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Hot. Hot. Hot. Unspeakably hot. Obscenely
hot. Ridiculously hot. Bleh. This was not a day to be outside
riding around in the desert under the hot sun on my bike.

By desert, of course, I mean my suburban
neighborhood of wide streets full of houses that look the same,
scrawny little trees, and no sign of human habitation. Most days it
looked like the apocalypse around here. As if everyone had become
zombies or just died from some biological catastrophe. If anyone
was outside it was in their back yards behind high fences.

The fences all looked the same, too. They
were made of plastic and came in beige, dark beige, and light
beige. Much like the various shades of brown the sharply modern
houses came in.

But I wanted to relax by the pool with a
Coke, and my mother wouldn’t have the stuff around the house. My
father, who paid the dental bills, agreed. I, who enjoyed having no
responsibilities whatsoever, wanted what I wanted. And I wanted a
fucking Coke!

Of course, there was nowhere within blocks to
buy it. The zoning regulations kept every street a mirror image of
every other street. To get to what they liked to call a
‘convenience store’ I had to drive several miles away. It might be
convenient if you have a car. I had a bicycle.

Our family has two cars, mind you. One was
with my father, downtown at work. The other was with my mom, who
had gone shopping. She had refused to include Coke on her list.
Which was why I was obstinately out in the hot, sweaty day on my
bike going to buy my own.

Yes, it was a stupid thing to be doing on a
day like this, but once I decided to do something it took more than
common sense or reality to change my mind. I was already sweating
before I got halfway there. And I was practically naked.

Don’t get excited. For me, that meant shorts
and a crop top. Neither were particularly revealing. The shorts
were short, and the crop top was form-fitting, but neither showed
much of anything. Leaning forward on the handlebars did pull my
breasts down against the thin cotton, which did sort of pull the
crew neck lower. But you’d have had to be right there, peering down
it to see anything.

And no one was out but me. Except those in
cars whizzing by with their windows up, blissfully enjoying their
air-conditioning. Bastards.

I’d have a car one day, once I had a job. Not
that I wanted a job, you understand. I liked my freedom, liked
doing what I wanted, when I wanted to. As far as I could see jobs
were thoroughly unpleasant, required you to get up early, dress in
uncomfortable clothing, and go to unpleasant places to deal with
unpleasant people. Jobs had few rewards other than the money. I
just wanted the money.

I had no idea what I wanted to do in life
other than have money. I was going to college to put off the day I
had to get a job. My first year had been uninspiring. I’d taken
general liberal arts, which was pretty much a little of everything.
None of it had particularly thrilled me.

I could have gotten some kind of summer job,
I suppose. But why would I want to? So I could pay for my own
things? I much preferred my parents doing that so I could enjoy the
summer. Not that I was enjoying it just this moment, mind, but I
would be soon.

I was still getting an allowance. That was
mildly embarrassing, but better than spending the day at a
restaurant serving people food and bending over to show off my
cleavage in hopes of getting a better tip. Ugh. There aren’t a lot
of jobs around here for people with no experience, skills or
qualifications other than basic English and a disrespectful
attitude. And none of them are pleasant.

The sun was beating down but the brim of my
baseball cap shaded my eyes. My pony tail stuck out through the
space above the strap and hung down my back, swaying back and forth
as I pedaled and moved my head. This road was going uphill and I
was panting in the heat. It was almost a hundred fucking
degrees!

I reached the parking lot of the mini-mall
and turned in. The Circle K was the first store and I propped my
bike against the wall just below the window, then hesitated. I
sighed and bent over, locking it. I was only going to be inside a
few minutes but I have trust issues due to someone stealing my last
bike.

Well, actually, I have trust issues with
everything and everyone. Almost.

I sighed as I opened the door and the cool
air washed over me. I walked inside and took my time sauntering
along the aisles. It was late morning and the only other people in
the store was the Indian guy behind the counter and one of his
countrymen in a blue work shirt gossiping about something with
him.

I’m not fond of foreigners. You might think
that’s racist but my preferences have nothing to do with skin color
and everything to do with the way they look at me, the way they
talk to me and the way they act around me.

Way too many of the ones from Africa, the
Middle East or Asia seem to think any blonde girl is God’s gift to
them and is such a total slut and sex machine she couldn’t possibly
turn down their invitation to take her clothes off. You can add the
ones from South America to that, too.

They didn’t seem to grasp the idea that just
because they express their approval of my looks that I wasn’t then
obligated to chat with them, much less give them my phone number
and agree to let them fuck me. That goes for all men, by the way.
It’s not like I’m a cock-tease and it’s not like I’m a bitch about
saying no, but even so some of them get indignant that I dare to
turn them down.

I get that it can be hard asking a girl out
and embarrassing when you get turned down. Honestly, I get it. But
try being hit on by strangers everywhere you go, whether it’s the
store, school, a bus stop or a bus, a doctor’s waiting room, a
park, a movie theater, or wherever. Some of these guys are twice my
age, too!

I don’t want to sound like an egotist here.
I’m not the world’s most beautiful girl. But I am young, athletic
(toned), with a nice body and, I admit, a face that’s prettier than
most. And I’m blonde. Naturally blonde. I get looked at everywhere
I go. Guys use me for eye candy in boring classes or waiting rooms
or on buses or in a subway station. They check out my tits when I’m
facing them and my ass when I’m moving away.

And like I said, I wasn’t wearing much today.
And the heat and sweat had kind of stretched my crop top a bit
more. So it was now showing a little cleavage above, maybe an inch
or two. That isn’t much! Not in this country anyway. It’d probably
get you arrested in the middle east, and mobbed in India.

My shorts were kind of low riding and had
ridden a bit lower, just enough to show the edge of my thong strap.
I tugged them up on that side to hide it. My finger almost
unconsciously slid down past the waistband to push the thin string
lower.

I liked wearing low-riding pants. I was proud
of my midriff, of my concave belly. And unlike my boobs, it was
acceptable to show it off. Well, in this country. Not so much in
India, probably.

I delayed to let the cool air cool me off a
bit more, then got several cans of coke from the fridge and carried
them up to the front. I knew the Indian guy, though not by name, of
course. And he recognized me, though he had no idea who I was. He
probably just thought of me as the slutty blonde with nice
tits.

“Hey,” I said as he grinned at me.

I put the cans on the counter and slipped my
bank card out of my back pocket.

I didn’t look at the other guy who was on my
left and who was, I knew, looking at me. The Indian guy swept my
cans in front of the little machine that beeped each time and then
I placed my card just above the reader until it beeped too. I
flicked my eyes up to see him looking down my top from his elevated
position but didn’t make anything of it.

“Sugar and water cost a lot these days,” he
said in accented English.

You should see how much thongs have gone up,
I felt like saying.

“Yeah, everything does,” I replied.

I grabbed the cans and turned to leave,
knowing they’d both be inspected my ass on the way out. That was
routine, though. They were both in their forties, but every guy
looks because I have a nice ass. I admit it. I play sports a lot
and I’m fit and nineteen. I better damn well have a nice ass.

I went outside, the heat hitting me like a
wave as I walked over to the bike. I have a little carrier satchel
that hangs from under the seat in the back. I slipped the cans into
it and then unlocked the bike before wheeling it around and heading
back to the street.

The first part was downhill and I picked up
speed along the way without too much effort. There was a red light
not far from the bottom of the hill, which irritated me. This was a
main road, but not a very busy one. The side roads were way less
busy. They didn’t need red lights. I didn’t bother to slow. I could
see very clearly there was no traffic so just went through
them.

Stopping would mean starting again. Too much
work.

I had to stop at the big crossroad. That’s
where the street I was on met an actual high volume, high speed
four-lane road. The speed limit was fifty here, but no one did it.
Most people did sixty, the more daring (or dumb) ones seventy.

This road was a great place for the cops to
give out tickets. I saw them regularly, but it didn’t seem to deter
the speeders.

I waited there in the hot sun for what seemed
like forever until the lights changed and the traffic slowed and
stopped. Then I got on the bike and crossed the road. Guys in their
cars watched me as I crossed in front of them.

That is what it’s like to be an attractive
girl. You get watched everywhere you go.

I headed down the street past the high school
I had gone to, now closed for summer, then around the corner and
down into the wasteland that is my neighborhood. Six blocks down I
turned onto my street and then into my driveway. I drove down the
path beside my house, though, letting the front tire push open the
gate into the backyard.

We’d lived here for years, and there was a
nice big shade tree in our backyard. There was also a deck and a
pool. The pool wasn’t one of those fancy ones dug into the ground,
though. It was the cheap kind you just put together on top of the
ground, with a plastic liner and sides. But it was reasonably big
and deep for all that, and it was installed right next to the
deck.

And with the pool there I was suddenly full
of energy! I picked up speed and then jerked back on the handlebars
as I reached the deck, lifting the front tire. The tire dropped
down onto the edge of the third step, and I stood on the pedals to
roll up to the fourth, then, grunting, and really putting in the
effort, slowly forced the bike up to the fifth step and then the
deck itself, where my fourteen-year-old brother Evan was sitting on
a chaise lounge.

“You’re not allowed to have your bike on the
deck,” he said.

“Show me the rule,” I said, a little out of
breath with the effort and definitely sweating more.

“Dad gave me shit for it.”

“Well, he’s not here, now is he.”

I rolled the bike along the railing, then
stopped, carefully balancing the bike as I pushed myself up. I got
a knee onto the railing, then a foot, slowly standing up.

“You’re not allowed to – .”

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and tossed
it to Evan as I jumped into the pool. The cool water felt
wonderful as it closed over me!

The pool was fairly big for an above-ground
model, oval-shaped. My father had dug out the ground at one end so
it was six feet deep there, and about four feet at the other. I
swam lazily underwater, turning slowly around and around before
coming to the surface.

“Your phone is waterproof, you know,” Evan
said.

“Water resistant,” I said. “And why take
chances?

I peeled my sweaty crop top up over my head,
squeezed the water out, then tossed it onto the deck. The bra
underneath was a simple, basic cotton black. It was as much
coverage as my bikini tops anyway. I wasn’t going to pull my shorts
off, though. I don’t wear thong bathing suits in public. Or around
my brother or father.

I did pull off my shoes and tossed them onto
the deck, though, before throwing myself up and back into the water
again and ducking underneath. I came back up with a sigh and swam
to the edge, then climbed the stairs to the deck.

“Now that you’re back, I’m going over to
Michael’s. Watch for the Amazon guy.”

I shrugged and nodded and he trotted down the
stairs to get his own bike, then headed out the gate.

We were expecting a delivery from Amazon. It
was a part for the new home theater dad had built in the basement,
and expensive. He didn’t want porch pirates to make off with it so
we had been told to keep checking. That wasn’t as hard as it might
seem. We had cameras on the corners of the house and all I had to
do was check the app on my phone from time to time.

I stepped onto the deck, dripping wet, then
slipped off my shorts and wrung them out too. I reached up and back
and squeezed my down on my head, then slowly gathered in my hair
and ran my closed fingers along it as water trickled down my back
and onto the deck. I picked up my crop top and phone and slid the
door back to step inside, and the cool air washed over me.

I went through the living room and took the
stairs two at a time then turned into my room and tossed the crop
top and shorts in the hamper inside my closet. I reached back and
undid my bra, tossing it in too, then slid my thong off and tossed
it in, as well.

Naked, I stepped out of the room and went up
the hall to the bathroom, then went inside and pulled a towel out
of the cupboard, wrapping it around my head first, then toweling
off. I wasn’t very thorough since I intended to go back into the
pool. I just didn’t want to be dripping on everything as I moved
around.

I put the towel in the bathroom hamper then
got a dry one and went back into my room. I tossed it on the double
bed, then went to my dresser and got out one of my bikinis. I
brought it back to the bed, then stepped into the bottom, pulling
it up my legs and adjusting it around my hips. It wasn’t a thong,
but it was cheeky.

I picked up the bra and turned around,
pulling it around myself under my breasts, then looking down to do
the clasp. That done, I slid the fabric back around so the clasp
was at my back, then pulled up first the right strap, then the
left, sliding them over my shoulders. Then I adjusted my breasts in
the cups before looking up.

Into the window of the house across the
street, which had been empty for at least two years. Only it wasn’t
empty now. There was a guy there in the window looking across at
me. He wasn’t doing anything. He was just casually standing in what
had to be the master bedroom because the window was huge, and went
from below his knees to almost the ceiling, just like the one in my
parents’ room.

He was maybe thirty or so and didn’t seem at
all embarrassed at being caught looking at me. He just grinned and
gave me the thumbs-up sign.

Holy fuck!

I gasped and felt my face redden as I
hurriedly turned away from my window and moved back to where he
couldn’t see me! My heart was suddenly pounding and my face was hot
and red as I thought of what he must have just seen!

I didn’t think he’d seen my pussy since I’d
had my back to the window when putting it on, but he’d sure seen my
tits pretty free and clear! And sure, I have nice breasts. I’m
proud of them, even if they’re mostly the result of DNA and youth.
But I don’t go showing them off to strange men!

I mean OMG!

I had kind of forgotten that the house right
behind ours, with windows looking straight into our windows even
existed except as shade in the mornings! They gave these houses
huge picture windows and then put them so close together that all
the people can see is the person behind them moving around in their
house!

One of the reasons my dad had put the shade
tree up was to give us some privacy from the house to our left and
the ones past them. It worked great at that. It would also give
privacy for when you were on the deck and in the pool from the
house this guy was now in. It would also hide my parents' window
from him, but because the tree was off to the side it didn’t hide
me.

I was going to have to make sure the curtains
were drawn when I got undressed from now on! I couldn’t even really
complain. All he’d been doing had been standing in his window
looking out. It wasn’t like he had expected me to come to my window
naked. And what kind of a guy was going to duck back away from the
window because they could suddenly see a hot chick naked?

He hadn’t been bad looking. He’d been
cheerful and, given the circumstances, kind of cocky waving and
giving me the thumbs up. I felt like I needed to do something to
convey my displeasure to him. So I went back to the window and give
him an entirely different finger.

I guess he had half expected me to look out
again. He had taken off his top and, shirtless, he made an
exaggerated pose, like you know when guys pull their arms up and
make a muscle in their biceps? Then he half turned away, throwing
one arm out in front of him and the other behind him, posing
again.

I scowled. This guy was enjoying himself too
much at my expense! I gave him the finger and he grinned and waved
again.

Men! Guys!

I moved away from the window, shaking my
head, still embarrassed. Men were all perves. That was just the way
of life. He had been pretty fucking well-built, though. I had to
give him that. No wonder he hadn’t been embarrassed showing himself
off. Guys rarely were, though, unlike girls.

Not that I hadn’t kind of gotten used to it
by now. When I hit puberty it felt extremely uncomfortable being in
my body. I had not wanted the male attention it started to draw and
had been embarrassed and uncomfortable with it. But years went by
and I got used to it, and even began to enjoy the attention, not to
mention the sexual power it gave me.

I went back downstairs and out onto the deck,
warily looking over at his house now. The tree blocked the view of
the deck, and part of the pool. Most of the pool would be visible
to him, though. Of course, I’d be in the water, then, so there
wouldn’t be much of anything for him to see.

Anyway, I wasn’t going to let this screw up
my desire to lounge by the pool with a coke. So a guy had seen me
naked, or almost completely naked. So? I had a great body. Every
guy who saw it said so. Not that a lot had. But the reviews were
pretty good. I could compare myself with what I saw on the internet
that guys lusted after pretty easily too.

I had nothing to be ashamed of, in other
words. And I didn’t know this guy and would probably never see him
again. Because for sure I’d keep my curtains closed from now on! At
least the lace ones.

I checked my phone’s app to see if Amazon had
delivered anything, then got the cokes out of the satchel on the
bike and brought them inside. I went into the kitchen and popped
the tab on one, then got a big plastic cup and stuck it into the
ice dispenser of the fridge. I took that and the coke out back and
settled briefly on the chaise lounge, still kind of worked up about
accidentally baring myself to a strange man.

I know this is going to sound a little odd,
but I was pissed off at how ragged-assed my hair had been. I mean,
if someone was going to see me naked I at least wanted to look my
best! Especially if it was a guy, a hot guy. I mean, he wasn’t so
much a guy as a man, but the principle is the same.

Which is a bit strange, I admit. I don’t
generally look at ‘men’ as hotties. They’re not in my age range.
Guys are in my age range. So, it doesn’t matter what a man thinks
of me. But this one was, let’s face it, hot because of his body. He
had a great body, even if he had been showing it off. He probably
was sucking in his gut, I told myself sourly.

And no, eighteen is not the border between
guys and men. Men are older people like my father, or at least, way
older than me. Guys are people my age. Roughly. Give or take a few
years. It generally irritated me when men hit on me because they
were not in my range. Surely, they should know that! It’s not like
I was going to take some thirty or forty-year-old man home to meet
my parents!

Of course, men aren’t looking at me as
girlfriend material either. They just want to fuck me. I know that.
Guys want to fuck me, too, but at least there’s the possibility of
a relationship there. They do generally want girlfriends. Men are
not looking to make a girl ten or fifteen or twenty years younger
than them anything but a bit of pussy on the side.

