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Alexandra Markham-Spencer had been raised by
very strict parents to be seen and not heard, to be polite and
respectful at all times, most especially to her elders and anyone
in a position of authority.

She had gone to very strict private schools
which enforced a severe sense of modesty and dignity on the young
women who were the daughters of old line money. Pride was
discouraged, except for pride in accomplishments and family.

Her schools taught an appreciation for art,
poetry, formal dancing, ballet, opera, and classical music, while
actively discouraging other forms of art, such as rock music.
Internet use was strictly censored. Foul language was punishable by
being given sharp blows from a strap across the bare palms of the
young ladies' hands.

The school uniform was a dress which had a
high neck, and extended to the ankles, beneath which were flat
heeled shoes. Underwear was required to be modest, and white. Lace
was banned.

So was television, except for
documentaries.

The school, then, in keeping with the wishes
of her parents, had done everything possible to produce a demure,
modest, dignified young woman with no interest in passing fads of
fashions, and who would defer to her elders in her decisions.

They had failed. Oh, she understood – she
could not have failed to understand – what was expected of her, of
course. She even agreed with it, sort of, most of the time, though
sometimes hesitantly and not without reservations.

Alexander was a product of her times,
however, and could not be entirely divorced from them. The amount
of sex in popular culture, in television, radio, on billboards, in
magazines, was simply overwhelming. Almost all of it was aimed at
the triumphant celebration of lithe, healthy, beautiful, shapely
young women who, for the most part, closely resembled what she saw
in the mirror each day.

The school ensured a very strong dedication
to physical fitness. The well-to-do had no interest in their
daughters looking overweight and unkempt. So Alexandra was fit and
toned, athletic, and graceful in her movements, and filled with the
joy of life one might reasonably expect of a girl not yet
twenty.

She loved to move! And from that, her
interest in dancing flowed naturally. Nor was it the slow, elegant
classical dances she had been taught at school. Lexi's dancing was
a wild, unrestrained thing which allowed her to give full vent to
the energy and long-legged, supple strength of her young body.

Lexi could do cartwheels without effort, even
backward, and could leap upward, flinging her legs forward and up,
and do a full somersault in mid-air to land nimbly on her feet –
usually.

Now that she was finished school it was no
longer possible for her parents to monitor her as closely, nor did
they feel the need. If she left the house, clad demurely, on a trip
to meet a girlfriend to attend a play, they would show no suspicion
or doubt that perhaps she might wind up at a nightclub clad in what
to them would be a shockingly immodest outfit while wildly dancing
with strange and unsuitable young men.

Alexandra was, after all, to all outward
appearance, a fine, upstanding, dignified, and intelligent young
lady who her parents were proud to show off. Unlike, say, her
reprobate brother, who was always getting into trouble.

And in fact, the outward appearance was
perfectly correct. Alexandra was all of those things... usually. In
fact, she was normally a shy and demure young lady. She was
thoughtful, kind and gentle, and respectful of others, especially
her elders.

But there was an irrepressible energy in
Alexandra, Lexi to her friends, which kept seeking outlets. And
however modest she might be, she was not immune to the affect she
had on men. She could not be. Nor was she ignorant of the desire
they had for her. Some might hide it, out of politeness, but others
expressed their appreciation for her in ways which were at times
embarrassingly obvious in their naked desire.

At first she had taken a secret, delicious,
if uncomfortable delight in that attention, in that...
appreciation, flattered, despite how any sense of pride in her
appearance was discouraged. But as the years had gone on it had
been impossible to not realize just what was on the minds of boys,
and then men, when they saw her.

They wanted her. They wanted her physically.
They wanted to wrap their arms around her, to feast their eyes upon
her naked flesh, to touch her everywhere! And they wanted it with a
desperate, obsessive need and hunger which was both daunting and
flattering.

It was like... like she was a little lamb,
and they were all starving wolves!

And however much her private schools had
tried, she and the other girls were able to pool their knowledge
and experiences into a relatively accurate picture of reality as
far as society at large was concerned.

Nor had she been completely without
experience with boys, though it was true that her experiences had
been much less than they would have been in a normal school. She
had learned more about sex than the school's sex education classes
would ever have conveyed.

She had learned it on holidays, and field
trips, and from other girls. The school would no-doubt have been
horrified to discover the lesbian experimentation which some of
their students had undertaken, not to mention their discussions of
and exploration for how to perform oral sex on a man – through the
use of various substitutes for the object in question.

Lexi had been fully dressed in the school
uniform when she had first performed that particular act on a real
live boy, and had undertaken it not so much out of lust or romance
but out of an interest in experimentation and self-education. She
wanted to know how it was done, after all.

Her experimental subject, Adam, who worked
part-time as a gardener, had performed a number of such educational
attempts during her last two years at school, and she had, she
thought, perfected the art to her satisfaction.

She had refused his attempts at further
developing her sexual abilities, for she was a romantic, and had
liked the idea of 'saving herself' for marriage, at least, then she
had. She had grown considerably less certain of the wisdom of that
since. Besides which she was far too shy and modest to have him see
her naked.

Alexandra lived with her parents in a
sprawling oceanfront home on the cliffs north of San Diego. It was
a very modern home, or had been in the nineteen eighties, when it
had been constructed, built of a concentric series of oval shaped
sections on different levels, all with high ceilings and massive
windows overlooking the Pacific Ocean.

The house was anchored to the cliffs eighty
feet above where the waves crashed over the rugged rocks and
coastline below. Above and just behind it lay a large swimming pool
done in a natural style with salt water, surrounded by brush, palm
trees, and waterfalls.

It was quite a private area, especially when
her parents weren't home and when Maria, the maid, was off. There
was no sensible reason not to enjoy the warm sun and cool waters
nude. But she had been raised to be modest, and her parents would
have been aghast.

Which was why, as she lay back nude on the
chaise lounge, rather than feeling languidly comfortable, Alexandra
was gripped by a sense of excitement, of the daring and dangerous
feeling that she was doing something wicked, which would be
properly and strictly punished if anyone found out!

She had convinced herself that she was not
being immodest, but rather, practical, in getting an all-over tan.
Not a deep tan, of course, which would have been unhealthy, but
simply a soft, golden glow similar to her peers.

Nor was she being sexual when she had
carefully spread the suntan lotion over her body, despite the
helpless excitement she felt at the soft, downy feel of her own
smooth, young flesh against the sensitive tips of her fingers.

But she felt sexual.

She was naked, outdoors, which was a wicked
thing, to her mind, and the tactile pleasure of caressing her now
slick, warm skin was something she could not ignore, especially
when her hands massaged the lotion into her firm young breasts –
her nipples already very hard.

Touching herself there had, of course,
been forbidden as far back as she could remember, and so doing so
brought its own sense of breathless wickedness as she carefully ran
her fingers under and around the firm warm flesh, following the
contours of her own body, gently lifting and squeezing them, then
feeling them bounce ever so slightly as she released them.

Her nipples felt very hard! They seemed to
tingle.

Spreading the lotion down between her legs
had produced its own breathless sense of tactile pleasure, of
course. The girls at her school had kept up with fashion, no matter
what the school might wish, and as they had aged, their interest in
the deliciously colorful and erotic nature of modern lingerie had
grown, perhaps grown more strongly than otherwise because it was
forbidden.

Which meant that by the time she had
graduated she had a collection of lingerie which her parents never
could have guessed at, and which had only grown larger since then.
It was lacy, silky, satiny, and sexy, and some of it, at least,
pretty much demanded she be denuded of hair.

This was even more easy to accomplish when
she'd gone to a salon for permanent hair removal on her legs, and,
unbeknownst to her parents, simply had them move their efforts
higher up her legs than her parents needed to know about.

That had been horribly embarrassing! But it
had also been worth it. For Lexi, despite the best efforts of her
school and parents, took a great deal of pride in how she looked,
even naked, even if no one else saw her naked.

So as her slippery fingers spread the lotion
downward across her trim abdomen and between her shapely thighs,
she sucked in a breath of air at the pleasure she felt as her
fingers stroked downward across the line of her sex, spreading the
lotion up and down, which meant arousing her clitoris to the point
it throbbed even more than her nipples.

She spread the lotion over the rest of her
body, and even her face, with her glossy brown hair pulled up and
back behind her, and lay baking under the sun, while simmering in
the delicious grip of sexual arousal.

She listened to the radio, she read a book,
and she enjoyed being young, healthy, beautiful, rich, and largely
carefree as she looked out on the pool to one side, and the ocean
on the other.

It was most unlikely her parents or brother
or Maria would show up, but being a careful girl, her towel was
beneath her, of course, and her bikini next to her, and she
listened very carefully for any stray sounds, like the sound of the
rake she had propped against the door anyone would have to come out
back through, the door which was down a flight of stairs.

And that precaution, which she had considered
largely unnecessary anyway, would have worked fine, were it not for
the music.

Were it not for Gracia Fernandez, whose video
on MTV featured the scantily clad young singer in very little
clothing, dancing wildly and energetically across a football field,
and culminating in her gripping one of the bars of the football
goal posts and swinging around it as if it were a stripper
pole.

The song had a delicious beat to it, which
appealed to her love of movement, and it got Lexi out of her chair
and dancing across the interlock stones around the pool in a way
which her parents would doubtless have thought far too sexual and
immodest even were she wearing clothing.

There was a flagpole nearer the edge, and as
she twisted and undulated to the music, swinging her arms and
spinning around and around, she caught on it as a substitute for
the football goalpost – for a stripper pole, and danced herself
over there, then swung excitedly around it.

The idea of Alexandra, who was, despite her
secret delight in her own sexuality and beauty, extremely shy and
modest, ever becoming a stripper was laughable. Despite that, it
was a dark and delicious delight to imagine herself one, as she
slid her thighs around the pole and ground herself erotically
against it.

She rolled her hips and bottom back as if
dancing on a stage, moving in time to the music, breathless at the
feel of her still-slick, warm sex as she ground herself against the
warm metal pole.

She did not hear the sound of the rake
hitting the ground, but as she ground and rolled her hips, her
hands overhead, she saw movement out of the corner of her eye and
froze! Aghast, she saw Maria come out from beneath the overhang,
her back, fortunately, to Lexi.

Maria's only modesty was based not on
society's expectations but on a very, very strict Catholicism, and
she agreed completely with Alexandra's parents on the behavior
which was to be expected of young women. Getting found dancing
naked by Maria was thus almost the same as being caught dancing
naked by her parents, for she would certainly inform them of
it.

Lexi darted to the side and flung herself on
her belly behind a bush as the Hispanic woman went over and turned
off the radio. The woman shook her head, no doubt at Lexi's
thoughtlessness, then picked up the things Lexi had left behind,
including her cell phone, and carried them back inside.

Lexi, of course, was horrified, and couldn't
imagine why the woman had come back so soon! Worse, how was she
herself going to get inside now without Maria spotting her!? Her
feverish mind worked that problem over for long minutes as she
crouched naked behind the bush.

Maria didn't reappear, at least, not until
Lexi heard the sound of an engine. She eased forward and peered
over the edge of the building to see Maria's car pulling out of the
parking lot and heading up the road.

She scurried back, still filled with anxiety,
hoping Maria hadn't come home with her parents or her brother, and
hurried over to the door.

Which was tightly locked.

Now what was she going to do!?

The house was designed to give glorious views
of the ocean. There were no windows overlooking the pool, which was
up high and behind it. The only way into the house from there was
the door.

It was somewhere in the neighborhood of
eleven O'clock. Her parents weren't due home before nightfall. She
had no idea why Maria had shown up but Maria was now gone, which
left Lexi gripped by the horrifying understand that she was locked
out of her own home naked until nightfall at the very least.

There were no towels, nor anything else
available to cover herself with.

A logical young woman, Lexi considered her
options. The best available was to get into the garage. She could
do that using the key pad, for she had the combination. She would
find something there to cover herself with, and there was a phone.
She could call Annie, her friend, who would mock her ruthlessly,
but would hurry over to help.

The problem was getting to the garage. The
sides were far too steep for her to climb down, especially naked.
The only way she could see would be to climb up the slope of the
hill to the top, then make her way along it, over the fence, and
then down the more gradual slope which she could follow to the
driveway and the quiet road it led to.

Getting over the fence wouldn't be easy, or
perhaps it would. There was a stepping stool propped against the
far wall Miguel used to water the hanging plants. She picked it up
and carried it awkwardly up the sloping hillside, then along the
edge to the fence, placed it there, opened it, and then climbed up
the three steps.

Now the fence was up to her chest. It was a
simple thing for an athletic girl like Lexi to grip it firmly, leap
up, and get a foot on the top, then very carefully ease her way up
and over without getting scratched by one of the spikes.

That done, and crouching low, she started
along the edge of the hillside to where she could begin to angle
downward. The hillside was mostly bare, though there were scruffy
green bushes here and there along it. She misjudged just how steep
the hill was, however, now that she was closer to it.

In bare feet, on rough stone, her footing was
uneven, and she had to move slowly. The thought of tumbling down
the hillside naked was too appalling to take the risk. Now that she
could assess thing from up close she decided she had best keep
moving along the top of the hillside until she found a place where
the angle was safer.

That was bringing her closer and closer to
the neighboring home. It had been empty for a long time, however,
so she wasn't terribly worried. In fact, as she got closer, she saw
that her safest approach would be to hop the fence there, which was
simply stone, as opposed to the black spiked metal of her own
family's home, and then walk down the driveway.

She did this, feeling hyper-aware of every
sound around her, heart thumping with fear of discovery, gripped by
a sense of amazement that she had let herself get into this
ridiculous mess in the first place!

She slid over the fence with a grunt,
scraping her left breast a little on the rough stone, then landed
on mercifully soft grass and padded downward to the driveway. She
had almost reached it when a dog barked nearby. Her head spun
around and she gasped to see a large German Shepherd staring at
her, growling!

She ran down the driveway, and the dog barked
even more angrily and gave chase! Squealing in fear, she ran to the
end of the driveway and fetched up in some despair against a tall
gate! She turned at bay, gasping in fear as the dog raced up to
her, barking madly and growling!

“Duke!”

She gasped, raising her eyes, to see a man
coming out a side door, snapping his fingers at the dog as he
looked at her.

At her with her back pressed against the gate
naked!

She screamed again and dropped low, bringing
her knees up against her chest and trying to hide behind them.

He was a big man, with broad shoulders, a
bluff, square jawed face, and dark gray eyes. He also had very long
reddish blonde hair which fell around his shoulders. He was wearing
a gray tank top with an open shirt over it, over jeans. And he had
a baseball bat in his hand.

“Who the bloody hell are you?” he asked in
accented English.

Alex stared back at him with wide eyes,
speechless in her embarrassment and anxiety.

The dog barked and lunged closer.

“Duke!” the man snapped.

The dog turned and slunk back at the stern
tone to his voice.

“Well?” he demanded. “Private property laws
in the United States are, I believe, so ridiculously severe I can
literally kill you for trespassing, can't I?”

Alex continued to stare, frozen, like a deer
in the headlights of a large truck, and the man snorted, then
tossed the bat down and came over to stand before her, looming
above her like a giant!

“Who in blazes are you and why are you
prancing about like Lady bloody Godiva on my expensively purchased
property?”

“I-I-I... didn't mean to!” she blurted.

His eyebrows raised.

“You accidentally fell across the wall, did
you? Pull the other one, girl. Maybe I should arrest you, make one
of those citizens arrests. It'll make all the papers and I'll be a
hero for bravely arresting the nudist burglar who's been
terrorizing the coast.”

Lexi gaped at him, open mouthed.

“Well?”

He tsked and reached down for her. Lexi
squealed but he gripped her forearm in his big hand and yanked her
to her feet, then bent and heaved her straight up across his
shoulder like a sack of potatoes. She wiggled wildly until a sharp
slap to her bottom made her yelp in pain.

“Settle down, burglar,” he said, turning and
carrying her from the gate.

“Put me down! I'm not a burglar!” she cried,
slapping at his back.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply again and she yelped once more!

“Ow! That hurts!”

“It's supposed to bloody hurt, you bloody
silly girl,” he said gruffly, carrying her along and around a
corner.

“But I'm not a burglar!” she cried
desperately.

“Still a trespasser,” he said, carrying her
through an open french door and into the house.

“But... but... !”

He bent forward and she slid down off his
shoulder, then grabbed her flailing arms and pinned her wrists
together above her head, holding them there with one hand, arm
outstretched as he casually examined the red-faced girl!

“Hmm,” he said. “Look rather well-fed for a
burglar.”

“I'm not a burglar!” she cried, face
flaming.

“So what are you doing naked in my yard?”

“I-I... I got locked out!” she blurted.

“Locked out of what?”

“My house! I live... over there!” she gulped,
jerking her head to the side, towards her own home.

“How do you bloody get locked outside
naked?”

She groaned helplessly, but there seemed no
way to either cover her nakedness or to pull away from this... this
giant ogre man!

“I was... sunbathing and the maid locked me
out! Then she drove away!

“Well, you should be more careful of who you
hire, then. But what's that got to do with me?”

“I couldn't climb down because it was too
steep! I had to climb along the ridge!”

He shook his head and made a face. “Sounds
like a strange bloody story. If you were a blonde I might be more
inclined to believe it.”

“It's true! Please let me go!”

“Not so fast, girly. You have anyone to vouch
for you? Anyone I can call to see you actually live there?”

Lexi stared at him anxiously.

“Well?”

“But... I uhm... well... I don't want you to
tell anyone!”

“Why? So you were sunbathing naked in your
back yard? So bloody what?”

“Please stop staring at me!”

“I'm not staring. I'm looking. What've you
got to worry about you, silly girl. You've got a bloody body
Michelangelo would've killed to sculpt.”

She flushed even deeper, for some reason,
though a part of her was not exactly displeased at the comment.

“My parents would think it was... immodest to
be outside naked!” she exclaimed.

He snorted in disdain. “You're parents are
bloody idiots then. What's wrong with the human body? It's bloody
beautiful! Well, at least yours is. Some others I could talk about
aren't so much, but they don't look after themselves like you.”

“Please let me go!” she exclaimed.

“Not so fast, girly. How do I know you
actually live there if you can't back it up, eh?”

He raised his hand and she gasped as he was
able to effortlessly lift her toes right off the floor and dangle
her there!

“Oh!” she gasped, her feet twitching and
flailing for purchase.

“You've disturbed my painting,” he said with
a growl.

“I'll leave!”

“Now I'm not in the mood. Now I'm in the mood
for an entirely different painting.”

He dropped her back to the floor and then let
go of her. Lexi stumbled then quickly clamped her arms around
herself, trying to hide her breasts, dropping a hand quickly in
front of her groin.

