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My father dumped my mother when I was just a
little girl. As I grew up I could understand why. She was a
controlling, manipulative woman and a pothead. The pot made her
lazy, which helped to offset some of her other personality defects.
But not enough that I wanted to be around her much.

As soon as I was sixteen I left home and
moved in with my girlfriend Sonia. Since I’m tall for a girl I was
able to pass for eighteen, especially with Sonia’s help with
makeup. I got some fake ID and then started working in a sports
bar.

Now, I’m not being arrogant when I say I’m
hot. It’s just a fact. Like every other girl growing up, I measure
myself against what the guys think is hot on the internet, and yes,
I measure up. I’m a natural blonde with blue eyes, great
complexion, an oval face with high cheekbones, a slender nose, and
full lips.

And yes, I look at my body naked in the
mirror and compare it to the ones I see on the internet. I know
that I don’t have anything to be ashamed of. Not that I really need
the internet for confirmation given that guys have been after me
since I hit adolescence.

I’ve never had any problems getting dates. In
fact, my problem has always been turning guys down without them
getting too mad or upset or embarrassed. At one point I pretended
me and Sonia were lesbians as an excuse not to go out with guys.
We’re not, though we have fooled around a little, but it worked to
keep me from being hassled too much at the time.

The problem with working in the sports bar,
though, was that the uniform was basically a tartan kilt not much
longer than a mini and a tight halter top. I got a lot of tips but
I also got hit on all the time by drunken guys two and three times
my age.

Still, that was how we were able to afford a
one-bedroom apartment that wasn’t in a high-crime neighborhood.
After a couple of years, though, I got tired of getting hit on all
the time by old, drunken guys with flabby bellies and started
looking for work somewhere else, somewhere out of the restaurant
industry.

What I found was a job as an assistant
concierge in a very high-end condo near the ocean. The job of the
assistant concierge was basically to be everyone’s bitch. I would
call around and make appointments for the residents, help them in
and out if they needed it, take packages and goods from them and
carry them to their apartments, and do other little odds and ends
and chores that they were too busy or old or thought they were too
good for.

The problem was that the condo wanted to give
off an image of very modern and sleek sophistication. The male
employees like the doorman, security people, and concierge, wore
tasteful dark gray three-piece suits. I on the other hand wore a
dark gray dress which, though not as short as a mini, was
definitely on the short side.

It has bare arms and shoulders and is very
form-fitting, hugging my body in curves like a second skin. So
instead of getting hit on by drunks, I got hit on by rich, entitled
jerks who thought that anyone who worked for a living could be
bought, or at least rented for what they considered to be very
little money.

I have to admit that some of the offers
shocked me and were a little tempting if I didn’t think I’d get
fired. I mean, $1000 for twenty minutes? That was a shitload of
money! I was being paid reasonably well given what I was doing, but
that was almost two weeks’ pay, net pay anyway.

But they were only a little tempting, not
just because I thought I’d be fired but because none of these guys
were particularly attractive anyway. No way I was sleeping with
some ugly old guy and getting fired even for a thousand
dollars.

But sure, I thought about it. I don’t have
much education and I don’t have much money. But I do have a body
that guys have been after for a long time, and a face that makes
people ask if I’m an actress or model. Well, it is Los Angeles. And
it seems like half the blondes here are would-be actresses or
models.

You can make money with a body and face like
mine if you want to go into that sort of business. You don’t even
have to have sex with people. There are some strip clubs where you
can make a thousand bucks in a night easy and no one’s even allowed
to touch you.

But I’ve never considered that seriously
either. It’s not like I’m super proud or anything, but I wasn’t
going to lower myself to being a stripper or prostitute. Even
though I’ve had fantasies along that route and been a little
wistful about the money I could make.

“Regan, you going to work tonight?” Sonia
asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

“It’s 104° out.”

“Well, shit. Maybe it will cool off by later
this afternoon.”

“It’s not supposed to.”

I have a car. You can’t live in LA without a
car. But it’s a shitty car, and the air conditioning is busted.

“I have to get that fucking car fixed,” I
said.

It can get pretty hot in Los Angeles. If you
go out, and you don’t have an air-conditioned car, you need to
dress for the heat. On hot days in particular that means wearing as
little as possible. Of course, there are limits, especially if
you’re a girl. And the limits are not just what’s legally
acceptable, but what will get you harassed and insulted and hit on
everywhere you go.

And to be honest, I tend to be harassed,
insulted, and hit on everywhere I go anyway. Almost no matter what
I wear. That’s a factor of living downtown where the streets are
crowded with people, meaning men, meaning, not to put too fine a
point on it, blue-collar men who don’t subscribe to what you might
call the current politically correct rules of social behavior.

Fortunately, having a car means I don’t have
to put up with a lot of that. Not like when I was taking the bus.
Of course, the buses are air-conditioned. But given my job lets me
off at midnight, I had no intention of taking one. No way I was
riding a bus at midnight.

What I had on right now were a halter top and
a pair of short, cotton shorts. They were comfortable, and they
were more than enough coverage, even though I wasn’t wearing a
bra.

I’m not small on top, but my boobs are pretty
firm, despite being a fair size. Sonia makes jokes about them. But
I think that’s just because she’s jealous, being a lot smaller on
top. Still, I usually wear a bra anytime I’m outside or around guys
because otherwise they stare. They also make assumptions, even
worse than the assumptions about blondes.

It wasn’t a coincidence that my job was only
about a twenty-minute drive away. That was one of the reasons why I
had applied. It was air-conditioned, of course, and since I’d be
wearing the uniform, it didn’t really matter what I wore there.
Aside from a bra, of course.

I parked the car around back where deliveries
were made and then hurriedly walked across the steaming hot parking
lot and in through the side door. I was sweating despite having had
the windows open and thought I would have a quick shower before I
changed. Unfortunately, the shower was broken so I had to do the
best I could with my hair and makeup without it.

I had let my hair grow out since I’d started
working here, and it now dangled well past my shoulders. But I
preferred to do it in a kind of half up, half down fashion that
gave me a more sophisticated look. I’d done that before leaving
home but now my hair was a mess. I brushed it out instead, just
letting it hang loosely then reapplied a little lipstick.

It was a quiet evening, boring really. And I
was enjoying it still being incredibly hot and humid outside but
being immune to it there in my little cubbyhole in the back of the
lobby. Then around 1130, I got a call from the agency that manages
the condo which informed me that since my replacement had just
called in sick and they couldn’t get anyone else I was now working
a double shift.

That sucked ass but there wasn’t much I could
do about it. I called Sonia to tell her and then considered how I
would pass the even more boring midnight shift. Because there was
very little call to help the residents on the midnight shift the
person on that shift had a list of chores that included stuff like
watering plants in empty apartments.

Since everyone that lived here was rich they
almost all had other homes, so there were always a number of them
left empty. One of the ones empty these days was the penthouse
because it was recently sold and was being renovated before the new
owner moved in.

I was rarely on the midnight shift so as I
made my way along the list of apartments to visit I stopped to
snoop around at the fancy apartments and their furnishings and
decor. Some of them were gorgeous, and I imagined what it would be
like to live there. The view was more spectacular the higher up I
went.

Needless to say, I saved the penthouse for
last. I’d never been in there, and when I stepped inside it looked
like they had finished the renos and already done the decorations
and furniture. The place was incredible! I’d never seen anything
like it. It was one room after another of amazing stuff, from a
full home gym to a theater with a screen that took up the whole
wall, to a spectacular front room with a whole wall of stone that
at the flick of a switch had water flowing down it.

Instead of a balcony it had a deck with a big
hot tub and a long, narrow pool which I realized was one of those
wave pool things you could swim in and never get anywhere because
the water was rushing at you.

And then there was the bathroom. What a
fabulous bathroom! It was bigger than my apartment! The tub was
square and looked like you could get six or seven people in it at
once. It had these Roman columns rising from the four corners to a
fancy overhead canopy kind of thing. Except it wasn’t made of
fabric but of some kind of plaster.

The shower was just as big. You could hold a
party and that thing. It also had multiple showerheads and
complicated controls that meant you could set the temperature and
which of the different showerheads would spray water on you at the
same time.

Given I was feeling kind of grubby,
especially since it was now after one in the morning, and I now had
a second shift to work I suddenly got the idea to take a shower
there. Why not? Nobody lived here. I could do it quickly and not
leave any trace.

So I reached back and unzipped my dress then
shrugged it over my shoulders, pushing it down my legs and stepping
out of it. I was a bit nervous but like I said it was One in the
morning. The only other guy working was the overnight security guy
who doubled as a concierge on the midnight shift. And he was an old
guy and ex-cop, and rarely ever stirred from behind the desk.

I removed my shoes, undid my bra and then
slipped off my G string. I couldn’t help posing in front of those
huge mirrors, feeling a little cocky and impressed by the lighting
and how big the mirrors were. Then I quickly figured out how to
turn on the shower and stepped inside.

Fortunately, whoever had set this place up
had also equipped it with stylish bath towels and placed fancy
shampoo and soap and body wash inside the shower. To save time I
soaped up my body first all over. Then I used the shampoo on my
hair, lathering it up really good.

I stepped under the showerheads and let it
rinse me off, my head tilted back so the water could pour over my
face and hair. After I had run my hands through my hair several
times to rinse away the last of the shampoo I finally opened my
eyes again.

It was then that I became aware that I was
not alone.

To say I was shocked would be the
understatement of the year. There was a black guy in the bathroom,
kind of propped against the counter and looking at me, with his
arms folded across a very wide, thick chest.

He saw me notice and raised his hand in a
kind of casual way before I screamed and jerked back against the
far wall of the shower, instinctively slapping my left arm across
my chest and my right hand down between my legs.

“Don’t know what you think you got to hide
from me now, baby,” he said. “I done seen everything you got
already. And you sure do got a lot.”

“How did you get in here?! Who are you!? I
cried, my face burning.

“That’s my line, baby. This is my place.”

I suddenly remembered a conversation I had
overheard between one of the door men and the concierge that the
guy who had bought the penthouse was some kind of superstar NFL
player. This guy sure did look like he played football!

I gaped at him, not knowing what to say.

“I-I thought you hadn’t moved in yet!” I
exclaimed.

“I haven’t. Moving in day after tomorrow. But
I was driving past and thought I would stop by and see if
everything was done up right.”

He grinned at me. “The interior decorator
said he’d make sure I had everything I could want. When I saw you I
said boy, he’s really gone out of his way to make me happy.”

I flushed even more. My mind was squirming as
I stood there helplessly back against the far wall of the shower
stall. The closest towel was on the other side of the glass door
which would require that I move closer to him.

“I don’t suppose you come with the
apartment.”

I shook my head numbly.

“So then what the fuck are you doing here?”
he asked with a bit of a growl to his deep voice.

“I-I work here!”

He looked at me in disbelief.

“I’m the assistant concierge! The employee
shower was broken and I had to work a double shift!”

He looked a little more sympathetic at
that.

“I’m supposed to be watering the plants,” I
gulped.

“Instead you watered yourself.”

I licked my lips nervously. He was an
enormous guy and here I was naked and helpless! Plus, not to sound
clichéd, but he was a black guy. And from my experience, while all
guys had the hots for blondes, Black guys and Hispanic guys had it
worse than most.

“Would you… Would you… Please… Let me get
dressed?”

“I ain’t stopping you, baby.”

I flushed, feeling a bit of resentment. He
was acting like such a… Guy!

I glowered at him then finally shuffle
forward. I had to take my arm away from my breast to slide the door
open, and felt myself blushing even more fiercely as I reached for
the towel.

“Excuse me, baby. But that’s my towel. It’s a
real expensive towel too. And I don’t recall giving you permission
to use it.”

I hesitated because of course he was right.
He was also being a jerk, but then guys usually were when they had
the upper hand in this sort of situation.

“How do I know you didn’t steal anything
while you were here?”

“Does it look like I got anything hidden on
me?” I snapped.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I can’t see what
you’re hiding under there.”

Now he’d already seen me naked, so I just
said fuck it. I dropped my arms, put my hands on my hips and stared
boldly at him.

“You like what you’re seeing?” I
demanded.

“You bet I do. You got some kind of fucking
body, baby. Are those tits real?”

I glared at him again. “Of course they’re
real!”

“How am I supposed to know without touching
them?”

“You better not!” I warned.

He smirked at me. “No offense, baby. I seen a
lot of titties. And I don’t recall seeing any as fine as those that
were real before. I would’ve guessed you had one of the best
plastic surgeons to get them that perfect.”

“Like I could afford that! Can I use your
towel yet, sir?” I asked sarcastically.

“You know how much those towels cost?”

I looked at him, scowling. It was a fucking
towel, after all.

“I noticed when I was looking over the list
of stuff I was being charged for. These towels are $240
apiece.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “That’s crazy,”
I said.

“The best stuff costs,” he said.

He pushed forward off the counter and came
over to stand in front of me and I backed away as he pulled one of
the towels down. He held it up to me and then pulled it back when I
reached for it, grinning at me.

“Now, I’ve been with a lot of women,” he
said. “That probably doesn’t surprise you.”

It didn’t. He was big, powerfully built,
rich, and good looking.

“I seen a lot of girls coming out of the
shower, swimming pool, Jacuzzi or the ocean. And the first thing
they do is wring out their hair.”

I scowled at him indignantly. He wanted me to
put on a show for him!? Who did he think he was anyway!? Of course,
I had, technically speaking used his bathroom and stuff without
permission. But he was still being a jerk, a big, male jerk.

But on the other hand, he was, I reluctantly
admitted, a fucking hot and sexy-looking guy. And I was starting to
feel a strange kind of tightness in my chest from the way he was
looking at me.

I looked at him challengingly then reached up
and back, knowing very well what that did to my body as I gathered
my wet hair in and back and rang it out so that the water dribbled
down my back to fall at my heels.

It felt very weird doing that. I mean, I
should have been mortified, not to mention terrified. But I wasn’t
either. I didn’t think this guy was going to force himself on me.
For one thing, he didn’t need to. I had no doubt whatsoever that he
had dozens and dozens of gorgeous girls’ numbers on his phone who
wouldn’t hesitate to run over to jump his very muscular body.

For another, while he was definitely
interested, he looked like a guy who was in full control of
himself. He was teasing and taunting me, which was what guys did,
and enjoying using me as eye candy, which was again what guys did.
But I didn’t, for some reason, have any real fear of him.

Which was strange, because he was so big and
strong he could have done absolutely anything he wanted to me
anytime he wanted.

As for being mortified, I was certainly
self-conscious and embarrassed, but I was getting over it. He had,
just as he said, seen everything I had before I had rinsed off. And
frankly, there’s nothing about my body, naked or otherwise, which
embarrasses me.

“Jesus God, girl, some sculptor or artist
ought to use your body as his model.”

He was grinning as he said, and handed over
the towel. I stared back, even though I felt a little surge of
pride at his words. I quickly wrapped the big towel around myself
and began to dry off as he moved back and propped himself against
the counter again.

I purposely didn’t look at him as I toweled
off, and when I raised my eyes I saw him examining my bra with
interest.

“Do you mind?” I demanded.

“Just confirming my guess about your
measurements,” he said with a grin, putting the bra back on the
counter.

I was fairly sure he was going to try and
sleep with me. And to be honest, the idea wasn’t exactly repulsive.
I mean, I haven’t had a huge amount of sexual experience yet, but I
had sure as hell never had a guy as big and powerfully built as
this one. Nor as old, to be honest. He must’ve been almost
thirty.

And it was something about this room, maybe
even the penthouse, that marked it as a place apart from the
regular world. I mean, I wasn’t back in high school, where I had to
worry about my reputation being trashed if I slept with a guy and
he bragged about it. But I wasn’t that far removed from it
either.

But there is no way that this guy, this man,
was going to be telling anybody I knew about what he had or had
done with me. And even if he did tell his buddies, they wouldn’t
have any idea who I was nor care. Nor did I have to worry about
what he thought of me, whether or not he would think I was a slut
come morning and not respect me and not call me. He wasn’t a
potential boyfriend, after all.

That made the situation very strange to me.
It was hard to sort out my feelings and thoughts.

“What’s your name, baby?”

“Regan,” I said.

“So you work here?”

I nodded.

He grinned broadly. “So you work for me.”

Technically I worked for the corporation that
managed the condo, and they were paid by the condo board which
collected fees from all of the residents. As the owner of the
penthouse, he would be paying by far the largest fee. But I’ve
heard that ‘you work for me thing’ many times. And it wasn’t
totally off base because if any resident complained about you,
chances were you were gone.

“Call me sir then,” he said sternly.

I looked at him in surprise. “Sir?” I
said.

“Sir or Mr. Stafford.”

“Okay,” I said uncertainly.

“Now as your boss, sort of, I have to
recognize that what you did he was in violation of policy. I’m sure
you know that.”

Of course I did. But my eyes narrowed
suspiciously.

“Which means, you should be punished.”

I was still mystified about where he was
going with this but I had my suspicions.

“It seems to me that your problem,” he lifted
up my dress and examined the little nameplate on the front before
looking back at me. “Miss MacLeod, is you lack discipline and
self-control. Otherwise, you would have refrained from breaking
rules and violating my privacy the way you have by using my
shower.”

He scratched his very large jaw lightly as he
considered me. “I could have the management take care of it, I
suppose. Or, if you agree, I can do it myself.”

“You just want to have sex with me!” I said
accusingly.

He grinned at me. “Baby, you must know that
every guy that sees you wants to have sex with you. I ain’t no
different.”

“Then no! This job isn’t so great that I’m
gonna fuck a guy to keep from being fired.”

He grinned even more broadly. “Who said
anything about fucking you? Listen, baby, having sex with me is not
a punishment, it’s a reward. And I don’t see that you’ve done
anything yet that deserves to be rewarded.”

I snorted doubtfully.

“Of course, if you want, I might agree to
have sex with you, but you have to beg for it.”

“Don’t hold your breath,” I said.

“I won’t. So let’s get back to that
punishment part.”

“What do you consider to be punishment?” I
asked suspiciously

“Well, given the situation, I think a
spanking is in order.”

He had succeeded in surprising me. Not only
that but I felt a strange dark thrum of excitement at his
outrageous suggestion. There was something about how big and strong
he was, how incredibly muscular and macho that aroused something in
my subconscious. Well, in my conscious, as well. But that was
entirely different.

No, I mean, something unfamiliar, something
that found the idea of being, I don’t know, manhandled, by an
enormously powerful man like this to be a heady thrill.

