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Sandrine awoke, stretched, and smiled. Her
face beamed with happiness and eagerness to begin the day. Sitting
up, she looked around with a contented smile, She was happy because
she was in Heaven.

 


She believed, with all her heart, that
Club 738 was literally heaven and that Boss had specifically
chosen her to serve men sexually. No memories existed of her life
before Club 738, no goals, wants, or desires beyond giving
pleasure and service.

 


She had been here forever and would be here
forever - pleasing, serving, obeying, and honoring the Club’s
clients. For Sandrine, every day, every act was almost a religious
experience in devotion, submission, and service.

 


She didn’t know that these beliefs had been
imposed upon her, didn’t remember ever not having these beliefs.
They were true, right, proper. She knew this with a certainty
beyond argument or rational thought.

 


All around her slept women, aged from
eighteen to twenty-nine. Most were naked as she was, only the
youngest wore while cotton panties. All the harem slaves were naked
above the waist, including Sandrine.

 


Sandrine found nothing unusual or wrong about
their nakedness. Boss had trained them to understand that was how
things were done, and so she accepted it without question. On her
ankle was a silver bracelet, which was engraved with her
number.

 


She would never remove the bracelet, in fact,
she would do anything, end her own life, to prevent its
removal.

 


Getting out of bed, she walked toward the
bathing area. Just outside, she paused and pulled on the retrieval
cord to remove the ben wa balls before dropping them into the bin
provided. Then, she entered the bath area and began the morning
cleaning ceremony.

 


Her body was hairless, except for hair on her
head, eyelashes, and eyebrows. All the harem slaves were hairless,
from the youngest to the oldest. On her left buttock was a branding
that read Number 28.

 


All of the harem slaves at Club 738
had similar brandings, from the youngest one to the oldest.
Sandrine never gave a thought to them. If you had asked her, she
would have said that all women had them, that they were born with
them. She didn’t know the meaning of the branding because she
couldn’t read.

 


Boss had ordered that all harem slaves must
pay careful attention to their bodies, keeping them clean, firm,
sweet smelling, and fuckable for the clients. So, Sandrine
carefully began the cleaning ritual, her entire attention focused
on preparing her body for the clients.

 


The ritual was detailed, and time-consuming.
The cleansing, combing, brushing, and other tasks followed a strict
sequence, which took all her concentration. The entire ritual took
forty-five minutes to an hour.

 


As Sandrine bathed and brushed her hair,
other harem slaves began wandering in. All were naked and all wore
an ankle bracelet similar to Sandrine’s. As the slaves performed
the same cleansing ritual that Sandrine was doing, they chatted and
giggled, their happy voices filling the room.

 


After bathing, it was time for fitness
training and she ran off for exercise class. The class was spent in
vigorous aerobics, swimming, and dance instruction. Sandrine and
twenty others exercised with single-minded concentration, knowing
that some clients liked to watch them.

 


All wore skin-tight spandex hot pants and
tiny boob tubes, which quickly became soaked with their
perspiration. The exercise area, like all the other rooms and
areas, was monitored digital cameras, and it was well known that
clients enjoyed watching the harem slaves work out.

 


The exercise lasted two hours, after which
the cleaning ceremony was repeated in a briefer form. After a quick
lunch, Sandrine headed for a classroom. This classroom was
different from most - tranquil, dimly lighted, and filled with low
mattresses rather than desks or chairs.

 


She reclined on a mattress on the floor and
placed earphones on her head. As her head hit the pillow, she
entered a deep hypnotic trance. In the trance, she listened to the
lesson being taught on the headphones.

 


Sometimes the lesson was about servitude,
sometimes behavior; other times it was about sexual techniques. At
a command from the headphones, she opened her eyes, and a large
plasma screen on the ceiling displayed a video as the instruction
in her headphones droned on.

 


Today’s lesson was on oral technique and
showed several slaves performing oral pleasure on clients. A voice
made comments on the methods of maximizing a man’s pleasure and
prolonging it. An important part of the lesson was that cum was the
greatest gift a man could give to a woman.