The man shook his head and rolled his
eyes.

“What the flipping hell do you think you've
got to hide?” he demanded. “I've already bloody seen your naughty
bits, girl.”

“Which,” he said, leaning in closer, “Gives
me an idea. Maybe you and me can make a bargain, eh, girly?”

“Wh-wh-what kind of bargain?” she gulped.

“You pose for me and I won't call the coppers
on you.”

Lexi stared at him. “Pose!?”

“For a painting, girl. I'm an artist, you
know.”

“I... that is.. I mean... I'm not sure that
uhm...”

“Take it or leave it,” he growled, leaning
over so his face was close to hers.

“All right!” she gasped.

“Excellent!” he said, pleased.

Then he grabbed her right hand and turned
away, pulling her after him.

“Wait! Oh! Where are we going?” she cried as
she stumbled after him.

They went up a flight of stairs, as it
happened, and she saw a large bedroom in front of her. She gasped,
starting to jerk back in alarm, but he turned the other way,
pulling her down a short hall and then outside again, this time on
the other side of the house.

There was an artist's easel set up there,
together with a table containing paints and brushes. So at least
that much of what he'd been talking about was true, but Lexi was
still trotting along behind him with one arm sort of covering one
breast and her hand between her legs!

“You can be Andromeda!” he said
enthusiastically!

“What? Who?”

“Don't you bloody Americans read anything?”
he demanded.

She glared and jerked her hand back.
Surprisingly, he let it go.

“Andromeda and Perseus?” she demanded.

“That's the one,” he said.

He grabbed her arm again and she squeaked as
he hurried forward to the edge of a sharp falloff to the water
below. Just before the edge was a large rounded stone, about four
feet high. He pushed her against it and held her at arms
length.

“Yes, perfect!” he said.

“You want me to p-p-pose naked!” she
exclaimed in disbelief.

“Why not? You've got an incredible bloody
body, girl.”

“I can't pose naked!”

“You like being naked, clearly.”

“Not around people!”

“You won't be around people. You'll be around
me.”

“I can't be in a painting naked!”

He shook his head and rolled his eyes again.
“Bloody yanks,” he said. “So bloody prudish about their bodies. But
don't you worry. I want to pose you with your head turned aside,
and that lovely hair scattered across your face. It'll look very
dramatic!”

“But... but... I can't pose naked!”

“Why?”

The problem for Lexi was that she could think
of no logical reason. In fact, the idea of posing for an artist
sounded intriguing, but posing naked was impossible! She couldn't
let him see her naked! Except, of course, that he had already seen
her naked, was seeing her naked, so she knew that was an argument
which would sound ridiculous on the face of it.

And there was a strange, swirling emotion
which had been creeping up over her since this man had taken her
into his house, since he had carried her into his house. He
was older, but not old. He was quite... attractive, quite handsome,
and very masculine. He wasn't anything like the boys she had dated
or become familiar with.

There was something raw and rugged and filled
with energy and... and... masculine brashness about this man! And
here she was naked in front of him! Naked! That was both
horrifyingly embarrassing and … and... darkly thrilling in some way
she couldn't understand!

No man had ever seen her completely naked
like this! The very idea was mortifying! And yet, here he was, and
here she was, and … and now he'd seen her and it was starting to
become less.. mortifying.

“I will disguise your face. I won't hide it
for you're too attractive. Features like yours deserve some light
shone on them, but I can make it so no one will recognize you.”

“But... but...”

“Then we're agreed,” he said.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Lexi was filled with self-doubt and anxiety!
But at least, thanks to Mister Cooper, she was back in her own home
again.

He had even driven her over so she didn't
have to trot down the road naked. And he'd been smart enough, once
she got the garage open, to search the visors of the cars inside
and find a spare key ring, one which included a key to the inside
garage door!

That had certainly been a huge
relief!

What a horribly embarrassing incident that
had been!

The problem was that while it was over, it
wasn't quite done with. She had fumbled a promise to come back the
next day to pose for him! Naked! The idea was appalling, even while
setting her lower belly to fluttering wildly.

Then again, she told herself, being a model
for artists was something with a long and very respected history.
It wasn't 'dirty' though a part of her thought of it so. She loved
art, after all. And the thought of herself being painted nude was
flattering in more ways than one.

She admitted that, secretly, she was somewhat
narcissistic about her body, though she had been careful not to let
anyone know. That was not the sort of thing she had been taught
should bring any degree of pride.

And it wasn't like Cooper had shown any,
well... sexual interest in her. A part of her was more than a
little miffed at that, though. Why on earth hadn't he? Wasn't she
beautiful? Didn't she have a fabulous body? He said she did. So why
hadn't he?

Still, if he'd wanted to... to ravage her
against her will, he'd had the perfect opportunity today. She
certainly could not have resisted such a large and powerful man!
And no one had any idea she was even there! Why, he could have done
anything he wanted to her!

But he didn't.

Which meant it was probably pretty safe for
her. And as he said, he'd already seen her naked...

And if she failed to go he'd probably come
over looking for her, and maybe even complain to her parents! There
was no way she wanted them to find out what a ridiculous naked
adventure she'd had! She'd never live it down!

She could hardly sleep that night thinking
about it! Her mind was filled with anxieties and uncertainties. It
kept sliding into fantasies about what might have happened, or what
might still happen!

Lexi had gotten more than a little
dissatisfied with her state of virginity. She had come to see it as
foolish to wait until marriage, which might not be for years. No
one else seemed to be doing that! She had a lot of energy and
wanted to meet men and... and party and... and do wild things!

Or at least, a part of her did.

And Cooper was a big, handsome man! Her mind
toyed with the possibilities of that, leaving her more than a
little breathless at times, and with her hands drifting downward to
squeeze herself between the legs.

The idea of just standing there naked while a
man like him stared at her was... breathlessly exciting! And it
wasn't even really that wicked! After all, she was posing for a
respectable artist! Well, her parents might not like it, but then,
they didn't have to know!

And so it was that next morning, a tremulous
Lexi made her way up the lane and onto the small side road which
ran along the front of a half dozen houses, then presented herself
at Ian Cooper's front door.

She was wearing an ankle length white dress,
with some of her prettiest white lace lingerie underneath. And her
chest was tight, her stomach swirling like there were butterflies
in it, at the thought of taking it all off in front of him!

There was no answer, at first, and she licked
her lips nervously, turning her head, staring around to see if
anyone could see her. Then the door was yanked open and Cooper
stood there naked! Well, that was her first shocked thought. But
no, he was wearing shorts. He was naked otherwise, though, as he
rubbed a towel through is damp hair.

He had a very thick chest! It wasn't glossy
and shiny and rippling with perfectly toned muscles like some of
the pictures of actors she'd found on the internet. And it even had
a little hair on it, if not a lot, rather like, she supposed, a man
was supposed to have.

“Oh, it's you, lass,” he said. “Come on
in.”

Lexi found her heart was already pounding,
but nervously stepped in after him as he walked away, then closed
the door behind herself.

“This way,” he said, heading to the stairs as
he dropped the towel around his shoulders.

Gulping, she followed.

He walked into his bedroom and she froze at
the top of the stairs, but he soon came out, shirt in hand, and
pulled it over his head and down – to both her relief and
disappointment.

He led her outside to where his easel still
stood.

“Strip off, then.”

She gulped, and her pulse rate shot up!

“Uhm, isn't there, uhm, somewhere I could..
could get undressed?” she asked anxiously.

“Why? You want to go behind a screen and then
put on a flipping robe and then walk out and open it? No need for a
big production, girl.”

Which was undeniably sensible, and Lexi had
always prided herself on her common sense, but even so...

He at least turned away from her, to focus on
his paints, so Lexi took the opportunity, even as her face was
reddening, to peel her dress up and off, and place it on a chair.
Blushing hotly, her mind squirming, her stomach in knots, Lexi
turned her back to him, even though he wasn't looking, and undid
her bra.

Some part of her felt a vague sense of
dissatisfaction that he wouldn't see how sexy the bra was, or how
sexy she looked with her lingerie on, but she also felt relieved
she wouldn't have to strip in front of him.

Her face was quite red as she skimmed off her
panties and placed them with her bra, then, an arm across her chest
and a hand over her groin, she walked up to him.

“Ah, ready? Good, lass!'

He took her arm, which made her gasp, as she
kept trying to keep it over her breasts – even though she
recognized how pointless that was – and led her across the grass to
the stone. Something new had been added since yesterday,
however.

There were two thick dark chains bolted to
the upper part of the rock, attached to two thick shackles! She
opened her mouth to protest, but then couldn't find a way to
logically do so. After all, the legend of Andromeda, as she knew
full well, was that she was stripped naked and chained to a rock as
a sacrifice to appease the sea demon Poseidon had sent to destroy
her city!

Still, as Cooper placed her back against the
rock and then drew her arm up and back to the shackle she felt her
heart pounding so loudly she was surprised he couldn't hear it! The
thick metal shackle folded around her slender wrist, and he slipped
a metal pin in it and screwed it closed.

He then took her other wrist, pulling it up
and across to the other side of the rock. That forced her to arch
back across the thing as he placed the shackle around her wrist and
then bolted it closed.

What she hadn't realized, hadn't noticed, was
that there were two more chains on the lower part of the rock. She
only understood this when he squatted low, gripped her ankle, and
spread it apart, then placed another metal shackle around it.

She stared up at the sky, heart pounding, as
he spread her legs apart, kneeling... right there...right in front
of her... with her naked!

But all he did was shackle her in place,
before standing up.

“Excellent,” he said, standing back a bit to
admire his handwork.

Which meant her!

He grinned at her. “The interesting thing is
the ancient Greeks generally didn't depict pubic hair, so I don't
even have to make any adjustments,” he said.

She flushed even more brightly.

“Comfortable enough?”

She nodded her head, unable to speak.

“The shackles aren't too tight?”

She shook her head.

“Good girl!”

He moved back to his easel and began to
paint, and a breathless Lexi stood in place, arched back
dramatically, completely naked with her legs apart while he...
looked at her!

Her mind was squirming under his sight! And so was her tummy! She
was feeling a wild and often contradictory rush of emotions as she
stood in place, the strongest of which was embarrassment. But that
one began to fade with surprising quickness. After all, how long
could she remain embarrassed at being looked at by the same
man?

As that emotion faded others grew more
intense. She had a sense of pride that he thought she would make a
good model, and a sense of pride in her own body, a body she had
never been able to show off before. Only now she wasn't showing
off! Or at least, she couldn't be accused of doing so!

She was still quite self-conscious about it,
of course. But she was starting to feel a sense of excitement, as
well, an excitement which came from being naked out of doors and in
the company of a handsome man!

She was finally able to summon the ability to
speak, though it took some minutes.

“H-Have you sold many paintings, Mister
Cooper?” she asked somewhat timidly.

“More than a few,” he said. “How do you think
I paid for this place?”

Lexi hadn't stopped to think of that, and
upbraided herself for not doing so. In fact, why hadn't she at
least looked him up on the internet?

“Have you uhm, always painted?” she
asked.

“No. I was a baby once.”

She was slightly startled at the
matter-of-fact answer, then giggled.

“Do you often paint... naked girls?” she
asked.

“Best kind of girl to paint,” he said.

Then he came over to her, holding a plastic
container.

“Want to see a little sweat in the heat,” he
said, spraying it on her chest.

It was only water, but she gasped nonetheless
for it was cool on her hot skin. He sprayed it a few times against
her torso and thighs, and she blushed before him, chest fluttering,
before he turned and went back to his easel.

“It'll look like sweat,” he said from
there.

The water droplets trickled slowly down her
torso, down over her rounded breasts, and Lexi began to feel a
rising sense of undeniable arousal. This was such a dramatic pose,
and she was naked! And while he might be a respectable artist he
was still a man, a handsome man, and staring at her!

“You know what, that was dumb,” he said,
stopping.

“Wh-what?”

But he had already turned and one inside,
leaving her there alone – chained and naked!

She lay her head back, imagining herself as
Andromeda, a sacrificial virgin waiting for the sea monster to come
and gobble her up!

Then Cooper returned, another bottle in
hand.

“Spraying water on you was bloody dumb,” he
said. “Sunshine is very harsh in California, even if it's not as
bright as Oz.”

She blinked at him uncertainly, then
remembered that 'Oz' was something some people called
Australia.

“A-are you from Australia, Mister Cooper?”
she gulped.

“Course. Where did you think?”

“I-I thought you were English,” she said.

“English? It's a good thing your back is to
that rock, my girl, for such an accusation deserves a good
spanking!”

Then he squirted a clear jell from the
plastic bottle onto the space between her taut breasts.

A moment later his big, rough hand landed
there and began to spread a slick, slippery, shiny substance right
across her breasts!

She had been touched there by boys before, of
course. They seemed obsessed with her breasts, but not while naked!
The feel of his hand stroking across her sensitive breasts was
astonishing, even if her mind wasn't locked up tight with the shock
of him daring to do so!

He didn't seem to be doing it sexually,
however, but rather efficiently and clinically, much as she might
apply suntan lotion to her own body. His hand spread the liquid
across her chest and down along her ribs, across her stomach, then
over her shoulders.

He squirted more on her legs, sliding his
hand up and down along her legs and then up her thighs. Nor did he
stop at all when it came to those 'naughty bits' he'd mentioned!
Lexi gasped aloud as his hand casually spread the liquid up and
down across her naked mons, his big fingers softly rubbing it along
the line of her sex and across her clitoris before sliding down her
other thigh!

Lexi was... in shock! She didn't know what to
say or how to say it!

Her nipples were so hard they ached! Her
breasts throbbed!

“This'll protect your skin and also give you
that gleaming look, like you're sweating from the strain of pulling
against the shackles,” he said.

His hands became much more gentle as he
spread some across her forehead, down her cheeks,and over her jaw
and chin.

“Don't worry, this is edible,” he said,
rubbing it against her lips with a grin.

He moved back to the easel, leaving her
gasping, chest fluttering. She felt a terrible sense of pressure
between her legs, and deep inside her she felt her lower belly
thrumming and buzzing with energy! She felt a nearly irresistible
physical urge to grind her hips!

This was so shocking and wicked! And yet it
wasn't really! And yet it was sort of!

She looked down the length of her glistening
body, heart thumping inside her ribs.

“Don't move your head, girl,” he barked.

She lay her head back with a soft moan.

The heat beat down on her, and she felt
herself slipping into a dreamy, hazy, languid relaxation. But there
was also a sense of eager delight at how... brazen it was to be
spread out naked like this before a man!

And a dark yearning!

She wanted him to touch her again! And she
knew that if he did, she would let him do anything he wanted! Touch
her anywhere he wanted!

And how could she stop him anyway!? He was a
big, powerful man and she was a weak little girl, and she was
chained naked to a rock like a sacrificial victim! Helpless to
resist his perverted desire!

And why wasn't he doing … stuff to her
anyway!? Wasn't she attractive enough? Wasn't she sexy!? Was he gay
or something!? Did he think he was too good for her? Too old?”

“How old are you, Mister Cooper?” she
asked.

“Hmm? Thirty two. Why?”

“I... just wondered how long you had been
painting,” she said. “You're very successful for your age.”

“I'm bloody lucky for my age,” he said with a
snort. “The best painter in the world has never sold a thing
because he didn't get a break. I got lucky.”

He came over to her and she almost held her
breath! He was holding a paint brush, and a small cardboard with
paint on it. He hummed to himself, then held the brush right next
to her breast for a moment! Lexi thought he was going to start
painting her!

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped.

He was rolling the paint brush in a small dab
of paint on the cardboard.

“Trying to match colors,” he said.

He held it up against her breast again, right
next to her nipple!

“Doing all right?” he asked. “Not too
hot?”

“I... I am hot,” she gulped.

He went back to the easel and put down the
paint brush, then fumbled with something and returned to her,
holding a water bottle with a small drinking hose.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She obeyed, pulse racing to have him so close
again. He held the hose just before her mouth and squirted water
into it. She swallowed, then swallowed again.

“Y-You can squirt some onto my body to cool
me down,” she suggested daringly.

He grinned and complied, squirting the water
down over her breasts and belly so that it trickled down her body.
It did help to cool her off, but only on the outside!

“Th-thank you!' she gulped.

“Uhm,” she said, as he turned away.

He turned back with an inquiring eyes. “I
suppose... I suppose you'll have to uhm, put on more lotion,” she
gulped daringly.

“I suppose that might be a wise idea at
that,” he said.

He walked away, and her pulse began to pick
up again, her nerve endings on edge as her insides thrummed. When
he came back he had the bottle of lotion, and squirted it onto her
chest.

“How old are you?”

“I-I'm almost twenty!” she gulped.

“Ever modeled for anyone before?” he asked as
his hand began to spread the lotion over her breasts.

“N-No!” she squeaked.

His big hand was... caressing her breasts! It
was sliding slowly around and over them, working the lotion in
nicely!

“Do your friends call you Alex?” he
asked.

“L-Lexi!” she gulped.

His hand slid slowly back and forth over her
belly, then down lower and lower as her heart beat faster and
faster! She braced herself for the feel of his hand along her inner
thighs, and then it slid up against her sex, and she gasped aloud,
helpless to disguise her reaction.

“You have a lovely body, Lexi,” he said.

His fingers slid up and down along the line
of her sex and across her clitoris, then down again. His thumb,
however, slid up and back and began to rub from side to side
against her clitoris in a way which jolted Lexi's mind and
body!

Was this really spreading suntan lotion!?
Lexi felt a spiraling wall of emotions and sensations churning
through her. Doubt and hope and anxiety exploded within her! Then
fear! Because if he didn't stop that soon – !

And then out of nowhere the sensations
exploded! Like a small fire with oil thrown on it the fire erupted
within her and made her cry out in shock! The orgasm swept down
upon her and she arched her back violently, hips bucking helplessly
out against his thumb and fingers as she opened her mouth in a
soundless cry of pleasure!

It was sooo much better than on those guilty
occasions when she had used her own delicate fingers to stroke and
caress herself! The sensations were incredibly more powerful and
the heat and wild, wanton excitement incredibly intense!

Her wrists and ankles strained against the
shackles around them as her head rolled back and her entire body
writhed and bucked upwards!

“Well aren't we the responsive little
Sheila,” he said in amusement.

Lexi's hips were bucking less violently now,
then her body went limp save for her heaving chest. She moaned low
in her throat, dazed by the intensity of the orgasm, probably the
greatest of her life! She was not so dazed, on the other hand, that
she did not feel, with a shock of heat and uncertainty, his finger
sliding through the slick, swollen lips of her sex and pushing up
inside her!

