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The Seduction

 


 


From the first moment Boss laid eyes on the
young, beautiful, and voluptuous Zara, he sensed her potential.
Something familiar had drawn him to her. Maybe it was the way she
lowered her eyes and her head when he first spoke to her at the
bar. Perhaps it was the way she tended to follow him and hang back
a little, even when he held her hand.

 


She has on a tiny mini-dress, with a tight,
low-cut top, and tiny silk panties that she knew could be seen
whenever she bent over. The low cut top showed her breasts off
well, with the fabric stretching over her erect nipples.

 


He invited her to dance and they
went on out to the dance floor. Slowly the tempo of the music
increased. Zara’s moved in time with Boss, her hips swayed, her
gaze held captive by his. His hands traveled over her body, rubbing
her breasts, caressing her hips.

 


His tongue traced lightly over her
lips, leaving them moist and shining. As her body responded to the
music, her breathing deepened. Boss knew she was becoming highly
aroused. As the music quickened, her body moved more and more
rapidly.

 


The well-toned muscles of her
stomach tensed and relaxed as her hips rotated seductively. He
continued to caress her, running his fingers lightly over her
smooth neck and face, gathering her long dark hair as she sighed
with arousal.

 


That was when he knew he had found another
latent submissive. While she writhed and moaned beneath his expert
and highly experienced hands, he had carefully positioned himself
so he could slowly tease and then grasp each rigid and aroused
nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

 


As they moved together in time to the music,
he took her carefully and upward into a passionate place where he
teased her and talked to her constantly, making her unfold and rise
ever higher and higher until she was constantly panting and moaning
with sexual pleasure when he began his careful series of new
manipulations and teasing.

 


Carefully Boss applied slight pressure and
then started to pinch each nipple and pull it carefully upward,
drawing the hard cones outward from her sweating body. The reaction
had been instantaneous and automatic.

 


Her legs spread wider and she began to moan,
“Yes... More... Harder... Please… Harder... Oh… goddddd!” And a
long shuddering orgasm coursed through her body as he complied by
tightening his grip even more.

 


Boss continued as he listened and softly
spoke to her, constantly and in monosyllabic phrases and words
questioning her in the midst of her ecstasy about what she wanted
him to do next.

 


As the bar was about to close,
Boss asked if she wanted to leave with him and she accepted his
invitation. His limo and driver were already waiting at the front
entrance and with a motion of his hand; he guided her into the
backseat.

 


Once inside the car, Boss began to kiss and
nibble her ear. He was aroused enough just from the thoughts he had
been thinking all evening. Soon her blouse was open, and her heavy
breasts were free.

 


In the car, she asked him where he was
taking her, and he said, “To an exclusive club,” he said as he
pressed the intercom button.

 


“Alex?”

 


“Yes, Boss?”

 


“What do you think of my latest
edition?”

 


“She’s beautiful, Boss.”

 


“Yes, she is, isn’t she? She has “it” and I
checked her background and no one will miss her for a while.”

 


Boss put his hand under her cheek and lifted
it so she had no choice but to look straight into his eyes. The
fire burning behind them was almost hypnotizing. His voice was
calm, almost soft but the tone left no doubt as to the
seriousness.

 


“Have you ever been bound and whipped, Zara?
I mean stripped naked, tied up and spread open between two posts
and whipped from head to foot and then have the whip given to
another man so he can have a piece of you before he fucks you?”

 


His breath quickened as he spoke and Zara
felt his erection begin to tent in his suit pants as her hand lay
on his thigh. His hand cupped her breast, caressed her stomach, and
disappeared under her short skirt.

 


“No,” she breathed.

 


Pulling aside her panties, Boss started a
slow tapping with his forefinger on her clit as he spread her open
with his other hand. Her response was predictable and she arched
and rose to meet the constant tapping of his finger.

 


“More… MORE....please more......harder,
faster, more. OOOOHHH…YYEEEEESSSS.....LIKE
THAT...........AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!”

 


As the car sped along the dark empty
streets, Boss continued to tease her, watching and listening,
feeling the reactions and observing every detail about her arousal
under his skilled and talented fingers.

