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The job of a personal assistant is to do
whatever the boss wants. I understood that, of course, even though
I hadn't been one for very long. In fact, this was the very first
thing I'd been assigned to do, other than fetching drinks and
snacks and the like for Blake Cameron, my boss.

And it was a perfectly normal thing for a
personal assistant to do. I was going to a jewelry store to pick up
a watch which had been repaired. Not hard, right? I was also
driving a gorgeous new BMW sports coupe! So it wasn't like I had to
worry about public transit, nor even had a tight deadline.

I was a bit nervous about driving the car,
of course. It was worth almost a hundred thousand dollars, and I'd
driven very little in my life. That was partly because I was only
nineteen, because I'd never had any money and partly because, well,
guys were usually willing to drive me wherever I wanted to go.

I sure didn't want to get into an accident
with Mister Cameron's BMW practically the first time I'd driven it!
Not that money mattered to someone as rich as him, of course. But I
didn't want him to see me as some kind of idiot.

I had enough difficulty with the way he
already saw me, which was as a sex toy with occasional other
uses.

Now don't get me wrong. I might be young,
but I'm perfectly well aware practically every guy I've known has
thought of me, at least to some degree, as a sex toy, whether they
were allowed to play with me or not. Guys are guys, after all.

Cameron was older than any guy I'd ever
dated or hung around, though, and not just richer and older, but
better educated and more sophisticated. He owned multiple casinos
and multiple ridiculously expensive apartments and houses in
multiple countries.

He was an impressive man any way you cared
to look at him, and I liked looking at him a lot! I mean, the main
reason I didn't feel guilty about sleeping with the boss was that
I'd come to his apartment – at his invitation – knowing I'd sleep
with him if he wanted me to. And he wasn't my boss, then. He was
just that hot looking, with that strong-willed, machismo kind of
attitude that made something thrum powerfully down low in my
belly.

I'd never slept with a guy who was over
thirty before, and also never engaged in the kind of kinky, nasty,
dominance and submission games he played. So in a lot of ways I
felt like a wide-eyed virgin around him. I didn't want to seem like
a klutz of a driver, as well.

I mean, I really wanted him to think I would
be useful as a personal assistant, and not just, well, a sex toy.
Or a sex slave, as he mockingly called me. At least, I thought it
was mockingly...

I had done a lot of soul searching in the
last couple of days, since I'd gone to live with him. There were
lots of good points about doing so. I got out of my crummy
apartment and instead had a gorgeous room on the top floor of a
fabulous condo overlooking the ocean and beach in Miami. I was
being paid a hundred and fifty thousand a year, with the use of
this fabulous car. And I had incredible sex with a gorgeous
man.

What wasn't to like!?

Well, what wasn't to like, necessarily, were
his dominance and submission games, his demand I call him 'master'
and submit to all his kinky desires. That made me uncomfortable,
even if it did, more often than not, lead to incredibly powerful
orgasms like nothing I'd ever felt before.

His sexual games were a thrill ride, but the
thing about thrill rides is while they're exciting they can also be
scary. And while it was sometimes incredibly hot and exciting being
used like a 'slave girl' and his sex toy, it was so out there, so
wild and kinky and dark in a way, that it was scary too. I'd done
stuff I never would have even considered a few days earlier!

Clearly this slave stuff was doing something
to my head, wearing away my inhibitions and my moral boundaries.
And I wasn't sure where it would all end. What were his
boundaries? Did he even have any?

There was no parking in front of the Jewelry
store, when I found it, and I had to drive around the block, then
turn the other way and drive down the block and circle before I
found somewhere to park. Then I had to get out and walk.

That was the other part of why I was nervous
about this. You see, Cameron liked to play dress up with his little
sex doll. He chose what I was to wear, or not wear. Mostly, when I
was inside with him, it was 'not wear', but since I would get
arrested walking around like that outside, he'd found a more
legally acceptable outfit for me to wear.

It was a … dress, if you wanted to stretch
the term. It was green, had a pair of spaghetti straps crossing my
shoulders, and was slit down the middle to my belly button. It
wasn't exactly a narrow strip, either. Half my breasts were
exposed, and the only reason it wasn't more was the thin gold cord
linking the two sides together under my breasts.

It was also, of course, very short, and very
tight across my buttocks. I also had on a pair of white high heels,
stilettos, of course, five inch heels, otherwise known as 'fuck me'
shoes. The dress was largely backless, and I wasn't permitted
underwear.

Cameron's games continued, you see, even
where I was doing 'personal assistant' stuff, rather than 'slave
girl' stuff.

The thing is, I hadn't been outside his
apartment since going there, except for one quick trip to a
nightclub the other night, in an equally slutty dress, which had
ended in me naked on the beach giving him a blow job, and then
doing the same to a guy who wandered by.

That had been a stunning psychological blow,
being discovered like that naked, hands bound, by two strangers
walking by! I was beginning to wonder how strange they were,
though, at least to Cameron. They had seemed to handle spotting a
naked girl tied up at the beach deep throating a guy with
astonishing ease.

But the shock of that discovery, not to
mention being constantly seen naked by Cameron's manservant
Michael, made it seem, well, less shocking to be walking around
dressed in this slutty, revealing dress. That still didn't make me
easy about it, though. Everyone I passed on the sidewalk stared at
me.

Fortunately it wasn't a long walk, just a
block or so, and then I was inside the jewelry store. Then again,
it wasn't like they didn't stare at me there either. The girls
behind the counter blinked and then schooled their faces, but I
knew they'd be thinking what a slut I must be to wear such a dress
outside, and not even to a club at night, where people tended to
make more allowances for revealing clothes.

“May I help you, Miss?” a man in a suit
asked with a carefully welcoming smile that completely ignored my
dress.

“I'm here to pick up a package for Mister
Cameron,” I said, only blushing a bit.

“Of course, Miss,” he said. “He called not
long ago. Please come this way.”

This was not the kind of jewelry store I was
used to, you know, from shopping malls. This place reeked of money.
It was the kind of place where you didn't even bother to ask what
something cost, because if you had to ask you couldn't afford
it.

He led me to a corner where there was what
looked like an antique upholstered chair next to a side table and
urged me to sit. I did so, uneasily, because the skirt was really
short even when standing, and I was unsure of what he'd be able to
see.

He pushed over a cart and on it was this
large wooden box, far too large for a watch. When he opened it, the
interior was padded in velvet, and there was what looked like a set
of jewelry.

“Uhm, I thought it was just a watch,” I
said.

“Mister Cameron ordered this the other day,”
he said. “We're going to do a final sizing.”

I frowned uncertainly. Sizing?

He picked up what looked like a thick choker
made of two rows of large square cut emeralds set in gold. Then he
carefully placed it around my throat.

Now since one of the things Cameron had
introduced me to in the last couple of days was the concept of
collars – as in bondage collars – I had a pretty good idea of the
intent of this particular piece of jewelry, and felt my face
flushing. There wasn't really anything I could say, though.

The man leaned over behind me, fitting the
catches on the choker, as I licked my lips nervously. Then he came
back around, examining the front with both eyes and fingers.

“That looks excellent,” he said. “How does
it feel? Not too tight?”

“Uhm, no,” I said.

He took a bracelet from the box, identical
to the choker, and slipped it around my right wrist. I didn't see
any actual rings, as there were in the wrist restraints Cameron
liked to put on me, but it sure reminded me of them! Nor was I
surprised when he took a second, identical bracelet and put it
around my left wrist.

The earrings were pretty, and I didn't have
a problem with that, but then came the ankle bracelets, and again I
flushed a bit, for they kind of made it obvious, I thought, what
this was all relating to! I supposed if you were entirely innocent
you wouldn't get it, but I no longer was, and I wondered how
innocent this guy was.

They were only a single row of emeralds set
in gold, and they fit snugly around my ankles just above the
shoes.

And then last came the navel ring. I took
off the stud I'd worn for the last year, and then with his help,
fit the new ring in. It was, basically, a rectangular emerald with
a thin gold border, much like the others.

And with the dress being as low cut as it
was I didn't even have to remove it to put the navel ring in!

He chuckled about that, but at the same time
his eyes were right there, inches away as he bent over me, and I
was sure he'd gotten a pretty good eyeful of my breasts. But I
braced herself against embarrassment. It was clear that Cameron
liked to show off my body, and so I was simply going to have to get
used to dressing in slutty outfits.

It wasn't my preference, that was for sure,
but every job had its downside, and this one had such phenomenal
upsides that I couldn't really complain a lot. Besides, he didn't
allow me to complain!

He put them all back into the box, and then
I left with it in a bag, the same bag that held the much smaller
box with his watch in it. I was relieved to get out of there, and
walked briskly back to the car, ignoring the occasional whistle and
the stares from men I passed by.

I was fairly sure that once I got back to
his place I'd be wearing these things all the time, and probably
with no clothing. On the other hand, it was better than wearing
that studded leather bondage stuff, I supposed. At least this was
pretty and accented my long, chestnut hair.

Sure enough, once I got back to the
apartment Cameron wanted to see them on me, and the dress off
me.

He was waiting out on the terrace, by the
pool. He was sitting at the table in the corner by the rail reading
a newspaper. His chair was in a sort of open sided cabana with a
fabric roof overhead to give him shade, and he was wearing an open
necked white shirt and jeans which made me want to lick my
lips.

“Well, slave girl,” he said. “back from the
hunt, I see. Show me what you got.”

I took the watch box out of the bag and put
it on the table, then took the much larger box out and put it down
next to him.

“You only said a watch... Master,” I
said.

He shrugged and opened it, then took out the
choker. “Very nice,” he said.

I felt a presence behind me and gasped,
turning my head to see Michael there.

“Put this on her, would you, Michael,” he
said, passing him the choker.

Michael worked for him. He was taller, and
more broad shouldered than Cameron, and that was saying something!
Cameron was a big man, and very athletic, the way a football
quarterback was. But if he was a quarterback Michael was a
linebacker, and while he'd never done anything overtly sexual to me
he had, apparently at Cameron's orders, done everything else,
including giving me an enema and bathing me!

He had a flat, tanned face, and very short
hair. He never seemed to show much expression, but he made me
nervous, both from the sheer size of him, and the fact he always
addressed me as “Slave.” And he didn't say it with a grin like
Cameron did, but as if it was entirely serious!

He put the choker on me and fastened it
behind my neck, then put the bracelets on too. He turned me around
to face him and simply slipped the spaghetti straps over my
shoulders so the top of the dress fell down around my hips.

I gulped but didn't fight as he fit the
navel ring in place, but then he gripped my breast, his fingers
pinching lightly just behind the nipple, and I gasped, turning my
head to stare at Cameron, before jerking my head back as he undid
the gold ring and removed it.

Then I saw there were other objects in the
box which the jeweler had not tried on me!

I wasn't sure, at first, what they were, but
soon understood. The first two were nipple shields, though the name
was wrong since they didn't shield anything. They were flower
shaped, made up of small emeralds with gold wire trim. He pressed
the first against the center of my breast. My nipple pushed through
the hole in the middle, and the pin then slid through my nipple to
lock the shield in place around my nipple.

The second went on in the same manner, then
he turned me around, firmly, but not roughly, and jerked the dress
down my hips, letting it slide down my legs to my ankles.

“Step out,” he said.

I did, flushing a little as he removed the
dress, folded it, and put it on the table, then he bent m,e over
the table.

“Spread your legs, Slave,” he ordered

I gulped, obeying, my breasts pressing
against the table as I stared at Cameron, who was watching with a
smirk.

I felt the butt-plug I now habitually wore
removed, then he took a larger one made of what looked like gold
plated steel and slowly worked it up into my bottom. I gasped at
the stretching, then it was sucked in and left only a round flat
base covered in emeralds on the outside of my wrinkled little back
opening.

He took one final piece of jeweler from the
box. It was a gold plated metal … dildo, I guess. I mean, it was
unquestionably sculpted to look like a penis that was about five
inches long and slightly curved. Its base ended abruptly, actually
flaring out a bit, then it had a small bit of gold thinner than a
pencil, and at the base of that a row of emeralds on a gold
frame.

With the slender, gold plated dildo buried
inside me, the lips of my sex closed behind the flared end, making
it less likely it would fall out, and that left the row of
emeralds, about an inch wide, pressed along the line of my sex.

Michael gripped my arm in his enormous hand
and shifted me sideways so that Cameron could see me better.

“Back straight, slave,” he said.

I felt his hand in my hair behind the neck,
jerking it up a bit, and straightened, pulling my shoulders back as
Cameron inspected me.

My mind was humming during this, of course.
I mean, partly I was indignant, sure, but they'd both seen me naked
a lot the last couple of days, so I was sort of used to it. And
they both big, strong, powerful men while I was... well, just
little me, so there was a sense of being overpowered by them even
though they hadn't forced me to do anything.

But over it all was this dark sexual
atmosphere, this breathless thought of myself as a sex slave, even
if it was just a hired sex slave, or a hired personal assistant who
couldn't say no!

That was especially true as Michael pulled
the last item from the box. It was a gold ball with a gold fabric
strap through the center. I moaned as he pulled it up against my
lips and reluctantly opened them. The ball slid through my jaw and
into my mouth, then the strap went around behind my head and was
clipped in place.

“I like it,” Cameron said. “Turn and bend
over.”

I obeyed, flushing even more, bending over
so he could more closely examine the base of the butt-plug, and
also the line of emeralds over my sex, which curved like my body
did.

“I hate to hide any part of your beautiful,
sexy body, slave girl, but the emeralds do look stylish and
classy,” he said.

I felt a little pulse of pleasure at his
words.

Michael pulled me upright again, then turned
me to face Cameron. Then he pulled my wrists back together behind
me and, somewhat to my dismay, locked them together! So that meant
the bracelets could be locked! I hadn't seen any rings or clips as
the restraints had but they'd been there evidently.

“Kneel there, slave girl,” he said,
pointing.

Something new had been added to the terrace.
It was a low wooden pedestal with a padded leather top, about two
feet high and three feet square. I put my knee on it, then the
other, then turned around and sat back on my heels, shifting my
knees wide and pulling my shoulders back, very much aware of their
male eyes on me.

It gave me a breathless feeling.

Michael left, and Cameron then returned to
his reading, though his eyes rose now and then to look at me.

There wasn't anything I could do but kneel
there, my wrists bound behind me, the gold ball filling my mouth
and holding my jaw open. I looked through the Plexiglas out at the
ocean from time to time, and at Cameron from time to time.

I was in the shade, but I simmered,
nonetheless. I was indignant, but I was also aroused. Having the
butt-plug and penis thing inside me made me thrum with sexual
energy. The rest of it, the emeralds and gold, just highlighted how
rich he was, and that I was a rich man's plaything.

I squirmed a bit, both mentally and
physically. The continuation of the 'sex slave' thing turned me on
but it also came right on the heels of my 'personal assistant'
task, which I was hoping to do more of. Then again, the 'sex slave'
thing always ended with huge orgasms.

Wasn't being a rich man's plaything way
better than being a poor girl with no job and little future? I was
in more control of myself then, sort of. I mean, I dressed how I
wanted and went where I wanted. But on the other hand a lot of
stuff I would have liked to do was out of reach because of lack of
money.

And besides, it wasn't like this was a
permanent thing! It was a weird, kinky, hot, thrilling little game
which I was playing with an older man who, let's face it, was an
amazing lover. Not to mention rich as hell, who was paying me a
fortune! What wasn't to like about it, other than the occasional
embarrassment and discomfort?

And even that embarrassment and discomfort,
and even the demeaning things I had to do, the deliberate efforts
he made to make me seem like a sexual animal, even all that was
darkly arousing on a certain level. Which was why I was kneeling
there feeling all that sexual energy rolling through me.

And there was something weird about the
thing inside me, or rather, the line of emeralds which went across
the top of my sex. They seemed to rest on a thin line of soft
leather, which pressed firmly against my sensitive skin. But right
near the top a little stub of that leather seemed to push right
between my pussy lips and press against my clitoris. And every time
I shifted my body, it seemed to rub lightly against me.

It wasn't anything near enough to make me
come, of course, but it was an ongoing touch that contributed to
the heat building up inside me as I knelt there.

Like his sex slave!

Cameron got up and I jerked my head around
to him, feeling my chest tighten. He looked me over and ran his
hand over my breasts, then undid the nipple shields and put the
gold rings back in.

“I didn't like them,” he said. “I like
seeing your nipples bare in all their glory.”

What could I say to that!? Well, nothing of
course, given the ball in my mouth.

“Stay,” he said, pointing a finger.

Then he went into the apartment. I looked
after him, then looked out at the ocean, wondering how long he
would keep me kneeling here like some sort of statue.

The answer was for some time, I guess,
because when he came back he had several gold ropes with him. They
looked like the white ones he'd used before, but these were simply
a different color, perhaps to go with all the gold around the
emeralds.

“Rise on your knees, slave girl,” he
said.

I hesitated, then rose, still kneeling, but
now off my heels. I looked down and saw him tie the rope around my
right leg just behind the knee, then leave a length dangling. The
tied another length around my other leg in the same location.

I watched as he tied the ropes down to rings
set low on the pedestal, wondering why. Was I shifting around too
much for him? I hadn't thought I had moved my knees at all.

Then he showed me something else. It was
another cock. This one was wood, but just as nicely carved as the
hollow metal one inside me. It was bigger, though, longer and
thicker, made of the same smooth, dark gleaming wood as the
pedestal I was kneeling on.

And it had a big screw set in the base.

I watched as he placed it into a small hole
in the leather I hadn't noticed, and turned it, screwing it into
place right beneath me. Then his fingers gripped the emeralds and
pulled slowly. I felt a rush of heat as I felt the pressure on the
inside of my pussy lips, then felt them slowly pushed out and apart
so the flared end of the hollow metal cock could push out into
view.

It was glistening with my juices as the rest
of it slid into view, and he pulled it out.

“Down,” he said.

