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The view was simply unbelievable!

My father's house was about three hundred
feet up the side of a mountain right on the coast of St Lucia.
Large picture windows had spectacular views of the heavily forested
mountains running along the coast, and the enormous expansive of a
beautiful blue ocean that went on forever!

One look at the place told me why he'd
decided to become an expatriate and move to Caribbean. After all,
as a stock trader he could operate anywhere he could get the
internet and a phone line. So why do it in New York, where
everything cost five times more, and where there simply was nothing
like this for any price?

There was a wide deck overlooking the ocean,
with a pool, and overhanging palm trees for some shade. God, the
place was a paradise. I could only stand there with my mouth wide
staring, all thought of my father forgotten.

Right. My father. My mother's estranged
husband. Focus on the 'estranged' part. They had broken up when I
was barely ten and I'd hardly seen or heard from him since. I had
deeply resented him for the first few years afterward, but
gradually came to realize that my mother had done everything she
could to get in the way of his access.

That included moving to Alaska, which, I
guess, was about as far as away as she could short of Hawaii. And
weather was one of the things they had never agreed on. My mom
loved winter, snowshoeing, skiing, tobogganing and skating. My
father hated cold weather, and loved the heat. They must have had a
lot of fights over the thermostat.

“This is... unbelievable!” I exclaimed,
helplessly pushing through the big glass doors and out onto the
deck.

Yes, it was hot, very hot, especially to
someone more used to Alaska weather, but it was a beautiful
heat.

“It does have its attractions,” my dad said,
following me out with a smile on his face.

It had been weird meeting him again after so
many years. I was almost twenty now, after all. He'd last seen me
as a little girl in pigtails. And I'd last seen him as this big,
solid, gruff man of no particular personality other than 'dad'.
Well, one, perhaps. He was always strict, but then, aren't fathers
supposed to be? Isn't that the cliché?

It was very hot, and I waved a hand over my
face. We'd come from the air conditioned terminal in his air
conditioned car, after all, and I was quickly starting to sweat in
the high heat.

“You'll get used to the temperature and
humidity,” he said, “And start wearing fewer and lighter clothes.
What is that shirt made of? Polyester?”

I felt him pulling on the back of my collar,
tilting it back.

“Thought so,” he said. “Try hemp or cotton.
There's a great market in town you can buy clothing really cheap.
Until then you might consider a bathing suit. But don't forget the
suntan lotion. At least there's less humidity up here than down
there.”

We looked down at the waves washing ashore,
and the beach that curved along the bay.

“I guess you've done well in your stock
trading,” I said.

“Well enough, but you'd be surprised how
little this costs compared to something similar you'd find in say
California or Florida.

A movement to the side startled me, and I
gasped slightly as I noticed a new presence. A very large, very
black man wearing a kind of Hawaiian shirt and shorts and carrying
a tray with two glasses.

“Thank you, Robert,” Dad said, taking the
glasses.

“This is my daughter, Meghan.”

“Uhm, hi,” I said, a bit shyly.

“Good day to you, miss,” he said in a deep
voice, bobbing his head slightly and smiling.

“Robert helps take care of the place,” Dad
said. “He's also a pretty damn good cook.”

“Thank you, Mr. Campbell,” he said with
another smile and bob of his head.

Then he turned and left us as dad handed me
the glass. The drink was light colored and fruity, and more
importantly, cold. I took a sip and liked it.

**

A few days later it was like I was completely
at home. Dad had taken me windsurfing, and skin-diving, and rented
me a little scooter that would let me travel down the narrow,
winding road to the town, and the beach beyond. I'd gotten cooler
clothing, and gotten used to the incredible views from the windows
and deck.

Most of the time, though, I spent in my
bikini. I wasn't alone. Women down here didn't wear a lot of
clothes, what with the heat, and neither did the men, at least at
home. Dad often didn't wear more than a bathing suit, or more
often, shorts and a t-shirt. The house did have air conditioning,
but the deck was where both of us wanted to be a lot of the
time.

I have to say, he wasn't the father I
remembered. I mean, I suppose back then I hadn't had any real
appreciation of men anyway, beyond big, or small, fat or skinny.
Dad obviously didn't spend all this time sitting around the pool
drinking beer. The house had an exercise room, and he used it. He
wasn't musclebound, but he had a really good physique, better than
any of the guys I'd seen at the beach, to be honest.

He had narrow hips, and a flat stomach which
rippled with the suggestion of muscles. His chest was large, his
shoulders wide, and both were nicely muscled. And he was a looker,
too. He could have been ten years younger than I knew him to be,
with short dark hair and a square jawed, full-lipped face. I know
it's not very appropriate to say or even think it, but my father
was hot. And I wasn't the only one who thought it. I saw the looks
he got from women when we were out together.

When we were together at the house,
especially on that incredible deck overlooking the ocean, things
were... comfortable. And yet, there was, at least on my part, a
kind of strange little sense of fascination in us being alone
together, him in his bathing suit, with all that masculine flesh on
display, and me in my bikini.

He never looked at me in a way which was..
improper. But I knew he noticed me, and I was kind of proud that he
did. I mean, I wanted him to be proud of me, and while I hadn't
picked out the bikini to impress him, it clearly did. It was a
string bikini, small, with high angled straps on the bottom, and a
small V of fabric situated where it needed to be.

It had always made me feel sexy when I wore
it in public, but now, even though he was my father, it made me
feel sexy when he saw me in it, when I was around him in it. I had
worked hard to make sure I had a good body: ate well, exercised,
and toned up. I was proud of it, though not quite vain, I think.
And I was happy if he thought I was beautiful.

But sexy? Well, I knew I was sexy. God knows
enough guys had said so, and I could see myself in a mirror. I knew
I had a really nice, toned, firm body, which was starting to get
nicely tanned, too. But because I hadn't seen him so long, he was
my father, but then again he wasn't. I mean, when I was in my
little bikini, and he was bare chested, I didn't feel around him
like I was around my father, but more like... around a man.

I didn't think he really cared. I mean, aside
from him being pleased I was beautiful. But as I admired his
physique I kind of hoped he did mine too, and some of that was the
kind of inner ego thing that a woman got from a good looking man
looking her up and down and going “hmmmm”.

Anyway, I wasn't at all surprised he had
female friends, though he hadn't introduced any to me as being of
particular importance.

But one night, I was supposed to be out late
at a party with some people I'd met on the beach, and instead came
back early after the party turned out to be mostly an opportunity
for everyone to get drunk. The place didn't have any air
conditioning either, and I had not yet accommodated myself to the
weather.

It was not quite sunset as I came in the
door. The house was, for the most part, in shadows. I let myself
enjoy the air conditioning for a minute, then wandered towards the
deck, not so much to go out but to enjoy the view of the impending
sunset. But as I approached I saw movement, and then to my shock, I
saw two people, one of which was my father, and both of whom were
naked.

That my father had an active sex life did not
surprise me much at all. I mean, given his looks, and his obvious
success, why wouldn't he? But knowing something intellectually and
seeing it in person are quite different. I suppose if I'd grown up
with him I'd feel more shock, and would have more quickly turned
away, perhaps in something like horror.

But as I said, he hadn't been a father to me
in almost a decade. More intriguingly, and something I noticed
almost at once, the woman with him was not only naked, but her arms
were drawn tightly back behind her, tied with loops of rope around
her biceps and wrists!

Her back was mostly to me, though not
entirely. She was on her knees, and she was performing oral sex on
my father! I gaped, needless to say. First, it was a shock to the
system. Second, it was a very voyeuristic, yet highly charged
erotic view. My father was one of those rare men who actually
looked great naked, and his cock was stiff and thick, as I watched
the blonde woman's lips slide up and down its length.

I was impressed, beside myself, that she
could take so much with apparent ease. She was deep throating him,
and though he was helping her along by pulling her in against him
and thrusting into her mouth, she didn't seem to be having a lot of
trouble accommodating his thick girth.