 


Sandrine also learned that semen contained
properties that enhanced a woman’s beauty. All of this was absorbed
into Sandrine’s receptive mind and she drank it in, making it a
part of her. At last, a final command, a soft tone, and Sandrine
sat up and removed the headphones. Now she had free time, so she
started back towards the harem room.

 


Harem slaves with free time went there to
rest, or talk or swap sexual techniques. They were permitted to
suckle each other’s breasts as a form of comfort but sexual arousal
of each other in the harem room was strictly forbidden. Their
sexuality was not to be wasted on each other; instead it was an act
of devotion to the male clients.

 


As she walked down the corridor, a security
guard called out to her. “Are you number 28?” he barked. Sandrine
nodded her head then dropped her eyes submissively. “You’re
needed.”

 


Instantly, all thoughts of visiting the harem
room vanished. For Sandrine, the most important thing, the only
thing, was to obey Club 738 orders as soon as possible, she
felt proud that she was chosen to serve.

 


The guard waited at the doorway for her to
come to him, then he handed her an impossibly high pair of shoes.
With the shoes on, he ordered her to bend over and grab her ankles.
From between her legs, she looked at the guard and saw him holding
a familiar looking dildo.

 


Sandrine carefully bent over and grabbed her
ankles as he slowly inserted the pre-lubricated metal cylinder into
her pussy. It always looked far too big for her to accept, but she
always managed to accommodate it.

 


After he had inserted the seven inches fully,
he couldn’t resist giving letting his lubricated fingers massage
her clit as he removed his hand. He knew he would be in trouble for
touching the harem slaves if he was seen but it was worth the
risk.

 


Sandrine shivered with goose bumps
as the dildo felt icy cold. She knew that in a few minutes, the
steel shaft would ease itself fully into her. Standing up, she
walked through the open door and into the room as
ordered.

 


As she walked, she was very aware
of the motion her hips imparted to the dildo and it further
intensified her arousal.

 


“Go and sit down next to the
posts,” he barked before disappearing. When she got to the wooden
posts, she carefully sat down, allowing the dildo to shift
appropriately.

 


She stared straight ahead and
waited for the blindfold. She felt cool silk brush against her skin
then a huge erection press into the back of her neck as Boss put
her blindfold on. Visual deprivation was important part of the
preparation for her service and the blind fold needed to be
effective, so it had four adjusting straps.

 


The first fastened the blindfold
behind her head and the hands were careful to get the straps snug
enough and not get her long hair caught in the buckle. The second
strap went over her head and attached to the first strap,
preventing the blindfold from slipping down and letting light in
from the top.

 


A third, double strap went down
both sides of her nose along her cheeks and fastened underneath her
chin, preventing the blindfold from moving up and allowing in light
from the bottom. The last strap connected to the chinstrap and
fastened behind her neck, preventing the chinstrap from slipping
forward and losing its effectiveness.

 


When Boss finished adjusting all
the straps and making sure her hair was perfect, she was in total
darkness. His last step was to chain her hands behind her back. The
wrist cuffs were simple but effective devices.

 


Each was a simple leather strap
with a metal loop riveted to one end and four slots cut in the
other end. He wrapped the first cuff around her right wrist and
inserted the loop in a slot that produced a secure fit.

 


Using a lock, he then locked one
end of the chain to the loop, securing the cuff at the same time.
Now all she had to do was wait until she was needed. In the
darkness of the blindfold, the arousal she was experiencing was
enhanced to the point where she couldn’t think about anything
else.

 


Her ears rang with the sound of
people fucking. Her nostrils filled with the heavy aroma of sex.
Her high heels imposed their will upon her feet, forcing them into
a high arch. The dildo exerted a unique pressure all its own,
filling her pussy with its length.

 


With her hands chained behind her
back, she had to sit forward at a slight angle that forced the base
of the dildo to press on her clit. Any movement she made, any
squirming, rewarded her with a higher level of arousal as she felt
the silk covered cock of massage the nape of her neck. The air in
the room was still cool causing occasional shivers to course
through her.

 


After awhile, Sandrine could feel
the straps of her blindfold resisting the pulsing of her blood.
Time seemed to go very slowly, making it seem like hours since she
ordered into service. Sandrine flexed her arms above her head to
keep them from going numb.