I gulped as his hand came behind my back,
ensuring I sank down onto the wooden cock. I moaned as it spread
the lips of my sex wide, then pushed up inch by inch into my tight,
elastic tunnel until I was settled on my heels again.

He leaned over me and I felt the rope being
attached somehow to the bracelets, then I felt them pulled down a
little, forcing my shoulders back further.

He looked me over and smiled, then ran his
hand up and down my body, from breasts to my clitoris, rubbing it
softly with his big fingers as I knelt tied in place and gulping in
air.

Then he went back and sat down to read his
newspaper.

I looked down to see the base of the dildo,
the cock, below me. There were still a couple of inches of it
outside my body since I wasn't sitting flat on the pedestal, which
was a good thing because it felt awfully high inside me as it
was!

Now he had an even more obscene view!

And I felt the sexual tension growing even
more powerful inside my body. I wondered what I looked like to him?
Like an erotic piece of art? Was I the ultimate eye candy,
something for him to rest his eyes on when he looked up from his
paper?

I felt the sense of the bizarre again,
because how many other girls had I ever known who would have put up
with this, or who would ever have even met a man who would want to
do this to them!?

Much less pay them a fortune to let
them!

Given the sexual tension and pressure within
myself though, and given every movement reminded me of the thick
cock inside me, my body began to shift more frequently around it as
I moaned softly around the gag.

I felt my own body's heat starting to pulse,
starting to radiate from my very skin as I became more breathless
in anticipation and excitement. And while I couldn't close my legs
I could sink lower by shifting my heels a bit further apart. I
could also, using just the muscles in my thighs, rise up a bit,
though because of my wrists being tied back, I had to sort of arch
back when I did it.

But my body really liked the result of even
small movements, and that sexual arousal became more intense as I
felt my nipples prickling, my clitoris throbbing, and my need grow
stronger.

And then Michael returned – with a
guest!
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The man with him wasn't either of the men
who had seen me the other day, and my face flamed as the man
accompanying him stared at me in fascination.

He was in his mid thirties, slender, wearing
a very light gray suit with a dapper red silk handkerchief in the
breast pocket which matched his tie. He had tousled brown hair and
brown eyes to go with his longish face.

I dropped my eyes, feeling a shock of
embarrassment, of humiliation! This was much worse than being seen
by those men yesterday! I was wearing nothing whatever now, and I
was very obviously impaled on this wooden dildo!

“Andrew, it's good to see you again,”
Cameron said, standing and coming around the table to shake his
hand.

“And you as well, Blake. I see you've been
employing your decorative talents again,” the man said, nodding at
me.

“Oh she's much more than merely decorative,”
Cameron said with a laugh.

He sat down again and Andrew sat in the
chair across from him, eyeing me with interest.

“I guess if you have enough money you can
get anything you want,” he said.

“Almost,” Cameron said with a smile. “But to
get a slave girl like this you need more than money. You need to
interest her own inner slave to help you.”

“You think she has an inner slave?”

“Many women do. You simply have to show them
how exciting it can be to let the creature out. Observe.”

He got up again and came over to me, then
eased aside the lips of my sex where they were tightly gripping the
dildo to show the glistening pink flesh around the thing.

“No lubrication was used in the creation of
this lovely statue,” Cameron said as the other man laughed softly.
“This young lady is quite thoroughly aroused.”

“Seems to be a rather red-faced young lady,”
Andrew commented as Cameron returned to his chair.

“Oh yes, well, this is rather new to her.
But she'll get used to it. The bodies of slave girls are much
admired, so many men will be seeing hers in future.”

“Can I get you anything, sir?” Michael
asked.

“Rum and coke, please,” the man replied.

Michael turned and left.

“So how have you been?” Cameron asked.

“Good, though clearly not as good as you.
Australia is a lovely country.”

“And the gambling?”

“Quite good. I don't think anyone is liable
to be in the market to sell, though. So if you want to move into
Australia you'll have to build your own.”

“Can the market take it?”

“I think so, yes, especially with the
Chinese cracking down on Macao. I think we have to be careful about
that, however, since that's likely to be a passing thing.”

“The Chinese love gambling,” Cameron said.
“But the high rollers also have an inferiority complex and want to
do it in a western country, especially one filled with sexy blonde
girls in bikinis.”

“There is a hotel complex along the beach
you could purchase and expand. You'd have to do some pretty serious
renovations, though, as in adding a second tower to really make it
top line. And I think you could get it at a reasonable cost.”

Michael returned with his drink on a tray
and he thanked him. Then the two got down to discussing the hotel
in Australia, largely ignoring me except to rest their eyes on me
now and then, much as I had been doing with the ocean view.

My horrible embarrassment began to ease as
the minutes ticked by, but didn't fade. This was so freaking
shocking! It was worse than being caught the other night giving him
a blow job! At least it was dark and the couple had been in bathing
suits – and quickly naked too!

Now I was naked while two fully dressed men
sat there chatting idly, and my mind squirmed at how incredibly
degrading this was!

But there reached a point, as there had with
the other men who'd seen me partially or completely naked, where
the embarrassment was exceeded by the dark, wicked thrill of the
utterly outrageous! Because the outrageous was deeply and
thrillingly exciting!

I slowly raised my chin, still cringing
whenever the man's eyes lit on me, but feeling a sense of wonder
and heat at being so obscenely exposed like... a statue! I
certainly wasn't going to move or show in any way that I was
becoming more aroused again, but the flush in my cheeks was having
less and less to do with embarrassment as the minutes ticked
away.

“Yes, certainly,” Cameron said. “Be right
back.”

And he got up and went inside, leaving me
alone with this strange man!

And the man, having nothing else to occupy
his attention turned his full gaze on me, making me drop my eyes
again, blushing.

“Very nice,” he said. “Some men, you wonder
if they've made a deal with the devil.”

He got up and moved over to sit in the chair
next to the pedestal.

I felt a wild jolt as he reached out and his
thumb began to rub against my clitoris! I jerked my eyes away,
looking out to sea, breathless, keeping very, very still as his
thumb rubbed me with a certain degree of skill which was rapidly
setting my insides on fire!

His other hand traveled up my body to cup
and knead my right breast as I felt the pulsing rhythm of my body
start to pound in my skull.

“Playing with my dolls, Andy?” Cameron asked
in amusement.

“I know what a generous host you are,” the
man said, laughing as he sat back down.

Cameron brought a file folder with him and
set it on the table between the two as they began to look at some
forms.

I tried to steady my ragged breathing as
waves of heat rolled up my body. Within a few minutes I had myself
under control, but then Michael returned, with two more
strangers!

Fuck!

I gasped, jerking my face away as the two
men at the table rose to shake hands with the two strangers. One
was a distinguished looking man with graying temples wearing a blue
pinstriped suit. The other was forty-something, bald and
overweight, who laughed in delight upon seeing me.

“You really live the life, Mister Cameron,”
the fat man said. “You should change your name to Reilly.”

“Maybe instead people will start talking
about the life of Cameron,” Cameron said as the men chuckled in
amusement.

Michael got them drinks, and the four of
them continued discussing a possible casino deal in Australia, the
authorities who would need to grant permission, the purchase cost,
the time for renovations and constructions, and all the other odds
and ends.

I just knelt there naked and bound and
impaled on that wooden cock!

Michael brought out snacks for them, and the
little meeting continued for well over an hour! Then the other men
got up and Cameron went inside with them to see them off, leaving
me there like a piece of statuary!

The heat within my body and mind had eased
somewhat, but it had also been burning away for an hour, and my
very skin felt intensely sensitive as I knelt, desperate to be
touched, to be used, to be fucked hard!

Cameron returned, and I moaned aloud as I
looked at him, but he only grinned in that mischievous way which
promised trouble.

And then he showed me another dildo. This
was much like the one inside me but even thicker. He reached behind
to undo the rope attached to the bracelets, then ordered me up. I
shuddered and moaned as I slowly slid my pulsing, overheated sex up
off the gleaming wooden cock, my chest fluttering and flushed.

He unscrewed it and removed it, then screwed
the other into place and pushed down on my shoulder.

“I know all slave girls love big cocks,” he
said.

I moaned as I felt the rounded head of the
carved cock pressing against my sopping opening, then moaned even
louder as the pressure mounted. I felt the lips of my sex ache as
the pressure of the hard helmet head forced them inward, and then
back – and back, and back wider, stretching the taut flesh until it
could finally push up into my body!

God, it was so thick! I cried out weakly as
I sank down – very slowly! I was soaking wet, of course, but even
so I trembled, my very eyes feeling hot as I felt it pushing deep
into my belly. I was most of the way down when Michael appeared
with another stranger! Fuck!

I couldn't exactly move up, so I had to
force myself down faster, crying out weakly as Cameron went out to
shake his hand and lead him in.

“Kevin,” Cameron said.

“Very nice,” the man said, looking at
me.

He was a black man, about forty, with a
mustache and a kind of square face. He wasn't bad looking, from
what small glimpse I got of him before dropping my head low.

“Is she going to go in the lobby of your new
casino?” he asked.

“That's the idea,” Cameron replied.

What!?

They sat down, and it soon became clear
Cameron was discussing a different casino than he had with the
other men. This one would be on an island called Nauru, which was
independent and had once been rich until it became poor. Now
Cameron was thinking of putting a new casino there, a small one
which would appeal to a very exclusive group of elite men.

It wouldn't exactly be a sex club, but sex
would be everywhere, including very scantily clad female employees,
and gold statues that would look something like I did now.

“And you want me to supply the slave girls?”
Kevin asked.

“Top flight girls, as beautiful as her, with
extraordinary bodies. Willing, talented, skilled, clean and high
paid. I will not be involved in any way with what happens with them
or you. Your business will be symbiotic but not controlled by me,
nor will you pay me anything. I will allow you to operate so long
as my clients are pleased with the results.”

The man was eyeing me carefully.

“This gonna be one of them?”

“No. This slave girl belongs to me.”

“That's a big cock she's got inside her,” he
said with a grin.

“She likes big cocks.”

I flushed anew. Then Cameron got up and sat
in the chair next to me, reached across my hip, and began to rub my
clitoris.

My face burned with embarrassment, but not
just embarrassment. I could feel my entire body thrilling to the
wild, dark, obscene, outrageous nature of what he was doing, of
what I was doing, as the black man stared at me with hungry
eyes!

I gasped as I felt his other hand grip the
hair at the top of my head and pull insistently. I instinctively
rose with the pull, sliding my aching, thrumming, burning pussy up
along the length of the wooden cock inside me as Kevin licked his
lips at the sight.

I felt the pull on my hair end, then his
hand was on my shoulder instead, pushing down.

I let out a helpless sob of breath, and sank
slowly back down on the thing, crying out as it pushed high inside
me! Then came the pull on my hair again, and I rose up, and when it
stopped, I sank back down without any pressure on my shoulder,
crying out again as I felt the hard head pushing against what must
surely be the back wall of my pussy!

Cameron was still rubbing my clitoris, and I
rose up again, then down, then up, then down, moving faster, crying
out, literally drooling around the metal ball in my mouth as the
dark, intoxicating heat swept me into its embrace and threatened to
choke everything out of my brain but the desperate sense of arousal
and hunger!

Cameron kneaded one of my breasts as he
watched me riding up and down, his fingers still rubbing my
clitoris, and Kevin laughed softly, got up and came closer, then
reached out and cupped my other breast!

And I came, screaming, my head thrown back
as I rode the dildo for all I was worth, crying out in wild,
passionate release as my body flared white hot! The orgasm was like
an exploding sun and I jammed myself down on that dildo, heedless
of the pain, wallowing in the wild, overpowering flow of intense
raw, sensation!

“Man, that ain't faking, is it!?” I heard
Kevin say.

“Nope. The real thing.”

“Where the fuck you find something like
this?”

“Just lucky.”

I shuddered and the air sobbed out of me as
I plunged down again and again, impaling myself on the thick wooden
cock until with a deep shudder, I sank down fully, exhausted and
drained.

The two of them went back to the table and
continued their talk but I was too dazed, too numbed to really hear
much of it as I sucked in air and tried to recover my shattered
wits. Then they both rose, and went inside, leaving me alone
again.

After a minute Michael came out. He untied
the rope around my legs, then pulled me slowly up off the thick
wooden cock, settled me on my unsteady feet, and had me bend over
the table. Then he put the gold plated dildo back into me, with the
curved emeralds which pressed firmly along the line of my sex. He
snapped a leash to the choker, and then led me – by a leash, back
into the house.

We went to Cameron's room where he placed me
face down on the bed, with my bottom raised high, my knees on the
edge of the bed, to wait for Cameron's attention. The leash's
handle was placed over the footpost to my left, like you would tie
off a horse or a dog's leash to keep them in place.

And even though that incredible orgasm had
felt as though it had dazed me, had left me shell-shocked, my body
still thrummed softly, hungrily, and I could almost feel as if my
sex was open and ready and waiting for him!

For anyone, to be honest. I wouldn't have
cared who fucked me just then. Anyone would do. Even a complete
stranger. Because in a dazed way, I felt as though I were a sexual
toy, a sexual object, a creature meant to be used to turn men on,
to be used by men. And that excited me.

I wanted to feel a real cock inside me, not
like the cold, lifeless metal and wooden ones. I knew that it would
feel incredible! I didn't get one, however. Cameron came in shortly
afterwards and slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Did you enjoy being on display, slave
girl?” he asked.

I moaned dazedly.

“Do you know how much men lust after
you?”

I was getting an idea!

“I think every man here today will go home
and masturbate tonight thinking about you, or if they're lucky,
have sex with their wives or girlfriends – while thinking about
you.”

His fingers pried at the emerald over my
back passage, not the ones over my pussy, and I felt the pressure
of the butt-plug slowly pulling out into view as I moaned weakly.
Cameron had insisted I have enemas and keep a butt-plug inside me
for when he'd want to fuck me there, but never had before.

Now he did. His warm, slick cock pushed into
my now vacant bottom, sinking deep. It was the first time for me,
not just with him but with anyone, and I groaned as he slid his
thick shaft deep into my belly from this – to me – new angle.

“What a gorgeous ass you have, slave girl,”
he said.

I could only groan as he pumped slowly,
working himself deeper and deeper, his hands caressing and kneading
my buttocks, and sliding up and down my hips. Every time he plunged
especially deep I cried out at the cramping sensation as the spongy
head of his cock pushed sooo deep into my belly!

But even with that my body still thrummed
with sexual energy. It was more of that sense of the outrageous,
more of that sense of the wild and thrilling. Even kneeling there
in that obscene position as I was had kept me churning, for it was
so... degrading to just kneel in that position waiting for a man to
come and use my body!

And now he was doing it, and doing it in my
ass, which was itself outrageous – at least to me! It was the first
time, after all, and every time his hips struck my buttocks it
threw them forward and the echo of the impact resonated through my
belly to my groin – which still had that gold cock in it!

Soooo nasty! Sooo wild and kinky! God! And
the slickness of his cock, and the ease with which he was moving it
had me gripped by a sense of wonder, too! It was a new sensation,
after all, and was, given the condition of my mind and body,
deliciously erotic!

I felt... overpowered, defenseless, helpless
in a way which also made me breathlessly aroused, for some reason.
I grunted and gasped and cried out at every thrust, and shuddered
as he used me. Then he gripped my hair, jerking my head up and back
as he slapped my bottom, and I cried out again, as he used me so
roughly, so... savagely!

It was incredibly hot! It made me feel even
more sexual, and more feminine, and made me feel more awed at his
power and strength! This was no fumbling boy eager to please. No,
he was treating me like he owned me, using me like a whore! And
that should have been insulting but wasn't!

My insides churned wildly as I moaned around
the ball gag, gasping for breath, grunting and crying out as the
swirling fires raged and grew more intense. Then another orgasm
rolled over me! It didn't feel quite like the last one did, but was
no less powerful!

My mind rolled over and over again as if I
was writhing in ecstasy, even as my eyes slitted and the ragged
breaths made me light-headed again. I felt intoxicated by the wild
rush of sensory overload, reduced to an animal state of pure
instinct, without a care or thought in the world but my own
immediate pleasure!

And all the while his hips slapped roughly against my upraised
bottom, his thick cock spearing deep into my belly again and again
as he yanked back on my hair!

God, it was all so animalistic!
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Over the following few days I often waited
on Cameron and his visitors, serving drinks and snacks as he met
with a variety of men – always men. I wore nothing except the
jewelry he'd bought me, which was embarrassing, at first, but,
well, I started to get used to it.

It certainly made it easier to go out
clubbing in the evenings, given the slutty dresses he had me
wearing! They were at least covering what absolutely had to be
covered, and it was kind of dark in those clubs. Given how I was
dressed in the daytime it was hard to be too self-conscious about
my nighttime outfits!

He also took to spanking me each evening
after we returned home on some pretext or other! I wasn't thrilled
about that! But on the other hand, he always did it in a very
darkly exciting way, usually with a vibrator or dildo buried in my
overheated sex! And his fingers took time between spanks to
manipulate my clitoris and breasts so that the heat from my bottom
was echoed throughout my body!

So as hot as my bottom became from the
spankings I always wound up having a massive orgasm soon afterward,
and that tended to color my thinking about the spankings quite a
bit!

Then, the next day, Michael laid out a
forest green dress for me to wear. What was more shocking was the
dress wasn't particularly revealing! Well, it was a little tight
across the chest, leaving little doubt I was reasonably
well-endowed and without a bra, but the hem of the dress went below
my knees!

Of course, it did have a slit on the side,
but it wasn't a horribly high slit, only to about mid-thigh, and
the dress wasn't tight anywhere but across the chest. It showed no
cleavage, had a high collar and short sleeves, and I could have
worn it to see my mother without issue.

The open toed shoes which went with it were
only four inch heels, which was still high but not as bad as usual,
with sexy laces criss-crossing her ankles and calves.

Michael removed the 'bracelets' and anklets,
but left the rest in place, including the choker – since it wasn't
obviously bondage related or anything. Then he sent me out to see
Cameron.