The windows were not thick, and I could hear
him speaking as he pulled her head back by the hair.

“Beg for it, slut,” he growled.

“Please may I suck your cock, Sean!” she
moaned.

“And what are you?”

“I'm a cock sucker!” she gasped. “I'm a
cock-sucking slut!”

Wow!

He twisted her head back by the hair and I
could see she had more than ample breasts, and also that she was
quite young, not much older than me!

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, Sean! I'm your slut!” she moaned as he
rubbed his stiff cock back and forth across her face.

He pulled her in and she swallowed him in one
smooth stroke, as I gasped in both admiration and, well,
admittedly, a sudden wild flare of heat. The scene was scorchingly
erotic! And I found my nipples hardening instantly as I drew back
into the shadows at the side of the door.

My eyes ran up and down his body, the
beautiful hips and lower abdomen, the powerful chest, the steely
look in his dark eyes as he gazed down her, the thick musculature
of his arms. He seemed, in that moment, like a God! He was an
Adonis, as the woman knelt at his feet and worshiped his cock!

I bit back a soft moan as his cock moved
slowly in and out of her mouth, and her throat I knew. I both
admired and was jealous of her. I was sure I wasn't as skilled
orally as that! And she seemed to hot, so much the essence of sex
as she knelt there!

I had never been into the tying up thing
myself. I mean, I was no virgin, but my sexual encounters had been
pretty plain and ordinary, and hadn't lasted long, for all of that.
I had never writhed in passion and heat like this blonde was, that
was for sure! I wondered what it felt like to be … helpless like
that, to know that your partner could do anything he wanted to
you.

I suppose if you trusted him it would be
okay, but it would still be anxious and unpredictable and... the
thought made me wish I knew someone I trusted enough to experience
that with.

Then dad pulled back on her blonde hair, kind
of dragging her back as she gasped and moaned helplessly. He pulled
her up across a low table and she lay there on her back, well, on
her bound arms, chest heaving, big breasts rising and falling as
her knees came wide apart. He knelt before her, his long cock now
laying along her belly, the head up to her belly button.

So I knew just how deep into her that big
cock had to go for him to sheath it all! And then he did! They were
almost in a perfect position for me to watch, at a ninety degree
angle, and I watched her back arch as he pushed himself into her,
watched her head roll from side to side as a moan of pleasure came
through the window.

It was almost unconscious on my part to slide
a hand down between my legs, my fist kind of grinding against my
now throbbing sex through my shorts. And I thought little more of
it, fascinated, staring, as I eased my hand up and then slid it
into my shorts. The feel of my fingers against my sex was electric,
and I groaned low in my throat as I watched my dad fucking this
blonde girl, the heat suffusing my body as much as hers!

I was wearing short white shorts and an
orange bandeau top which squeezed my breasts as I watched,
transfixed, the sight of his big cock thrusting into her, and
watched her body wriggle and arch and rock to the impact of his
hips.

A movement behind me made me gasp and whirl
around, yanking my hand out of my pants.

Robert stood there, frowning at me, and I
felt my face flaming with the most horribly guilty embarrassment! I
mean, being caught peeping at a couple having sex was bad enough!
But peeping at your own father was... mortifying! And I could see
the look of disapproval on Robert's face as he scowled at me.

I felt like a little girl who had been caught
at something naughty as he silently beckoned me away from the door
and deeper into the house. Timorously, I followed, heart pounding,
wondering what kind of excuse I could make. How long had he been
watching me watching them!? And my hand had been in my shorts! Oh
God! How could I pretend to anything innocent!

We went into a back room, one which didn't
face the ocean, and he closed the door. It was a bedroom, probably
his, though it was large enough. The bed was king sized, with heavy
round wooden posts. Then again, he was a big man.

“I-I...”

I didn't know what to say!

“Your father would not be happy that you are
peeping at him!” he said sternly.

“I didn't mean to!” I exclaimed.

He folded his arms across his chest and
looked at me with disbelief.

“I-I was just... surprised!” I pleaded.

“You were peeping at them.”

I couldn't honestly deny it either, and I
hung my head in shame.

“I should tell your father.”

“Oh please don't!” I begged.

“You must be punished,” he said, shaking a
finger at me sternly.

“I... I... what do you mean?” I gulped.

He looked me up and down. “You must be
punished,” he said again.

“But... uhm, but how?” I asked.

He raised his eyebrows.

“Little girls who are naughty must be
spanked,” he said.

Oh shit. Oh... oh! What did he mean about
that!? I thought of the blonde and how she was tied up, and thought
of what else my father might commonly do. God, was he into that? It
seemed likely! I thought of him spanking the blonde, and wondered
how often Robert had seen the same thing himself!

“S-spanking?” I squeaked. “I''m too old to
spank!”

He snorted and shook his head, then pulled a
large, straight-backed wooden chair from a desk, then sat down.

“Come,” he ordered.

Oh shit! My mind spun! What was I to do?! Did
spanking just mean spanking or... or more!? I was breathless with
anxiety and uncertainty. Robert had seemed very nice, very
accommodating, even servile, at times, but now he was stern and
insistent, and I didn't know what he'd do!

“A-are you going to tell my dad?” I
blurted.

“If I do not punish you, then he must,” he
said.

“Could I pay you?” I begged.

He shook his head and pointed at his lap.
Shit! God!

Heart pounding, horribly embarrassed but also
terribly anxious, I shuffled forward. He refused to reach out for
me. He pointed at my lap, and I couldn't even think of any
protests! I mean, I couldn't let him tell my father no matter
what!

I awkwardly bent forward and folded myself
across his lap!

The first thing he did was lay his hand on my
bottom, and that was enough to send a rush of heat to my face, but
also, well, other places. I felt his big fingers in the back of my
shorts, and then squealed and grabbed at them as he tugged them
down.

“Please!” I cried.

“Bare bottom spanking is most effective,” he
said.

I was trying to cover my bare buttocks with
my hands, and felt him take my wrists and pin them together. A
moment later I squealed again as I felt his hand at the back of my
bandeau top. It came apart, and my breasts fell free... naked! I
twisted and squirmed as I felt the fabric being wrapped around my
wrists instead.

“You seemed to enjoy what Melissa was doing,”
he said, obviously referring to the blonde. “I am sure you will
enjoy the same thing yourself.”

“No, no!” I gasped. “I'm not into – .”

His hand slapped down against my bare
buttocks and I squealed helplessly.

“If you make too much noise you will draw
attention,” he warned.

I clamped my jaw together, pulse racing as he
adjusted me on his lap. I felt him tugging my shorts and panties
the rest of the way down, and a kind of thunderbolt of awareness
hit me, for I was now completely naked across his lap! And my
wrists were tied helplessly behind me! I had some reassurance he
wouldn't really hurt me. I mean, he worked for my father after all,
but no reassurance at all of what else he might do!

And his big hand caressing my bare bottom wasn't reassuring on that
part!

Crack!

I gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He really was spanking me! And it stung! I
felt my bottom heating up as his hand came down again and again,
and squirmed wildly, but hopelessly. My bottom was sticking up in
the air, and my head and shoulders were hanging upside down on the
other side of the chair!

I was trying to keep my gasps and moans and
soft cries low as he carefully brought his hand down against my
bottom, but as the heat rose in my skin the pain rose too, and I
was starting to get desperate!

“You must learn proper behavior,” he said,
pausing, his hand caressing my throbbing bottom.

“I will! I will!” I half sobbed.

His hand slid down, and I gasped aloud as it
slid between my legs, big fingers rubbing at my naked pussy. Oh
God!

“You need a man,” he said casually.

His finger pushed at my entrance, sliding
into the mouth of my sex.

“You need a man to use you well and often so
that you do not be peeping at others.”

What could I say to that!

“P-Please!” I gurgled inarticulately.

His finger slid deeper, and did it easily. I
was amazed at how wet I was! And ashamed! And yet a rising sense of
heat was coming not from my overheated buttocks, or even my flaming
face, but from where his finger was pushing into me. I pulled
helplessly against the fabric wrapped around my wrists and he
slapped my bottom again.