“Are you some kind of pervert?”

“Naah, just a little kinky.”

I could feel my chest tightening further and
my nipples starting to prickle and tingle at the very thought of
letting this big guy spank me. I was pretty sure it was not going
to end with that, and the heat was starting to build up with almost
breathless speed, like nothing I’d felt before.

It would be idiotic to agree, but I could
feel my own hunger rising, my own sense of anticipation and
excitement.

“I don’t like pain,” I said.

“Little children get spanked and they managed
to survive. I’m pretty sure you would.”

“They’re not spanked by someone with a hand
was big as you, not to mention as much in the way of muscles.”

He grinned. He was wearing a short-sleeve
shirt and stood up and then drew his fists up and out like he was
posing for a magazine, making the muscles in his biceps stand out.
And he sure had them!

“Don’t worry, baby girl, I know my own
strength. I ain’t never hurt a girl yet.”

I looked at him doubtfully.

“Some women even like to be spanked,” he
said.

“Yeah, well I ain’t a pervert,” I said.

“And some women don’t know what they like
until they tried.”

“I’ve had lots of guys slapping my butt,
thanks.”

He grinned again. “I bet you have. But they
didn’t have my magic touch.”

“How do I know you won’t do more?”

“Because I say I won’t. I could do more now,
and you know it. But I won’t. Like I said, sleeping with me is a
reward, not a punishment. You got to beg for it.”

“Yeah well, don’t count on it. Guys beg me
for sex, not the other way around.”

He grinned broadly. “I ain’t got no doubt
you’re telling the truth there either, baby.”

He moved to the door and stopped there,
turning to look at me. “I’ll let you dry off and dry your hair. You
can even use my blow dryer there. When you’re ready, you come out
and see me in the front room.”
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He left and I closed the door behind him,
locking it, trying to get control of my breathing. I put my hands
against my face and felt that it was still hot. I could hardly
believe what I had gotten myself into. What rotten luck! Why should
he come by now of all times!? And he had seen me completely naked!
And now…?

What the fuck was I supposed to do now? I had
very little doubt that this so-called spanking would end up with
him having sex with me. Again, that wasn’t exactly a terrible idea.
I was actually kind of intrigued wondering how a guy that big and
strong would be in bed.

And like I said, it wasn’t like he could do
any damage to my reputation or anything. Or that I had to worry
about what he thought of me. He was obviously the kind of guy who
thought girls were nothing more than fuck toys. That was pretty
normal for jock types.

So I could have a fling with him without a
lot of worry about that, but the spanking thing had me anxious. I
wasn’t lying that a lot of guys had slapped my butt over the years.
And it had never done less than stung. How much worse could it be
with a big, powerful man like him?

Of course, I could refuse. He might or might
not tell the condo board. I was guessing he probably wouldn’t. He
didn’t seem like the type. But when I thought about just continuing
with my boring shift as opposed to seeing what kinky stuff this
great big guy wanted to do with me, it seemed like it would be a
lot more interesting to let him punish me.

In fact, my pulse was racing and my heart
pounding at the thought. That same dark hunger coming from my
subconsciousness seemed to be growing more powerful by the
minute.

Sex was not all that big a deal, and usually
didn’t take all that long. I was wondering if it would be different
for someone his size and age. Not to mention him being black. I’d
never slept with a black guy before.

I hesitated as I consider getting dressed. He
could spank me with the dress on. But I might muss it up or tear it
if I moved around too much. And he was so big and strong he might
tear it accidentally. So I decided to just put on my G string and
bra. Then I put the towel around myself again and, heart thumping
wildly, I opened the door and walked up the hall until I found the
front room.

The water was flowing down the stone wall and
there was what looked like flames all along the bottom. He was
sitting on a leather sofa facing them, remote control in hand as he
looked up at a flat-screen that had appeared on the wall.

He put it down when he saw me.

“I didn’t say you can get dressed,” he said
calmly.

I blushed. “I didn’t. I mean… I just put on
my bra and panties.” I said uncertainly.

“Take them off again.”

“But you said… I mean, you could uhm, spank
me with my G string on.”

“Now what fun would that be?”

I blushed even more, and my heart thumped
harder. I also felt a hot little rush of something like liquid heat
flooding through my body.

“You forgot to call me sir. Every time you
forget to call me sir, you have to get one more spank.”

I looked at him in confusion and he clapped
his hands together. “Drop that towel.”

I dropped the towel and he looked me up and
down appreciatively.

“Now the bra.”

I felt indignant and blushed even more, but
that mad rush of liquid heat grew even more powerful. I wanted to
tell him to drop dead, but the heat was already influencing my
mind, and I reached up and back and I did my bra and slipped it
off.

“Now the panties.”

I slipped my thumbs through the thin strings
and slipped them down my hips, bending forward as I did and then
stepping out of them.

“Very nice,” he said appreciatively. “Come
here, Miss MacLeod.”

I walked anxiously over to him, very, very
much aware of being naked. He reached out and grabbed my right
wrist and then yanked and I squealed in surprise as he pulled me
forward, and I fell across his lap.

He gripped my thigh and shoulder and adjusted
me so that my bottom was high and then let his big hand knead and
caress my buttocks.

“This is one fine little ass,” he said.
“Don’t worry about me doing anything to harm it. That would be a
fucking crime.”

His hand rose and then slapped down suddenly,
and I squealed as the sting of pain jolted my body.

“Of course, that don’t mean I won’t hurt it a
little.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down against my bare bottom
again and again and I yelped and squealed and twisted beneath him,
not used to repeated pains like that. My legs kicked and I couldn’t
help throwing my hand back as if to put it between his and my
bottom.

He seized my wrist and then grabbed my other
one pulling them both together behind me and crossing my wrists.
Before I even knew what he was doing was tying something around my
wrists, and then when I tried to jerk them apart I found it
impossible.

“Hey! What are you doing!?” I cried.

“Just making sure you don’t interfere with
the punishment,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand started to slap against my bottom
again, the blows sharp and stinging. Each one of them made me gasp
in pain and made my body jerk and twist. My bottom started to burn
and the pain seemed to grow more intense with each blow.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ahh! Please!”

“You forgot to call me Mr. Stafford.”

Crack!

“Or Sir.”

Crack!

“Ahh, that hurts!” I cried.

“That’s the kind of the point. But if you
didn’t feel you could take the punishment, you shouldn’t have done
the crime.”

Crack!

“And you forgot to call me sir again, or Mr.
Stafford.”

Crack!

“Let me hear you say please Mr.
Stafford.”

Crack!

“Please, Mr. Stafford!” I cried.

Crack!

“You sorry for being a bad little girl?”

Crack!

“Yes!”

“You forgot to say Mr. Stafford or sir.”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!” I exclaimed.

“Then apologize.”

Crack!

“I’m sorry, sir!”

Crack!

“Not good enough baby. Say I’m sorry for
being a naughty little girl, sir.”

This was kinky and perverted! And somehow I
found that even hotter!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was on fire! Tears were starting to
fill my eyes, tears of frustration pain. And yet heat continued to
grip my mind and my breasts throbbed!

“I’m sorry for being a naughty little girl,
sir!” I cried desperately.

The next blow did not fall. Instead, his
fingers delicately caressed my overheated buttocks.

“You should be,” he said sternly.

I felt his hand gripping my thigh, shifting
me, adjusting me on his lap. He had a very large hand, and he
gripped my thigh very high up so that I felt the side of his thick,
warm finger pressing against my naked sex. I didn’t think that was
an accident. And as his hand gently caressed my inner thigh, that
finger continued to stroke up and down along the narrow line of my
sex.

“Your youth is some excuse,” he said. “Of
course, you did still violate my privacy. And I value my privacy a
lot.”

I was gulping in air and sniffling, my chest
heaving, but I was very much aware of his hand stroking as if
accidentally along my soft, sensitive mons, and I wasn’t about to
do anything to get him to return to spanking my butt, which felt as
if it was glowing with heat.

“Don’t worry, baby, you but might be a little
red and sore, but your pretty bubble but will be fine.”

I felt his hand gliding along my buttocks,
and it was suddenly slick with something.

“This is a soothing lotion,” he said. “It’ll
take the heat away in no time.”

I felt a sense of relief, thinking that the
punishment was over. But then he ‘adjusted’ me on his lap again and
that same finger pressed firmly against my sex, now slick with
whatever cream he had spread over my bottom. I felt a sudden jolt
of awareness, especially as his big hand turned, forcing my thighs
wider apart. Then I felt his fingers rubbing insistently against
the top of my sex, over my clitoris.

My eyes widened and I felt a sudden psychic
shock.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“This’ll make you feel better. But, you
forgot to call me sir or Mr. Stafford again.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Aggh! I’m sorry, Mr. Stafford!”

His hand slipped back between my legs, tips
of his large fingers rubbing my slick, slippery sex. The difference
in sensations between that and the sharp, stinging blows to my
bottom could not be more pronounced.

“Apologize again for being a naughty little
girl.”

Those words… I think I was starting to
understand now.

“I… I-I’m sorry for being a naughty little
girl, Mr. Stafford!”

I mean, I had no personal experience with
this sort of thing, but I had kind of seen and heard glimpses of it
on the internet, and from other places in the media. Guys who liked
to tie girls up and spank them and stuff.

His big, warm, slick fingers were producing a
powerful and growing stream of sensations that were flooding up
through my body and into my mind. I knew I should tell him that
touching me there was no part of spanking me, but with the still
glowing pain of my buttocks, this alternative flood of sensation
seemed very attractive to my half-dazed mind.

“This is one nice, neat-looking little
pussy,” he said, his fingers tracing the line of my sex. “You ever
had a black man inside there, baby?”

My mind squirmed, and it was all I do could
do to keep my body from doing the same.

“N-No, sir,” I gulped.

I felt his other hand caressing my bottom and
then a finger rubbing lightly against my wrinkled little back
opening. I gasped aloud as his hand drew back.

“You ever have a black man in this cute
little butt of yours?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped.

His left hand slid up along my hip along the
side of my ribs, and then cupped my breast.

“What about your mouth? You ever have a black
cock in your mouth?”

“No, sir,” I moaned.

His fingers were making it almost impossible
for me to keep my hips still. That dark heat from my
subconsciousness was pulsing through my body and when it met the
sensations coming up from what his fingers were doing it created a
dark storm of sexual electricity.

“You don’t like black guys?”

“No! I mean, I don’t meet many black guys my
age!” I gulped.

“You come from one of them ritzy, suburban
private schools?”

“No! I dropped out of school when I was
sixteen. I worked in a sports bar until I came here.”

“You keep forgetting to call me sir.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! His hand snapped
down stinging across my buttocks and I squealed in pain.

“I’m sorry, sir! Mr. Stafford!”

“Tell me you’re sorry for being a naughty
little girl.”

“I’m sorry for being a naughty little girl,
Mr. Stafford!” I gasped.

“How long you work at a sports bar? And how
could you do that when you were underage?”

“I had fake ID,” I gulped. I worked there for
two years.”

“So you were breaking the law,” he said
sternly.

I gulped anxiously.

“You really are a naughty little girl.”

I was afraid he was going to resume his
spanking, but his fingers continued to stroke my clitoris and his
huge thumb began to rub slowly up and down along the line of my
sex, pushing harder and harder until it sank between my pussy lips.
I felt my chest tighten more and more as a powerful rush of heat
and anticipation filled me.

His left hand slid along my ribs and cupped
my right breast, squeezing and kneading it softly but firmly.

“What did your parents think of you quitting
school?”

“My dad left years ago and my mom… she
doesn’t care,” I gulped.

He sighed and then lifted me up bodily
setting me on the floor on my knees. He gripped my nipples between
his thumbs and forefingers and then pinched sharply so that I cried
out in pain.

“How do you address me again?” he asked
sternly.

“Ow! Ow? Ow! Mr. Stafford! Sir!” I cried.

“Discipline, Miss McLeod. You lack
discipline.”

He wrapped my long blonde hair around his big
fist and stood up. That put me almost face-to-face with his groin
and I could see that he had an erection.

“I can see you need to learn some
self-control and discipline.”

He pulled on my hair and I yelped, jerking
forward as he moved away. I had no chance to rise because he kept
his hand low, and I had to kind of knee-walk rapidly after him as
he led me to the corner of the room and then pushed my nose against
the corner.

“Bad little girls have to kneel in the corner
as punishment,” he said.

He looked sternly down at me, pointing his
finger. “You kneel there until I say otherwise,” he said.

“But… But… Mr. Stafford, They’ll expect me
back at my desk,” I gulped.

“I will call them and tell them that I have
some issues with the condition the contractors left my main
bathroom in and that you are cleaning it a little.”

The old man wouldn’t question that, I
knew.

He moved out of the room and I turned to
stare around at the empty doorway feeling a weird sense of
disappointment and relief. My body was ready for sex, and so was my
mind. Even though my butt still throbbed with heat. It was obvious
now that he was some kind of kinky guy, like the ones on the
Internet that tie girls up and spank them.

I felt a sense of amazement that I had
somehow or other got involved in such a thing. The sex I had
experienced up to this point was pretty basic. Nothing unusual,
none of that dressing up stuff or pretending to be anything I
wasn’t. This was way different, if you could call it sex at all,
and I was pretty sure that was what he was leading up to.

My pussy was definitely wet and filled with
anticipation from the way he had stroked and caressed my clitoris.
I was kind of surprised, to be honest, that a guy that big, a big
dumb jock type, had been as gentle as he had. A lot of guys who you
would think were much more sensitive had been way more rough,
frantic even to have their hands race over my body. Especially my
breasts. They tended to squeeze them like they were sponges or
something. But this guy obviously knew better.

Then again, like he said, he’d had a lot of
women. And he was way older, and way more experienced than anyone
else I had ever had. The skillful way he had touched me made me
curious about what else he could do better than anyone else I had
ever slept with.

But I sure as fuck wasn’t going to beg him
for it, I thought indignantly. Talk about arrogance! It was me guys
begged, not the other way around. The only thing I ever had to do
to get a guy to sleep with me was saying yes. Of course, he was a
rich, and probably famous football star, with a fantastic, powerful
body. Maybe he had women throwing themselves at him all the
time.

But not me, I thought. I had too much pride
for that.

So why am I kneeling in the corner naked like
a bad little girl, I thought to myself. This is crazy. I should
just get up and get my clothes and get dressed and leave. Except I
didn’t want to leave. I wanted to see what this guy was like in
bed. And there was that small issue of my wrists being tied
together behind my back.

I pulled at them, trying to twist them free,
but whatever he had tied them together with was very firm around my
slender wrists. I felt another dark pulse of sexual energy at that.
I was tied up naked and completely helpless in this big black guy’s
apartment! He could do anything to me!

My breasts throbbed as they pressed against
the walls, and my nipples were rock hard and tingling. My mind
churned wildly with imagined scenarios, wondering what he was going
to do to me. I just had no experience with guys his age, or with
his particular kink.

Even though I was on a thick rug my knees
were starting to get sore. The tension was starting to eat at me,
too. Where had he gone? What was he doing? Any other guy I had ever
met in my life would’ve been here and all over me like a wild
animal. What was he waiting for? How long did he expect me to kneel
in the corner like this?

I was also starting to get annoyed as I
thought back on the way he treated me. It wasn’t the spanking with
the touching that bothered me, it was the way he had called me a
naughty little girl like I was some kind of child. And yet here I
was kneeling in the corner like I was one. Well, sort of. Nobody
made their kid kneel in the corner naked with their hands tied
behind her back.

Of course, he was a lot older than me, but
not that much. I mean, he wasn’t old enough to be my father or
anything. I figured he was about eight years older than me. That
wasn’t so very much. My mind squirmed with a dark mix of sexual
tension, excitement, and wild uncertainty. Where was this going,
and what would he do when he came back?
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And then he did and I gasped as I saw him
casually saunter into the room wearing nothing but a towel. His
body was incredibly muscular. I had never seen anything like it in
person before. He looked like those movies like Conan the barbarian
or something.

“Thought I’d have a quick shower,” he
said.

He walked over to me and I jerked my face
around to stare at the corner as my heart beat faster and my pulse
raced.

“Have you learned anything about discipline,
little girl?”

I felt a surge of indignation at the
words.

“I am not a little girl,” I said.

“Are you a girl?”

“Of course, I’m a girl!”

“And if I compare your size to my size, would
you say you are large or small?”

“You’re a freaking giant!” I exclaimed.

“So a little girl, is what you are. A naughty
little girl who keeps forgetting to call me sir.” He gathered in my
hair like he had before and then pulled and I yelped and was forced
to once again rapidly knee walk back to the sofa. He sat down and
lifted me up, pulling me across his lap once more.

“I’m sorry Mr. Stafford! I forgot, sir!” I
exclaimed anxiously.

His hand caressed my buttocks.

“Discipline, little girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and squealed and twisted in his lap
as his big hand came down against my bottom repeatedly. The heat
had started to fade but now it began to burn once more.

“You have to learn your place, little girl,”
he said, his big hand pushing down between my thighs and stroking
my still slick clitoris.

“You have to learn to obey. You have to learn
self-control.”

His big thumb slid slowly up and down the
line of my sex as his other hand cupped and kneaded my breast, the
big fingers surprisingly gentle.

“You going to learn obedience, little
girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“It’s discipline and self-control that set us
aside from animals,” he said.

His thumb was huge. And it was still slick
with whatever he had used on me earlier so that as he pressed it
into me I felt it spreading the lips of my sex as it dipped into
the mouth of my pussy.

“Humans are all filled with raw animal
instincts,” he said. “That’s why we need self-control.”

I gasped as his thumb slowly pushed deeper.
And like I said it was big and thick! His fingers were stroking
sideways now, back and forth against my clitoris. My chest got
tighter, my breathing more ragged as his thumb began to pump slowly
in and out.

I let out a squeal as his thumb suddenly
pushed deep into my overheated sex, my entire body trembled
softly.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty little
girl, Miss MacLeod?”

“Y-Yes, sir, Mr. S-Stafford sir!” I
stuttered.

“Then say it.”

“I’m sorry for being a naughty little girl,
Mr. Stafford!” I moaned.

His thumb pumped slowly in and out and I
realized my hips worked slowly grinding back against it. I felt a
tremendous sexual pressure filling my body growing more and more
intense with every passing second. And that was pretty new to me! I
didn’t usually get this turned on with guys! They just weren’t that
exciting!

“How you going to make it up to me?” he
asked.