“You look lovely, as always, slave girl,” he
said.

He was wearing a dark blue suit, himself and
looked incredibly handsome.

“Thank you... uhm, master,” I said, feeling
a bit oddly shy in my new outfit.

And feeling very weird about why I felt
weird in it!

“We're going to see a site I might
purchase,” he said. “You can drive.”

“Yes, master!”

They went downstairs to the private garage,
and I got in the drivers seat of the BMW.

“Put the hood up, slave girl,” he said.

I nodded and did so, then pressed the button
to open the garage door and let us out into the larger underground
garage beneath the condo.

“Uhm, where are we going, master?”

“Start calling me Blake,” he said.

I stared at him in astonishment.

“And say it with affection, as if you're my
little love toy.”

“I thought I was your little love toy,” I
said uncertainty.

He snorted in amusement. “So act like it. I
want you to act like an arrogant, narcissistic brat. Can you
coo?”

“Coo?!” I asked in astonishment.

“You know, that thing you girls do where you
put on a little girl voice and flutter your eyes at a man?”

Uhm, not something I've really done much
of,” I said.

“I'm sure you know what I mean. This is in
aid of irritating and distracting a woman I'll be meeting with. I
want you to act as frippery and princess-like as possible. Feel
free to be rude, too.”

“Am I going to get spanked for this later?”
I asked doubtfully.

“Almost certainly.”

I flushed. Mind you, I was of two minds
about the thought..

“Maybe even strapped. I'll have to introduce
you to whipping soon, though not, I think, tonight.”

I felt a bit breathless at his words! I
mean, yes they made me anxious, but there was a sense of
anticipation, of how darkly erotic that would be! I was fairly
confident he wouldn't do anything to really hurt me, much
less harm me, after all. And whatever 'punishment' he delivered
would be more than outweighed by the pleasure.

“Where are we going? Uhm, Blake?”

“South Beach. I'm looking at buying a hotel
there.”

I nodded. Miami was not Miami Beach, by the
way. Miami Beach is an island across the bay from Miami. It's a
long string of beautiful beaches which is variously filled with
expensive hotels or expensive condos – like ours.

I drove down Collins Avenue, the outermost
driveway on the island, and as we moved further south the hotels
got smaller and cheaper looking

“In here,” he said, pointing at the parking
lot of a long, three story orange and white building.

“Used to be a motel. They put two more
floors on it and turned it into a hotel. But they've got a problem
with structural integrity which will cost a fortune to
resolve.”

We parked and I followed him in, not
particularly impressed with the look of the place. Even the carpet
in the lobby looked dated. The customer service counter looked like
it was made of plastic, and the fat girl behind it looked
constipated.

She called a “Ms. Harrison, though, who
turned out to be a woMAN in a suit. I looked at her doubtfully, and
since Cameron had told me to be rude, wasn't very discrete about it
as she and he shook hands.

She was kind of, well, very obviously
lesbian. But her hair was sort of, not shaved but nearly. It was
very, very short anyway, with a few tufts here and there as if
she'd missed a spot. She wasn't fat, at least, but in her late
thirties, her face could sure have used some makeup.

She had small, pinched lips that didn't look
like they ever smiled, and faded brown eyes. She even had the
stereotypical mannish voice. I wondered if that was an affectation.
I mean, did fucking women give you a deeper voice or something?

“This place is a dump,” I announced, looking
around.

“Hush, Zoey dear,” Cameron said.

Harrison glared at me, then obviously
decided to ignore me. She showed Blake around the place, which
meant I followed, doing little to hide my disapproval of what I was
seeing. I mean, I might have stayed here for a night of partying, I
suppose, back before my tastes had changed upon staying with
Cameron, but it sure wasn't pretty on the eyes.

At least I hadn't seen any bugs so far!

They were talking about engineer reports and
architectural drawings and of course, money, all of which kind of
bored me. We went outside and looked at the pool, which also didn't
impress me very much.

“The one we have at the condo is bigger than
this,” I said.

“This isn't a condo,” Harrison growled.

I gave her a look and said “Well, duh!”

“Zoey,” Cameron said in a mild voice.

I shrugged. “We should look at a nicer
hotel,” I said.

“We'll have lunch at the Ritz Carleton
later,” he said soothingly.

I stomped my foot and rolled my eyes while
Harrison glared at me, and then wandered away a bit to sulk while
they talked about money again. I soon followed as they went
indoors. There was a bellboy there, a Spanish guy, and I flirted
with him while they continued to chat, even doing a little dance to
some music which played in the lobby.

I wasn't dancing for him, though, but to
distract the lesbian. Without a bra, and in that tight dress, my
breasts kind of moved around, you know?

Harrison sent him away with a curt snap of
her tongue and I wandered back to them.

“Don't wander off, Zoey,” Cameron said.

I stuck my tongue out at him, and when
Harrison glowered at me I stuck it out at her too, then flounced
away a bit.

He was acting weird around her himself, much
less uhm, masculine, less forceful. I mean, he wasn't timid, but he
was certainly throttling back that A-type personality of his! She
was even kind of snapping at him, clearly bad-tempered about all
this, and he wasn't responding except in that weird soothing voice
I'd never heard him use before.

That was kind of annoying me, to be honest.
Who was this ugly bitch to be talking to him that way? He could
literally buy and sell her! Well, he had me...

“I couldn't possibly consider less than
fifteen million,” she said flatly. “I'm insulted you would even
try.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed and she glared
daggers at me.

“The place is a dump! Who'd pay fifteen
million for this!?” I demanded.

“You clearly don't understand anything about
real estate, honey!” she snapped.

“You clearly don't understand anything about
haircuts,” I said sarcastically.

Her eyes bugged out and she looked like she
wanted to smack me!

“Zoey, sweetheart, let us talk, please,”
Cameron said.

I sighed, wrinkled my lips at the woman and
flounced off a bit, and he started talking about engineering
reports and the cost of repair.

The woman must be an idiot if she thought
anyone was going to repair this dump, I thought. I was sure Cameron
intended to tear it down and start over. Hadn't she even googled
him and compared her crummy little hotel to the casinos he operated
around the world?

And if she was worth millions why couldn't
she get a decent haircut? What was with these militant lesbos and
wanting to look ugly anyway?

He and I drove away, with him looking
content, and Harrison glaring after us, especially at me.

“So did I do what you wanted, uhm,
Master?”

“Very nicely.”

“You aren't really going to buy that dump
are you?”

“I certainly am.”

“And tear it down?”

“Of course.”

“You were acting kind of wimpy there,” I
said, knowing I'd probably get spanked for it later.

But then again he'd find some reason to
spank me anyway.

“Just an act.”

“She didn't do any research on you?”

“There isn't a lot out there on me. Anyway,
I gave her a false name.”

I stared at him.

“I'm under no obligation to tell her my real
name. I'm not buying the place, after all. One of my numbered
companies is.”

“Ooooh.”

“She's also unaware that I've gotten a
variance locked in at city hall. There's a height limit on this
part of Miami Beach which I'm going to be exempt from. That will
quadruple the value of land around here.”

“Who'd you bribe to get that?”

“Some city councilors. And you're starting
to be impertinent.”

“I thought I was supposed to be impertinent,
Master,” I said in a meeker voice.

“That was for Harrison, not me.”

“Sorry, Master.”

“She's also unaware that another of my
numbered companies bought the apartment complex behind her
building, and the hotel on the other side.”

“So this is gonna be a big hotel?”

“And casino.”

“Cool. Did you save millions because she was
distracted?”

“I saved a few million, I think. Since she
was eager to sell.”

“A million here, a million there, and soon
you're talking about real money,” I said.

He smiled. “That's the idea.”

“Maybe I should have held out for a bigger
salary.”

“You didn't have much of a bargaining
position. You might be worth more once you're fully trained.”

I felt a little rush of adrenaline “As a
personal assistant or a slave girl?”

“Both.”

“So are we really going to the Ritz Carlton,
Master?”

“Of course. I said so.”

“I wasn't sure if it was part of the
act.”

“We all act all the time, and no one knows
how much of the act is real,” he said.

I gulped as I felt his hand slide in under
the skirt through the slit in the leg, then curve around my inner
thigh to stroke the top of my pussy.

“I trust you're continuing the exercises
Dana has designed,” he said, his finger idly stroking my
clitoris.

Dana was the personal trainer he had hired
to guide me in my exercise routine in his home gym.

“Uhm, every morning, Master.”

“And learning how to spin around a
pole?”

“Not uhm, yet. She says my arm muscles
aren't up to it yet.”

“I'm looking forward to your first
performance, slave girl.”

I kind of was too, to be honest!

“Call me sir or Mister Cameron in here,” he
said as the valet came towards us.

It was nice being seated at the fancy
restaurant at the Ritz, being dressed like a normal person so
people didn't stare. The weird thing was I wasn't quite sure I now
appreciated the anonymity. The last several days of people staring
at me and lusting after me had gotten me into a certain
narcissistic state of mind, I guess.

Mind you, it wasn't like I was completely
ignored. My hair tumbled thickly and richly down around my
shoulders and I had a pretty face – some people said beautiful. And
of course, my breasts were fairly visibly without any bra. The
outline of the rings against the fabric of the dress could be seen
too if you looked closely.

So men weren't ignoring me, by any means.
But they weren't paying the attention they did when I was wearing a
slutty dress with lots of cleavage. And certainly they weren't
openly admiring like when I was basically naked at the condo.

“You know how you were talking about your
salary earlier, slave girl?”

“Uhm, yes, sir?” I asked, sipping at my
soup.

He had ordered for me, of course.

“I think a little bonus might be in order
for you after today.”

“Really? I asked, brightening.

“You have aided in distracting Ms. Harrison,
and encouraging her to sign with my numbered company. I think that
deserves some consideration.”

“Like, uh, how much of a bonus, sir?” I
asked.

He grinned. “Let me think of what's
appropriate.”

Given he'd offered me a salary of a hundred
and fifty thousand dollars to be his 'personal assistant' only
about a week ago, I was thinking the bonus might be considerable!
Especially if he'd saved millions on this deal!

I'd known, of course, that such an enormous
salary for a girl my age without experience was intended to cover a
lot more than the usual services. But he was so hot that I hadn't
minded. Like I said, I'd sleep with him for free!

Of course, I hadn't had a clue about how
kinky he was before. Then again, I hadn't had a clue just how many
orgasms he could give a girl either!

After lunch he surprised me by leading me to
the elevators.

“Where are we going?”

“Upstairs. I took a suite.”

“Really? Why?”

He didn't answer, only smiled.

We went up to the eighteenth floor and then
down the hall to the suite, and he let himself in. It was a nice
place, but nothing like the condo, of course. He took my hand,
which was nice, and led me through the front room to the dining
room. The table looked out of place, though, as if it had been
pushed back.

There was a ring overhead, with a chain
hanging from it!

I gulped as Cameron undid my dress, then
pulled it casually up my body and over my head as I raised my arms.
I felt my heart starting to beat faster as he took a pair of thick
leather restraints from the dining room table and fastened them
around my wrists, then linked them together in front of me.

In short order I was standing, barefoot, on
the balls of my feet, my body taut as the chain above me was locked
to the restraints. He pushed a ball gag – not the gold one – into
my mouth and fastened it behind me, then removed the emerald
necklace and replaced it with a regular studded leather
version.

“Harrison thought this was costume jewelry,”
he said with a smile. “I wouldn't want her to get a better look at
it.”

I gasped at his words, my eyes widening, but
he ignored my face, bending to pull the emerald laden dildo out of
my pussy and substitute another, much thicker silicone version
which was sitting on the table. Likewise the emerald and gold
butt-plug game out of my bottom, to be replaced by a more mundane
version.

“I think your bonus will be... the BMW,” he
said with smile.

His index finger combed the hair out from
under the strap of the ball gag to let it dangle freely.

“That's an expensive car,” he said sternly.
“You don't get a bonus like that without a little hard and
sometimes difficult work.”

I moaned into the gag, imploring him with my
eyes. I did not want that horrible woman to see me like this, much
less touch me! Especially after I'd been so snotty to her!

But he simply patted me on the bottom and
then... he left!
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I was going to be alone with her!? That
would be horribly embarrassing! She was one of those hard core
lesbians, I could tell! They didn't think much of straight women,
to begin with, much less girls like me, who were, let's face it,
pretty feminine in the way they acted!

At least, the way I'd acted around her!

I stared up at the wrist restraints above
me, trying to twist and pull my hands free, but they remained
stubbornly in place. I looked down between my breasts to the base
of the dildo Cameron had shoved up inside me, cringing at the
thought of her coming and seeing it!

It, too, was very tight, though, and given
how stretched out my body was my thighs were actually squeezed
together, pressing the lips of my sex more firmly around the thick
silicone base! My feet were starting to hurt, too, from taking most
of my weight as I was. Yet the remorseless grip of the restraints
around my wrists prevented me from settling my heels on the
floor!

The only way to relieve the pressure on the
balls of my feet was to let it down on my wrists, and that made my
wrists start to ache in turn, as my feet got a little wobbly!

And then the door opened and closed behind
me! I jerked my head around, got a brief glimpse of her, and jerked
my head away, flushing hotly!

She didn't say anything as she walked up and
put a bag on the dining room table, and I certainly couldn't! I
kept my eyes down, mortified.

“Nice tits,” she finally said, with a sneer
in her voice.

She stood before me, and I turned my face
away and stared at the floor as her hands came up and cupped, then
roughly squeezed my soft breasts. She sniffed derisively, then one
of her hands dropped between my legs, and gripped the base of the
dildo there, then pushed hard.

I cried out, my head jerking up and back at
the harsh thrust of the nose of the dildo against what I thought
must surely be the back wall of my sex!

“What's the matter, sweetie? Don't you like
lots of cock inside you?” she asked mockingly.

She gripped my hair and yanked my head back
more sharply, letting her other hand caress my taut breasts.

“Most women need brains and skill in life,
but I guess bitches like you can get by on just having tits,” she
said.

I felt her mouth against the center of my
right breast, then, her teeth digging into the soft flesh
surrounding my nipple as she sucked and licked hungrily. Then she
let go of my hair and moved away, over to the table to the bag as I
gasped and gulped in air.

She opened the bag and took out a length of
rope, turning and quickly dropping to a squat beside me as she tied
one end around my right ankle. She stood and jerked on the rope,
pulling my right foot out from under me, off to the side, then tied
the rope around the base of the heavy dining room table.

She took another length of rope from the bag
and tied it around my left ankle, then, grinning, tugged sharply on
it and I cried out as I found myself hanging completely from my
wrists!

“You know you like spreading your legs,
slut,” she taunted.

I felt her hands on my buttocks, gliding up
and down and kneading my flesh lightly, then gripping the base of
the butt-plug and tugging slowly.

“Hmm, not nearly big enough,” she said.

God! Could this possibly be more
humiliating!?

She let it slip back inside then went to the
bag again and returned with an enormous dildo, grinning at me as
she held it up.

“I got this specially for you, het girl,”
she said.

I moaned as she moved behind me and pulled
the butt plug out, then pressed the enormous round head of the
dildo against my back passage and pushed. It twisted and turned
from side to side. I was lubed up from the butt-plug, and slippery,
but even so the dildo didn't want to go into me until she applied
more force.

I gasped and pulled against the restraints
as the thing slowly slipped inside, with her turning and twisting
and pushing, forcing it deeper and deeper. It ached as it pushed
deeper, and I thought it must be thicker than any other dildo I'd
ever taken, let alone anyone's actual cock!

She left it halfway up inside me then
examined the one in my pussy, smirked, and went to get another huge
dildo from the bag. I groaned and let my head fall back as she
pulled the one Cameron had shoved inside me out and began to work
the new one into my body. It was as thick as the one in my ass, and
stretched me out alarmingly!

Then she got down on her knees in front of
me as she pushed and twisted, and started licking my clitoris. I
was most definitely NOT turned on by this woman! On the other hand,
my experience with Cameron over the past days had associated
bondage and submission with a dark sense of fiery eroticism. Even
the 'punishments'. The sense of being a helpless sexual victim – in
an erotic sense – enthralled me.

Or at least, it was with Cameron. And
clearly there was still some of that with almost anyone given that
as she licked and sucked at my clitoris and pushed the dildo into
me I began to feel a thrumming sexual hunger and arousal begin to
burn within my mind and body.

I was still, despite that, humiliated and
gripped by a sense of anxiety and unhappiness, but there was no
doubting her skillful licking was having an impact.

I didn't for a moment think she was doing it
because she wanted me to be happy, though. This woman didn't want
me anything but degraded. She was going to arouse me just so she
could rub my face in what a slut I was! I was sure of it!

She managed to work the dildo deeper and
deeper into my body, to the point that I dropped my eyes and stared
at my abdomen, almost expecting to see it bulging from the thick
line of the dildo! There was no sign of it, though, but I did she
she had three fourths of it up inside me by then!

God, it was so thick!

Her hands moved up my body, kneading my
breasts as she licked, and I dropped my head back, staring up at
the ceiling, moaning weakly into the gag as her tongue licked
strongly at my swollen clitoris.

Then her hands slid down my ribs and around
behind me, kneading my buttocks before one of them pushed on the
dildo there. It had been sitting in place a couple of minutes, and
I guess my sphincter had gotten used to it, so she was able to put
it up even deeper before the tight resistance of my muscles halted
it.

Then she worked on the one in my pussy
again, twisting it slowly, pulling back a little, then pushing it
still deeper, achingly deeper!

Both the damned things were a foot long, I
guessed, and she managed to get at least ten inches of each into my
aching belly! Then, with my insides filled with them, she brought
out the vibrator. It wasn't like any I'd seen before. This one was
like a glove, sort of, a fingerless glove. It sat on the back of
her hand, and made her fingers vibrate as she stroked them across
my clitoris.

The effect was... pretty strong!

Nothing feels better on flesh than flesh. It
was that warm, real sensation that all the sex toys lacked. But now
her slick fingers were rubbing my clitoris as the thing on her hand
transmitted the vibrations right through them to my clit!