“Be still,” he growled.

I shuddered as his finger moved shockingly
deep, twisting around inside me. It pumped slowly in and out, and
then a second followed as I moaned helplessly. Then his finger
began to rub against my naked clit, and raw sensation rushed up
from between my legs. I was wild and half dazed with shock,
anxiety, fear, embarrassment and.. and a sudden flooding heat.

Robert was a big man, a strong man, and not
one who could carry tales back to my friends back home after all.
More than that, he was black. I had not much experience with black
men. I mean, not in Alaska. All I had was the myths about how big
they were, and how wild they were for white women. That was
doubtless just racist crap, but it influenced me anyway.

He pulled me off his lap and onto the floor,
and stood up before me. I was gulping in air and looked up at him
with wide eyes as he peeled his shirt up and off. I gaped as he
shucked his pants, and his cock stood up stiff and hard and pointed
at my throat.

“If you find it exciting, then you should do
it,” he said. “That is the spirit of St. Lucia.”

He reached out and wrapped my thick brown
hair around his fist, then pulled me in against him. I tried to
shake my head but he jerked on my hair and pushed his cock against
my mouth.

My lips widened, and I moaned, rolling eyes
up at him as his cock slid into my mouth and across my tongue! I
began to suck and lick, for that was almost automatic. And the wild
image of the girl, what was her name, Melissa, sucking dad's cock
exactly like this, came to my mind in a flare of heat. God, I was
doing the same thing!

Heat rose like a wall around my mind as I
sucked on the stiff black cock, heart thumping wildly as he looked
down at me from so high above. I didn't have to imagine how Melissa
felt now. I felt it myself! The wild sense of helplessness, and the
dark excitement which rose like glittering shards of sparkling heat
as I was... used!

I gurgled as his cock pushed deeper, and
started to feel a sense of anxiety. I couldn't suck and swallow as
well as Melissa! What if he shoved himself down my throat! I would
gag and – .

And he did just that! His cock was slick with my saliva, as
slippery as anything you could imagine, and if I'd had more time to
think about it, more time to worry about it, I wouldn't have been
able to accommodate him. But before I knew it he was already in my
throat and sliding down it, and while I panicked for long seconds.
Well, then he was deep inside me and my face was pressed against
him and... and it was done.

God! Oh my God!

He held me tightly, his big hands behind my
head, his thick cock filling my throat, then slowly drew back. I
gasped, but he twisted his fingers in my hair, yanking on it
painfully, and the distraction jerked my eyes up where I might
otherwise have gagged.

“What was Melissa saying,” he growled down at
me, rubbing his cock over my face.

I gaped up at him, chest heaving. What?
What!?

“What was she saying?” he demanded, jerking
on my hair, forcing my head back.

I didn't... I didn't know!

“You are a cock-sucker,” is that not correct?
You are my cock-sucking slut.”

Oh my God!

“Say this,” he said, eyes hot. “Say this to
me.”

“I-I...”

He jerked on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

The idea of saying it felt wild and
impossible! That I would say such a thing to a man I barely knew
would be absolutely outrageous!

“I'm your cock-sucking slut, Robert!” I
gasped.

Saying it sent a wave of heat through my
mind, and I shuddered as he pulled me forward and fed his cock down
my throat again!

He began to pump harder, faster, and now I started to gag, getting
light-headed from lack of air. He sheathed himself and jammed my
face into him with a groan, and I knew he was coming, imagined I
could feel his come pouring into my stomach!

He eased out, already softening, then sat
down again with a gasp. He pulled me by the hair up across his lap,
but sitting now, and his other hand slid between my legs.

I moaned as he forced my head back, and
gurgled wildly as he bent and began to suck and lick at my right
breast. Then I felt his fingers pushing into me, three of them,
thick and hard, his thumb stroking rapidly across my clitoris so
that I could soon no longer keep still. My hips ground and rolled
and my body writhed and twisted as he fucked me with his fingers,
as his thumb drove me insane with hard, rough strokes across my
clitoris.

I came, doing my best to do it quietly,
gurgling and sobbing and moaning as I arched and twisted in the
throes of a massive climax!

* *

Was that my punishment? Well, it was a kind
of punishment, I suppose, but it wasn't the entirety of it. It was
very awkward seeing him the next morning.

The funny thing was he acted like nothing had
happened at all. He continued to call me Miss Meghan, and act very
respectful and self-effacing, giving no hint of what he'd done the
previous evening. But it felt odd having him serve me breakfast,
remembering how he had yanked on my hair and spanked me hard, then
masturbated me!

I kept my eyes down, mostly!

Later, I went out on the deck and swam in the
pool a little, then sat down to think, taking in the gorgeous views
of the green mountains across the bay. The place was like a
paradise, and that gave rise to the idea that normal standards of
behavior didn't necessarily apply. The fact it was so isolated from
everything and everyone I knew reinforced that.

When my father walked out onto the deck,
though, I still felt a sense of breathlessness, especially as he
was in his bathing suit.

Seeing him felt... awkward, to say the least!
I mean, I'd watched him have sex with this girl the other evening,
and... I'd seen what lay below the waist. More than that I'd seen
how... I don't know, how arrogant, masterly, dominating he was, how
demanding and in charge. He was determined, even ruthless in
sex!

I shouldn't have found that exciting but I
did, even though he was my father. And my eyes followed the line of
his tanned, muscular body down to the waistband of his bathing
suit, then my minds eye recalled what it looked like below
that.

I was stiff when he put his arm around me,
feeling his warm skin against mine, but it didn't look like he
noticed it as he tossed his towel aside, then dove into the pool. I
watched him swim back and forth a little, and kind of moved from my
position at the edge of the deck, uncertain what to do next.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked, as he climbed
out.

“It's... hot,” I said, a little tongue
tied.

“Have a swim. The water is lovely.”

“Oh but I've just – .”

And then, grinning, he took my arm and yanked
me forward. I squealed helplessly and went head first into the
pool!

“Dad!” I complained as I came to the
surface.

He chuckled to himself as he toweled off and
sat down.

“I would have complained further but Robert
came out with a tray and a glass of beer, along with the bottle. He
poured as I climbed out and toweled myself, grumbling, and looking
down again, then went away.

“I'd just put suntan oil on,” I complained,
sitting down.

“And is that such a task?” he asked with a
smile.

I gave him a sulky look, but got the oil and
started applying it. He watched me, and I felt... weird. I almost
felt... I don't know, like I was putting on a show as I slid my
oiled hands up and down over my body, along the exposed surfaces of
my breasts, and down along my inner thighs. It was probably just my
own imagination, but knowing he was fucking a girl my age made me
more aware of him as a sexually active and desirable man.

And I wondered...

But no, that was silly! It was also
perverted!

I oiled myself up and sat back, and we
chatted about this and that, nothing related to sex. I really
wanted to ask him about the blonde girl, but didn't dare. What
could he see in a girl that young, other than as a sex toy?

It was hot! I was distracted! And the pool
was enticing. I slid into it several times, and was joined by dad
once. It was so easy to think of him as a guy instead of, well, a
father. I mean, the sex thing, the way he looked, so hot and toned
and tanned, and the strange, breathy sensation I felt in my stomach
at being near him when he was practically naked!

And he acted like a guy, too. That included
lifting me into the air and throwing me into the water a few times.
That started out fun. In fact, I even started it by asking him to.
He held his hands together, I stepped in, and put a hand on his
shoulder.

His bare shoulder, so muscular and
soft...

He flung me up and I squealed and dove in,
swirling and swimming back to the surface laughing. He was more
than willing to do it again, and It was fun, like I said. But...
I'd be lying if I said I wasn't enjoying the physical touch of his
skin against mine. It wasn't really intentional... I mean, not
really, but... but kind of in a way.