 


Finally, he began to insert two fingers
inside her and listen to her sighing responses and pleas as the
fingers advanced up inside her. His fingers found the hot sticky
wetness between her legs and two fingers slid carefully inside as
his thumb massaged her.

 


Zara submitted to the sensations and let his
hands guide her forward. Her face contorted as another orgasm
rolled through her body and she moaned low into his hand over her
mouth silenced her.

 


She managed to catch the eyes of the driver
for a split second and his gaze was hungry and menacing at the same
time. When Boss had finished he had all four fingers and his thumb
carefully inserted inside her, one more at a time, until he had his
hand buried to the wrist inside her.

 


Zara lifted herself off the car seat, tilted
her head forward, and stared down at his wrist sticking out of her
out of her pussy and screamed at him to give her more.

 


“MMMOOOORRRRREEEEEE,” she screamed. “I want
MOREEE!”

 


Boss obliged her and with his buried hand,
he pistoned in and out, rolling the wet, smooth cervical knob in
his finger tips, with fingers intentionally devoid of long
fingernails so that this careful manipulation and teasing would
cause no harm or damage to her.

 


He’d driven her upward until she arched in a
mighty orgasm like none she had ever experienced before and passed
out.

 





 


The Evaluation

 


When Zara came back to the land of the
living a few minutes later, Boss still had his hand, buried to the
wrist, up inside her pussy, and was stroking her nipples with the
fingers on his other hand.

 


Slowly and carefully massaging her inside
and above, slowing down ever so faintly until he finally stopped
and withdrew. Adjusting his position, he gazed down into her eyes
as he said, “Did you enjoy that?”

 


“Ohhhhhh GOD!” Zara gazed up at him and
smiled that fulfilled exhausted smile that Boss knew better than
anyone in this world, and closed her eyes and dozed. That had been
about fifteen minutes ago.

 


Now, as he looked down upon the closed eyed,
smiling, and exhausted half naked beauty beside him, he knew that
she’d suit his purposes very well. She had all the characteristics
and mannerisms that he required. The rest he could develop in her
careful training.

 


A fear based, stepping process that would
first introduce her to submission and then carefully and fully
build the deep-seated hungers in her without which she could never
find sexual satisfaction in the fullest sense except from his
clients.

 


The limo began to slow down as it turned and
drove down into an underground car park. Boss pressed the intercom
again.

 


“She’s still sleepy, Alex.”

 


“Ok Boss. How do you want to handle this? I
have the hypodermic needle and the stuff if you want to put her out
for a while,” Alex told him.

 


“No, let’s tough her out this time. I like
it better when they know what’s happening to them and can’t do a
damn thing about it. Get the gear.”

 


“It’s right here, Boss.”

 


“Ok, let’s get her ready, shall we?"

 


“Sounds good, Boss!”

 


The limo came to a stop and the driver got
out and opened the car door. In his right hand he held a leather
bag. He passed the bag to Boss and he carefully emptied the
contents of the bag onto the car floor.

 


Boss selected a blindfold, a ball gag and
strap, a leather hood with only breathing holes, a series of long
thin buckling straps and wrist and ankle cuffs with formidable
D-Rings and laid them out on seat.

 


Whispering, he said to Alex, “Are you
ready?”

 


“Yes, Boss. Let’s, do it.”

 


The driver reached over and grabbed Zara’s
wrists as Boss simultaneously grasped both sides of her face with
one hand and popped her relaxed mouth open, swiftly and surely
shoving the huge rubber ball with the black leather strap through
it, into the open mouth just as her eyes popped open in surprise
and confusion.

 


He thrust her chin down on her chest and
buckled the straps behind her head tightly as her eyes went from a
questioning look to one of absolute terror as she saw the driver
for the first time, holding her wrists tight against back of the
seat.

 


She pitched and fought and bucked but to no
avail as Boss slipped the blindfold over her eyes and strapped it
equally tight behind her forward tilted head. Zara tried to scream
but all that was heard by either man was a throaty gurgle.

 


Boss grabbed the hood and slipped it over
her head, sliding the zipper in the top front up and over and down
until the form fitting head sheath was zipped shut and tight over
her head. This quieted the sounds coming from the struggling form,
now beginning to sweat profusely as she thrashed wildly with her
legs and body to escape the men.