I felt a sudden shocking realization that if
she didn't stop soon I was going to climax! I did NOT want to
climax in front of her and see her sneering face looking into my
eyes as she masturbated me to orgasm like I was... a slut!

But there was absolutely nothing I could do
about it.

And then, she stopped. I was gulping in air
by then, and part of me thanked God, while that other dark, roiling
hungry part of me moaned in dismay. She took the thing off and put
it on the table, then untied the ropes around my ankles and let my
feet drop back to the floor.

I groaned again, relieving the heavy
pressure on my wrists and arms. Of course, I could still not stand
flat on the floor, but had to stand perched on the balls of my
feet. And my thighs were pressed in pretty tightly around the base
of the thick dildo jammed into my pussy, just as my buttocks were
clamped tightly around the one she'd shoved up my ass.

She smiled and rubbed my clit a little more,
then took a strap out of the bag. It was maybe a foot and a half
long and two inches wide. She slapped it lightly against the palm
of her hand and smirked at me.

“Since you were such a bad little girl
earlier today, I intend to teach you some manners, het girl,” she
said.

She moved behind me and swung the strap
backhanded, almost casually. It cut across the underside of my
buttocks with a sharp blow that made me yelp and stagger.

“Nice ass,” she said.

The next blow was harder, and it too cut
directly across the underside of my buttocks with a sharp, stinging
blow!

Again, there was nothing I could do about
it! I was perched on the balls of my feet, my body stretched out,
and there was nothing at all I could do to protect my bottom as she
swung the strap again and it cut directly across the center of my
bottom!

“Such a bad girl,” she said.

Crack! Crack!

The next blows came quickly, making me gasp
and jiggle on the balls of my feet, then another struck harder
still, so that my hips jerked forward and I literally ran out from
under my feet to hang briefly in mid-air!

“What's the matter, little baby girl? Is
your bottom sore?” she asked.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The sharp, stinging blows made me yelp and
flinch, though I did the best I could to keep control of myself! I
didn't want to show any weakness! But as they kept coming my bottom
turned fiery red. I couldn't see it, but I could sure feel that
fire burning!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“My, what a red ass you have, het girl,” she
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I was starting to sweat, moaning and gasping
for breath, and fighting not to drool around the ball gag filling
my mouth as my buttocks burned with pain!

She paused and went back to the table, put
the strap down and took something else from the bag. It looked like
a very small... whip. Well, a flog is what I now recognize it as.
It had a small handle, and dozens and dozens of very thin, stiff...
bristles. It almost looked like a very cheap, thin whisk broom, the
short kind.

She moved up behind me and let the thing
slide down my back, though, and it didn't feel like straw. It felt
more like, I don't know, rubber. That wouldn't hurt a lot, would
it?

Then she brought it smacking in against the
side of my right breast!

It didn't sting a lot. I was right, but I
was shocked anyway, to be struck on the breast! Any sort of blow
there is a shock! Then she did it again, and again, with a rapid
series of little blows that made my breast tremble and shake and
start to burn1

She moved it to her other hand, whipping it
in against the side of my left breast now, then moved around me and
started rapidly swinging it not against the side of my breasts but
directly down across my full breasts!

The thin little strands didn't really leave
any marks, but my breasts were turning pink and getting hotter and
more sensitive! She wasn't even using her arm to swing, just her
wrist, smirking at me as she did so.

“Nasty little girl,” she said, plucking at
my nipple rings. “You have to learn respect for your betters.”

She stopped as I moaned helplessly and put
the thing down, then picked up her next little toy! This was
another flog, but it had longer strands, and these ones were limp
and loose. She moved behind me and I squealed into the gag as they
cut across the center of my back!

That hurt, and I instinctively tried to kick
back at her, but she simply tied my ankles apart again so I was
hanging freely from my wrists, then resumed her flogging!

I writhed and squealed and cried out as the
long, thin leather thongs smacked against my back again and again!
They stung! Okay, they didn't sting like they were actually causing
any damage, but they still stung!

And then she moved around in front of me,
that sneer still on her face, and brought the flog down across my
pink breasts!

Again, I was doing my best to appear strong
and stolid but I couldn't not react to that, squealing and twisting
and thrashing as best I could as she chuckled throatily and swung
her arm down again and again to bring the thin thongs down across
my chest and belly and abdomen again and again!

“You think I don't know what to do with a
sex slave?” she asked in amusement. “You think I don't know how to
teach them respect?”

She put down the flog, leaving me gasping,
pink and red from neck to thigh front and back, and untied my
ankles again, then, when I stood wobbling on the balls of my feet,
reached up and undid the hook from the restraints around my
wrists.

I groaned in relief as my heels were able to
reach the floor again, taking the pain off my insteps, and was so
breathless I hardly noticed when she unclipped the restraints. They
weren't unclipped for long, for she quickly pulled my wrists behind
me and fastened them together again.

I didn't need much encouragement to drop to
my knees, for my legs were wobbly, but once on my knees she wrapped
my hair around her fist and pulled, making me knee-walk across the
floor to stop in front of a chair.

She released my hair and then unzipped her
pants and pulled them down and off. She had nothing on underneath,
of course, and quickly gripped my hair again, then sat down and
yanked me forward so that my abdomen hit the front of the chair and
my upper body was bent forward between her thighs.

She gazed down at me in satisfaction. “Now,
slut, you're going to please your mistress, or else I'm going to
put you back up there and let you taste my stronger whips.”

I cringed mentally at that thought!

She undid the strap behind my head and
pulled the ball out of my mouth, then roughly guided my mouth to
her sex as she gripped my hair.

I had very little experience with oral sex
on women, of course. The only one I'd done had been that girl on
the beach last week. Of course, people had been licking me lately,
mainly Cameron and now her, and that had taught me a lot.

I started licking. What else was I going to
do? She had my hair in one hand and my breast in the other as she
curved her feet in against my back.

I thought I did okay, but she apparently
wasn't impressed. She jerked on my hair several times, telling me
what a useless het cow I was, and even slapped the sides of my
breasts as she 'instructed' me in how to please her!

I nearly wore my tongue muscle out licking
her, my jaw aching before she came and pronounced herself at least
partially satisfied.

Then she simply dragged me up across her lap
and started to spank me!

It wasn't a terrible spanking, but my bottom
was still pink and tender from the strapping, and I think she was
determined to make me cry! I was fairly determined not to, but in
the end she won out as the raw pain in my bottom caused tears of
frustration to fall from my eyes while she brought her hand
slapping down against my wriggling bottom again and again.

“Poor little slave girl,” she cooed. “Are
you sorry for being rude earlier?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes! Please!” I gasped, my voice
breaking.

Crack!

“Yes mistress,” she said.

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being rude, slave
girl?”

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say it then.”

“I-I'm sorry for being rude, Mistress!” I
whimpered.

Her hands caressed my overheated buttocks,
then pushed down between my legs. I shuddered as she forced the
dildo in my ass even deeper, then gripped the one in my pussy and
pulled it backward and out.

Her fingers took its place, pumping casually
in and out, moving easily, smoothly, as she turned and twisted
them.

“Nasty little cock lover,” she said. “Tell
me you love cock, slave girl.”

“I-I love cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Dirty girl,” she said.

I groaned as her fingers turned and twisted
against the opening to my sex. The huge dildo she'd pushed into me
had stretched me widely, and I wondered how her fingers could
possibly be stretching me more! Then I felt her fingers pushing
higher, and felt the lips of my sex closing around something
narrower.

Her wrist!

I shuddered as I realized her entire hand
was inside me!

A wave of shock rippled through me,
accompanied by fear, and then... an almost desperate sense of dark
desire! It was one of those omygod moments like I'd felt with
Cameron over the past week, a sense of the kinky and outrageous
that drove me into the wildest realms of sexual fever!

I whimpered and moaned, staring wide-eyed at
the floor, feeling her hand turning and twisting from side to side
in my abdomen as her fingers opened and turned and stroked the
flesh of my vaginal tunnel!

“Such a tight little fuck toy,” she said,
pushing her hand deeper!

“Oh!” I gasped. “Oh please!”

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please, Mistress!” I cried.

I felt her fingers rubbing and caressing,
then pulling slowly in and back, one by one, until they formed a
fist inside me. Then the fist moved deeper!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh please!” I exclaimed
anxiously.

“Please what, slave? Please fuck you?” she
asked.

Her left hand curved in around my hip and
down beneath, her fingers rubbing at my clitoris as her right hand
moved deeper into my quivering, overheated belly!

I couldn't even see what she was doing since
my head and shoulders were hanging over the opposite side of the
chair, upside down, but I could sure feel it as her fist rotated,
then drew back, then pushed forward! Meanwhile, her fingers were
rubbing insistently against my clitoris!

It ached inside me, but the dark thrill of
sexual heat and outrage gripped my mind, and my body was beginning
to burn with the onset of that sexual fever! Her fist was moving in
up and down inside of me, and I shuddered and moaned and gasped in
helpless emotional and physical overload, stunned by what she was
doing, but horribly darkly aroused by it!

And then the first orgasm hit and I trembled
and shook, gurgling, my hips bucking as her fist moved in and out
and her fingers stroked me. She laughed tauntingly, and pumped her
fist harder, using longer strokes! It ached! But it ached in a
wild, thrilling, irresistible way as the orgasm shattered my mind
and then grew even more intense!

“What a cock loving little whore,” she
taunted.

She grabbed me by the hair, and with her
fist deep in my belly, shoved me off her lap and onto the floor!
She ground her fist against the back of my tunnel, then slapped my
bottom until I raised it high and spread my knees.

She must have spoken with Cameron, I thought
dazedly! This was the same degrading, thrilling position he liked
to put me in to remind me of how superior he was, and what a
submissive sex toy I was!

Her fist moved slowly and smoothly in and
out as she rubbed my clitoris, and I sobbed breathlessly as my body
burned around her hand and wrist, as another orgasm made me
convulse in spasms of carnal pleasure, my hips jerking up and back,
thrusting myself back onto her fist in the ultimate act of
submission!

“That's it, slut. Fuck my fist, you dirty
little whore,” she said.

I sobbed and did just that, crying out again
and again as a howling storm of sexual fire roiled my mind,
impaling myself on her fist as she slapped my buttocks and called
me a filthy little cock loving whore.

When she was done with me, she pulled her
fist out, made me lick it clean, then made me crawl across the
floor to the bedroom – with her fist pulling my hair and using it
as a leash! She made me sit back against the headboard of the bed,
tied me there, then lifted my ankles up and back and tied them,
spread wide, to the corner posts.

Then the dildo went back into my aching
pussy, and she jammed a vibrator against my clitoris, the kind that
plugs into the wall so it's stronger.

And then she left.

I don't know how many times I came! I ached
so much, but it didn't matter! It was like I couldn't stop coming!
The vibrator and those two huge dildos inside me, along with the
shock of what she'd done had seemed to do something to my mind! I
was like in a permanent state of sexual fever, and I sobbed dazedly
as the orgasms drained the life out of me!

And that was how Michael found me, having
been sent to pick me up and bring me home by Cameron. He didn't act
any more surprised than usual. He simply took away the vibrator,
pulled the big dildos out of me, then got me dressed, packed up the
toys, cleaned up the suite, then walked me out to the elevator.

I was exhausted, both mentally and
physically, and in that sort of dazed, shell-shocked state I had
been once before with Cameron. I wasn't even thinking about who he
was or where we were going as he took me down to the limo, put me
in the back, and drove back to the condo.
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To say I was uncomfortable with what had
happened would be an enormous understatement. I mean, I'd been
letting Cameron do whatever he wanted to me because, well, he was
really super hot, and he had a great body, and he was rich and
powerful, and well, like I said, I would have fucked him even if he
hadn't paid me!

His kinky games were darkly thrilling, but
did make me a little uncomfortable, emotionally speaking. I mean,
why did I get turned on by being degraded and demeaned? It made no
sense! Was I sick or something?

But I'd kind of held up his hotness as a
shield against that question. It wasn't that I was a pervert or
anything. It was just that he was so fucking hot, and so good at
sex, so skilled at it from years more of it than I'd had, that of
course I'd simply accepted the submission aspect of it.

But letting that bitch dyke do what she did
to me... well, not letting her. I mean, I was tied up and helpless.
No, it was my response to her that really bothered me. She had
treated me like shit, and used me like a whore, roughly, cruelly,
and I had almost burned my mind out with sexual heat!

I wasn't attracted to women, and if I was, I
certainly wouldn't be attracted to HER! And yet, she'd put me on my
face and fist-fucked me and I'd screamed my breath out in
pleasure!

Was I some kind of spineless little
submissive masochist or something!? Maybe instead of my simply
reacting to Cameron's being so hot I was actually just a total
slut!

And thinking over some of the experiences
I'd had over the past week I realized that there were a number of
times when I wouldn't have cared who was doing it to me, where if
he'd had some other man come in and take over, like in a tag-team,
I would still have been thrilled and panting like a whore!

That realization was a blow to my sense of
self, to my sense of pride. I suppose you'll snort in amusement at
the thought I had any pride, given what I'd let Cameron do to me,
but I did. I just thought of it as a game, as my, well, acting a
part.

A part I was being well-rewarded for not
just with great sex but a fantastic salary.

But now I was starting to wonder how much of
it was a role and how much was reality! Was I such a weak-minded
little slut that anyone could basically throw me down on my hands
and knees and fuck me and I'd melt like a bitch in heat? I hadn't
used to be like that! Could a week with Cameron have changed me so
radically!?

Michael had brought me home, then stripped
me, washed me, and then put the emerald collar, earrings, navel
ring, restraints, but plug, and even dildo back on (in) me.

And afterward, looking at myself in the
mirror, I was amazed that there was no sign of what I'd gone
through. There were no marks on my body! Well, except for reddening
on my wrists from being suspended by the padded leather cuffs.

My wrists were a bit sore, and I was
definitely aching inside from her fist! Aside from that, and a
general bodily aching from my muscles spasming so wildly for so
long, my only problem was that I was a bit hoarse from
screaming.

What a slut I was!

And I was still kind of emotionally stunned
hours and hours later, marveling at what she'd done, and trembling
at the remembered heat and pleasure! God, she'd pumped her whole
fist up and down inside me!

And she'd hung me from my wrists and whipped
me! Okay, it wasn't whipping like you saw in pirate movies that
left men's backs in ruin, but even so she'd whipped me! My God,
she'd whipped my breasts!

I looked down as I thought it for the
fiftieth time, but they were only a little pink, and my nipples
were hard.

That had been so shocking, so outrageous,
so... so incredibly hot and erotic!

Or at least, would have been if it had been
someone else doing it, someone like Cameron.

I had little doubt all I'd gotten was a
taste of what Harrison would have liked to do to me, that if she
had gotten her way it would have hurt a lot more! That was kind of
daunting, but I didn't imagine I'd be seeing her again, or at
least, hoped I wouldn't!

In fact, I was too drained to even seriously
consider sex for the remainder of the day, though of course, if
Cameron had wanted to use me he would have. He was out on business,
though, leaving me to wander around the condo, go out on the
balcony, swim a little in the pool, and relax on the bed
overlooking the ocean.

This was the life, I thought, sighing, hands
behind my head. And I'm getting paid amazingly well to just sit
here and enjoy it! Instead of standing around trying to spritz men
with cologne I was basking in the reflected wealth of Cameron and
his casinos, enjoying the sunny day.

Okay, I was naked. So? I was getting
comfortable with being naked, I mean, as long as I was alone. I was
getting used to it. I'd never been so naked for so long in my life,
in fact. I imagine even as a baby I wasn't naked for very long. Yet
now a whole day could go by without my wearing a thing!

In fact, I'd been naked far more often than
not over the past week, and that wasn't likely to change soon. It
felt a little weird, of course, though less than it had a few days
earlier, but if Cameron wanted it that way then that was how it was
going to be.

I ran a hand down between my legs, wincing a
little. God, what a bitch, she'd been! Shoving those giant dildos
and then her whole fist into me! It was a wonder she hadn't done
some kind of damage! Fucking dyke!

I wondered if Cameron really meant it that
he was giving me the BMW. That was like, a hundred thousand dollar
car! Who got a hundred thousand dollars for a couple of hours of
dirty sex!?

Of course, to him that was chump change, but
still!

I wondered if there might be other
opportunities for me to make huge sums of money just for letting
people do stuff to me. Mind you, I hadn't liked it at the time, or
at least, most of it, but the memory was so heavily imbued with
this dark, slithery, breathless heat and remembered pleasure that I
found it hard to feel very traumatized.

After a while I swam a little in the pool,
then played on Facebook while sitting at the table under the cabana
sipping fruit juice. Then I went indoors and found the theater, sat
down, and started clicking through the satellite entertainment
available – which was basically everything.

I was watching a movie when Michael found
me.

“Your master is home and desires your
presence, slave,” he said.

I put the movie on pause and followed him
back down the hall to his bedroom. Michael moved on while I went
inside to find him changing out of his suit. He looked up at
me.

“Slave girl,” he said. “Have a nice time
with Harrison?”

“She's a witch, Master,” I said.

He snorted in amusement.

“She put her whole hand up inside me!” I
protested.

“Did she? I should have asked her to take
videos.”

I gulped, wondering if I'd just given him an
idea I shouldn't have.

He tossed me his shirt and I caught it, then
padded over to the walk-in closet, opened it, and put it inside in
the laundry hamper, then returned to catch the T-shirt, putting it
in the same place.

I liked seeing him bare chested like that,
with his dress pants on, and licked my lips as I ran my eyes over
his chest and shoulders, then down his flat belly. When he undid
the belt and dropped his pants my eyes followed the narrow line of
hair down his abdomen until it disappeared into his shorts.

“Present yourself, Slave girl,” he said.