Which I understand. Sex is fast, easy, and
pleasurable for men (and guys). It is rarely any of those things
for me. Not that I have much experience, admittedly. I’d lost my
virginity at my high school prom. Talk about cliches. And no, it
hadn’t been particularly fun.

I’d tried to do better in my first year at
college. At least there had been more time, and it had been in an
actual bed, but basically, he’d been super eager and accomplished
little, as far as I was concerned. I still told him he was really
good because I’m a softy and didn’t want to hurt his feelings, but
really, it was a big meh.

He kept texting me to meet up again but I had
ghosted him. The sex wasn’t the only thing about him that had been
kind of boring. I mean, guys are so immature!

I glanced at the pool as I sipped, and let my
eyes move over to the right, then the left. There was a big
evergreen to the left, which blocked the house next door. To the
right is an electricity corridor with tall, high-voltage power
lines and then a road. Nobody there.

I slipped off the lounger and sat on the edge
of the pool, warily glancing toward the house behind ours. I could
see the wall and porch but no windows. I slipped into the water and
now I could see part of the ground floor windows. I moved slowly
forward, watching the windows carefully but there was no sign of
him.

I was both relieved and irritated. A
guy who had just seen me naked should be hovering near the
window hoping to get another glimpse. I supposed maybe men
were less… eager for such things. Maybe because they had more
experience. But hey, wasn’t I super hot? He should have still been
there waiting!

Yes, I know that’s kind of narcissistic. I
threw myself forward into the water and swam underwater, emerging
at the other side of the pool, and putting my arms across the edge.
The rest of me was behind it, though. Even if I was naked he
couldn’t have seen anything.

Which gave me this deliciously naughty idea.
I could swim around naked and he wouldn’t really be able to see a
thing. Of course, he wasn’t even looking. But the idea of swimming
around naked while he WAS looking out the window was suddenly
really strangely hot.

Not that I was a cock-tease normally. But I
kind of felt I owed him payback for embarrassing me. He should’ve
done something to warn me he was there! And yes, I knew that wasn’t
really fair. So sue me.

My mom wouldn’t be back for hours. And once
Evan was at Michael’s he rarely came back before dinner. So I
slipped my top off and then swam back to the ladder, tossing it on
the deck. That made me nervous, of course, but it also made my
nipples very hard. I backed down into the water until it was up to
my shoulders, then turned and swam to the other end of the
pool.

When I say swam, I mean a couple of strokes,
of course. The pool isn’t very wide.

I stopped and grabbed the edge of the pool,
pressing my breasts into the plastic, and looked around casually.
There was no sign of him, though. That was okay. Frankly, I doubted
I was brave enough to do this if he was actually looking.

I reached down and slipped my bikini bottom
down and off, feeling another hot little rush of excitement. I
rarely dared be naked out here. I turned and swam back to the
ladder, putting the bottoms up on the deck with my top.

Then I kind of pushed myself back into the
water, twisting quickly to put my front below me, then swimming
casually back to the far end. If he was looking now, presuming he
had good eyes, he might be able to tell I had no bottoms, but he
wouldn’t be able to see much through the water.

I felt very… sexual, though, like a nymph,
the cool water caressing my naked breasts and sliding up between my
thighs as I twisted and turned underneath it. I emerged on the
other side, pressing myself against the edge of the pool and
slipping my arms across the top as I looked across at the back
fence and his house.

“Hi there, neighbor,” came a deep, male voice
just off to the side behind me.
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I screamed, startled, my heart suddenly going
a mile a minute as I whirled around towards the voice, my arms
quickly pulling in tight across my chest!

He was in the fucking yard! He was on the
stairs leading to the deck grinning at me! Him! HIM!

I gaped at him, pulse racing, frozen in
place, afraid to move!

“Sorry. Did I startle you?”

He had a kind of soft Irish accent, I now
realized. Oddly, that was comforting for some reason.

He stopped on the stairs with his shoulders a
little above the side of the pool, still smiling.

“I saw this lovely pool and I just thought
how nice it must be to be able to take a dip on a day like this,”
he said. “I wondered if you had any information on how difficult it
was to maintain or install. Does the water cost a lot to fill it
up? I’ve never had a pool before, you see. I used to live in a
condo.”

He was acting like he didn’t even know I was
naked! Did he know I was naked!? And he was acting as if he hadn’t
just seen me naked in my bedroom!

“I just moved in behind you,” he said. “My
name is Connor Murphy, lately of Chicago.”

He bowed slightly, still smiling.

Like… like what the FUCK!?

“People who come into strangers back yards
uninvited tend to get shot around here, you know!” I half
shouted.

“Goodness. That would be rude,” he said. “You
need have no fear of me, my sweet. I look like this, after
all.”

He did a pose like he’d done in the window,
waving at himself.

“I have no more need to attack women than you
need to attack men. They throw themselves at me constantly. It’s
really quite wearying! It’s one of the problems we very attractive
people have in life. I swear, people should show us more sympathy,”
he said, climbing another step, turning, and sitting down.

“How long does it take to fill this thing?”
he asked.

I just stared at him, kind of distracted by
all the words, and very, very, very much aware I was completely
naked here!

“You… I don’t know! Ask my father!”

“Certainly! Is he about?”

“He’s working!”

“Your mother then? Oh, right, she won’t be
here. You American women are so shy about nudity you’d not be in
your skin if anyone was around. Irish girls are a lot more worldly;
you see. It comes from having the beaches of southern France and
Spain easy to reach by a quick train ride. Not many decent beaches
in Ireland. And the weather really isn’t fit for having swimming
pools.”

“Look – !”

“You haven’t given me your name yet,” he
said.

“What?!”

“Your name? Should I make up a name for you?
Perhaps Bridget or Hannah or Erin?”

“My name is Kayley!” I exclaimed. “And never
mind my name!”

“I like it. It starts out harsh but softens
once you get past the first consonant. Tell me, Kaley. Would you be
interested in a bit of sex?

I gaped at him again. He was looking at me
with this sort of interested look on his face like he’d asked me if
I’d like to see his tattoo or something!

“No!” I exclaimed.

“Oh, well, okay. If you change your mind,
just let me know.”

“I won’t!”

“Why not? I’m awfully good-looking. Even
better naked, though I won’t show you that unless you ask.”

“I won’t!”

“Okay. But I do have a lot of excellent
reviews for my performance, you know. I regard the need to give my
female companions multiple orgasms as an absolute requirement for
every sexual encounter, you see.”

“You are so full of bullshit!” I
exclaimed.

“No, no. I brag, but I never lie,” he said,
wagging his finger at me. “I couldn’t be a politician if I
lied.”

A what?

He grinned at me. “I’m a United States
Congressman. Isn’t that a wonderous thing?”

“I don’t believe you!”

“It’s true, nonetheless. I’m an immigrant
success story! Came over from Ireland with not much more than a few
hundred thousand dollars, and somehow managed to buy into the
American dream.”

I gasped as he stood up and came to the edge
of the pool, then he took his phone out and I eased lower into the
water.

“Don’t you dare take a picture of me!”

“Perish the thought!”

He turned the phone to me and showed me what
looked like a newspaper report of a Connor Murphy being elected to
the 18th congressional district in a special election to
replace a guy who died.

“You probably just photoshopped that!” I said
suspiciously.

“What an untrusting girl you are! I find that
charming.”

He turned away, which was a relief, but then
he climbed up onto the deck, then bent over, and came around to the
ladder.

“Here. Look me up.”

He tossed me my phone and I yelped and
grabbed at it, even while trying to hide my boobs!

“It’s waterproof you know,” he said.

“It’s only water resistant!”

I glared at him and held my arms against me
while looking up his name on google. Sure enough, it said he was a
frigging congressman. Okay, so that meant he probably wasn’t going
to attack me and ravish me senselessly. That would be bad for his
re-election bid.

“Alas, I can’t be president someday because I
wasn’t born here,” he said. “I bet you’d sleep with me if I was the
president.”

“The president is a hundred years old,” I
said. “And the last one was just about as sexy.”

“Whereas I am a magnificent stallion of a man
all the ladies lust after,” he said jovially.

He sat down on the edge of the deck, then
took off his sandals and slipped his feet and legs into the
water.

“Don’t you dare come in here!” I gasped.

“My sweet, beautiful blonde goddess, I won’t
do a single thing without your permission,” he said. “For this is
your realm and all is under your control.”

“Do you always talk like that!?” I
demanded.

“Most women consider me quite charming. The
voters like me too.”

My initial fear had faded considerably. I
mean, he was unlikely to attack me. My initial embarrassment had
also eased, but I was still extremely conscious of my nudity
under the water. And very suspicious of him! I knew what guys
wanted! And men! And he’d already asked me to have sex with him! So
at least he was an honest politician!

“Well, why don’t you go find one of those
women and charm her out of her clothes then!?”

“I could, but you’re already here. And you’re
already out of your clothes,” he said with a wide grin.

I glared at him.

“Think of the advantages of having a fun
friend right next door!”

“Yeah, right! I can see the advantages for
you!”

“You too! Where else do you think you could
find a handsome stud with my abilities and not only the ability but
the need to keep my mouth shut? No need to worry about gossip
getting around. I won’t tell any of your friends how you scream
with pleasure and passion.”

“Oh, please!”

He wagged his finger at me again.

“Like I said. I brag, but I never lie.”

“I suppose you’re honest with your wife,
too!”

“Alas, I’m unmarried. No chains binding me.
Say, have you ever had chains binding you during sex?”

“You are a pervert!”

“All men are perverts,” he said in
amusement.

Which was pretty much true.

I have to admit, he was charming. And as I
sort of got used to him I was feeling a distinctly sexual buzz
starting to grow within me at being naked so near to this guy.
Which was weird, because he really was way too old. He was
definitely past thirty, though I wasn’t sure how far past. And I
couldn’t help wondering what sex would be like with an older guy
who had lots of experience.

Especially with what I’d seen of his
body.

I mean, he was right that I wouldn’t have to
worry about gossip. That was a big plus, right there. And if he had
no chance of being my boyfriend I didn’t have to care what he
thought of me or what I said.

“It’s sure hot outside!” he exclaimed.

Which I thought was a safe enough subject
except that he reached down and peeled his T-shirt up and off. That
set off more alarm bells since now he was just wearing shorts!

“Don’t you dare get into this pool!” I
gasped.

“Not without an invitation,” he said
piously.

“Well, I’m not inviting you!”

“You’ve made that quite clear.”

He drew his arms up and out to the sides,
making fists. You know, that Mr. Muscles thing where they show off
their biceps. It was… kind of impressive despite my deep suspicion.
He wasn’t like, you know, one of those bodybuilder types with
muscles on top of muscles but his upper body was… hard. Hard,
strong looking.

“Do you have any sunscreen? I’d hate to get a
suntan.”

He half turned around. “Ah, here.”

He grabbed my sunscreen and squirted some
into his hand, then began to spread it over his shoulders and
chest. I’d seen girls act like this around guys, you know, teasing
them. I’d never seen a guy do it, though, especially an older guy.
Er, a man.

“You are so not impressing me!” I said.

“Why not? Are you gay?”

“No!”

“Then I’m impressing you. All women are
impressed by me,” he said confidently, spreading the oil down his
powerful chest and over his stomach and abs.

He held the bottle up.

“Want me to put some on you?”

I glared at him and he waggled his
fingers.

“I have amazingly talented fingers,” he
said.

He looked at the bottle.

“Ah, good. Vegetable-based. No oil. Why, it’s
practically edible!”

He turned and grinned at me. “I hate getting
oil on my tongue.”

I just stared at him, baffled. I’d never run
into a guy like this before, much less a man.

I have to admit, though, that his act was…
disarming. I wasn’t afraid of him, was less and less embarrassed,
less nervous, and more… interested, despite my sense of indignation
still being very present.

“I studied under some of the best in the
world, you know, to learn the expertise of pleasing women.”

“And who might those experts be?” I asked
sarcastically.

“Bisexual girls, of course! When you’re the
only man in a threesome you better learn to be good if you want to
impress the ladies.”

“I can’t say I’ve ever found any guy
impressive in bed,” I said.

“Now you have!” he said, beaming at me.

“Yeah, so you say.”

“You want to see me naked, don’t you.”

“No!”

“Confess!”

I did, actually. But no way was I admitting
it.

“It would only be fair. I saw you naked,
after all.”

I felt heat come to my face.

“May I say, as politely as possible, that you
have a magnificent body?”

“Oh, please.”

“I’ve seen bigger breasts but I’ve never seen
more perfect breasts, even with the work of the finest plastic
surgeons. Who did you go to?”

“I didn’t go to anyone! My boobs are real,” I
said hotly.

“Seriously? Come on. They’re too firm to be
that big. They hardly moved! Not to mention perfectly round. What
are you, a thirty-six-C?”

I could hardly believe I was standing here
naked in the water talking to some strange man about my
breasts!

“None of your business!”

He picked up my bra and I gulped as he
examined the label.

“I knew it!” he said with delight.

“Give me that!”

“Whyever for? You’ll only have to take it off
again when you decide to beg me for sex.”

“I’m not begging you for anything!”

“Did I mention you have a terrifically flat
and firm-looking middle? Not soft and pudgy like most girls. I find
that incredibly attractive. Clearly, you work out.”

He ran his hand down over his own very firm,
hard middle. Now with the oil on it, I could see the ripple of his
abs.

I was feeling braver with each passing
minute. I finally moved closer to him, crossing the pool, with my
arms still in front of me. I shifted my arms, using just one to
cross my chest now. That showed part of my breasts but it still
covered me more than my bikini. And it left my other hand free.

I held it out to him. “Give me my bathing
suit,” I said sternly.

He sighed and then tossed it to me.

“Party pooper,” he said.

I turned my back on him and pulled the bikini
top up around me, fastening the clip, then quickly thrust my arms
through the straps and adjusted my breasts in the cups. I turned
around again and the bottoms hit my lower chest. I took them and
turned away, stepping into them. Now I was decent again.

Yet, oddly, that made me feel strangely… I
don’t know, not disappointed but… a bit let down. Being naked
around him had been wicked and exciting once I got over my
fear.

I turned back and swam up to him, then
gripped the ladder.

He grinned and stood up, then backed away. I
climbed up the ladder onto the deck, dripping wet, and as I turned
to face him felt another little rush of heat. He held out his hand
and, startled, I almost instinctively took it.

“Connor Murphy,” he said, drawing my hand up
to his lips and brushing them across the back.

I yanked my hand back.

“You really are a strange man,” I said.

“I’ve heard that before,” he said in
amusement. “Can I jump in your pool now?”

I shrugged and he did exactly that.

I could run into the house now and lock the
door but… didn’t really feel the interest in doing so. I watched
him doing somersaults under the water, then come up for air.

“I think I’d like a bigger pool,” he said.
“And deeper.”

“You’d need an in-ground one, then. Those are
expensive.”

“That’s all right. Washington is full of
graft and corruption. I’m sure I can find some nice military
contractor to build me one for free.”

I frowned at him. “Isn’t that illegal?”

“Only if you get caught,” he said with a
grin.

He looked back towards his house.

“I suppose if I put one in I’ll have to put
up some tall trees or hedges so you don’t peep at me swimming
naked.”

“Yeah, sure. Be still my heart,” I said.

He turned back and grinned up at me. “You’re
young and innocent. I’m pretty sure if you saw me naked you’d lose
all self-control.”

“I’m not worried,” I said.

“Okay doky!”

He shoved his shorts down. I wasn’t sure that
was what he was doing at first because it was underwater and he was
moving forward. But when he grabbed the ladder and started climbing
up it rapidly became obvious.

I yelped and stumbled back, almost falling
over the chaise lounge as, smiling he climbed up high enough on the
ladder for me to see… everything. And well, he had been bragging
for a reason. He had a fantastic body! His cock looked awfully
thick even though it was hanging down below him. He was as
perfectly shaven below the waist as he was above it. And he didn’t
look goofy the way most naked guys did.

You know what I mean. They have this tiny
little shrunken penis and two little testicles and it all looks so
unimpressive when they’re walking about! His cock was twice as
thick and easily twice as long as it ought to have been when he
wasn’t hard. It didn’t give me the urge to giggle at all!

“Don’t you dare come out like that!” I
exclaimed.

“Afraid you’ll lose control?” he asked with a
grin.

“You are the most arrogant man I’ve ever met
in my life!”

“Ah, but as I said, you’re young and
innocent. You’ve hardly met any Irishmen at all.”

He glanced down at himself, then up at me.
“Would you like to see it wake up?”

“No!”

I would actually! He had definitely provoked
my curiosity! And his whole attitude about sex was so… playful, as
opposed to so terribly serious and complicated that it again
prodded me into wondering what it would be like to sleep with
him.

I bet it would be a lot more exciting than it
had with Todd and Jimmy!

“All he needs is for you to pet him for a
moment and he’ll wake up eager and frisky like a puppy!” he
said.

“You can pet yourself,” I said.

“Okay.”

He reached down for his cock.

“Somewhere else! In your house!” I hurriedly
added.

“Want to toss me that bottle? I wouldn’t want
to get sunburned.”

“Forget it!”

“You could use some too.”