Unlike her own explorations of that part of
her anatomy his finger found her hot and slick on the inside, as
well, and her eyes snapped open as her face heated, guilt and
uncertainty starting to assail her once again as his previously
'clinical' touch became decidedly and obviously more sexual.

Yet the feel of his thick finger sliding
through the lips of her sex filled her with a sense of delighted
heat, especially given how thick it was and how high inside her it
slid! She gulped and stared at it. Her eyes flicked up at him, but
quickly rolled away, embarrassed.

Shouldn't she object!? Shouldn't she order
him to stop!? But she didn't want him to!

And what could she do? She was chained to a
rock! This was so incredible!

“Nice and tight inside, nice and hot and
wet,” he growled.

She blushed further, her wrists and ankles
pulling tentatively against the shackles. This was not the sort of
thing she had been raised to allow, after all.

But then his long finger sort of curled in
against the inside of her abdomen, rubbing there as his thumb
pressed down against the outside – over her clitoris, that was. His
other hand began to knead her breast as his fingers stroked her,
and Lexi felt a quick rush of sensations mixing with the startled
heat gripping her mind!

“What – Y-You... you … shouldn't,” she gulped
uncertainty.

It really was necessary to get some sort of
opposition on the record here!

“Why?” he asked calmly.

Why? What an absurd question, she thought!
And yet, what answer did she have that wouldn't seem even more
absurd!? Or worse, childish?

His thumb was stroking from side to side
against her clitoris as two fingers stroked in and out of her,
always pressing up and back so that she found the sensations
swirling and churning with every greater strength, flooding up
through her body and overwhelming her nervous system!

Her breasts throbbed as he casually fondled
them, her nipples tingling, and she found her breathing becoming
more and more ragged as she turned her head away, instinctively
trying to suppress at least the visible sign that she was reacting
to his touch.

Of course, she could not, and the feeling she
had to do so began to melt away as the heat within her grew more
powerful, until once again her hips began to grind and roll up
against him and she abandoned the effort entirely!

Abandoning it however, meant... submitting to
the fact he was doing things to her whether she willed it or not,
and that she wanted it. For some reason that gave her a strange
feeling of emotional release, of relaxation from the anxiety and
tension and guilt.

She closed her eyes, groaning, her hips
rolling and grinding up as his fingers raised the heat within her,
raised it until another orgasm exploded within her and she once
again cried out, arching and twisting and bucking with the violence
of the massive energy release tearing through her body and
mind!

“Lovely,” she heard him say softly.
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Cooper abandoned her, hurrying back to his
easel to paint furiously as she lay back in relaxed, languorous
exhaustion. Her mouth was open, her eyes closed, and she slumped
against the shackles, her body fairly radiating satisfaction and
satiation.

She recovered, of course, in short order,
opening her eyes, blushing again as she looked over at him,
confused and uncertain and guilty. After all, what he'd done was...
why had he stopped?

And then he returned, his hands caressing her
body so that her eyes once again flinched away guiltily. His hands
kneaded her breasts, and rolled her tingling nipples, then slid
down between her legs once more to stroke and caress her. This time
he caught her swollen clitoris between two fingers, stroking them
up and down as two more fingers slid inside her and the heel of his
palm pressed down against her pubic bone.

And in short order she was once again
writhing and moaning and bucking against him until another orgasm
tore through her.

He hurried back to his easel again, painting
furiously as she lay limp.

“What are you doing?” she groaned, as he came
back.

“Getting just the right expression, just the
right look from you,” he said.

His hands roamed her body once more, only
this time he disappeared from view. She had to raise her head to
look down the angled line of her body to see him kneeling before
her, his face inches from her. Then she gasped as he leaned in and
his tongue stroked up the line of her sex!

Lexi had never felt a mouth on her sex
before, and with the shocked sexuality and eroticism which had
afflicted her since removing her clothing adding to the strength
she was soon rigid, jerking and straining against the shackles
again, gasping for breath in ragged gulps of air as the sensual
feel of his tongue and lips and mouth on her sex sent fluttering
waves of pleasure up through her belly.

Her eyes, enormous, at first, closed to slits
as she lay her head back, moaning and panting, her hips grinding up
against his mouth. This time he abandoned her before her orgasm,
leaving her panting and moaning and in heated need. But he returned
soon, painting for only a minute or so each time before coming back
to lap and suck at her clitoris.

She soon came again, and then again, and then
repeatedly, writhing and thrashing and crying out at the waves of
pleasure sweeping through her body and mind. She rapidly became
drained of energy, her insides aching from repeated muscle spasms,
and there was no need of oil on her body to make her skin glisten
for she was perspiring freely.

Cooper was like a machine, an asexual machine
who simply roused her as part of his desire to paint her with just
the right 'look', or at least, so it seemed at first. The man
within the artist repressed his own lust, and she knew he had it,
for she could see it in the stiff bulge in his jeans.

She was glassy eyed, sweaty, and moaning with
exhaustion by the time he finally gave in to his own urges, peeling
his shirt up and over his head as he returned to her a final time,
then shucking his shorts. She had to raise her head to see, and
then felt a jolt at his nakedness.

Her eyes widened at the sight of his broad,
and now naked chest, and then skimmed downward, following a thin
line of hair which started just south of his belly button and then
spread into a neatly trimmed bush around … and here here eyes
widened still further.

He was fully erect, and much thicker and
longer than she had expected! It was pointing at her like a spear,
angry and dangerous as she gaped at it, as he held it, as he
directed against her overheated opening and then let the smooth,
soft head rub up and down against her.

“So little Andromeda,” he said. “Are you
ready for your sacrifice?” he asked.

Lexi did not, could not answer. She was
staring with rapt fascination at the bulging head of his cock as it
slowly pushed into her, as it forced aside her soft, moist lips,
spreading them wider and wider. She felt the ache as a darkly
delicious sensation even as the head lodged within the mouth of her
sex.

Then it sank into her further, and she
shuddered, her neck aching enough she had to lay her head back and
stare up at the sky again as she felt all her focus turned inward,
on the feel of his thick shaft pushing deeper inside her.

Of all the fanciful scenarios she had
imagined for finally losing her (official) virginity, she had never
imagined being shackled naked to a rock outside, overlooking the
ocean. Now she moaned helplessly, raising her head again and again
to stare at the sight of his thick shaft being gripped by her body,
watching it and feeling it push deeper!

She ached inside, but it was a delicious
ache, a wonderful ache, a sense of perfect fullness as he stretched
her out! And here she was laid out like a sacrificial virgin! How
right and proper! He had not asked her, not seduced her, not even
dated her!

Yet there was something perfect about the
moment, for as a helpless, shackled maiden she felt no sense of
guilt or shame, no sense that she ought to stop him, to ensure that
they had some kind of respectable relationship so that her
acceptance of his physical love was proper.

She could simply focus all her attention on
the feeling of him moving inside her, moving deeper, filling her
up, as his upper torso leaned over her to block out the sun. She
stared at him, gasping as his hands slid up her sides and then onto
her breasts.

“You have perfect breasts,” he said as his
fingers kneaded them.

He plucked at her nipples, rolling and then
lightly twisting them as his hips began to draw back.

Lexi moaned helplessly, gasping at the
sensations and emotions sweeping through her, then gasped as his
withdrawal ended and he pushed forward once more.

Deeper!

He leaned over her, his heavy male body
pressing closer, and then she cried out as the head of his cock
seemed to jam up against the very back wall of her vaginal passage!
Surely there was no room for the rest!

Yet he seemed to be determined to find that
room!

His hips worked in and out, stronger and
faster, the head punching softly against the back of her sex as
those swirling, churning sensations continued to roll through her
body.

He leaned in closer, lower, and then his lips
were on hers, kissing her roughly, passionately, his tongue pushing
through her teeth. One of his hands slid up into her hair, and
another up under her jaw, as if to hold her firmly in place as his
mouth ravished hers!

He straightened, starting to show his own
heat now, his face flushed and eyes boring into her as his own
breathing quickened. His hips thrust faster and harder and she
gasped again and again as he drove himself into her.

His hand, the one under her jaw, slid higher
as she writhed and her hips rolled up and back at him, his fingers
curling under and sliding into her mouth! He pinned her head back
as she strained against the shackles, her body shuddering to every
deep, hard thrust now as she felt a breathless rush of
excitement!

Her nipples burned and her body trembled as
the sexual electricity crackled through her, and then another
orgasm tore through her! She cried out, then the cry was stifled as
his hand closed around her throat, choking off her air!

She gurgled, her eyes bulging as her hips
bucked up against his plunging cock! Yet the choking seemed to make
her head swell with pressure, and the orgasm rode that pressure to
even greater heights as she thrashed and strained against the bonds
holding her!

His hand pulled free, and she gulped in air
just before he dropped atop her, his lips crushing hers, his tongue
sweeping in against her own! His kiss was long, bruising and
passionate, while his hips continued to pump furiously!

Her orgasm seemed to ease, then rose again!
It peaked and eased, then rose once again! Lexi twisted and sobbed
dazedly, overcome by wave after wave of pleasure and passion as she
gave herself utterly to the physical, letting her mind drift,
letting it ride the pleasure without inhibitions, guilt, shame,
care or consideration!

Her insides were aching with the string of
violent convulsions, her muscles tearing against the shackles, hips
bucking up against him, fire baking her mind as the string of
orgasms continued, and nothing, she knew, nothing in life could
ever be so wonderful!

He half collapsed over her, panting himself,
but he recovered long before her, stumbling back to his easel to
continue painting as she lay dazed and breathless, mind shattered
by the intensity of the orgasms which had howled through her.

Her recovery took much longer, this time,
giving him more time to paint, for even after she caught her breath
and her mind fit itself back together she was exhausted, aching and
more than a little shell-shocked.

Cooper called a halt to things, however,
saying she had been out in the sun long enough. He unshackled her
and helped her stand upright. He led her back into the shade and
let her sit, then gave her some fruit juice to drink.

“So,” he said, watching her intently, “How do
you feel?”

“Overwhelmed,” she confessed, chugging the
fruit juice.

“You seemed to … enjoy things,” he said.

She rolled her eyes up at him in disbelief.
Enjoyed things? It had been the most incredible, shocking sexual
experience of her life! In fact, it might well have been the most
incredible shocking experience of her life, period!

No, she thought. It was. It definitely was.
She was still shocked!

She'd never had so many orgasms! She'd never
imagined you could have so many orgasms so close together! Her
masturbation experience had been … infrequent, guilty, furtive, and
had always ended at what she had thought was, not to put too fine a
point on it, the climax.

And she'd never had such intense orgasms
either! She hadn't even known such heights of pleasure were
possible!

Even now she felt the echo of their pulsing
heat within her, causing her to tremble slightly. To say they had
blown her mind would have been an understatement!

“Yes,” was all she said, however, something
of her former... shyness reasserting itself.

She didn't want him to know just how intense,
or that she'd been, technically at least, a virgin (she had
experimented with hairbrushes after all). She was well aware of
their difference in ages and, at least on this subject,
sophistication. She did not want to confess to just how
inexperienced she was lest he dismiss her as a mere 'girl'.

She still felt her muscles twitching here and
there from the wild rush of sensations which had swept through
her.

“I should... I should go,” she gulped,
becoming self-conscious.

He nodded acceptance, and she got dressed,
leaving with some sense of distress, some sense of guilt and
unhappiness as she began to castigate herself on letting such a
thing happen. It had been terribly perverted and sluttish, after
all. Why, she barely knew this man! She had no business having sex
with him!

She made her way back to her place, and
quickly took a shower before donning a pair of clean white shorts
and a light silk blouse. Looking at herself in the mirror, she
marveled somewhat at how normal she looked. She didn't seem to have
changed at all. She still seemed to be a perfectly ordinary young
woman and not the... the rabid slut she'd acted that afternoon.

She had been like a … a nymphomaniac or
something!

She sat down at her laptop and looked up
Cooper, something she told herself she should have done earlier.
She wanted to at least no something about the man who had just
blown her mind with his sexual prowess.

There wasn't an awful lot on the man himself.
He had at one time been a surfer in Australia, apparently, winning
contests. Then he'd started painting the beach and waves, which
morphed into painting the girls on the beach and in the surf.
Nude!

But then he'd begun to paint erotic poses,
not graphic poses, not pornography, but poses which involved
aspects of... bondage! He'd also done a lot of drawings, and she
stared at some of them with open mouth. They were so lifelike! And
the women were so... sexual looking, so hot and perfect!

She imagined herself in some of those poses,
and felt her chest tightening, her thighs squeezing together as she
skimmed excitedly through picture after picture.

“Wow!” she whispered.

Some of the drawings were quite graphic now,
and her jaw dropped at some, especially those which showed
beautiful women being penetrated by more than one man at a time!
Each of the women looked so utterly... submissive and overpowered
by their masculine size and strength, and yet so incredibly
aroused!

Ian Cooper was a pervert!

Of course, according to her friend Kristie
all men were perverts. Kristie had a good deal more experience with
them than Lexi had, and she'd found no reason to doubt her, given
her own experiences. Certainly they were all perverts compared to
Lexi!

She was impressed by the money some of his
paintings had gone for, however. Some fetched a million dollars! So
whatever else he might be, Ian Cooper was a very successful and,
er, respectable, in some quarters, at least, artist.

She doubted it would be a good idea to
introduce him to her parents, though. Her mother, at least, would
probably check the internet.

She could not help reliving the experience
over and over and over again in her mind, the feeling of being
shackled naked across the big rock, the breeze blowing across her
naked skin, then the delicious heat of his hands on her, and then
his body... inside her!

He should be ashamed of himself for abusing a
girl like her, of course, but then, men had no shame about sex.
Which meant she had to be ashamed for not restraining him. Then
again, she had been restrained herself! That gave her a measure of
comfort. It wasn't her fault he had... had chained her up and
molested her!

It was wrong of her to have liked it so much,
though, and it was even more wrong to want more of that! But... if
she had no choice, well, it wasn't her fault.

She was fidgety that evening. She felt
energized, but also anxious. She had promised to return tomorrow to
pose again, and she had no idea what was going to happen. A 'good'
girl, would refuse, given what had happened today. But she didn't
want to refuse! And then she convinced herself she didn't dare, for
then he might speak to her parents about her nude trespassing.

But she would do nothing else willingly! At
least, not until she got to know him better. If they were in some
sort of relationship then sex would be more acceptable. They were
both single, unattached adults, after all.

*

She slept naked that night. She hadn't
intended to. But she'd kicked off her nightie while tossing and
turning, unable to fall asleep. Her nipples had been hard, and her
breasts had throbbed, and her hands had eased up to stroke, knead
and caress them as she lay in her darkened bedroom.

It didn't feel the same as when he had
touched them, but she remembered how he had touched her there, and
felt a breathless heat at pinching her nipples and squeezing her
breasts. Her mind was filled with the memory of being shackled to
the rock, helpless, subjected to his... his cruel and lustful
attacks!

She moaned as she slid her hand down between
her legs, fingering her sex as he had. She felt her breathing
becoming ragged and her fingers curved into her body, which was
moist and hot, stroking in and out as she let her other hand knead
her breasts. She pinched her nipples repeatedly, gasping at the
sharp stinging ache, but reliving that sense of being a helpless
sacrifice being cruelly attacked!

The orgasm had been quite powerful! She'd had
to fight to keep from expressing it too vocally lest her parents
hear! And as she'd lain back in the soft, relaxed afterglow, she'd
fallen asleep.

She felt rather giddy that morning. She
showered, did her hair very carefully, brushed her teeth and
gargled with mouthwash, all while nude, looking at herself in the
big mirror, trying to see herself as Cooper did, and imagine his
appreciative eyes and hunger.

She dressed in her sexiest black lace
underwear this time, wearing it below a casually worn t-shirt and
shorts, so they would come as a surprise when she revealed them. A
sexy surprise! She felt a growing sense of anxiety, though. What
would she do if he wanted to have sex again? What would she do if
he didn't!?

What would she say!? She'd had sex with him!
Well, more properly, he'd had sex with her, but still. She was at
something of a loss given they had no real relationship, and even
yesterday, had hardly spoken much.

They needed to talk! She would delay going on
the rock for a bit, maybe ask more about him and find out what he
was like. Then she had a delicious idea! She pulled her hair up and
back and tied it in place. That wasn't how she'd worn it as he'd
painted yesterday, and he would want the same hair, so that would
allow her to reach up and casually undo it and shake her hair
out.

She had lovely hair, and knew it. There was
nothing wrong with demonstrating that!

She acted as casual as she could when she
made her way down the road to his house this time, as if what had
happened the other day was no big deal, no big shock to her. She
was a sophisticated young lady, after all, a product of the best
schools. He was just a lowbrow Australian pervert!

The butterflies grew thicker and flew faster
the closer she got to his door, though, and she had to fight quite
hard to keep her expression casual as she rang the bell. The
sunglasses would help, of course.

The door opened. He was dressed this time,
and smiled. “Hello, American girl,” he said. “Come in.”

She strolled through the door and pointedly
paused to look around.

“So have you redecorated, or is this the way
it was before you bought it?” she asked.

“Spartan, you mean? Except for the master
bedroom, most of the furniture was already here. I don't need to
fill every corner of a room with unused furniture,” he replied,
heading for the stairs.

She followed him up, slowly, taking time to
look around, trying to gauge something of the man from what she
saw. The master bedroom was ahead as they reached the top top. She
longed to part with him and wander in to look around, since he'd
claimed that was all his, but that might be pushing things.

She did follow him out onto the terrace and
his easel, feeling her chest tighten further as the rock came into
view. God! Who would have imagined she'd lose her virginity chained
to a rock!?

His picture had a brown scrap of linen cloth
across it, to hide it from view.

“Can I see what you've painted so far?”

“No,” he said. “Not until it's done.”

“But how do I know I'll like it?” she
asked.

His eyebrows raised. “Your liking it is not
important. What's important is that I like it.”

“That's a bit arrogant of you,” she said.

“I'm an arrogant man. So take you're clothes
off.”

She frowned. What if I don't feel like it,
she wanted to say. But she did feel like it. And if she was going
to push him she wanted to do it when she was... sexier.

She shrugged and pulled her t-shirt up and
off, then undid her shorts and pushed them down and off. Since
athletic shoes didn't go well with her desire to look sexy she
kicked those off too, and stood there in her lacy black
lingerie.

“You should put more furniture in,” she said,
looking around the nearly empty terrace, “And maybe a pool. Say
over there,” she said, pointing at an area of weeds.

“The ocean is right next door. What do I want
with more water?”

“It would be on your own property.”

“So I could swim nude, you mean?”

She flushed slightly. “If you wanted.”

“I don't believe most men look at their best
when naked, especially when.. moving around. Women look much more
attractive with all that smooth, soft skin and gentle curves.”