I spread my legs, then put my hands behind
my neck, interlacing my fingers, making sure to arch my back a bit,
while he emptied the pockets of his trousers, then carried them
past me to the closet. He emerged wearing a pair of linen trousers,
and stopped behind me. I felt his fingers tracing up and down my
spine, and then kneading my bottom lightly before he moved around
in front of me.

“I don't see any marks,” he said, his eyes
moving over my body.

“Just my wrists,” I said.

He indicated I should show him, and examined
them.

“Just a little red.”

“Because she hung me from my wrists!” I
said.

“What a fine idea.”

I gulped again, and then his fingers tugged
the little line of emeralds which was pressed against my pussy and
slid the dildo out of me, before caressing the line of my sex.

“Sore here?”

“Uhm, yes, master,” I said, enjoying the
tactile pleasure of his fingers stroking me.

“But not really sore? Nothing that feels
like you need a doctor?”

“Oh no.”

“Good.”

He slid the dildo back into me so that the
line of emeralds was snug along the line of my sex.

“Uhm, are you really gonna give me the BMW?”
I asked.

He slapped my bottom and I gasped.

“Master,” he said.

“Are you really gonna give me the BMW,
Master?” I asked.

“Didn't I say I would?”

“Yes but... just for like, letting Harrison
whip me and stuff?”

“No, for helping save me millions by
influencing and distracting her.”

“But I didn't do much.”

“But you did exactly what I told you
to.”

He fingered the nipple rings, examining my
nipples, which had only been pierced less than a week ago, after
all.

“These are healing nicely. Now, we'll be
having dinner in thirty minutes. Shoo.”

“Yes, Master.”

I went back to the movie, but made sure I
kept my eye on the clock. Being late always got my ass slapped
sharply at a minimum. And usually several times.

I needn't have worried. Michael came for me
in plenty of time, but not to bring me to the kitchen. Instead we
went to my bedroom, where he'd laid out, well, furry boots and
sleeves. I mean, they weren't really fur, more like polyester or
something, but they looked furry.

The furry boots were thigh high, and had no
heels, which was great since the usual leather ones had a very high
stiletto heel. The furry sleeves came attached to furry mittens,
except mittens had thumbs and these had no thumbs. I pondered that
as he tugged them up my arms.

One he had them on he put the bracelets on
around them, which meant I couldn't take them off, of course. Then
he got these cat ear things and put them on my head. You know the
kind of thing which has a curved wire between them which holds them
in place? He brushed my hair over the wire so it couldn't be seen,
then had me kneel on all fours.

He got down beside me and I turned my head
curiously to see him pulling these little cords out from the back
of the boot just above my knee, which he then tied them into place
in a little hole just below my knee. He did the same for the other
leg, and then told me to stand up.

I couldn't. The boots were now bent at a
ninety degree angle and would not straighten. They would bend more,
so I could bring my feet up against my buttocks, but wouldn't
straighten. He seemed to have expected that for he nodded in
satisfaction, then produced an emerald leash which he attached to
the collar around my neck.

“No speaking unless spoken to,” he
warned.

Then he led me, crawling like a fucking dog
– or cat – down the hall!

I thought I had already been as outraged as
I could be, but this was even more degrading than anything Cameron
had done so far! At least the knees of the boots were nicely
padded, so I was able to crawl without pain, but I still felt a
rising sense of dark, breathless outrage as I crawled along – on a
leash!

I mean, he'd put a leash to the collar
before, but mostly to walk, not crawl! It felt very, very weird,
and outrageous and demeaning and... and yet the thought of myself
as some kind of, well, sexual animal, like a pet, a sex-pet, was
starting to rise in my head!

The idea was frankly, pretty captivating and
my nipples were tingling beneath me as my breasts wobbled at my
movements.

Michael led me not into the smaller 'family'
dining room, though, but the larger, more formal dining room, and I
felt a shock-wave run through me as I realized Cameron wasn't
alone! I recognized two of the men with him from the poolside.

One was Andy, the first man he'd invited
there, and the other was Kevin, the Black guy who was, if I'd
understood their conversation, going to find girls like me to work
there. The other two men were strangers, and I blushed hotly
everyone stared at me!

I kept crawling, though. What choice did I
have as Michael led me by the leash over to where Cameron sat at
the head of the table. He handed him the leash, and Cameron looked
at me with stern eyes.

“Sit, Slave girl,” he ordered.

I gulped and sat back on my heels, spreading
my knees wide and making sure my back was straight. A wild rush of
heat swept through me under their eyes as Cameron removed the leash
and turned back to them.

“Now my little slave girl here, is an
example of what a wealthy man can have, if only he has the
imagination to fulfill his desires,” he said. “Most men lack that
courage, however, but that does not mean they wouldn't like
one.”

“So we might provide them at your new casino
– for a charge?” Kevin asked.

“Precisely. An unforgettable experience for
most men, even wealthy ones, who otherwise confine themselves to
doing what society approves of.”

Michael had already served appetizers, I
noted, and now Cameron took a piece of roll and reached out to me,
putting it in the palm of his hand.

I felt my heart pound as I leaned forward,
knowing very well I couldn't use my furry hands, and licked it out
of his palm.

God, this was so kinky!

He talked about the economics of the casino,
the target market, and pricing, and then Michael pushed in a tray
of food which smelled very tasty! My stomach rumbled a little at
the scent as he served them, leaving me where I was.

Then Cameron tossed another piece of bun on
the floor in front of me.

I felt another jolt, a breathless
sensation.

A sexual animal!

I dropped low, my breasts pressing against
the floor, and licked the piece of bun off the floor, then sat back
on my heels, chewing and swallowing it.

I was horribly self-conscious, mind you, and
embarrassed! It's hard to explain this dual storm of emotions
inside myself! One side of me cringed with embarrassment, while the
other side burned with heat at how shocking and nasty this was!

Over the course of the meal Cameron cut
pieces of meat for me several times, and let me lick them out of
his fingers. Each time I did I felt his wild duality of emotions as
the other men looked at me hungrily.

Then Kevin held out a piece of food. I
gulped, and looked up at Cameron. He gave me a look and I fell
forward onto hands and knees and crawled forward a bit, then licked
it breathlessly out of the black man's fingers.

I returned, sitting on my heels again as
they continued to talk about the Casino in the Pacific.

“Do you think we should do a middle eastern
motif?” one of the new men asked, “With slave girls, like in a
harem?”

“No,” Cameron said. “The Arab sheikhs won't
find that particularly novel, and the Asians have a kind of weird
fascination for the fluffy cartoony porn that Japan introduced to
the world some years ago. It's filled with girls who act sort of
like fluffy human sex kittens. Some even have tails.

“Manga,” Kevin said. “I thought that was
just a Japanese thing?

“It is. But for years the Chinese have been
getting more and more into Japanese anime, and now the more erotic,
exotic elements are becoming popular, too.”

“Then shouldn't her hair be blue or bright
pink or something?” Kevin asked with a grin.

“I am not Chinese,” Cameron said, “And Slave
girl won't be working over there.”

That was a relief! Though it was weird
having him use 'slave girl' as if it was my name! I mean, he often,
in fact, mostly called me that, but it was always with a grin. Now
it was said very casually, and added to the dark sense of
overheated unreality I was feeling.

One of the new men held something out to me
and I gulped and crawled around behind Cameron's chair and took it
out of his fingers. He stared at me with wide eyes, as if he'd like
to jump me and fuck my brains out right then and there!

And he had an erection, I bet myself, that
he was hiding with his closed thighs. I felt a sense of feline
smugness at that, and turned to present him with my rear as I
crawled back around behind Cameron's chair and knelt there as
before.

“And remember this is not the principal
point of the casino. I'm not operating a bordello, after all. I'm
operating a casino. The real profits will be in the gambling.”

“Are you going to call this Casino Sodom and
Gomorrah?” one of the other new men asked dryly.

Cameron snorted and picked up his wine glass
to take a sip.

“That's a western concept. I thought
Shangri-La, would be more suitable.”

He looked at me and then lowered his wine
glass, but instead of offering some to me, he lowered it much
further, and poured it on the floor. I felt breathless again, my
chest tightening as he looked at me, and then fell forward onto my
hands – paws – and knees again, lowered my breasts to the floor,
raised my bottom high, and then licked the wine from the floor.

They were all watching me, and I let my
tongue lick in long, slow, sensuous licks as if I was licking an
ice cream cone – or a cock! My body was starting to thrum with
sexual energy under their attention, and my embarrassment was
giving way to a kind of narcissistic excitement at how hot this
was, at how hot I was!

Nobody had touched me but I was getting
incredibly aroused! That hard little pea sized thing in the line of
rubber along the outside of my sex felt much bigger now as it
pressed against my swollen clitoris, and my every movement made it
rub gently, sending wild burst of sensation through my body!

I licked it all up and straightened, and
Kevin held out a piece of meat. I crawled over and licked it from
his fingers, and now the other guys were eagerly holding out food,
too! I crawled around their legs like a cat, licking food from
their hands and swallowing it, my mind throbbing with a sense of
myself as a sexy animal!

After dinner they retired to the den, with
Cameron holding my leash as I crawled along before them. The den is
a more intimate room, its walls covered in gleaming mahogany panels
and built-in bookshelves. There was also a gas fireplace, and huge,
heavily upholstered armchairs in rich leather.

Several of the men, including the black guy,
Kevin, lit cigars, as they continued their discussion, while
Michael poured either wine or liqueurs. I knelt on the rug next to
Cameron's chair, silent, but with a wildly rushing pulse.

I was waiting for something to happen,
something even more outrageous, but wasn't sure what! Was Cameron
going to have them all fuck me!? Were they going to gang bang me
right there!? To be honest, despite how shocking the idea was, in
the sizzling, simmering mood I was in I knew I would not
refuse!

“Slave girl,” Cameron said.

I jerked my head up and back, and he pointed
at the ottoman.

These chairs were not recliners, but they
were gathered in a semi circle around what you might first have
taken to be a large, round coffee table. Only the coffee table in
this case was upholstered and covered in the same buttoned leather
as the big, comfy chairs.

I crawled to it and then up onto it, turning
around as my heart beat faster, looking at Cameron, then sitting on
my heels as before. The difference now was that I was right in
front of all their eyes.

“How do you get that thing to stay in
place?” one of the new men, who by now I knew was called Foster,
asked.

“Slave girl, lay back on your back and
spread your knees,” Cameron ordered.

I lay back as he'd ordered, my buttocks on
the edge of the ottoman, and let my legs spread wide.

“Go ahead, pull it away from her,” Cameron
invited.

Foster snorted, then leaned forward and
gripped the top part of the emeralds. He tugged lightly, then
harder, as he felt the resistance. Then as the wide, flared end of
the gold plated dildo pushed my pussy lips apart, the emeralds
pulled back and the dildo came into view.

There were appreciative chuckles from the
men watching as I moaned helplessly.

And I was helpless! I couldn't stand up and
I didn't even have any hands!

“Looks pretty wet,” Foster said.

“She usually is,” Cameron replied.

I felt the dildo sliding back inside me and
moaned softly, my furry covered knees spread achingly far apart. My
hands twitched, but within the strange furry mittens there wasn't
anything I could do with them! I couldn't even masturbate since I
couldn't grip anything and the emeralds covered my sex!

Their conversation turned to other things,
like the casino, and taxes, and how to persuade various government
people to do what they wanted. Meanwhile I lay there on my back,
flushed with heat, legs spread wide, basically naked and serving
as, I guess, eye candy, like a living sculpture!

Until Cameron snapped his fingers to catch
my attention. I raised my eyes, and saw him pointing at the floor,
so sat up and rolled over to drop to all fours on the floor, then
crawled to where he was pointing. And he showed me a ball. It
wasn't a ball gag, just a ball, and I stared at it uncertainly.

He threw it into the far corner.

“Fetch,” he said.

I stared at him with a sense of disbelief,
and heard chuckles coming from the other men, then, feeling another
strange dark rush of heat, I turned and crawled over to the corner,
bent my head, and picked the ball up in my teeth before turning and
crawling back to him!

God, this was kinky!

I placed the ball back into his hand, and he
grinned and threw it again.

“Faster, slave girl,” he said.

I turned and crawled more quickly to the
corner and bent to grab the ball. Of course, bending meant dropping
myself down so that my breasts pillowed out against the floor –
while keeping my bottom raised high, and pointed directly at
them.

I picked up the ball in my teeth, turned,
and hurriedly crawled back, my breasts wobbling beneath me at my
rapid pace. I set it down in his hand, and he tossed it again.

He and the other men continued to talk
business as I hurriedly crawled back and forth, grabbing the ball,
and returning it to him. I was starting to get out of breath! And I
wondered if he knew the difference between a cat and a dog! A cat
wouldn't deign to fetch for anyone! Of course, a cat wouldn't have
to worry about being spanked either!

Two of the men excused themselves and left
for other commitments. The ones that stayed were Kevin and Andy,
and they talked about the ones who had left as Michael came back
and then turned on the big flat screen on the far wall, then
brought a big bowl of popcorn.

The video was of potential casino sites,
including the hotel he had just arranged to buy from that horrible
lesbian Harrison. The men casually chewed on fistfuls of popcorn,
and then Cameron held up one for me.

“Beg, slave girl,” he said with a lazy
grin.

I wasn't completely sure what he meant, but
I rose on my knees and brought my forearms up against my chest,
hands tilted down like a dog begging.

“Open your mouth.”

I did and he threw the popcorn at it. It
bounced off my nose, though, so I dropped low and licked it up off
the floor.

I know this was incredibly demeaning, but I
was reveling in it! It played to that strange dark fantasy he had
been building that I was a sexual animal, a 'creature' a 'nymph' of
sex and sexuality! Besides, if I was a sexual animal, a slave girl,
then anything I did, involving either nudity or sex, was perfectly
'normal', right?

So as they talked and munched, all three of
them tossed popcorn at me, and I crawled around licking it off the
floor!

Like an animal!

Then the video changed. Now it was of me! I
didn't know, at first, until I heard the moaning voice, and turned
my head around to see myself, in brilliant high definition video!
It was of the first time he 'punished' me, when I was shackled to a
post in his 'play room'!

There was a lower branch which pushed out at
waist height, and dropped at a sharp angle, and I was straddling
it, pulled in closely enough my pussy was pressed hard against it.
My nipples were also attached to the post by elastic cords. As my
bottom was cropped it sent my hips lurching forward, grinding the
top of my pussy – the lips distended as they gripped the base of a
large dildo - along the leather covered lower branch.

I stared in amazement, for I hadn't been
aware there was any video of it! And my face flushed hotly as the
two men watched my strapping, and watched my explosive orgasm! Then
it shifted to when he'd put me astride a lightly padded 'punishment
horse', where once again I was entirely naked, straddling the
narrow edge, my ankles stretched down and out and held tightly.

As more orgasms overcame me!

“Lets see you fetch this, slave girl,”
Cameron said.

He threw me, not the ball, and not a piece
of popcorn, but a big silicone dildo.

I gulped, flushed, and turned to crawl over
to it, bending to take it between my teeth.

“No, slave girl,” he said. “You don't let
your teeth press together around a cock. You take it into your
mouth and down your throat.”

I was already breathing raggedly, and my
heart was thumping as crackling rushes of sexual electricity spread
over my body. Now I dropped the dildo and bent, moaning, licking at
the head, lifting it up so that it was on its base, and then slid
my lips down it, taking the head into my throat, and gripping the
base with my lips an inch or so from the end!

Then I turned and crawled back to him,
staring up at him as he and the other men looked down hungrily! He
paused for a handful of seconds, letting me kneel there with the
thing down my throat, then reached forward and gripped the base,
drawing it slowly and lazily out through my closed lips until,
glistening, he held it in the air.

“Wow!” Andy gasped.

“Unbe-fucking-lievable!” Kevin breathed.

Both of them had tent poles under their
pants!

Cameron turned with a grin. “Andy, would you
like Slave girl to attend to that little problem I see in your
pants?”

“Uhm, uh, you bet your ass!” he replied.

Cameron turned to me and raised his
eyebrows.

“Slave girl, service the gentleman.”

I didn't have any hesitation in obeying him!
I was enthralled with the dark fantasy around what I was doing, and
crawled over to him, then, rose, my furry hands sliding up his
thighs as he quickly fumbled at his pants and pulled his erection
out!

I licked slowly up from the base to the
head, taunting, teasing, and more than a little coy. I turned my
head sideways, looking up at him, mouthing his cock sideways along
the base, then sliding my lips up and down as thought I were eating
corn on the cob – though of course, without my teeth.

Then I turned my head and let my lips grip
the head of his cock, keeping them tight, but slowly pushing them
downward, sucking as I did, my tongue working quickly as inch after
inch slid first into my mouth, then down my throat.

I moaned as my lips gripped the base of his
cock, and he exploded then and there, his hands jamming down on my
head as his hips bucked up against my face and mouth.

“Where the fuck did you FIND her?!” Kevin
exclaimed.

“I'm always a good judge of talent, Kevin,”
Cameron said. “Would you like a closer acquaintance?”

“Fuck, yeah!”

Cameron pointed and I slid around him and up
into Kevin's lap. He jerked his pants completely open and I licked
at his balls, then sucked them as he fondled my breasts. I licked
my way up and down his cock, then rubbed my lips and face over it
before taking it into my mouth and then deep into my throat.

Given from what I understood he had a lot of
high priced call girls I wasn't surprised he didn't come as easily
as Andy. I bobbed up and down along the long length of his cock as
he combed his fingers through my hair and fondled my breasts, and
only when his fingers tightened in my hair did I move faster and
suck aggressively hard to bring him to climax.

Then Cameron had me crawl up across his lap,
draped belly-down across him as he spanked me! Of course, he also
used that dildo, the one he'd sent me to fetch, burying it inside
me as he slapped my bottom until it burned hot, and then fingered
me to a tremendously intense orgasm!
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Michael simplified my outfit the next day.
In place of all the emeralds I had only a gold collar around my
neck – real metal, he said, and it was certainly heavy enough to
be! It was intricately carved with Aztec symbols, and was, he said,
hundreds of years old and worth several million dollars!