 


He slipped a wide collar with four D-Rings
attached to it around her neck and encased the base of the tightly
zipped leather hood that now ran down to her shoulders. He
carefully buckled the black leather collar in the back, not too
tightly, but tight enough to serve their ultimate purposes.

 


Done with the preliminaries, Boss grabbed
her ankle and hiked it upward, out and backward until her leg was
doubled over her body and very helpless. Her other leg threshed
wildly but could not begin to reach anyone or anything.

 


Not wasting anytime, he buckled a heavy
black, D-Ringed, leather cuff around her ankle and, using a short
strap, strapped it to the collar. He left just enough slack to
prevent too much pull on the collar.

 


Zara’s muffled protests grew in intensity as
her free leg threshed wildly, but her restrained leg stilled her
body. He repeated the process with the other leg and the thrashing
reduced to the point that only a slight rolling motion could be
seen in her body.

 


“OK, Boss. Should I cuff the wrists, next or
insert the plugs and install the training belts?”

 


“I’ve got her and she’s not going anywhere.
Plug her up and strap her into her “lover.”

 


“Sure thing, Boss,” Alex said as he reached
down to the floor and picked up two skin colored rubber plugs.

 


One was about an inch and a half in diameter
and about seven inches long and the other about an inch in diameter
and about five inches long. Alex stuffed the small one into her wet
pussy Boss had plundered earlier, then, withdrew it.

 


“Uh huh,” he thought. “The sexy little bitch
is wet again, Boss!”

 


Alex shoved the now lubricated small plug
slowly into her pink puckered asshole, all the way to the hilt and
let it go. It slid swiftly back out and he slapped her bare ass
cheek HARD with his open palm and pushed the plug back in where it
stayed.

 


He pushed the larger plug into her now wet
and well-fucked pussy, where it stayed, buried to the leather loop
strap on its top.

 


“Get her inside and into one of the rooms.
Leave her like that for a couple of hours then get her cleaned up
and ready for me. You know the routine. I want stills for her
portfolio.”

 


 





 


Training

 


 


“Beautiful. Just beautiful,” Boss sighed,
taking in the sight of Zara’s naked ass displayed bent over in
front of him. He figured it was as good a time as any to examine
her back there. Using only the thumbs of each hand, he pressed into
either side of the lower divide.

 


His pressure forced her flesh to part,
revealing her pink, round and crinkly asshole. Still lower, he
could see the beginning of her jet-black pussy hair poking out just
above the crotch of her panties, which had joined the pantyhose at
mid-thigh.

 


“So this is the part of her body that turns
you on the most,” he said aloud looking intently at her completely
exposed asshole. The cheeks of her ass were spread wide, just where
her thighs met her lower buttocks.

 


Zara said nothing, as she looked up at him
from between her spread legs as she continued to be bent over. He
continued to examine her crinkly rosebud for several moments,
sometimes moving just the tip of his forefinger over it and
listening to the soft sighs each little movement of his finger
caused.

 


“She’s definitely anal-erotic,” Boss said,
looking towards the wall mounted camera to his right. Having
thoroughly explored her asshole, Boss pulled his hands away from
her and looked down at her, seeing the fire in her eyes.

 


“Say, “Now Boss,” he commanded.

 


“N-now, Boss,” Zara moaned, not having any
idea what she was saying now to.

 


“Close your eyes!”

 


Zara barely had enough time to close them
before he gave her right buttock a good, hard stinging slap with
the palm of his right hand. She winced, and her mouth opened, but
she remained silent despite the pain.

 


Boss did it again, quickly, three times in
succession, each slap helping to redden the area beneath my palm.
Zara still didn’t react and he knew she had braced herself for the
mild punishment. Her tenacity aroused him.

 


He picked up the belt next to him, doubled
it over once more in his fist, and brought it down hard and firm
right across the crack of her ass. This time she yelped, falling
forward slightly.

 


“That’s better, bitch,” he said. “The
clients want to hear it when it hurts! Silence tells them they’re
not hurting you enough.”

 


Boss gave her another good, hard stroke,
across her left buttock, and she gave off with a nice, loud
“Ahhhhhhhhhhh,” punctuated by a quick gasp of breath.