He took another step up and I stepped back.
He bent forward and grabbed the bottle, squeezed some into his
hand, then reached down and spread it over his uhm, everything
below his waist! And just like he’d suggested I saw the thing
growing. Boy, did it ever fucking grow!

I felt my chest tightening as it went from
soft to hard in seconds. And when it was so hard it was thrusting
straight out from his body and pointing – at me!

He put down the sunscreen and did that pose
again, obviously very proud of his body. Not that I could really
blame him, I supposed. He had an incredible body! And he definitely
had a gorgeous cock!

“What do you think? Impressive, isn’t
it.”

He took another step up and I backed up, hit
the chair next to the lounger, and fell back onto it. I still had
time to spring up and run into the house because he wasn’t moving
fast. But I froze in place, watching as he climbed onto the deck
and then walked up to me.

His cock was like, right in my face now!

“Show me what you can do with this,” he
said.

I should have told him to go fuck himself.
But to be honest his big, shaven cock looked so… well, so good that
I found myself kind of spellbound!

I still didn’t do anything because… because I
had committed myself to a position that he wasn’t the least bit
impressive! I didn’t want to admit otherwise either. I’m just
stubborn, I guess.

Then he reached down and took my hand,
drawing it up under his balls and folding my fingers around his
cock!

Holy shit!
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His slick, thick, warm cock felt incredible
against my hand! I just kind of stared at it, squeezing a little. I
almost reluctantly slid my hand back along his shaft, right up
along its length to the top. I felt an intense rush of heat at the
tactile feel of his soft, slick skin and that thick, gorgeous
cock.

Touching it and looking at it was taking my
breath away and making my pulse race wildly! My heart was pounding
in my throat and I was filled with this incredible rush of
excitement trying to decide if I dared do what he wanted! Did I
dare!? I knew I shouldn’t! But… I sure wanted to!

And then I kind of just got so close that the
tip of his cock rubbed against my lips and I felt a shudder go
through me as I leaned into it a bit more and felt the pressure
against them. I let my lips part, easing slowly apart to let the
head of his cock slide through!

I was crazy! This was insane! But I slid my
lips further down, moaning around the thick cock in my mouth and
starting to lick at the underside. I could taste the apple flavor
of the sunscreen on him as I ran my lips slowly up and down the
front part of it.

I kept thinking of how insane this was all
the while, my heart beating wildly as I let my fingers squeeze his
balls a little and moved my other hand up and down against the back
of the shaft. It pushed a little deeper and I gurgled a bit,
feeling another wild rush. Did I dare even try swallowing something
this fucking big!?

I’d practiced deep-throating. I kind of had a
knack for it and it helped put off guys who wanted to fuck me that
I didn’t want to fuck. Like, I wasn’t really enthused about sex
because it held so little promise of pleasure compared to all the
trouble, danger, and messiness involved. If I could satisfy them
with really good oral sex there’d be less pressure to put out.

But I’d never tried it on a cock this thick
or long before. Though I supposed length really didn’t matter if I
was taking it into my throat. I pushed forward a bit more, gagged a
bit, then felt his fingers gathering up my hair in a mass. I felt
him starting to pump, slowly, with short strokes, but I was pretty
sure what was coming.

And then I suddenly felt this strange, dark
urge to just let him do whatever he wanted here. He was the grown
man, right? He was supposed to be more sophisticated, more
knowledgeable, and more experienced than me. Hadn’t he promised
multiple orgasms? Why not let him take charge?

I felt him pushing deeper, fought the
instinct to pull back even as he pulled on my hair, and the
mushroom-shaped head of his slick cock pushed right into my throat!
I gagged briefly, then gurgled as he kept going.

He almost literally pulled me forward by the
hair, right off the chair until I was kneeling on the deck. And
still, his cock slid forward, across my tongue, and down my throat.
I let the hand on his shaft drop and he pushed even deeper, drawing
me forward at the same time until my lips slid down the last couple
of inches and were wrapped around the base.

I felt a sense of elation that I’d done it,
that I’d managed to swallow this big a cock! Yes, it was
uncomfortable, and I was gurgling and gagging a bit as I knelt
there. But I felt this odd, dark wave of heat as I rolled my eyes
up along his powerful body to the eyes looking down at me.

One of his hands had slipped around to the
back of my head, firmly holding me in place with his cock buried in
my throat. The other had my long hair wrapped around his fist.
There was no way I was moving back until he let me! That was a bit
scary, but with the scariness came a kind of excitement at how edgy
this all was.

“Drop your hands,” he said. “Drop them to
your sides.”

I didn’t know why he wanted that. Most guys
liked having their balls cupped. But I did it. And just kneeling
there like that brought another strange little dark rush. Like, as
if I was his helpless… prisoner or victim or… or captive! I wasn’t
exactly a submissive girl but I suddenly felt the attraction, the
eroticism of at least pretending to be as he mashed my face against
him.

My chest was starting to burn, though, and my
head was beginning to pound from lack of oxygen. I gurgled more and
tried instinctively to pull back.

Thankfully, he slid himself back up my throat
and I stared, eyes starting to glaze, at inch after glistening inch
of cock appearing before my eyes as he pulled himself back. The
head popped free and I choked and coughed and gulped in air as he
rubbed his cock over my face.

“Keep your hands at your sides,” he ordered
as I knelt there.

I didn’t need them for anything so obeyed,
gasping for breath as he rubbed his cock all over my face.

“I can see you’re a girl of many talents,” he
said. “A girl after my own heart.”

I gasped and cried out as he pulled harder on
my hair, drawing me stumbling to my feet. Then he pushed me back
against the wall, the hand on my hair abandoning it and going
around my neck. It squeezed, but not hard enough to interfere with
my breathing as he leaned in and kissed me. Hard!

I moaned into his mouth, my heart fluttering
like a butterfly as his lips crushed mine. It wasn’t the hard
kisses I’d had from guys before that kind of hurt, either. It
seemed carefully calculated as he forced my head up and back with
his lips, as they massaged mine and his tongue dipped in to stroke
against mine.

I was still gasping for breath and gasped
again as one of his hands came up and cupped my left breast,
squeezing and kneading it through my small top. A moment later he
jerked the cup down and aside to bare my breast and his fingers
caressed and squeezed my bare flesh!

My mind was churning with uncertainty and
swirling with heat and passion. I hadn’t decided to do more than
give him oral sex, after all. I managed to ‘disarm’ lots of guys
with oral sex. On the other hand, it seemed silly to try and
complain about him groping my breasts when I’d just had his cock
down my throat.

And I was becoming increasingly lost to his
kiss, which never stopped as he pinned me against the wall and his
lips worked hungrily against my own. This guy really knew how to
kiss, I thought. Then came another rush of heat as I remember this
wasn’t a guy. This was a man! A man way older than me!

What the fuck was I doing making out with a
guy this old!?

His hand came off my neck and both his hands
slid around behind me, sliding up and down my body before his
fingers plunged down into the back of my bathing suit bottoms to
stroke my bare skin. Then one of them slid around in front of me
and I suddenly had his slick, oily fingers rubbing against my naked
pussy inside my suit!

I let out a helpless cry of shock at the
sudden jolt of sensation, and almost instinctively grabbed at his
hand, well, his wrist. But I couldn’t do anything with it. His hand
was jammed down the front of my suit and his fingers had found my
clitoris and were rubbing against it with just enough force and
pressure to make me burn!

God, his fingers felt so good against me! My
left leg actually lifted up as if to curl around him all on
instinct as hunger and heat flooded through my body and mind!

I felt my bra part as his other hand slid up
my back and undid the clasp. But the sensation was minor amid the
wild flood of pleasure rolling up through my groin from what his
fingers were doing down there and it took me a second or so to
process.

By then he was already pulling my bra forward
and down, working the straps over my shoulders. My hands made a
feeble grab at it as he yanked it free to completely bare my
breasts. It was like he was all over me, like a wild tiger or
something! His hands were everywhere and where they weren’t his
lips were! I was overwhelmed by the storm of sensation and the
intensity of the heat and passion!

My bikini bottoms were being pushed down by
his hand, and slid down my thighs to pool at my ankles as his
fingers continued to rub against me. He suddenly dropped down to
his knees, pulling the suit out from under me and spreading my
legs. Then his hands went to my inner thighs, his fingers spreading
the lips of my sex, and his tongue began to lick against me.

OMG! I felt my whole body kind of shudder, my
hips starting to grind against him as his tongue swept across my
swollen little button again and again! If I weren’t leaning back
against the wall I’d have collapsed!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I moaned,
my head rolling back against the wall.

He suddenly rose up in front of me.

“Did I give you permission to use obscene
language?” he demanded in a stern voice.

I was like uhhh, what?

He roughly spun me around and pushed my
breasts in against the wall, then slapped my bottom sharply.

Crack!

“Ah!” I gasped.

“No swearing without permission,” he said
sternly.

Crack!

“Bad little girl,” he said.

He jerked back on my hips, then gripped my
wrists and lifted them up, and shoved them roughly against the wall
above my head.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

Crack!

I yelped again at the sting, and jerked my
legs apart! Why was I obeying him!? Some reflexive instinctive
thing from being younger maybe? I was leaning forward now, my
breasts pillowed out against the wall as his slippery hand moved
over my bare buttocks.

“It’s important to teach the young proper
manners and discipline,” he said.

I felt his hand slide down between my
buttocks, following the contour of my body until he was cupping my
sex. Then his fingers pushed up against me, first one, then two,
sliding up into my body!

I was bewildered, confused by this sudden
turn of events. I was momentarily unsure if he was actually serious
with that demand I not swear. Then two fingers turned to three and
I groaned as I was spread wide. His fingers slid into me, twisting
as they did, then twisting back as they slid down again.

“Nasty girl,” he said, his other hand
gripping the back of my neck to hold my face against the wall.

I shuddered and moaned, gulping in air as his
fingers slid in, twisting to the right, then slid out, twisting to
left again. They were big and long and my body was thrumming with
sexual tension as if I had a live electrical wire running through
me!

I moaned and gasped and shuddered as he
finger-fucked me, my hips starting to jerk convulsively back at him
as I neared orgasm. My breasts were crushed against the wall,
throbbing, my nipples burning!

And he drew back again, spinning me around,
catching me before I could fall, pushing my back against the wall
again so he could crush my lips with his once more! God! I’d never
been so overwhelmed during sex!

His arms slid around me, his hands squeezing
my buttocks. I could feel his hard cock pressed in against my belly
as he ground himself against me.

I was completely naked right out on the deck
with a complete stranger rubbing his cock into my belly! That
should have been shocking enough to make me hesitate. But I was
caught in a feverish sexual passion that seemed to slow my
mind.

He drew back, his fingers pushing into me
again, one, two, three!

I cried out, then gurgled as he gripped my
neck once more. I grabbed at his wrists instinctively.

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

I obeyed, gasping for breath as his fingers
twisted and turned, pumping slowly up and down inside me. Then his
thumb found my clitoris and I cried out again, then again, louder,
the muscles in my hips starting to spasm uncontrollably!

And he drew out again and spun me around once
more! I’m amazed I didn’t fall to the ground because my legs were
rubber by now.

Now my breasts mashed against the wall once
more. He gripped my wrists and roughly jerked them up and slapped
my hands against the wall above my head. Then he jerked back on my
hips.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again and
I cried out at the sharp sting.

“You want my cock inside you, don’t you,
baby,” he purred into my ear. “Tell me. Tell me to fuck you. Say
it.”

“Fu-Fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp sting again.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me,” I moaned.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Say sir. Say please fuck me sir.”

“P-Please fuck me, Sir!” I gasped
dazedly.

Then it wasn’t his fingers pushing into me!
It was his cock! I almost came just as he pushed forward, the wild
heat of realization sending my pulse rocketing even higher. He
pushed forward in a deep, smooth stroke that let me feel his big
cock sliding up deep, deep into my belly!

I sobbed dazedly as he buried himself in my
pussy and ground himself against me. When he began to thrust, I
lost it. I cried out again and again, my hips rutting back against
him as he drove himself forward. My mind was swamped by passion and
pleasure as his hips slapped against my buttocks repeatedly.

Meanwhile, one of his hands slid down over my
hip and his fingers found my clitoris, rubbing against it as the
other pushed forward around my face and then slapped firmly over my
mouth.

The orgasm seemed to scream higher as my
whole body trembled and shook. His hips struck my buttocks hard and
fast as my hips bucked back against him. The sensation of his big
cock churning up and down inside me was glorious! I wallowed in it
as the orgasm sent a long, intense rush of pleasure sweeping
through my body and over my mind.

I cried out, my voice muffled by the palm of
his hand, grinding my breasts against the wall as I drove myself
back to meet his powerful thrusts.

I had never had an orgasm during sex. I’d
never even felt anything remotely like the level of passion and
hunger he had roused in my body and mind. I was completely overcome
by it all, feverish with the heat and drowned in pleasure.

Only as the orgasm faded the strength seemed
to go out of my limbs and I felt myself sinking. He shifted his
hand off my mouth and the other hand pushed in between my legs to
help lower me more gently to my knees as he sank down with me.

A moment later he drew back, then gripped my
arms and pulled them together behind my back, crossing my wrists
there as I gulped in air and panted for breath. I could feel him
wrapping something around my wrists – it turned out it was my
bikini top – but I didn’t really understand it or care at
first.

Then he was yanking me aside and roughly
lifting and dropping me across the chaise lounge on my back. Well,
on my arms, which were under my back now and which I couldn’t pull
free. I was laying sideways across the lounger, which meant my head
and shoulders hung over the opposite side as I felt his big, strong
hands force my legs wide.

What the fuck? That was a thought
which had been popping up repeatedly over the last few minutes.
Often without even words.

Then I felt his tongue on my sex.

What the fuck?

Guys don’t lick your pussy AFTER fucking you!
They do it before! Why was he doing it again!?

Not that I exactly minded, you
understand! It was just more confusion.

I moaned dazedly, staring upside down at the
flower box which was at the edge of the deck in front of me. There
were two big flower boxes that formed walls on either side of the
deck. And it was about all I could see as I felt my legs spread
achingly wide while his tongue lapped hard and fast against my
pussy!

I shuddered as he stopped, and then pushed it
into me! I moaned and squirmed, startled by how deep he could get
it, feeling it twist around inside me. Then he paused and I had no
idea what was happening. I felt a thin stream of liquid spray
against my chest, then, and go down between my breasts onto my
belly.

A moment later his hands began to spread what
I realized was the sunscreen over my body. They moved slowly,
carefully, especially spreading it over my breasts, caressing and
squeezing them. I felt my nipples caught between his fingers as he
rolled and squeezed them. Then his hands slid down my body and over
my abdomen before descending between my legs.

He massaged the oil into my pussy, his
fingers stroking very skillfully without penetrating me even as his
other hand coasted over my breasts.

“Hot, beautiful little sex doll,” he
growled.

I felt the head of his cock rubbing up and
down along my naked sex, then rubbing from side to side against my
clitoris. The heat rose within me and I shuddered, my hips trying
to push up and back against him.

He leaned over and gripped my hair where it
hung below me, then roughly jerked my head up and forward so that I
cried out in pain.

“Do you want it inside you, baby? Do
you?”

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

“Say it. Say it, blonde girl.”

“Fuck me!” I moaned.

His hand closed around my throat and I
gurgled as it tightened.

“Did I give you permission to use obscene
language?”

I felt my eyes bulge.

He loosened his fingers.

“Say yes.”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

His fingers tightened and my eyes bulged
again.

“Say yes sir,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

I felt the head pushing forward, spreading
the lips of my sex.

“Beg me to fill you with cock.”

What the fuck?!

“Please… P-Please fill me with cock, Sir!” I
gasped.

His cock slid forward and I shuddered as he
shoved my head back and it fell upside down across the other side
of the lounger.

His cock pushed into me all the way and my
muscles began to quiver and spasm again as he ran his hands up and
down my slippery body. He thrust into me with long, slow strokes as
his fingers kneaded my slippery breasts. Then one of them slid back
down to rub my clitoris and I sobbed dazedly.

“Hot little bitch,” he growled.

He reached forward and grabbed a fistful of
hair again, yanking my head up to stare down the length of my body.
He leaned forward and over me and my glassy eyes rolled up toward
him as he roughly squeezed one of my breasts.

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

What the fuck?!

He jerked my head back, then forward by the
hair and I cried out in pain.

“Say it!” he barked.

“I-I’m your bitch!” I gasped.

He released my hair, his fingers folding
around my neck again, tightening.

“Sir,” he growled. “Say it!”

“Sir!” I gasped, barely able to breathe.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

“I’m your… bitch, sir!” I gasped.

He thrust harder, faster.

His cock was just… spearing up deep
into my abdomen now!

The air was rattling in and out of my open
mouth as his fingers remained tight around my neck. My head was
pounding and my mind was overwhelmed by it all.

He brought a hand down to finger my clitoris
once more, rubbing hard and fast, and another orgasm swept over me
like a tidal wave of liquid heat! I started to cry out loud, my
hips bucking, my body undulating, my back arching.

“That’s it. Squeeze that tight cunt around
me, beautiful, “he growled.

My muscles were spasming, my hips bucking,
and my legs trembling and jerking out to either side as his big
spear of flesh continued to drive into me hard and fast. The orgasm
went on and on and I lost myself in the wonder of it. The pleasure
was total, melting my brain as he pounded me hard and fast and his
fingers rubbed furiously against my clitoris.