 


The restraints that held her hands together
and the chain that held her arms up had just enough slack to permit
her this action so her arms didn’t become numb.

 


“Display her,” Boss ordered.

 


Sandrine felt hands grab her ankles, then,
tie them to the wooden posts behind her, leaving her legs spread
open wide. In her current position, her breasts almost disappeared,
becoming small, elongated ridges of flesh, capped with her large,
rosy nipples. Sandrine’s pussy had long ago drenched her inner
thighs with cream and she longed for Boss’s permission to begin
service.

 


Suddenly, she feel the heat from a body
closing in on her. Her pussy moistened when she realized it was
Boss. His scent was heavy, masculine, and intoxicating. She waited
for his familiar touch. The touch is almost electric, spreading
throughout my entire body.

 


“Number 28...”

 


She felt his breath right next to her ear.
Her heart sped up as she felt his erection press into her when he
moved forward. The heat lingered on her skin, almost burning. She
closed her eyes, accepting his touch and relaxing for the first
time since leaving harem quarters.

 


Her breath quickened as his hand cupped her
breast, caressed her stomach, and moved down to her pussy. His
fingers found the hot sticky wetness between her legs, and two
fingers slid carefully inside as his thumb massaged her clit as he
removed the dildo.

 


“Worship my cock, bitch,” he commanded.

 


Sandrine wanted to suck his cock; she needed
to suck his cock. She could feel his every movement throughout her
body, his hardness, his size, and the heavy pressure created by
every single inch of his pulsating cock inside her mouth. His cock
had a salty taste, and she noted a much stronger flavor than usual
as he began to fuck her face.

 


He withdrew his cock but Sandrine knew the
routine and her tongue continued to explore, around his tip, down
his shaft on its topside, around to the scrotum, back up on the
under-side. When her tongue reached his cock head again, her mouth
instinctively opened and he slipped his cock back inside.

 


Boss could sense her arousal and it
heightened his own. He could sense her mounting desperation but as
much as he wanted to split her open, he wanted his clients to do
the splitting. He wanted them feel the shudders that would spasm
through her body as she climaxed around them.

 


When he withdrew his cock this time, Sandrine
knew it was time to serve.

 


“Enjoy her!” Boss announced loudly and she
felt his presence leave.

 


Within minutes, clients were letting her suck
their cocks to hardness, then, joining in the fun with others in
the room. Some of the harem slaves came over and suckled on her
nipples, fingering her slick pussy, or lying under her and eating
her until she was just about to come. Her body was aching with the
need for release, but nobody seemed willing to give it to her.

 


Earlier, one client had begun fucking her
dripping pussy, then slowly inserted his soaked cock into her
asshole. Sandrine had nearly orgasmed from that, but he’d taken his
time, and the moment passed.

 


He pumped in and out of her tight asshole for
several minutes, then, withdrew, disappearing before he could give
her any release. Ever since then, Sandrine had been on the ragged
edge, hoping someone would send her over the edge and make her
climax.

 


A tall, thin, and beautiful blonde slave
entered the room, wearing only a black corset, black stockings, a
black garter belt, and black elbow length gloves. She walked
straight over to Sandrine and stood in front of her, looking down
with her hands on her hips.

 


“Serve,” she ordered as she unfastened the
blindfold.

 


As Sandrine’s eyes adjusted to the sudden
brightness, she stared at the face in front of her. The woman’s
long blonde hair was parted in the middle, cascading down over her
shoulders, stopping only when it hung slightly below her firm,
round breasts.

 


As the slave fastened a leather collar around
Sandrine’s neck, she noticed behind the veil of blonde hair, her
very large, round, brownish nipples. The collar had a ring attached
and through this was strung a leather leash. Sandrine also noticed
Number 1 branded onto her buttocks.

 


She lowered Sandrine’s hands then, quickly
re-tied them behind her back to stop her from reaching down and
fingering herself to orgasm. The blonde slave untied Sandrine’s
ankles and helped her get up.

 


As she looked around the room, she saw about
seven people, all of them engaging in various forms of sex. A
brunette slave with big fleshy buttocks was being fucked hard in
the ass. Her face was pressed into a cushion on the floor. She was
enjoying it too, thrusting back against the client’s cock that
filled her asshole.