 


For the next ten minutes, Boss alternated
between spanking her ass with the palm of his hand and using the
belt. He gave her little rest between strokes, only pausing from
time to time to gently stroke her reddened, streaked skin with his
fingertips.

 


It turned him on the way her ass rippled
whenever he used the palm of his hand on it. She seemed to be able
to take all he could give her and more. She was a quick learner and
Boss knew her gasps and moans were for his benefit only. He didn’t
seem to be hurting her much at all. Her buttocks were deeply
reddened after about fifteen minutes of work.

 


The knuckles on her hands, which continued
their grip on her ankles, were white from loss of blood, in stark
contrast to her crimson face. She looked so sexy, bent over like
that in front of him, the dark colored curls of her pussy peeking
out from between the V of her partially spread legs.

 


The lovely, almost pink rosebud, round and
crinkly, exposed completely by her posture, made his cock twitch.
She had already confessed her anal-eroticism and here it was
waiting invitingly to be taken any way he wanted. His choices
limited only by his imagination.

 


“Stand back up, slave,” Boss commanded.
“Turn around and face me.”

 


Zara obeyed, clasping her hands in front of
her pussy, her head lowered submissively. Her chest heaved slightly
as she took deep breaths, allowing her breasts to move
erotically.

 


Boss looked at his newest slave, eyeing her
from head to toe. “When you stand in front of a client, at any
time, you must open your legs and keep them open unless you are
told differently. Your pussy and your ass must always be completely
accessible to the clients. Open your legs now!”

 


Zara wanted to please him, so she moved her
legs apart, in an inviting pose. Boss inched forward from his seat
and moved his hand slowly upward, feeling the softness of her inner
thighs. The hairs of her pussy were unbelievably soft.

 


She moaned softly as he gently eased his
middle finger into her pussy. I was quite surprised at how wet she
was there. Her hips undulated slightly as she worked her pussy
invitingly over his hand.

 


The insides of her vaginal walls were quite
soft and completely soaked with the copious flow of her juices. It
was a veritable lake of juices. He withdrew his finger from her
pussy and brought it to his nose.

 


The smell of her pussy was intoxicating. She
looked down at him as he put the glistening finger in his mouth and
sucked it hungrily.

 


“Your cunt tastes as good as it smells,” he
said.

 


She smiled slightly. “My pussy is yours,”
she whispered.

 


“Are you shy?”

 


“Yes,” she half-whispered.

 


“Move closer to me.”

 


Zara inched forward, her hands still
covering her lower abdomen. “Such a sexy little bitch,” he
whispered, placing his hands on her wrists. “Don’t be scared.”
Gently, he urged her hands apart. She offered no resistance,
parting her hands at his soft insistence.

 


“Your pussy is beautiful. Why don’t you want
to show off something as soft and inviting is beyond me.”

 


Boss looked down at her triangle of sparse
hair and stared at the slit dividing the folds of her pussy. His
face was only inches away from her fleece. Leaning forward, he
moved his lips to her pouting hairs, enjoying their softness.

 


“The musky smell of an aroused pussy drives
men wild but I think you know that.”

 


His hands, which had been holding her hips
for support, traveled to her buttocks, where he softly kneaded the
firmness, causing her to hiss loudly between her teeth.



“You really know how to turn men on,” he
whispered. “You know what. I think you’re really going to enjoy
Club 738.”

 


Slowly, Boss moved his hands to the outside
of her breasts, then, squeezed them both. As Zara took a long, deep
breath, savoring the feel of his gently kneading hands, he moved
his thumbs over the center and pressed in against her now hardened
nipples beneath.

 


 

Zara’s body appeared to spasm at his touch.
“Good, your nipples are highly sensitive,” he said in the direction
of the camera. “I want them pierced!”

 


Boss noted her heightened state of arousal.
Her lips were slightly opened, as if she knew what he was thinking.
Her full, pink nipple-tipped breasts were erotic and he loved the
white, creamy-smooth texture of the skin.

 


Her breasts gently swayed, the soft contrast
of stark whiteness with the pink, silver dollar-sized areolas
surrounding the nipples, and even the nipples themselves, which
pointed firmly outward, as big as the size of the tip of his
pinky.