My head felt like it would explode, except he
was holding the pressure back – or something – by squeezing my
throat. I was so helpless he could strangle me. And I felt an
almost clinical curiosity about whether he would do so. I was so
completely helpless I certainly couldn’t stop him.

Instead, he pulled his hand back to knead my
breast. He jerked back on my hips, lifting them up and jerking my
whole body up repeatedly to meet his thrusts. That, at least,
pulled me too far forward for my head to fall back across the
opposite side. Which was good because my head was pounding!

I stared up along my body, my hips now in the
air, legs splayed to either side as he jerked me up to meet his
thrusts. I’d never felt so… manhandled! And it was thrilling some
dark, previously hidden side of me!

He suddenly dropped my lower body, then
jerked me closer, drawing back himself and pulling me off the
lounger onto the deck. He stood up, gripping my hair again, raising
me onto my knees, and jamming my face in against his crotch.

A moment later he pushed his cock through my
open, gasping lips and straight down my throat. He ground himself
against me, then started to thrust in and out.

I’d practiced deep-throating. But this was
something entirely different. I gurgled and softly gagged as his
cock slid up and down in my throat and over my tongue. I think I
was too shell-shocked from the orgasm, my mind and bones having
melted under the fiery heat, to react as I would have
otherwise.

Suddenly he pulled back entirely, letting me
gulp in ragged breaths of air as he fisted his cock and came,
spattering my face with come.

 



Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


That had been a life-altering experience! It
completely shattered my concept of what sex was. And it also
hammered deep holes in my own perception of who and what I was. I
had never even imagined sex could be that intense!

The porn videos I’d seen had not impressed
me. The actresses, if you could call them that, were obviously
faking everything. Nothing I’d picked up from my friends hinted at
this kind of passion and heat and blazing pleasure.

And yet, he’d done everything wrong. I mean,
instead of being soft, romantic, and gentle, he’d been rough, rude,
and even insulting. He’d treated me badly, and somehow that had
made my blood burn! My throat ached. My insides ached. My breasts
ached.

But my mind was filled with the afterglow of
that incredible passion, heat, and pleasure.

I felt as though I’d been mauled by a wild
man on my own deck. I was battered, bruised, and dazed. But the
echo of that wild passion and heat still resonated within my mind
even after I’d showered and dressed.

Like… what the fuck was that!? What had that
been!? I might have had no previous experience with older guys but
I seriously doubted that was the normal way they had sex! This guy
was something else again. Like tying my wrists behind me with my
own bikini top. What the fuck was that about? It wasn’t like I had
been resisting, or even wanted to resist.

No, that had been the edge of something kinky
and nasty. His wanting me to call him ‘sir’ had been a part of
that, as had been him choking me. And slapping my butt! Murphy was
a pervert! Even more than most men!

Still. It had all been so… intense! I’d lost
my freaking mind!

And I wanted to lose it again. I wanted to
see how much more hot, nasty, wicked, thrilling sex I could get
from this guy!

I’d need to be more careful about it, though.
What if Evan had come back during that!? Yikes! What if the
neighbors had heard me!? Even skinny dipping had been a huge,
dangerous risk. But this had been a thousand times worse.

If he lived right across from me and really
wasn’t married then we could do stuff there safely. And that was
where I would insist on future sex. And I had no doubt there would
be more. No man would turn me down. And he’d said it would be
convenient for him to have a girl right next door like me.

Ha! I bet!

But how could I let myself become some casual
sex toy for some scuzzy politician way older than me!? That wasn’t
in keeping with the image I had of myself. It certainly wasn’t
something to be proud of!

I looked him up on the internet. The guy was
thirty-nine! That’s twice my age! There was no way I was going to
become his girlfriend, that was for sure! Nor would I want to try
explaining a ‘boyfriend’ that old. Don’t get me wrong, he was
good-looking and had a fantastic body. As a sex partner, he was
fantastic.

Partner is probably the wrong word for it,
though. A partner suggests some sort of equality. A sharing. Well,
I guess we’d both shared sex but all the actions and decisions had
been his. I hadn’t even been consulted! Okay, I was, technically.
But really I’d just done what he told me to do and said what he
told me to say.

And had an experience of such passion, heat,
and pleasure that it still resonated within me hours later. I could
still remember the feel of his hands on my breasts, of his cock
inside me, of his lips on mine. Just remembering some of what he’d
done made my pulse race!

It was… confusing, to say the least. It was
disturbing and made me distinctly uncomfortable to think of letting
myself be used like that by a stranger. But it wasn’t like I could
discuss this with anyone. No way was I going to talk with my
girlfriends about some guy twice my age treating me like that and
fucking me the way he had.

I’d talked about sex with them before and
unless they were hiding it none of them had ever participated in or
even imagined participating in anything that… wild and… carnal.
They’d think I was a slut for not going inside and locking the
door. And that would be just if I told them I’d let him sleep with
me. The details; the spanking, choking, tying up, making me call in
‘sir’, would make them gape at me like I was from another
planet.

My girlfriends weren’t immune from the cliché
about slutty blondes, after all. They might not believe it nearly
as much as say Indian guys but they’d surely start thinking of me
that way if they had any idea what I’d just done.

So no, this was going to be kept to myself.
I’d just have to figure out how to reconcile the guilt I felt at
letting myself be used by some older man with the dark, quivering
excitement I felt when I thought of doing it again.

And I thought of doing it again every time I
looked out at the back deck and pool. Or if I was in my room, every
time I looked at the lace curtains across the windows. Why were
they even there? Did I really need to protect myself from having
him see me in various shades of undress? Or even naked? That was
surely closing the barn doors after the horse had run off, been hit
by a bus, and been fed to the dogs.

I hopped onto my bed and lay down, then
looked at the window. I didn’t have the giant picture window my
parents had in their room. In fact, what they had were three wide,
tall windows together, then three smaller ones on top of those.

I had just two windows, but they were low
enough that my modern bed, with its high frame and mattress, meant
I was laying at about the same level as the bottom of the window. I
couldn’t see his window from where I was laying but a little
shifting around showed he would be able to see the bed from about
my chest on down.

I rolled off the bed and went to the window,
peeking out between the lace curtains. I had real curtains open to
either side, as well. There was a blind, too, if I wanted to block
the sun. But I normally kept them all open during the day. And
there was no sign of him at his window. I drew the lace curtains
aside and stood in the window, wondering what I’d do if he showed
up at his window.

He didn’t, though.

Then came the thought of what I should wear
if I saw him again, which I was telling myself I shouldn’t but knew
I wanted to. That had me looking through my closet and dresser,
trying to think what would be sexy but not look like I was trying
to look sexy. If you get what I mean. I didn’t want him to think I
was into him or that I was trying to get him to do anything.

Anything that happened had to be him taking
the initiative, him coming on to me. The more forceful the better.
I wanted to make him want me, lust after me, and do more nasty
things with me. But without ever asking him or even suggesting to
him that I would welcome that kind of thing.

And that was a way of lying to myself, of
course. If I could kind of pretend what happened was all the fault
of some big, nasty man foisting himself on me and giving me no real
choice then I would feel much better about being… well.. a slut.
No, not a slut, but his victim! Well, maybe not a victim, exactly.
Although to be honest that had a lot of attraction. Because it
meant nothing was my fault.

If you think of all those stories of innocent
girls being seduced by evil men, like handsome barons seducing
their helpless wards or cool, calculating billionaires seducing
innocent secretaries then all the guilt was on the man and none on
the woman. Or girl. She was just the innocent being preyed
upon.

Not that I liked to think of myself as
‘prey’, necessarily. But I had faced facts about that years ago.
Prey was exactly what I and my friends were to all kinds of guys
and men. They saw us and they wanted us. And some of them weren’t
too noble or principled in how they managed it either.

I had dinner with the family, like usual,
with me and my brother casually insulting each other and my mother
and father complaining about us not doing chores properly. They
were also both on me about not taking that amazon delivery inside
promptly. It had still been on the porch when my mother had gotten
home. I couldn’t exactly tell them how I’d been distracted.

*

Nightfall. Usually, when I was home in the
evening I’d be in the basement watching TV If not, then I’d be in
my bedroom on the computer and/or talking on the phone with
someone. Tonight, I wanted to be in the bedroom, on my bed, which
had suddenly become a stage with an audience of one.

A potential audience, anyway.

I told myself I was being stupid. He was
probably super busy and might not even be home. In fact, he’d
probably spend most of his time down in Washington. My interest in
that caused me to look up the congressional calendar to see how
often he might be here. And it looked like they had a four-day
workweek with Fridays off.

Nice, if you could get it, my father might
have said.

This being a Friday, he’d been home. He’d be
home for the weekend, too, then away next week. Probably. If he
actually went there instead of working from home some days.

Normally, I wear something like an old shirt
or a simple nightie to bed. My nightie is not exactly sexy. Just
think of it as a long T-shirt. On warmer days, which this was, I
would sometimes wear a pair of loose shorts, which were sort of
like sweatpants only very short, combined with a tank or crop top
without a bra.

That was what I chose to wear tonight as I
lay on the bed. It seemed casual and yet, as I knew, quite
interesting to the male eye. I wasn’t at all sure why I was doing
it, though. What would I even do if I saw him in the window across
from me? And how easy would that be? I kept the lights down
relatively low so I could see if his light turned on but I’d have
to be looking, and not at my laptop screen.

Plus, if he was there and his light was off I
wouldn’t see him at all anyway.

I was being stupid, was what I was being. And
I knew it. And in any event, it turned out I was wasting my time.
He wasn’t even in.

Yet.

I had pretty much given up on him when I got
a text on my phone around Ten. I checked it idly and didn’t
recognize the number. Which was surprising. I have had my phone on
negative ring for years. Unless it knew the phone number it would
pass whatever call came in to my call answer, and any texts into my
spam folder.

I started doing that years ago to avoid all
the dick pictures guys sent me. Like I said before, guys just
didn’t seem to have the same body shame as girls.

I checked the text and my eyes widened. It
was from him! It had to be!

Are you still my bitch? it said.

I felt my chest tighten and my heart skip a
beat as I looked at the text, then looked at the window and towards
his house. I’d lain upside down on the bed so would be able to see
his window, but it remained dark. Even so, I froze up for long
seconds, then just to be sure I asked who this was.

The guy you had his cock resting against
your tonsils this afternoon, he replied.

I felt my face heating.

How did you get this number?! I
demanded.

I had the NSA and FBI provide it for me.

I scowled at that.

You looked at my phone earlier! I said
accusingly.

You’re pretty smart for a blonde sex toy.

I’m not a sex toy! I replied.

Sure feel like one when I’m inside you.

I felt my face heating again and glanced at
the window. There was no sign he was there, but then no proof he
wasn’t.

Where are you?

Watching you.

I gulped, feeling my pulse race. Of course,
he could be lying.

I held up a single finger towards the
window.

Yeah? What am I doing now?

Asking for a spanking, he replied.
Have you ever been spanked?

You’re a pervert!

Very much. And you’re a sexy, beautiful
blonde with a fantastic body who looks incredibly hot when you
come.

I felt my chest tighten further.

Shouldn’t you be going after older women,
like women your own age? Like not girls half your age?

But girls half my age are so much fun…

I snorted,

I don’t think your voters would be happy to
see you dating someone like me.

We’re not dating. We’re playing a game.

What game?

It’s called domination, he said.
And… submission.

Yikes! OMG!

The phone started to play music with an
incoming call. I looked at it and gulped, staring as the ringtone
continued to play. Then I hit accept, my heart beating faster and
faster.

“Hello, gorgeous.”

I felt unaccountably shy.

“Want to play a game?” he asked.

“W-what kind of game?” I gulped.

“A fun game. An exciting game. A game that
will teach you… much, about yourself.”

“No thanks.”

“A game that will give you a lovely
orgasm.”

“I suppose you’re in your window watching
me,” I said.

“Perhaps. Are you going to give me something
to see?”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Haven’t you already seen everything
already?”

“I don’t think my eyes could ever get enough
of looking at you. You’re a beautiful, sexy girl, after all.”

I didn’t mind hearing that, of course. But it
still felt weird knowing he was standing there in the dark looking
across at me.

“Why don’t you take off your clothes.”

“No way!”

“I’ve already seen everything, remember.”

“So, you shouldn’t want to see it again.”

“But I always will want to see your beautiful
body. And you’re bored and want to have fun.”

I flicked my eyes to the window again,
towards his house, then over to the side. Well, to the right side
was the electric corridor where the big transmission towers ran.
And beyond that a road. No one was going to see me while I lay on
my bed. There were a bunch of houses on the left but they were
blocked by the tree. Also, anyone standing on the ground wouldn’t
be able to see me.

There was only one place that could see
me.

I felt a kind of charge of sexual electricity
crackling up along my spine and down from my chest right into my
lower belly – and below! The idea of just laying here naked while
he looked at me was wicked and edgy and sick! And hot!

My heart thumped in my chest as I kind of
shrugged and then peeled my tank top up over my head and off,
exposing my breasts to his eyes. Then, my fingers shaking a bit, I
slipped a thumb into my shorts and thong, peeling them both down at
the same time. I raised my bottom and slipped them underneath, then
slid them down my legs and off.

And just like that I was laying there naked
like I was on a stage! Fuuuuck!

“Gorgeous,” he said. “Lay back and then arch
your back for me.”

I did as he told me, my pulse racing.

“Now raise your knees. Put your feet flat on
the bed.”

I shrugged and did it, looking towards the
window and then his window. I felt like turning the light out so I
could see better, but then, of course, he wouldn’t be able to see
me.

“Now spread your legs wide.

I felt a sharp little jolt of sexual energy
but I didn’t see much harm in this since I was sideways to the
window. I let my knees slowly spread out to either side.

“Now slide your right hand down your body,
over your breast, and down between your lovely thighs.”

“You’re such a perve!” I gulped.

“Do as you’re told or I’ll put you across my
knees and spank your bare bottom.”

I felt another of those jolts, though I
didn’t really take the threat seriously.

My excitement was mounting, though, even
though I hadn’t actually done anything. Just knowing he was
watching me like this was heating me up!

I slid my hand down over my breast, feeling
my rock-hard nipple against my fingers and the palm of my hand,
then slid it lower and lower, feeling the passion rising as my
fingers found my clitoris and began to rub gently against it.

“Would you like to be my sex slave,
beautiful?”

“No!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“No way!” I gasped, rubbing harder.

“I know you want to. You want to be my
helpless little slave girl, naked and chained for my use. Ridden
hard and fast again and again.”

I could feel myself getting incredibly wet. I
dipped a finger into my opening, then slid it deeper, moaning
softly as I pumped it in and out while rubbing myself with my
thumb. The heat and passion were rising higher and hotter as my
body began to quiver and tremble with the sexual pressure.

“Are you listening to me, slave girl?”

“Wh-what?!” I gasped.

“I want you to stand up and come to the
window.”

I hesitated, then, panting, turned towards
the window and sat up. I felt the wild thrill of doing the
forbidden, the outrageous as I stood up and moved to the window
naked.

“Press your breasts right into the
window.”

I almost giggled, feeling a heady sense of
sexual hunger and excitement as I mashed my breasts against the
glass.

“Now sit back on the edge of the bed.”

I did.

“Lay back and spread your legs.”

FUuuuuuck!

I hesitated a moment, but the heat was
beating at me! I lay back and then drew my legs up and apart,
expecting the next order.

“Masturbate for me, slave girl.”

I moaned and obeyed, my hand dropping down
between my legs, my fingers dipping into my sopping opening, then
sliding in, one, two, then three, just like when he’d done it! I
pumped them in and out as I rubbed my clitoris with my thumb,
moaning as the heat burned brighter and the intensity of the
passion almost took my breath away!

“Are you going to come? Come for me, you hot
little sex slave. Come for your master, you sexy blonde slut.”

I should have gotten indignant at being
called a slut but I wasn’t. The heat was burning away my mind and
inhibitions and I squeezed my left breast with my other hand, then
dropped it down between my legs, rubbing my clitoris faster and
harder with my fingers and driving the fingers of my other hand
deeper into my pussy.

I moaned and panted and arched my back, only
partly because I knew it would give him a better show. Then the
orgasm hit me and my hips began to buck wildly up against my
fingers as I fought to keep from crying out in pleasure, drawing
one of my knees back even more, opening myself up as my fingers
plunged in and out of my spasming, burning pussy!

He was silent, watching me as I came, as my
body jerked and bucked and trembled and I half sobbed, jerking my
hand back up to cover my mouth and burying my fingers in my pussy
as I flicked my thumb furiously across my clitoris.

“That was very hot,” he said after I went
limp. “I’m going to have to fuck your brains out tomorrow because
of that.”

“Why not now?” I panted.

“Everything in its time, blonde girl. I
wouldn’t want you to have too many orgasms in one day. You’ll
become a nymphomaniac.”

“You’ll get a better view in person,” I said
teasingly.

“I got a marvelous view this time. I’ll get a
better view tomorrow.”

He hung up. And a moment later my phone
sounded as I got a text. I opened it up and saw it was from him.
What the heck?