“I think men look nice naked,” she said.

Well, some of them. Certainly Cooper did.

“And you have a lot of experience with naked
men, have you?” he asked in amusement.

She flushed, for he had a point. She wasn't
ready to concede it, however.

“I think if women have to be naked, so should
men.”

“But women don't have to be naked,” he
said.

“Well... if I have to be naked here, so
should you.”

He smiled. “I was naked yesterday.”

“But not now.”

“Neither are you.”

She smirked. “You show me yours and I'll show
you mine.”

He stepped closer, and gently pulled the
sunglasses off her head.

“You will show me yours and eventually, if
you are a good girl, you will get to see mine,” he said.

She felt her pulse rate pick up, but refused
to show it. Instead she sniffed and then stepped back, or started
to. His hand reached up and his fingers slipped in under the
elastic band at the bottom of her bra, then tugged her back. Lexi
gasped, stumbling, and his arms quickly went around her, lifting
her up and dropping her belly down across his shoulder, as he'd
done the other day!

“Hey!” she cried as he turned and carried her
to the rock.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply and she yelped, then he gripped her thong and casually
yanked it down her legs, letting it fall behind them. He dropped
her back onto her feet next to the rock, spun her around and undid
her bra, then pulled it off her as she gaped up at him
indignantly.

“You can't just... strip me!” she
sputtered.

“Of course I can. I'm bigger and stronger
than you,” he replied, spinning her back and then pushing her
against the rock.

“But – !”

He gripped her wrists, forcing them back
firmly against the rock, leaning in against her.

“Bigger. Stronger,” he said sternly.

She pouted, glowering as he released one
wrist, then gripped the shackle and fastened it around the
other.

“You're acting like a … a big bully!” she
said.

He shrugged, then took her other wrist,
stretching her arm up and back and bent her back across the
rock.

“This is hot!” she complained.

The rock was warm and rough against her back,
but it had been yesterday, too. He ignored her complaint as he
chained her wrist in place, then spread her legs and chained them
in place, as well.

He leaned over her and gripped her hair, and
Lexi gasped in pain as he used it to pull her head up and
forward.

“Ow!”

He deftly undid the knot in her hair and then
spread it out around her, combing his fingers through it.

“Maybe I don't want to pose any more! Did you
ever think of that, Mister high and mighty Cooper!?”

He ignored her except to smile, then picked up a stubby metal
cylinder with a small curved wire at the end.

“What is that?” she asked suspiciously.

“A tool.”

“What kind of tool?”

He smiled again, then turned and went back to
his table. He returned with the suntan oil and she gulped as he
poured some onto her chest, then began to casually spread it over
her body. Her nipples were already quite hard, and she sucked in
air as his fingers caressed her breasts and stroked across
them.

He let the oil trickle lower, his hand
following it, spreading it down over her belly and inner thighs,
then up and down across her mons, his fingers sliding between the
lips of her sex, then even curving to push into her – which he
definitely hadn't done the first time he'd spread oil on her
yesterday!

“I-I didn't give you permission to touch me
like that!” she gulped.

“Bigger. Stronger,” he said.

Then he picked up the metal cylinder and Lexi
gasped as she saw him pressing it against her.

“What are you doing!?”

The cylinder was not quite as thick as his
own shaft, but it was certainly thick enough to spread the lips of
her sex wide, and then wider, before it slowly sank up inside her
body! Lexi felt her heart beating faster and faster as she watched
and felt the cylinder slide deeper inside her. It was long but not
as long as him, and while he had to pump it in and out he managed
to work the entire thing inside her!

Almost.

A single slim metal bar protruded. It was
quite thin, not much wider a wire coat hanger. It curved up, then
and formed a circle, which he adjusted so that, as she stared down
to see, it pressed in against her flesh around her clitoris! It
pressed in quite firmly, too, as if on some kind of spring.

And then it began to buzz!

“What is that!?”

“It's a vibrator,” he said. “With a remote
control.”

“But... you can't... how can you have
Andromeda with a... a vibrator!?”

“I won't be painting this portion of your
anatomy today, my dear,” he said with a smile.

Then he returned to his easel and spent some
time mixing paints.
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Alexandra had never had a vibrator, nor felt
one. And this one, it seemed to her, was deficient, or defective,
in that it didn't directly touch her clitoris. Instead it just
buzzed... all around it.

Feeling the thickness up inside her, though,
the fullness, and with her body glistening and chained to the rock,
had already aroused her, especially after his hands had spread oil
over her body. Now the buzzing sensation sent a quivering ripple of
sexual energy shooting up through her abdomen, then up her
spine!

She moaned softly, pulling against the
shackles, not to seek release but as an erotic reassurance of her
helpless state. Her arousal deepened, the heat growing inside her.
She stared across at him, wanting him to come back, wanting him
inside her, thrusting, thrusting, hard and fast!

But he was still mixing paints! And once he
finally looked up at her it was with paint brush in hand.

Fuck me! she wanted to cry, but
couldn't bring herself to.

The buzzing made her clitoris throb and swell
and she felt the aching need growing within her body. Her buttocks
began to grind against the rock and her breathing became more
ragged.

And then the buzzing stopped.

She moaned, chest heaving, staring up at the
sky for long seconds as the heat began to slowly dissipate.

What was he doing!?

She had calmed after a couple of minutes, but
then the vibrator started up again. She jerked as she felt it buzz,
and stared at him, then determined to show no response. That didn't
work for very long, however, and soon her buttocks were grinding
against the hard rock again and she was breathing raggedly as the
heat suffused her body.

Again it stopped, only to start again a few
minutes later, then stop. She understood after the second or third
one, that he wanted to keep her in a state of nearly continuous
arousal for some reason, probably because he liked the look of her
for his painting.

She understood, after a fashion, but she
didn't like it. She began to feel much put-upon, and then felt
herself sinking into the fantasy of being his helpless abused
prisoner, his chained maiden, helpless and being tortured by his
cruelty!

That idea actually began to arouse her even
more. It absolved her of all sense of guilt or shame or
responsibility for the lewd sexual posing she was doing, and what
else they might do together before the day was done.

She came very close to orgasm before the
buzzing halted, and she slumped, gasping in disappointment.

“Bastard,” she groaned.

“Show respect for your betters, child,” he
said.

“You're not my better, you're just my...
older!” she exclaimed.

“Then show respect for your biggers.”

“I'm not afraid of you, big bully! You have
to chain girls up to have your way with them!”

Which, given how handsome he was, how rich,
and what a great body he had, were silly, and he didn't seem to
think anything of them.

Then the vibrator started, once more, and her
eyes began to lose focus as her body began to thrum with sexual
energy. Her whole lower body was pulsing with heat. She felt as
though she were sopping wet inside!

“Bastard!” she cried, when the buzzing
stopped.

“You're insulting my mother, you know, not
me.”

“Your mother is a … a bitch!”

He snorted, then he came forward, and she
felt her heart leap. He looked down, then drew out, of all things..
a feather! She stared at it, dumbfounded, then watched as he
brought the tip down against her swollen clitoris and began to
sweep it back and forth.

The buzzing started again, and she gasped,
the heat growing once more, but with it a deep frustration at the
light, almost ticklish brushing of the feather! She didn't want a
feather, she wanted his fingers, or his mouth!

“Would you like to come?” he asked.

“Yes!”

“Well, calling me names isn't going to get
you what you want,” he said.

The vibrator turned off, but the feather kept
tickling her, then rose to circle her nipples.

“Wh-what will!?” she gulped.

“You could ask nicely.”

“Please can I come?!” she exclaimed.

“I'm not stopping you.”

Her somewhat frazzled mind pondered that, not
really working at peak efficiency.

“Make me come!” she blurted.

“Ah, that's not asking nicely.”

“Please make me come!”

“That's more respectful, but it doesn't sound
like you really, really want an orgasm.”

“Please make me come, Ian!” she moaned.

“I don't recall giving you permission to use
my first name, Miss Markham-Spencer.”

She gaped at him in confusion.

“You may call me Mister Cooper, or sir.”

Alexandra was somewhat innocent, but not
entirely so. She felt a strange little twisting jolt of heat within
her lower belly.

“Please make me come, sir!”

“I don't know,” he said. “That sounds like it
might take considerable effort.”

“It wouldn't!” she exclaimed.

He placed the feather on the rock then caught
her stiff little nipples between his thumbs and forefingers,
pinching them and tugging them upward.

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” she gasped, back arching
even further.

“Sir,” he said. “Call me sir.”

“Please, sir!” she gasped.

He stopped pinching her nipples, his thumbs
and forefingers rolling them back and forth between them
instead.

“Now, beg me to give you an orgasm.”

“Please give me an orgasm, sir!” she
moaned.

“Hmmm. How should I do that?”

“Fuck me!” she blurted.

“Tsk, tsk, such crude words. And you forgot
to say sir,” he said, pinching her nipples and stretching them up
and out again.

“Ow! Ow! Please, sir!” she cried.

“He eased his grip on her nipples, and the
buzzing of the vibrator started again.

“Do you want my cock inside you, little
girl?” he asked.

“Yes! I mean, yes, sir! Please, sir!”

He smiled thinly, then reached down and
unshackled her ankles, or she thought he had, as the tension eased
in first one, then the other, but then she realized the shackles
were still around her ankles as he lifted them up and back.

She gasped as he drew the chain attached to
her ankles up to where the chains attached to her wrists were
bolted, and with little effort, clipped the chains in place,
leaving her now perched on the steeply angled side of the big
stone, with her ankles held up and apart and back above her
head!

The metal around her wrists pulled in much
tighter, but she wasn't completely hanging from the chains, for the
angle of the rock supported much of her weight.

And suddenly his cock was out, stiff and hard
as it slid up and down across her clitoris!

“Do you want my cock inside you?” he
asked.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“That's not what I said. Beg me to put my
cock inside you.”

Lexi was getting more frazzled, especially as
the head of his cock rubbed smoothly, if gently, across her swollen
clitoris!

“Please put your cock in me, sir!” she
moaned.

He snorted and drew the head slowly down the
line of her sex, then pressed it, not against her pussy, but
against her wrinkled little back opening. Lexi gasped, at first
thinking he must have made a mistake, then quickly realizing he
hadn't.

“Don't!” she gasped.

He eased back, sliding the head over her
clitoris instead.

“Don't? You said you wanted my cock inside
you.”

“Not there!” she cried.

“But that's where I want it to go.”

“But... but... I want you to fuck me!”

“I will. I'll fuck you in your beautiful
ass.”

His words were outrageous, dirty, and
shocking, but also brought a wild rush of dark heat to Lexi's
mind.

He pressed it against her back there again,
and she moaned helplessly, wanting him to stop but not wanting him
to... exactly!

His oiled up cock sank into her and she
gasped, eyes wide as she stared down at herself. Then she cried out
as he reached out and gripped her hair, jerking her head roughly up
and back.

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” eh growled.

“Oh! Ow! Please!”

He slapped her breast! It was a light slap,
but it still stung!

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” he ordered.

“Please fuck my ass!” she cried.

He slapped her breast again!

“You forgot to say sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she cried.

He leaned in and she felt his hot breath
against her neck, then his teeth and lips there as he bit lightly
along the nape of her neck, as she felt his tongue and lips stroke
and massage her and then he began to suck hungrily against her
throat!

His cock was pushing in and back, in and
back, in continuous little movements which sank it slowly deeper
and deeper into her body. Lexi felt it as a firm pressure which
sometimes ached, though it didn't hurt.

She felt very strange, her mind swirling with
emotions as the sensations rolled through it. This was an even more
… obscene position than before, with her looking up at him from
between her own legs and her bottom lifted up into the air!

It felt even more helpless, though, as he
loomed over her, as his teeth chewed their way up along the nape of
her neck. His hips ground against her, working his thick shaft in
and out, but pushing always deeper so that the ache grew.

But so too did a dark, overwhelming sense of
hunger and excitement!

He straightened, pulling back so his eyes
were against hers. He still had a tight grip on her hair, and he
jerked her head forward, crushing her lips with his as she cried
out, swallowing her cry, his tongue meeting hers as she felt his
slick cock pushing even deeper into her body!

He pulled back, his eyes still on hers.

“Wh-Why do you... do you want to... fuck
me... there?” she moaned.

“Because I can,” he said. “To teach you. To
show you. To educate you and change you.”

“To change me?!”

“To make you what I want you to be,” he
said.

She gasped as he thrust in sharply, and she
felt a cramping sensation deep in her belly. But she also felt his
bare flesh now resting against her buttocks and felt a dark heated
wonder at knowing he was all the way inside her, buried in her
body!

He ground himself against her as he filled
his hands with her throbbing breasts, kneading and squeezing them,
then began to pump his hips slowly in and out. He used short, soft
strokes, at first, but they quickly lengthened, and as her body got
used to them, they quickened as well!

The vibrator buzzed around her clitoris, and
now his thick cock was thrusting into her harder and harder! Lexi
shuddered as the heat grew within her.

He released her hair, drawing back, then
slapped her face. She cried out, her head thrown to the side, but
an instant later he slapped her again, on the other side, making
her cry out as her head was thrown back. Then he seized her head in
both hands, crushing her lips with his once again as his hips began
to thrust more strongly.

He drew back and his hands, both of them,
squeezed in around her throat.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

Lexi moaned, heat and anxiety swirling and
churning inside her!

“Please fuck me!” she gasped.

His fingers tightened.

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gurgled.

His fingers loosened.

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” he ordered.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she moaned.

“Again.”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she gasped.

He brought one hand down, but the other was
still big enough to encircle her throat.

She cried out, hips bucking as his fingers
stroked across her clitoris.

“Beg!” he ordered.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she cried, as
sexual electricity tore through her like sheet lightning.

“Again!” he ordered, giving her slender
throat a squeeze.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she cried.

And he was doing just that, his hips slapping
down against her upraised bottom now, his cock thrusting deep into
her quivering belly as his fingers stroked against her clitoris.
The vibrator filled her pussy and buzzed wildly around her
clitoris, and Lexi felt as if the entire world was spinning around
her!

“Please fuck my ass, sir!' she gasped.
“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

And then the orgasm hit, and her words
collapsed into inarticulate cries of passion and raw, animal
pleasure! She thrashed and shook as the hurricane of howling
sensation swept around her, and in its midst was the deep, powerful
thrusting of his big cock, stabbing deep inside her again and again
and again like the echoing peal of a giant bell!

His hips were striking her buttocks with
bruising force now, her entire body shuddering from the violence as
her insides boiled over. Her brain felt as if it were being jarred
within her skull, adding to her sense of disorientation. All the
while, an explosive release of pent-up sexual tension surged
through her nervous system.

She shook and trembled and bucked and twisted
as her muscles spasmed and her overloaded mind felt drunk on
sensation, drunk on pleasure, drowned and tumbling end over end in
a churning sea of pleasure.

The orgasm was even more intense than the
previous day, and it left her dazed, slack jawed and moaning, yet
without dissipating enough of the sexual tension to leave her
relaxed. Especially since his hips continued to pound against her
upraised buttocks and his thick cock continued to thrust deep into
her belly.

“Please!” she gasped dazedly. “Please!”

She was breathless and dazed and hardly able
to form words, and then another orgasm hit and what words she had
formed turned into cries of pleasure again. Another howling storm
tore through her, leaving her moaning insensibly.

With his hands around her face, and him
leaning in against her, his cock buried in her spasming belly.

“Are you going to be a good girl?” he
demanded, his face inches from hers.

He shook her head.

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Y-yes!” she moaned.

He shook her head again.

“Say it!”

“I'll be a good girl!” she moaned
breathlessly.

He shook her head again.

“Sir!”

“I'll be a good girl, sir!” she gasped.

She felt his cock starting to draw back down
the long line of her anal tunnel, then thrust hard and deep once
more, causing her to cry out weakly.

He started to pump in and out as his fingers
stroked across her clitoris, and another orgasm hit her, then
another, then another, as she sobbed for breath, twisting and
bouncing and shaking in the throes of an orgasmic storm which
seemed to be tearing her mind apart!

Finally, he halted, gasping for breath
himself, leaning heavily against her for a few seconds before
pushing himself back upright. He grinned at her, moved back, then
returned with something in hand.

Lexi moaned as she felt a pressure against
her back opening. She raised her weary head to see him holding a
sort of mushroom shaped thing, of plastic or silicon, which he
slowly pushed into her bottom. It got wider and thicker, then
abruptly narrowed to almost nothing, save for a small, coin shaped
base which remained pressed against the outside of her.

“Wear this from now on so you'll be ready for
my cock whenever I want you,” he said sternly.

She gaped at him in confusion.

He ignored her, turning away with a sigh.

“I've got oil all over me,” he said. “Time
for a shower.”

He went inside, leaving her as she was,
shackled to the stone, panting, moaning weakly, and trying to
recover from the multiple orgasms which had torn through her. She
felt bedraggled, dazed, and wrung out!

But her body still trembled with the
resonating pleasure which had ripped through her! And the vibrator
was still buzzing away around her swollen clitoris. She moaned
helplessly, held tightly in position by the chains and shackles,
her feet drawn up and back next to her wrists so that her spine
bent sharply, achingly.

She felt quite full inside, with the plug he
had shoved into her bottom and the metal cylinder of the vibrator
filling her very tight pussy. As she regained her breath she pulled
feebly against the shackles, but to no avail, of course. He was
gone, and she was alone, like the mythical Andromeda, left as a
sacrifice to the sea god.

She groaned wearily, but her body was still
filled with sexual tension, and it was rising slowly. She felt a
strange, dark sense of delight at what had happened and even in
what was happening. She let herself sink into the role of
sacrificial maiden, into the role of helpless prisoner. She was
still a young and inexperienced girl, and thrilled to drama.

And certainly this was a dramatic, if obscene
pose, chained in an obscene position to a big rock, left as a piece
of furniture, as a … a slave girl ill used by her master!

Oh yes, that was deliciously dramatic, and
darkly romantic!

She moaned and … squirmed as best she could,
as the buzzing and thrumming and tingling in her lower belly grew
more intense. She felt a deep longing, as she had before, to be
touched, to be entered, and not gently either! She wanted to be
roughly used, to be manhandled the way he did before when he had
slung her across his shoulder and torn her panties off!

Her rising excitement made the thought of
that more thrilling, as well as she writhed slowly in place in the
grip of the sexual pressure building again within her mind and
body. But he did not come out to touch her, and she remained there,
moaning anxiously, wrapped in her own fantasies and the bubbling
heat of her body.

What would her parents think if they had any
inkling of what she was doing right that second!? Or her friends!?
They would be horrified, shocked, appalled! As she should be, yet
for some reason was not. The animal heat of sexual hunger burned
too strongly within her mind, a fixation to feel, once again, that
intense explosion of pleasure which was like nothing else life
could produce.