 


“Very sexy tits,” he said and he wanted to
be naked like her, to take her and fuck her. But there would be
time for that later. He hadn't bought her to the Club just to fuck
her.

 


“I want you to come with me, to the display
room.”

 


Zara smiled nervously, then, said, “Now?
Don’t you want me?”

 


He didn’t reply, he just grasped her nipples
between his thumb and forefingers, at first gently, but then slowly
increased the pressure until the pleasure of the sensation on the
sensitive buds was replaced by a little pain.

 


She gave with a little, “AH!” telling him
she had felt the first twinge of distress there.

 


“These will be first,” he barked, pulling
the nipples outward from her breasts.

 


To his surprise, Zara didn’t make a sound
although he knew he was hurting her. Instead, she only took in a
long, deep breath, and braced herself against the pain. It was
obvious she had a higher threshold than he had imagined.

 


“Perhaps she would even enjoy a little
nipple and breast torture to start things off,” he thought to
himself. It was time to show her the Display Room.

 


Zara gasped as he placed a collar around her
neck. It wasn’t a normal dog collar though, it had metal rings on
the sides and front, not just on the back.

 


Boss clipped the chain leash onto the ring
on the front. “Follow me,” he ordered, and she started to rise.

 


“Not like that. Stay on your knees.”




 


Whipped Cream

 


 


The first thing Boss did when they entered
the private room was to order her to kneel in the middle of the
room.

 


“From now on, you will call me Boss.”

 


“Stay here. Don’t move until I tell you,” he
ordered, and then looked at her expectantly.

 


Zara was confused for a moment, then,
realized what he wanted.

 


“Yes, Boss,” she replied as she watched him
leave the room.

 


While he was gone, she sat there on her
knees, wondering why he had left her there alone. She was eager for
him to return, she was aroused and wanted to feel him inside her.
As she took advantage of his absence to look around she lost track
of how long she spent on her knees in the room.

 


She was aroused being ordered around by this
sexy, dangerous man. She was even aroused looking at the strange
devices hanging from the walls, even though they scared her. Her
eyes were continually drawn to the large mirror in front of
her.

 


The reflection disturbed her. Surely that
girl in the mirror wasn’t her. She seemed so young, so vulnerable.
Her brow was slightly shiny with perspiration, and her chest heaved
a bit more quickly than it should have for someone resting.

 


Her lips were slightly parted, and wet, from
continually being licked. “A nervous gesture?” she wondered. She’d
never even noticed she did this! She looked at her reflection, and
then looked at Boss, and he realized she was flushed with
arousal.

 


So she called out for him, “Please fuck me,”
she begged.

 


She waited, but heard nothing. “Oh no, he’s
going to keep me like this. How could any man turn down an offer
like that? Most men would come running,” she thought to
herself.

 


What was it about Boss that he was so
indifferent? Then she remembered. “Boss. Take me. Please!” She
added that last, hoping it would sound appropriately submissive, so
that he would come back.

 


It worked because not long after, the door
opened, and Boss walked back in. He looked so much taller than when
he had left, and much stronger and she couldn’t help but notice his
black silk robe was tenting at the front.

 


She wondered if her mind was playing tricks
on her but she had never had been able to deal with isolation
well.

 


Without saying a word, Boss removed the
chain between her wrists and ankles, and jerked on the leash to
indicate she should stand up. He pushed her back down into the
kneeling position she had just left, and stood back and looked at
her.

 


Zara noticed he wasn’t smiling. He was
inspecting her as if she was a young filly at an auction. His
careful inspection made her feel much more naked than just nudity
alone would have! She felt the flush return to her face, and she
couldn’t even look at him.

 


He walked slowly around her, looking at her,
and she never moved an inch. She didn’t even look at him, she was
so embarrassed. When at last he had completed his inspection, he
said “Hmmm. Nice. Quite nice indeed.”

 


She felt a flood of relief, and her shame
vanished. Then she felt shocked with herself. Why should this
strange sexy man’s approval mean anything at all to her? But
kneeling there, stark naked, under Boss’s critical eye, she
suddenly felt more acutely aware of her own body, and its
attractiveness, than all the stares, whistles and outright
compliments she had received before had ever made her feel.