My mind was swimming in dark, liquid heat, my
body fairly vibrating with the sexual tension within.

“Y-You can have sex with me, Mr. Stafford
sir!” I moaned.

“But that would be a reward for you, not a
punishment. And frankly, it’s pretty slutty to offer your body to a
man you don’t even know,” he said sternly. “You don’t even know my
first name.”

His left hand, which had been gently kneading
my breast found my stiff nipple and he pinched it sharply so that I
yelped in pain.

“You some kind of slut, Miss MacLeod?” he
demanded.

Which was insanely unfair!

“No, sir!” I gasped.

“And yet here you are acting like a little
slut by offering your body to a man you don’t even know.”

He twisted my nipple a little but then
released it as I gasped in pain.

“Of course, it’s possible to just be one
man’s slut,” he said. “Are you saying you want to be my slut, Miss
MacLeod?”

I moaned helplessly, my mind churning with
confusion and uncertainty, anxiety, and a wild sense of hunger and
need. The way he was treating me should have outraged me. And it
did, in a way. But it also was like gasoline on the raging fires
pouring up from that dark subconscious part of my mind.

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Are you my slut then, Miss MacLeod?”

“Yes, Sir Mr. Stafford!” I gasped.

His thumb was pumping faster in my sex,
pressing in against the front wall of my pussy underneath where the
rest of his fingers were stroking across my clitoris. My hips were
grinding helplessly back as I gulped in air.

“Beg, little slut.” He growled.

Oh, God! This was so kinky and hot and
sick!

I forgot about my indignation and
determination entirely.

“Please fuck me, Mr. Stafford!” I moaned.

“Well, I don’t know. I don’t know that you
deserve such a reward. Still, it might be enjoyable to me, as well.
At least a little. Not that I think you’re very good at it. But
you’re going to have to do all the work.

He lifted my entire body as if I was a
ragdoll that weighed nothing, and sat me down straddling him. I
stared at him, gulping in air as he reached up cupped my
breasts.

“You do have a very fine set of titties,
blonde girl,” he said.

He reached down between my legs and suddenly
his cock was pressed up along my abdomen and belly. I looked down
at it with a sense of wide-eyed wonder, excitement, and no small
anxiety. He was a very large man, and his cock matched.

It was not only long but quite thick,
certainly thicker and longer than anything I’d ever had inside me
before. I wasn’t sure if it would even fit, or whether it would
damage me, but I didn’t really care. I wanted it inside me. All of
it!

His hands gripped and pinched my nipples then
pulled upward and I gasped in pain as I rose up off his lap. He
released them suddenly and his right hand shot up to fold almost
completely around my throat. I gasped again in sudden fear and
alarm as he closed that powerful hand to shut off my breathing.

I felt the head of his big cock pushing
against my moist opening, felt the pressure rising, growing, felt
myself being slowly forced apart, stretching until the point of
aching. Then the head of his cock pushed up into the mouth of my
sex and he eased his grip on my throat so that I gulped in deep,
shuddering breaths of air.

“Sink that pretty blonde pussy of yours down
on my big black cock, baby girl,” he growled.

I felt his thumb stroking from side to side
against my swollen clitoris as I eased my body slowly downward. The
thickness of him stretched me out all along the way as it slowly
pushed up inside my body. It ached but the dark heat grew more
intense as I felt him going deeper and deeper.

“All the way down, you sexy blonde slut. I
want every inch inside you.”

His hand dropped from my throat, fondling my
breasts instead as the other continued to stroke my clitoris. I
tried riding up and down a little, in short, inch-long strokes,
taking him deeper and deeper despite the ache.

I looked down the length of my body, amazed
at how thick he was and the sight of my opening straining wide
around it. I thought at first that I would not be able to get it
all inside me. I began to sense the head jabbing against what I
thought must surely be the back wall of my sex. But as I continued
to slowly ride up and down in very short strokes it seemed like it
was able to push still deeper.

Then I guess he got tired of waiting. His
hand shot up around my throat again, and he used it to pull my head
down, crushing my lips with his as he thrust up inside me in short,
powerful strokes that made me cry out in pain.

My wrists jerked helplessly against whatever
was tying them behind me and I squirmed in his lap as his lips
mauled mine. My buttocks were now flat against his thighs as he
held me in place, his left hand still down between my legs, big
thumb stroking me while his lips seemed to want to crawl inside my
mouth.

He pushed my head back roughly and grinned at
me.

“Ride my cock, blonde girl. Ride big daddy’s
cock, you sexy little slut.”

Trembling, gulping in air, I forced myself to
rise up, his thick girth pulling at me as I used my leg muscles
alone to slide up until only the head lay within. Then I slowly
sank back down again, shuddering and moaning the deeper it when
until I let out a helpless cry of both pain and heat when my
buttocks were pressed flat against his muscular thighs once
again.

I had done this before to guys, though of
course ever anyone so long or so thick, but I had never done it
without using my hands and arms to help. Now I had to use the
muscles in my thighs alone to raise myself up and down, up and
down, up and down. Excitement lent me energy and the longer I did
it the less it ached and the more scalding the heat became.

He gripped my throat again, stopping me and
jerking my mouth in so that he could kiss me passionately. His
other hand rose up behind my head and his mouth was hungry as it
crushed mine. His lips moved against me as his tongue dipped and
darted and again and felt as if he were trying to force my mouth so
wide he could push himself inside.

All I could do was moan and gasp as the kiss
went on and on. Then he dropped his hands to my breasts again,
pushing me upright once more as he squeezed the soft flesh.

“Ride my black cock, baby bitch,” he
growled.

I started to rise again and he gripped my
nipples painfully, lifting upward until only the head remained.
Then he pulled downward and I whimpered and gasped, sliding down
the long length of his glistening black cock until the straining
lips of my sex were gripping the base.

He lifted up and then down and then up and
then down again, my nipples burning in his fingers so that I began
to ride faster on my own. He let them go, then, one hand dropping
to rub my clitoris and the other sliding up around my neck,
squeezing gently.

It was harder to breathe but I could, and his
dark eyes glimmered as I rode up and down, gasping and panting with
the effort and the heat inside me. I was beginning to lose myself
to a kind of feverish hunger and passion, heedless of the
consequences, riding him with a frantic need, impaling myself again
and again.

It still ached, it ached as I slid down that
long, thick cock! But it ached so good! The dark heat was melting
my mind as he slowly tightened his grip on my throat. My eyes
bulged and I wasn’t able to breathe, my head pounded and my chest
began to burn.

Then he released it and I gasped for breath
as his thumb stroked my clitoris harder and the other hand kneaded
my breast. It was all so insane, so wild and animalistic! Sexual
pressure built up to an astonishing level and then the orgasm hit
and I cried out in pleasure, my voice rising as the pleasure grew
more intense and threatened to consume me.

“That’s it, baby bitch. Come for daddy. Come
on my big black cock, you horny blonde slut.”

I rode him with all my strength, glorying in
every long, delicious descent as I felt his cock filling me again
and again. God! It felt like the thing was all the way up in my
belly, practically to my lungs or something! But I didn’t care. I
didn’t care if it killed me! I wanted more! I rode him feverishly,
bouncing atop his big cock as his thumb stroked my burning clitoris
and my mind was sent tumbling and turning in dazed wonder.

I collapsed atop him, gulping in air and he
slid his big hand around my throat once more to pull me in and kiss
me hungrily. Then he pushed me back, grinning.

“Tell me you’re my slut again, baby
girl.”

“I-I’m your slut,” I moaned.

He jerked me forward, again using the hand
around my throat to control me. His other hand swept around and
slapped sharply on my bottom.

“You forgot what to call me?” He growled.

“Sir!” I gasped. “Mr. Stafford!”

He pushed me back upright. “Tell me you’re my
slut.”

“I’m your slut, Mr. Stafford!” I gasped.

“Tell me you love my black cock inside you,
blonde girl.”

“I-I love your b-black cock inside me, sir!”
I panted.

“Then ride my cock, little bitch. Ride my
black cock, white girl.”

I forced myself up, moaning, and slid down
again with a squeak as it filled me. I rode up and down, my thigh
muscles starting to burn. His hand was still loosely gripping my
throat, though, inspiring me to greater effort. The way he was
manhandling me was outrageous and yet wicked and hot beyond
belief.

The way he could control my breathing without
me being able do anything was scary, and made me anxious, but it
was also a constant reinforcement that I was completely under his
control. He could do anything he wanted to me. Anything! And that
contributed to that edgy sense of wonder and awe gripping my mind
like a dark fever.

I never thought of myself as a masochist but
somehow being treated like this by him, being controlled, being
possessed, and used sexually, was making the liquid heat that had
filled my mind bubble and boil.

Being his slut as he said, his helpless
bitch, struck me as incredibly wild and steamy! His fingers slowly
tightened until I couldn’t breathe anymore, but I kept riding as my
lungs began to burn and my head began to throb. He loosened his
grip suddenly and I felt his thumbs stroking sharply back and forth
across my clit.

And just like that, another massive orgasm
tore through my body with explosive force! I could hardly believe
it coming so soon after the first one. I gave myself to the rising
storm of sensation, reveling in the intensity of the pleasure
overloading my nervous system.

I rode him faster and harder, an animal
hunger gripping me as the pleasure took me to another place. I felt
a sense of almost rapture, my mind floating in dazed wonder as I
continued to feverishly ride his big cock.

His hands dropped suddenly, gripping my hips
as he started to thrust. He rode me up and down, his powerful arms
treating me as if I was weightless while his hips thrust up
savagely. His cock was a black spear driving deep into my belly as
I cried out, again and again, my head rolling back. And then he
cursed, leaning forward and folding his open-mouth around the
center of my left breast, his teeth digging into the soft flesh as
he sucked furiously. His tongue whipped and stroked and rolled
across my rigid nipple as his teeth chewed hungrily at my
breast.

He stopped finally, leaving me reeling as I
sat atop him, his cock softening within me.

“You have a nice, tight little pussy, blonde
girl. I think I’ll enjoy using it whenever I’m in town.”

He pushed me back off him so that I tumbled
awkwardly to the floor, then wrapped my hair around his big fist
again and threw me forward.

“Get me hard again so I can fuck what remains
of your blonde brains out, baby girl.”

He rubbed my face over his slick, flaccid
cock then gripped it and pulled it up against his belly while
guiding my mouth in against his large balls.

“Suck my balls, you gorgeous, slutty blonde
girl. Suck them into your mouth and lick them.”

I moaned dazedly and obeyed, my scalp aching
as loose strands of hair were tugged sharply in his grip. I felt
vacant down below, almost as if I had suddenly been hollowed out.
My left breast ached for he’d been chewing on it, and he reached
down to fondle it again.

His balls filled my mouth and I sucked
rhythmically as I licked at them as best I could. This too was
confusing for me. Especially in the flustered, shellshocked state
my mind was in in the afterglow of that fantastic climax. I was
used to using my hands on the guy’s cock as I performed oral sex.
But they remained tied together behind my back

I didn’t even ask him to untie them. There
was something deliciously dark and edgy about having them tied up.
He stretched his long cock out and had me lick up and down along
its length then take the head into my mouth and suck and lick the
underside.

It took surprisingly little time for him to
harden, but when he did it became progressively more difficult to
slide my lips up and down more than the first several inches. I
didn’t even have my hands free to massage and caress the rest of
him like I usually would.

“I can see that you haven’t been taking care
of any black men, blonde girl. Because this pathetic little effort
of yours might do for the white boys, but it ain’t going to make it
in the big leagues.”

He stood up, my hair still wrapped around his
fist, and I was forced backward a little until the heavy coffee
table pressed against my lower back. He was so tall that I was
looking up at him, my head tilted back as he slid his other hand
behind my head and then pushed his cock forward.

“If you want to please a black man, baby
girl, you need to learn how to deep throat,” he said.

Now, it wasn’t like I had tried
deep-throating guys before. I had even succeeded once. But the
thought of deep throating a cock as big as his was suddenly very
frightening. There was no way that this could get down my throat!
And as he pushed forward and I felt the spongy head entering my
throat I gagged violently.

Thankfully he drew back and let me cough and
gulp in air.

“I guess I got to teach you, baby girl.”
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I cried out as he pulled up on my hair and
then kind of dragged me backward across the heavy coffee table. He
dropped to his knees and his big hand seized my thighs spreading
them achingly wide as his tongue began to lick slowly up and down
along the line of my naked sex.

He released my thighs, using his forearms to
pin my legs to either side so his thumbs could spread the lips of
my sex open. Then he began to flick his tongue across my clit with
startling speed. He stopped, his lips closing and sucking gently as
they massaged my swollen little button, then sucking more
powerfully until pulling off and letting his tongue sweep strongly
around and around and back and forth across it.

The coffee table was heavy but not wide, so
that my head and shoulders hung across the other side. I raised my
head up to watch him, wide-eyed and panting for breath, but it
didn’t take long before the muscles in my neck forced me to drop my
head back so it was upside down and I couldn’t see a thing.

All I could do was feel. But that was more
than enough. A couple of guys had licked me down there before, but
nothing like this. This man was putting serious and skillful effort
into it and then I felt his fingers sliding into me, pumping in and
out as they rubbed and pressed hard against the front wall of my
sex.

The heat began to pour through me and the
muscles in my lower body and thighs began to spasm and jerk more
and more desperately. My throbbing head was swimming in liquid
heat, drowning in it as I gulped in air and moaned dazedly.

Suddenly he stopped, and a few seconds later,
moving fast for such a big man, he was in front of me. His big cock
pressed against my open mouth and he gripped my head in both hands
as he slid it forward, not stopping as the head pushed into my
throat and slid down, down, down.

By the time I realized what he was doing he
was buried to the balls in my mouth and throat and my lips were
wrapped around the base of his big cock. His hands released my
head, roughly fondling my breasts instead. But there was still
nothing I could do for I had no leverage and my mind was still
dazed.

The thing was that rather than gagging, the
sudden inability to breathe, again, was taking all my attention. My
chest began to burn and my head began to pound even worse. It
seemed like forever, and black dots were dancing before my eyes
before he drew that long, fat cock back up out of my throat and
mouth to let me gulp in desperate, ragged breaths of air.

“You see, blonde girl? You thought you
couldn’t do it. But you could. It was all in your mind. Failure is
a mental thing. So is success. Now you know you can do it. So you
know you can do it again. Your gag reflex is not just a physical
reflex, blonde girl. It’s in your head too. If you just gagged
every time something went near the back of your mouth you wouldn’t
be able to eat.”

I was still gulping in air as he pushed his
cock back into my open mouth and then gave a sharp yank on my hair
as he drove himself slowly but unwaveringly down my throat to the
balls. He held himself there, but released my hair as he dropped
his heavy body down across me on the table.

His forearms pressed down sharply against my
inner thighs, forcing them down almost painfully as his tongue
attacked my clitoris I found my throat literally stuffed, achingly
full of his big cock with no way to dislodge it.

In fact even as he sucked and licked at my
clitoris his hips began to slowly move in and out, basically
fucking my throat with short, slow strokes. No matter what he’d
just said, I gurgled and gagged weakly, even as my head began to
pound again.

He drew himself out again and I sucked in
deep, ragged breaths as he pulled back.

“Good enough for now, but I’ll expect
improvement after your next practice session.”

He dragged me casually off the table to send
me tumbling onto the rug then his big hands flipped me over onto my
belly, seized my hips, and yanked them high into the air.

Crack! His big hand slapped my bottom
sharply

“Spread your legs, slut.”

He didn’t wait for me but yanked them apart,
then gripped my waist and pulled me in tighter, raising my hips a
little more. I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against my
swollen lips and then pushing slowly into my body again.

“Fuck! I really like how tight this blonde
pussy is,” groaned.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
again.

“Your body was made for men to enjoy, baby
girl. You are one hot, sexy little fuck doll.”

He buried every inch inside my trembling body
even as I was still gulping in air, then started to thrust, using
long strokes driving the head of his cock from the mouth of my sex
to what felt like my cervix. He began to build up speed, grinding
his hips against me, shifting his angle as his hands gripped my
hips and jerked them back to meet his thrusts.

As I was able to catch my breath, the dark
heat swept around me once again. My breasts began to throb and ache
as they were ground back and forth against the rug by his rough
handling. My nipples burned and tingled hotly, and I moaned and
cried out as his big cock pumped faster and harder.

Soon his hips were beginning to slap
powerfully against my upraised buttocks and the feverish heat was
back, drowning my mind in lust, passion and need. I grunted and
gasped and whimpered at his powerful strokes. Then I cried out as
he wrapped my hair around his fist and pulled it up and back
sharply enough to raise my chin and shoulders off the floor.

Crack!

“Are you liking my black cock now, you
gorgeous blonde slut?” he growled.

Crack!

“Man! I can’t get enough of this pussy!”

He pulled my head back even more then reached
underneath me to roughly fondle one of my breasts as his hips
pounded against my buttocks. His big, spear-like cock was stabbing
deep into my quivering, overheated belly, again and again, driving
me out of my mind with a desperate hunger and animal heat.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!”

I cried out at every thrust, body rocking to
the hard blows of his hips, my scalp burning as the scalding heat
fried my mind.

He reached his hand down, abandoning my
breast, sliding those big fingers along my lower chest, down my
stomach and abdomen until they found my clitoris. Then he rubbed
hard and fast and I lost my mind. Impossibly, another massive
climax exploded within me and I screamed in pleasure as my mind was
overwhelmed by the intensity of the howling rush of sensation.

It was impossible that I should have three
orgasms so close together, and yet that was what was happening. But
since everything that had happened to me since he had shown up was
impossible, I simply accepted the impossibility was real. I gave
myself to the storm of pleasure, surrendering to whatever happened,
uncaring about anything other than that wonderful, glorious heat
and ecstasy.

Like the others, this orgasm went on and on
as if it would have no end until I lost consciousness. That was
almost the case, but not quite. And as it faded he lowered my head
and shoulders to the floor once more, his hand sliding up and down
my ribs and sides as his hips struck me with machinelike
intensity.

I was slack-jawed, drooling, gasping for
breath, my eyes glazed over as my body continued to shudder to the
hard thrusts from the man behind me. A long minute passed, then
another, and the dazed afterglow gave way to a renewed sense of
animal hunger and heat.

I cried out as his big hand closed around my
crossed wrists and yanked me up and back. His other hand gripped my
hair pulling my head up as well.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, blonde girl,” he
growled.

He yanked on my hair again.

“Say it, baby girl!”