By the time he came out again, nicely dressed
in clean shorts and t-shirt, she felt that hunger shifting to
indignation and anger. Did he think he was finished? She wanted
more!

Without a word he removed the shackles around
her ankles and let them slowly down until she was bowed back across
the stone again, then, to her disappointment, he reached up and
undid the shackles around her wrists.

She felt resentment welling up, as well as
determination. They were not done! She wanted more! But she wasn't
about to ask!

“About time, you pig,” she said. “Leaving me
like that while you showered!”

“You weren't going anywhere,” he said with a
smile.

“I hope you have a lovely clean shirt now,
sir,” she said sarcastically.

Then she deliberately rubbed her oiled hands
and arms against it before he could react.

“Ha!” she said as he shifted back in
annoyance. “Maybe you need another shower now, sir!”

“Brat,” he said.

And brat was exactly what Lexi wanted to be
just then for some reason. Yes! Brats got punished and treated
roughly!
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“I'm going to look at my painting now,” she
said, marching towards the easel.

“It's not your painting,” he said, grabbing
her wrist.

Of course, her wrist was still slick with
suntan oil, but his grip was firm as he drew her back and tsked in
annoyance.

“Now I've got oil on me again,” he said.

“Oh, poor baby,” she said mockingly.

She reached up and rubbed her hands against
his face before he could stop her and laughed as he cursed.

“Oops!” she said, leaping back.

“I should tan your ass for you, girl!” he
growled.

“My name is Ms. Markham-Spencer, you Aussi
peasant!” she said airily.

She darted around him, squealing as he
grabbed at her, heading for the easel. He grasped her with a huge
arm around the waist just as she reached it, lifting her into the
air and swinging her around as she squealed and kicked.

“Let me go, peasant!”

“You aren't royalty, brat,” he said.

And he swung her around and shoved her face
first against one of the tall square posts of the pergola which sat
to the side of the doorway, then quickly drew her wrists back
behind her and pinned them with one large hand.

He spun her around again, shoving her against
low table and she gasped and tried to kick him.

“Let me go!” she demanded. “I can see what I
want!”

“You'll see the painting when and if I decide
you will,” he said.

He reached into a drawer below the table and
pulled out a length of thick cord, then wrapped it around her
crossed wrists and yanked it tight.

Lexi gasped in excitement, but didn't intend
to show it.

“What do you think you're doing, pervert!”
she demanded, trying to kick at him with her bare feet.

He slapped her bottom and wrapped the cord
around her wrists again and again, criss crossing it until a thick
layer encircled her soft flesh before tying it off. She squealed as
he yanked her up and back just as he sat down, and to her
excitement she found herself yanked face down across his lap!

“Hey! Don't touch me! Bastard! Pervert!”

“I think you want me to touch you, you bratty
little slut,” he said, as his fingers found her clitoris.

And there was simply no way for Lexi to
disguise her reaction to that! She gasped aloud, head thrown up and
back as her hips jerked convulsively against him!

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped, as his fingers stroked
roughly across her swollen clitoris.

But then he stopped, reaching for something
else on the table. It was a rag, and he used it to roughly wipe
most of the oil off his hand and her bottom before flinging it
down.

Crack!

The first slap came as a shock to the
wriggling girl, and Lexi squealed in surprise at the sudden sharp
stinging blow to her bottom.

“Ow! Hey! Bastard!”

Crack!

“I think this is exactly what brats need, he
said.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it! Pig! Bully!”

Crack!

“Brat. You'll behave properly while around
me.”

Crack!

“Oww! You... you molester!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Oh! Bastard!”

She twisted and wriggled and kicked her feet
as his hand came down across her rapidly warming bottom again and
again. Yet the truth was that the spanking thrilled her, despite
the stinging ache! Her pussy was still throbbing and buzzing and
squeezing down around the metal cylinder inside her, and her body
was thrumming with sexual energy.

“I can do what I want!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That doesn't even hurt!” she taunted.

A mistake, for he slapped harder.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Stop it! You're an animal!” she
cried.

Crack! Crack!

“We're all animals,” he said.

Lexi squealed as he felt his fist grasping a
thick handful of hair and then yanking her head up and back.

“But some of us are more tamable than
others,” he said, as his other hand reached down to roughly grope
her bare breast.

He drew that hand back and reached between
her legs, digging into the soft flesh of her labia and spreading
her apart so he could draw the metal cylinder of the vibrator out
of her body. She moaned as it left her, then gasped as his fingers
drove into her in its place.

They were not gentle. They thrust roughly
into the soft heat of her body, two, and then a third, all big and
long and driving in and out fast and hard as she cried out in
shock, pain and... helpless thrilled pleasure!

“Bastard!”

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

He dropped her hair and slapped her bottom
several times, as his other hand twisted so he could bring his
thumb up hard against her clitoris. Then, as he spanked her, he
thrust his fingers roughly in and out, his thumb stroking across
her clitoris at the same time.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

Lexi cried out, yelped, squealed and wriggled
wildly as her bottom began to burn, as the pain rose, but the pain
was almost irrelevant to her compared to the rising rush of
scalding sexual heat churning through her body and mind!

And even as he spanked faster and faster the
sharp stinging jolts seemed to resonate through her body, from back
to front, setting of echoes, vibrations within her sex that melded
with his roughly thrusting fingers until a tremendous climax tore
through her to relieve the pressure!

She felt it begin within her lower belly, as
the raw heat of pleasure and pain seemed to melt together to form a
wall of sensation which radiated upward through her body! The
orgasm started low. It was powerful enough that her legs began to
jerk spastically, thrusting back again and again, and then seconds
into the orgasm it exploded upward so that she cried out in a long
howl of pleasure that emptied her lungs!

Her hips bucked up frantically as her upper
torso, hanging over the chair, writhed and thrashed, her head
shaking so that her hair danced around her face! A firestorm of
screaming nerve endings overloaded her nervous system again and she
gloried in the howling storm of pleasure which swept over her.

When it left, she was dazed and breathless,
as his fingers slowed and he stopped spanking her. He gave her no
time to recover, however, but stood, pushing her off his lap onto
the ground. He gathered in her long hair, however, and wrapped it
around his fist, pulling on it so that she cried out in pain,
forced to scramble to her knees to ease the pressure.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she squealed.

But he ignored her, pulling her by the hair
along the ground so that she was forced to knee-walk across to the
side of the house, where, thankfully, the interlock stones gave way
to soft earth. The house turned there, and he placed her on her
knees in an inward corner, face to the stone.

“You'll kneel in the corner like a spoiled
girl, until you learn how to behave properly,” he said.

“I will not!” she said, still panting for
breath. “You can't make me!”

Her bottom was hot and sore, and the
tremendous orgasm had left her slightly shell-shocked again, but
the game was still at play, as far as Lexi was concerned.

“Oh, can't I?”

He stalked over to the table, and quickly
grabbed something, by which time she had already gotten to her
shaky feet and turned around to walk away. She had no purpose other
than to deliberately provoke him, and was no longer quite sure why
she even wanted to do that. But it didn't matter.

He grabbed her upper arm roughly and swung
her around, forcing her back onto her knees in the corner, then
pinned her there with his legs as he did something with.. a length
of twine, for some reason.

“Let me go, pig man! I'll do what I want!”
she gulped.

He bent past her head and she saw he had tied
a knot in the twine, producing a small loop. He slipped this in
around her very, very hard nipple, then reached down to slide the
knot closed.

“What are you doing, you pervert!?” she
demanded.

She found out a moment later as the twine
closed around the base of her nipple.

“Ow! Ow! OW!” she cried! “Don't! Take it
off!”

He ignored her, bringing the twine across to
her other breast, and even as the first one throbbed hotly, the
second was pinched just as hard, so that she squealed anew, crying
out, and then doing the only thing she could with her wrists tied,
bit him on the thigh!

“Ow! You little bitch!” he snapped.

She almost giggled, then cried out as he
yanked her head up and back by the hair again, before placing her
firmly in the corner, then pulling the twine tied to her nipples up
and around a pipe which ran along the wall.

“Bastard! Pig! Pervert!” she cried as he
stepped back and she found herself unable to move away.

She got a slap to the back of the head which
made her gasp.

“That's for the bite,” he said.

“Bully!”

He moved away and she stared down at the
twine in some disbelief, outraged disbelief, outrage which began to
seep into her brain as a dark, wicked sense of thrilled heat. Who
did stuff like this!? He had tied her nipples up!

She was forced to kneel with her nipples
stretched up and out, both of them burning with the tight pinch of
the twine. But that didn't mean he couldn't further provoke
him.

Doing so had worked out so well, after
all!

“I should have you arrested! I'll tell my
father and have you deported! And then he'll sue you so I get your
house! Hey! Come back here, pig man!”

He disappeared through the door, and she
scowled, then turned once again to stare at the twine, amazed. She
tried to ease back a little at a time to see if she could tug her
nipples free, but that only made them ache more and more
fiercely.

He came back and she turned her head to
scowl.

“Come over here and untie me, pig man!
Pervert! Molester! Maybe if you get down on your knees and lick me
I might forgive you your rudeness!”

Instead of doing that he yanked her head up
and back again, so that Lexi squealed in pain. And as she opened
her mouth wide he shoved something into it! She didn't know what it
was, at first, just that it was thick and sort of rubbery,
flexible. It jammed against her teeth so that she instinctively
opened her mouth as wide as she could, and he squeezed whatever it
was so it pushed through.

It expanded once past her teeth, and she
realized it was some kind of a ball! He shoved it deep into her
mouth, or at least, as far as it would go. It filled her mouth,
pressing up against the roof and squeezing down against her tongue,
and was too big for her to actually close her jaw.

Then she realized it had a strap attached,
which he drew back along her cheeks, and she realized what it was.
She'd seen pictures, after all. It was a gag! One of those ball
gags perverts used!

She moaned into the gag, astonished, then
felt a rush of raw heat as he buckled it behind her.

“Now bitch all you want, slave girl,” he
said.

Slave girl! She felt another rush of heat at
the words! Lexi began to sink into the darkly thrilling notion of
herself as the helpless abused prisoner, once again, moaning into
the gag as he returned to his easel. She pulled experimentally at
the twine again, wincing as it bit into her nipples. Then she tried
yelling at him, but didn't manage anything much but low level
muffled sounds.

He went inside again and came out with
something in hand. Lexi gasped, eyes widening, as she saw what
looked like a very large penis in his hand! And it wasn't his! He
squatted down, slapped her bottom, and slid a hand over her hip and
down between her legs, then dragged her backward.

That pulled against her nipples, of course,
and she cried out in pain, leaning forward even as she felt his
fingers at her sex, then the rounded head of the … dildo, pushing
against her there. She shook her head wildly, moaning, cursing
excitedly into the gag, but he ignored her as he twisted and pushed
the dildo in.

It was achingly thick! She wasn't even sure
it would fit, at first! She felt herself stretched wider than ever
before, despite the slippery oil. Then the head popped through, and
the shaft began to slowly follow, spreading wide the tight, elastic
tunnel of her sex as he pushed it up deeper.

Once again, he wasn't very gentle! He pumped
it roughly in and out, jamming it ever deeper, as his other hand
remained cupped over her sex! And when it was, to his way of
thinking, deep enough, he slapped her bottom again, and
withdrew.

Lexi adjusted her position so that her
nipples weren't being pulled on any more than they had to be, then
stared down between her legs in fascination, appalled and excited
by the sight and feel of how tightly the lips of her sex were
gripping the thick dildo!

“Bastard!” she tried to fling over her
shoulders.

The gag, of course, muffled that into an
incomprehensible noise.

God! She felt so full inside! This was
perverted and wicked and nasty and … and thrilling! Her bottom
still felt hot and sore! She could hardly believe he's actually
spanked her!

Of course, that soreness was nothing compared
to the delicious aching coming from her overfilled pussy, and from
the rough treatment it had been given by him thrusting his fingers
into her so hard and fast! The man was an animal! He should be …
arrested, and beaten up, for treating her like this!

She rolled her eyes downward again, this time
trying to see the gag which protruded from her mouth. It wouldn't
go out and it wouldn't come all the way in either. It was most
annoying!

Her nipples ached!

She kept twisting her head around to look
back at him, but it wasn't easy since he was directly behind her,
and he didn't seem to be paying much attention to her, as opposed
to his painting. What was he doing painting when she wasn't even
there any more!? Was he painting the rock!? Was he making some
finishing touches to her image?

She felt herself sinking back into the
fantasy of herself as a helpless, abused prisoner of an evil
handsome prince again, It was an oddly soothing fantasy in some
ways. Especially since she had no real fear of what he might do to
her. But she rather liked the idea of letting him decide, and of
being helpless to resist.

He couldn't think she was a slut if he was
making her do something, after all. And he was, as he'd
said, bigger and stronger. He could easily overpower her and make
her do nasty things!

He put down his brush and strolled over to
her, his fingers combing lightly through her hair, then tightening
and forcing her head up and back.

“Well, missy? Going to be polite now?”

She cursed him, or tried to. It wasn't very
effective with the gag in her mouth, but he clearly understood.

“I guess not,” he said, releasing her
hair.

He dropped down behind her, and she gasped,
twisting her head around to try to see what he was up to. She felt
him grip her ankles and then lift them up and back, unbalancing
her. She squealed as the cord pulled against her nipples, hurriedly
leaning forward.

She felt him wrapping cord around her ankles,
and it clearly was the same cord as he'd used to tie her wrists,
because when he let go of her ankles she felt the pull against her
wrists as her ankles remained bound up high. This left her perched
rather awkwardly on her knees alone.

She yelled a curse, which he ignored and
walked across to a shed. He came back with a what looked like, of
all things, a lawn sprinkler. It was the kind which had a sharp
stake which stuck into the ground, with an upright pipe which
curved at a slight angle and turned around and around.

She was mystified as to what he intended as
he knelt briefly next to her and then thrust the spike into the
ground directly before her. Surely he wasn't going to have water
spraying on her!

He went back to the shed and she saw he had
an extension cord, which he plugged into the wall, then tossed
before her before going inside. When he returned he had a white
plastic thing in his hand. It looked like a handle with a ball on
the end about as thick as a baseball.

He also had some duct tape, which he used to
tape the handle of the thing to the sprinkler he had jammed into
the earth. She gasped as she felt the round nose pushing up against
her sex.

Then he smiled and turned it on before going
back to his painting.

The vibrator she had felt before had been a
relatively weak one, powered by the batteries in the base which he
had inserted into her body. It was also attached to a thin wire
which encircled, but did not touch her clitoris. This vibrator was
plugged into the wall and was considerably more powerful.

She yelped at the sudden buzzing against her,
and pulled back. That, of course, jerked her nipples against the
cords rather painfully, so that she had to lean in again! She
wobbled breathlessly, balanced very precariously by the cords bound
to her nipples!

She managed to position herself so that she
was leaning in somewhat to ease the pull against her nipples, but
her hips were drawn back just beyond the touch of the vibrator.
Then she turned and glowered at Cooper, who ignored her.

At first she congratulated herself on finding
a way of defeating his efforts. But she was in a bit of an awkward
position, and she could hear the buzzing of the vibrator only an
inch or so away from her clitoris.

Her breasts throbbed, and her nipples burned,
and her unevenly balanced body kept easing slightly forward and
slightly back. Each time it did she either gasped as she felt the
sting against her nipples, or gasped as she felt the buzzing
vibrations against her clitoris.

And truth to tell, the latter was starting to
become more and more attractive as she felt her heat rising. She
glanced furtively behind, her pulse racing, her heart beating
faster, and then let her hips ease slightly forward, then a bit
more. She gasped as she made light contact against the
vibrator.

She eased back, then in again, moaning low in
her throat. The round surface was pressing in against the top of
her sex, but also against the base of the vibrator sticking out of
her. That seemed to make the whole dildo vibrate all the way up
inside her!

She eased back and then eased forward, but
the more she pressed herself against it the more her body began to
thrum with energy, and she began to press herself in harder and
harder, shuddering, trembling, moaning as the thing send a wild
rush of energy through her body!

She cried out weakly, and then discovered
that arching her back pulled her nipples against the cords at the
same time as her sex was jammed against the vibrator. Without
conscious thought her body began to undulate so that her nipples
were repeatedly tugging against the cords even as she ground
herself against the vibrator.

The orgasm was not long in coming, and though
she gave a last minute thought to trying to conceal it from him
that didn't prove possible. Even though the gag her cries of
pleasure rose far too high to be disguised as her body trembled
with the violence of the sexual energy tearing through her!

It left her shaking and dazed, but it also
left her in exactly the same position, with the vibrator still
grinding against her and the cords still tugging at her nipples,
and within a minute she was feeling another wild buildup of energy
which spilled over into another orgasm!

He came over to her as that one faded, and
jerked back on her hair, then reached down and undid the strap
holding the ball gag in place and pulled it free of her mouth.

“Now then, are you going to be a good little
girl?” he asked, tugging her hair sharply to emphasize the
request.

“B-B-B-bastard!” she gasped.

She had no intention of being a good girl!
Being a bad girl was so much more thrilling!

He frowned, then took something from his
pocket. It looked rather like a very thin soft belt, a short one.
He swung it down and she yelped as it struck the bottom of her
foot!

“Ow!”

“Disrespect is not acceptable, slave girl,”
he said.

There was that word again! It was so
kinky and perverted and delicious!

“I'll disrespect you all I – ow!”

She yelped as he swung the thing down against
her foot again. Both her feet were tied up and back below her
buttocks, and the belt was striking the soft flesh of the
underside. Her feet had spent little time unclad, and she preferred
nicely padded athletic shoes and slippers to anything harsher.

“Bastard!”

swish! swish! The belt stuck the
bottom of her feet again twice more!

“Ow! Ow! Don't!” she gasped.

“Show proper respect, slave girl.”

swish!

“Ow! I'm not your slave girl, you – Ow –
pervert! Ow!”

swish! swish! swish! swish!

“Ow! Stop it! Ow! Oh!”

swish! swish!

“That hurts!

“It's supposed to hurt,
slave girl.”

swish!
swish!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Say please.”

“Please!”

“Say please
sir.”

“Please, sir!” she
cried.

“Are you going to be a good
slave girl?”

Lexi moaned weakly, her feet now throbbing
and aching! The little strap hurt! On the other hand, her body was
still burning with heat.

“Yes, sir!” she
gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'll be a good slave girl,
sir!” she gasped.

“Do you know what a good
slave girl does?”

“No.”

swish!
swish!

“Ow! Don't!”

swish! swish!

“Sir.”