I sat up, chest still heaving, and looked at
the text. It had a picture of me! It showed me across a dark space
in a window, laying back with my legs spread and my fingers between
my legs! Not that you could tell it was me. It was just large
enough to tell it was a female.

Then I got another text. This was the same
picture, but up close. Way too close! I gasped as I saw myself, saw
what he had watched, me naked, legs spread, my fingers buried in my
pussy! My back was arched, though, so you couldn’t even see a face,
just some blonde hair spilling out to the sides.

But then there was another text! This one was
a video! It showed me sitting down naked, and there was no doubt it
was me this time! Then I lay back, drawing my legs up and back, and
slid my hands down to finger my pussy!

I gaped at it, transfixed by the sight of
myself! It had never occurred to me he might have taken pictures or
videos! I cursed my stupidity, then. Any guy would have! I just
hadn’t put him into the ‘guy’ category. But I suppose men were no
different!

I settled down, though. There was no way he
was going to show this to anyone. His reputation would take as bad
a hit as mine if it got out that he was screwing around with me.
Even so, I was definitely going to talk to him about deleting
these! What if someone else got ahold of them!?

I texted him back but got no answer. Then I
wondered again how my phone had even let him text me when there
wasn’t any contact for him. I gasped and looked into my sent
folder. Sure enough, he had sent himself a text from my phone! That
was why my phone had let him text me back! And oh, for fucks sake,
he’d sent himself a picture of me naked, laying across the chaise
lounge with his cock stuck halfway into my glistening pussy!

Fortunately, my head wasn’t in sight since it
had fallen back across the other side of the lounge chair, upside
down. That would be why I hadn’t seen him taking any pictures.

We were definitely going to talk about these
pictures tomorrow!
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I woke up at Four AM and a sudden, intense
shock ran through my mind. Everything that had happened the
previous day appeared, and then something I had for some reason not
thought about.

Remember when I said there were cameras on
all four corners of the house? One is on the corner above the deck,
looking down at it and the back door. And it recorded what it saw
whenever movement triggered its motion sensor.

That meant, right this second, there was a
video of me on the back deck that was accessible to anyone in the
family! Me and him. And everything we had done!

I turned on the lights, grabbed my phone, and
pulled up the app. Then I hit playback. I clicked on yesterday’s
date and clicked search. That brought up a line at the bottom of
the screen with red marks that showed every time it had recorded
something.

I went from one to another until I found the
one showing me returning from the store and Evan leaving. Then it
showed me in my bikini, then taking it off. Then… then you know
what it recorded! In bright, sharp, living color!

There I was sucking his cock! There I was
against the wall! There I was being fucked against the wall! Then
across the lounger! Then being fucked in the face! Then him coming
in my face! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! OMG!

I quickly pulled up my laptop and turned it
on, my heart pounding and pulse racing. The thought of someone in
my family seeing that was taking my breath away!

Once I had the laptop working and called up
the program then I had to figure out how to delete those scenes. It
wasn’t obvious from the app. I had been shown how to do the
playback and download, but not how to delete anything! I hesitated,
then downloaded the videos. But it’s not like taking something off
a shelf. It was still there!

I had to google the thing to get a manual,
then check the manual before I could delete everything from just
before I took off my top, to after I went back into the house. Then
I checked and rechecked, and checked again to make sure there was
nothing else there to find.

I finally let myself relax.

I turned the lights off and started to put
the laptop away, but hesitated. Now, with the stress and anxiety
mostly gone, I looked at the videos. Looked at my porn videos! I
watched myself as this big, powerful, older guy manhandled me and
rode me like a whore!

I had to masturbate while watching. I got too
aroused. I plunged my fingers into my pussy, rubbed my clitoris,
and then came like the whore I was! Only then could I turn it off,
lay back down, and go back to sleep.

*

I didn’t want to commit to doing anything
today until I found out from him when he wanted me to come over. I
felt fidgety as I texted, then called him and got no answer. And
that pissed me off. Why was I acting like some silly schoolgirl
desperate for a man’s attention? I wasn’t even sure I liked this
guy! I barely knew him!

On the other hand, I definitely wanted a word
with him about these pictures and videos! I’d always been careful
not to give guys any questionable pictures of me because I knew
damn well they’d show them to their buddies, no matter what they
said to me. Not to mention there was no guarantee they wouldn’t
wind up on the internet!

I wasn’t afraid of Connor showing my pictures
to his friends but the possibility they could end up on the
internet, though small, was still making me anxious. And that was
pissing me off. Was he playing hard to get or something? Where the
fuck was he and why wasn’t he answering his phone?!

Bastard!

I got less and less patient as the hours went
by, and my texts to him got progressively ruder and more insulting
as I tried to provoke him into answering. He seemed to enjoy the
idea of me being a ‘bad girl’ he could spank. Well, then, I’d show
him how bad I could be!

I told him everything from how tiny his cock
was (which was silly, obviously) to my suspicion that being such an
old man he was still sleeping, exhausted from watching me the
previous night. I also asked him if he had a cane, then if he had a
walker. And if he needed to use a blender for his food because his
dentures couldn’t chew.

Finally, he replied.

Come over for dinner at Five-thirty,
slut.

Who are you calling a slut, I
demanded. I’m not a slut, you perverted political hack!

I was disappointed that I would have to wait
that long. Now I had to find something to do today.

In return, I got a brief video, obviously
taken with his cell phone on the deck the other day. It was held to
the side and showed my face with his cock buried in my throat.
Fuck!

How had I not noticed that!? Well, I was busy
choking and trying to breathe, so I supposed that was why.

Asshole! I typed.

*

I told my parents I was going to a movie with
my friends. They didn’t ask for details. I was over eighteen and I
had a cell phone they could call me on if they wanted anything. I
didn’t borrow the car. I said they’d be picking me up on the
corner. Then I just left and walked up to the corner – and turned
around it.

I rehearsed what I wanted to say to Connor
along the way – repeatedly, and that included setting some
boundaries. Though I wasn’t sure he’d go for that. But I should
have the final say in everything. I was the girl, after all. I was
supposed to have sexual power with that. On the other hand, I
wasn’t sure I didn’t want him as much or more than he wanted
me.

I walked up to the door and rang the bell,
trying not to look nervous or to look around to see if any of the
neighbors might be watching. I didn’t know anyone on this street
anyway and they wouldn’t know me.

The door opened and drew back and I stepped
inside. It was a beautiful house, of course. They all were here. It
had a large entry area with stairs going up, a den to the right,
and a living room to the left, with the kitchen just ahead past the
stairs.

“I see my little blonde neighbor girl has
come to learn discipline and obedience,” he said.

“I came to talk about those pictures you
took!”

“You look hot in them.”

“I want you to delete them! I’m not taking a
chance those get out on the internet!”

“You think I’d post them on the internet?” He
seemed amused.

“I have no idea what you’d do!”

“No, you don’t. That’s part of the
excitement, isn’t it?”

He brought his hand up and around my neck and
shoved me back against the wall.

I instinctively raised my hands and grabbed
his wrist and he smirked.

“Do you really think you’re strong enough to
do anything?” he asked mildly.

I tried to pull his hand away but it didn’t
budge.

“Drop your hands to your sides, you weak,
helpless little female.”

I felt a sudden dark thrill and obeyed,
though I glowered at him.

“Sexy little slave girl,” he said, looking me
up and down.

“I’m not a urgk!”

He tightened his hand around my neck,
shutting off my breathing. My hands shot up and grabbed at his
wrist and hand again but were just as unsuccessful in dislodging
them as before.

“Drop your hands to your sides like an
obedient little sex slave,” he said.

I was being silly and there was no way I
could move his hand so I obeyed, even as my chest began to burn.
His fingers loosened almost immediately and I gulped in air.

“Now reach down and peel your T-shirt up over
your head and toss it on the table.”

I stared up at him, my mind filled with a mix
of heat and uncertainty. He was right that I had no idea what he
might do!

I reached down and peeled my t-shirt up my
body and he drew his hand back. I pulled the shirt up over my head,
then tossed it on the nearby table.

“Now the bra.”

I gulped and licked my lips nervously, but
felt a crackle of heat running down between my legs. I reached
behind me and undid my bra, then shrugged the straps over my
shoulders and let the cups drop to expose my breasts. My nipples
were already tingling and hard.

“Now the rest. I want you naked.”

I took a shaky breath and then pushed my
shorts and thong down my legs, bending forward as I did.

“About those pictures,” I said.

“I intend to take lots more. In fact, I’m
going to take so many videos and pictures you can open your own
website and charge a membership fee.”

I flushed as I stepped out of them and stood
up.

“Put your hands against the wall above
you.”

“I don’t want anyone seeing those pictures or
videos!” I said, my voice a little whiny.

“You have a gorgeous, sexy body. Why be
ashamed of it? Besides, I don’t need to show people your pictures.
I’ll show them you.”

“What does that mean?” I demanded as I raised
my arms up and drew the backs of my hands back against the
wall.

He showed me a thick black leather belt with
metal studs, then pressed it against my neck.

I gasped and grabbed for it.

“Hands back above your head!” he barked.

He said it in a harsh tone that had me gasp
anxiously and obey. He then folded the belt around my neck and
fastened it together like some kind of collar. Which was what it
was, I realized.

“Now hold your hands out in front of
you.”

This was not going in the direction I had
been planning! But I did it.

“What do you mean you’ll show me to
people?”

He had another strap, much like the first,
though not as wide. He wrapped it around my right wrist. Then he
did the same with a third around my left. It didn’t take a genius
to recognize what they were at that point.

“Once you’re a fully trained sex slave I’ll
probably make your body available to friends and visitors,” he
said.

The statement was so ridiculous, so
outrageous, that it left me silent for long seconds! I did feel a
little jolt of anxiety, but then I remembered how he had said this
was a game.

“I don’t think so,” I gulped.

He took my arm and roughly pulled me over
around the narrow table. There was a full-length mirror on the wall
and I stared at myself standing there naked with the collar and the
leather bands on my wrists. There was no mistaking the collar. It
had that round ring thing dangling from the front just like the
ones I’d seen on the internet!

“Kneel facing the mirror.”

I didn’t need any urging but he shoved down
on my arm.

“Sit on your heels and spread your legs wide
apart, then draw your hands up behind your head and arch your
back.”

God! This was so sick! So edgy and kinky!

I did it, though, as a dark rush of heat
began to churn my mind to mush. I stared at myself in the mirror
with a strange mixture of disbelief, nervousness, and
anticipation!

“What a gorgeous, sexy-looking slave girl,”
he said. “I bet I could make a lot of money if I sold you to some
Arab sheik. They love blondes, you know.”

He squatted next to me, then brought his hand
in and caressed my breasts.

“You have pretty damn near perfect breasts.
Do you know that, slave girl?

His hand squeezed my breast, then slid down
my body, which began to tremble, and found my pussy. One finger
rubbed lightly, then not so lightly up and down the line of my sex,
then two found my clitoris and began to rub there.

“Horny little slut,” he said. “You’re already
wet.”

I felt my face flushing, partly with
excitement and partly with embarrassment.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he
said in a low voice.

“I want your cock inside me!” I moaned.

His other hand jerked sharply back on my hair
and I cried out at the sting to my scalp.

“Sir,” he growled. “Say it!”

“Sir!” I gasped, suddenly anxious.

“You better start remembering that, slave, or
you’ll be whipped!” he growled.

His words almost made me giggle because they
were silly. But they also sent a ripple of dark hunger and
excitement through my groin.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he
growled.

“I-I want your cock inside me, Sir!” I
gulped.

His fingers rubbed harder against my clitoris
and the flood of sensations began to make it hard to keep
still!

“Nasty girl,” he whispered in my ear. “Dirty
girl.”

I moaned as I felt one of his fingers
penetrate me and slide up inside.

“Tell me you want to be my whore,” he
ordered, nibbling on my earlobe.

God!

“I … want to be your whore, Sir!” I said
breathlessly.

I suddenly realized that there was no way
this sort of kinky shit would have worked with a guy my age. I
never would have been able to feel the edgy degree of uncertainty
and anxiety as I did with him. I wouldn’t have taken them at all
seriously and would have worried about degrading myself in front of
them. Especially since I would know they’d then dismiss me as a
slut and probably tell all their friends.

But none of that seemed to matter with him. I
didn’t feel any degree of rivalry with him like I would with
someone my age. And since his whole thing was this kinky game where
I was a slave girl my saying or doing degrading things didn’t seem
to matter as much either.

He slid two fingers deep inside me, then
pulled them out and slipped them into my open mouth. I gasped as I
automatically closed my mouth, but his fingers were already inside
on my tongue.

“Suck. Lick and suck,” he ordered.

I felt as though things were out of control
and I was riding this wild, churning whitewater river of heat and
hunger as I obeyed, licking and sucking the cream right off his
fingers!

He drew his fingers out and dropped them low,
then began to rub my clitoris again. The sensations flooded through
my lower belly, then up through my body as I trembled and
shook.

“Sexy, slutty little blonde slave girl,” he
whispered in my ear.

He pulled his fingers out and then snapped
some kind of thin strap to the ring in the front of the collar
before standing up.

“Get on your hands and knees, slave.”

Already overheated, I dropped onto my hands
and knees, gasping as he tugged on the strap, which I now realized
was a leash, and pulled me into the living room. I was confused, at
first, anxious, but still gripped by a wild, dark need.

I was on all fours. Crawling. Crawling!

If any guy my age had told me to crawl on all
fours with a leash on me I’d have been stunned, and then cursed
them out. Now I found myself crawling on all fours, my heart
pounding, my breasts heavy and swollen as they shifted beneath
me.

I could feel a moist heaviness in my pussy,
too, as I crawled over the floor and onto the living room rug.
There was a gray sectional sofa there and he pulled me forward to a
large ottoman.

“Climb onto this and kneel the way I showed
you, knees apart, hands behind your head, back arched.”

“This is freaky,” I gulped.

He bent over and slapped my bottom as I rose
and I yelped.

“Don’t talk back to your master, slave girl,”
he said.

Shit! Wow! This was so kinky!

My chest was tight, my pulse racing as I sat
on my heels on the ottoman and hesitantly brought my hands back
behind my head.

“Spread those legs wide, girl. You know
everyone wants to see that beautiful pussy.”

I took a shuddering breath and obeyed.

Guys had seen me naked before, though not
many. And of course, he’d seen me naked the other day, not to
mention the other night. But I’d never like… well, posed for a guy
naked! Last night had been sort of like that but he hadn’t even
been in the house. Now he was standing right there and I could see
his eyes on me!

He dropped the leash down my back and moved
around in front of me, and I saw he had a long, thin rod of some
kind in his hand as he slid his fingers through my hair. He jerked
my head back and leaned in to kiss me roughly on the lips.

“Don’t move your hands,” he growled, causing
me to bring them back behind my head.

He resumed his kiss, his lips soft but…
demanding, almost invasive as they pushed mine wider like they were
feeding at my mouth!

I felt the rod, or whatever it was, rubbing
against my taut left breast, then sliding down my body and between
my legs. The thin shaft pulled up against the line of my sex and
sank between. Then he kind of rubbed it in and out, not
accidentally rubbing across my clitoris all the while!

That sent a continuous stream of sensations
rolling up through my body as his lips moved against mine.

He drew back, straightening and I gulped in
air as he drew the rod up along my body. It was thin as a pencil
but seemed to be leather. And there was a soft, flat tip the size
of his thumb on it which he brought in against my left nipple. He
rubbed it against my tingling nipple as his eyes bored into me.

“Tell me you’re my slave girl.”

“I-I’m your slave girl, Sir!” I gulped.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

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

“Beautiful little blonde slut,” he said,
rubbing the tip of the rod against my nipple.

He gripped my hair again, wrapping it around
his fist, then forced my head back further and further. I gasped,
trying to maintain my balance as he leaned over me again. This
time, though, his lips were bound for my breast.

He kissed my nipple, then sucked on it. His
lips spread wider and I felt his teeth digging gently into my soft
flesh. His tongue swept back and forth and from side to side around
and across my nipple as he began to suck rhythmically. His lips
widened, then narrowed, then widened, sucking. His teeth began to
bite into me and I gasped and moaned, my hands still behind my head
as I stared up at the ceiling!

He shifted to my other breast, sucking and
licking and then chewing at the surrounding flesh before
straightening again.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m… I’m your slut, sir!” I gulped.

“Call me... Master.”

Oh wow!

“Say it.”

“Master!”

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut, Master!”

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, Master!”

He released my hair but his big hand suddenly
slid firmly around my throat and squeezed a little.

“Tell me I own your body, slave.”

“Y-You… own my body, Master!” I gasped.

He slapped the thin tip of the rod against my
left nipple and I gasped and winced.

“Who owns this hard little pink nipple, slave
girl?”

“You do, Master!”

The rod slid slowly, lazily down my body, and
rubbed against my clitoris.

“Who owns this lovely little clitoris, slave
girl?”

“You do, Master!” I moaned.

The thing slid lower, the narrow rod pressing
into the cleft of my sex, rubbing up and down.

“Who owns this hot little cunt, slave?”

“You do, Master!” I gasped.

“Say it. Tell me I own your cunt.”