 


She looked up at him and smiled, and he
returned her smile. Once again, she was surprised at the effect
this had on her. Never before had she been concerned with what
anyone thought of her.

 


But his approval, and his apparent pleasure
with her, sent surprising waves of pleasure through her. She felt
an inexplicable urge to wrap her arms around his knees.



“What was happening to me?” she wondered.
She was having strange urges that went against her nature. And yet
something about where she was felt so...right. It was as if she
belonged here, had always belonged on her knees in front of this
seductive man, this...Boss.

 


Her mind rebelled against the word. And yet,
each time she said it, it sounded a little less strange.

 


“Boss,” She said quietly, more to try it out
than to attract his attention. The word caught a little in her
throat, but not nearly as much as it had the first time.

 


“Speak, my slut,” Boss replied to her
stumbling call.

 


“I...I feel...strange. I’m not sure what’s
happening. What’s happening? What are you doing to me?” She looked
at him, suddenly feeling that he had the solution to the unfamiliar
turmoil within herself.

 


Boss knelt down in front on her, and grasped
her chin firmly in his hand. Holding her face directly, he stared
at her, looked into her eyes, for a long time. He wasn’t smiling,
nor was he frowning.

 


Zara couldn’t read his expression at all.
But she stared back into his eyes, and it felt like she was falling
into them. She had the instinctive urge to lower her eyes, but she
didn’t. Instead, she found that every moment that their eyes were
locked, her internal conflict lessened.

 


He stood up, and she felt as if she was
released from some great weight. She started to slump down to the
floor, exhausted, but the collar and leash wouldn’t let her, so she
quickly sat up with her back straight, to ease the pressure.

 


Zara didn’t look back up at him, but she
sensed he was looking down at her, watching her. He reached down,
and stroked her dark hair gently. Instinctively she pulled back
from his touch but even as she shied away from his touch, she
wanted it.

 


She leaned into his hand, her forehead
resting on his palm, his thumb stroking her hair. Her heart and
mind raced and she wasn’t sure what she wanted, how far she wanted
to let these new sensations take her, aching for him to touch
her.

 


That particular touch didn’t last long,
though. Soon Boss withdrew his hand, and his manner returned to its
previous firmness, mixed with humor. He unhooked the leash from the
bar above her head, and indicated that she was to stand.

 


She did, the relief from stretching her legs
again washed through her, bringing back that weak feeling, and she
thought she was going to collapse. But then Boss was there, in
front of her with his strong arms around her, supporting her.

 


Without even thinking about it, she leaned
against him, giving herself to his arms. Then she realized what she
was doing, and pulled back, staring at him. He just looked at her,
a slight smile on his lips, and she got the feeling he was waiting,
that he knew already everything that was going to happen, all her
thoughts, and confusion.

 


Boss pulled her farther into the room, over
to a piece of furniture that looked like a padded sawhorse. He
turned her to face him and, still smiling that small, knowing, and
somewhat ironic smile, he said, “You took a long time to
submit.”

 


He looked at her expectantly, and she
dropped her eyes again. She couldn’t tell if he was really upset at
her, or if he was just teasing. And why should she care? But she
did! She didn’t want him to be angry with her, for then he might
not touch her again and she longed for his touch!

 


“You’re going to have to learn to think more
quickly.”

 


His words confused her. “Going to have to
learn?” But, his tone was clear, the same tone her father used to
use to say, “You’ve done something wrong. I’m not upset but for
your own good you must be taught a lesson.”

 


She found herself relieved that he wasn’t
upset, but at the same time ashamed of herself for doing something
wrong. Boss turned her so she was facing the sawhorse, and placed a
hand on her back, gently pushing her so she was bent over the
horse, her belly resting on the padded bar, her breasts, and arms
hanging down in front of it.

 


Her heart was pounding, and she could feel
her sweat making the smooth surface of the horse sticky. She just
stood there, naked, bent, and vulnerable, waiting for the
inevitable. And it came, a light, stinging slap to her ass. It
didn’t hurt, but it startled her, even though she had been
expecting it.

 


The second followed quickly, and then the
third. The slaps were still light, but she could feel her cheeks
reddening slightly, and she felt quite warm all over. As the slaps
continued, she marveled at what was happening.