“Please, sir!”

“Do you know what a good
slave girl does?”

“No, sir!”

“Well, first, a slave girl
obeys all orders instantly and completely. Understand?”

“Yes,
sir!”

“That
means all orders. For example, if I tell you to suck my cock, that
is what you do. If I tell you to bend over and spread your legs.
You do that. If I tell you to lay on your back and pull your ankles
up past your ears, you do that. Understand, slave
girl?”

“Yes,
sir!” she moaned, her insides swirling with dark heat at his
words.

“What's
more, if I bring a mate back here and tell you to suck his cock,
you do that too. Got it?”

Lexi gasped at the very notion! Her jaw
dropped as outrage and dark heat churned within her mind.

swish! swish!

“Oh!
Please!

“Understand, slave girl?”

“Yes,
sir!'

“And if I
bring a couple of mates over you're going to do whatever I tell you
to do with all three of us. Got that?”

“Yes,
sir!” she whimpered helplessly.

She didn't think he had any real intention
of doing that, but the idea was so nasty that it was thrillingly
exciting!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“Beg me
to fuck your ass, slave girl.”

“Please
fuck my ass, sir!” she gasped.

He knelt behind her and she felt him
gripping the butt-plug thing, then drawing it out of her. A few
moments later his cock slid into her and she shuddered helplessly.
The vibrator turned on and she cried out as he began to thrust into
her with long slow strokes, grinding her against the vibrator and
pulling her nipples against the cords until they burned!

Another orgasm tore through her, then
another, and another and still another as she writhed and shook,
her body trembling with the force of the sexual heat, passion and
excitement tearing through her.

She felt Cooper chewing on the nape of her
neck as his hands came around her, roughly squeezing her breasts.
His hips ground against her as he worked his long, thick cock up
into her belly again and again and again!

“Your ass
is mine, slave girl,” he growled. “And so is the rest of
you!

He spent himself inside her, then shoved the
butt-plug back inside, put the ball gag back into her mouth, and
went back to the easel, leaving her alone.

The orgasms continued as she ground herself
dazedly against the vibrator, one after another, until she lost
track!

Cooper seemed to be ignoring her, focusing on
his painting. She lost track of him as a sexual fever took her
mind. She began to tremble and sweat profusely, gasping for breath,
eyes glassy as convulsions wracked her slender young body. Her
insides ached from muscle spasms and she sobbed dazedly as yet
another orgasm tore through her.

Yet she could not bring herself to shift her
body away from the thing. She did not even consider it. Her hips
ground feverishly forward as she swayed drunkenly, gurgling and
panting and whimpering as her mind was swept by wild, raw animal
heat and overpowering sensation.

Was it possible to die from orgasming,
she thought dazedly.

Perhaps not, but she was becoming
light-headed from lack of breath, or perhaps she was
hyper-ventilating. She had no idea, nor cared. Her insides ached
fiercely, but her body remained wrapped in a crackling aura of
sexual electricity.

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
shuddered, hips bucking violently as her entire body trembled. Her
head fell forward against the wall as she sucked ragged breaths of
air in around the ball gag, and her hair pressed in around her
face, matting against her damp skin.

The vibrations were too intense! She eased
back, then arched back as another orgasm hit her! She arched back
and swayed, trembling, ready to fall backwards but held only by the
cords digging into her nipples and stretching them out painfully
before her as she shuddered and trembled!

They burned hotly at the pressure, and then
the cords tugged loose and she fell back into the dirt, gasping for
breath, twitching and trembling as she stared up at the sky, then
at Cooper, who came over to gaze down on her.

“Been having fun, slave girl?”

Lexi moaned dazedly.

He squatted down and then threw her over onto
her belly. She felt his hands at her ankles and wrists, and the
rope came away so that her body could unfurl. She groaned weakly as
her legs fell back and her arms slid to the sides.

He gathered her long hair in and then tugged,
lifting her head off the ground.

“Up, slave girl. Onto all fours,” he
ordered.

Groaning, she complied only slowly.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Lexi gasped at the sharp slap to her
backside, rising much faster.

He stood, still gripping her hair, then
pulled and she was forced to hurriedly crawl after him as he turned
and walked back towards the house.

“Wait! Oh! Please!” she gasped.

He bent and slapped her bottom again.

“Sir,” hes aid.

“Ow! Please, sir!” she gasped as he walked
on, clutching her hair.

“Keep up, slave girl.”

She tried, scrambling along on all fours
beside him as he used her hair as a leash and led her into the
house.

He pulled her aside and into a bathroom, then
into a large glassed in shower stall.

“Up on your feet, slave girl,” he said,
slapping her bottom and tugging on her hair.

She scrambled up and he pushed her face first
into the wall, then tugged on her hips to draw them back.

“Hands up and apart, body bent forward,” he
barked sharply.

Crack!

“Ow!” she moaned, obeying.

“Good. Remain in that position until I say
otherwise. Understand?”

Crack!

“Ow!

“Understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He peeled off his shirt, then turned on the
hand shower, set the temperature and poured it over her head and
down her back.

Lexi remained standing facing the tiles,
hands outstretched, legs apart, much as if she were about to be
frisked by police, as he let the warm water pour down her shoulders
and legs, then up between her legs and down over her head.

He put the hand shower down and turned it
off, and she felt something cool oozing into her hair. His fingers
followed, and her hair quickly lathered up, so that she had to
close her eyes. More liquid was squirted onto her back, and his
hands began to gently massage it into her body, where it turned
slick and slippery like soap.

His hands slid up and down her back and over
her shoulders, then up and down along her arms before sliding over
her ribs and up under her breasts. She moaned as his fingers gently
kneaded her breasts, sliding up across her throbbing, swollen
nipples on a layer of slick soap.

“Tell me you're a slave girl,” he said, his
breath warm against her ear.

“I'm a slave girl!” she moaned weakly.

His hands slid up and down her belly, then
lower, and she moaned again as they massaged her sex, then moved up
and down her hips and over her buttocks. They slid down her legs to
her ankles, and back up again, spreading the lips of her sex apart,
pushing lightly against her wrinkled back passage, then sliding up
her back once more.

Then they disappeared, leaving her alone, or
so it seemed. Her hair and face and body were covered in soap, so
she couldn't exactly open her eyes to look around. At the same
time, he had told her to remain in this position, so that was what
she had to do.

A slave girl! Even weary and aching, the
thought was delightfully wicked!

How long was he going to leave her like this,
though?

She had regained her breath, and though she
ached, her dazedness had faded. She felt a sense of impatience and
uncertainty, but then decided he was likely testing her. If she was
a good slave girl she would do as she was told and stay in place.
And if she wasn't, then she would move and be punished again!

A part of her wanted to see what that
punishment was, but at the same time, the thought of another
spanking was rather daunting. Besides, she wanted to thwart his
nasty plans! She would darn well stay as she was until he told her
otherwise, like a good slave girl!

Or at least, that was what she told herself
she was going to do. Her patience had never been in great supply,
however. She tried listening hard, and heard nothing. Finally, she
decided to look around, but to do that she had to clear the soap
out of her eyes. She started to ease back and dropped one hand off
the wall to see about doing that.

There was a sharp sound, like cutting paper,
or something thin slicing through the air, then a light impact
against her bottom which sounded soft and meaty.

hiss! thwack!

“Ah!” she cried!

It was like she'd been bitten! Something very thin and very light
had cut across her bottom to sting her!

“Did I not say to stay in position, slave
girl?” his voice demanded.

“That hurt!” she cried.

hiss! thwack!

“Ow!”

“Did I not tell you to stay in position?”

“Yes!”

hiss! thwack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Did you forget to say sir?”

“Yes! I mean no, I mean, yes sir!” she
gasped.

“Now then, did I tell you to remain in
position?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“And what do slave girls do?”

“They... obey,” she admitted reluctantly.

hiss! Thwack!

“Ow! They obey, sir!”

“Very good, slave girl. Now, are you a slave
girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“And what does a slave girl do?”

“She obeys orders, sir!”

“Very good. But you weren't obeying orders.
You thought you would move despite my orders, isn't that true?”

“Yes, sir!” she admitted reluctantly.

She gasped as she felt the... the thing
sliding between her legs. It felt like a stick, a very thin,
smooth, rounded stick, and she felt it press up against the lips of
her sex and sink between them, before angling up to press into her
clitoris. It slid slowly back and forth as she stood in position,
her pulse racing again.

“Do you know what kind of a slave girl you
are?”

“Uhm... no, sir,” she said.

“I should have thought it would be obvious.
You're a sex slave.”

Lexi felt a jolt of excitement.

“Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave!” she gulped.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave,” she breathed.

hiss! thwack!

“Ow!

“You forgot to say sir.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Are you going to be a good little sex slave,
or must I punish you?”

“I-I'll be a good little sex slave, sir!”

“That's good. Though I rather like punishing
bad slave girls,” he said, letting the thin rod grind across her
clitoris.

It pulled back, though, and she waited
anxiously for what he would do or say next.

“Let me hear you say you'll be a good little
sex slave,” he said.

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir,” she
said.

“Keep saying it. I'll tell you when to
stop.”

She repeated the phrase, then again, then
again, then again and again and again and again and again.

She couldn't hear him and wondered if he was
even there! Was this a trick so that she'd think he wasn't there
and stop? Then she'd get another stinging blow across her bottom!
Or had he left her there, convinced she would obey and keep
repeating that wicked, perverted phrase again and again, to no one
but herself and an empty room?

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir,” she
said again.

It was such a nasty thing to say, and quite
outrageous! Cooper was such a pervert! But his nasty little game
was the most excitement Lexi could ever remember having in her
life!

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

She strained her hearing to the utmost? But
she couldn't tell if he was there!

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

He was probably just waiting, holding that
stick in his hand waiting to smack her bottom if she stopped!

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

How long was she supposed to wait like this
with her hands against the wall and her bottom pushed out all
covered in soap! The stuff he'd put in her hair was going to dry it
out if it stayed on much longer! Her hair would get all frizzy!

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

Was he even there? Bastard!

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

She started as she felt hands on her
buttocks.

“Did I tell you to stop, slave girl?”

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir,” she
said hurriedly.

His hands kneaded her buttocks, then slid
between her legs, massaging her there so that her voice began to
waver.

“I-I'll be a g-good little sex slave, sir,”
she gasped.

The hands slid up to cup and knead her
breasts.

“I'll be a good little sex slave, sir.”

“What is a sex slave for?” he asked.

“F-for fucking,” she gulped.

A hand grasped her soapy hair and jerked it
back sharply, forcing her head up and back.

“No crude words, sex slave,” he said. “Being
a sex slave means your lovely body is a toy for men and women to
play with. Any man. Any woman. Anyone who wants you. Because a sex
slave lives to use her body to give pleasure to others. It's what
she's built for. It's what she loves more than anything else.”

The hand released her hair and she gasped,
heart pounding.

“Isn't that right, sex slave?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned, as he cupped and
gently squeezed her sex.

“Spread our legs wider, slave and push your
bottom out more.”

She obeyed, moaning as his fingers slid back
and forth across her clitoris.

“Who gets to use this lovely body,
slave?”

“A-Anyone!” she moaned.

“Have you ever had sex with two or three or
more men at once, slave?”

“N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“I'll have to see that you do. I think a
lovely little sex slave like you needs to be surrounded by men with
hard cocks. One man alone could never keep up with a girl who is so
hungry for sex, who wants a hard cock inside her every waking
minute.”

The water came on and sprayed down on her
back, flowing down her back and over her buttocks and between her
legs. The spray slid downwards, down her legs and up her sides,
then finally down over her head and shoulders, sending water
flowing down over her breasts.

The water turned off and she felt his hands
in her hair, gripping it and pulling it together behind her, then
twisting it so the water poured down. He pulled it back and she
gasped, her hands reaching up instinctively, but a slap to the
bottom made her yelp.

“Slave girls don't resist whatever their
masters want to do,” he said sternly. “If I want to pull your hair
you'll just have to accept that. Drop your arms, slave.”

She did so, breathless, and moaning as he
forced her head back, twisting her hair again. He released it, then
swept a soft, heavy towel over her head, then down around her body.
She kept still, blinking now as he toweled her off.

“Step back, slave girl,” he said.

He pulled her back out of the shower,
finished toweling her off, then had her stand in front of the
counter. There were, she saw now, a group of small round leather...
bracelet type things on the counter, as well as some small chains.
He picked one up and took her arm, then slid it around her wrist
and buckled it as she watched with fascination.

He took another one and slipped it around her
arm, just above her elbow, then dropped that arm and took the
other, doing the same. He attached a small chain to the rings on
the two leather straps, then pulled her arms together behind her
back and made her hold her hands together.

She felt the two around her wrists being
clipped together, then felt the ones around her arms pulling back
slowly, but steadily. She moaned and then gasped in pain as they
drew her arms back too far.

“Oh! That hurts!” she moaned.

He eased the pressure slightly, then picked
up a larger leather circle. Like the others, it had a big ring set
in one side, and he slipped this around her throat as she stared in
the mirror. It was a collar! He turned her sideways to the mirror
so she could see that the straps around her arms were locked
together with a short chain, then turned her back and started to
brush her hair.

“That's not how I do it!” she blurted.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Slave girls do not make suggestions,” he
said. “A slave floats along on the will of her master, doing only
what she's told, accepting whatever he decides.”

He picked up the ball gag and worked it into
her mouth, then strapped it behind her head before continuing to
brush her hair out. He brushed it out to the sides, then tied it
into two long, thick pigtails, which Lexi thought looked horribly
dorky herself, but would at least keep her hair mostly out of her
face.

The butt-plug went up inside her again, but
she didn't mind that by now. She'd had incredibly powerful orgasms
while he was fucking her ass, so her reservations about that sort
of thing were now gone.

Then he snapped a leash to the front of the
collar and tugged on it, leading her from the room!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Lexi followed, quite docile, though her eyes
were bright and her pulse was thrumming. This was all wildly
exciting and novel to her, and some part of her had completely
accepted now, that this game of being a sex slave exempted her from
any sense of guilt, shame or responsibility for whatever
happened.

He led her into the great room, with an
immense plate glass window overlooking the ocean, then had her
kneel. As she watched with bright eyes, he removed his shirt, and
then his pants, to stand naked in front of her. Lexi licked her
lips as she dropped her eyes to his groin, to his cock, dangling
softly amid a very closely cropped next of brown hair.

She gasped as he jerked forward on the leash,
pulling her in close, her face against his groin.

“Now, little slave girl,” he said. “We're
going to let you show how much you worship your master's body.”

He sat back on a large, overstuffed chair,
pulling her by the leash so that she had to climb up to straddle
him. She moaned as he pulled her forward by the leash and kissed
her hard, their tongues meeting as she ground herself against his
bare thighs.

He kissed her quite thoroughly, until she was
breathless and panting again, then eased the pull on her leash.

“Have you ever given a man a tongue bath,
slave?” he demanded.

“No, sir!” she gulped.

“You're going to do so now.”

He guided her mouth down along the nape of
his neck, and Lexi set to work, kissing, lightly licking, and
sucking on his throat, then along his shoulders, raining kisses on
them before sliding down to suck and lick her way across his
chest.

She gasped as he slid a hand beneath her and
his fingers pushed up between the lips of her sex, but didn't
hesitate, licking and sucking on his nipples, chewing lightly on
the soft flesh, shifting from one side to the other before
continuing downward.

He pulled her up and back by the hair and let
his fingers trace her lips, then slide inside. She moaned around
them, sucking and bobbing her lips as her excited eyes met his.

“Nasty girl,” he said.

She moaned, and he let her lick her way
across his other fingers, then up along his wrist and forearm
before sliding in along his ribs to lick and rub her face against
his chest.

She slid backward, lowering her mouth,
nibbling on his belly and abdomen before licking up and down along
his flaccid cock. It was harder with her hands bound behind her,
but she had some experience with oral sex. The real problem was
that they were always hard. She'd never really tried to work on a
guy's cock which wasn't.

After all, every time a guy saw her at his
cock he got hard...

Cooper directed her at his balls, and she
sucked and licked and massage them and drew them into her mouth to
massage them against the insides of her cheeks. She licked slowly
up and down the length of his cock, mouthing the shaft and chewing
ever so lightly, then taking just the head into her mouth to suck
and lick the underside.

He started to harden, and she redoubled her
efforts until she was able to bob up and down on his hard, stiff
erection, taking him deep into her throat, quite proud of that
ability. She had practiced hard on a variety of objects, after all,
in order to conquer her gag reflex.

“You have hidden talents, slave girl,” he
growled.

She moaned around him, rolling her eyes up as
she sucked lightly, his cock buried in her mouth and throat, then
slowly slid up and back, quite pleased he had noticed.

Nevertheless, he pulled on one of her
pigtails, directing her tongue down along his hip and inner thighs,
then down his leg. She was confused but obeyed, even as she was
forced off of him entirely, and had to kneel on the floor before
him.

She got lower still, and she began to feel an
odd sense of uncertainty. How low was she supposed to lick
anyway?

The answer, it seemed, was all the way!

He raised his bare foot and let his toes
slide over her lips, then prodded at them. She opened them
reluctantly, but then felt a dark rush of heat. This was so nasty
and... and slave like! She began to lick and suck on his toe, then
licked her way along his other toes, abandoning her inhibitions as
heat rose.

She licked hungrily along his ankle, then, as
he raised his foot, licked directly down along the bottom of his
foot, over the ball and down along the instep, then at the heel
itself!

Like a submissive slave girl!

She moaned, squeezing her thighs together as
she licked at his foot, then licked at the other one without
hesitation, swept along in her own dark fantasy, or perhaps, one he
had created for both of them!

She licked her way back up his leg and began
to bob slowly up and down the length of his cock as he watched.
When he gripped both of her pigtails and pulled, it forced her lips
all the way down to the base, and he held her there, lips pressed
against his groin as her heart pounded and the blood raced through
her body.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled.

She moaned helplessly.

“When I let you up you're going to turn
around, press your chin to the floor, raise your lovely bottom high
and spread your legs wide. Do you understand, slave?”

She tried to nod, at least a little, and he
released her hair. She slid backward, gasping and coughing as his
cock slid out of her, panting and coughing a bit as she turned and
half fell forward onto her shoulder, then settled as he had
ordered, with her chin on the floor and her bottom high.

“This is the proper position for a sex slave
to be mounted,” he said. “I'm sure many, many men will be taking
you like this, and soon. I might invite a whole group of them over
to enjoy your beautiful, sexy body, slave.”

He slapped her bottom and Lexi gasped.

“There should be a line of men with hard
cocks stretching up the black waiting to use this beautiful body,”
he said.