“I-I’m your… I’m… I’m your bitch, sir!” I
gasped.

“Louder, bitch!”

“I’m your bitch, sir!” I cried.

Saying those words sent a wicked rush of
thrilling dark heat through my mind!

He released my wrists and used his grip on my
hair to pull my head and shoulders up and back against his powerful
body, leaning in to close his teeth along the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut, baby.”

“I’m your slut, sir!” I moaned.

His left hand slid up around my throat and I
gurgled, my eyes bulging as he squeezed. His right abandoned my
hair, roughly fondling my breasts before it slid down my trembling
body and his fingers found my clitoris once again.

I was drunk on the heat and passion, to begin
with, my body a flaming, raging firestorm of lust and heat. I came
yet again, screaming soundlessly, breathlessly, my mind feeling as
if my skull was going to explode to pieces. I heard him laugh as he
opened his hand and then my soundless screams became real as the
orgasm tore my mind apart.

*

I don’t think I actually lost consciousness.
I was hazy and dazed as he continued to pound me for long minutes
before he came inside me a second time. I lay on my side on that
soft rug, in a semi-haze for some time after that. He had left the
room, though I didn’t know why or where nor care.

I was kind of stunned, my mind struggling to
cope with the shocks which had buffeted it. You have to remember
that sex to me had never been a big deal, in part because unlike
guys girls rarely have orgasms during intercourse. At least, that
was my experience. I had never had one. Now I had had what, three,
four in the space of an hour?

I ached in multiple places and felt like I
had been ravished by a horny bear. Finally, wincing, I managed to
sit up. I looked around the big empty room and then rose to my
feet, staggering a little at first before padding down the hall in
my bare feet, looking for him. I found him in a kind of office, or
den, sitting at a desk in front of a computer.

He turned his head as I came into the room
and grinned. “Damn, you know how fine you look, baby girl?”

I feel battered and bruised,” I said. “Could
you untie me please?”

“Why should I do that? I think I want to keep
you here forever like this, naked and tied up, ready for my use
anytime I feel like it.”

I felt a ripple of heat at his words.

“They must be wondering how long I’m going to
be up here,” I said.

“Nah, they probably figure I’m feeding you
some big black cock. And like every blonde girl you’re eagerly
taking every inch.”

I flushed slightly, feeling another dark
ripple of heat.

Then he reached up and closed his hand around
my throat again, jerking me down to my knees before him.

“And you forgot to call me sir again, naughty
girl.”

I gulped anxiously, my bottom still a bit
sore.

“Sir! Mr. Stafford!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my slut, baby.”

“I’m your slut, Mr. Stafford!” I gasped
around his tightening fingers.

He laughed softly then raised me to my feet,
getting up himself. He released my throat roughly turned me to face
the desk and bent me over.

Crack!

“Don’t forget again, baby bitch.”

I felt his fingers at my wrists untying
whatever he had tied there. As my hands finally came free he
stepped back and pulled me upright.

“You come and see me again tomorrow at the
same time,” he said.

“But I’m not on the midnight shift tomorrow…,
sir.”

“When you work?”

“I usually work the evening shift… Sir.”

“That’s even better. You come up here after
you’re off. I want to feel that hot blonde pussy wrapped around my
cock again.”

“But - !”

His hand closed around my throat again. This
time, with my hands free, they instinctively shot up and grasped
his wrist. That was futile, of course. His wrist was bigger than
both my wrists combined, and far stronger.

“Drop your hands to your sides,” he
growled.

I shuddered and obeyed and his dark eyes
bored into me. He closed his hand slowly then raised it up so that
I was forced up onto the balls of my feet.

“Discipline, baby bitch. Self-discipline and
self-control.”

I gurgled helplessly and after long seconds
he released me. As I turned to go he slapped my bottom sharply and
I yelped, skipping forward a step.

“Don’t forget, little girl. I’m looking
forward to pounding you again tomorrow.”

Yikes!

I found the bathroom again and dressed, my
fingers trembling a little. I brushed my hair as best I could and
then finally just wound it up behind my head and tied it there. I
made my way back downstairs, and over to my little cubbyhole desk,
then sat down shakily, still more than a little bewildered and
astonished at what had happened.

But I also felt almost giddy at what had
been, by several orders of magnitude, the most exciting and intense
sexual experience of my life. And now, what was going to happen
tomorrow night?!

It took a while for me to calm down somewhat
and then start having second thoughts and doubts. I mean, the way
he treated me, even the words he had used on me, made it clear that
he was basically just thinking of me as a sex toy to satisfy his
lust. He had no care or concern or even interest in who I was. I
was a sex doll to him and nothing more.

On the other hand, to be fair, I didn’t know
anything about him either, other than that he had a fantastic,
powerful body which turned me on like crazy. And there was no point
pretending to myself that that hadn’t influenced me. If he had
turned out to be a bald, tubby 40-year-old there was no way in the
world I would have agreed to do any of that with him. And I
certainly wouldn’t have had those incredibly insane orgasms.

So in a sense, I was as guilty as he was of
just engaging in emotionless, animal sex. That didn’t mean that
something else couldn’t come out of it. I started looking into him,
which was hard because his name was all over the sports pages. But
I wasn’t interested in his games.

I didn’t follow football so I had never heard
of him before, and I can’t say I really understood all the stuff
they wrote. I wasn’t looking for his athletic accomplishments
anyway. I was looking for stuff about him and his personal
life.

There wasn’t much of that, or at least it
wasn’t easy to find, because the overwhelming amount of stuff about
him related to what he did in football. There was some about his
contract negotiations and I was astonished at how much money he
made. I knew, because it was common gossip that the penthouse had
been going for $50 million. Apparently, that was two years salary
for him.

That struck me as ridiculous, but what did I
know.

I was too exhausted to do a good job
searching anyway, and the internet they provided us with down here
was slow. I had trouble keeping awake, for I hadn’t prepared myself
to stay awake all night. Fortunately, thinking about what had
happened up there, reliving the wilder parts in my mind kept
getting my blood flowing and kept me from falling asleep.

As the morning wore on it all began to feel
more like that had been a strange, dark dream or fantasy. I was a
boring person. I didn’t engage in kinky stuff like that. All I did
was work, date a little, party a little, and try to avoid my
mother’s bitchy phone calls.

I did not engage in wild animal sex with men
I didn’t know who tied me up and used me like a whore.

I got in my old clunker of a car as my relief
came in and headed home as fast as I could. I showered quickly and
collapsed into bed. I couldn’t even talk to Sonia since she had
already left for work. Unlike me, she worked during the day.

Everything was screwed up, for I still had to
go to work at my 4 o’clock shift. You think that’s unfair? Tough.
The condo maintenance corporation didn’t care. So I only had time
for like five hours of sleep, washing my hair as quickly as I
could, and then getting back in the car and racing back to work for
my evening shift.

I would’ve complained and asked for a
substitute, but if that happened then I wouldn’t be there for
midnight, and even though I was deeply anxious and uncertain about
what had happened and what would happen I was also something close
to obsessed about exploring this dark, wildly thrilling sex with
Mark Stafford.

That was his name, Mark. How weird that we
had had such intense sex and I hadn’t even known his first name! He
had asked what mine was but he hadn’t used it. He’d only called me
Miss MacLeod for some reason, or just blonde girl or baby girl or
little girl or slut.

I wondered if that was because he was ten
years older than me, or if it was a black thing, or if it was just
him. To have done so much with a guy that I barely knew and who
barely knew me. Of course, guys didn’t need to know you. They
didn’t care. They just wanted to grope you all over and fuck you.
That’s how guys are.

At least with this guy, I got something in
return. I was still confused about why but I wasn’t going to argue
with reality. It was the best sex I ever had in my life and if that
was what sex was like all the time I’d probably wind up being as
horny and slutty as most guys are.

I was still feeling a little giddy even the
next afternoon, not to mention filled with anticipation about what
he had in mind for later tonight. Of course, I toyed with the idea
of him becoming a boyfriend of some sort. I mean, he was big and
strong and handsome and rich and fantastic in bed. I just didn’t
see that as being very likely given he clearly saw this as just
physical.

Still, I was going to make the effort. It
would be amazing to live with a guy with that much money, to live
in a fabulous penthouse apartment like that and not have to worry
about the rent and not have to stare at all the nice clothes and
stuff and not be held afford it. I wondered if he had a limousine
to drive him around. That would be amazing.

But like I said, I’m a realist. This guy had
had tons of sex in his life from lots of beautiful girls. He didn’t
need to have a girlfriend. He could probably just pick up the phone
and have them at his door anytime he wanted. He could walk into a
club and be surrounded by girls, and they were probably waiting for
him after every game hoping to get his attention.

I’m cute and all, but they would all be cute
and hot too. What did I have that they didn’t?
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It was a pretty normal evening. I spent much
of the first few hours either making reservations at various
restaurants or taking food deliveries up to various apartments. The
condo paid for the food at the front door along with a 25% standard
tip, and that would be billed to the residents at the end of each
month. Needless to say, I got no tips. Nor was I allowed to accept
any upon threat of being fired.

After that, my job was to handle various
complaints about plugged toilets, stuck doors, leaky windows, and
the like. I didn’t fix any of that myself, of course. We had a
super for that. I also took messages on behalf of residents who
weren’t home so they could be delivered to them by the concierge
when they arrived.

I was very much aware of the clock as the
evening wore on, even more than most days. I was excited by the
thought of what he might do but also wary because he was so kinky.
Still, if he canceled I’d be really disappointed. I was also trying
to consider how to get up there without the people here knowing. I
mean, I was expected to leave at the end of my shift, not go
upstairs and not return.

Around 11 o’clock he called, and I could tell
right away that he was no dummy. Because he acted all business.
Like he knew that this line was recorded, which it was.

“This is Mark Stafford in the penthouse,” he
said. “I wonder if I get someone out here to water these plants.
They were done yesterday, but I haven’t been able to get hold of
the service yet.”

“Of course, Mr. Stafford,” I said. “Someone
will be up shortly.”

I logged the call then told the concierge,
Paul.

“Make sure you let him know that this isn’t
something we usually do for residents except when the apartment is
empty,” he said. “Be tactful.”

“Aren’t I always?” I said.

I went upstairs and knocked on the penthouse
door and he opened it, glanced up at the camera briefly then
stepped back and gestured me inside. He closed the door behind me
and the moment he did his big hand swept out grabbed me by the neck
again shoving me back against the door.

“What do you call me, blonde girl?” he asked
with a lustful smile.

“S-Sir!” I gasped.

His other hand slipped in beneath my short
skirt, his big fingers pushing down the front of my thong.

“T-The concierge said to remind you that we
don’t water plants except for when the residents are away… Sir,” I
gasped.

“The concierge can go fuck himself,” he said
in amusement. “Meanwhile I want to fuck you.”

“He’s expecting me back s-soon, sir,” I
gulped as the pads of his fingers rubbed skillfully against my
clitoris.

“That’s all right. I can wait. I just wanted
to make sure you were still here and just as beautiful as you were
yesterday.”

My face blushed.

“I’m… I’m not sure how to get up here after
my shift is over, Mr. Stafford,” I said.

“Take the elevator, blonde girl.”

“They expect me to leave through the service
door and drive away,” I moaned, my lower body starting to grind
helplessly as he swept through me. “If I come upstairs they’re
going to know…!”

“That I’m fucking your brains out?”

“I-It’s against the rules, sir!” I
moaned.

“Well, we wouldn’t want to break any rules.
Now would we?”

His big hand yanked hard on my thong and tore
it right off then he dropped to his knees in front of me, shoving
my skirt up over my hips and spreading my legs wider as his mouth
attacked my pussy. I gasped aloud, the feel of his tongue sweeping
up and down the line of my sex and over my clitoris sending waves
of pleasure through my body.

He stood up, his hands gripping the hem of my
dress and peeling it up my and body over my breasts. Then he
roughly turned me around to face the door and yanked my hips
back.

“Put your hands against the door and spread
your legs, slut.”

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply and I yelped in pain as I obeyed.

I felt his finger at my wrinkled little back
opening and gasped as it prodded me there then pushed slowly
forward. It was very slick, as if he had put something on, some
kind of lubricant, but it was also a very thick finger and I moaned
anxiously as it pushed slowly up inside me.

“Did I forget to mention what a gorgeous
little ass you have, blonde girl? I know I told you how much I love
your tits and that hot little pussy of yours. I might’ve forgotten
to mention this cute little bubble butt. But the moment I saw it I
knew I wanted to ram my cock so deep inside you that when I come, I
see my juice spurting out your open mouth.”

“Y-You’re too big, sir!” I moaned.

“You’re blonde. Blondes were made to take
cocks, especially big cocks, especially big black cocks. You just
gotta get used to it first.”

His finger withdrew after sliding slowly in
and out and then something else pushed against me back there. It
felt much smoother and cooler, not something a part of him. And it
got wider the deeper it went until I moaned as it strained my
opening and made it ache.

Then it abruptly narrowed to almost nothing
as if whatever it was he pushed in had disappeared entirely into my
body. At least I thought so for a moment. I quickly realized that
some part of it remained on the outside and when I felt his finger
tapping against it I realized it was some kind of round flat
base.

“That’s a butt plug, baby girl. It will get
that beautiful ass of yours ready for my big cock.”

He gripped my thighs and jerked back a bit
more and I gasped, forced to bend forward more as he brought his
tongue up against my pussy. I shuddered as he forced his long,
thick cock up inside me, twisting and pumping in and out to give me
a deliciously sensual feeling.

“I got something for this hot, buttery little
snatch of yours too, little blonde girl.”

I felt him pushing something else up against
my pussy. Like the thing he pushed into my bottom, it was rounded
and then got thicker. It didn’t get as thick as the other one, or
as thick as his big cock but it was pretty thick. It also pushed
much deeper inside me as I moaned and pressed my cheek against the
door.

He kept pushing until it was fully inside me.
I felt his thumb pressing against the base as he forced it in far
enough that the lips of my sex started to close behind the base. It
didn’t close all the way, though, because the dildo or whatever it
was wouldn’t go any higher without pain.

He stood up and reached his arms around my
hips, then down to my pussy where he grabbed what turned out to be
a pair of slim strings which he drew up across my hips and around
behind me. Then he pulled another one up between my legs and up
between my buttocks and fastened it together at the small of my
back.

“Now you’re going to be all ready for me at
midnight.”

He gathered my long hair back behind me and
then pulled up and back to draw me upright again. I squealed and
reached up and back but he barked an order for me to drop my hands
to my sides and I did. That left me standing before him with my
back arched and head back as he ran his other hand up and down my
body, pushing my bra up so he could fondle my bare breasts then
sliding his fingers down to rub my clitoris.

“As for how you’re going to get up here, you
let me take care of that, baby bitch. You get in your car. I’ll see
you get brought up to see me.”

He sent me back downstairs for the remainder
of my shift without any idea of how he intended to bring me back up
again without my boss finding out. The thing in my butt felt a
little weird but I got used to it fairly quickly. The one in my
pussy felt much stranger since it held the lips of my sex a little
bit apart and made my thighs rub against them when I walked.

Sitting down was also a delicate procedure.
And I had no sooner sat down than the thing began to vibrate! It’s
a good thing I wasn’t in front of anyone when it went off! As it
was all I could do was sit there and squirm, rubbing my thighs
together and putting my hand over my mouth as the powerful
sensations made me want to jerk my legs apart and pull it out.

It was uncomfortable, not arousing, at least
at first. But that changed rapidly. As my body got used to the
vibrations my squirming became an entirely different thing. I was
already aroused, after all. My chest had been tight and my body
simmering with sexual heat and pressure even as I’d come down from
his condo. Now the vibrations were throwing oil on a fire that was
already burning brightly.

There was soft Muzak playing in the lobby but
it was restrained and elegant music, instrumental only. And aside
from that, there was almost no sound. So I had to be very quiet if
I didn’t want to attract attention from the concierge or the
doorman.

I was sitting by myself in the back in a
little cubbyhole so unless they turned around and looked at me they
wouldn’t see me. I still had to be very careful. I knew there were
cameras in the lobby, for one thing. The whole building was full of
cameras. I didn’t know if they could see me back here but I wasn’t
going to take the chance.

Fortunately, the vibrator turned off after
about five minutes. Unfortunately, it turned on again five minutes
later. It did that through the remainder of my shift, turning on
unpredictably, always startling me and causing my body to start to
resonate with the same pulsing vibrations, making my breasts swell
and my nipples hard and causing my lower belly to churn with dark
heat and excitement.

It was all I could do to keep my voice
straight when I finally got up to leave. Doing my best to act
completely natural as I turned over the task to my replacement and
headed out the service entrance to my car. I wasn’t sure what was
going to happen now, but I got to the car and unlocked it then
slipped inside.

No sooner had I sat down when a skinny black
guy walked over to the car.

“Your name MacLeod?” He asked.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

He walked around to the passenger side and
got in.

“Drive a block up the street,” he said.

Mystified I started the car, backed out of my
parking space, and headed for the street. I looked at him
nervously, wondering what he knew, but he seemed very casual and
uninterested in me other than the usual male attention.

“Park behind that Mercedes,” he said.

I parked behind a shiny black Mercedes and he
got out.

“Come with me, baby.”

I got out of the car and walked after him to
the Mercedes to find two more black men inside. One of them got out
as I reached the car.

“Give him your keys,” he said. “He’ll drive
your car home.”

“Uhm, then how do I get home?” I asked a be a
little stupidly.

“I’m sure that’ll be taken care of,” he said
in amusement.

He took a black length of fabric out of the
car and held it up in front of me.

“We’re gonna put this over you, and take you
back to the building and you can keep your mouth shut like a good
little Muslim girl.”

The length of black fabric was one of those
burqa things that covered me from head to toe. It even covered the
face with just a little mesh over the eyes so I could see. I wasn’t
sure whether to laugh or not but I could see where this would work
to get me in there without anyone knowing who I was.

I sat back in the Mercedes, then gasped as
the vibrator started again. The two guys drove me back to the
condo, and it didn’t look like they heard anything, though I
watched them nervously. Since it was after midnight the concierge
had left, but the security guys served the same purpose at night as
one of the guys led me through the unlocked doors to the lobby.

“I am Mister Abdullah to see Mister
Stafford,” he said in an Arabic accent.

“Of course, sir, Mr. Stafford called down and
said you would be coming. If you would just sign in here?”