 


She was letting this handsome stranger spank
her! No, she corrected herself, she was letting her Boss spank her.
Finally, the word felt totally right.

 


“Boss,” she whispered, too low for him to
hear. But she didn’t feel she was letting him spank her. Rather,
she had an odd feeling that he was in his right, in this spanking,
and that she was receiving a deserved punishment.

 


Zara wanted to be touched, and even this
touch was better than nothing was. In fact, she discovered that the
growing heat on her buttocks was adding to her arousal, making her
squirm on the horse.

 


She was startled by another smack on her
ass, much harder than the previous ones. Wincing, she grasped the
legs of the sawhorse, feeling sure all she had to do was say,
“Stop,” and Boss would stop immediately. But she didn’t want him to
stop. The spanking hurt, but somehow, at the same time it felt
good. It felt right!

 


She waited with a combination of desire and
apprehension for his next stinging slap. It came, and she gasped
and actually raised her ass toward his hand in preparation for the
next one. And the next one came, and the next and the next.

 


And as her ass got hotter and sorer, she got
hornier and hornier, marveling at the strange combination of
pleasure and pain. She laughed at herself under her breath. She had
thought those little smacks were so hard and so wonderful, she had
been so easy to turn on!

 


She wondered if Boss expected it to be so
easy. He certainly seemed to be working hard now, she thought as
she felt another crack of the paddle. Now it stopped. “Is this
another pause, a tease, or is he actually going to take me now,”
she wondered.

 


“Oh yes, yes, he’s unhooking my wrists.”

 


A moan of anticipation escaped her lips, and
in the moment before he lowered her to the floor, her mind flashed
back to getting into the position she was now so relieved to be
leaving. She didn’t know how long the spanking lasted.

 


It couldn’t have been very long but in her
mind it was an excruciatingly ecstatic forever. But eventually the
pain started reaching out, past the pleasure. But just as she felt
the excitement start to slip, he stopped.

 


“How did he know that she’d had just enough
to get her trembling with excitement, and no more,” she
wondered.

 


Zara rested on the horse, breathing heavily,
feeling the sweat between herself and the slick surface she was
lying on. She was tired, but somehow she felt refreshed. She felt
no more shame at her failure and had long ago stopped thinking
about exactly what it was she was being punished for, and only that
she deserved this, that he was purging her guilt.

 


She hoped Boss was pleased with her, and she
was ready to do anything he wanted. Almost. Even as she thought
that, the incredible heat of the moment faded, and she again
started asking herself what in the world she was doing here.

 


Although she still felt arousal and desire
coursing through her, she swore to herself she wouldn’t succumb to
his desire. Getting a spanking made her horny but she didn’t have
to admit that to him!

 


Boss allowed her few moments to recover, and
then he tugged on her collar to indicate she should stand up, and
walked her back over to the pole set-up she had been attached to
when they first entered the room.

 


He moved her so she was standing under the
top pole, and again lifted her chin so she was looking at his face.
His manner had changed. He still seemed confident of himself but
now, mixed with the ever-present humor in his smile, was a bit of
smugness.

 


His smile suggested that he knew that he had
already won, and all he had to do was wait. He stroked her cheek
lightly, and then took her wrists in his hands. Clipping the straps
around her wrists together, he then attached both wrist restraints
to a hook on the bar above them.

 


The bar was high enough that she had to
stretch her arms to be able to keep her feet on the floor. He
stepped back, watching her, with the same satisfied, confident
smile on his lips. The mirror was still where it had been when she
was kneeling on the same spot, and she could see herself clearly.
The woman in the mirror was quite a different sight than she had
been previously.

 


Her long black hair was damp with sweat, and
the slight flush on her face had become a full body flush. She was
trembling, and her breathing was so heavy it was almost panting.
The biggest change though, was an almost indefinable change in her
expression.

 


It seemed that some of the stubbornness, the
willfulness, the arrogance, had gone out of it, to be replaced with
something she couldn’t name.

 


The sight of her trembling nakedness made
her realize how vulnerable she was. It also renewed her arousal
almost unbearably.

 


She heard Boss say from somewhere to her
left, “Pretty slave girl. You’re so aroused, and we haven’t even
begun yet.”