I know when I jumped on him from behind,
throwing my arms over his shoulders and the my legs around his
waist the feel of his back against my breasts made my nipples throb
and tingle even as he swung me around, then threw me off. But he
let me climb him again, tolerantly, or perhaps more. I don't
know.

I know that riding on his shoulders I was
desperately aware of his head between my thighs!

And once, when I got particularly bratty, he
lifted me up over his shoulder like he was a cave man and I was...
well...

He slapped my butt, too! But then tossed me
behind him into the pool.

It was, all in all, a strangely enjoyable mix
of getting to know him as a father and also playing with him as a
guy all mixed with a heady dose of sexual electricity I was sure
only I felt.

Robert treated me quite normally... up until
late that evening, after dad went out. Then I looked up from
reading to find him standing right next to my chair, and found
myself looking into his crotch. I felt an immediate shortness of
breath as I craned my head up to look at him. When I saw his teeth
gleam I felt my stomach starting to churn.

“I think you require further instruction in
good behavior, Miss Meghan,” he said.

“B-but I... I haven't...”

“Come,” he ordered.

I could have said no, but what if he told
dad!? But it was more than that, of course. I felt myself
helplessly drawn to whatever it was he planned, my body still
feeling the memory of what it had experienced the previous
evening!

I was feeling a kind of wild animal
attraction. I mean, that .. spanking, and the oral sex had been...
well, should have been horribly degrading, and I suppose it was in
a sense. But it had also been shockingly, wickedly exciting!

And to be honest, there hadn't been a lot of
shocking, wickedly exciting events in my life up until that point
in time.

So when he told me I was a bad girl and
insisted on spanking me again, well... I couldn't really put up
much of a fight. It was horribly embarrassing, though, at least at
first, and also horribly exciting. He spanked me across his lap,
and did it longer this time, and harder, so that tears filled my
eyes. He stopped intermittently to finger my pussy, and I was
squirming with heat as he spanked me, breathless with it, and
totally lost when he put me on my knees and thrust into my
mouth.

He came in my throat, as he had the other
day, and then fingered me, finger-fucked me, to an incredible
climax. Again, just like the other day. I wondered why he didn't
fuck me. I was at the same time, grateful, and frustrated. I wanted
him to take me, to ride me like a bull, like Dad had done to that
Melissa girl! With my arms tied behind me!

The third night he spanked me again, and
fingered me, and this time wouldn't stop until I begged him, begged
him, not to stop, but to suck his cock. I had to beg over and over
before he agreed. I was sooo grateful when he finally let me suck
his cock! My bottom was flaming by then.

This night he sat down and pulled me between
his legs. He had me take my time, licking and sucking his balls,
licking up and down his cock, sucking the shaft sideways, nibbling
ever so lightly on the head, and doing my level best to show off
what oral skill I possessed. Of course it still ended with my face
jammed against his groin and his shaft filling my throat.

I wanted to beg him to fuck me instead, but I
couldn't bring myself to! And I was helpless to do anything, for as
he had done before, my arms were tied behind me. This time they
were tied the same way Melissa's arms had been tied! That made it
even hotter!

He pulled my mouth back. I was light-headed,
gasping as he fingered my nipple.

“Do you want my cock, little girl?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Where do you want it?”

I couldn't say it! I couldn't!

“Do you want it inside you, little girl?”

“Y-Yes!” I moaned helplessly, my arms pinned
hard behind me, shoulders aching.

“Beg.”

“Please... please put your cock inside me,
Robert!” I gasped.

He chuckled throatily.

“Up here?” he asked, caressing my lips.

I stared at him anxiously, and his fingers
traced a line down my throat, down around my right breast, down my
belly as he bent my head back farther and farther. I shuddered as
he forced my head upside down behind me. My back was arched
painfully as his fingers stroked along my clit.

“Do you want my cock there, little girl?”

“Yyyyesss!” I moaned.

“Beg.”

“Please, Robert!”

“Please what, little girl?”

“P-Please fuck me!” I gasped, face hot at the
words.

“With my big black cock?”

“Yes!” I half sobbed.

“Say it then.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock!” I
said in a choked voice.

 

I had thought, of course, that were alone in
the house. We were supposed to be.

I gasped as he pulled me up to my feet by the
hair, head still forced back, and marched me to the bed. I felt a
wild dark thrill take me as I thought I understood his intent. Then
he threw me on the bed, face down. His big hands jerked up on my
belly, raising my hips into the air, and he slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs, white girl.”

I moaned, face and breasts against the bed,
bottom raised high, knees apart as I felt his cock rubbing up and
down against the moist opening to my sex.

“Beg.”

“Please! Please!” I moaned.

I felt the pressure growing, felt the lips of
my pussy being forced slowly in and back. Then he was inside me, in
the mouth of my sex, and plunging slowly deeper.

I had never felt the depths of the crackling
sexual heat which enveloped me! I Shuddered and moaned dazedly as
he pushed deeper and deeper.

And then became aware of my father standing
at the food of the bed watching.

Melissa was with him, bound exactly as I was,
naked as I was, on her knees, also watching me as Robert's cock
pushed into the deepest part of my belly.

Stunned, dazed, my face flamed as Robert
pulled back on my hips and his cock jammed into me to the balls.
I'd never been so full! I'd never felt such a thick cock spreading
me so open! And I'd never felt so mortified as my father, who was
not naked, by the way, watched Robert fuck me!

He didn't seem angry or shocked. He didn't
seem aroused either. He watched with interest as Robert's cock
moved in and out, in and out, as the bed began to shake from his
increasing thrusts, as his hips hit my buttocks harder and faster.
I cried out as Robert reached out and took my hair, jerking my head
up and back, twisting my head away from anything but the wall on
the other side of the bed.

And continued to fuck me!

I couldn't see my father or Melissa, but I
knew they were there, watching me. Obviously my father wasn't
shocked, and had known for some time. I had no idea how long. From
the beginning? I didn't know. I knew he was watching me now, and
was mortified by it, but I had watched him so in a sense turnabout
was fair play.

The humiliation was horrible! It was even
enough to push away the heat... for about a minute. And then it
began to fade, and the heat started to reassert itself. And then it
began to burn like white hot fire! That he was watching me, that
they were watching me, was both excruciatingly embarrassing and
horribly thrilling! It was so wild and kinky and slutty!

And Robert's cock felt incredible inside me!
He was riding me like a bull, pounding against me as I gasped and
grunted and moaned and sobbed at the rising heat and the flooding
sensations of pleasure and passion.

The orgasm rippled through my body and
overpowered my mind. Nothing but the pleasure mattered anymore, and
I twisted and bucked back at him as I cried out in wild, helpless
pleasure! My body rocked forward to the hard impact of his hips
against my bottom, to the deep thrusts driving his cock into my
belly. I gasped and sobbed and moaned in dazed pleasure and
passion, not caring about anything else until the orgasm finally
eased.

I was slack-jawed and slit-eyed when he eased
off and back. I lay there on my belly, my ass in the air, panting
helplessly, awareness returning to me. I rolled my eyes to the left
and cringed to see them still there. Then I gasped in pain as I
felt my hair pulled. Robert pulled my head up and back, and back,
forcing me to rise up, to sit up on my knees!

Even more exposed to my father's eyes, I
quailed under them, rolling my eyes away, face heating again. But
then the girl moved, and I saw her, arms still tied, climbing into
bed next across from me. I gasped at her, then jerked my eyes away
as she got closer. What was she doing!? I wanted to protest but was
too embarrassed to speak!

She reached so close her breasts pressed
against mine, and I gasped, jerking my eyes back towards her just
as she kissed me. What the – !

I stared, wide eyed, at her, as her lips slid
moistly against mine, as her breasts pillowed against mine and
squeezed softly against them. What was she doing!? What were they
doing! I twisted a little, but Robert had a tight grip on my
hair.

Then he pulled back, slowly, forcing my head
back further and further until my back arched sharply. The blonde,
Melissa, licked her way down my throat and onto my breasts,
licking, sucking, chewing at them as I began to moan confused
protests. But she licked lower, down my belly and across my
abdomen, bending further forward as Robert forced my head back so
far I was staring up at him behind me!