He slid to his knees beside her, his hand
caressing and kneading her buttocks.

“Legs straight, slave,” he said, gripping her
legs and jerking them into the position he wanted. “Straight, then
out.”

He gripped her waist, his big hands almost
encircling it, and jerked her belly in tighter so that her back
bowed more sharply.

“I want this gorgeous ass of yours high and
ready for cock,” he said.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
again.

She moaned as his finger pushed into her, his
long, thick finger. A second followed, both of them twisting and
turning inside her warm depths.

Crack!

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl,” he
said.

“I love cock!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Again.”

“I love cock!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Sir,” he growled.

“I love cock, sir!”

Another finger slid into her, and she gasped
as it stretched her opening taut. His fingers pumped slowly and
steadily inside her, and then he tugged at the butt plug, pulling
it free. Another finger, no, his thumb, slid into her, all the way
to the joint!

Crack!

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”

“I love cock, sir!” she moaned.

She felt the fingers in her sex being
stretched, and moaned as her opening began to ache! He somehow
worked a fourth finger into her! She shuddered as they slid slowly
in and out, while his thumb pressed in and down against them.

Crack!

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said.

His fingers pressed up and the thumb began to
pump in and out of her back passage. Then it pressed down and the
fingers pumped in and out.

Crack!

“Hot little fuck toy,” he growled. “Let me
hear you beg for my cock.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

`”Foul mouthed slave girl. Keep begging.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Keep begging.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“It doesn't sound like you really want it,
slave.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Please fuck me, sir!”

His fingers pulled back and she felt his
thick cock sliding into her. She shuddered, grinding herself back
against it as he leaned over her. His hands came down on her
shoulders, pressing them more firmly into the floor, her breasts
grinding beneath her as his hips began to thrust in and out almost
immediately.

She came almost at once, crying out again and
again as his hips began to slap hard against her buttocks, as his
big cock drove deep into her belly with one powerful plunge after
another! Her insides heaved and burned and flared with white hot
sexual power and the wild rush of energy poured through her mind,
sending it tumbling end over end!

*

Cooper sent her home again with an even
bigger butt-plug stuffed inside her, along with a dildo which he
had selected so that it managed to almost, if not entirely fit
inside her. The lips of her sex closed behind it – almost, though
the top of it was already lodged deep in her belly.

He also refused to allow her to wear any
underwear. He had 'confiscated' what she had worn, and told her, in
a lofty voice, that henceforth she was to wear no underwear at all,
and only short skirts, so that, as a sex slave, she would be
quickly available for the use of any man who wanted her body!

She thought that was outrageous, but hotly
so, and, not wishing a spanking, had not chosen to argue much. Of
course she untied her hair from the pigtails before letting herself
inside. Her parents would wonder at such an unstylish thing, and
was combing her fingers through her hair as she walked into the
main house.

“Lexi dear,” her mother called.

Lexi was startled to find her parents there,
with company, and swallowed uncertainly as she walked in amongst
them to be introduced to two couples. One, she knew. They were the
Larsons, who were big wheels in the solar energy business. Her
mother introduced her to the Chens, who were apparently visiting
from Hong Kong.

“Where have you been all day, dear?” her
father asked.

“Oh, just out along the beach with some
friends,” she said.

“Sit down, dear,” her mother said, tugging
her wrist.

Lexi sat down gingerly, gulping as seat
cushion pressed against the base of the dildo Cooper had pushed
into her. The head ground against the back wall of her sex as she
sat in place, feeling very awkward and strange.

None of the 'adult's could possibly suspect
what she had been up to, or that she currently had a big butt-plug
inside her and a dildo lodged achingly deep in her belly. It felt
very odd to be sitting here amongst them, pretending to be the
proverbial 'good girl' given how her own sensibilities and
inhibitions had so recently been hammered.

Her parents seemed pleased with the
deferential way she spoke, however. She almost inadvertently called
Mister Chen and Mister Larson 'sir' a few times. In fact, she
barely caught herself from saying 'sir' to her father!

It was difficult keeping track of the
conversation, which was awfully boring compared to the wild thrill
ride she'd had that morning, and difficult to keep her mind off
that wild, wicked experience as a 'sex slave', especially since she
had the constant reminders jammed up inside her lower belly!

She ached inside, but it was a dull ache
which produced a warm rush of excitement, despite the completely
unsexual situation in which she found herself. She was getting
warm, and felt her pulse quicken minute by minute. She also
discovered that she was, after a short period, grinding herself
subtly into the seat cushion.

Without panties, and with her lower lips
swollen out by the dildo, the seam of her shorts was grinding into
her overheated clitoris with every movement. Of course, she had had
to fold her arms across her chest to help disguise her braless
state, especially as her nipples had become so hard.

She became so aroused her father asked her if
she was all right, because of how flushed she seemed. And she had
to fight desperately to keep from climaxing!

God, was she becoming a nymphomaniac, she
wondered!

It was all she could do to finally make an
excuse, scurry up to her room, strip off, and masturbate to a
furious and glorious orgasm!

*

The next day, she was dutifully back at
Cooper's house, and chained naked to the same rock as before, in
the same position as before. He had taken his time oiling her up to
the point where she was writhing in feverish hunger and passion,
then inserted the little vibrator with the thin circular wire which
kept her clitoris buzzing constantly!

Lexi didn't mind enduring the heat within
her. She knew her wait would be well-rewarded, and was feeling
deliciously wanton and sexy as she arched back over the rock. She
was floating, within her mind, on dark, thrilling fantasies of
being a slave girl, of being a creature of guiltless sexual abandon
and pleasure.

Cooper had disappeared into the house, which
he did every now and then, and she rolled her hips in a slow, lithe
manner, her buttocks grinding into the hard stone beneath.

She looked up as she heard his voice, then
froze, shock rolling through her, as he came out of the house,
accompanied by a man and a woman! She dropped her jaw, then jerked
her head back frantically, looking away, face flushing hotly!

“... of Poseidon, you see,” Cooper was
saying, “And Andromeda has always been a favorite.”

“Yes, I see,” said the woman, gazing at the
picture taking form on his easel.

In the brief glimpse Lexi had gotten of her
the woman seemed tall, elegant, and yet cold, with her dark hair
drawn tightly back from her forehead. She was wearing a black silk
blouse over long black skirt. The man beside her was black, tall
and broad shouldered, with a shaven head wearing a gray suit. Both
seemed in their thirties.

Lexi was utterly stunned! She had no idea
what to do! She was naked and posted so lewdly! She instinctively
tried to jerk her arms and legs in, but of course, that was
impossible. She certainly had no idea what to say! So the best she
could do was look away and hope they left quickly!

“I love the lines,” the woman said. “And you
have the perfect model.”

“Yes, very attractive body,” the man
said.

“You men only look at the breasts, Anthony,”
the woman said with a sniff of derision.

Her voice was getting closer, Lexi thought,
heart pounding!

“Andromeda was lush, but not frail, and this
girl's body is nicely toned,” she said. “With the way it's oiled,
that allows the play of sunlight to show the lines of muscle
beneath.”

Lexi gasped and jerked as the woman came
right up to her, and a long, delicate finger traced along her
abdomen!

She jerked her head up, was caught by the
woman's dark eyes, then jerked her head away again, mortified!

“You've made her look like she's perspiring
in the picture,” the man said. “Is that what the sheen of oil is
for?”

'I'm not sure if it adds realism or not,”
Cooper said, “But it allows me to highlight the beauty of her body,
as Hannah suggests.”

“What is this?” the woman asked.

Lexi jerked again as she felt the woman's
finger at the narrow wire which encircled her clitoris, as she felt
her finger slide around and around it!

A hard, dark thrumming began to roll through
her abdomen, despite the humiliation she felt!

“Well,” Cooper said with a chuckle,”
Andromeda should be looking a little frazzled, given the situation,
her hair somewhat tangled, her manner breathless and anxious. I
admit I'm spoofing that with this little, ahm, trick of mine.”

“This is vibrating!” the woman said in
delight.

“Really?” the man asked.

A second finger pressed against her
there!

“In a painting, of course, it's rather
difficult to tell the difference between certain types of
emotions,” Cooper said.

“So you arouse her so that she appears
breathless and anxious! You're a genius, Ian!” the woman said with
an amused laugh.

“It doesn't just make her come?” the black
man said.

“See how it encircles her clitoris but
doesn't touch it?” the woman said. “You're such a sly man,
Ian!”

“I bet it doesn't take a lot to make a girl
orgasm after she's had that buzzing against her for a while,” the
man said.

“It takes very little, in fact,” Ian
said.

Lexi had been desperately looking away, off
to the side, half hidden by her hair, but now cried out as she felt
a hand gripping her hair and jerking her head around and up! She
stared, eyes huge, at Ian, as the other two looked over his
shoulder in amusement.

“Does it, slave girl?” he asked.

His other hand slid down her body and the pad
of his thumb began to rapidly stroke across her clitoris.

Lexi's mouth opened and closed as she gulped
in ragged breaths of air! Her mind squirmed with embarrassment as
the two strangers looked on! But it didn't seem to matter, for the
orgasm exploded within her despite her mind's state. She cried out
in helpless pleasure, hips bucking up against him as her head
jerked back hard.

She heard their soft amused laughter as her
body writhed and twisted, as the dark passion and pleasure tore
through her. Then she sagged, breath sobbing free of her as she
moaned.

“So is she your slave girl, Ian?” the woman
asked.

“Not quite. I'm in the process of training
her.”

“She looks quite the natural,” the man
said.

“I think she is,” said Ian with a quiet
pride. “I think she'll be an amazing slave girl.”

He tugged the vibrator slowly out of her
body, and then slid his fingers into her, spreading the lips of her
sex.

“She's sopping wet,” the woman said in
delight.

“She's just had an orgasm, but I think I
could probably give her another in a minute or so,” Ian said.
“She's a very responsive creature.”

His fingers slid deep and his thumb came down
against her clitoris. Lexi shuddered, her hips almost immediately
jerking spastically as her began to roll her swollen little button.
Another hand came up to caress and knead her breasts, and she
gasped as she realized it wasn't his, but the black man,
Anthony!

Her mind reeled, and deep, horrible
embarrassment swirled around the wild dark thrill which was rising
and becoming more intense.

“Go for it,” Ian said.

Lexi moaned low in her throat as his fingers
withdrew, then pushed into her again. Only these weren't his
fingers. They were long, but much slimmer and softer. She rolled
her eyes down and gasped as she realized it was the woman's
fingers. Three of them pushed deep inside her, turning and twisting
as she smiled down in amusement!

They thrust in hard enough to ache, but as
with the other pain she had felt here the pain came amid a wild
rush of passion and sexual excitement. The fingers thrust harder,
and the woman added a fourth finger, stretching the helpless girl
out even more!

When she brought her thumb down against her
clitoris, though, the fever burst into a raging conflagration
within her body and Lexi could only cry out, writhing, twisting,
arching and sobbing as the heat poured over her!

“Come for me, little sex slave,” the woman
purred.

And Lexi did just that!
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“How could you let them come in when I was
like this!?” Lexi cried, after Cooper had seen them out.

“They're friends and fellow artists,” he said
with negligent shrug. “Why shouldn't they see what I'm working
on?”

“But I'm naked! And they touched me!”

He laughed in amusement. “You look gorgeous
naked, slave girl, and everyone wants to touch you because you're
such a beautiful sexual animal.”

He did as he was saying, his hands caressing
her breasts.

“I'm not an animal!”

“Of course you are. We're all animals. You
are more that most since your sexual instincts are so powerful and
so close to the surface.”

He unchained her, but then gripped her hair
roughly, jerking her head up and back and kissing her hard. She
moaned helplessly, at first, trying to pull away, but then finding
her mouth melting against his.

Then he pulled back and flung her down and
forward onto her knees.

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

Gasping, her head swirling, Lexi obeyed, and
he started towards the house.

“Heel,” he barked, slapping his leg.

It was so outrageous! And that sent a dark
thrill of heat through Lexi's body! So much that she did as he
ordered, crawling along at his heels as he led her into the
house!

As he had done the previous day, he washed
her, in much the same manner, making her climax twice, then placed
the leather restraints and collar on her and made her crawl into a
large room with a soft blue rug.

She gulped a she picked up the long, thin
switch, and let it caress her body, but positioned herself as he
directed, head up.

“Sit back on your heels,” he ordered.

She rose and sat back on her heels as he let
the tip of the switch slide across her breasts.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched.”

Again she obeyed, feeling that thrum of
energy rising again.

“Down on your face, bottom raised high!”

She obeyed again, but slowly, and the switch
bit into her bottom.

“Ow!”

“Obey quickly, slave girl,” he said.

He let the switch slide over her rounded
bottom.

“Knees wide, positioned for use.”

She moaned, shifting her knees apart.

“Pull your belly in tighter against your
thighs, slave.”

Again she obeyed as he slapped the switch
lightly against her bottom.

flash!

She gasped, turning her head to look up.

“You can't take pictures!” she gasped.

“Of course I can. Back on all your heels,
back arched, hands behind your neck.”

Moaning, heat swirling, Lexi obeyed.

flash!

“Spread your legs more, slave.”

flash! flash! Flash!

“On your back, legs spread.”

flash! flash!

“Knees up and then wide.”

flash! flash!

“On all fours.”

flash!

“Remember how you licked my foot the other
day, slave? Do it again.”

He stepped before her, and a bubbling
cauldron of heat was roiling her insides as Lexi bent and began to
lick at his foot.

flash! Flash! Flash!

“On your back.”

flash!

He squatted before her, and Lexi shuddered as
she saw the dildo in his hand, large and thick. He pushed it slowly
into her quivering body, pumping it in and out, turning and
twisting it, then took her hands and placed them on it.

“Use it. Now. While I watch.”

She whimpered, but obeyed as he stood up,
camera posed.

flash! flash!

She thrust the dildo in and out, faster,
deeper, gasping, gulping in air, the sexual pressure rising more
and more intensely!

“You may not climax without permission,
slave,” he said.

She moaned helplessly.

“Do you want to come?”

“Yes, please!” she moaned.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg harder.”

“Please may I come, sir!” she cried.

“No. No touching your clitoris. Use the dildo
only.”

Lexi whimpered, thrusting the thing in and
out, her knees wide, legs trembling as she punched the head into
the back wall of her pussy.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, sir!” she cried.

“Yes.”

She cried out as her other hand immediately
moved in to rub her clitoris, then cried out again as the orgasm
ripped up out of her belly, and again as she plunged the dildo
frantically, arching and bucking against it as convulsions wracked
her body!

Cooper held the camera up, but it wasn't
flashing. She hardly noticed, as the orgasm trailed away, leaving
her gasping and moaning weakly.

“On your belly, bottom high.”

She gasped and yelped as the switch snapped
down on her hip and belly, quickly rolling over and raising her
bottom. He pushed another dildo into her bottom, deep, then
fingered her pussy before having her crawl across the rug and back
while he held the camera up.

Lexi waited for it to flash but it didn't,
and wondered what he was waiting for, then realized.

“You're taking videos!”

“Back on your heels, head back.”

“But – !”

The switch snapped down across her bottom and
she yelped, quickly dropping up and back onto her heels again.

“Hands behind your head, slave.”

“But someone might see!” she whined.

“Lots of people might see, and all of them
will find your incredibly beautiful and erotic.”

The dildos were rather long for her, and
sitting back on her heels had the base of both pressing into the
rug. Cooper got the large vibrator and placed it against her, then
made her kneel in position, unmoving as he held up the camera.

She couldn't, of course. Her hips soon began
to grind helplessly as the flood of sexual heat and excitement
swept through her. This was so dirty! And so wild!

“On our face, bottom high, legs tightly
together.”

She obeyed, panting, and he brought the
switch down sharply.

“Oh!”

“Are you a slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

Crack!

“What kind of slave girl are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she gasped.

“Do you want a hard cock inside you, sex
slave?”

“Yes, sir! Please fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“You're not begging hard enough, slave.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Of course, he did, and he took videos of
that, and her orgasm as he yanked back on her hair and slapped her
bottom and drove her into a writhing frenzy of convulsions.

Then she got to do her best to rouse him
again with her mouth, again while he took videos, after which he
fucked her ass – after she begged for it. After she recovered, he
removed the leather restraints and then dropped two small bits of
material onto the rug beside her.

“Put those on, slave girl.”

Lexi sat up with a groan, sore but feeling
very sexually sated. The material he had dropped appeared to be a
black G-string and a tiny bra. She had no trouble pulling the
G-string up her legs and snuggling the very small, triangular
crotch against her body.

The bikini bra took a little work, however.
At first she thought it was the wrong size. Then she realized the
cups were meant to cover very little more than her nipples! They
were only a few inches wide! They were barely big enough to stay in
position, and she was sure that any sudden movement of hers would
spill one or both of her breasts free.

“Let's go for a walk, slave girl,” he
said.

She still had the collar on, but he took her
hand and led her out into the yard, then down to the gate. It slid
aside, and she gasped as he pulled her forward down the
driveway.

“Oh! Wait! I can't! Someone will see me!”

“Someone will see a beautiful young girl
wearing a tiny bikini on a California beach? Forsooth,” he said
dryly. “They'll surely call the media.”

“But... but this is too tiny!”

“Nonsense. It's a perfectly legal suit.”

She was babbling protests as he led her down
the driveway and onto the road, then across it and down a path
through some scrub to the beach!

Then there were people nearby and it wouldn't
do to make a scene so she stopped resisting, dropping her eyes,
face red, as he held her hand and led her along the beach.

Lexi had never worn anything half so
revealing in public before! She did have bikinis, but they had full
cups and full bottoms! Now she was wearing the briefest bikini she
had ever seen and headed down the beach past any number of men and
women!

It was mortifying!

At first.

Every time they passed someone she was sure
they would be staring at her and thinking of what a whore she was!
She cringed at every head turned her way.

At first.

The embarrassment began to fade, however. It
dropped to a self-consciousness, then mere anxiety, and then, as
they ate ice cream cones, and walked along the shore, that slowly
morphed into a kind of breathless sense of sexual power and
excitement.

She still felt a rush of embarrassment every
time someone turned to stare at her, but it was now accompanied by
a ripple of dark excitement and energy too. She felt so terribly...
naughty! She had always taken pride in her body, but never dared to
expose it as she was. Now she found herself flushing with both
embarrassment and excitement every time a man turned and gave her
an appreciative look.

It was not very busy, that section of beach,
and there were spots where there was no one in immediate sight of
her. At one such spot, which was just around a corner behind some
low bushes, Cooper stopped. There were a dozen or so people behind
them, but none was walking their way.

“On all fours, slave,” he ordered.

Lexi gasped, eyes widening, looked around,
then dropped to all fours in the sand.