The rest was gone, though of course, the
gold nipple rings remained, and I had the gold butt-plug inside me
again.

For clothing I wore a red diaphanous ankle
length skirt of chiffon, wide open on either side, linked together
by three large gold rings. That was it. No shoes, no nothing else.
It was a sort of barbaric harem girl outfit, minus the face
scarf.

It at least had the benefit of being
comfortable, though. And was especially nice when on the terrace. I
got to relax and enjoy myself poolside, then got permission to
remove the chiffon to take a swim before donning it again.

Then I got to replace all of it, except the
collar, with a stretchy exercise leotard with a high cut thong
bottom for my training with Dana. Dana was a tall, briskly
efficient fitness trainer who had been working on my core and upper
body strength the last week. And I had the aching muscles to show
for it!

I mean, I had thought I was in pretty good
shape before, but Dana showed me how wrong I was, at least compared
to her.

She ignored the collar around my neck. Then
again, the first time she'd come over I'd had a ball gag in my
mouth, and she merely found that amusing.

We worked on my exercise routine, one which
left me exhausted and sweating. This time she showed me a few
elementary moves on the pole in the corner of the gym, things I
could do on my own to help improve my upper body strength. Until I
was strong enough I wouldn't be much of a pole dancer, she
said.

I wasn't sure she wasn't being too much of a
perfectionist. I didn't think Cameron wanted me entering
competitions, after all. He wanted me to have the moves that a
stripper would have, and I didn't think they were super strong.

But at least I got to swing around the pole
a few times, and learn some of the ways of clamping my thighs
around it while twisting and moving my upper body.

After that Michael insisted on 'washing' me,
which meant me standing in the shower while he used his hands to
soap me up all over. I was starting to get used to him doing that,
especially since he didn't ever seem to take any kind of sexual
interest in it. And I certainly needed a shower after all that
exercise.

Then it was back into the chiffon 'skirt'.
Although for the first time Michael gave me actual personal
assistant type work that Cameron had assigned! It involved helping
Michael plan a gathering at the condo for two weeks away. He placed
a call, while I listened, then I made several dozen more along the
same line, inviting people to the gathering and keeping track of
what they said.

Then I printed up and sent out the formal
invitations to those who had expressed interest by messenger. That
was an experience in itself! I had thought Michael would at least
deal with the messenger who came to pick them up! But no, after I
printed them up and called the messenger, he simply told me to deal
with him.

Needless to say, when the man showed up his
eyes almost bugged out of his head to see me standing there in
nothing but the little chiffon skirt. He was Hispanic, and from his
accent, from somewhere in central or south America. He fumbled at
the form several times, distracted by my bare breasts, but
eventually he gave me the form and took the three dozen envelopes
away.

I was betting he'd have quite the story to
tell back at the office, and also that from now on when I called
for a messenger they'd be fighting over who got to respond.

Yes, it was a little embarrassing, but also
another ego booster, in a weird way.

Also that afternoon, window washers arrived
to clean every window in the condo. As you can imagine, that was
quite a task given the floor to ceiling glass throughout the
penthouse. It was far too big a job for one man, so they had a
crew.

And Michael wouldn't allow me to hide out in
the theater or my room or anywhere else! Instead I spent much of
the time on the terrace while one guy or another found excuses to
come nearby so he could gawk at me!

I tried to sit with my back to them at the
table in the corner, but then Michael decided to send me all around
the terrace with a tray which had glasses of fresh water in case
they were thirsty! I had to go to each man and ask him if he'd like
some water!

And Michael said if I didn't smile nicely
when I asked I'd get a demerit point for each time I failed, and
that he'd be watching on the CC monitor in the kitchen!

Most of these guys were Hispanics, too, and
as far as I knew all were immigrants, legal or otherwise. Nobody
tried to touch me, but they sure wanted to! I felt like a sheep
wandering around offering water to salivating wolves!

I wondered how many of them would masturbate
later thinking about me!

Okay, that too was a sort of ego boost, but
also gross. It sure did get me used to having people staring at me
mostly naked, though. Which was probably the idea. When Cameron
came home from wherever he'd been he said we should go for a walk
on the beach.

I was up for that, of course, until it
turned out that the only thing I was allowed to wear was a
thong!

“I'll get arrested!” I protested.

“Nonsense. Women go topless on the beach all
the time,” he insisted.

In fact, only a tiny number of women went
bare breasted at the beaches! And for good reason! Because they
didn't want to be gawked at by all the men!

At least he was coming too, and wearing a
swimsuit, though of course, male swimsuits offered an awful lot
more coverage than a tiny thong.

Since Cameron didn't want me to get
sunburned Michael applied suntan lotion – everywhere! So once again
I endured his big male hands sliding over my slick warm flesh,
caressing my breasts, and even sliding down between my legs, though
I didn't understand why I needed to have lotion there!

So there we were out on the beach in the
bright sunshine, walking along near the water's edge, he as breezy
and casual as can be, and me feeling extremely self-conscious! I
mean, it wasn't just the men staring at me, but the women, too, and
I was pretty sure the women weren't thinking happy thoughts!

They were probably thinking what a slut I
was, what a show off! Most people were polite enough not to
outright stare – unlike the guys who'd washed the windows, but they
sure noticed!

Fortunately, with Cameron alongside me none
of the men made any nasty comments. He wasn't as big as Michael but
he was a big, strong, dangerous looking man who, with his shirt
off, was clearly very fit indeed.

I wasn't wearing the multi-million dollar
Aztec collar, but he had found a substitute in a much smaller round
edged gold choker which was the twin – though much, much larger, of
course – of the rings dangling from my nipples.

I could see men surreptitiously raising
their cell phones along the way, but there wasn't much I could do
about it. Then up ahead of us was a group of men and women in suits
and business attire. And they were watching as approach!

I gulped as we walked right up to them, the
men and women staring at my breasts as much as the swimmers and
beach-goers, but talking to Cameron.

“Mister Cameron: David Jost with the Miami
Herald. Is this where you intend to build your newest casino?” one
of them asked.

“Gentlemen, ladies,” Cameron said with a
smile. “I trust you're enjoying the scenic splendor of Miami Beach
this afternoon. Not to mention – ,” He let his eyes scan obviously
over me before returning them to the people before us “ – the
scenic wonder of some of the ladies on the beach! It's a wonder
that Miami has gone this long without a major casino, and I intend
to remedy that.”

He went on to talk about the attraction to
tourists, the boost to Miami's economy, his hope of making Miami a
major destination for gamblers with his five star hotel and casino
on the beach, and the addition to Miami's luster as a tourist
destination.

He was awfully smooth and confident, and at
least if these people were journalists I figured they'd avoid
taking pictures of me to go with their stories! It still made me
self-conscious, though. Bad enough to be wearing a tiny thong among
girls in bikinis, much worse when the women were in business
suits!

“Mister Cameron, Phillipa Maxwell from WNYZ,
when do you intend to announce the location of your new hotel?”

“We're just completing the paperwork at the
moment and finishing up a few details with the city government,” he
replied. “We'll be making an announcement within a week or
two.”

“But it's on Miami Beach?”

“It is.”

He answered some more questions about the
hotel, and then the media departed and we headed back up the
beach.

“That went well,” he said.

“Why do that on the beach like this?” I
asked.

“Why? Because it adds to the mystique, of
course, of Cameron Casinos. And it adds to my reputation, as
well.”

“Because you're a playboy?”

“Exactly. I'm a world renowned playboy, and
so anywhere associated with my name becomes thought of as a place
for playboys and party-goers.”

“Which is why I'm here?”

“Having a lovely, mostly naked girl on my
arm certainly adds to that.”

“I'm surprised you didn't have me naked,” I
grumbled.

“I would have but I think it would have been
counter-productive with some of them, particularly the women.
Topless is sexy. Naked to them would be gauche. Otherwise, naked
you would be.”

“I'd be arrested!” I protested.

“The laws on nudity in Florida require that
the authorities prove your nudity is for a lewd or lascivious
purpose. That would be extremely difficult if you were simply
walking on a beach.”

“But nobody here is naked!” I protested.

“No, but that's because of convention,
because people are shy or inhibited or don't want to be stared at,
don't want others to think bad things about them. You, of course,
as a sex slave, don't have any of those problems.”

I stared at him in disbelief!

“I don't!?”

“Do you?”

“Of course!”

“Well, we can't have that. Sex slaves ought
to be completely uninhibited about their bodies. Take off your
thong.”

I gaped at him.

“Wh-what!?”

“Take it off and hand it to me and we'll
continue this walk as you ought to be.”

“But... I can't walk naked!”

“Of course you can. You do it in the condo
all the time.”

“But... I mean... people will stare and...
and …. !”

I stared at him helplessly, already
flushing.

“So what? You're a beautiful young lady,
with a gorgeous body. Why should you be embarrassed at people
looking at it?”

“You're not walking naked!”

“I am a man. Nobody wants to see me
naked.”

“Women do!”

“I am also not a sex slave.”

“I'm a personal assistant!” I said
desperately.

“And also a sex slave. Take off the thong or
you'll find out just how severe the punishment is for refusing to
obey my orders,” he said, his voice going cool and his eyes
hard.

I looked around wildly, then, face flushing
even more, slipped my thumbs into the slim string of the thong and
peeled it down my legs, stepping out of it and handing it to him!
He put it into a pocket of his swimming trunks, and we walked
on.

I could hardly believe I was walking along
in a public place completely naked! Topless had been bad enough!
Even just wearing a thong in public would have been bad enough! But
I was now completely naked, and naked people were extremely rare on
the beach here! It might not be strictly illegal but nobody did
it!

So naturally enough we got a lot of looks as
we walked along, and he refused to go very fast, either!

“Aren't you afraid the media will find out
that after we left them I stripped off the thong?!” I gulped.

“Oh, I'm sure they'll find out. But they'll
think better of me for not doing it in front of them. And it will
add to my reputation.”

“God!”

I tried not to meet anyone's eyes, to look
out at the water as much as I could, but it was impossible not to
notice the looks, or the guys grabbing for their camera phones!

“People are taking pictures of me
naked!”

“Lucky them,” he said. “I have a number of
videos which are much better.”

He wouldn't even let me put on the thong
when we got to the condo! So we walked into the main lobby with the
doorman and the assistant behind the desk pretending they didn't
notice a thing as we went over to the private elevator.

“Oh, wait here a moment,” he said.

“What!?”

He left me standing there – naked! – and
then walked across the lobby to the reception desk to talk to the
man standing behind it. Do you have any idea how weird it is to be
standing naked in the middle of a big, high ceilinged lobby in the
middle of the afternoon!

I felt like crossing my arms across my chest
and cupping my naked sex! But that would have been sooo obvious
that it would have embarrassed me even more! Better to try to
brazen it out and pretend I didn't even notice the people staring
at me as they got in or out of the other elevators.

After what felt like an hour, but was
probably only a minute or so, he came back, inserted his key for
the elevator, and the doors slid open. I hurried inside gratefully,
and he came in after me, the doors finally closing!

“God!”

“You may call me Master. God is
unnecessary,” he said.

I glared at him. “You're just trying to
humiliate me!”

“On the contrary, I'm trying to strip away
your inhibitions so you no longer are embarrassed at being seen
naked. And the only real way to do that is exposure. You'll stop
being embarrassed eventually.”

“Easy for you to say! I'd like to see you
parade around naked!”

“People would think poorly of me if I
did.”

“And they don't think poorly of me!?”

“You are a beautiful young girl. You're
already, in our culture, a creature of sex and sexuality who
provokes and incites lust by exposing parts of her body. Men don't
do such things. And if you don't modify your tone I'll think up
something much worse for you than a nice walk along a sunny
beach.”

We got back to the penthouse, and Michael
took me away, washed off the suntan lotion, then he replaced the
choker with the Aztec collar and put on the furry sock and arm
things, along with the cat ears. Then he led me, crawling, back to
the dining room and had me sit on my heels waiting for Cameron.

He arrived, casually clad, and sat down, and
Michael brought in dinner. Just as he had the other day, he fed me
by hand, occasionally tossing bits of food on the floor for me to
lick up. After dinner he went into the great room to watch TV, and
had me crawl up across his lap.

He spent an hour or so almost idly teasing,
taunting, caressing and fingering me to the point of breathless
sexual heat without ever letting me reach orgasm. Then he put me on
my knees on the floor in front of him so I could give him a blow
job.

He wanted a long, drawn out blow job, and
removed his pants for it as I licked my way up and down his thighs,
then began to suck his balls before licking and mouthing his cock.
I spent about half an hour sucking and licking him, simmering with
heat myself the whole time!

After he had come in my throat he fingered
me to the edge of orgasm once again, then attached the leash to my
collar and led me up the hall and into that same room where he'd
had me put on the frame thing before.

There was a new addition to the room. It was
a cage. A big dog cage! It had a low door that I had to lower my
front end onto my elbows and forearms to slither through, and a
padded floor. My hips barely fit through the doorway, and then he
closed and locked it behind him.

“Have a nice night, slave girl,” he
said.

And then he turned out the lights and
left!

I stared at him in disbelief, then stared
around at the cage in disbelief! I was in a cage like an animal!
Was he crazy!? Was this a punishment for my being snotty on the
beach?

Of course, those questions were secondary. I
was extremely aroused. He'd seen to that! And finding myself locked
in a cage like an animal had appealed to the dark, breathless sense
of heat which he had been rousing in me since I'd known him!

The lights had gone out but the big glass
windows let in lots of moonlight, especially since it was a full
moon. I could see that in addition to the bars there were a couple
of very phallic objects in the cage with me. One of them hung
pointed downward along the bars on one side of the cage attached to
a water bottle.

On the other end of the cage, a thicker one
simply jutted into the cage, attached to the bars. I gaped at it,
my heart thumping, and felt another rush of outraged heat. Did he
expect me to use it!? But what else was I to do given I had no
hands to use!?

And at least the lights were out!

I was not surprised to find the thing was at
just the right height so that if I turned my bottom to it I could
back slowly up on all fours and then press my overheated sex
against the round nose. It was silicone, and I moaned as I ground
myself against it, then pushed back harder.

It was thick, and I felt the soft, slick
opening to my body slowly forced wider and water, my breathing
becoming more ragged as I forced myself back against it. I
shuddered as it slipped into me, feeling deliciously stretched out
as the heat swirled within my mind and body!

I pushed back harder, groaning as it slid
deeper into my thrumming body, and forced my feet and lower legs
back through the bars so I could impale myself even further on it!
The heat roared within me as I sobbed with pleasure, gulping in air
and groaning at how thickly I was stretched!

Yes, it ached, especially after what that
horrible woman had done to me the other day! I was still sore from
that, but the aching didn't matter! In fact, the aching just added
to the heat churning up my mind! I began to slide myself in and
back, fucking myself on the thick silicone cock as the sexual
pressure grew ever more intense!

The sexual fever which had come to fill my
body so many times over the past week grew again, and drowned me in
dark, liquid fire! In a sense, I was an animal, caring and thinking
about nothing but satisfying my own raw, carnal instincts!

I forced myself back deeper and deeper, and
the first orgasm took me with an explosive release of energy as I
cried out again and again, riding the dildo as fast and hard as I
could, sobbing for breath as the power of the orgasm tore apart my
mind!

It was only the first, however! For another
thing Cameron had taught me was that a climax does not always mean
the end. My body was still crackling with sexual energy and tension
and I never even thought of stopping, gasping and whimpering and
crying out as I drove myself back against it, forcing my legs even
further through the bars, crying out as I was able to get the whole
thing into me and my buttocks pressed hard against the backward
behind it!

I rode it to another massive orgasm, then
another, then several more, until I was breathless, exhausted and
finally drained, then I slowly drew my aching pussy back along the
long, thick length of it and collapsed forward onto the padded
floor of the cage!

And that was where I spent the night,
sleeping in a cage, like an animal!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


The next morning, Michael let me out, and,
holding the leash, which was attached to my collar, walked me up
the hall to Cameron's room, then opened the door and sent me
inside. I crawled across the floor as he closed the door behind me,
and then up into Cameron's bed.

He grumbled and opened his eyes, and then
pulled the sheets aside as I bent to lick and suck at his cock. He
slept nude, which certainly made things easier, and was almost
instantly hard as I bobbed up and down on the length of him.

He reached down and buried his fist in my
hair, then dragged me up the length of his body, my breasts sliding
along his abdomen and chest until I was laying atop him, my heart
pounding. I felt his hard erection pressed between his abdomen and
mine as he looked into my eyes, then kissed me hard!

I felt his hands on my buttocks, squeezing
and caressing them, then they slid under to grip my thighs, raising
my hips up. I panted, lifting myself up, and he gripped his cock
and pressed the nose against my entrance.

I sank back down slowly, groaning in sensual
heat as I felt his hard, slick, warm cock pushing up into my body!
Then I began to grind myself against him before pushing myself up
on my furry hands. His hands rose up my belly to cup and squeeze my
breasts as I started to ride him.

He'd never let me be on top before, so this
was a new experience. But I liked it! He was so deep inside me in
that position! On the other hand, I suppose it was just because he
was feeling lazy, having just wakened up, and was letting me do all
the work.

I didn't care. I wasn't thinking about
anything like that then, just about the heat swirling inside me as
I leaned in and then sank back, leaned in and sank back, moaning in
pleasure and rising excitement at the feel of him inside me!

He let one hand slide down my body and his
fingers started to stroke my clitoris as I rode him, and my gasps
and moans became cries of pleasure as I rode harder, heedless of
the ache inside me now as I fucked him with ever-growing passion
and heat!

I was fixated on the feel of his cock inside
me, on the way it moved in and out, on the deep, wonderful
stretching sensation each time I sank down fully atop it! Him
squeezing my breasts and rubbing my clitoris simply added to the
wild rush of sensory pleasure that riding him was already
building!