The guy signed the register and then brought
me to the elevator. He didn’t say anything when we were in there,
or when we got to Stafford’s door. He knocked and Stafford opened
it, grinning at the guy and exchanging high-fives as he let us in.
Then the guy pulled the burqa up and over my head and off.

“Now no one knows you’re here, blonde girl,”
Stafford said with a grin.

“You’re pretty smart, Mr. Stafford,” I said,
combing my messy hair back with my fingers.

“And don’t you forget it, baby girl.”

He grabbed me by the throat again, as gentle
and yet as firmly as always, and pulled me forward until he could
crush my lips with his. I gasped and my hands rose to his shoulders
as his kiss grew more and more passionate. The vibrator was still
purring away between my thighs and it was all I could do to keep
from squirming right there with the other guy standing watching in
amusement.

He pushed me back, still with his hand around
my neck.

“Hands at your sides, baby bitch,” he
demanded.

I flushed, embarrassed, but obeyed and he
jerked me forward again to kiss me just as hard. I wondered what
the other guy thought as he looked on.

He pushed me back again and turned to the
other guy.

“There’s beer in the fridge, Andre,” he
said

That disappointed me since I was hoping this
guy would leave and we could engage in some more of that nasty
stuff we’d done the day before. Then again, it was an awfully big
penthouse. He went one way and Mark released my throat, took me by
the arm, and led me in the other direction.

He brought me into the master bedroom, then
unfastened my dress behind my neck unzipped it, and yanked it down.
I gasped at how forceful he was, but also looked anxiously behind
me at the open door. He had me step out of my dress even as he took
off my bra.

“I got some stuff for you here, baby
bitch.”

He slipped my hand into a leather bracelet
thing and drew it up around my wrist before he tightened it. It had
metal studs around it and a couple of rings and clips. I thought I
sort of recognized it as some kind of bondage thing as he slipped
another one around my other hand.

I glanced at the doorway again and back at
him, still nervous.

“Shouldn’t we close the door?” I asked
hesitantly.

“Why?”

He drew my wrists together behind my back and
the two leather bracelet things were locked together there somehow.
A moment later he gathered my hair in as he had done before and
pulled my head up and back. He did it sharply, though and I gasped
in pain. As I did he pushed something against my open mouth.

“Open your mouth wide, little bitch.”

I didn’t have a lot of choice given he was
pushing fairly hard and I gasped as some kind of big round thing
was pushed into my mouth. It was actually too big for me to close
my mouth after it, and he drew a pair of thin straps across my
cheeks and behind my head to fasten them together. Since we were
standing in front of the dresser I could see myself in the mirror
and felt a shudder pass through me at the sight of the round ball
thing in my mouth.

I’d seen them on the internet, of course at
some of the kinkier sites.

A moment later he slipped a thick leather
collar around my throat and buckled it behind my neck.

“I hope you’re ready for some fun and games
tonight, little girl.”

His hand went around my throat again just
above the collar and I gurgled as he closed his fingers firmly and
forced me up onto the balls of my feet.

“Remember what you said yesterday. You’re my
bitch. You’re my slut.”

He grinned and let me down again, taking his
hand away. A moment later he picked up what looked like a thin
chain from the dresser and held it out to my chest.

“This’ll sting a little at first, but it’ll
get better after a few seconds.”

Before I could react to that I saw the chain
was Y-shaped, and there were little plastic-covered clips at the
end of the shorter arms. He framed my stiff nipples between them
and then let the clips close tightly.

I squealed in pain, my nipples pinched and
burning, and danced from foot to foot as he took the longer part of
the chain and grinned at me.

“Remember baby, you’re my bitch.”

And then he used the longer chain like a
leash and pulled forward so that I had no choice but to scurry
after him. He laughed as he led me out of the door, down the hall,
and into the big front room.

The water was pouring down the wall and there
were flames all along the bottom. But more importantly, the other
guy, the one who brought me up, was sitting on one of the big
upholstered chairs there. My face burned furiously as he casually
led me into the room then sat down on the sofa and pulled me down
to sit across his lap.

He gripped my hair behind my neck and forced
my head back and shoved his big hand between my thighs and forced
them apart.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“The man took a long swig from the bottle of
beer in his hand.

“That’s quality stuff,” he said. “She even
looks like a real blonde.”

“She is. You can’t tell since she’s got no
pussy hair unless you look real close.”

“I bet you looked real close, man,” Andre
said with a grin

Stafford laughed and Andre laughed with him.
Meanwhile, my face burned hotly, horribly embarrassed. I was
basically draped back completely naked with my legs spread wide and
this strange man looking at me! I could do nothing to cover my body
as Andre’s eyes moved up and down appreciatively.

“She some kind of model?” he asked.

“She should be,” Stafford said. “With this
pretty face and her gorgeous body. She should do bikini and
lingerie pictures. I bet she’d look better than any of those
bitches in the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition.”

He reached down and undid the strap on my hip
and then jerked my hair back a little more sharply.

“Spread your legs wider, bitch,” he
growled.

I gasped and obeyed, arched back a little to
his left shoulder, legs spreading wide as he drew the vibrator out
of my pussy.

Or at least, mostly out of my pussy. He slid
it back in and pumped it in and out a few times while Andre watched
and I squirmed in humiliation. Then he pulled it free entirely and
his fingers rubbed up and down along the line of my sex.

“Isn’t this the tightest, neatest looking
little pussy you ever seen?” he asked.

He slid the vibrator back inside me and
turned it on again then his hands roamed up and down my body.

“She’s got the softest skin I ever felt,” he
said.

His hand rose and squeezed my breast.

“And look at these tits. You ever see tits
this perfect that weren’t done by a plastic surgeon?”

I moaned around the ball gag as he undid the
clips and pulled them away. My nipples were still burning, though
the sharp stinging had given way to a dull throbbing ache. I felt a
shudder of relief then winced as he lightly caught my left nipple
between the pads of his thumb and forefinger and gently rolled it
between them.

“Even this bitch’s nipples are perfect,” he
said enthusiastically.

“She some kind of find,” Andre agreed, taking
another swig from his beer.

“Hey man, go get me another beer,” Stafford
said.

“You the man,” Andre replied, getting up and
soldering out of the room.

Stafford leaned in and closed his mouth
around the center of my left breast, sucking gently, his tongue
sweeping back and forth across the still aching nipple. His other
hand dropped between my legs, and he pumped the vibrator slowly in
and out, his thumb stroking across my clitoris.

He chewed lightly on my soft flesh that
shifted to the other breast and bit into that so that I gasped in
pain. Then he sucked and licked at that nipple too before raising
his head.

“I’m a hot dog on the field, baby,” he said
unapologetically. “I like to show off. And I like to show off my
hot cars, and my jewelry, and everything else I got that’s top of
the line. And that includes my bitches. And you, blonde girl, are
top-of-the-line, Grade A quality pussy.”

He slid the vibrator out and too big fingers
pushed into me.

“You white girls tend to be shy,” he said.
“You can’t be shy around me because I’m an egotistical bastard and
a showoff that likes everyone else to be jealous of what I
got.”

He chuckled softly as his fingers stroked in
and out of me and his thumb rubbed my clitoris.

“I guarantee you that after a little time
with me, you ain’t going to be so shy no more.”

I moaned helplessly, still deeply
embarrassed, even stunned by being exposed like this in front of a
strange guy, but despite that, I was starting to become aroused
again. It was that dark side of my subconsciousness again, taking a
grim delight in my own sexual abuse and humiliation.

And with his big and his thumb stroking
skillfully against my clitoris the muscles in my hips began to
spasm softly.

He bent over me again, sucking and licking on
first one nipple then the other. And just as with everything else
he did, he knew how to treat a girl’s breasts. I’ve had boys biting
my nipples and sucking at them, and pinching them, but they never
made them tingle with sexual electricity the way he was doing.

And then Andre returned and I gasped in
embarrassment, almost instinctively starting to pull my legs
together again.

“No!” Stafford barked.

He made me spread my legs wider, drawing my
right knee up and back across the arm of the sofa and putting my
left foot on the coffee table, spreading my legs so far that the
tendons in my inner thighs ached and burned.

“The white girl is shy,” he said as he took
the beer from Andre’s hand.

The other man sat down and picked up his own
drink. “Bitch is with the wrong motherfucker then,” he replied as
they both laughed.

Stafford put down his beer on the coffee
table then lifted me up in his arms as he slipped off the sofa and
onto his knees on the floor, turning around and dropping the on my
butt and back on the seat. He spread my legs wide as he tugged my
butt up to the edge of the chair then shoved the vibrator all the
way inside me and began to tongue and suck on my clitoris.

Andre picked up the remote control and turned
on the TV, then found the football game there. It was like he
ignored what was happening on the sofa, though. His attention
turned back and forth between the game and me as Mark’s tongue went
to town on my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed powerfully inside
me.

Given how aroused I had been the previous
hour or more and what Stafford was doing between my thighs, there
was just no way I could resist the growing flood pouring through
me. The embarrassment can only last so long in front of the same
guy for the same reason before kind of diminishing.

I began to shudder and tremble, my hips
jerking, my lower body undulating up against his sucking lips and
lapping tongue. The heat began to sweep away all other cares and
concerns as it drew me slowly into that dark, feverish place he had
introduced me to the previous night.

My head rolled from side to side and my back
arched as the fever grew. He started to pump the vibrator in and
out like a cock now. And as his lips massaged my clitoris and his
tongue began to stroke hard and fast I couldn’t help myself and I
came. My hips bucked violently up against him as I cried out in
pleasure again and again.

I was aware that Andre was watching me, and
that was simultaneously wickedly exciting and deeply embarrassing.
My mind was churning with emotions and sensations. Nothing made
sense, and I wasn’t able to think straight anyway. I wallowed in
the pleasure and forgot about everything else as the orgasm washed
over me in a long, seemingly endless wave.
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Stafford shoved the vibrator back inside me
and held it in place with the straps. Then he had me stand against
a big Roman column to one side of the window. He raised my wrists
up above my head and fastened the wristbands together on the other
side of the column over a hook of some kind.

He said he was getting me used to being proud
of my body and not being shy.

He relaxed, drinking beer and playing with
his phone which had an app that controlled the vibrator. There were
a bunch of different programs that would change the vibrations'
strength, make them rise up and fall repeatedly, and add in a kind
of powerful throbbing sensation, or pulsations.

Andre had joined him on the sofa and they
were both enjoying experimenting with the different programs and
watching my reaction.

At first, I had been horribly embarrassed
again, for once the orgasm had faded and my mind had fit itself
back together I realized just how slutty a display I had put on for
the other man’s eyes. That had slowly faded as the minutes had
passed and I was forced to stand here on display naked with the
vibrator throbbing inside me.

One thing which was making me nervous and
wary was the growing suspicion that Stafford was not going to have
this Andre guy getting all excited looking at me and not let him do
anything to release that need. I wasn’t an innocent, after all. I
knew very well that some girls sometimes did two guys or more at
the same time.

Almost every guy seemed to have a fantasy of
his girlfriend having sex with another girl while he joined in or
at least watched. And more than a few like the idea of doing a girl
two-on-one simply because there were so many porn videos like that.
Whatever guys saw in porn, they wanted to do in real life.

That was why I had to often stop guys from
coming in my face when I gave them blow jobs. They wanted to do
that because it was in porn videos, but I thought it was disgusting
and degrading and had always refused. I figured a real boyfriend
who really loved you probably wouldn’t want to have another guy
fuck you.

But I wasn’t kidding myself that Stafford
loved me or was a real boyfriend. I was just some cheap blonde slut
that he thought was very attractive. Why shouldn’t he let his
friend fuck me? What I had to decide was what I thought about
that.

And the fact that I wasn’t sure should tell
you just how far my mind had shifted since I’d met Stafford.
Because there was absolutely no way, no chance, no how, that I
would have agreed to something like that before. Not with any guy I
had never dated or slept with.

But again, this was different. One of the
reasons why I never would have agreed before was that I mostly hung
around with the same people, they were the same people I’d done to
high school with. So we were in a big social group and if something
like that was to happen among us chances are almost everybody would
find out.

But that wasn’t going to happen here.
Whatever happened with Stafford and his friend, no one I knew would
ever find out unless I told them.

And of course, the incredibly powerful
orgasms that I had been having since I had let him basically have
his way with me were like cocaine or something, a narcotic that
filled me with pleasure and wonder like nothing else I had ever
experienced. And I was rapidly becoming addicted to that.

It wasn’t just the orgasms either. It was the
churning, burning excitement and passion which filled me even
before my climaxes. That was wonderful, as well. And even now as I
stood helpless against the column my nipples were almost aching
with pleasure, tingling as if the nerve endings had become two or
three times as sensitive and just the light breeze coming across
the air conditioning was enough to make them burn. They longed to
have someone touching them, to have a mouth around, to have a
tongue on them.

And meanwhile, that vibrator was driving me
out of my mind. The pulsations in particular were setting my entire
body to quivering and shaking. And while it was embarrassing to be
like this in front of Andre, there was also a sense of dark,
exhibitionistic excitement at displaying myself like this so
brazenly. Especially as the embarrassment at just being naked faded
minute by minute.

I moaned as Stafford stood up and came over
to me. His big hands slid between my thighs and I shuddered as his
thumb stroked up and down against my clitoris.

“Sexy little blonde slut,” he growled. “You
think you’re over some of that shyness by now?”

He wasn’t looking for answers since he left
the ball gag in my mouth. He reached up above and unfastened the
wristbands from each other. He turned me around, though, and drew
my wrists down behind my head and then fastened them to the back of
the collar somehow. He pulled me forward and back in front of the
sofa then made me kneel before him.

He reached around behind me and undid the
straps holding the ball gag in place then pulled the ball gently
out of my mouth.

“What do you call me, bitch?” he growled, his
hand in my hair.

“S-S-Sir!” I gasped dazedly, face heating
under Andre’s eyes.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

I squirmed a little under Andre’s gaze. “I’m
your bitch, sir.”

“Tell me you love my cock.”

My mind squirmed even more at that but I
gasped as he tugged on my hair.

“I love your cock, sir!” I moaned.

He unzipped and pulled his thick, almost
completely hard cock out, rubbing it back and forth over my lips
and across my face.

“Open your lips wide, you sexy little blonde
slut. “

Trembling, I obeyed and he pushed the fat
head of his cock through my lips and along my tongue and into my
mouth.

“Suck my cock, blonde girl.”

I did my best! I bobbed up and down what I
could take of it, sucking on it as my tongue licked frantically on
the underside of the head.

Then he eased back, gripping my head and hair
to bend me forward while tilting my head back. I had an instant to
suck in air before he pushed his cock forward and I gurgled and
gagged as he pushed down himself into my throat and kept going.

I had thought wonderingly about how he had
pushed the long length of himself down my throat the other day. My
throat ached afterward, but I was amazed at myself for being able
to take it. And more than a little proud, to be honest. If there
was any way I could deep throat I definitely wanted to do so. It
would be a mark of sophistication and I knew guys would love
it.

Still, he was so thick that I struggled
weakly and instinctively as he pushed himself deep into my throat
and pulled me forward until my lips were wrapped around the base of
his cock.

“The white girl’s just learning how to please
a black man’s cock,” he said to Andre.

“Maybe it would be easier for her if that
cock wasn’t something to shame a horse,” Andre replied.

Stafford laughed in delight and pulled his
cock back and out.

I coughed violently and gulped in air.

“Well then, maybe she can practice on your
tiny little cock,” Stafford said in amusement.

He pulled me over to where Andre sat and kind
of threw me forward so that I fell face-first into Andre’s lap. The
man gathered in my hair as he unzipped and I was too busy gulping
in air in relief to think anything, much less put up any
resistance.

Like I said, this wasn’t exactly a shock, and
if all I had to do was give him a blow job, that was pretty
basic.

Andre’s cock was not as thick and long as
Stafford, thank God. But it was still the longest and thickest I
had had yet except for Stafford. Of course, like Stafford, Andre
was a big guy. I didn’t know if he was a football player too, but
he seemed big enough.

I almost instinctively opened my mouth as he
pulled me down onto his cock and I began to suck and lick, bobbing
up and down as he reached for my breast and began to fondle it. I
felt Stafford’s hands on my bottom, squeezing and kneading my
buttocks. Then they yanked my legs apart and slapped my butt
sharply.

“Hot, sexy little blonde slut,” he said, not
for the first time.

He drew the vibrator out and I felt his big
cock pushing into me with a kind of dazed excitement. A sense of
wicked heat filled me as I realized I was going to be doing two men
at once. Two big men! With two big cocks! Given the heat I had been
feeling for the last little while my body and that dark,
masochistic subconscious part of my mind flared with delight.

“She’s got soft, warm breasts,” Andre said as
he squeezed one of them again and again.

“Everything about her is soft and warm,”
Stafford said.

I moaned as his cock pushed deeper and
deeper, filling me up to overflowing, straining the lips of my sex.
I bobbed up and down on Andre’s cock, going down as far as I could,
even though I gagged each time the head of his cock pushed almost
into my throat.

He didn’t force me further, though, and I
felt both gratitude and a sense of determination. I knew I could do
this. I had done it with Stafford, though of course he had kind of
forced the issue. But I had done it. It was physically possible. It
was just mind over matter, as he had said the other day. And Andre
was not as thick as he was so I should be able to accommodate him
easily.

But my instinct was hard to resist. Every
time I felt his head going into my throat I jerked back. I had his
hand plus Stafford’s hands all over my body as Stafford's big cock
began to churn my insides to a boiling froth. And suddenly I knew
what I needed.

I pulled my mouth off his cock and looked up
at him. “Push me down,” I panted.

I slid my lips over his cock and slid down
and his hand pressed down on my head. I gurgled and gagged weakly
but then his cock slid into my throat and all the way down until my
lips were wrapped around the base. He held me there as I trembled
and fought the gag reflex, and then as I began to master it and
pushed my tongue out to lick at the base of his cock he eased
up.

I slid back up his shaft and pulled my mouth
free with a gasp.

“Bitch is learning,” Stafford said from
behind me.

He pulled me back away from Andre and at a
gesture from him the other man came off the sofa and knelt before
me. I felt Stafford gripping my wrists to pull my upper body back,
as Andre gathered in my hair. Then his cock pushed into my open
mouth and slid deep into my throat.

I trembled and moaned around it as the two
men pumped inside me, completely helpless between them, their big,
muscular hands easily controlling me as a cock slid in and out of
my mouth and throat and pussy.