“Take off the suit.”

“Oh! Please, sir!”

He bent and untied her bra, then yanked it
off. A quick slap to her bottom, and he had pulled off the G-string
as well, before standing.

“Face down, bottom high.”

Breathless, head pulsing with energy, she
obeyed, aware there were houses behind her no more than fifty yards
away!

“Legs wide.”

She shuddered and obeyed.

“Now up and back on your heels. Hands behind
your neck.”

She quickly rose up and sat back on her heels
at his order, naked, completely naked on a public beach! Her heart
was pounding a mile a minute as she arched her back and brought her
hands behind her neck.

“On all fours.”

Panting, she threw herself forward onto her
hands and knees, and Cooper bent over and attached something to the
back of the collar. It was a thin chain he'd been keeping rolled up
in his pocket! Now he pulled and she crawled along in the sand next
to him as he headed further down the beach!

“Oh!” she moaned, drawing back as she saw a
man coming towards them.

“Keep crawling, slave. Or I'll haul you
across my knees and turn your ass red right here.”

Helpless, she crawled forward, head down as
they got closer and closer.

“Good day to you,” she heard Cooper say.

“You're a lucky man,” the other man
replied.

“I know it,” Cooper said jovially, continuing
to walk.

Lexi continued to crawl!

Then two more men approached. Lexi felt her
already flushed face heating even more as Cooper led her
forward.

“Dude!” she heard a guy say. “What's your
secret!?”

“Charm,” Ian replied blithely.

“Wish I could get my girl to do that,”
another male voice said.

“It's all in the right tone of voice,” Ian
replied.

And to her horror, she stopped moving.

“Up and back on your heels, slave girl,” he
barked, his voice taking on a very commanding tone!

Face burning, she obeyed, though her eyes
skimmed up and into the sky rather than look at the two men
standing before them as she automatically put her fingers behind
her neck and arched her back.

“Niiiiice,” one of them said.

“She's not fully trained yet,” Ian said. “But
she's such a responsive little slut that I'm sure she'll be an
amazing slave when I'm done with her.”

He squatted beside her and his hand slid down
the front of her torso as the men looked on, then down between her
legs.

Lexi's hips jerked convulsively as his
fingers stroked across her swollen clitoris. Her eyes rolled in her
head, and she saw both men had erections pressing against their
swimsuits as Ian's fingers pushed into her and his thumb stroked
against her clitoris.

“Look what you've done, you bad girl,” he
said. “You've made these two men all hard.”

Lexi felt breathless and faint, but her body
hummed with as much energy as a high tension power line!

“Would you like her to do something about
that?” he asked.

“Oh man!” one of them said.

They were both young men, Lexi saw, not a lot
older than she was.

Ian gestured one forward and the man quickly
jerked his head up and down the beach, then stumbled forward,
jerking his swimsuit down. His cock sprang up steel hard, and Ian
gripped her hair and jerked her face up and forward.

“Keep your hands in place,” he barked.

Moaning, dazed, Lexi's lips slid around the
man's cock and she began to suck. Her own insides were bubbling and
boiling as Ian's fingers pumped slowly inside, and she let her lips
sink all the way down to the base of the man's cock, moaning around
it as he cursed and began to pump furiously.

Ian held her head in place as the man fucked
her mouth and throat, and fortunately came quickly, drawing back as
she gasped for breath. The other moved forward, then, and his cock
pushed into her mouth, as she sucked and licked frantically.

It too was quickly sliding down her throat,
and Ian used her hair as a lever to pull her up and down its length
until he too exploded deep inside her.

Then it was back on all fours and crawling
further up the beach as the two men receded behind them!

Ian stopped when he saw a group of people,
and let her stand and put her suit back on, and she felt almost
modest as they walked past them, the leash back in his pocket.
Then, in another largely empty part of the beach, he pulled her
body in against him, turning her to face a line of condos
overlooking the beach, tugged the bottom of her swimsuit aside, and
masturbated her to orgasm.

Lexi was helpless to refuse him anything, and
helpless to resist the wild, raw heat which was tangled around her
mind!

Further on, she was stripped again, leashed,
and crawling naked! They passed a man walking his dog.

“Your bitch looks a lot more fun than mine,”
the man said.

“Of that I have no doubt,” Ian said.

He then invited the man to enjoy her mouth,
which he gratefully did. Like the first two, it took less than two
minutes before his seed was spilling down her throat, then they
were parting and moving in opposite directions.

Cooper stopped them a little further up and
applied suntan oil to her body again. She moaned helplessly as his
fingers massaged the oil into her breasts and buttocks, and most
especially into that throbbing, overheated place between her
legs!

When they came upon another man, Cooper put
her through various positions, face down and bottom up, on her
knees, head back, and on her back with her knees pulled up and back
and apart! All while the man snapped pictures with his Iphone!

Then she gave him a blow job, and they moved
on.

When they turned off the beach and he pulled
her to her feet, she reached for the suit, but he shook his head,
nor did he remove the leash. He led her up a trail to the road,
then across the street to a house there. As they reached it, he
reached into his pocket and drew out a pair of handcuffs, drew her
wrists back behind her, and locked them in place.

The door opened and the black man from
earlier appeared, smiling as he greeted them.

“Taking your slave girl out for a walk,
Ian?”

“Exactly so,” Ian said.

“Come on in.”

Lexi's face burned, but her lower belly
burned much more hotly! This was insane! She was breathless with
adrenalin, and a wild, swirling sense of anxiety, uncertainty and a
sense of everything being wildly out of control!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


“You have lovely breasts, slave girl,” the
man said.

Lexi gasped as he casually cupped and kneaded
her breast before backing away and ushering them into the
house.

She stumbled forward as Ian casually pulled
on the leash, her breast throbbing and her pulse racing as the tall
Black man closed the door behind them. She followed Ian through a
short hall and then around a corner into an enormous living room
with white stone floor, high white ceiling, and white walls. It was
a very minimalist design, with pale blue sofa and carpet and white
tables set in the middle of all that white.

But what she noticed was the black.
Specifically, she noticed two Black men sitting on the sofa! Her
eyes widened and all the breath left her as her chest locked
up.

“This is Allan and Denver,” Anthony said.

“Gentlemen,” Ian said.

“This is Ian Cooper, he lives up the beach a
little. He's an artist,” Anthony said.

The men were looking at Lexi, not Ian, and
licking their lips appreciatively.

“This is my slave girl,” Ian said.

Lexi gasped as his hand slid into her hair
behind her neck, jerking her head up and back to force her back to
arch.

“She needs no name, of course, as she is
merely a slave girl.”

“Nice body,” one of the men said.

“You understate things,” Ian said. “She has a
fantastic, and responsive body.”

His other hand caressed her breast, then slid
down between her legs to lightly finger her clitoris.

“On your knees, slave girl,” Ian ordered.

Lexi moaned, half dropping to her knees she
was so dazed! Her face was flushed hotly as she knelt before them,
and she gasped again as Ian tugged once more on her hair.

“Head back, knees wide,” he ordered.

Blushing furiously, she obeyed, rolling her
eyes to avoid meeting the eyes of the strange men staring at
her.

“Can I get you a drink, Ian?” Anthony
said.

“Yes, lager if you've got it.”

He sat down next to the other two men, and
all three looked at Lexi as her heart beat like a drum.

“So where'd you get her from, Ho Depot?” one
of the men asked with a grin.

“If only such a store existed,” Ian said with
a smile.

“So she's your slave girl, huh?”

“Well, to be more precise I'm training her to
be one. She's rather new at the whole thing, you see.”

“She looks... tight,” one of them
growled.

“Oh she is, all three orifices. I must say
her throat is the tightest of them all, however.”

One of the men licked his lips hungrily.

Anthony returned, handing Ian a beer.

“So how do you set about training a slave
girl?” he asked.

“Much as you train a dog, with the carrot and
the stick. You reward good behavior, and you punish disobedience.
Although, really, the carrot is much more of a motivation than the
stick.”

“What kind of carrot you feeding her on?” one
of them asked with a grin.

“One which is long and thick and hard,” he
replied, to laughter from the others.

“I got a carrot she might like,” one of them
said.

“Your carrot is more like a cucumber,
Denver,” Anthony said.

“Cucumber are very healthy, very... filling,”
he replied.

“of course, some kind of stick is still
important,” Ian said.

He reached into his pocket and took out a
folded bit of leather, which turned out to be a foot long group of
leather laces, half of which were braided together. He got up and
walked over behind Lexi, then reached down to remove the
handcuffs.

“Hands behind neck,” he barked.

Gasping, Lexi complied, pulse racing, her
insides churning violently!

“Are you going to be a good little slave
girl?” he asked.

Dazed, Lexi didn't answer, and he swung the
laces down to lightly slap them across her breasts. They were thin
and light but still stung, and she gasped.

“Yes, sir!”

“Good. On all fours,” he ordered.

She dropped forward onto all fours, then
winced as the laces came down across her back.

“Head up,” he barked.

She raised her head, her eyes still
determinedly not looking into the faces of the black men who were
looking at her.

“Turn around. Show everyone your pretty
backside.”

She blushed even more, but obeyed.

“Face down, bottom up.”

Cringing, she obeyed, raising her bottom
high, then, after Ian brought the laces down across it, jerking her
belly in tighter.

“Legs wide.”

“Now that sure looks inviting,” one of the
men growled.

“Doesn't it? Slave girl, bring your right
hand down beneath you and up between your legs,” he ordered.

This was a new thing, but Lexi obeyed, her
chin pressed against the soft rug. She felt his hand on hers
guiding her fingers up against her clitoris.

“Rub there,” he ordered.

Shuddering, she obeyed, and he took his hand
away. She knew all four men were watching her as her fingers
stroked back and forth across her clitoris, and her skin prickled
with embarrassment and self-consciousness even as her insides
burned with a dark, crackling sense of lust and heat.

“Slide your fingers into that warm, wet
little hole of yours, baby,” a voice said.

She obeyed even before she recognized that it
wasn't even Ian's voice! But she moaned low in her throat as her
fingers sank into her pussy, heat flaring wildly within her even as
a sense of desperation rose. She couldn't do this in front of
strangers! It just wasn't right! It was incredibly slutty!

But she couldn't bring herself to stop!

“Roll onto your back, slave girl,” Ian
ordered.

Gasping, she rolled over, staring up at the
ceiling.

“Knees up and apart, slave.”

She moaned as she obeyed, chest fluttering
wildly.

Ian bent over and placed a dildo into her
hand. She felt a jolt of emotion, and became breathless again, but
her hand brought the nose down against her sex, rubbing it up and
down as heat suffused her. She slid it into her body, moaning
louder now, pumping it in and out as she stared up at the
ceiling.

“All the way in, slave.”

Groaning, she forced the dildo deep, twisting
and turning it as her pussy spasmed and burned around the thick
silicone cock. The heat threatened to fry her mind, and she was
literally trembling as she gulped in air.

Then Ian squatted down again, handing her
another dildo, and guiding it against her puckered back opening.
She trembled as she worked it into her body, her mind overwhelmed
by the shock of this wicked, kinky public exhibition! She was
gripped by a profound sense of disbelief that she was doing this in
front of a group of strange men!

Then Ian gripped her by the hair, hauling her
up onto her knees and forcing her to crawl forward to where the
three Black men sat on a large sofa. She moaned dazedly as she was
pulled up between Anthony's lap. He unzipped his fly and pulled out
his already hard, black cock, and then reached for her hair,
dragging her forward until her mouth slipped around it.

Insanity! Lexi thought she might faint with
the shock of it all! She gurgled dazedly as the man pushed her
mouth down and his cock slid deep, threatening to go down her
throat. She closed her lips finally, starting to bob up and down as
the other two men looked on.

Then, as one, they both reached down, each
taking one of her hands. They pulled out their own erections and
slid her fingers around them, and she began to pump her hands up
and down even as Anthony's cock pushed into her throat!

He was big, but she was used to big from Ian.
She gurgled around it as her distracted hands were moved up and
down on the other two by the men on either side. Anthony pulled her
up by the hair and she sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air as he
jerked her head over to the right. The man there guided her mouth
down onto his cock in turn, and she sucked as she bobbed up and
down.

Insanity! This couldn't be happening!

She slid down to the base, gurgling as he
cursed with excitement, then slid back up again, to be pulled over
to the left, to slide her lips over the third man's cock. Hands
moved through her hair and over her breasts, and downward to knead
her buttocks as she shifted back and forth between the three
cocks.

She didn't even see Ian, though she knew he
was there.

The two men on either side stood up and
turned in against her, rubbing their stiff cocks against the side
of her head as she sucked Anthony's cock. Then Anthony stood, as
well, and she had them on three sides of her, so that her world was
filled with black men and their cocks.

They began to undress, and another wild shock
rippled through her, yet she continued to shift her head from one
to the other, guided by hands roughly pulling on her hair. After a
minute, Anthony sat back on the sofa, then lay back, pulling
casually on her hair so that she had to crawl up after him.

He pulled her lips down on his cock as one of
the other black men gripped her thighs and jerked her around so
that she was straddling Anthony's legs. Then she felt his fingers
at her pussy, pumping the dildo in and out.

He slid it free, and just as Anthony pulled
her lips down to the base of his cock, she felt another cock
pushing into her, and knew the other black man was entering her!
She felt another wild jolt, a rush of shocked excitement combined
with a wild instinct to scream and tear herself free!

But then his cock sank deep and the orgasm
swept over her mind.

She started to scream, even around the cock
filling her throat, as the man behind her gripped her hips tightly
and began to pump in and out. The orgasm was intense, and
protracted! She trembled and shook, her hips rutting back as her
insides spasmed violently.

The orgasm did nothing to ease the crackling
sexual electricity enveloping her mind! Their hands kneaded her
breasts and buttocks, pulled on her hair and slapped at her behind.
The thick cock sliding in and out of her was so incredibly
outrageous, a man she didn't even know, a Black man at that!

And then Anthony pulled on her hair, and she
gasped in pain, forced to crawl up his body, her pussy sliding off
the thick black cock behind her as Anthony moved her up so she was
straddling his own cock. He positioned it at her entrance, and she
whimpered as she sank down, glorying in the incredible sensation as
his slick hard black cock pushed up deep inside her!

The third man moved in and gripped her hair,
pulling her down and over to the side as his cock slid past her
lips. Behind her, the second man moved forward, and his finger,
with some kind of lubrication on it, pushed against her back
passage, dipping in, then pushing in deeper, wriggling and twisting
around as he worked her open.

The world was swirling around her and Lexi
found herself gripped by a dark sexual fever! None of her higher
level brain functions were working any more! All she could focus on
was the sex, and the wild, screaming heat which was swamping her
mind and making her body tremble and shake!

The second man's cock began to push into her
ass, and the three man let their hands roam freely over her lithe
young body as they worked themselves in and out. She finally saw
Ian now, out of the corner of her eye, holding a camera to his eye,
but her brain hardly even understood, nor cared what he was
doing.

Another orgasm shattered her mind, then
another, then another as she thrashed and shook and cried out again
and again, her mind blasted by one intense explosive release of
sexual pleasure after another! She was completely out of control,
and didn't care.

The feel of two big cocks inside her, big
black cocks, thrusting up and down in her slender belly, was
like nothing she'd ever imagined! Six big hands pawed and groped,
caressed and kneaded her body, and the world narrowed to that of a
raw, wild animal pleasure which knew no inhibitions.

Another orgasm swept her up in its storm of
sensations, then another, as she screamed in helpless ecstasy.
Light-headed due to the cock which continued to plunge up and down
in her throat, her eyes went glassy as dots danced before them. But
she didn't care. Nothing mattered but the feverish heat and
need.

*

Later that evening, she lay on her bed,
almost as aroused, staring at the big screen TV at the foot of her
bed, masturbating frantically as she stared at the image of
herself, the stunning, wicked video Ian had taken, overwhelmed once
again by the shocking carnal view of herself being taken by three
black men at once!

She came wildly, sobbing with the ache in her
belly as her fingers danced across her clitoris and she plunged the
dildo into her body again and again! She collapsed, gasping, limp,
chest heaving.

What was she becoming!?

And yet... and yet... it was all so wildly
exciting! And the incredible pleasure of the orgasms which swept
over her were like a narcotic, something she had rapidly become
addicted to and could not imagine doing without!

Oh, granted, his game of her being a 'slave
girl' was silly, but that hardly mattered. It was an incredible
thrill in what had otherwise been a rather dull and tedious life.
She knew it was wrong, and was quite anxious about what he might
have her do next, but could not imagine refusing to go back.

Nor did she. The next day she was back at
Ian's, chained to the rock, moaning, writhing, this time with the
woman from the previous day driving her tongue deep into her pussy
and making her cry out again and again!

Then it was the woman who took the switch to
her, putting her through those different positions Ian had taught
her, and making her shift from one to the next quickly indeed as
she brought the switch whistling down across her backside with
sharp, quick movements!

Lexi had to lick her feet, and then learned
to lick her pussy, something which should have filled her with
distaste, but given the level of heat gripping her, somehow did
not. The odd thing was she hardly gave a thought to refusing, even
though she didn't really want to.

In fact, she hardly gave a thought to
refusing anything Ian told her to do either. And with each passing
day the idea of refusing got further from her mind. There was too
much heat and excitement in obedience, in submission, and the
stinging blows of the switch or crop or belt whenever she
hesitated.

When he finished the picture of her bent
across the rock, she became his model for a new one, this time with
her wrists shackled up and apart, her legs similarly spread open,
and a heavily muscled black man whipping her back!

The whip hurt, of course, but it was only for
show, only so Ian could see the look in her face and the movement
of her body when it struck. And it was well worth it when the man
drew her hips back and thrust himself deep into her sex, riding her
through orgasm after orgasm as Ian continued to paint.

She began to spend nights with Ian, telling
her parents she was staying over at a girlfriend's house. She was
always shackled through the night, and in fact, never wore clothes
when she was at Ian's house, or in his presence.

She found her entire mindset shifting, her
inhibitions about sex and nudity melting away. And with that her
excitement in sex grew more intense. She reveled in her life of
sexual hedonism, of wild and kinky sex day after day, often with
multiple partners. How could anything be better!?

She had her clitoral hood pierced, then her
nipples and tongue. And a few months later she moved in with Ian,
who locked metal collar and shackles around her throat, wrists and
ankles, and became his slave, his lover, and his pet, granting him
total power over the use of her body.

It was a heady brew, a wild rush of delicious
carnal pleasure that let her live as a wanton creature of sex, a
sexual animal and pet. It might not have been a job or a
profession, as she and Ian had once discussed, but it was a far
more exciting life than anything else she could have imagined.

 


End
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