My mind squirmed away from that word and I
hesitated and he brought the rod in around behind me, slapping it
across my bottom so that I yelped.

“Obey your master, slave!” he ordered.

He tightened his grip on my neck again and I
felt my eyes bulge as the tip of the rod rubbed up and down against
my pussy.

“Tell me I own your cunt.”

“You own my cunt, Master!” I panted.

“Again!”

“You own my cunt, Master!”

“Tell me I own your body.”

“You own my body, Master!”

“I want your face down, your ass up high and
legs spread wide,” he said.

He gripped my collar and jerked forward and
down and I gasped, jerking my hands down to catch myself. He
brought the rod down across my buttocks and I yelped, squirming
into position on the ottoman. Then he put down the rod and wrapped
two more of the leather bands around my ankles.

A moment later he drew my arms down along my
hips, then up behind my back where he locked them together. He
picked up a coiled length of rope and jerked my knees wider so they
were right at the edges of the ottoman, then wrapped rope around
them and tied them there.

A moment later he gathered my hair in and
pulled it back, then brought what looked like a leather-covered
ring of some kind down against my mouth.

“Open your mouth as wide as you can,
slave.”

I blinked in confusion, uncertainty, and
anxiety, but obeyed and he carefully wedged the round ring thing in
between my teeth, holding my mouth open. The ring had straps he
drew back around my head and fastened behind me. Then he gathered
my hair in again, winding it into a kind of braid and tying some
kind of string or cord to it.

He picked up what looked like a kind of metal
umbrella handle from the table and then a squeeze bottle of some
cream which he spread over the smaller part of the curved bar. He
disappeared behind me and a moment later I felt him pressing it
against my puckered little back opening.

I moaned aloud but couldn’t really form
sentences with the ring in my mouth as he worked the thing slowly
into my butt. It pushed in several inches until the curve was
pressing against my tailbone and the longer part was pressed up
along my spine. A moment later I felt my hair drawn back and I
moaned and yelped as individual hairs were tugged sharply and
broke.

My head was lifted up and back and then I
felt pressure on my tailbone and knew he had somehow tied the cord
to the thing in my ass!

All this was leaving me somewhat bewildered.
I was incredibly hot, the hunger and need filling me with passion.
I wanted him to fuck me hard, to pound me! What was he waiting
for?! Why was he tying me up like this when all he had to do was
fuck me all he wanted!?

I felt fingers at my pussy, then his mouth. I
shuddered, moaning through the open ring as his lips found my
clitoris and started to suck. His fingers pushed slowly into my
pussy, twisting and turning, first one, then two, then three!

I shuddered, my hips grinding back against
his fingers, against his lips. I closed my eyes, moaning
continuously, heat rolling through my body as his lips sucked, then
his tongue licked hard and fast as his fingers thrust harder and
faster.

The heat rose to a blistering, scalding
intensity and then the orgasm swept over me and drowned my mind in
heat and pleasure! His thrusting, twisting fingers were jammed deep
inside my spasming pussy as I cried out again and again, rutting
back against him while his tongue licked furiously at my burning
clitoris.

I couldn’t do much to increase the sensations
because his tongue moved with me, for the most part, but I found I
could rub my breasts against the ottoman below, at least a little,
and that sent another crackling rush of sensation up through my
body as my nipples burned and tingled. The orgasm lashed my senses,
dazing me, making my body quiver and shake and tremble and jerk
convulsively.
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After what felt like forever I sagged limply,
gulping in air as his tongue and fingers slowed. His other hand
slapped my bottom, then he stood up. I moaned as I felt what had to
be his big cock rubbing against me. It pushed in slowly, then sank
deeper and deeper, filling me up wonderfully!

He buried his cock inside me, then I felt his
hands gripping my wrists and jerking back as he started to thrust
into me with hard, short little strokes that slapped his hips
continuously against my buttocks!

All I could do was gasp and grunt and moan as
he drove himself into me hard and fast, my insides churning and
burning around his cock.

He pulled out, rubbed himself back and forth
along my clitoris, then buried his cock in me again and continued
thrusting. Then he pulled out and did it again!

He pulled out again and then I felt his
tongue against me.

I cried out, gasping and moaning, my hips
grinding back as he licked my clitoris and drove his fingers into
me once more.

This was just not like the sex I had come to
expect! It wasn’t like any sex I had ever expected to take part in!
That made it kind of baffling! But the heat and pleasure and
passion were overwhelming!

He stood up and thrust his cock into me
again, pulling on my wrists again as he fucked me even harder, his
hips slapping against my buttocks. He shifted his grip to my
braided hair and yanked on it as he rode me, and I cried out with
every thrust, every pull, gasping and moaning and sobbing through
the ring holding my jaw wide!

And then I came again! I came with a wild,
incredible rush of heat and pleasure that took my breath away as I
cried out all the air in my lungs! I was so hot! The heat was
scorching as he rode me, as he pounded me, as he used me like I was
his bitch, his sex slave!

He rode me until I let out a final explosive
gasp and then sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air, then he pulled
out. There was a delay where I didn’t know what he was doing, but
then I felt him pressing against me once more. Only… it didn’t feel
right.

No, it was too cool. It wasn’t warm like his
cock. It pushed into me, just as thick, pumping slowly in and out,
then pushed deeper and deeper. It finally stopped when some hard,
curved base pressed in against the top of my sex. Which left me
confused again. I felt something like cords drawn up along my
raised abdomen, then crossing my hips and coming together behind my
back just below my bound hands.

Then the thing inside me began to
vibrate!

Only it wasn’t just inside me. The part that
curved up across the top of my sex, that base part, that was
vibrating too, and it was right over my clitoris!

Connor moved around in front of me and I
rolled my glazed eyes up at him as he looked down.

“Sex slave!” he teased.

He dropped to his knees in front of me and
pulled his cock out of his trousers. Then I understood the purpose
of the ring. He slid it through the ring, into my mouth, across my
tongue, pumped it in and out a few times, then pushed himself down
my throat.

I gurgled weakly, choking a bit, gagging a
bit, my throat aching. My wrists pulled instinctively against the
restraints. My body pulled just as instinctively back from him,
though with my legs tied in place and his hand gripping my hair it
wasn’t like I could do anything.

“Swallow, little slave,” he said. “Swallow my
lovely cock.”

Well, it wasn’t like I had a choice!

“Remember, slave, I own your body. I can do
anything I want to it.”

He ground himself against my face, his long,
thick cock shifting a bit in my throat. Then he drew himself slowly
up and back, the soft skin sliding across my tongue until the head
popped out of my throat and then came free of my mouth.

I gulped in air in deep, ragged breaths as he
rubbed himself against my face.

Then he pushed himself through the ring and
buried himself in my throat again.

Meanwhile, the vibrator was buzzing furiously
inside me and against me, making me first try to jerk my thighs
together, and then, when I couldn’t, jerk my hips back hard and
fast. But I couldn’t do anything about it! It felt super
uncomfortable, at first, like it was overloading my nervous system!
Then it was like that part of me became numb to it.

And then that part of me began to sort of
vibrate too!

He drew his cock out of me to let me gulp in
air, then buried it in my throat once more. Only now he began to
slide it slowly in and out, in and out, fucking my mouth and
throat! My mind was fogged by then, both from the wild, carnal
heat, the incredible sensations pouring up from between my legs,
and from being lightheaded due to lack of oxygen.

I gurgled weakly as he fucked my throat, then
coughed and gulped in air as he pulled free.

He got up and moved behind me. I felt the
vibrator starting to pump in and out. Then it slid free and his
cock pushed into me instead. He started to fuck me again, hard and
fast, and I grunted and gasped and groaned and cried out in dazed
heat. Right up until he reached around my hip, pointed the vibrator
down along my abdomen, and managed to press it against my
clitoris.

Then I came! Again!

I bucked back against him as the pleasure
rose to something so intense it blotted out everything else,
throwing my already dazed mind into something like rapture! I cried
out again and again as he hammered me, his hips rocking me
forward as his cock thrust into me like a spear, driving deep with
every stroke!

I was drunk on pleasure and passion, my mind
drowning in wonder to the point of being barely functional. The
orgasm went on so long that I wondered if it would kill me, not
that I cared.

This time he kept thrusting even after my
orgasm faded and left me half-conscious. My body rocked and
shuddered to the furious blows of his hips as I lay there, eyes
glazed, groaning weakly.

When he finished, he drove the vibrator back
inside me and attached the cords again. Then he untied my braid
from the hook in my bottom and slid the latter out. But he replaced
it with something else I later discovered was a butt-plug.

He untied my ankles, then dragged me off the
ottoman by the hair, putting me on my knees on the floor before
removing the ring gag.

I gasped, working my jaws as he sat down on
the sectional in front of me.

“Sex slave,” he said with a smile.

I was still panting for breath and didn’t
answer. And the vibrator was making me squirm.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he said.

He picked up the rod thing, then sat forward,
bringing the tip against my left nipple and slapping it lightly and
repeatedly.

I winced. “I’m your bitch, Sir! Master, I
mean.”

“Again,” he said, frowning.

“I’m your bitch, Master.”

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut, Master,” I gulped.

It felt so weird saying this shit! Even as
part of a game! Especially since I still hardly knew him!

“What’s your name, slut?”

I felt my face heating at the question, and a
sense of indignation. Then, of course, I recalled it was a game and
I just told him I was his slut so…

“Kayley, Master,” I panted.

He slapped the flat tip of the rod against my
left nipple, making me wince and gasp, then shifted to the right
nipple.

“That is incorrect,” he said.

He shifted back to my left nipple and I
gasped and leaned back.

“Ow! Don’t!”

“Are you disobeying your master, Slave?” he
asked in a dangerous voice.

“N-No!” I gulped.

“Arch your back, slave!”

I moaned and did so and then winced as he
brought the tip slapping down on the center of my breast again
several times.

“Your name is slave. Let me hear you say it,
slut.”

“My name is Slave, Master!”

He reached forward and grabbed my arm,
jerking me up across his lap, then his other hand caressed my
buttocks, kneading and squeezing them before slapping me several
times with stinging force. Then he gripped the base of the
vibrator, undid the cord, and began to pump it in and out of
me!

“Tell me your name,” he demanded.

“Slave, Master!” I gasped.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again.

“Say my name is Slave.”

“My name is Slave, Master!” I gasped.

“Nasty little blonde sex slave,” he said.

I moaned and shuddered as he pumped the dildo
with longer, faster strokes, jamming it deep and then sort of
grinding the base against my clitoris.

“Tell me you’re a dirty girl.”

“I’m a dirty girl, Master!” I moaned
breathlessly.

“Tell me you’re a nasty little blonde
slut.”

“I’m a … a nasty little blonde slut, Master!”
I gasped.

He slapped my bottom and ground the vibrator
against me and I shuddered, my hips grinding back.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I l-love cock, Master!” I gasped.

He ran his hand up along my side, then under
to roughly squeeze and fondle my breast, then tied the cord in
place again, and then turned off the vibrator.

He undid the wrist restraints and then stood
up, pushing me off and tugging on the leash.

“Let’s have dinner, slave girl.”

I had to crawl along the floor again into the
kitchen

“W-Why am I crawling?” I moaned.

The thin rod swept down to sting my
bottom.

“To remind you that you’re a slave girl and
teach you humility.”

I was brought up short just as my knees left
the soft rug and felt the hard wood under me.

“Face down, ass up,” he ordered.

The order confused me a moment and the rod
snapped down across my bottom again.

Hands stretched out before you, slave, and
ass raised high with legs spread.”

Gasping and moaning, I obeyed, my breasts
pillowing out below me.

“Spread those legs wider, slave slut.”

He rubbed the tip of the rod up and down
against my pussy.

“Draw your belly in tighter against your
thighs. Raise those hips, slave slut.”

This was sooo fucking sick!

I did it, though, feeling so wildly slutty
and carnal as I knelt there panting for breath.

“Tell me you’re a dirty girl.”

“I’m a dirty girl, Master!” I moaned.

“I should bring in a bunch of my friends to
use my slutty new sex slave’s lovely body. There’s nothing they’d
like more than sinking their cocks into a tight, warm, wet pussy
like yours, Slave. And I bet you’d love it too. How many times have
you been gang-banged?

“I – never!” I gasped.

The rod snapped across my upraised bottom and
I yelped at the sting.

“What?! Don’t lie to me. You’ve been
gang-banged at least forty times! Admit it!”

Crack!

I winced at another sharp blow, then moaned
as he let the shaft sink between the lips of my pussy and rub up
and down.

“Confess, Slave!”

“I… I have!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You’ve been gang-banged forty times, isn’t
that right?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say it, Slave.”

“I’ve been gang-banged forty times,
Master!”

“What an incredibly slutty blonde girl you
are!” he exclaimed. “You should be severely punished, you know, for
being such a nasty little tramp.

Crack!

“You should be hung by your wrists and
whipped for contributing to the moral degeneracy of society,” he
said sternly.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Spare the rod, spoil the slut, I always say.
That’s what they make riding crops for, you know.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“That’s please master, Slave.”

“Please, Master!” I moaned.

I gurgled as the collar pulled up sharply
against my neck, forcing me back up onto all fours. Then he led me
across the floor and into the kitchen, which was actually part of
the same room but was separated by a wide island. The floor was
shiny tile now, and chilly against my knees.

He had me sit on my heels again, and raised
my wrists up and back against the island, then fastened them that
way, somehow, to some kind of ring or hook at the top.

“Spread your legs wider, Slave. Any time you
sit or kneel you should spread your legs so anyone nearby can see
your lovely little pussy.”

I spread my knees apart, flushing a bit as he
looked down at me.

He hummed to himself, then went around to the
other side of the island. I couldn’t see what he was doing there,
but he returned about thirty seconds later and squatted in front of
me.

“Rise up a little, Slave.”

I did as he told me and he undid the thin
straps holding the vibrator in place. Then he attached a kind of
base to it that had a suction cup and pressed it down on the floor
before turning the vibrator on again.

He rose and turned away from me as I sank
slowly down once more, gasping as the last of it slid into me and
the curved base pressed against my clitoris. He busied himself with
whatever he had put in the oven. It smelled good, whatever it was,
while I knelt there trying not to grind myself against the
vibrator.

My breasts felt warm and tender, the skin
stretched tautly across my flesh by my position, my nipples
tingling. I glanced up at my arms and wrists, then down below me at
the base of the vibrator jammed into my body.

This was all so intense! I’d never done any,
well, sex game with anyone. The guys just wanted to paw me and fuck
me. They weren’t into games, after all. Maybe you had to have a lot
more experience with the regular sort of sex before you got bored
and wanted something kinkier and nastier, like this guy.

I couldn’t deny that this was all wicked hot,
though, even if it was kind of freaky and degrading in a lot of
ways. But like I said, while I doubt I could have taken this kind
of treatment from a guy my age, someone I knew, someone I wanted a
relationship with, someone I was worried might tell others, it was
different with Connor.

He had as much to lose if stuff like this got
out as I did. And he knew no one I knew so he couldn’t gossip.

Before long, I realized I was unconsciously
grinding myself against the base. Then, as the vibrations continued
and my heat mounted, I began to slowly ride up and down on the
long, thick vibrator. It was shaped like a cock, after all. And my
pussy really wanted to have a cock moving inside it now!

And there was something dark and thrilling
about riding up and down on the thing like this, with my hands tied
and him standing right there with his back to me! The feeling of
the thick, slick cock-like thing moving up and down inside me was
making my heart beat faster and faster!

I moaned and gasped as I rode the vibrating
cock, panting for breath as I became more deeply aroused.

He turned around and I slid down and froze –
mostly – grinding myself against the base as he frowned at me.

“I don’t recall giving you permission to fuck
yourself on my vibrator, Slave.”

He came back and stood over me, scowling
down.

“Did I, slut?”

“No, Master!” I panted.

“Dirty little blonde slave,” he growled.

I gasped as he seized my tangled hair and
jerked my head back.

“Apologize, Slave.”

“I-I’m sorry, Master!” I gasped.

“Apologize for being a filthy blonde
slut.”

I felt a dark ripple of heat sweep over me at
his harsh words, then cried out as he jerked on my hair.

“Apologize, slut!”

“I-I’m sorry for being a filthy blonde slut,
Master!” I cried.

“Dirty girl!”

He was wearing sweatpants. He reached down
and pulled his cock out of the fly. It was flaccid but he lifted
his cock up and pulled my face in against him.

“Suck on my balls, slut.”

I mean, is that not a fucking outrageous
thing to say to a girl!? I was almost awed at how outrageous it
was!

But it excited me because it was so
outrageous, and so I sucked on his balls as he pushed them into my
mouth, moaning around them as I licked and sucked as he held my
hair tightly. He pulled back then squatted before me and roughly
squeezed my breast.

“Nasty girl,” he taunted.

He caught my stiff nipple between his thumb
and forefinger, twisting it, then pinching as I gasped and
moaned.

“Tell me you’re a slut.”

“I’m a slut, Master!” I gasped.

He pinched harder and pulled my nipple up and
out, which made me arch my back and cry out.

“Again.”

“I’m a slut, Master!” Oh! Oh! Please,
Master!” I gasped.

