as well as satisfying Sophie's sexual needs, and those of her friends. 
 
    In between that I took courses myself. I would become a more valuable slave as I learned more, the Brookings told me.  
 
    I didn't question this. It was comforting to have no fears for my future. I knew that the Brookings' would take care of me, even as they found me things to do, be they sexual or not. It was strange wearing clothes, though, so I wore as few as possible, and looked forward to getting back to the estate, and the simplicity of being a naked slave girl. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    Have praise, suggestions, questions or complaints? writeargus@gmail.com 
 
    * 
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    Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series) 
 
    Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel. 
 
      
 
    Working For the Smiths 
 
    Nicky thought it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs. 
 
      
 
    Out of Uniform 
 
    Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive!  
 
      
 
    Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series) 
 
    Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission! 
 
      
 
    The Nerd Girls 
 
    Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!  
 
      
 
    Owned by My Best Friend's Family! 
 
    Annie's father the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!  
 
      
 
    Zoe's New Boss 
 
    Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy. 
 
      
 
    In The Vampire's Lair 
 
    On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Nigger's Girl 
 
    A blonde girl has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to. 
 
      
 
    The Temporary Harem Girl 
 
    It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur 
 
    Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games. 
 
      
 
    Owned by Mister Trask 
 
    When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission. 
 
      
 
    Bound Beauty 
 
    Sierra is lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world. 
 
      
 
    The Penthouse 
 
    Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!  
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