It took me very little time to explode into
climax, arching my back and sobbing in pleasure as I rode him for
all I was worth, glorying in the starbursts of pleasure sweeping
through me!

My orgasm, and spasming pussy, brought him,
as well, and he then put on sweat pants and a t-shirt and walked me
on the leash back to the kitchen where Michael had his breakfast
ready. He fed me there at the table as he had before, and then
Michael took me off for my morning hair washing, enema and
shower.

This was a fairly normal start to my day
there, and it continued as Dana came to supervise my exercise
again, this time with a little more pole dancing introduced. This
time Michael left me in the chiffon thing, which meant I was
basically naked, but Dana didn't comment on it any more than she
had when she'd first seen me wearing a ball gag.

She removed the chiffon skirt thing, though,
because it was impossible to tightly grip the pole with chiffon
pressing against it. That left me completely naked in front of her
but while that made me a bit self-conscious it did make it easier
to pole dance. And, well, to do the sort of stripper dances she was
showing me.

She also put in a different DVD and in
addition to my regular exercise, taught me a certain style of
dancing, dancing which, she said, might accompany my pole dancing
exercises at times. And that was, basically, a very sensual kind of
dancing, very much the type you might see in a strip club.

It involved a lot of grinding and rolling of
my hips and pelvis, a lot of back arching and bottom waving, a lot
of seductive looks as I swung around the pole and slid my fingers
through my hair. Sometimes it was fast, sometimes slow, but it was
constant movement which certainly used a lot of energy!

She even had me give her lap dances, though
she seemed as little into my body as Michael, guiding me on how
hard or soft or fast or slow to move, and other things to do which
made me wonder if she'd ever actually been a stripper before she
became a physical trainer.

But I didn't mind. I mean, I figured I would
probably be doing this for Cameron, which was why he'd asked her to
show me, same as the pole dancing. Besides, it was more interesting
than just doing the weight things machines, or the yoga.

Until Michael arrived.

“Your assistant, Ms. Foster,” he said.

And then he showed this big guy into the
room! He was like, I don't know, his early twenties, blonde with
wide shoulders, a slim waist, and a wearing a dark suit. He grinned
at Dana and then eyed me with interest.

“You said to wear a suit, Dana,” he
said.

“Yes, a suit is best for this particular
exercise,” Dana said. “Sit.”

She had him sit in a straight backed chair
while I stood there feeling a rising rush of energy, uncertainty
and a certain measure of excitement. He was pretty hot, after all,
and I was wearing next to nothing!

“I had Peter come as a practice dummy,” Dana
said. “He's kind of a dummy anyway so I thought he'd be
perfect.”

“Ha, ha,” Peter said.

“I... you mean... you want me to – !”

“Yes, of course. He's perfect. Go ahead.
I'll start the music again.”

She did and raised her eyebrows at me. I
gulped and then began to dance in front of the guy. It felt really
awkward and self-conscious. I mean, he was a complete stranger! And
yes, I know a lot of people had been seeing me naked lately, but
this was like, well, I was dancing for him! And I wasn't nearly as
confident of my dancing as I was about my tits!

I swung around the pole a few times, feeling
it pressing firmly in against my sex between my thighs, and between
my breasts, both of which were pulsing with sudden heat. I turned,
putting the pole between my buttocks, and reached up behind me to
grip the pole with my hands as I arched my back, grinding myself up
and down against it suggestively.

I don't know if that was turning him on but
it was turning me on!

I mean, I was basically naked and acting
like a stripper! With this super hot looking guy only a few years
older than I was! I danced forward at Dana's wave, sliding my hands
up my body, feeling how hard my nipples were as my hands slid over
them and then up into my hair. I moved forward to straddle him,
standing there, rolling and grinding my hips, then slid in closer,
reaching out to grip the back of his chair.

I lowered myself onto his legs, then slid
forward into his lap, gulping as I pushed my upper body back a
little to keep my breasts from rubbing against his face! And then
his big hands came up onto my back and pulled me forward so that he
could mouth my right breast, sucking hungrily.

“No, no. The customer doesn't get to touch,
Peter,” she said.

“Sorry,” he said, dropping his hands.

I gulped, heart thumping, and resumed my
dancing, sliding up and off, turning around, then bending over and
rolling my hips in time to the music. I sat back on his lap,
grinding myself against him, feeling his erection inside his
trousers as I mashed my buttocks against it!

“Okay, get up and turn again,” Dana said in
her casual voice.

I obeyed, pulse racing, then sat down again,
sliding my buttocks up and down his thighs.

“Bring your chest forward so that your
breasts arch upward, sliding just in front of his face,” she
said.

I leaned in and then let my back arch, the
warm flesh tightening across my throbbing breasts as I rolled my
body upward so that my nipples almost graced his face.

“Again, but more smoothly, gracefully,” she
said.

I did it again, and this time he opened his
mouth and stuck his tongue out so that my left nipple slid right
across it! I felt a hot sizzling rush of energy into my nipple and
breast as I arched up and away, but Dana didn't say anything except
“Again. Try to move more smoothly.”

I did it again, and again he licked at my
breast as it slid past him.

“Okay, now, bring your hands off the chair
and put them on his thighs, letting your arms squeeze the sides of
your breasts so that they're pushed together. Now angle your body
forward and arch up so that your breasts rub firmly across his
face.

I felt a jolt in my belly at those words! I
thought the dancers didn't get touched by the clients! But I did
it, and he rubbed his face from side to side against my breasts as
they slid up across him!

“Now slide back down, rubbing your breasts
against his face and then his chest as you push your bottom out and
slide off his lap and onto your feet. Let your hands slide down his
legs and push them apart so that his legs are spread.”

I felt my pulse rate go up as I obeyed. Was
this what dancers did?!

“Now lean forward, sliding your hands back
up his thighs, curving them to the insides, and over his
erection.”

I sucked in a breath, but did as she told
me, feeling his hard, thick cock inside his pants.

“Bend over more. Now let your hands go to
his belt and undo it, then undo his trousers and unzip them. Now
pull out his cock.”

I felt a growing sense of shock at her
words, but by then I was used to doing as I was told, and I was
also feeling very hot! When my hands felt his thick cock I pulled
it out into the light as she nodded down at me.

“Now bend over all the way and lick up and
down the length, then slide your mouth down onto his balls,” she
said.

This was exercise class!?

She slapped my bottom and I gasped.

“Spread your legs wide,” she ordered.

I obeyed, which lowered me a little, but
also reminded me she was right behind me and what kind of view she
was getting!

Still, the arousal was deepening inside me,
and a sense of uninhibited sexual abandon was taking hold. I
mouthed and sucked his balls as my hands pumped along his cock,
then my lips and tongue slid up and down its length before, at
Dana's instruction, I took him into my mouth and began to bob up
and down.

It was a good thing I was in shape, because
I was standing up while he was sitting down, and even though
spreading my legs apart lowered my torso I was still bent way over.
On the other hand, I was bent over so much that my head was tilted
back as I mouthed him and that made it easier to take him into my
throat.

That I was doing this to a complete stranger
– and doing it at the orders of Dana, who had never previously been
involved in anything sexual with me, made it all the more wildly
outrageous. And that, of course, meant my insides were thrumming
with heat as the thrill of excitement spilled through my veins.

In fact, Dana had never even given me orders
before, nor had anyone actually told me I had to do what she said.
I just sort of assumed it.

“Now climb into his lap again, straddle him,
and take his cock and rub it against your belly,” she ordered in
that same calm voice.

It was like she was giving me any other kind
of instructions, as if it had nothing to do with sex!

I did as she told me, though, taking his
stiff cock and rubbing it against my abdomen as I continued to sort
of grind my hips and roll my head and shoulders in time to the
music.

“Now get up and turn and sit down again,
grinding your buttocks against his cock.”

I did that too, of course, my insides
filling with sexual tension as I rolled my buttocks up and down
against the slick erection. And of course, sometimes it wasn't my
butt but my pussy sliding across it!

“Now take him in your hands and pull him up
between your thighs,” she said. “Slide up and down and back and
forth holding the head in your fingers while you grind the shaft
between your thighs and against your sex.”

Feeling the hard, slick, warm shaft sliding
up and down against my sex and against my clitoris only made me
more aroused, off course. I could feel the pulsing hunger in him as
I rubbed him against me, too.

“Your other assistant is here, Ms. Foster,”
Michael said from the doorway.

I felt another shock roll through me as
Michael brought another guy to the gym.

“Thank you, Michael,” Dana said. “Patrick,
take off your pants, would you, dear?”

Patrick was a Black guy, tall and thin, and
he eagerly unzipped and pulled his pants down and then off. His
cock was already sticking out straight and hard as he stepped
forward.

“Take him between your breasts,” Dana said.
“Use your arms to squeeze them together around him and use your
hands or uh, paws… yes, that's it.”

I hadn't even considered refusing! I was
filled with dark, sexual passion, moaning as I ground myself
against a hard cock between my thighs and against my pussy. Now I
had another one being pushed in between my breasts, sliding up and
down as I moved.

“Take him into your mouth to get him nice
and slippery,” she said.

I did, moaning, bobbing and sucking, sliding
further and further down it until, leaning forward, and with my
head cocked back, I took him all the way down my throat.

“Don't stop grinding yourself against
Peter's cock,” she said.

As if I would! I was riding my own slick
pussy back and forth along the shaft, which was also, of course,
rubbing against my swollen, overheated clitoris! Meanwhile my hard
nipples were sparkling like live electrical wires as slid up and
off Patrick's cock, then let him slide it up between my
breasts.

Now I had my head bent forward, not back, so
that as he thrust up between my breasts the head popped into my
mouth and I could suck and lick it before it slid back down
again.

Peter's cock abruptly exploded between my
thighs, shooting come against them and up along my belly. He began
to deflate and Dana had me get up and let him off, rub his come off
with a towel, and then give Patrick a lap dance.

Peter, meanwhile, stood before me as I
licked and sucked his balls and rubbed my face over his cock while
I ground myself against Patrick's cock.

I was feeling intensely sexual, my heart
racing and my body filled with heat and pressure. I was actually
close to orgasm just from rubbing myself against Peter's cock, and
now Patrick's, and then, I did come, arching up and back, gasping
and crying out, writhing and grinding myself against Peter's cock
as the orgasm filled me with a wild tidal wave of pleasure!

That excited Peter, well, excited him
further, and when I bent forward again to suck him he was already
getting hard. I continued to grind myself against Patrick until he
came, and then, just as before, I got up, wiped myself off, and sat
down on Peter again, this time turning to face him, rubbing him
against my abdomen as Patrick stood to the side and I licked and
sucked and fingered his cock and balls.

The most tiring thing, aside from the
continual crackling of sexual tension and heat, was moving my body,
non-stop, rolling my buttocks and pussy up and down and sideways
against whoever was beneath me, but the sexual electricity was its
own energy, and I sure wasn't going to stop!

Not even when I came the second time, with
Peter's cock rubbing against my clitoris! Nor the third time as I
ground my sopping wet pussy back and forth along Patrick's cock
shaft again!

And then after Peter had come three times he
left, and another 'assistant' showed up! His name was Kyle, and I
did the same routine with him as I sucked his cock while grinding
myself against Patrick, at least until Patrick came. Then Patrick
left and another assistant showed up!

I had both of them coming three times while
I came twice more, before Dana sent them away. I practically
collapsed, my thighs, in particular, aching fiercely!

And no, none of them fucked me!

Then when all the men had gone Dana took off
her leotard and had me kneel and then she had me exercise my tongue
– on her!

“We want your tongue and jaw muscles to be
nice and strong,” she said. “And you need to do tongue exercises to
stretch it so it can push out farther and stronger.”

She didn't tie me up but made me keep my
arms limp at my sides as she stood before me. I didn't hesitate to
lick her as that horrible Harrison woman had directed, with some
alterations at Dana's instructions. When she had come she got
dressed and left, and Michael quickly came for me.

He brought me to the shower to wash me
again, and I moaned and squirmed as his soapy fingers stroked over
my breasts and pussy, because I was still incredibly aroused, and
had really, really missed being penetrated!

“Don't you ever get turned on when you do
this?” I asked him, my eyes hungry.

“I am a man who values self-control,” he
said calmly, his fingers rubbing against my pussy.

“But you can fuck me if you want to, can't
you? I mean, did Master say you couldn't?”

“I have not asked him,” he said. “I'm sure
if he wants me to do something he'll tell me to do it. I don't ask
him to do things he has not assigned me to do.”

I moaned and squirmed, grinding my pussy
against his fingers. He didn't rub harder, though, but pulled them
away and then rinsed me off. When he dried my hair he put me back
in the cat outfit, the one with the long furry boots and arms –
with thumbless mittens.

The problem with the things were they were
so soft and plush that trying to rub myself with my hands was
pointless. I could bring myself off, but it wouldn't be the kind of
intense orgasm I was growing used to. Besides, I wanted to be
penetrated!

“Don't you want to fuck me, Michael?” I
asked, looking up at him.

He gave me a stern look and then brought the
small crop which he now kept hanging on his belt down against my
bottom.

“Sir,” he said.

I winced at the sharp line of pain, but was
used to it.

“Is master home?”

“Not as yet.”

I sighed. I was really aroused!

Of course that pulsing heat in my head was
keeping me from really contemplating what I'd just done, that I'd
not only been naked with three more strangers, two of them men, but
used my body to masturbate two of them repeatedly and then
performed oral sex on the other one – a woman!

How incredibly casual I was becoming about
sex and nudity!

And about accepting the bizarre costumes
that Michael and Cameron made me wear! He'd flicked up the little
clips in the back of the boots, which meant they would not unbend
enough for me to stand up. Then he put a new butt-plug into my ass.
This one had a tail attached to it instead of just a little flat
coin on the outside!

God, this was bizarre and perverted!

Which, of course, made my chest tight and my
stomach fluttery.

He made my lunch, which I ate on the floor
in the kitchen, bent over, resting on my forearms, my bottom high
and legs wide, my breasts pressed against the floor as I licked
pieces of food up from the bowl on the floor and lapped at the milk
from the other bowl.

And then I wandered through the apartment
and out onto the terrace – crawling, and feeling quite breathless
about it. It was as if a throbbing aura of deliciously sensual
sexual energy was rippling continuously around my body.

I I crawled to the room with the cage, but
the door was closed and I couldn't open it without hands. The same
went for Cameron's play room, which was always locked anyway. I was
able to I was looking for something to grind myself against,
something soft that would produce the right tight of friction
against my pussy.

Something I could actually slide into my
pussy would be even better, of course, and I kept my eyes open for
plastic bottles or tubes, but couldn't get at any of them. Then,
when Michael went out onto the terrace to rearrange some of the
furniture on one of the decks I crawled into the kitchen and looked
around.

I was able to get the refrigerator door open
and then pulled open one of the lower drawers. Inside were
cucumbers, and I got one (not easily) between my teeth, pulling it
up out of the drawer and dropping it on the floor.

I pushed the drawer closed, let the
refrigerator close, then picked up the cucumber in my teeth and
half dragged, half carried it out of the kitchen, across the dining
room, and then started down the hall with it.

And then Michael came after me, gave me
several smacks from the crop on my bottom, and took it back to the
kitchen! Shit!

A few minutes later he came back for me and
led me into the cage room! It wasn't, unfortunately, to put me into
the cage, which had that long, thick dildo on its bar. Instead he
undid the clips on the backs of the boots and let me stand up.

There was a pole sticking up from the floor,
thigh high, with bars protruding out to either side a few inches
off the floor. The top was flat and open, a ring which things could
be pushed into to hold in place. Michael made me stand over it with
my legs wide, then chained them to the ends of the lower bars.

He locked my wrist restraints together
behind my back, and then attached what looked like a big stainless
steel dildo to the top of the post in front of me! But the dildo
wasn't under me, but in front of me! And with my ankles locked to
the two lower bars I couldn't rise up at all.

He left me like that, and though I could rub
the very top of my pussy – sort of – against the dildo, it was made
of stainless steel! It had almost no friction, and even less once
it was slick with my juices!All it proved to be was a tantalizing
tease, the size and shape of which aroused me, making me
desperately want it inside!

And then it began to buzz, to vibrate! I
shuddered, arching back, pressing my sex against it hard!

And it stopped.

I moaned, waiting for it to resume. It had
only buzzed for perhaps five seconds! It was several minutes later
before it started again, though, vibrating against me for perhaps
ten seconds before it stopped again!

I had just started to grind myself against
it when it halted, leaving me moaning in frustration!

I could see and feel how deliciously thick
it was, and it was pressed right up against my abdomen, letting me
imagine how deep inside my body it would go if it were placed
properly beneath me! Of course, it was still stainless steel, and
would have very little tactile pleasure moving in and out of me,
but I was a slut for penetration so it still made me almost drool
at the thought.

I was so wet that the thing was soon
glistening where my pussy could touch it. And, of course, my sex
was glistening, too. I kept pressing myself against it
instinctively, even though I knew I wouldn't be able to create
enough sensation to make myself come, swaying in the heat gripping
my mind and body.

The bar got so wet that small drops of my
own juice trickled slowly down its length as I continued to press
myself against it!
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I was kind of frazzled by the time Michael
came for me, and super frustrated! I had never been aroused for so
long before! I wasn't even sure why I was so aroused now, except
for the carryover from my 'lap dance' lessons, which were
astonishing when I actually thought about them.

I mean, I had sucked and rubbed my naked
body parts all over complete strangers, again and again, to make
them come. Why?! Because Dana had said to and I hadn't even
questioned it! Then I had performed oral sex on her, even though I
didn't like doing oral sex on women, and hadn't questioned that
either.

Because in some weird way I was finding the
whole notion of myself as some sort of sexual animal or sex slave
to be an incredible thrill ride of uninhibited sexual hedonism and
pleasure! I was amazed at how quickly my attitudes had adjusted to
what was, in effect, the new norm.

It was like, since these were the rules here
then I was okay with then, whatever they were. Since nobody thought
I should be a 'good girl' or be at all modest about my body I was
okay with that. And since I was sort of not allowed to say no I
never thought to even try.