I felt the girl's tongue at my pussy and
jerked convulsively.

“Don't!” I gasped.

They all ignored me, her tongue sliding
sensuously across my clitoris, her lips sucking and kissing me
there. The feeling was so delicious, so incredible that I found
myself unable to speak! I moaned a denial, but her tongue flitted
wildly against me, and the heat she roused sent my conscious mind
into sputtering confusion.

Then she stopped, and the bed shook as she
shifted and moved. Robert eased my head forward again and I saw she
had fallen on her belly, and then rolled over onto her back,
staring up the length of my body.

Robert pushed me forward now, bending me
over. I saw the Mellisa's hairless sex getting closer and closer
and tried to protest, but then I was down across her body, and her
mouth was at my sex, licking and sucking wildly!

Oh God!

An instant later I felt Robert's cock pushing
into me again! I gasped and moaned, my mind battered by the shock
of it all as Robert started to stroke in and out in deep slow
strokes while Melissa sucked and licked at my clitoris!

This was so insanely out of my experience
level I had no idea what to do! And what could I do!? I was tied
up, and Robert had me firmly in hand!

And then my father moved around to the other
side the bed and I stared at his naked cock from inches away, thick
and hard and long. It pushed into Melissa's perfectly shaved sex,
and began to slide in and out.

I gasped at a slap to my bottom, and Robert
pushed down on my head.

“Lick, slut,” he growled.

I stared at her clit, at my dad's cock moving
in and out of her, and got another slap on the ass, and another
sharp twist to my hair. I moaned and whimpered in confusion and
uncertainty, the heat building within me once again. Then I licked,
my tongue stroke crossing her swollen clit.

I was emotionally numbed, in a way, yet
incredibly aroused, and after my initial reluctance, I felt myself
falling into a kind of total sexual mindset, licking more eagerly,
staring at my father's big cock sliding in and out of her straining
pussy lips barely an inch below my mouth! Heat suffused my body,
and a crackling sexual electricity began to play along my skin.

I began to tremble with the sexual pressure
inside me as I licked the blonde's pussy, as she licked mine, and
Robert thrust into me with growing authority.

Then I felt the pull on my hair, the lever,
the handle he used to control me. I gasped as my head was raised up
and back, and stared at Dad's cock pulling out of Melissa and
pointing at me. My eyes widened as it pushed forward, and when it
pressed against my mouth my lips parted and it slide inside, across
my tongue, filling me.

I moaned around it, sucking, licking, my eyes
rolling up at him as he began to pump slowly in and out. Robert was
still thrusting into me, and Melissa was still licking at my
clitoris, and it all seemed to incredible, so impossible, and so
starkly, overpoweringly erotic that I felt another orgasm welling
up inside me!

I was rocking back against Robert's thrusts,
grinding my clit back and forth across Melissa's face, as dad
pushed deeper. I gurgled helplessly as my hair pulled my head back,
producing the perfect angle for dad to push forward into my throat.
I stared, cross-eyed, at his shaft sliding forward, inch after
gleaming inch, until his abdomen was pressed up against my nose and
he was grinding himself into me.

Hands gripped my breasts, one of dad's on the
left, and one of Robert's on the right, squeezing and kneading,
fingering and pinching my nipples. The sensations were sweeping
through me from all over my body, overwhelming my nervous system! I
gurgled as dad began to pump in and out of my throat, and then
exploded into climax!

My head felt as though it were going to
explode! I couldn't breath, and the pulsing pressure in my skull
seemed to redouble the intensity of the pleasure to the point I
thought I might pass out. It was so... glorious! My body was
melting down, muscles convulsing under the awesome stimulation
crackling through me.

I was in a fever, a sexual fever which made
it almost seem like this was all a dream, a delusion, a kind of
wild hallucination! The orgasm was a howling thunderstorm, each
flash of sensation like lightning, making me jump and jerk and
spasm uncontrollably!

* *

I got my breath, and my mind fit back
together, but that didn't change my situation. I was still naked,
and my arms were still bound tightly behind my back. Only Robert
wasn't in the room any longer. He was in his bedroom, with Melissa.
I was on the deck, sitting across my father's lap as he casually
stroked my thighs, ran his hands up my body, caressed my breasts,
rolled my nipples between his fingers, and slid his hand down to
finger my clit.

“I guess I've never really been able to see a
beautiful, desirable woman and not been able to see her as a sex
object,” he said. And what I want, I want to posses.”

He stared at me, at my breasts. “To
control.”

He leaned in, his mouth closing on the center
of my breast, sucking on it, chewing, biting a little, then drawing
back.

“I know you're my daughter, but I haven't
seen you since you were ten. Intellectually, I know who you are.
Emotionally, I know it too. Physically is something else again.
Physically, this beautiful little nymphet sitting in her bikini on
my deck is a sexual creature I want to make use of, to love, to
ravish, to posses. I know it's wrong, and I don't care.”

I gasped as he drew my head back, exposing my
throat, his lips and tongue and teeth sliding along it as I
squirmed in his lap. His other hand slid between my legs, fingering
my clit, and my mind, my thinking processes, began to dissolve
again.

“Talk to me, Meghan. Tell me about when you
lost your virginity, tell me about the boyfriends you've had, the
fantasies you never dared bring up.”

I couldn't, well, not easily, but he persuaded me. It was hard to
be that embarrassed about it when I was sitting naked across his
lap and his hands were all over me!

He wrung from me my entire sexual history,
such as it was, my thoughts and feelings during everything which
I'd done, what had given me pleasure, and what had been
disappointing. And he also drew out the fantasies I'd had, the
naïve, girlish sexual fantasies. And he made me come, helplessly,
squirming, writhing, gasping, as his skilled fingers manipulated my
body.

His cock hardened beneath my buttocks, and I
found myself on my knees before the chair, sucking and licking him.
It wasn't just raw sex, though, as it had been with Robert. There
was more... affection now, and he stopped me regularly, instructing
me on what he liked, on what I was doing that could be improved
on.

Because of that it took, gosh, half an hour
before he came? It was a very long blow-job! It was certainly a lot
longer than any other I'd delivered. But I think I learned an awful
lot from it.

“Why do you tie girls up?” I asked afterward,
staring at him from my knees.

“It's a game,” he said with a smile, “A game
of total control. Yes, I'm a control freak. And maybe I'm rebelling
against our modern social conventions which say women are equals. I
need to be in charge. Your mother hated that.”

I didn't even want to think about him tying
my mother up, and I guess it showed on his face for he laughed.
“No, your mother was totally bound to social conventions,” he said.
“And considered herself too mature to play games, as she called
it.”

He leaned forward, his eyes fierce. “But I
like playing,” he said in a tone which sent a hot little pulse up
my spine. He gripped my nipple between the tips of his fingers,
pinching lightly.

“Would you like to play... a game... with
me... Meghan?” he whispered.

“Y-Y-Yesss!” I breathed. “What... what do I
have to do?”

“Obey,” he said.

We went inside, and he untied me, finally!
But he wouldn't let me do anything. We showered together. He soaped
my body up, washed my hair, rinsed me off. Afterward, he dried me,
then blow dried my hair as well.

He took me into his bedroom and pulled open a
drawer, rummaging around inside. He took a pair of pink stockings
and sat me down, then rolled them up my legs and thighs. They had
large bows on the elastic tops, and I wondered what possible outfit
or dress they could go with.

Nothing, in fact. He took out a silver collar
with a wide silver ring in front, and slipped it around my throat
as I stood there, war, anxious,uncertain and excited. Two thick
metal shackles followed, placed around my wrists. Then he had me
kneel on all fours on the edge of the bed, where he oiled up a
large butt-plug and overrode my whiny protests to slide it deep
into my ass.

“You have a beautiful ass,” he said, running
his hand over it.