 


Other slaves and client were fucking or
sucking, and in some cases, doing both. Over by the door, a blonde
harem slave with enormous augmented breasts was lying on her back,
legs spread, getting her pussy fucked hard, and eating the pussy of
a brunette slave who straddled her face.

 


“Come along,” she said matter of factly, and
tugged on Sandrine’s leash. Sandrine followed, watching the
buttocks of the blonde’s ass ripple as she walked. Sandrine
stretched her arms and legs as she walked behind, working out the
kinks from being tied up for over an hour.

 


They walked past several other people engaged
in various acts. Then, stepping over a man who was eating a slave’s
pussy on a table pulled her towards a corner of the room where more
than a dozen couples were in various stages of undress. Some were
already coupling, touching, licking, or otherwise having sexual
fun.

 


“How about Number 28, sir?” she asked the
handsome young man. The client studied Sandrine while a voluptuous
large breasted slave sucked his hard cock and played with his heavy
balls. Sandrine looked at the man’s shaft and noted how thick it
was.

 


“Turn her around for me,” he ordered.

 


The blonde jerked Sandrine’s collar and
turned her around so the client could see her from behind. Sandrine
looked at the blonde’s hair shrouded breasts again, and found
herself wondering how soft they were.

 


“Delicious,” he replied. “What do you think
my pet?”

 


“Yes. A tight little ass and a delicious
shaved pussy too,” the slave replied. “It would make me happy to
play with her for you.”

 


The blonde told Sandrine to kneel and she
obeyed. Her hands were untied, then re-tied in front of her, with
the heavy leg of a table between her arms. In this position,
Sandrine could lean back and put her head on the floor.

 


“Do you have a spreader?” the client
asked.

 


Sandrine couldn’t see, but a minute later,
her ankles were being spread wide and fastened to a bar to keep
them apart.

 


“Thank you,” the client said.

 


The slave pulled the client’s cock to her
face and licked it. Sandrine’s eyes widened. His cock was not only
thick, but about nine inches long, perhaps longer. She watched as
the slave knelt next to her and took almost the entire length into
her mouth, making slurping noises, and sucked him.

 


“You’ve got such a delicious body, Number
28,” the client said, running his hands over Sandrine’s slender
form. “I love your legs too.”

 


“Touch her, pet,” the client ordered. “Warm
her up for my big cock.”

 


Sandrine felt the slave’s warm hands caress
her, and her pussy clenched down hard. She wanted her pussy
touched, her clit sucked or fingered, but she wasn’t allowed to
speak. Part of her training was that she wasn’t permitted to unless
she was asked a question.

 


“Talk dirty to her.”

 


“Oh! Your pussy is so wet and delicious!” the
slave exclaimed, sliding her hands up the insides of Sandrine’s
slick thighs. “I want to taste you.” She brought her pussy cream
covered hand to her lips and licked some of Sandrine’s juices off
her fingers.

 


“Mmmmm. Very delicious. Taste her musky
pussy,” she moaned, then held her hand up for the client to taste.
She rubbed her hand along Sandrine’s thighs again, this time
rubbing the pussy cream on her own face.

 


“I’m going to eat your hot, musky pussy,
would you like that Number 28?”

 


Sandrine closed her eyes and nodded
emphatically “yes.” Her whole body tensed in anticipation as the
slave rolled onto her back and slid under Sandrine. She watched as
the slave’s large breasts sagged to the sides and jiggled as she
scooted under and between her legs.

 


Her hair brushed against Sandrine’s legs, and
she trembled, her pussy spasming and releasing a thick, white
cream. The slave gazed at the naked open wet pussy in front of her,
drinking in her hairless mound and pink and swollen lips.

 


 

“Is she ready, pet? Her cunt looks juicy to
me.”

 


Her hole was clearly visible, stretched by
the dildo previous fucking and weeping a thick white cream from her
arousal. The entire length of her slit glistened with her wetness,
and her clit burst out of its hiding place, red and engorged.

 


The slave lifted her head and licked up the
thick droplet of pussy cream that seeped down Sandrine’s pussy. The
feel of the hot, slippery flesh on her tongue aroused her, almost
as much as tasting her juice.