The dark heat throbbed more and more
powerfully inside me and when Stafford slapped my bottom sharply I
felt a wild, jagged rush.

Andre pulled his cock out of my mouth,
rubbing it over my face and I felt another sharp slap to my bottom
as Andre reached down to fondle my breast.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” Stafford
ordered.

“I’m your bitch, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my slut!”

“I’m your slut, Mr. Stafford!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my blonde whore.”

“I-I’m your blonde whore, Mr. Stafford!” I
gasped.

He abandoned my wrists, and I cried out as my
hair took the weight. Then his hand slipped around my throat again,
squeezing. His other hand moved down under my hip and his fingers
found my clitoris. He started rubbing me there while Andre drove
his cock down my throat again.

I began to lose myself to the wild, churning
passion, the intensity of the sensations, and the dark thrill of it
all. The fever took me and I screamed almost soundlessly as I came.
Andre fucked my throat all through it so that I almost passed out
from lack of air. My body trembled and shook as Stafford’s hips
pounded against my buttocks, as his big cock speared deep into my
belly again and again.

The two big men used my body ruthlessly,
sandwiching me between them as they drove their hard cocks into my
overheated body. I melted between them, feeling as if my bones were
gone, writhing and twisting and then simply going limp as I ran out
of energy and air at the same time.

Andre had pulled his cock out so that I could
gulp in air and now he fisted it in front of my face. I thought he
was going to come on my face but he rubbed himself over my face
instead.

Stafford pulled out of me then lifted me up
in his arms. He sat back down on the sofa and sat me down so that I
was straddling him the same way I had the other day. I sank slowly
down on his thick cock as his mouth feasted on my breasts, chewing
and sucking and licking, his hands squeezing and kneading my
buttocks and also lifting me up and down as I rode his thick
cock.

He stopped every minute or two to slide his
hand around my throat and push me upright. Then he would make me
say I was his slut, his bitch, his blonde whore, or something
similar. It felt weird, but also edgy and hot, appealing to that
strange part of my subconscious he had wakened.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch.”

“I love black cock, Mr. Stafford sir!” I
moaned.

“Tell me you love black cock inside you,
white girl.”

“I love having a big black cock inside me,
Mr. Stafford!” I exclaimed.

I felt his fingers grip the base of that butt
plug think he had pushed into me, drawing it slowly out. I gasped
as the thick part spread my sphincter apart and then slid out, only
to have him push it back in again.

“Tell me you want a black cock up your ass,
blonde girl.”

I moaned helplessly. But riding his cock had
reawakened the fever again. I think I would’ve said anything at the
time. And without stopping to think about it or caring.

“I want a black cock up my ass, sir!”

I felt his fingers or what I thought were his
fingers prying the butt plug out again. Then I sensed Andre’s
looming presence behind me. One of his knees went onto the sofa
beside me and then I felt the unmistakable feel of his cock pushing
into my ass.

My eyes widened, shocked, not at the idea of
being sodomized, for it wasn’t exactly the first time, but at the
realization, Andre was going to do it. And not only was Andre going
to do it, he was going to do it while Stafford's big cock was
stuffed high in my belly!

His hand was around my throat again,
squeezing as he pulled my mouth in against his. He kissed me
forcefully as I felt Andre’s cock sliding in and out of me in
short, slow strokes that pushed him deeper and deeper.

Stafford’s other hand was squeezing one of my
breasts, as Andre’s hand came in around me and took the other. Then
Andre’s cock slid up high into my ass, giving me cramps as his hips
were ground against my buttocks. I had never felt so full in my
life!

Stafford pushed me up right again, hand still
around my throat.

“Ride my cock, blonde girl.”

I forced myself up and then slid down, while
Andre held himself against me. Then Andre began to stroke in and
out, while Stafford thrust up into me at the same time. You cannot
believe the sensations as those two big cocks moved in and out of
my belly at the same time! And when Stafford dropped his hand down
to finger my clitoris my mind exploded and I began to scream.

The scream was cut short as his hand
tightened around my throat, and I thought my head might explode,
though I didn’t care. The pleasure rose into the realm of ecstasy
and I gave myself to it, bathing in the boiling cauldron of liquid
heat as the orgasm went on and on.

This time was different, though. The orgasm
lasted just as long and then began to fade away. But this time
before it could fade completely away rose once again and I began to
tremble and shake, convulsions wracking my body. It did that again
and then again like I was riding a roller coaster, losing my mind
along the way.

And all the time those two big men rammed
their cocks into my belly as their hands raced over my body and
they cursed in delight. Andre was chewing on the nape of my neck at
one point while Stafford was biting into my breast and sucking
hungrily at my nipple. My eyes were glassy as I gulped in air only
to cry it out again, trembling uncontrollably as my body jerked
back and forth between them.

If this was what it meant to be a slut then I
was going to be a slut! The pleasure was too incredible to be
anything else.

*

Apparently, there was a thing called breath
control, and Stafford was into it. I had to look it up on the
internet later to find out.

Anyway, after they had both come inside me I
figured they might be done for the night. But nope. Stafford placed
me on a hard-backed chair he’d found somewhere. With my legs draped
across the high armrests. The vibrator had a suction cup that was
attached to the seat of the chair beneath me. It was halfway inside
me and buzzing away as I sat there.

My wrists were still locked behind my neck,
but now he had placed a strap around my throat just above the
collar. The strap was attached somewhere behind the chair and as
long as I was sort of propped up there it wasn’t really very tight.
It was only if I sank lower that the strap would tighten around my
throat.

There was nothing to force me down since
while the way I was sitting was a bit awkward, I could hold myself
up like that without much problem. Except for the vibrator. It
seemed like whatever program he had used on it made it throb and
buzz and pulse more powerfully near the base. In fact, as I
discovered, the lower I slid, the more intense the vibrations.

Given that he had turned me into a raving
slut and nymphomaniac, it wasn’t too long before I was riding up
and down on that vibrator. At first, of course, I only used the
first part, so that the strap didn’t tighten too much. But as the
fever grew within me again, as the heat became more and more
intense, as my hunger and need outweighed any sense of logic or
care or concern I forced myself lower and lower.

Sure, I could breathe when I was raised up
and the belt would immediately loosen. The problem was that the
more I did it the more excited I became, not just at the
sensations, not just at feeling that big, cock-like object pushing
in and out of me, but at knowing they were watching.

And the more aroused I got the less I cared
about anything but satisfying my own desperate need. So I slid up
and down the long length of that vibrator, jamming my pussy down to
the base and holding there as I squirmed inside and out, my eyes
bulging with the tightness of the strap around my throat, gurgling
and moaning and trembling until I slowly forced myself back up
again.

I was still not in any real danger until
another orgasm hit me. Then I lost my mind again, so it was a good
thing that an amused Stafford was there to come over and pull me up
and release the strap before I freaking killed myself.

Because I was just so out of my mind with
pleasure and heat that I probably could have.

It was just that intense!
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Andre left soon after that, high-fiving
Stafford and congratulating him on his new blonde bitch. Stafford
had me kneel on the floor with my legs spread wide, sitting on my
heels, with my wrists still behind my neck. Anytime he didn’t think
my back was arched enough he bark out an order and I’d push my
chest out further.

But I was growing exhausted. I mean I think I
had come about a dozen times, and then there was the emotional
shock of it all as well as the physical. Not to mention it was like
after 3 AM.

Still, at least we were talking. Even if I
did have to keep calling him sir.

He thought I had been a dummy to drop out of
school, even if my mother was a bitch. He had gone through
university himself.

“You should always have something to fall
back on, blonde girl.”

“I couldn’t have afforded to go to college
anyway, Sir,” I said.

He waved his hand negligently. “That’s chump
change.”

“Everything’s chump change to you, Sir,” I
said. “I haven’t been able to fix the air conditioning in my car
for three weeks because I can’t afford it.”

“I like the idea of a sweaty blonde girl,” he
said.

He showed me football videos of his team
playing and showed me what he did, which was basically to protect
the quarterback by keeping the other players back with his own
body. Given how big he was I wasn’t surprised he was good. What did
surprise me was how fast and nimble he seemed to be.

“How come all you black guys have this thing
for blondes, sir?” I asked.

“All guys have a thing for blondes,
baby.”

“Black guys seem to have it worse, Mr.
Stafford.”

“You ever touch a black woman’s hair, blonde
girl?”

I shook my head in confusion.

“In the first place, don’t even try. They go
crazy if you try to touch their hair. In the second place, they put
so much shit in there, not to mention adding in all the extensions
that if you try to run it through your fingers it’ll be oily and
might fall apart. You sure as fuck don’t want to be pulling on
their hair when you’re pounding them from behind. That shit don’t
fly with black girls.”

“So black guys just love blonde girls because
of their hair?”

“Not just. It’s what they represent. Blonde
girls represent the top of the heap, the sexiest girls that if
you’re a poor black guy you’re never even going to see in person,
let alone get to touch. They’re all over the movies, TV shows,
magazines, and the internet, the sexiest girls around. But you
never see them in your neighborhood.

“Where I grew up, you could go days and days
without seeing any white person, much less a gorgeous, sexy blonde
girl like you. If you showed up in my neighborhood every guy within
blocks around would be gaping at like you were a Martian or
something.”

“There’s lots of blonde girls in Los Angeles…
Sir,” I said.

“There’s lots of fake ones, but real or fake,
baby, there ain’t too many girls with a face like yours. And there
ain’t too many girls with a body like yours either. You got both.
You are a walking wet dream, girl. I bet every boy in your high
school jerked off thinking about you, and every girl hated
you.”

What he said was flattering, but it still
made me kind of uncomfortable in a way.

“I’m not just a sex doll… Sir,” I said.

“But you are a sex doll. As for what else you
are, who knows. A nice little white girl doing a low rent job
living with a roommate downtown. You’re not a wife and mother.
You’re not a doctor, a lawyer or politician or football player or
something like that. You got something to add to that?”

I thought his words were a bit disturbing
because they were kind of true. What was I other than a hot
girl?

“Well, I’m only just nineteen,” I said.

“Okay. But you ain’t a high school girl no
more and you aren’t a college girl. You aren’t a bank robber or
cheerleader or stripper… Which, by the way, you would be fantastic
at.”

“I haven’t decided what I’ll be yet,” I
said.

“Well don’t wait too long. Life tends to keep
moving even if you’re standing still. It’s fine to be nothing
special at nineteen, baby girl. But not so great if you’re thirty.
Get your little ass up here.”

I rose off my knees and walked over to him
and he pulled me across his lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ah!”

“You keep forgetting the call me Sir or Mr.
Stafford.”

Crack!

“Spread your legs, bitch.”

He undid the straps and slid the vibrator out
of me.

“Looks like we drained the batteries. How
many times you come, little slut?”

“I-I don’t know, Mr. Stafford!” I gasped.

He undid my wrists from the back of the
collar but then pulled them around behind me and fastened together
again at the small of my back. Then he stood up with me in his
arms, lifted me up so that I dropped, belly down across his left
shoulder, and carried me from the room.

We went into the kitchen where he opened the
drawer and took out the batteries and then replaced the batteries
in the vibrator. He did this with me still laying across his
shoulder as if I was no weight at all to him. Then he carried me up
the hall to the master bedroom and threw me onto the bed.

“Kneel on the edge of the bed with your ass
near the edge and your legs spread.”

I gulped and then obeyed only to get another
slap on the butt.

“That ain’t the way to kneel for me, blonde
girl. Raise that ass higher, tuck your belly in tighter. Show me
that beautiful little bald pussy.”

I did as he told me and he slid the vibrator
back inside me and turned it on.

“Don’t move.”

He peeled off his shirt and went into the
attached bathroom where I heard the water running. Then he came out
and left the bedroom for a few minutes.

I just continued to kneel as I was, my butt
in the air, my pussy starting to thrum with energy, my breasts
pillowed out against the mattress below and my back sharply bent as
I waited his eventual attention.

At first, I didn’t even think about that. It
took a couple of minutes before I first wondered how long he would
be and then why I was kneeling like this. There is no way in the
world I would have for any guy I had ever slept with before. I
couldn’t imagine doing this for any guy I’d ever dated. It was…
incredibly degrading, now that I thought about it.

I mean, imagine putting yourself in this
position in the first place and then just waiting like this because
you’d been ordered to until the guy got around to fucking you! If
one of my girlfriends ever said they had done that I would look at
her like she was crazy. It wasn’t like I was some kind of crazy
feminist or anything but I still did mostly buy into the equality
notion. I had never let any of my dates or boyfriends boss me
around.

Of course, he wasn’t a date or boyfriend. And
he was, if not old enough to be my father, at least very much an
adult and kind of an authority figure. Especially after all those
slaps on the butt. I mean I still had to call him Mr. Stafford.
Which was freaking weird, really. But it was in line with his kinky
little sex games. And there was no denying that those kinky sex
games were having a very big influence on my mind.

More, really, than the vibrator. The vibrator
was having a distinct influence itself. Even after so many orgasms
and even with how tired I was. Why had I never gotten one before?!
Well, it’s not like I could use them much when I lived in the same
bedroom as another girl. And I hadn’t had much money at home.

He came back and passed through the bedroom
on his way back into the bathroom. “I think I’ll chain you to the
bed for the night, blonde girl,” he said as he passed.

I twisted my head around

“I didn’t plan on staying the night… Mr.
Stafford!”

“Nobody asked your opinion, baby girl. You’re
my bitch, remember?”

“But… My roommate will wonder where I am when
she wakes up.”

“You can send her a text or something,” he
said as he came back into the room.

He was naked and I gulped as the sight of him
sent a hot ripple of excitement through my body. It was the first
time I’d seen him completely naked before, and man, what a body he
had! He was so muscular from neck to ankle! His black skin bulged
and rippled with muscles along his shoulders and arms, across his
chest, down his belly and on his thighs and even lower legs.

Despite how big and muscular he was he moved
like a panther, a black one, as he walked around the bed until he
was behind me. Then he was on his knees, his thumbs pressing at my
thighs as his tongue swept in and began to lick at my clitoris.

I closed my eyes and shuddered, the
sensations multiplying and redoubling until my hips began to grind
helplessly back at him. Heat swept through my body, the kind of
heat which I’d only ever felt with him. It melted my mind and
burned away my inhibitions, cares, and concerns.

He stood up behind me I felt him pulling the
plug thing from my butt, then after a few seconds, I felt the fat,
spongy head of his cock jamming against my opening. It felt slick
and slippery, and I moaned as it slowly forced me wider.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, blonde girl.”

“I-I’m your bitch, Mr. Stafford!” I
moaned.

“Tell me you’re my slut. No, tell me you’re
my blonde slut.”

“I’m your blonde slut, Mr. Stafford!” I
exclaimed.

I loved the way he had me saying this dirty
stuff! Even though it was degrading and nasty and wicked! It
appealed to that weird kind of victim complex side of my
subconsciousness.

“Tell me you’re my blonde whore, baby
girl.”

“I’m your blonde whore, sir!”

He was kind of pushing his cock forward in
little jabs, easing forward and back repeatedly.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” he
growled.

Oh wow!

“I’m your sex slave, sir!” I exclaimed.

“Maybe I should get you to call me master,”
he said.

“You’re a pervert, master!” I moaned
excitedly.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my slave, white girl.”

“I’m your slave, master!”

He chuckled softly, pushing his cock deeper
and deeper as I moaned at the ache and pressure.

“Now I know what you can be, baby. You can be
a slave girl. A sex slave!”

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my sex slave!”

“I’m your sex slave, master!” I gasped.

“Nasty little slave bitch,” he growled.

Crack!

Every time he slapped my butt he pushed his
cock deeper. I was starting to feel utterly impaled on it now, so
deep that it felt like it was going to be jamming into my stomach!
He was beginning to slowly pump it in and out as his hands moved up
my body and through my hair.

I wasn’t surprised but still gasped in pain
as he drew my hair together and yanked it back.

“Beg master to fuck your whore ass,
baby.”

“Please fuck my whore ass, master!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Dirty little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Slutty little white girl.”

Crack!

“Aaagh!” I cried as he jammed himself balls
deep in my ass.

“Yeah! Yeah!” he cried. “Fuck, you’re tight!
I fucking love it!”

He ground himself against my buttocks and
then slowly began to stroke. It didn’t stay slow, though. I
shuddered and moaned at the feel of such a big cock moving back and
forth inside me there. I hadn’t had an awful lot of anal sex to
begin with, and tonight I was doing it with two different guys!

And God he was big!

It ached, but I was so full of sexual
pressure that I didn’t care. I began to gasp and grunt at every
thrust, my voice rising as he increased the pace and power of his
strokes. The vibrator was still buzzing away inside my pussy as my
body rocked to the powerful blows of his hips.

He pulled back on my hair again, forcing my
head up and back, and then switched his hand to my throat. He slid
both big hands around my neck, completely enveloping it, squeezing
just enough so that I had a little difficulty breathing and my
breathes sounded loud and ragged as he pounded himself against
me.

He squeezed more tightly, then enough to
block off my air entirely for long seconds before loosening his
grip.

“Come for me, slut. Come for your master,
slave girl! Come while your master fucks your ass, blonde
girl!”

And I did! I came, crying out in animal
pleasure as convulsions tore through me and my mind was sent
spinning wildly under the avalanche of sensation. He might have
been tearing me up inside, but I didn’t care. With pleasure like
this, how could I care about anything else?!

*

I slept in his bed that night, but he didn’t
unlock my wrists. And in the morning I woke up to find his mouth
between my thighs, his tongue already licking at me, and my body
already hot and moist and ready. He lifted my legs up and back,
pushed himself into me, and then jammed my ankles back over my
shoulders as he pounded me furiously.

What a way to wake up!

We showered together, with him greatly
enjoying running his soapy fingers over my body and me greatly
enjoying running my soapy fingers over his incredibly muscular
frame. That ended with him pinning me up against the wall, shoving
his cock inside me again, and then lifting me into the air to fuck
me there against the wall of the shower stall.

He wouldn’t let me get dressed afterward, so
we had breakfast with me still naked.

“How much does this place pay you?” he
asked.

“Twenty-one fifty an hour,” I said.

“What’s that a month?”

“About three thousand dollars, not counting
how much they take off for taxes and stuff.”

“I think you should come work for me.”

“Work for you? As what? As if I didn’t
already know, Mr. Stafford.”

He grinned widely. “Yeah, I’ll pay you to be
my sex slave.”

“I don’t think you pay sex slaves.”

“So I’ll pay you to be my personal assistant
or my maid or something.”