Another sex toy, this one a large dildo, was
pushed into my pussy. I gasped and moaned and complained as it
pushed too deep, but he fingered my clit as he pumped it in and
out, and somehow, though it ached, he got it all inside. He somehow
clipped the base to the base of the butt-plug he'd shoved inside
me, so that it couldn't come out, then brought me back into the
living room.

He stood me up, legs apart, rigid, hands now
drawn up and back behind my neck and shackled to the back of the
collar, as Melissa was led in and knelt before me. I tried hard to
ignore her, but that was utterly impossible. I was soon melting in
her mouth, my hips grinding helplessly against her as I panted and
moaned, arching and twisting and shuddered with the heat she roused
within me!

Robert and my dad watched, and I was deeply
aware of those eyes on me, feeling incredibly slutty and impossibly
sexual!

Then it was my turn on my knees, with Melissa
standing, and my mouth and lips on her. I was uncomfortable, but
strangely excited at the thought, especially with dad and Robert
watching. As with me earlier, though, my father moved closer and
critiqued what I was doing, asking Melissa, both of them teaching
me how to properly please a woman with my mouth.

After that, my wrists were unlinked from the
collar, my arms freed. Robert smiled, wearing trousers now, holding
a thin leatherish object, like a quirt or cane.

“This is a riding crop,” my father said,
riding. “Robert is going to get you used to instant obedience, as
well as displaying your lovely body without inhibition.”

Melissa sat across his lap, his hands
caressing her casually as he watched me. I looked up at Robert,
then down at the crop a trifle anxiously.

“On your knees,” he said.

I dropped to my knees right away.

“Sit back on your heels, spread your legs,
hands behind your neck, fingers interlocked,” he barked out.

I did as he said, but still felt the tip of
the crop snapping lightly, stingingly against my nipple.

“Ow!”

“Faster. When you're given an order, do it
immediately. Do not think. Do not consider. Do not hesitate,” he
said, his voice harder now.

He slapped the crop against my inner thighs
until my legs were strained wide, and slapped my back until it was
straight, then let the flat tip rub against my sensitive
nipples.

“On all fours,” he ordered.

I fell forward onto my hands and knees
quickly, but still winced as the crop raised a thin hot line across
my bottom.

“Head up and back, bottom raised, legs wide,”
he barked.

I hastened to obey, and gasped as the crop
slid in between my thighs, slid in against my pussy, and pushed up,
the thin shaft pushing between the lips of my sex as he kind of
slid it in and out, in and out.

“Down on your face, arms apart, bottom high,”
he said.

I fell forward, but again, not quickly enough
to escape another sharp snap from the crop across my bottom. I was
getting aroused, though, and didn't protest, as I placed myself
into position, jerking my legs wide at another snap of the crop.
This was so nasty! And so wicked and hot!

Then it was onto my back, legs straight up in
the air, then parted. I got little smacks on the pussy because they
couldn't spread wide enough for Robert. Then my knees drawn back
and spread wide, then my ankles back above my head, legs spread as
wide as possible.

The positions were all very... sexual, very
graphically displaying my body to them all, and there was something
indefinably arousing about that, as I posed like an exhibitionist,
showing off my body to their interested eyes.

I had to move fast, though, to escape the
bite of the crop, and as I moved back and forth through positions
growing more familiar I did it faster, more automatically, but
began to pant and sweat from the effort. It never stopped being
arousing, though, even when the crop snapped across my breasts or
between my legs!

I finished on the big wide coffee table, on
my back, knees spread wide as, under Robert's instructions, I
unclipped the dildo inside me from the butt-plug, and then began to
pump it slowly in and out. Rubbing my clit with the fingers of my
other hand was the next instruction, and my face flamed as I
realized I was masturbating while the three watched. But that
didn't stop me from doing it, or from climaxing wildly as they
looked on.

It was the first time I'd ever masturbated in
front of anyone!

But not the last, by far.

Melissa went home, and then Robert made
dinner as I sat, wrists shackled together, across dad's lap. He
fingered me casually, continuing to keep me roused, and had me
say... well.. wicked, awful things about myself!

I don't know why saying such stuff turned me
on! It embarrassed me, and was horribly... well, degrading I guess.
But saying the words made me squirm almost as much as his fingers.
I had to say I was a whore, a slut, a cock-loving nympho, an animal
who only craved sex and was only happy with a cock inside her. It
was all insanely nasty and set both my body and mind aflame.

Then we ate. Dad sat at the table. I knelt
beside it, legs apart, panting, as he fed me by hand.

Then it was to bed, in his bed. The shackles
stayed on as I lay back and Dad spent a good amount of time showing
me he knew a lot about oral sex himself. He made me come and come
again even before he climbed between my legs and plunged his
powerful cock into my heaving belly. Then he rode me to several
more orgasms, shifting my position frequently, but mostly forcing
my ankles back over my shoulders as he pounded into me.

I slept with my wrists shackled, the
butt-plug and dildo inside me. They made for a highly sexually
charged sleep, with a lot of dark, erotic dreams.

I was to do nothing myself. I couldn't even
go to the bathroom, brush my teeth, shower, do my hair, or eat by
myself. Either Robert or my father did it for me. Robert washed me
in the morning, masturbating me while he did it, all seeming quite
casual in what he did. Then he dried me, did my hair (my wrists
still shackled) and put me on my knees at the kitchen table until
dad came in and ate, and fed me.

Dad then brushed my teeth, bent me over, and
fucked me good and hard and fast, to another orgasm, before
slapping my bottom lightly and telling me he had to go out for a
while.

I knelt in his bedroom as he dressed, then
followed him to the door. After he'd gone, Robert took up the crop
and put me through those rapid position movements again before
taking me out on deck and letting me swim a bit. As soon as I was
out of the water, though, the shackles were locked again behind
me.

Robert oiled me up, again, as with the
washing, spending an inordinate amount of time on my breasts and
pussy until I was squirming and panting and moaning helplessly. But
he didn't make me come this time. Instead he sat me down on one of
the chairs, and got me a drink with a long straw, then left me
there to relax a bit.

After a while, it was back inside, and the
riding crop, with the positions again. This time I had to
masturbate while on my knees, on my belly, reaching back between my
legs to finger my clit and pump the dildo in and out as Robert
watched and occasionally brought the crop down on my bottom. It was
another incredible orgasm, and I cried out helplessly, not caring
how I looked or what he thought.

I sucked his cock for him, and then it was
time for a movie. I had to watch on my knees, wrists locked to the
back of my collar, though. And it wasn't exactly family viewing. It
was a BDSM erotic movie, and parts of it made me very hot!

After that, Robert put shackles around my
ankles, too, put me through my positions again, then had me kneel
by the front door, legs spread, wrists behind my neck, waiting for
my father to come home.

And I was to say, as soon as he walked in
“Welcome home, master.”

When he came in, though, he wasn't alone.
There was another man with him. Both of them were in expensive
suits, and there I was naked, legs spread, back arched, and hands
behind my head! I gaped, my face flaming, but what else could I do
as he looked down at me expectantly!? I was surprised the other man
didn't seem surprised. He was a little younger than dad, and his
eyes gleamed as he raked his eyes over me.

“W-welcome home, master!”I gasped.

He smiled, and the other man smiled.

“Thank you, slave girl,” he said, sliding his
fingers through my hair as he drew my face in against his
groin.

“how many orgasms have you had today, slave?”
he asked.

“I-I don't know!” I gulped.

He twisted his fingers in my hair so my scalp
ached.

“Think. Count.”

“T-hree... no, four!” I gasped.

“Not nearly enough,” he said. “But the day is
far from over.”

The other man squatted before me, and my face
flamed as he reached out, his hand caressing my breasts.

“Hello, slave,” he said.

I stared helplessly, and dad twisted on my
hair.

“H-Hello,” I gulped.

“Master,” Dad said.

“Hello, Master!” I gasped.

“Say, may I service you master to him,” Dad
said.

“M-May I service you, master!?” I
squeaked.

He smiled. “I think you can, yes.”