 


Sandrine jerked when the slave’s tongue
grazed her slit, and breathed deeply when that wet fleshly muscle
slide towards her opening. Her pussy was spasming, but without
orgasm. Each contraction she had forced more of her steamy wetness
to slide down her pussy.

 


Slowly, almost teasingly, the slave licked
and sucked Sandrine’s pussy, coming close to, but never touching
her engorged clit. Her hands roamed freely over Sandrine’s ass,
squeezing and spreading her ass cheeks.

 


Sandrine moaned, rocking her hips to force
the slave to suck her clit, but she shied away from it, keeping
Sandrine highly aroused. The slave stopped sucking her pussy, and
pushed Sandrine’s slim hips up away from her face, pulling the
swollen pink lips of her pussy wide open.

 


“Show me her wet, slutty cunt,” the client
demanded.

 


“Yes, sir,” the slave replied, smiling, and
quickly pulled Sandrine’s pussy lips wide.

 


The client reached down and spread her legs
wider apart, and began to run his hands over her belly. Sandrine
just closed her eyes and smiled. He stroked between her legs, and
then he aimed his engorged cock towards her.

 


He placed the head against her pussy, and
then began slowly pushing inside her. Leaning forward, he slid his
long thick cock easily into Sandrine’s wet, stretched opening.

 


“AAAAHHHHH!” Sandrine moaned as the clients
cock slid into her. It felt like a huge, never-ending cock was
filling her pussy, spreading her wider and wider until she thought
she’d tear apart.

 


The client moved slowly, but easily deeper
into her, until his cock was fully buried in her, his cockhead
bumping into the end of her tunnel. Then he began to withdraw.
Sandrine felt like her insides were being sucked out with his
cock.

 


Her vaginal muscles contracted around the
large void left inside her. Then he paused and pushed again,
filling her with his massively thick shaft. Sandrine’s eyes began
to fill with tears, not from pain, but from frustration at being so
close to orgasm, yet not being able to climax.

 


Her body began shaking as the client slid in
and out of her dripping wet pussy. He was pumping with a slow, easy
rhythm, making a froth form at her entrance. The slave watched the
thick white cream forming his cock, feeling her own pussy seep its
cream down her ass.

 


As Sandrine’s pussy juices ran down her slit,
they dripped into the woman’s waiting mouth. The man kept his pace
slow, sensual, and unhurried as the slave reached up and fondled
his swaying balls, sliding her fingers up his hairy ass.

 


Sandrine felt him withdraw, and she wanted to
cry with frustration. Her pussy spasmed, closing itself around the
void his cock left in her. The slave’s mouth returned, kissing and
licking around her entrance.

 


It felt good, but Sandrine wanted more, she
wanted to climax but her training prevented the urge to shout at
the client to “fuck her.” Sandrine felt him press the head of his
cock to her asshole.

 


“He’ll split me wide open!” she thought as
his large cock head pressed forward, spreading her sphincter and
she concentrated on relaxing, hoping that he was just going to
tease her a little.

 


His cock head slipped past her opening with a
quick jerk, and her asshole clamped down on the narrower part of
his shaft. The pain shot through her, then suddenly began to turn
into pleasure. The slave had swirled her tongue around Sandrine’s
clit, and she’d almost orgasmed.

 


Sandrine rocked her hips, trying to get her
clit back towards the slave’s tongue. Doing so forced more of the
client’s thick cock into her asshole, forcing it to stretch wider.
Each time Sandrine rotated her hips back, the slave licked at her
clit, making her arch again.

 


The client’s cock was filling her slowly, by
inches, each time she rocked back searching for the slave’s elusive
tongue. She flicked her tongue rapidly over Sandrine’s clit again,
several times. Sandrine shuddered briefly, and arched her hips back
hard, impaling her ass on the thick cock.

 


Forgetting her training, she almost wanted to
scream, “MAKE ME CUM GODDAMIT!”

 


The client pulled his cock out, leaving just
the head in her asshole, and the slave flicked Sandrine’s clit
again.

 


“NO! FUCK ME! SUCK ME OFF AND CUM IN ME!”
Sandrine wanted to scram. Instead, she began thrusting her ass back
and forth, reaming her own asshole with the client’s thick
cock.