I looked at him uncertainly.

“For how long?” I asked. “I mean, guys get
tired of girls all the time. And if I have to find a new job fast I
couldn’t make the rent.”

“Fuck your rent. Just stay here. You know how
many bedrooms this place has?”

“Then if you got tired of me not only would I
need a job but I’d be out of my ass with no place to stay.”

He looked at me for a long minute. You’re
smarter than you look, blonde girl. Most of the bitches I know
would jump at an offer like that, and they wouldn’t even think
about what might happen in the future.”

“I learned one thing and that nobody’s going
to take care of me but me,” I said.

“If you’re my sex slave then I’ll take care
of you.”

He grinned darkly. “Maybe guys get tired of
girlfriends and wives but nobody’s ever going to get tired of
having a sex slave. What argument are you going to have with a sex
slave? Just tell her to shut up and she has to. And if she doesn’t
you put a gag in her mouth. And if you don’t like what she’s doing
you give her a spanking or strapping or something. Yeah, I like
this idea!”

“I bet you do,” I said. “Mr. Stafford,
master.”

“Are you being sarcastic, blonde girl?”

“Of course not, Mr. Stafford,” I said
innocently.

“I’ll have my lawyer draw up the contract. I
work on contracts too. You know what my contract is like? It
doesn’t matter how much I suck if they don’t want me they still
have to pay me for the remainder of the contract. So I’ll draw up
a, let’s say two-year contract to start. You’re making what, thirty
thousand a year? I’ll pay you sixty, plus free room and board, plus
a car and free travel.”

I looked at him in amazement. “Are you
serious?”

“A make twenty-five million a year, baby
girl. You think paying you sixty thousand is a big deal? Fuck, if I
call you my personal assistant I can even write it off on my
taxes.”

“In that a case make it ninety.”

He laughed uproariously. “Deal!” he said.

I laughed too. “You’re not really serious,
are you?”

He took out his phone and hit a button. After
a few seconds delay, he spoke into it and told someone named Phil
to call his lawyer and set up a contract for two years and ninety
thousand a year for a personal assistant, and gave him my name.

“No, man, I don’t want to argue,” he said.
“And I’m not going to explain either. Just do it. I want that
contract here by tomorrow.”

He hung up and gave me a smug look.

“When you got money, you got power, baby
girl.”

I looked at him, more than a little
stunned.

“You only just met me,” I said in
amazement.

“I been thinking about getting some kind of
assistant for a while now. Someone to take care of all the little
stuff like you do downstairs, making appointments and reservations,
running errands, taking care of sending the laundry out, hiring
people to do shit for me. I didn’t figure that was really enough to
justify having somebody hanging around. But if it’s someone who
looks like you, and is my sex slave to boot, then it’s worth every
God damn penny.”

“But… But…!”

“Don’t argue, slave girl. It’s triple your
salary. More when you count the car and room and board. And you get
to ride my cock every day. That’s a pretty fucking good benefit,”
he said smugly.
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I didn’t know how much of that to believe, at
first. I went home, and then I called in sick for that evening
because he told me he wanted to see me in the evening. Three hours
after I got home I got a text from him telling me to go downstairs
to the parking lot. He wouldn’t say why, but when I got there a
middle-aged man approached me and smiled ingratiatingly. “Miss,
MacLeod?”

I looked at him in confusion.

“I have your car here,” he said.

“My what?” I exclaimed, my eyes widening.

“Mr. Stafford wanted it brought over
immediately.”

It was a brand-new Lexus! It was a red,
two-door sports car, and the man assured me that it had
top-of-the-line air conditioning.

I got a phone call on my cell phone from
Stafford while he was explaining how the car worked.

“Now that you’re an employee of mine, I
figure you needed a company car to do your job properly, Miss
MacLeod,” he said. “Since this is a company car you don’t have to
worry about paying for insurance or fuel. The corporation – did you
know I’m incorporated - will take care of that and my accountant
will write it off on my taxes.”

“I don’t know what to say!” I exclaimed.

“I’ll tell you what to say tonight,” he said
in amusement. “There should be a box at your door anytime now.
That’s not exactly a uniform but you can wear it when you meet
me.”

I drove the Lexus around, very much like a
kid with a new toy. The speed and handling, the power, and luxury
of the car were amazing! The car was better than my apartment!
Finally, though, I parked it in my parking space and went back
upstairs.

There was a box propped against my door and I
picked it up before unlocking the door and letting myself in. When
I opened the box it contained several others. One of them turned
out to be a bikini. As you can probably imagine, it wasn’t exactly
very modest.

It was black, with small, triangular cups
which squeezed my breasts up and together and barely covered my
nipples. The bottom was a thong with a tiny, inverted triangle at
the top of my buttocks and back, and a very low riding narrow
triangle in front with thin black strings cutting across my
hips.

There was another box inside the larger box.
Inside that were a silver and gold collar and a pair of matching
bracelets. They were mostly silver with gold rims and gold rings,
including the gold O-ring dangling from the front of the collar. I
put it all on and thought I looked awfully seductive and sexy!

Then there was the last box. That was a
large, stainless steel butt plug with a jeweled base.

I put them all on under a black turtleneck
sweater dress and went downstairs at Five to wait for Stafford,
wondering how he was going to get me into the building this time.
He picked me up himself in a black Porsche, and I slid into the
passenger seat with a sense of excitement, never having ridden in a
Porsche before.

“Ain’t you wearing too much, blonde girl?” he
asked.

“You didn’t expect me to come downstairs in
just a bikini, did you?”

“I don’t think your neighbors would have
minded.”

“Yeah, I bet they wouldn’t!”

He laughed softly and pulled away from the
curb. “You gotta stop being so shy, blonde girl. You’re gorgeous
and you have a gorgeous body.”

“Well thank you, Mr. Stafford, but I still
can’t walk around by myself in a bikini. At least, not in a
building like mine. Where are we going anyway? The beach?”

“We going to a little pool party at a mansion
in Beverly Hills.”

I looked at him in alarm. “I should take off
the collar and restraints then,” I said.

“Leave them on. No one there will be shocked.
Trust me on that.”

I stared at him in dismay. “But… how many
people will be there?”

Already I was thinking of the tiny thong
bikini, for I had never worn one in public before. And then about
the butt plug. It wasn’t quite visible unless I was bending over
and someone was looking closely from the right angle, but it
wouldn’t exactly be hard to spot!

“I can’t wear a butt plug and a thong bikini
in public together!”

He laughed aloud. “You have to remember
something, blonde girl, the people you’re used to hanging around
with are not like the people I hang around with. Some of the girls
at that pool will be topless. Nothing is going to shock anybody
there.

That didn’t make me feel a whole lot better!
I realized that the rich were different, but I had not thought
really about how different. I mean, of course they had more stuff.
But I guess I hadn’t thought what happened when you have a bunch of
multimillionaire football players who hadn’t grown up rich. What
did they all do with their money? Did they all have so-called
personal assistants?

“Maybe I can turn the collar around so that
the ring is in the back behind my hair,” I said uncertainly.”

“You can’t be shy in this job, sex
slave.”

“But - !”

“One more word of complaint and I’ll a put a
gag in your mouth and you can wear that to the party.”

My anxiety mounted as we drove into Beverly
Hills, wondering how many people would be at the party and whether
everyone would be staring at me. Hopefully, there would be a lot of
other girls there in tiny bikinis, too. But I doubted very many of
them would be wearing fancy-looking slave collars!

We drove through an open gate and up the
curving driveway to stop in front of a large white stone and glass
building. A young guy in a white shirt, red vest, and bow tie came
trotting over to take the car keys and Stafford led me up the
stairs.

“Shouldn’t I call you Mark, here?” I
whispered.

He grinned it down at me. “Sir will be fine,
slave girl.”

“You aren’t really going to call me slave
girl in front of a bunch of strangers, are you, sir?” I asked
anxiously.

He grinned at me again and said nothing.

A guy in a black three-piece suit guided us
through the big entryway where I stared around me, gawking at the
luxury. We went down a broad, marble hall and then through a pair
of wide glass doors out to a backyard that looked like something
from ancient Rome or Greece or somewhere like that.

There was a huge blue swimming pool there and
at the far end was a small white Roman-style building. There were
little statues along the sides of the pool which sprayed water into
it, and that the nearside was a large conversation area around a
round marble table with fire coming up the middle.

Most of the men here were wearing bathing
suits, and the women I saw were all in thongs or even G strings,
much to my relief. A large, muscular, tanned guy came up to us,
holding a drink in his hand.

“Good to see you, Mark,” he said.

“Never miss one of your parties, Brad. This
is my little blonde slave girl, Regan.”

I flushed a little, nodded, and gave him a
smile.

“Nice to see you, baby,” he said. “You can
get changed over the pool house there.”

He indicated the Roman building up the other
side of the pool.

“Not necessary,” Stafford said. “She’s got a
bikini on underneath.” He turned to me. “Just peel that sweater
thing up and off, gorgeous.”

I blushed a little more and my mind squirmed
but I didn’t see a way to get out of it without refusing. And I
wasn’t going to do that in the face of what he was offering me. Not
to mention my inhibitions had taken a severe blow over the last few
days.

I reached down and peeled the sweater dress
up, and saw Mark following the line of the hem as it slid up my
thighs, bared my lower body, then my belly. He kind of disappeared
as I pulled it up over my breasts and over my head, then all I had
on was just a little bikini.

Well, I wished it was just a bikini. He
reached out and slipped his finger through the O ring, grinning at
me.

“You never change, Mark,” he said.

“Why should I?” Stafford said in
amusement.

Brad pulled his finger back and looked me up
and down.

“High-quality stuff,” he said
appreciatively.

“The highest,” Stafford replied.

I have to say that I’ve been the subject of a
lot of male appreciation in my life. But this was oddly different
in how casually obvious it was. The guy I was with was right next
to me and very, very large and strong. But this Brad guy didn’t
hide the fact that his eyes were drinking in my body, particularly
my breasts.

Like, guys had looked at me in an obnoxiously
direct way before, as if to say there’s nothing I can do about it
anyway, but that was not how he was acting. He was just very calmly
appreciative of my looks. And he didn’t seem to see any reason why
he should hide that he found me to be excellent eye candy.

I heard a squeal to the side and saw that one
of the girls had lost her bikini top to another girl that she was
wrestling with in the shallow end of the pool. She didn’t seem
particularly embarrassed about it, though, as her first efforts
were not to cover herself but to try and yank the other girl’s top
off too.

Another guy joined us, and he too was large,
with broad shoulders and chest, and he too looked me up and down
with interest.

“Mark,” he said.

“Paul. This is Regan, my new… assistant,”
Stafford said.

Brad snickered. “And what’s she gonna assist
you with, bro?”

My face reddened.

“Stress relief,” Stafford said calmly.

The other two guys laughed.

There was another girl in a tiny bikini
straddling a guy sitting in one of the chaise lounges. She was
feeding him grapes, or something. And he was pretty openly fondling
her nearly bare butt. Another girl was making out with a guy
against the wall. Then I saw two guys throw another girl in a
bikini into the pool. The two girls there were still wrestling,
both of them topless, and they pounced on the other girl and
stripped off both her top and bottom as guys at the side of the
pool hooted in pleasure.

A black girl came up to us and look me up and
down in an unfriendly fashion.

“Who’s this?” she demanded.

“My new bitch,” Stafford said.

“She looks like a whore,” the girl said.

“I think that means she’s jealous,” Brad
said.

“I ain’t jealous of no blonde slut!” the girl
exclaimed.

“Who are you to call me a slut, bitch?” I
demanded.

She grabbed at me and I ducked back. Brad
picked her up and carried her to the pool, ignoring her cursing as
he threw her in.

“You told me you were a slut,” Stafford said
to me.

“I did not!” I said. “I mean, except when you
told me to.”

Paul laughed.

I noticed the black girl was having her top
pulled off by the two girls in the pool and thought she certainly
deserved it.

“Don’t worry, slave girl, you got way better
tits than her,” Stafford said.

I blushed even more as Paul dropped his eyes
to my chest.

“They do look pretty good,” he said.

Stafford turned me to face the other guy and
put his arms around me from behind, then his big hands tugged the
cups of the bra down to bare my breasts! I squealed in
embarrassment and alarm as Paul examined them for a few seconds,
and tried to jerk my arms forward but couldn’t because Stafford’s
arms were pinning them to my sides.

“Those are awesome,” Paul said.

Then to my shock, he reached out and squeezed
one briefly.

“Real, too.”

“Yup,” Stafford said as he released me.

I hurriedly jerked the cups back into place,
red-faced while Paul, laughing, moved on.

“I told you to stop being shy, blonde girl.
You got nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered.

“I think the answer you are looking for is
yes sir,” he said.

“Yes sir,” I gulped.

Another huge black guy in a small swimsuit
showed up, with a topless black girl on his arm.

“Leon,” Stafford said.

“I see you got yourself a new thing,” the guy
said.

“Yep.”

The black girl moved forward suddenly and
slid her hands over my shoulders and then kissed me.

I was so startled I didn’t do anything at
first, then I gripped her shoulders to push her back.

“Now, now, blonde girl, don’t be unfriendly,”
Stafford said.

He gripped my wrists and pulled them behind
my back, and I gasped as I realized he had locked the bracelets
together. Then the black girl came forward and kissed me again,
more passionately, her hand sliding through my hair as her lips and
tongue moved hungrily against mine.

I didn’t know what to do! I mean, we were
right out the open, sort of! Stafford and Leon were so big they
were like a big wall of flesh walling off most of the rest of the
yard from us, but even so, it’s not like we were invisible as the
girl reached up and cupped one of my breasts, squeezing it, then
tugging the cup down.

That made me try to stumble back, but
Stafford was right behind me so I could barely move away. The
girl’s lips were moving continuously against mine as her tongue
dipped and darted in and out of my mouth. I was too confused about
what I was supposed to do here, not to mention self-conscious and
embarrassed!

“Destiny is a friendly girl,” Leon said in
amusement.

“I’m pretty sure that Regan will be, too,
once she gets over her shyness,” Stafford said.

I gasped into the girl's mouth as she undid
my bra strap and pulled my top away! Then her bare breasts were
pressed firmly against mine, except hers were slick and slippery
with sunscreen. Her mouth was continuously moving against mine,
voracious and demanding.

And all I can think of was that I was topless
in public! I mean, at least several other girls were, too, but it
wasn’t something I was used to by any means! And even if Stafford
and Leon were blocking the view of most of the people there, and
most of the rest were behind me and couldn’t see, I was still
extraordinarily self-conscious about it.

Then I felt Stafford pressing himself against
me from behind. His hand slid around my neck to squeeze my throat
gently but firmly, and then his other hand slid over my hips and
down into the front of the little crotch of the bikini bottom. I
moaned into the girl’s mouth as his fingers found my clitoris, my
head suddenly surging with anxiety, embarrassment, and
uncertainty.

This Leon guy was looking on with interest,
and my face was burning under his gaze as the black girl let her
breasts rub continuously against mine while her lips hungrily
ravished my mouth.

“Slave girl,” Stafford whispered into my ear
before chewing lightly on my earlobe.

His hand closed more firmly around my throat
and I gasped, starting to feel a pulsing in my head even as the
girl continued to kiss me passionately. Then the girl drew back,
and Stafford released me, though I was still topless. And my wrists
were still locked behind my back. He chuckled and ran his hand down
to cup my bare bottom.

“You’re getting an education around you,
blonde girl?” he said.

“I bet Destiny can give her a real good
education, too,” Leon said.

Stafford gripped my arm and led me into the
house, and we went down the hall and into what looked like some
kind of den with a pool table in the middle. Leon and his girl
followed us and closed the door behind him. A moment later she was
on her knees in front of him, tugging down his swimsuit.

I gasped as his cock sprang out and she began
to lick and suck immediately.

Then Stafford pushed me down to my knees and
pushed his own swimsuit down. I stared at his big cock for an
instant of wild indecision before he firmly pulled my mouth onto
it. Then I was bobbing up and down it as he gathered my hair in
above my head to hold together in his fist.

He pulled me firmly forward and his cock
pushed down my throat. I gurgled weakly, tilting my head back as
the thick black flesh slid down deep. Then my lips were wrapped
around the base as I moaned dazedly.

He pumped slowly in and out for long seconds
as my chest began to heat up and my head began to pound, then he
pulled free and a moment later. He and the other guy switched girls
and I found myself looking at Leon’s cock instead. He gripped my
hair, too, and firmly guided my mouth onto his black cock. And I
really didn’t see an option other than to do as I was expected
to.

This was also bizarre, so shocking and wicked
and wild! But after what had happened with Andre I wasn’t as
shocked as I once would have been.

He pushed his cock down my throat just as
Stafford had done, but it wasn’t as thick so it was easier to take.
He pulled out so I could breathe and lifted me to my feet, then
lifted me off my feet as easily as Stafford had to sit me briefly
on the edge of the pool table. He yanked my suit down my legs and
off so that I fell back onto my back on the green felt table.

Then the girl was there, bending over, her
tongue eagerly lapping at my sex, her fingers slipping inside me as
she found my clitoris and began to suck rhythmically. Meanwhile,
Leon gripped my upper arm and pulled me more to the side of the
table, then shifted his grip to my hair to tilt my head towards him
as he leaned in and pushed his cock back into my mouth.

I gurgled dazedly, my mind churning with
confusion and emotions, not certain what I should do, whether I
should protest or demand they stop. But given what I had already
done with Stafford and his friend the other night, I wondered what
point there would be in suddenly pretending I was a prudish and
morally proper girl again. It was obvious that these rich people
were a lot more into wild sex than anyone I had ever hung around
with before!

Not to mention, well, I was starting to get
into it. I mean, that threesome I had the other night with Stafford
and Andre had been scorching, so why not another one with this Leon
guy? And with his girlfriend added into the mix it didn’t really
seem all that much worse.

Then they decided on something else. Stafford
lifted me off of the pool table and set me on the floor in front of
a large, upholstered chair that Leon sat down on. He pushed me
forward and Leon gripped my hair and pulled me down to rub my face
against his cock.

I felt Stafford’s big hands jerking back on
my hips and thighs, and a moment later Destiny lay down underneath
me. She reached out and caught my buttocks, pulling my pussy down
against her mouth and resumed licking hungrily.

Then Stafford knelt behind me and I felt his
big cock pushing against my pussy. A wild sense of unreality swept
through me about all that was going on, even as Leon pulled down on
my head so that his cock pushed deep into my throat once again.