He released my nipple, then bent and sucked
the center of my breast into his mouth, sucking and licking and
chewing before standing up again and releasing my hair.

I gasped and sank down more against the
vibrator as he turned back to the other counter to continue making
the food.

This was so wild! So intense! So fucking
edgy!

I began riding up and down on the vibrator
again, pausing each time I slid down fully to grind myself against
it. My body began to thrum with sexual tension to the point I could
hardly bear it, and rode harder and faster, using long strokes as I
sobbed in pleasure.

Another orgasm hit me and I cried out
repeatedly, jamming myself down, impaling myself on the cock as he
continued making dinner.
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There was a very nice dining room table
nearby but he chose to eat at the island, on one of the leather
stools on the other side. He unhooked my wrists, then had me crawl
– or rather knee-walk around to the other side of the island, using
my hair as a leash as he pulled me along. Then he put my back
against the island, raised my arms up again and once more fastened
the wrist restraints in place somehow before sitting down on one of
the stools.

He had made steak, from what I could tell. He
fed himself as he looked down at me and I just knelt there, the
vibrator turned off now, the cords holding it in place against me.
After he cut several pieces and then ate them he looked down at
me.

“Are you hungry, Slave?”

“I … yes, Master,” I said.

He cut another piece, then brought it down to
my mouth, and held it between his fingers.

“Open your mouth, Slave.”

I did and he slid his fingers right into my
mouth! He pulled them out again, leaving the piece of meat there
and I chewed it experimentally. It was a little spicier than I was
used to, and I wasn’t sure what the spices were, but it was still
tasty. I swallowed it and looked up at him. He held his fingers
down to my mouth again, empty now.

“Lick my fingers clean.”

I blinked uncertainly, and then did as he
ordered, feeling weird about it.

This was definitely the weirdest meal I had
ever had! He fed me by hand, popping each piece of meat into my
mouth at first, then having me lick them off the palm of his hand.
When he was finished I asked if he had any milk, and he turned and
looked at me for a long moment like I’d done something I shouldn’t.
Maybe slave girls weren’t supposed to ask for anything?

He took his plates away but left me in place
for a few minutes. When he returned, he undid my wrists and let me
crawl back around to the other side on all fours. There, in the
corner was a bowl of milk. He led me over to it and said.

“Drink, Slave.”

I looked at it a bit nervously because he had
the crop in his hand again and I was wary of what exactly he
wanted. The thing did sting, after all. I gingerly leaned down and
then winced as the crop cut across my bottom.

“Face down, ass high, legs spread,
Slave.”

I lowered myself until my breasts were
pressing into the cool tile as I put my lips into the bowl. I
spread my legs wide, then winced at another blow and eased my knees
forward, raising my hips more.

“That’s it, you sexy, slutty little blonde
animal,” he said. “Slave girls are like animals, like bitches in
heat, always hungering after a big cock.”

I drank that way while he finished cleaning
up, feeling strange and carnal.

Afterward, he had me crawl up the stairs and
into the master bedroom. Then I got on the bed and he had me do the
same pose; ass up, head down. He strapped my wrists to the
headboard somehow, settled me into the exact position he apparently
wanted, and then warned me I’d be whipped if I moved.

And then he pulled my head back by the hair
and pushed a large ball into my mouth. Like the ring gag, this had
straps that went across my cheeks and back behind my head. He
settled them in place, and then he turned on the vibrator and
snapped off the light.

“I’m going to make a few phone calls and
invite some friends to come and join me in gang-banging you, Slave.
I know you’ll love that.

And left me like that, leaving the room.

I moaned helplessly, my mind swirling with
how outrageous and slutty and wicked this all was as I waited for
his return. I could actually see my room through his big window,
too. He hadn’t closed the blinds or anything. Fortunately, he’d
turned the light off in here. Though I could still see clearly
enough in the light coming from the hallway.

I did not, of course, believe he was going to
bring a bunch of men in to fuck me, to gang bang me. But I couldn’t
help thinking about what I’d do if that happened. I mean, my God,
that would be so horrible! Well, maybe not horrible, but
humiliating. I let myself imagine a bunch of men standing around
the bed, looking lustfully down at me, maybe pumping their naked
cocks in their hands!

It would definitely be humiliating! And
outrageous! So why did the thought make my chest tighter and make
my pussy throb even more?! Maybe because of how outrageous it was?
Not that I wanted him to do it, you understand. But the thought of
it was wicked and hot!

I began to feel the buildup of sensation
again. My pussy began to squeeze down repeatedly around the
vibrator and the muscles in my hips and thighs began to spasm. My
breasts felt swollen against the bed underneath.

But there was still no sign of him.

I looked across at my darkened window and
thought that I could be over there right now. A part of me found
that thought attractive, but it was a small part. Most of me
thought this was a lot more exciting, a lot more intense and
pleasurable than just doing the same old boring stuff in my
room.

He returned and I felt a surge of
excitement.

“Nasty little slave girl, all ready for a
hard fucking, aren’t you.”

He had something in his hand and brought it
down over my face. No, over my eyes. It was some kind of silk-like
fabric, and he covered my eyes and then drew it around my head and
tied it together behind me.

“Some of the guys don’t want you able to
identify them,” he said. “They’re local people, you know, people
you might know. Some of them are teachers from the high school you
went to so you’d probably recognize them.”

That was gross! And perverted! And sick! I
gasped and moaned as his hands roamed my body, caressing and
squeezing. Then he disappeared again.

He wasn’t really going to bring strange in
here, was he!? He wouldn’t want our little secret getting out even
more than I would! No way! He was just fucking with me. He’d been
doing that practically since we’d met, after all.

Still, the thought added an underlying
tension to the dark, breathless sexual heat building up within my
body and mind.

And then, suddenly, with no sound or warning.
I felt hands on my body! I gasped as they moved roughly over me,
squeezing and kneading my buttocks, squeezing me between the legs,
sliding up my sides and pushing under to roughly squeeze my
breasts, then slapping my bottom. They gripped my thighs, jerked
them forward and apart, then undid the vibrator and pulled it out
of me.

A hard cock pushed into me in its place. It
was nice and thick and long, and it felt pretty much like his had
earlier. I was pretty darn sure it was him. But the fact he wasn’t
saying anything and I couldn’t see him meant it MIGHT have been a
complete stranger! A complete stranger might be fucking me!

But I quickly decided it didn’t matter. The
possibility, faint, I thought, added still more dark edginess to
what was happening. But the hard, steady thrusting against me, the
feel of his hips smacking against me and his hands racing over my
body, squeezing and fondling, pulling on my hair and slapping my
bottom, it was just all so wild and fast that it didn’t really
matter!

It didn’t matter who was fucking me! Just so
someone did it!

That was a weird thought, and an incredibly
slutty attitude to take! But it was mostly because I knew it was
him anyway. Or at least I was almost sure it was. And he was
fucking me good and hard! There was nothing gentle about the man
who was riding me! His cock plunged achingly deep again and again
as he used my body to satisfy himself!

And me!

And I was tied up again! I couldn’t do
anything! Or even say anything! That kind of left my mind
completely free to just bask in the sensations flooding my body. I
had no decisions to make you see. This wasn’t a partnership. I was
simply the receiver of whatever he did.

And it felt strangely freeing. I know it’s
weird to say that about being tied up, blindfolded, and gagged. But
it let my mind kind of float, to just wallow in the dark, thrilling
sense of being used, being fucked hard, being manhandled and
ridden like a bitch in heat!

Every breath was a gasp of pleasure, a
response to the hard impact of his hips against my raised buttocks,
to the way that blow reverberated through my lower body even as his
big cock plunged deep inside me! My body was shuddering and
trembling, my breasts grinding into the mattress below as he used
me so roughly!

Like an animal! Like his slut! His whore! His
sex slave!

And every time the idea popped into my dazed
head that I didn’t really know it was him, that it could be
a complete stranger, another wild rush of dark, edgy heat swept
through me! I mean, imagine being like this, being posed so lewdly,
being used and pawed by a complete stranger!

Not that I had many opportunities for
thinking. Not the way he was doing me! Not with the hard, repeated
blows against my buttocks, the sharp slaps on my buttocks, and the
way he’d wrap my hair around his fist and yank it up and back!

There were too many sensations, too many
different sensations from too many different parts of my body,
often unpredictable and startling, like his slaps and hair pulls. I
was overwhelmed by it all and could do little but gasp and moan and
cry out as he continued to use my body so roughly.

And then he slid out of me, slapped my bottom
sharply, and then got off the bed. I heard the door close behind
him and just lay there panting for breath, more than a little
dazed. After less than a minute, the door opened again.

“Okay, it’s your turn now. Hurry up. There’s
a long line,” he said.

I blinked as someone got on the bed behind
me. I knew a momentary panic as male hands jerked my thighs wider
and slapped my buttocks. Then a cock rubbed up and down against my
pussy before sinking deep into my body.

He started to thrust hard and fast from the
start, even as my mind churned with uncertainty. But it didn’t take
long before I decided he was just fucking with my head again. The
feel of his cock inside me was identical to the one that had
already been fucking me. The feel of his hands was the same,
too.

Was he really trying to convince me that he’d
let strange men fuck me!? I somehow didn’t think so since he
couldn’t be at all sure how I would react to that. But I had to
admit that his actions did stroke the dark fantasy that I was
indeed some kind of helpless slave girl being cruelly used by a
succession of strangers.

He pulled out and roughly yanked on my legs
to drop me flat to the bed. A moment later I felt him straddling my
thighs before his cock pushed down between my thighs and entered me
again. He settled his body down atop me, his face next to my ear as
he began to grind and thrust, grind and thrust into my overheated
pussy.

The angle of his penetration was now jamming
his cock right down against the front wall of my pussy, right
behind my clitoris, in other words, and I shuddered and moaned and
wriggled beneath him as he pulled at my hair and then chewed and
sucked on the nape of my neck.

I felt crushed beneath his weight, but the
sensation of his cock thrusting into me was dissolving my mind in a
flood of liquid heat. I gurgled and moaned and sobbed as the
pleasure mounted and the hunger became a feverish thing. Then
another orgasm exploded inside me and I cried out again and again
while he thrust even harder and faster.

The world faded as the orgasm became a
hurricane of sensation that made my nerve endings crackle like live
wires and set my muscles spasming again and again. I gave myself to
the pleasure without a thought in the world, without a care in the
world, willingly throwing myself into the storm to float on the
pleasure.

He pulled out when I stopped shaking. I heard
the door closing again. Then it opened again.

“Your turn,” he said.

I just groaned. Male hands jerked up on my
hips, lifting them into the air. I gasped at a sharp slap to the
buttocks. Then something – I quickly recognized it as the vibrator
– was pushed back into my sopping pussy and turned on again. A
minute later hands on my thighs jerked them apart and pulled me
downward to meet his tongue.

Apparently, he was laying under me! I
shuddered and moaned as his tongue went to work on my clitoris as
the vibrator buzzed inside me.

Was he trying to drive me insane!?

I moaned dazedly as my clitoris swelled and
throbbed and then gasped as he pulled away. Another slap to my
bottom, another pull upward, then the butt-plug was pulled free of
my ass. I groaned around the ball-gag as his cock slid into me
there.

He started to pump in short strokes, at first
but worked his cock deeper and deeper until I began to feel cramps
high inside. Still, he forced himself deeper, until his hips were
once again slapping against my buttocks while his cock plunged deep
into my belly with every stroke.

God! He was able to push so deep in this
position! It felt like his big cock was punching me deep inside!
But in concert with the vibrator filling my pussy and buzzing
powerfully I was soon lost to the wonder and heat as the sexual
fever took me.

I came again, and I think another time, as
well, as he just reamed me out with his big cock, using me like a
sex doll, like a sex toy. That was what he saw in me, I realized,
in a moment of strange clarity. I was a living sex doll to him.

That didn’t offend me. It wasn’t like I was
hoping to be his girlfriend. And sex was all I was interested in
from him too.

But it was a strange thought,
nonetheless.

*

I groaned as I felt myself picked up in his
arms – presuming it was him, of course. Then I was flung up into
the air to drop down across his shoulder, my wrists still locked
together as I moaned around the ball gag. The blindfold was still
on, too as I was carried from the room and down the stairs. Then I
was carried down another flight of stairs into the basement.

What the hell was he up to!?

He set me upright on my feet and lifted my
wrists high. He fooled around with my wrists for about thirty
seconds, then stepped back and pulled off the blindfold.

I blinked rapidly and looked around me, then
at what was in front of me, cringing. It was a TV, maybe fifty or
sixty inches. It was hanging on the wall not six feet away. And
there was a camera attached to it looking right at me!

So what I was really looking at was an almost
perfect, crisp, bright, clear image of me standing naked, my arms
stretched up above me as I perched on the balls of my feet.

At first, I jerked my head away, as if I
could hide my face, but that, of course, was hopeless.

I had the vibrator inside me again, and the
butt-plug had been replaced by a long, thick dildo that was kept in
by the same means as the plug. That is, it was thick up until the
last two inches when it abruptly narrowed.

He turned on the vibrator and left me
standing there, going upstairs.

I moaned around the gag, staring at my image,
looking at my arms held aloft, the leather bands around my wrists
attached to a chain that went up to a hook in the ceiling. My body
was stretched out, my nipples hard. I could see the base of the
vibrator pressed against me and felt another rush of the
forbidden.

I was tired, both physically and emotionally,
and sore. But the sight of myself standing like this, tied up like
this, was drawing me into his dark, fantasy game again. And then
the image on the TV changed. Instead, it was a video of the bed
where I’d just been, taken from the side, showing me kneeling, tied
up, bottom high, face down.

I moaned as I watched him enter and looked at
his big cock pushing into me. It was so freaky to watch myself like
this! I had never allowed a video of me having sex. And this was
sex that I hadn’t even been able to see at the time because of the
blindfold. Yet I was seeing it now! I could remember everything
that had happened, and now I could watch it happening!

I watched myself coming. I watched him going.
I watched him returning, wearing a cowboy hat, dark glasses, and an
obviously false mustache. What the fuck!? He was obviously playing
a game with me. He had intended to show me the video the whole
time. So now the cowboy him fucked me and gave me orgasms. Then he
left and then he left and return, this time wearing a pirate hat
and eye patch came in and fucked me. And then he came back again,
wearing a joker mask.

I watched it all, heard my cries, watched my
body shaking and trembling. And in concert with the vibrator inside
me, it left me trembling with the sexual pressure inside me, my
hips grinding helplessly against the vibrator.

He came back, and this time he was carrying
some kind of whip! It had a short handle and a bunch of long, thin
black laces dangling from the end.

“Nasty girl,” he smirked.

He removed the ball gag and I gasped, working
my jaw again. Then I went ‘urk’ as his hand closed around my
throat, shutting off my breathing.

“Apologize for being a filthy blonde slut,”
he said fiercely, glaring.

I gasped for breath and he loosened his
fingers.

“Apologize!”

“I-I’m sorry for… being a filthy blonde slut,
Master!” I gasped.

Pervert! Weirdo!

“Such a dirty girl,” he said, shaking his
head. “Obviously you’ll have to be punished.”

He drew his hand back and I looked at the
whip nervously. He let the laces slide over my breasts as he moved
slowly behind me. I twisted my head first to the right, then the
left, then saw that the image on the TV had changed and it now
showed me from the side. And him.

I gasped, my eyes widening as I saw him draw
his arm back and then sweep the whip out against my back. The thin
laces cut across my back and I screamed. Though that was mostly
instinct. They didn’t actually hit very hard. Each little lace was
almost negligible. But there were sure a lot of them!

“Slave!” he said.

Crack! He swung the whip against my
back again.

“Sex slave!”

Crack!

“Obey your master, Slave!”

Crack!

This was so freaky and perverted! It was also
so corny! I might have even laughed except they did kind of sting
and I was gasping and yelping as they hit my back.

And the sight of myself being whipped was…
wicked! Sick! Enthralling!

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Whore!”

Crack!

Apologize for being a slut!”

“I-I’m sorry for being a slut, Master!”

Crack!

“Liar! You love being a slut!”

Crack!

“Tell me you love cock.”

Crack!

That hurt a bit more!

“Say it, slut!”

“Ah! Ow! I love cock, Master!” I
squealed.

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

“I love cock, Master!”

“Filthy girl!”

He moved around in front of me and I gasped
for breath, then cried out as the thin laces swept down across my
breasts! I cried out again, then again, startled, outraged,
thrilled, anxious, and wildly overheated. The thin laces cut across
my breasts with just enough force to sting. Every blow felt a
little worse than the last as my breasts began to get more and more
tender and sensitive!

Then he dropped the whip, dropped to his
knees in front of me, pulled the base of the vibrator that was
pressing against my clitoris aside, and began to lick me hard and
fast! At the same time, his hands shot up and cupped my breasts,
roughly kneading and squeezing them as my mind and body began to
melt down.

I came again, and there was no gag in my
mouth as my cries began full-throated screams of pleasure, my mind
swept by incredible explosions of pleasure that sent it tumbling
and turning in confusion and dazed animal heat.
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It was only about Ten when I got home. I felt
a little nervous when I walked in the door as if someone might look
at me and say “Hey! You’ve been having wild, kinky sex!”