 


The client grabbed Sandrine’s hips and began
slamming his meaty shaft into her anus, and the slave began licking
and sucking her clit, sliding two fingers up her pussy.

 


“OOOOhhhhhh. I’m cummmmminnggg!” Sandrine
moaned, feeling her orgasm rising like a tidal wave, threatening to
wash her away. It broke over her, and wracked her body. She
strained against the restraints, pulling hard.

 


Sandrine’s pussy and asshole clamped down
like a vice on the intruding flesh. Even her breasts seemed to
stiffen, and she gasped for breath. The client’s pistoning cock
still pumped in and out of her ass, alternately making her feel
completely filled with cock, then empty.

 


The slave’s tongue danced on her clit, and
lapped the flowing cream from her pussy. Sandrine wanted to cry
out, but only her mouth made the o-shape as she felt another wave
about to crash over her.

 


This time the slave locked her lips over
Sandrine’s orgasming clit. She sucked and flicked the little button
with her tongue, feeling it throb with each of Sandrine’s fast
heartbeats.

 


“MMMMMMMM!” Sandrine screamed, her body
wracked by another heaving orgasm. Now she was bucking her ass back
onto the client’s cock with a furious abandon, flailing her hair
about, arching and banging into the slave’s face.

 


“CUM IN MYASS! CUM GODDAMIT!” Sandrine
sobbed.

 


The client grabbed Sandrine’s slim hips and
thrust his cock deep into her ass, and she felt his thick cockhead
swell up inside her asshole. She began coming hard, her pussy and
ass milking his cock.

 


The client groaned and his cock began
flooding her with a torrent of hot sticky cum. The pulsing cock and
the warmth that began washing up inside her set Sandrine off again,
making her jerk and shake with each pulse of his massive cock.

 


The slave was licking the entire length of
her pussy, and Sandrine’s eyes rolled back in her head. She began
caressing Sandrine all over, wherever she could reach. She still
shuddered from mini-orgasms as the client began slipping his cock
out of her asshole.

 


His thick cock exited her hole with a loud
wet “pop” and Sandrine shuddered, yet another mini-orgasm rolling
through her body. The slave lay still, hugging Sandrine to her
around the hips, as she had collapsed on top of her anyway.

 


She watched as Sandrine’s ass hole began
pulsing and trying to close the gaping opening that his cock left.
He was sitting back, catching his breath, and wiping a heavy sweat
from his face. The slave’s large, soft breasts squirmed wetly
against Sandrine’s belly, and she slowly raised herself up, feeling
limp as a rag doll.

 


The other slave helped and then slid out from
under her, lowering her gently to the floor. Sandrine turned her
head to look at the slave again, and found her cream covered face
next to hers.

 


They kissed, and Sandrine tasted her own
pussy cream on the slave’s lips and tongue. The woman’s lips were
soft and warm, and her tongue both gentle and passionate. The slave
pulled on Sandrine’s nipples and made her moan, especially when she
rolled them between her fingers.

 


The client untied her legs, and Sandrine
appreciated him for it. Her legs closed and she rolled to her side,
curling up. Her whole body felt wrung out and limp. She floated on
a cloud, unable to focus on anything but the complete lack of
tension she felt.

 


After a few minutes rest, the client untied
her hands and helped her sit up, leaning against one of the sofas.
Sandrine was covered with sweat, and her crotch was soaked with her
juices. She looked around the room and saw the dozen or so Club
738 slaves and clients all watching her.

 


The slave and client sitting on the floor
just across from her were also sweating. The blonde slave sitting
next to the client had thick streams of cum running down her
breasts.

 


The slave on the table behind them had white
streaks in her hair too. Over by a table, a redhead sat on the
floor, wiping the sperm from her soaked face and breasts with two
clients sitting on either side of her.

 


A slave and client were still fucking, she on
top with her back to Sandrine. Sandrine could clearly see the
client’s thick black cock pumping the slave’s pussy. He slammed it
home and they shuddered, holding each other tightly.