I felt Robert's presence behind me. He undid
my wrists, and then I had to go through my positions as all three
men watched. I ended up on all fours, or really, on my elbows, my
bottom high, legs apart. Dad sat down and took his drink and paper
from Robert, while the new man, whose name I didn't even know,
knelt behind me, and then basically fucked my brains out.

He rode me fast, hard, pounding into me,
showing no mercy as I squealed and cried out, as I gasped and
moaned and shuddered. He yanked back on my hair, slapped my ass,
groped my breasts, and slapped them, pinched my nipples, called me
his whore, and jerked back on my hips violently, riding me to
orgasm twice before he finally came inside me.

While my dad read the newspaper!

He left me panting, gasping, limp, as he
zipped up and took a drink from Robert, sitting down across from
dad.

I started to get up, panting for breath, but
my father called out.

“You weren't told to change positions,
slave,” he said sternly.

I stared at him uncertainly.

“Come here, slave.”

I shuffled over to him and he pulled me
across his lap, then began to spank me. Robert handed him the dildo
and he inserted it once again, pumping it as he flicked his fingers
against my clit and turned my buttocks hot. Then I had to apologize
to the other man, and let him spank and finger me, before, my
bottom on fire, I knelt in the corner, facing the corner, for being
a bad girl.

“Would you like a tour of the place?” dad
asked after they'd finished talking about business and stocks.

“Sure,” the man said.

Actually, I'd picked up enough of his name
now, between Robert calling him Mr. Jennings, and dad calling him
Paul, to know his name.

Dad came over to me, and snapped a leash to
the back of the collar, then tugged me out of the corner.

“On all fours, slave girl,” he ordered.

And so I accompanied them, crawling on all
fours on the end of a leash! We ended up on the deck of course,
where, after admiring the view for some time, dad reminded me of my
fair skin, and had me apply suntan lotion. Then, laying back, legs
spread, I had to masturbate while the two of them looked on.

Robert took me inside, washing me, and
masturbating me again, then it was dinner, which I spent on my
knees, being fed by dad, and by Jennings. Melissa came over, then,
and was quickly naked, and the two of us, hands bound, took turns
sucking dad and Jennings, as the two of them switched several
times.

Then Melissa and me performed oral sex on
each other while they watched, after which she rode me with a big
strap-on dildo.

“How many orgasms so far, slave?” Dad asked
with a smile.

“S-seven, master!” I moaned afterward.

I danced for them, well, me and Melissa.
There were a couple of slender marble pillars in one of the rooms,
which I had taken to be purely decorative, but which made pretty
good stripper poles too. Melissa danced, and I did my best to
imitate her. Then she showed me how to give lap dances.

The difference between these lap dances and
the kind men might get in a club, of course, was that they ended
with me riding their stiff cocks, both Jennings' and dad's. Then I
licked Melissa while Robert rode me hard.

“Eleven, master,” I moaned as he asked.

They had me sit in the corner of the living
room, and this time gagged me. My wrists were drawn up above my
head and shackled in place, then my ankles were raised up and back
and spread, so I was basically laying only on my tail. Dad placed a
heavy vibrator against me, and the two of them began to sip wine
and discuss finances again.

As I went slowly insane!

I think I had more orgasms in the hour which
followed, or maybe ninety minutes, it was hard to keep track, then
I'd had all day, and I'd already had eleven!

Jennings left. Dad washed me, masturbating me
again, brushed my teeth, and put me to bed early. It had been a
long day, and the next was to be even longer.

Sex doesn't change your life. Good sex has an
influence, though, and great sex, well, I think we're all drawn to
pleasure. The more intense the pleasure, the more we want it. The
more intensely pleasurable something is, the more we want to do it.
I had about two dozens orgasms a day while I was dad's little sex
slave. And most of them were intense, mind blowing climaxes that
left me gasping and barely conscious!

Every day dad brought home a different man,
and then one day he brought home three. My life was sex from waking
to bedtime. I never had to make any decisions. I wasn't even
allowed to make decisions, or even consider anything. I was a
pampered pet whose body was a constant source of excitement and
pleasure, both for me and for everyone else.

But I had to obey instantly, anything I was
told to do. If I wasn't, I got a smack on the bottom, or something
else, like pinched nipples. I mean, it wasn't like they tortured me
or anything, except with the vibrator which drove me almost insane!
But still, as quick and comparatively light as the discipline was I
quickly came to almost reflexively move quickly in order to avoid
it.

It was a thrilling game, but there was more
to it than just that. I had come to completely trust my father with
anything he wanted to do to me or anything he wanted me to do. I
guess that in addition to the respect I had for him, and the awe,
for he was a very powerful man with a very strong will, I was
feeling a deep sense of, well, I had a crush on him. A big one!

I was so glad when on the last day before I
was supposed to fly out Robert had the day off to visit his family.
That left me alone with Dad all day!

I was wakened to find my legs spread and his
mouth between them, my body already pulsating with heat and
arousal. I could do nothing, of course but lay there, gasping,
moaning, my hips undulating as his tongue and fingers drove me over
the edge into a delicious orgasm! Only then did he slide up between
my parted legs, and drive himself into my overheated body.

And of course, despite just having climaxed
he still had little difficulty in bringing me to another as his big
cock thrust into me and his lips crushed mine. All I had to do was
lay there and be the recipient of his incredible sexual skills!

By then I was really starting to get into the
role of submissive sex slave. It was a bit shocking how quickly it
had happened, but then, the excitement, the heat, and the intense
pleasure had certainly influenced my mind on it!

Because Robert was away I would be Dad's
slave girl that day in more than sex. That started out with making
us, or really, him breakfast. I then set it out on the table for
him and knelt before him, watching him eat, listening to the radio,
chatting on occasion, and of course, eating from his hand whenever
he decided to reach out to me.

After that I rinsed the dishes and put them
in the dishwasher, cleaned off the table and put everything away.
Then we had our morning shower, where I washed him instead of the
reverse. My fingers took special effort massaging his cock and
balls, of course, as we kissed. And he got hard again, hard enough
to put me against the wall and slide that beautiful big cock deep
into my ass!

Hands against the wall, leaning forward,
bottom pushed out, I could only gasp and moan and shudder as he
pumped in and out of me with growing speed and power. When I felt
his body against mine, his teeth along the nape of my neck, I
shuddered and pushed back harder. His left hand cupped my breast
while his right slid down to finger my clit, and of course, I came
quickly and helplessly... twice, before he finished with me.

I rinsed us both off, then dried him and
combed his hair. We went into the master suite and I helped him
dress, including putting on his sock and tying his shoes. I was
thoroughly enjoying being his body servant!

“There's a scuff on this, slave,” he said,
indicating his shoe.

I frowned. It looked fine to me, but I knew
not to argue.

“I'm sorry master,” I said.

“Clean it off.”

“Yes, master.”

I started to rise but his hand pressed down
on my head.

“No, slave girl. With your tongue.”

I felt an instant sense of breathlessness,
then a thrumming that started between my legs and moved right up my
spine into my chest. God! But that was... so … degrading and yet...
kinky and wicked and hot and...

I fell forward, bent over on my knees. I
automatically spread my knees wide, even though no one was behind
me. I'd been trained, you see. I looked at his shoes, so shiny and
black, then licked out, sliding my tongue up and down along the
top, from the toe, up along the side past the laces to the ankle.
He stepped back a bit, and kind of cocked his shoe back on the
heel.

“Don't forget the bottom, slave.”

That tightness in my chest grew worse, and I
bent way over, licking at the underside of his shoe, moaning
despite myself, at how wild and nasty it was!

He was going out to get a few things, and so
I saw him to the door, and then started vacuuming, as he'd ordered
before leaving, and then washed the kitchen floor... on all fours,
again as he'd ordered.

Let me tell you, that was the only time in my
life where washing the floors was exciting! Because I was naked,
and wearing, in addition to the collar, a pair of nipple clamps
with weights dangling from them, along with the dildo and
butt-plug. He'd put them all in and on before going, and I had no
intention of doing anything about them.