I had had a lot of wild experiences over the
last few days, but this was certainly the wildest! I didn’t get any
time to think about it or make any decisions. I never actually
agreed to anything or disagreed. I couldn’t wrap my mind around
what to do even as things continued to move forward!

And with Leon’s cock punching deep into my
throat and the feel of Stafford driving his own big cock deep into
my belly, I didn’t have any room in my mind for decision-making.
That was especially so given the way that girl was licking
frantically at my pussy.

I had never felt this mix of sensations
before. I know that it was especially intense whenever Stafford
rubbed my clitoris while he was fucking me. But I hadn’t imagined
how it would feel if someone was actually licking me down there the
same time as his big cock was pumping in and out. And it was…
amazing! Incredible!

Her skillful tongue was sweeping firmly and
rapidly back and forth against my hypersensitive little button even
as Stafford began to work up to speed, his hips beginning to slap
against my buttocks. Leon reached down and fondled one of my
breasts while Stafford took the other into his hand.

And then it was just a wild, churning,
swirling tornado of sensations pouring through my body and mind.
Whatever doubts I’d had about this faded away under the onslaught
of so much intense sensation, so much dark, wildfire pleasure and
heat.

The more my inhibitions faded the more
aroused I became at just how edgy and thrilling and kinky this was.
Leon had my hair wrapped firmly around his fist and though he
wasn’t rough, it was clear that he was controlling my head and
mouth as he worked it up and down on his cock.

Stafford’s big hands were on my hips, while
Destiny was fondling my buttocks and pulling me down against her
mouth. It didn’t seem like there was anything I was free to do
other than whatever they were directing me to do. Nothing to think
about, then, nothing to say, nothing to do. If you’re a sex slave,
they control you and you don’t have to think about your own
actions, right?

It was strangely freeing being nothing but a
sex toy, a fuck doll because all I had to focus on was the pleasure
coursing through my body and the dark wild hunger filling my mind.
And as my mind began to float, to bask in the churning flow of
pleasure, I felt myself falling into the dark, sexual fever heat,
once again.

I ground myself against Destiny’s mouth and
tongue even as the two men fondled my breasts and my head pounded
with a lack of oxygen. Leon pulled back and II moaned dazedly,
gasping for breath as he rubbed his spit wet cock all over my
face.

“Tell him you love black cock, blonde girl,”
Stafford said behind me.

Crack!

Leon grinned in amusement.

“I-I love black cock, sir!” I gasped.

“Beg Leon to shove his cock down your whore
throat,” he said. “And call him Master.”

I shuddered, my mind squirming with
self-consciousness even as a wild sense of thrilling sexual heat
swept through me.

“Please shove your cock down my whore throat,
master Leon!” I moaned.

He laughed aloud and pulled me down onto his
cock and shoved himself deep.

And a moment later I came, grinding and
twisting and thrashing between them as the orgasm shattered my mind
and sent my body into convulsions. I could feel Stafford’s hips
pounded against me, his cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, the
head punching against what felt like the back wall of my sex.

The men squeezed my breasts and the girl
whipped her tongue across my clitoris and I lost my mind to the
churning waves of pleasure that were pouring over me.
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When I came up for air, Stafford pulled out
of me and thrust himself into Destiny’s pussy instead. Leon stood
up and dragged me aside a little, and then put me facedown, ass up,
pulled the butt plug out, and then pushed himself slowly down into
my ass. I gulped in air, gasping weakly as I felt his big cock
moving slowly in and out, pushing deeper and deeper.

Then a hand gripped my hair and lifted my
head up and there was a cock in front of me. My mouth was already
open and it pushed forward in my mouth and across my tongue. At
first, I thought it was Stafford again, but it was too small, and
when I rolled my eyes up saw that it was an entirely different guy.
A big cock, and other football players, I presumed.

I felt a jolt to my psyche, but then it
faded, because what did it matter anyway if it was him or Leon or
Andre? And I was still filled with a dark, sizzling liquid heat as
the two men rocked me between them, burying every last inch of
their cocks in me from either direction repeatedly.

Leon came in my ass, and the next thing I
knew I was being taken by the new guy instead, but my mouth was
pushed down between Destiny’s thighs for me to start licking her
pussy. I had never gone that far with a girl before, though it
wasn’t as if I was deeply opposed to it or anything.

And now, given that she had already performed
oral sex on me it would seem pretty churlish for me to refuse to
return the favor. Besides I was feeling a wild, hypersexual fever
again as the new guy pounded himself against me from behind. I
didn’t want her showing me up, so I looked up and down her pussy
and then tried to find her clitoris until she spread the lips of
her sex with her fingers for me.

Another guy I hadn’t met knelt down at her
head, tilted her head to one side, lifted up, and pushed his cock
into her mouth. She immediately began to suck and bob up and down
as he reached for one of her breasts and fondled it casually.

Then I was casually lifted into the air by
two guys, carried to a sofa. Another guy was laying along its
length, his trunks pulled down and his cock hard. They sat me down
straddling him and he pushed himself up inside me. One of the guys
who had carried me gripped my hair and pulled me down as another
climbed onto the sofa behind me. I felt him prodding at my wrinkled
little back opening with his cock while the guy beside me pulled my
mouth onto his.

I was in a state of dazed awe, a dark,
thrilling heat enveloping me as the guy behind pushed himself into
my ass and the guy beneath me began to thrust up into my aching
pussy. Three guys! Three guys at once! This was insane! I could
hardly believe I was doing this! And I knew I shouldn’t. There just
wasn’t any room for thinking, and thus no room for guilt and shame.
My wrists were still locked together behind me, after all, which
meant I was a kind of prisoner, a slave girl! Helpless before big,
powerful man!

The guy I was straddling was fondling my
breasts with one hand and slipped the other down to rub my
clitoris. I lost it again, for maybe the third time since I’d
arrived, and started screaming around the clock in my mouth and
throat. The feel of three real cocks pumping in and out of me was
like nothing I could ever have imagined. It was indescribable!

I came again and again as the three men drove
their cocks into me with hard, powerful strokes. I was hardly aware
of Stafford. I know he was in the room, sitting on another sofa
with another guy watching a football game.

After those three guys finished with me I
found myself kind of slumped on an upholstered chair with my legs
draped across the arms. There was a girl straddling me gripping my
hair, and jamming her pussy into my mouth. Another giggling girl
was kneeling in front of me pumping a dildo in and out of my pussy
while the second girl used a vibrator on my clitoris.

More of the guys were watching TV now, but
they were also casually observing this lewd, lesbian display with
interest and amusement, and making occasional comments. The girls
between my legs made me come several more times while I licked
dazedly at the girl straddling and made her climax as well.

It was all the most insane day I’d ever had,
and it wasn’t over. Everybody got dressed except me, and not in
bikinis and swimsuits but mostly dresses and short skirts for the
girls, and T-shirts and shorts for the guys. They sat down at a
huge table for dinner, except for me. Because I was his ‘slave
girl’, I had to kneel on the floor next to Stafford, and my wrists
still locked together behind my back.

I had gotten over most of my embarrassment at
nudity and sex in the face of multiple experiences and the fact
there were several other naked girls there taking part. But now I
was isolated, the only naked person in a room with maybe a dozen
others. The only one on my knees, and so I was very
self-conscious.

Stafford fed me by hand. He would cut off a
piece of something or pick it up from the table and I would have to
lick it from his fingers like a dutiful slave girl. The guy next to
him was amused by this and also fed me bits and pieces of food.

I was uneasy about this, but Stafford made it
clear I should lick it from his fingers as well. I felt quite
awkward there, singled out as the only naked girl, but there didn’t
seem to be much I could do about it. I know this sounds weird but I
didn’t want to cause a scene or anything.

And that damn vibrator was still inside me,
buzzing away, throbbing, keeping my body throbbing to the point
that I was afraid I was so wet it would start showing, like,
dripping… And that made my mind fuzzy and had my thoughts and
emotions confused and disjointed.

And that everyone was taking all of this for
granted again reminded me I was in a different world with these
rich people and those who hung around them. In some ways that made
it better, because I was able to sort of argue with myself that
this was the way things were among them, as opposed to a sense of
shock that this was all happening.

It was more comforting to think that I was
just part of a different culture and values with this group now,
given the kind of incredibly slutty things I had done that day and
the previous days. I wasn’t even sure how many men had had sex with
me today! Because believe me, I myself would never have excused a
girl acting like this only a couple of weeks ago. I would’ve
thought she was an absolute whore!

And yet what was I other than that if I was
naked in front of a dozen or so people, kneeling there with my
wrists locked behind my back as I ate from people’s fingers? And of
course, that only got worse. Because once that other guy decided to
feed me so did others. So I wound up kind of shifting along the
table on my knees, leaning in to lick bits of food from the palms
of people’s hands or from their fingers. Often while other hands
reached out to laughingly fondle my breasts or pinch my
nipples.

After eating Stafford undid my wrists but put
the ball gag into my mouth and then let me put on the bikini before
going out to the car. There was no sign of my sweater dress,
though, so I had to ride in the car like that. We went back to his
apartment, though, not mine. And I wore the burqa again as I
followed him inside.

That was a weird experience! I knew and had
worked with the guys in the lobby. And here I was naked, shackled,
gagged, with just the thin burqa between me and them as Stafford
led me in and pats them.

Once we were upstairs he brought me into the
living room. There was a large, heavy round table there at about
knee height. In short order he had me kneeling on it, impaled on an
enormous black dildo which was attached to the center of the table.
Straps around my legs just behind the knees kept them tied wide
apart while my wrists and ankles were locked together behind me.
Meanwhile, my hair was pulled back and tied to some kind of rounded
metal hook which fed into a butt plug he pushed inside me, holding
my head firmly back so that my back was arched.

And then he had guests over! These were all
new people. Although like the ones at the other place the men all
seemed to be very large and if not football players then previous
football players. The women were all gorgeous and often scantily
clad. Though not as scantily as me, of course! It was horribly
embarrassing, at first.

And yet again nobody seemed overly surprised.
There was no shock on anyone’s face. The men were all smirking and
laughing enjoying the sight of me. Some of the women giggled and
made jokes while others simply made faces. Nobody hesitated to
touch me. Both men and women freely fondled my breasts, and rolled
or plucked or pinched at my nipples, Some reached down between my
legs to admire the thick this of the black cock stuffed up inside
me.

More than a few men idly stroked my clitoris
while they examined me and spoke about me admiringly to Stafford.
More than a few women did too. As the gathering wore on, music
played and people danced or made out in the corners. A couple of
the men came over with vibrator in hand and played it up and down
and across my clitoris, betting each other how long it would take
to make me come.

By then most of my more intense embarrassment
had faded. I mean, as I’ve said before you can only be embarrassed
by the same thing in front of the same people for a certain length
of time before it begins to fade. Of course, being a lot less
embarrassed about being here naked and impaled on the dildo was not
quite the same as being fully comfortable with a group of strange
men trying to give me an orgasm in public with the vibrator.

Even so, they managed to heat me up into a
frenzy, to the point where I was fighting against the restraints,
trying to ride up and down on the thick dildo. And soon afterward
the orgasm took me to their vast amusement as I screamed around the
ball gag. By then my mind was so overcome by heat there\ was no
room for care or concern about embarrassment.

After that, the men took turns toying with me
with various vibrators and making me come. And a couple of the
women even bent over the table and licked me to orgasm. By then I
had so little sense of dignity left that when Stafford released me
and put me on my hands and knees while he held a leash attached to
the collar I dazedly crawled across the room at his side like some
kind of animal.

And when he urged me up into the lap of a
strange man I duly and without a second thought, crawled up and
began to perform oral sex on him. I did the same to a second man,
and then to one of the women. Stafford finished me off, taking me
while he was standing, roughly fucking my mouth and throat before
coming and spraying himself across my face.

Then he led me, crawling again, down the hall
and into another room where I had been before. There was when I can
only describe as a single bed inside a cage there. He had me go
inside then closed and locked the door behind me before leaving me
alone in the room.

I was exhausted enough that I was just glad
to be able to rest my body and my mind. Both had been wildly
overworked. I was in a daze about what had happened and trying to
understand it and figure it out in my head. Because as baldly
described some might consider it to have been a horrific
experience. But I had been simmering and bubbling with heat during
the whole time and had come more times than I could possibly
remember.

I knew very well that this was all incredibly
degrading and that I should be protesting and refusing to have
anything to do with it. But it had caught at some part of my
subconsciousness and that part of me was still thrilled with
excitement at how edgy and kinky and hot this was.

Not to mention that the practical side of me
which should have guided me away from such thoughts was thinking
about all that money, and the Lexus, and living in this fabulous
apartment. Not to mention all the money I would be able to save
since I wouldn’t have any bills to speak of. And it wasn’t like
Stafford would have these wild, kinky parties every day.

Especially since this was the off-season. As
soon as the season started again he would be at practice and
training sessions, not to mention the games, many of which would
require travel. It would not always be this crazy, in other words.
There would be time to settle down and figure things out, and still
get wild, kinky sex from Stafford.

And so it proved. The next day, Stafford
showed me the gorgeous bedroom where I would be living. It was
huge, and had a gorgeous balcony looking out on the ocean. Even
Stafford couldn’t have sex all day, so it was lavishly equipped
with a large TV which got all of the streaming and cable channels,
as well as a computer.

I also had free run of the condo and got to
explore the games room, the theater, and of course home gym. I just
wasn’t allowed to wear any clothes. I wore the collar and
restraints and nothing else. And I had to call Stafford ‘Master’
all the time! That seemed to amuse him greatly.

He even sat out on the deck on a comfortable
chaise lounge and had me feeding him grapes like some kind of harem
girl. And when a friend of his came over and lay back on the second
lounger, I had to feed him grapes too, and then perform oral sex on
him, and then straddle and ride his cock while he sucked and chewed
on and fondled my breasts.

After that, though, they didn’t seem to
require my presence. So I was able to go and get a snack, and go to
my room, and set about considering how to make it mine. He had
given me a credit card number which I could use to buy anything I
wanted, including any clothes and shoes I wanted. The only proviso
was that he would decide on what I wore when we went out together.
And if I didn’t order anything sexy enough, he would.

In fact, from the way his eyes looked when he
said that I knew he would be ordering things for me anyway. Which
proved to be the case. He seemed to enjoy dressing me up like some
kind of slutty Barbie doll, and every dress he bought was
incredibly revealing, tight, with very low cut or even see-through
tops and very short skirts.

After what had happened at the pool party and
at his little gathered afterward, though, my sensibilities had
changed considerably and I managed to wear these outfits without
too much embarrassment. Not that I wasn’t self-conscious, flaunting
my breasts everywhere, but you do get used to anything.

And I was still wrapped up in the strange and
oddly exciting idea that I could and should and might even enjoy
flaunting my body. I mean, it wasn’t like I had been super shy
before, but I’d certainly never shown myself off like this. And
with Stafford there I didn’t even have to worry about any kind of
unwanted harassment.

Mind you, the harassment he tolerated was far
worse in many ways. He was not my boyfriend, after all, so it
wasn’t like it bothered him to have other men either see me, touch
me, or have sex with me, as long as he gave permission. I belonged
to him, after all. He was quite determined that everyone be aware
of that.

Including me. He was not at all hesitant to
bring his hand down across my bottom at any sign of my failing to
live the role he had designed for me, that of the hot, sexy slave
girl. Nor did he stick just to spankings. The first time he
strapped me, I had to stand in the corner, with a very large dildo
in my butt, and a large vibrator in my pussy, perched precariously
on the balls of my feet, with my hands stretched up above my head
holding onto my own hair.

I had to stand there and apologize for being
a bad little slave girl even as my ankles burned and shook. And
then he brought the strap downs stingingly across my buttocks
repeatedly until they were red and burning. Then he pulled out the
dildo and sodomized me there in the corner.

After that came the flog. I was practically
hung by my wrists for that one. But again, he made sure he heated
me up to the edge of an explosive orgasm before using the flog on
my buttocks then back, and then even on my breasts. The thin little
laces stung, and then made my skin eventually feel hot and
tender.

But I was really enamored of this slave girl
idea and with the vibrator and dildo inside me, as usual, I
actually came while he was bringing the thin laces down across my
tingling, stinging breasts. I guess I was becoming something of a
masochist in terms of sex anyway. But that wasn’t a bad thing in
this ‘job’.

When the season started I went with him to
the different cities and served as a bed warmer whenever he was
free. That allowed me to see a lot of places, and play the tourist.
I had never been out of LA before, so that was extremely exciting
and interesting.

I didn’t go to the games. That was where the
wives went. But I did go to some of the parties afterward. That was
where the girlfriends went. One of them I met was Lindsay, and she
advised me to take university courses over the internet during my
free time.

“Why shouldn’t you, when he’s paying?” she
said.

Of course, I hadn’t even finished high
school, but those courses were also available over the internet and
I had the time. Being Stafford’s slave girl was not something that
took generally up the whole day. So I got my high school and then
started taking college courses.

I also took courses to make me a better slave
girl. By which I mean which would make me more useful to Stafford.
Like bartending classes, and massage, and pole dancing, which was
pretty good exercise even aside from keeping Stafford’s interest in
me.

Of course that inevitably led him to have me
putting on shows for his friends, and then to do it at a real strip
club on amateur nights. But I had lost most of my body
consciousness by then anyway. And even enjoyed showing off how
toned and sexy my body was.

I think he came to really enjoy the massages,
though. Especially the erotic ones. Which was why he signed me up
for another three-year ‘contract’ when the first two were done. I
continued to take college courses and do other self-improvement
things. And began to think about a life other than as his slave
girl.

He had me doing more stuff for him, making
reservations and appointments, looking into things that he might
want to buy or invest in, paying bills, and dealing with some of
his people, like his manager, his business manager, his lawyer, and
his publicist.

When he brought in a cute little
eighteen-year-old as my apprentice I trained her and then set
myself up as a kind of personal assistant to professional sports
players. That included supplying some very personal services
including my erotic massages. I even took on a pair of beautiful
blonde assistants that I carefully trained.

Since I’d come to know so many football
players in his company it didn’t take me long to recruit a lot of
clients. And before long I was making enough money to buy my own
condo by the ocean, even if it wasn’t the penthouse… Yet.

 


End

 


*

Have praise,
suggestions, questions or complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other
erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


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.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is
eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when
she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a
receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a
strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


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!

 


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.

 


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 to 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.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse
with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting
his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and
pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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