 


A small Asian slave slid over and let the
other slave sit on her face. Sandrine watched as the slim,
dark-skinned Asian slave sucked the client’s cum from the slave’s
pussy. Sandrine had just caught her breath, and cooled off, when
Number 1 returned.

 


She seemed oblivious to the carnal
activities. Without a word, she helped Sandrine to her feet and
tied her hands again.

 


“I understand you spoke,” she said, making it
sound like a something unforgivable. Sandrine nodded. The man said
that Sandrine only spoke as she orgasmed, repeatedly, but had not
spoken a word since.

 


“Very well then,” Number 1 said sharply.
“Follow me.”

 


Sandrine dropped her head to the couple, and
followed off behind the blonde with the sexy ass that jiggled when
she walked. Sandrine was led into another room, which looked like a
den. She was instructed to kneel on the floor and wait.

 


“You are to do nothing until I
return,” Number 1 said. “Sit up straight and present yourself,” she
added with a tug on the collar. Sandrine did, getting off her
heels. Number 1 walked out of the room, and several long moments
passed.

 


Two clients entered the room and saw
Sandrine. Both were naked, with hard cocks. They walked over and
looked at her. Wordlessly, they began jerking their cocks, then
after a few moments began talking lewdly.

 


“I bet a dirty bitch like that loves drinking
cum,” the first one said.

 


“I like her shaved cunt,” said the other, “I
bet she loves other slaves eating her out.”

 


“I’m gonna cum all over her little tits,” the
first said. “Cover those little tits with my cum.”

 


“Fuck yeah!” the other replied, “A slut like
that needs her face soaked.”

 


They came almost together, and Sandrine knelt
there, feeling their hot, sticky cum splash against her body. Their
thick seed ran down over her breasts, warming her right nipple,
just missing her left one.

 


The second client came, his hot, sticky cum
washing her face, lips, and chin. Some of his seed Sandrine could
taste leaking past her lips. It was salty and a little bitter. She
swallowed what had entered her mouth, and made a big display of
savoring the taste.

 


The two clients left, and Sandrine licked her
lips off, tasting the cum again. Two more clients entered. They
looked at her cum covered body.

 


“What do you think? Is she cum worthy?”

 


“She looks too docile for me. I like some
fight in a bitch. I like to work a little and I don’t like them too
eager.”

 


They looked at each other and left. Sandrine
felt confused. She had done everything she had been asked. “Why
were the clients disappointed?” She wondered. She didn’t have to
wait long before another two clients approached her and began
jerking off.

 


“What a sexy looking, cum-covered little slut
slave,” one of the clients said to Sandrine.

 


“Open your mouth really wide. We both want to
cum in it,” the other said, grinning.

 


Sandrine contemplated opening her mouth, but
she’d been ordered not to do anything. Suddenly, the two clients
from earlier stormed back into the room with Number 1 and there was
some discussion about her.

 


Number 1 nodded her head and walked over to
where Sandrine was kneeled in position. She leaned over Sandrine
and quickly slapped her face with such force that Sandrine’s head
fell to her side.

 


“Fuck yeah!” the client cheered.

 


Number 1 knelt down and squeezed her fingers
together around Sandrine’s cum-covered jaw, forcing her mouth open,
and her lips to contort.

 


“Oh fuck yeah! Hold the slut like that! Force
her fucking mouth open.” The client barked as he stroked his hard
cock.

 


Number 1 knelt there, holding Sandrine’s
face. One by one, each client began to ejaculate. Some were
gushers, covering Sandrine’s face with their hot sticky cum, while
others spurt just a little, most of it landing on her lap.

 


One drop slithered down her bare pussy,
slowly dribbling onto her engorged clit. One client turned and
sprayed Number 1’s firm round breasts heavily, making her thrust
her tits forward.

 


Eight clients jerked off into Sandrine’s face
while Number 1 forcefully held her mouth open. As the last of the
clients drifted off, she released Sandrine’s mouth. Sandrine’s
tongue and lips were covered with thick, white sperm, and she
swallowed the large pool that had collected in her mouth.

 


She looked at Number 1 who was licking it off
her fingers. She had firm, round breasts and freckles that ran down
her cleavage. She smiled at Sandrine, then, pressed Sandrine’s
sperm-covered face to her equally sperm-drenched nipples.