So as I crawled, the swinging weights tugged
on my nipples, my already stiff, hard, throbbing nipples! Oh yeah,
it was wildly exciting, and I wanted very much to masturbate, but
dad had told me not to until he got back. And I was going to
obey.

When he did get back I greeted him on my
knees, of course, and then he had me lick his shoes clean again. He
inspected the floor, and then gave me permission to masturbate, so
I did, laying back, knees wide, fingering myself to a wonderful
come as he watched me.

Unfortunately, when I was helping him get
undressed, and changed into more casual shorts and shirt, he
discovered I had neglected to vacuum the carpet in the closet. I
had simply not thought of it! That called for punishment,
naturally.

The punishment that day was to have my wrist
restraints locked to chains, up and apart, above my head, and my
ankles spread wide. Then he placed a post right in front of me
which had a powerful vibrator mounted on it. The vibrator didn't
quite touch me. There might have been half an inch of space between
it and my pussy.

Of course, then the strap started to hit my
bare bottom that jerked me forward and brought me into contact with
it... repeatedly. Then he adjusted the thing, pushing it forward
hard against my pussy, so much so that it forced my hips back,
raising me on the balls of my heels. The strapping continued, with
my pussy grinding against the vibrator so that the torture was more
that of pleasure than pain!

And it ended with dad pressed up against me, his cock deep inside
my ass again as he rode me to yet another orgasm.

After that he read the paper while I knelt as
his footstool. Then he went outside. I fetched him drinks and knelt
at his feet...after he put suntan lotion on me in such a way that I
was left trembling and horribly close to climax – which he forbid
me. I had to kneel there, legs wide, hands behind my neck, back
arched, horribly overheated inside and out, while he sipped his
fruit juice and admired the view!

I, of course, was part of the view for
him!

After a while he took pity on me and his
fingers brought me off, then let me swim a little. Then we showered
to get all the oil off (where he made me come again) before I made
him lunch and he fed me on my knees.

In the afternoon, we played in the pool, he
took a number of erotic and exotic pictures and videos of me
(including me masturbating with a big dildo), and I danced and gave
him a lap dance which ended in another two orgasms for me, and one
more for him.

I sat across his lap while he talked about
everything from stocks and bonds, to politics, to when I was a
child, his fingers casually keeping me in a constant state of
arousal. Then came dinner. After dinner, dad wrapped me in a tight
netting of interlinked ropes which squeezed me in all kinds of
places, most principally around the breasts and between the legs!
It also bound my arms and wrists tightly behind my back.

And I had to wear it all evening!

I was trembling before long. I knew I could
have come by simply arching my back to tighten the rope digging up
into my pussy again and again, but he had forbidden me to come. So
I had to endure an incredible heat and hunger while he pretended
nothing was going on!

Finally, he let me beg to come. For ten
minutes! I had to beg so hard, almost to the point of tears, before
he would allow me to come!

And even then he didn't just allow me. He
made me beg for the vibrator, the same one which had almost driven
me insane before. So like before, He placed me in the corner,
ankles forced up and back behind my head, and then took the big
vibrator, attached to a small heavy stand, and pressed it down
against my pussy.

He hadn't gagged me this time, and I was too
frazzled and too feverish to care as I cried out in pleasure,
twisting and writhing and grinding up desperately against it as the
orgasm tore through me.

And the next, of course, and the five or six
or seven more that followed before he finally removed it.

Soaked in sweat, exhausted, I was carried
into the bathroom to be washed. Then I spent much of the rest of
the evening kneeling beside his chair as he occasionally caressed
my hair and body and we watched TV.

The thought of going home to my old life
seemed .. bizarre. Why would I want to? It was cold and colorless
up north. Compared to the fiery heat of the wicked excitement and
pleasure I had found with dad, everything else seemed bland. He
said I had to, though. I had to leave for a time, at least, and if
I still found I was attracted to the thought of being his slave
girl I could return.

“But as a slave girl,” he warned, kissing the
bridge of my nose. “My very special slave girl.”

Wearing clothes felt odd. I hadn't worn a
thing in a week. I returned to Alaska a changed woman. Oh, parting
with the slave girl life did allow me to sit back and see it for
what it was. And I could recognize there were aspects to it I
didn't particularly enjoy. It wasn't the sex, mind you, that I had
any issues with, nor even the submission during and surrounding
sex. It was the being a slave girl full time part.

But then, working as a waitress in Alaska had
its drawbacks too, with none of the benefits.

We exchanged emails, of course, every day. It
wasn't long before I was negotiating to come back again. There
wasn't a lot of give on his part, but we finally settled on what my
life would be like there. It didn't include any freedom on my part
to disobey anything I was told, to wear what I wanted, or do what I
wanted.

What it did include was his promise to mentor
me in the ins and outs of the stock market, to teach me how to make
money on it as he did, and to provide me with the seed money I
could grow into enough to fund college one day. Because mom
certainly couldn't afford it. She'd remarried, and had three more
kids now, my half brothers and sisters. But there wasn't much money
for anyone.

* *

Robert met me at the airport.

“It is good to see you again, Miss Meghan,”
he said, taking my bags.

“Thank you, Robert,” I said, already, just at
the sight of him, aroused.

He put me in the back of the car, then moved
around in front.

“Take off your clothes,” he said, as he got
in.

The car had tinted windows, but it still felt
scandalous as we started to move away from the airport. The amount
of foot traffic around us as we drove slowly through the narrow
streets was far greater than you would see in an American city, and
I was soon naked in the back seat of the car. There was a collar
there, and I'd put it on, along with matching shackles.

Dad had told me to prepare for the return by
having all the hair on my body below the neck removed through
electrolysis. My nipples had been pierced, as had my clit. There
was a box in the back seat which contained silver rings to replace
the studs I'd traveled with, and a chain to hook the nipple rings
to the ring in the front of the collar.

There was also a large dildo and a butt-plug,
which I inserted, as Robert drove, and watched me in the rear view
mirror.

We were on the quiet, winding road to the
house when he pulled over. He got out, moved around to the back,
and had me get out of the car. Then I knelt as he opened his
shorts, and I took his big black cock deep into my throat, moaning
excitedly as he pulled at my hair.

He didn't come in my mouth, but instead
pulled me, roughly, to my feet, bent me over the car, slapped my
bottom to get me to spread my legs, and took me hard and fast.

It was my first come at the hands of anyone
but myself in weeks!

Then it was up to the house. Dad greeted me
with a big hug and kiss, with Melissa naked, collard, and on all
fours next to him. Then, Melissa and Robert spent the next two
hours driving me insane and making me come so often I thought the
muscles in my belly were going to tear!

After he put me through my paces, and washed
me off, I got to see all the men I'd had on my earlier visit... all
at once. It was my first gang bang! God, it was wild! I barely
managed to stay conscious, and was so exhausted afterward I slept
for twelve hours in the cage dad had had put in the kitchen.

Right next to Melissa's. She was his
permanent slave, and seemed entirely content with that. She didn't
have much in the way of ambition or education, and wasn't, I think,
all that bright. Living in a nice house and having someone telling
her what to do all the time, taking care of her, seemed perfect to
her. She was a real little nympho too, and really got into the
'pet' part of things, crawling on all fours wherever she could and
acting very much like dad's little puppy.

Sometimes I lose track of whether I'm
role-playing, or whether being a submissive sex slave actually IS
my role now, too, whether, in other words, that was who I was. I
think I am, to some extent, but I'm more than that, too. I've
learned a lot from dad about the stock market, and am well on my
way to paying my own way through college.

And I intend to go, though I'm sure I'll find
it horribly boring compared to life as dad's little sex slave.
Still, there's no reason I can't somehow get the best of both
worlds. I want to be a stock broker one day, but one who comes home
to the life of a naked sex slave. I just need to find the right
man.

A man just like my wonderful father.

 


* * * * *
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