 


His words sent a noticeable shiver through
her, and she strained forward against her bonds, pleading silently
to be touched again. She wondered how long she could keep her
stubborn vow. She even wondered why she had made it.

 


In the mirror, she looked behind and Boss
was there, with a nasty-looking whip in his hands. It appeared to
be a thick handle with a number of leather straps hanging off
it.

 


She had seen it on the wall earlier. Before
she could recall what she had thought of it at the time, she saw
him swing again. She watched in the mirror, and the whip
disappeared behind her a split second before she felt it crack down
again on her back.

 


She was still staring at her reflection when
she felt a sharp sting on her back.

 


CRACK!

 


The whip landed again on her back, sending
another sharp searing pain into her gut, and with it another wave
of agonizing, unfulfilled desire crashed through her.

 


“Please Boss. Yes, I want it, I want it
now!” Zara moaned through her clenched teeth.

 


He stepped around in front of her, smiling
in mock surprise.

 


“My, what a slut! And you’ve finally
admitted it! Well now you’ll just have to wait. I’m enjoying myself
at the moment.”

 


And with that he disappeared again behind
her, and she felt the whip descend once more, between her shoulder
blades, with a thwack and a burn.

 


With the rhythm of the whip, Zara slipped
into a delirium of pain and arousal. And lost in the rhythm, she
found her mind wandering through the events that had led her to
this delicious and frustrating mess.

 


CRACK

 


“Oh God!” Zara groaned to herself. After the
next stroke against her now swollen pussy and asshole, she
collapsed in her bonds.

 


CRACK

 


The pain was much sharper than that of the
spanking, much different. This pain left heat, too, but traveled
all through her body, each stroke bringing her higher and
higher.

“The Clients are watching this and want to
fuck you and you’ll love it.” Boss said it simply, and with force,
and she stared at him, open-mouthed.

 


As if reading her thoughts, he said, “Don’t
worry. They won’t do anything you won’t be begging them to do.”

 


His words were somehow both reassuring, and
ominous. She felt confused. The whipping had stopped. Ah, sweet
relief. But only from the pain, not from her overwhelming
desire.

 


“Now? She pleaded to herself. Oh God, oh
Boss, take me down, Fuck me! Please, now...?”

 


But no, he stopped to change tools. Now was
a paddle, slapping her already red-hot ass.

 


“Uhhhhh,” she moaned.

 


Finally, Boss lay her down on the floor.
Somehow, in her delirium, she missed him removing his silk robe.
Now she felt his body heavy on top of her, their bodies both slick.
She looked up at him, trying to tell him with her eyes that she
surrendered to him totally.

 


Boss entered her with one swift move and his
size astounded her. He was the largest man she had ever had inside
her and a growling animal sound is all she is able to make. Zara
could feel him move back and forth and the slight movement was
enough to take her to the brink of another orgasm.

 


He noticed, stopped, pulled out, and teased
her. She bucked her hips toward him, wanting to have more, needing
to have more.

 


“Please, don’t stop...” Her voice broke
before she was able to finish the sentence. She felt him slide all
the way in again, staying inside her. His hands grabbed hold of her
hair, pulling her head back against him as he thrust into her with
long strokes.

 


Zara could feel his every movement
throughout her body, his hardness, his size, the heavy pressure
created by every single inch of him inside her. The orgasm started
low in her belly, before building to a wave rolling throughout her
body.

 


Her gasps turned to groans, and her groans
to screams, as the pleasure mounted into an orgasm that rocked her
soul. And he kept thrusting as she lost herself in ecstasy. She
felt him drive into her with one last thrust, stiffening as he came
deep inside her.

 


Finally, it was all over. Her exhaustion was
mixed with a sense of satisfaction that went deeper than just
orgasm. He had taken her, and she was his. She felt no more
confusion, no more turmoil, just a profound feeling of fulfillment,
of rightness.

 


“Boss,” she whispered into his neck as he
stroked her hair. He nodded, and she knew he understood. He pulled
out, still semi-hard against her thighs and leaned the weight of
his body into hers. His voice filled her head.

 


“Clean yourself up, the clients will here in
15 minutes.”

 


* * *
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