 


“Clean them,” she ordered. Sandrine did,
licking and sucking them hard, and making sure they were clean of
all the client’s cum. After a few moments, she pulled away and
stood up in front of Sandrine, pressing her face to her pussy,
rubbing herself all over Sandrine’s sperm-covered face, and getting
white droplets of cum on her pussy in return.

 


Dragging Sandrine up, she pulled her silently
back into the main room. It was more crowded with naked, sweaty
bodies. They stopped and she felt the wristlets coming off. She
kneeled and removed the anklets too.

 


From behind her a loud male voice hissed,
“Lay down on the floor.” Instantly, Sandrine smiled and
submissively lay down. “Spread your legs and let that bitch eat
your cunt,” he commanded.

 


Sandrine opened her legs and another slave
began licking and sucking Sandrine’s creamy pussy, probing with her
tongue, flicking her clit. Sandrine shuddered with a mini- orgasm.
As she looked up, she caught the eye of the well-hung black client
that was watching.

 


“I’m going to fuck this cunt and fill her
belly with black cum,” he snarled. “See this,” he grinned as he
waived his thick hard cock in her face.

 


Sandrine lifted her eyes and took in his
cock. It stood outwards from his groin, a monstrous black thing. It
was thick from the base, straight and corded with heavy veins. It
throbbed every now and then and she could see the grotesquely fat
purple head pulsing, the skin stretching to glossiness.

 


Slowly, Sandrine’s pussy was being forced
open. His massive cock was spreading her pussy apart. Gasping and
panting she pushed back against the client’s big black cock,
desperate to demonstrate her service and take the whole of it
inside her, whatever the cost.

 


The black client grunted and strained,
twisting slightly as he forced his way into her. Words were lost to
her as she pushed back furiously against the invading cock, willing
it to go deeper inside her.

 


She felt as if he would tear her pussy open
and split her lengthwise. The pain was exquisite and as she felt
him move deeper and deeper, stretching her, driving her over the
edge of climax again and again, she knew she was born to do
this.

 


Her nipples were dark brownish, and large and
the black client began pulling them and squeezing them as he
pistoned into her. A small crowd had gathered around and it was
obvious he was enjoying putting on a performance.

 


“Watch me fuck this white pussy?” the client
roared. “Do you like watching a black man fuck hot white pussy?” he
asked to no one in particular.

 


He started to fuck Sandrine with long, slow
deep strokes, pulling almost completely out before thrusting hard
and fast. He held her legs up, and another client pulled them
back.

 


“Fuck her. Fuck her hard and deep,” the
client holding her legs hissed.

 


The black client groaned and slammed deep
into her, then orgasmed, shooting his thick cum deep inside her
pussy. Sandrine felt something wet splatter against her ass,
asshole, and pussy lips, then, run down her slit. Someone had cum
on her from behind.

 


The black client rolled off her after a few
more minutes, and she watched another client point his average
looking cock at her breasts, then shoot long thick streams of cum
over her nipples. The sperm ran in six different directions, down
the sides of her breasts.

 


As she lay there, cum covered the client
ordered a slave to clean her up. Sandrine felt a warm wet tongue
licking the thick warm cum off, sucking on her nipples at the same
time. Closing her eyes, she felt a long, thick cock slid up her
pussy and began pumping her fast.

 


The harem girl strummed her clit and she came
three times before the client shot what felt like a gallon of cum
into her pussy.

 


“Eat that cum out of her cunt you fucking
slut!” the client barked harshly, and forced the slave’s face onto
Sandrine’s pussy, rubbing her sopping pussy all over her. The slave
moaned and fingered Sandrine to orgasm.

 


Exhausted, Sandrine collapsed next to the
other harem girl, sweating and panting for breath.

 


“I fucking love lesbians!” A client said.
“Clean each other up. I want to watch.”

 


The harem slave rolled onto her side and
began lovingly licking the cum from Sandrine’s face. After about
ten minutes of resting and caressing, they smiled at each
other.

 


Out of nowhere, Number 1 appeared and told
them to go back to the Harem quarters and clean up.

 


“You have served well, slaves. Go and clean
yourself up then rest for tomorrow.”

 


 


THE END
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