Michael had me crawling down the hall to the
foyer, then had me sit back on my heels, knees spread very wide,
and my fingerless hands behind my neck with my back arched.

“Stay,” he said, pointing as if I was a dog.
“Do not move a muscle.”

And then he left me like that, staring at
the front door, presumably because Cameron was expected back
soon.

My back started to ache, though, after a few
minutes, and I relaxed my posture. But no sooner had I done so then
Michael appeared. I stiffened at once, but that didn't seem to
matter. Without any change in his expression he leaned over, crop
in a hand, and slapped the tip of it, the part with the flat
leather slapper, against my breasts a half dozen times.

Then he straightened.

“Don't move a muscle,” he said, before
leaving.

God!

I held myself in position, back arched, head
back, breasts throbbing – and now stinging a bit – and thighs
straining wide, as more minutes passed. Then, well, naturally my
posture began to relax a bit. He appeared again, and I jerked my
shoulders back, only to have him take direct aim at my nipples this
time! He slapped each nipple six times with short, sharp, rapid
little blows that stung!

Then he straightened and frowned at me.

“Don't move at all.”

Then he left again.

There must be a camera in the room, I
thought, rolling my eyes a little to see if I could spot it – and
worrying that even moving my eyes might get me punished!

I had an itch on my nose and I didn't dare
scratch it!

When he came back I gasped, but he went to
the door instead, then examined me for a moment before opening
it.

“Ah, Michael,” Cameron said, coming
through.

He wasn't alone. There were two men with
him. One was Kevin, the other an older, balding man. I flushed and
felt self-conscious as they both stared at me, but I was really
getting used to being stared at naked.

“Drinks, sir?”

“Yes, in the great room, please.”

“Of course, sir.”

He ruffled my head as he passed, then
snapped his fingers down at his thigh, turning to glance at me
briefly. I gulped and fell forward onto my hands and knees, and
then, with the other two men sort of gaping at me, I crawled along
beside him.

The new guy said something like “Jesus H
Christ” while Kevin just sniggered.

I crawled into the great room and when
Cameron sat I sat on my heels next to his chair.

“She gives a whole new meaning to the term
'a piece of tail',” Kevin said, sitting across from him.

“And this is what you have in mind for the
new Pacific casino?!” the older man asked in amazement.

“No, Lawrence, of course not. I have in mind
a first class hotel and casino there, which will cater to the Asian
market. Of course, such places tend to attract high priced …
ladies, but that's not of any particular interest to me.”

“Ladies don't crawl on all fours,” Lawrence
said.

“Some ladies cater to whatever interest a
client has for the right fee,” he replied.

“Not unlike other businesses,” Kevin
said.

“It's certainly not our business what games
the customers want to play in their rooms so long as it doesn't
bother other customers,” Cameron said. “So long as they play their
gambling games with us, of course.”

Michael brought a tray of drinks and handed
them out. He also brought a small bowl of something which he handed
to Cameron. Cameron smiled, looked at me, and then tossed something
onto the floor. I stared at it, then at him, feeling my face flush
as I realized what he probably wanted.

Well, I'd done worse, like with the dildos
he'd tossed the other day. I fell forward onto hands and knees,
crawled forward, lowered my face and then licked a piece of
chocolate off the floor.

“God above!” Lawrence said, shaking his head
in amazement.

“Wouldn't you like to buy one of these at
the pet shop, Lawrence?” Cameron asked.

I started back but Cameron already had
another piece in his hand and was making ready to toss it.

“Catch it in your mouth, girl,” he said.

I opened my mouth, and then rose on my
knees. He tossed it lightly and I caught it in my open mouth. It
was another little chocolate drop, and I ate it quickly. He tossed
another and that bounced off my cheek and onto the floor. I dropped
low and licked it up.

“How is the uhm, tail staying in position?”
Lawrence asked.

“Are you kidding?” Kevin asked with a
laugh.

“I guess I'm an innocent about these
things,” the man replied.

“Let's just say a nice big butt-plug makes
anal sex much easier if one is so minded.” Kevin said with a
grin.

Lawrence shook his head, but I could see
that he had a huge erection he was trying to conceal.

“Humans have certain needs and desires,
Lawrence,” Cameron said, tossing me another chocolate drop. I
lunged at it but missed and licked it off the floor.

“What a hotel casino satisfies is food,
shelter, liquid refreshment, and well, entertainment. Can you think
of another human need which is common and which people will pay
enormous amounts of money for?”

He tossed another piece and I caught it in
my open mouth.

I was really getting into this, acting like
dog or a cat or something! It was making me flush with additional
heat because it was so kinky and wild and outrageous!

Someone turned on music, suddenly. It was a
familiar song because it was one of the songs Dana had played that
morning in my 'exercise'!

“I think that Lawrence would like to get a
closer appreciation of your dancing skills, girl,” he said, nodding
his head.

I gulped and turned, flushing a bit more
because, like I said, he was another stranger. And he wasn't like,
a guy, like the ones Dana had brought. He was a dignified looking
older man in a suit. Still, there was no denying the hunger in his
face as I crawled towards him and then rubbed my cheek against his
legs.

I slid up across his lap, and he just stared
at me, not even touching me with his hands, though his face got
much more flushed than mine! I slid my breasts over his lap and arm
and then I was laying across him, belly down, though not for long
as I was rolling my hips and grinding against him, rolling over and
arching my back, then sliding off the other side of him and onto
the floor.

I stood up, then, in the furry booties and
started to roll my hips and smile seductively. I was soon
straddling him, sliding my naked body up and down his legs, then
pressing my bare breasts against his chest and rubbing them from
side to side.

I could feel his erection under me as I
ground myself against him, and then I realized that Cameron and
Kevin were getting up and going out onto the terrace. Since Cameron
hadn't said anything to me I guessed I was to continue, so I
did.

The man's hands landed tentatively on my
thighs, and his face was a mask of... wild, amazed excitement. I
slid my tongue along my lower lip and let my nipples rub up along
his cheek. This was turning me on again even though I wouldn't
normally want to have anything to do with him.

The thing was I was really aroused already,
and the fact that he was ogling me, totally erect and totally
aroused just from looking at me reinforced how hot I was in my own
mind. It gave me a sense of purpose and power and self-worth as his
hands slowly slid up my sides, rubbing me lightly, as if testing my
response.

I didn't do anything, of course, even when
his hands rose to fondle my breasts, squeezing and kneading them
excitedly. In fact, I let my hands slide up and down his chest,
then down between his legs, where I rubbed at his cock through his
trousers!

He moaned, and I felt this sense of...
power, and even more excitement. I undid his belt and opened his
zipper and pulled out his cock, then rubbed it back and forth
across my abdomen.

“God, you're beautiful!” he moaned. “I've
never felt skin so soft!”

His fingers were repeatedly kneading my
breasts as I rolled my head and let my hair slide across his
face.

I was getting super hot, and now I was
anxious and confused about what I was supposed to do! This morning
I had not fucked anyone, only used my body to make them come! Was I
supposed to do that again!? Because I wanted a cock inside me soooo
bad!

And I finally decided that I didn't care if
they punished me for it! I needed a cock inside my overheated
pussy! I rose up, panting, rubbing him against my sex, then slid
the head inside me and sank down! We both groaned in pleasure, and
I started to ride up and down fast and hard, gasping for breath,
squeaking and yelping each time I sank down!

Fortunately, it didn't take me long to come,
because it certainly didn't take him long either! The orgasm
flashed through me like an explosion, and only my breathlessness
kept me from screaming! As it was I was crying out repeatedly as I
bounced atop him, and he was squeezing my breasts for all he was
worth as he sucked hard on my nipple!

When we were both done I slid back down onto
the floor, and crawled out onto the terrace to find Kevin and
Cameron sitting at Cameron's usual space.

“Well, slave girl. Did you entertain my
visitor?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” I said.

“And did that entertainment involve the
insertion of his cock into your body?”

I hesitated. “Yes, master.”

“I see. Did you think that was what I wanted
you to do?”

“I didn't know, master.”

He stared at me. “I think you probably did
know that you ought to only do what you did this morning with Dana,
which was to make him come without actual sex.”

“I gave blow jobs to men this morning,” I
protested weakly.

“A blow job is not the same as sex.”

“I'll say. We charge a hell of a lot more
for sex,” Kevin said with a grin.

Lawrence came out, then.

“Let's discuss the financing,” he said.

Cameron smiled. Then Michael showed up and
they ordered more drinks. Cameron also said something softly to
him, and Michael nodded, then grabbed my leash and led me away –
crawling, of course. We went through the house to the punishment
room, but he didn't put me on any of the frames.

Instead he put a ball gag into my mouth,
then put these very thickly padded leather restraints around my
wrists. He then raised them above my head, together, until the tips
of my toes were ever so lightly brushing the floor below before
leaving!

I moaned as I hung there, wrists and arms
aching, but my insides thrumming with a growing heat once again.
Being punished was now associated in my mind with dark, animal
pleasure too, you see!

I hung there for a while, though, my arms
and shoulders aching more and more. It was surprisingly exhausting,
too, just hanging there! And I began to feel this strangely
masochistic sense of being a victim, but a sexual victim, you know
as in 'poor me' kind of thing. But it was so heavily tinged with
sexuality and heat that it just turned me on even more.

I was starting to drool around the ball gag,
too, which I hated, but my chin was on my chest, and I was having a
hard time focusing on such things.

Cameron finally showed up, and I moaned,
raising my head and turning to try and see him. But I was
essentially suspended from my wrists by a single chain so turning
my body around wasn't easy.

“I want you to learn how to use your body to
please men, but not the same way you please me, slave girl, not
unless I explicitly tell you to,” he said, kneading my buttocks as
I hung there.

Even hanging with my toes barely touching
the floor he was still taller than me, and I shuddered as his
fingers moved over my body, caressing my breasts and fingering my
clitoris.

He moved away, and returned with a large
dildo, standing in front of me. He rubbed it up and down against my
sex.

“Spread your legs wide, slave girl.”

I did, though it was surprisingly hard to
spread my legs while hanging! They must weigh more than I'd
thought! I moaned as he slowly pushed the thick dildo up inside me,
and moaned again as I let my thighs close tightly against the base,
with the rest deep inside me!

He went to the side and returned with a
whip. This was a real whip! I mean, it was like the ones lion
tamers used, with a very long handle and then a long, single length
of leather! It wasn't a very thick length of leather, though, I
noted anxiously.

He swung the handle idly from side to side
as he moved around me, then swung it up and out. The length of the
handle exaggerated the force of the thin leather whip and it swung
quickly up and forward and then struck the center of my back!

It stung, but that was just the light sting,
because the length of it allowed the rest of the long thin length
of leather to curve around my side and around my belly, then curve
around my other side so that the top foot or so snapped down on my
back. And that stung more!

I yelped into the gag, my body jerking
sharply, which just made me sway on the end of the chain!

“You must learn to obey, not merely my
expressed word, but what you know I want,” he said.

The whip cut across my upper back, and this
time curved around my ribs to snap at my breasts! I yelped again,
harder, my body jerking more violently at the sudden stinging line
of fire that crossed my taut breasts!

The next blow snapped down across my bottom,
harder than before, and my hips jerked forward so that I swung to
and fro!

The blows continued, sometimes smacking
across my back or bottom, and sometimes completely encircling my
body. He could do that, and then yank on the whip to free it and
that would spin me like a top so that I got dizzy!

Blow after blow landed across my breasts,
until they were red and burning, and until my stomach, too, was
criss-crossed with red lines.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he
growled.

Trembling, whimpering, panting, I forced my
legs out to either side, and he swung the whip again, this time
making it curl across my hip and then down between my legs to snap
stingingly against my sex!

I screamed and my legs jerked tight as my
body bounced and twisted!

“Spread your legs, slave girl!” he ordered
in a firm voice.

Whimpering more, I forced my heavy thighs
apart, my legs going out far to the sides as I hung there.

He swung the whip and it again curled over
my hip, the other one, this time, slicing down across my sex to
leave a stinging line of fire!

I screamed again, my legs snapping closed
and my body swinging and jerking.

He reached out and steadied me with one
hand.

“Spread your legs, slave girl!” he said
remorselessly.

I shuddered, and slowly raised my heavy legs
up and out to either side, and the whip sliced in again, snapping
in hard against my sex!

But then he cursed and threw down the whip
and was pressed against me. He yanked the tail out of my bottom,
and his raging cock thrust up hard and deep, making me scream
again! Then his big hands clamped as hard as steel on my thighs,
spreading them a little and pulling them backwards as he started to
thrust!

His big cock rammed into me without
restraint in a savage, passionate attack as my body shuddered to
the hard, repeatedly blows of his hips against my buttocks! It was
uncharacteristically passionate of him, like he'd lost control, and
I shook wildly with the hard, hungry thrusts as he jerked in hard
against my thighs to meet every eager stroke.

His arms curled around me, his right hand
filled with my left breast, and his left with my right breast, his
fingers kneading them hungrily as he ground his hips against my
buttocks, and shortened his strokes. Of course, now that they were
shorter they came faster, and my body trembled continuously as his
big cock pistoned up and down inside me!

I felt his hot breath on the side of my
throat, then his teeth bit into the nape of my neck as he licked
and sucked and chewed on my flesh while his hips pummeled me!

It hurt at first, but as he held me so
tightly, and his cock drove up into me the dark, nasty heat began
to spread through my body again until I was coming like the whore
he'd so easily made me into. Or maybe I was already a whore and
he'd just given me the opportunity to let it free.

*

The next day we left for Macao. I wore a
tiny black dress onto the private plane, but once the doors closed
I was back to being naked, wearing the fluffy, furry leggings and
arm things. I spent the flight on all fours, or curled up on the
floor, or in the bed in back having sex with Cameron.

I put on the dress again as we landed, and
then got to see China! It was an amazing place! And it was the
first time in my life I had ever been the minority. I mean, it's
not like there weren't other white people there, but the place was
obviously overwhelmingly Asian.

I accompanied Cameron to a number of
parties, well, gatherings anyway, where drinks were served and
introductions made. I also got to see his hotel and casino, of
course. I only got naked back in his suite, and even then only with
him and with this Chinese girl.

He wanted to see me together with a woman,
so that was what we did, and it wasn't bad, though mostly free of
any sort of bondage. That was sort of refreshing, in a way. She and
I slid together kissing and caressing each other as he sat beside
the bed watching. He only entered the party when she was on her
belly, with her bottom raised, licking me to orgasm.

Then he fucked her from behind, before we
changed places and I licked her while he fucked me from behind.

From there we flew to India. Once again, I
wore a tiny little dress until getting naked on the plane. In
India, though, I had to wear a much more conservative outfit when
we got off. But he showed me off with the furry leggings and arm
things, collar and ears, in his hotel suite before a couple of
Indian men.

I gave them each lap dances and blow jobs.
It sure didn't take long to make them come!

From there it was on to Monaco and another
of his casinos.

I didn't often have any sort of 'personal
assistant' stuff to do, unless you consider sex to be assistance
(it was certainly personal). But he showed me off whenever he felt
it would be useful, I guess, and I kind of got used to people with
wide, hungry eyes staring at me as I acted like a, well, bitch in
heat.

But I didn't mind. I kind of hung on his arm
like a decoration as he went to all these gorgeous places, and all
those bright, flashing lights in the casinos, staring around like a
tourist!

In Monaco he had a man give me a hard
spanking, which had me in tears! Then I gave the man a blow job as
he groped me and pulled my hair. It was.... nasty but at the same
time it was darkly thrilling in its own way. My ass was sore for
the rest of the day, though!

We flew to the Bahamas from there, to
another of his casino hotels. They had a beautiful beach out front
I got to enjoy, and gorgeous green water!

And in his suite he sat and watched as three
enormous Black men with enormous cocks fucked me. I know he said
that he generally reserved all but my mouth just for him, but he
made an exception. The three men all took me together at the same
time, with one in my throat, one in my pussy and one in my ass.

And it nearly drove me insane!

It left me gasping and exhausted from
multiple orgasms. Michael could hardly get me to move to drag off
to be washed.

Then it was on to Las Vegas, to a penthouse
he kept on the top of his hotel casino there. Vegas was incredible!
And I got to go out on my own at least and explore the city!
Everywhere I went in my tiny, revealing dresses everyone wanted me!
But they couldn't have me because that was up to Cameron.

I have to say that I got very quickly
addicted to my life of uninhibited sex and hedonism. I got much
better at stripping and lap dancing for him and whoever he asked me
to do. And in Vegas, he took me to a high class strip club and then
had me do a strip on stage in front of the whole audience!

That was such an intense rush! It was
terrifying, mortifying, and almost made me come just from grinding
my pussy against the pole! Then I gave lap dances to a series of
men as they forked over the cash. Only these men weren't even
allowed to touch me!

Until Cameron, who was my last lap dance,
done in a private room, which ended with me riding his cock and him
clamping his hand around my throat to stifle my screams of
orgasm!

I know some people will think of how bizarre
it must be to give myself to someone like that, to surrender my
pride and my body and let him carry out his nasty male fantasies.
But the thing was that my nasty female fantasies were being played
to as well!

And I had the most incredible sex, the most
incredible sexual education, and lived the life of a wealthy woman
for almost two years before he replaced me with some new young
thing. He sent me off with a million dollar bonus, and I went back
to Vegas and started stripping there, because it was the life of
flash and money and hot, uninhibited sex he'd addicted me to!

And then I went to work for Kevin on Nauru,
the island which had his new hotel casino opening up. I did there
for the incredibly rich billionaire Chinese customers what I'd done
for Cameron. It was even more darkly sensual for me there since I
was in a foreign country and the men mostly didn't even speak
English.

Why did that make it hotter? Because it was
even more like I was an animal! Just a wild, uninhibited sexual
animal! I had the time of my life while getting an amazing amount
of money!

What life could possibly be better?
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Molly's Black Master
(Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