Not to mention Connor had sent me home with
the vibrator buried in my pussy and the dildo jammed like ten
inches deep in my ass.

Nobody seemed to suspect what I’d been up to,
though. Well, how could they? What parents would imagine that their
precious daughter would get up to that kind of nasty shit when out
of the house? Nor that she’d have two big sex toys inside her as
she came home.

All I wanted was to scoot up to my room, and
maybe have a shower. But the living room was right there as I came
in, and my parents were both there with my aunt Allison and Uncle
Seamus. Shit!

“Kayley, come in and say hi to your uncle and
aunt,” my mother said.

Well, what could I say? No?

I was wearing shorts and a T-shirt. My
breasts ached a bit from the flogging, as though I had a mild
suntan. They had some thin red lines across them which hadn’t yet
faded when I’d put on my bra and T-shirt. I had similar lines on my
back and bottom, but they were all hidden.

I was excruciatingly aware of the big dildo
and cock-like vibrator filling my abdomen, though! And it felt
strange to be standing there in front of them all and acting all…
well… innocent. I worried they’d smell the sex on me if I came too
close!

“How are you enjoying the summer, Kaley?” My
aunt asked.

“I love it. I love the pool, too,” I said.
“Though we could stand to have a bigger one.”

“Makes too much of a mess. And it makes it
harder to sell the house when you want to,” my father said.

“That’s not my problem,” I said
guilelessly.

They all laughed, as I intended.

“No, it’s mine,” he said.

“Don’t you want to make your only daughter
happy?”

“You seem happy enough. Anyway, it’s not like
we have that many nice days here. And you’ll be back at school in
another month or so.”

“How is school going?” my uncle asked.

This was all the routine family shit I had to
go through any time I met any of my relatives so I thankfully
didn’t have to think much as I gave my answer. Next came whether I
had a new boyfriend, which I answered the same way I did my
parents. Not terribly interested given I’ll be back at school
anyway. And anything at school would be temporary.

Finally, I was able to get upstairs to my
room, and close and lock the door. I closed the blinds, not wanting
Connor to see me just then. I peeled my T-shirt up and off and
removed my bra, examining myself in the mirror. The lines had faded
to almost invisibility.

My nipples were still tender and sore,
though, from all the sucking and pinching and even biting!

I slid my shorts and thong off and turned to
show myself my butt in the mirror. There were still some lines on
it, and on my back, but I was sure they’d fade by morning. God! I
could hardly believe what I’d just done! Or at least, what I’d just
experienced!

I undid the little cord that held the
vibrator up inside me and then slid it slowly down out of my body
and out. Fuck, it seemed so long! It was hard to believe I’d had it
all up inside me!

I tossed it on the bed, then decided to put
on my nightie and dressing gown. I hid the vibrator under the
latter and went to the bathroom, then stripped. I pulled the dildo
out of my butt and made a face. Why would I want one of these
anyway?

Sure, I had come while he was fucking me in
the ass, but that was partly because of the vibrator in my pussy
and also just how nasty and dark and animalistic it was to have him
fucking me in the ass. I didn’t think I’d get all excited doing it
to myself.

I decided to clean them both off, then
wrapped them in paper towels before taking a quick shower. That
done, I concealed them under the dressing gown again and hurried
back to my room, closing and locking the door as I considered how
to hide them.

It would be mortifying if my mom found them!
Fortunately, there was less danger of that nowadays since she
insisted I clean my own room. I was fairly sure she had used the
excuse of cleaning at one point to poke around in here, but she was
apparently less worried now.

Ha! If she only knew the kind of things I’d
gotten up to lately!

I hid them in an empty jewelry box stuffed
into a storage box on the floor of my closet with other boxes on
top of it. That still wasn’t good enough, frankly. I had a little
brother, after all. And if he found them it would be about the same
as if they found them.

Well, maybe not. I was far from certain he
would bring them down to show my mom or dad. I didn’t see any
benefit to him to compensate for his likely embarrassment if he did
that. but even so I sure didn’t want my little brother thinking of
me using these things!

With that done I threw myself on the bed and
pulled out the laptop, opening it to see what other people were
doing, even while pondering what an incredible evening I’d had.

I had been more than a little shell-shocked
by the intensity of the passion, heat, and wild sex. I think I had
come six or seven times, and they were all really powerful orgasms,
too!

But I’d done and said so many outrageous
things that I’d have to hide my face from the world if anyone ever
found out about it!

I felt a sense of guilt, once again. I should
not have participated in such an outrageous, degrading sexual game
with him. He had taken advantage of me! Sort of. But there was no
question it had been an incredibly thrilling experience like
nothing I’d ever imagined. Dirty and nasty as it was, I had learned
a lot! And despite my sense of guilt, I wanted more.

What kind of a slut was I anyway!?

Social media seemed so… bland and boring and
ordinary, to be honest. I mean, compared to the wild, outrageous
experiences I’d just had Wendy getting her hair cut or Nicole
sending a selfie from Old Navy, or Hannah on a date with her
boyfriend were just so beige!

I could surely shock them if I even hinted at
what I’d done! And needless to say, selfies from over there would
have caused a lot of fuss!

Where was this relationship going anyway?
That was something to ponder. It wasn’t a romance. It wasn’t even
friendship. It was just a sexual relationship. And while it was
incredibly exciting I was wary about how far he might try to take
things. The little whipping he’d given me was a sign that he might
like to do more.

Like I said, the idea, the fantasy of being a
sex slave was wicked hot. The reality was not something I was
interested in, thank you very much! I sure hoped he understood his
game wasn’t going to become real. Maybe that was why he was
determined to make me come so hard and so often. Maybe he thought
that would convince me to be his sex slave in reality?

But how would he cover that up? The guy was a
politician. If I was his sex slave I’d have to live with him.
Eventually, people were going to notice he had a teenage girl
living in his house! I doubted that would be good for his
re-election hopes.

But not wanting to be his sex slave didn’t
mean I didn’t want to keep playing his dirty sex games. I’d just
have to warn him if he was taking things too far. Only… as long as
I was turned on I doubted I’d be able to work up the willpower to
tell him things were going too far…

I let myself toy with the darker things he’d
suggested to me, like having sex with him and maybe his friends.
The idea of sex with two guys, a threesome, was not exactly that
wild and insane an idea. It wasn’t like I hadn’t fantasized about
that before. I think most girls have.

And the big argument against it was that if
people found out my reputation would be mud. But, I realized, if he
introduced another guy, another man, who was completely outside my
group of friends and acquaintances that was no longer a deterrent.
They couldn’t tell anyone I knew about what happened and couldn’t
harm my reputation without taking out an ad in the newspaper or
something.

Also, if they were like him, some older man
whose reputation would be trashed if it was exposed that he had
kinky sex with a nineteen-year-old girl he’d have every reason to
keep things secret. Just like me. That let me consider the idea of
a threesome from a fresh viewpoint, and the idea, now quite
possible, began to tighten my chest.

I could really do it! I could! I could have a
fucking threesome! I strongly suspected that was what he was
leading up to anyway! And if I let him that would let me experiment
with the idea safely! And by that I mean without exposing my
reputation to damage. But geeeze, could I have sex with a complete
stranger!?

Well, I had with him, and he was a complete
stranger! At least, he had been the other day.

So, I imagined me and him and some faceless
man, and for the first time when this fantasy played out, I was
gripped by the wild, wicked possibility it might actually happen!
And soon!

Yes, it would be slutty, but so what if no
one found out? Lots of girls experimented with stuff like that once
they were away from home at college. But this was an opportunity to
do it this summer and not even risk getting a bad reputation at
school.

I got up and stood before my mirror,
imagining myself with two guys, sliding my little nightie slowly up
my body, baring myself to the waist, then exposing my breasts, my
nipples already stiff, imagining a strange man looking at me
lustfully. God, that would be so hot and wild!

But I could really do it! I mean, I couldn’t
ask him to invite another guy, of course. But I knew he was heading
there. And I could let it happen. Or could I kind of signal my
interest in some way without admitting the idea was really exciting
to me?

He was careful, though. He’d probably try to
make me admit it first.

I turned and bent over, looking back at
myself in the mirror, imagining a strange man standing there seeing
me from there, wanting me. And maybe Connor would be standing in
front of me at the same time!

The idea was turning me on. Which was kind of
astonishing given I’d had sex for hours and come so many times
already. Was I a nymphomaniac or something? I gave myself a sexy
look, rolling my hips, sliding my hands up and down my body, and
through my hair. I let myself imagine standing in front of a
stranger like this, posing for him as he licked his lips with
excitement.

I pulled the nightie back down, resolved to
get control of myself.

My resolve lasted until waking up the next
morning. That was when all the events of the previous day swept
through my mind again, including the idea of a threesome, and I
started to become aroused once again.

I let my fingers slide down between my legs
and start to gently rub my clitoris, then tugged the nightie up
higher and higher until it was above my breasts. For a few minutes,
I just lay there letting my hands move gently over my body and
enjoying the tactile pleasure of how soft my skin was.

Then I started to rub myself more
determinedly, and the heat rose within me. And it was around this
point I realized that putting the sex toys in the box in my closet
might not have been the best idea. I wanted that vibrator!

I threw back the covers, peeled the nightie
off, then went to the closet and opened it. I had to pull out three
more boxes to get at the one on the bottom, then opened it and took
out the jeweler box before putting everything else back in
place.

I unlocked it and took the vibrator out
before jumping back into bed. But when I tried to turn it on it
wouldn’t make a sound or any kind of vibration. Well, it didn’t
absolutely have to vibrate. It looked very much like a cock and I
spread my legs wide and began to rub the head up and down against
my pussy as I rubbed my clitoris.

I started to sink it into my body, drawing my
knees up and apart as the heat mounted, my mind filled with
memories of the wild shit I’d done the other night and the fantasy
of what he might do to me in the near future.

I was soon pumping it in and out, gasping and
moaning softly as the passion and heat intensified, then I jammed
it deep and rolled over, pressing my face into my pillow as I
pushed both hands down beneath myself.

I ground my hips down against the vibrator
and my fingers and then came, the pillow muffling my gasps and
moans and ragged cries of passion until the pleasure slowly waned
and left me… limp.

I moaned into the pillow and then slowly
rolled over onto my back, spreading my legs wide.

That had been intense! I wondered if all my
orgasms were going to be this pleasurable now! I felt so much more
sexual! So much sexier! Like the sexual creature he described me
as!

I slipped the vibrator out of my body and sat
up, examining it. I figured I’d worn the batteries out the previous
evening, though I had no idea how long batteries lasted in these
things. It wasn’t too hard to figure out how to open the rear,
though, to see how many batteries it needed.

To my surprise, what I found lodged in the
battery compartment was what I at first took to be folded-up
papers. I gripped them with two fingers and slowly tugged them down
and out. As soon as they were halfway out I realized it wasn’t just
folded paper. It was folded money!

It was, in fact, ten $50 bills!

I gaped at them as they sat there in my
hands, spread out. There was a guy with a beard on it and I didn’t
even know who he was! I’d never had a fifty-dollar bill in my hands
before. And to be honest, I never would have expected to have one.
Even if I got rich someday. Who used money anymore when there were
credit cards, debit cards, Apple pay, and a wild variety of other
ways of paying for stuff?

Of course, bills couldn’t be traced. Maybe
that was it.

I wondered if I should call him to make sure
it wasn’t an accident. But the vibrator had worked before. If it
didn’t have batteries in it now it was because he’d taken them out
and put the money in. So, it wasn’t like it was money he’d tried to
hide. This was meant for me.

Five hundred dollars was probably not a lot
of money to my parents but it was sure a lot of money to me! Of
course, I wasn’t going to go into a store and pay for stuff with
fifty dollar bills. I’d have to deposit it in my bank first.
Wouldn’t I? Well, I could spend it at a store. But only if I spent
it all. If my parents found fifty-dollar bills on me they’d ask
where the hell I’d gotten them. And that was not a
conversation I wanted to happen!

Should I have felt guilty about him giving me
all that money? Perhaps. I mean, if I thought of it as payment for
sex then that would make me a prostitute! But I honestly didn’t
think of it as that. It was just a gift. A gift intended to make me
happy, sure. And a gift intending to make me more willing to have
sex with him again in the future, sure. But wasn’t that the
ultimate point behind all the gifts guys gave to girls?

So why shouldn’t I take it? I really wanted
to! I could buy some sexy lingerie! And maybe a sexy dress! I
needed to buy a lock box to keep these sex toys in so no one would
be able to find them. Those cost money. And he ought to be the one
paying since he gave them to me.

Of course, anything I bought was risky. How
would I explain some sexy new top or dress when my mom inevitably
came across it? I had no independent income, after all. Did I want
to start doing all my own laundry? Fuck, no! I supposed I could
just do a few things myself so she wouldn’t see them. But then
where would I hide them?

How annoying!

I couldn’t even buy stuff, like a new jacket,
and keep it with one of my friends. They’d wonder where I got it
from too. I was kind of notoriously lazy about doing work, after
all. I could pretend some uncle or aunt had bought it for me, I
supposed. But then they’d wonder why I had to keep it at their
place. Grr. Nosy people wanting information!

I was able to borrow one of the cars, at
least, and brought the money to my bank, then deposited them in the
cash machine. There, that was one problem solved. No one was going
to accidentally come across my bank balance, after all, and ask me
how I’d gotten it.

What was I going to do for hot, nasty sex
when Connor went to Washington for the week? The previous couple of
days had been pretty fucking wild! I wanted to experience more
wild, passionate sex. And what was I going to do when I went off to
college? Could I find a sexy older man there who would do the
things Connor did? Probably. But would he be trustworthy?

Imagine trusting a politician! Oh, well. I
could trust him to keep things secret so he didn’t get bad
publicity. That was something.

I tried texting him to see if we’d be getting
together again but he didn’t answer at first. When he finally did
he was doing the silly game thing.

You will address me as Master.

I rolled my eyes a little at that.

Are we getting together today, Master?
I asked.

Do you miss feeling my cock inside you, Slave
girl?

I wanted to say no. I wanted to sneer at him
like I would any boy that asked me that. I know that isn’t the way
I was supposed to ask as his ‘slave’ but it was how I knew to
behave around guys. I could say the degrading things he wanted me
to say in the heat of the moment but it was kind of hard doing it
while sitting in the car at a mini-mall.

I pondered my answer for a long minute.

You actually aren’t very good, to be honest.
I was thinking of going to a movie, though. I might postpone it if
you were looking to get together since you’re obviously a very
needy guy. I wouldn’t want you to cry. I might give you a blowjob
if you ask nicely. Otherwise, well, there’s tons of guys who want
to have sex with me.

No doubt that’s true. Everyone can see what a
slut you are.

I was partly insulted but also felt a dark
little rush at his words. I didn’t think he meant them. But even
so, it was a grown man, a man who had done so many wicked things to
me saying it.

Everyone can see how sexy and hot I am. You
said so yourself.

Master. You forgot to say master.

Without me being nice to you, you’re
Masterbater, not Master.

Someone is looking to be punished for
disrespect.

Maybe I should tie you up next time.

In your dreams, slut.

You can come over in an hour. I will prepare
you for your new life as a fuck toy.

I snorted. But I felt my chest
tightening.
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I brought the car back home. I didn’t want to
risk it being seen parked in his driveway. I put on my sexiest
lingerie and headed out on my bike, going down the block, turning
to the next block, then turning again to go up his street. I pulled
into his driveway and into his open garage.

I was wearing very low-riding jeans and a
crop top I had rolled up so that it was basically just covering me
to the breasts with everything below that bare. Showing off my
midriff again. Plus, it was kind of tight across the chest,
too.

The door to the house was unlocked so I
opened it and went inside. I came around the corner of the stairs
and there he was.

“A burglar!” he exclaimed.

He rushed forward and pushed me up against
the wall, then slid his big hand around my neck.

“Here to steal my things, are you!?” he
growled.

“You told me to come now!” I gasped, gripping
his wrist.

“Hands down!”

I dropped my hands and he leaned in to kiss
me roughly, his fingers loosening enough for me to at least
breathe, though raggedly. He drew back, then, still holding me by
the neck.

“You’re going to strangle me, one of these
days!” I complained.

“I don’t make mistakes like that, slave
girl,” he said cockily.

He backed up, still holding me by the neck,
forcing me to follow. He swung me around and backed me into the
living room, then shoved me so I fell sprawling across the
sofa.

“You aren’t exactly Mister Romantic,” I
said.

“True enough. Do you really think me and you
would make a great romantic pair?”

“Well, no.”

“I’m not going to lie to you and pretend to
something that’s not going to happen. This is fun and games for
both of us.”

He picked up a camera. Like, a real camera,
as opposed to a cell phone. And took a picture of me.

“Arch your back.”

I made a face but did as he asked and he took
more pictures. Then he had me lay back and spread my legs. He took
more pictures. He had me slide my fingers through my hair and look
sexy at him, then pop the clasp of my jeans and pull the zipper
down to show what was underneath.

Given the pictures and videos he already had
of me doing the most perverted things, I didn’t find this to be any
big deal. Why not? And it made me feel kind of sexy and…
appreciated, if you will. What girl doesn’t like being told she’s
hot and sexy? And while he wasn’t saying it aloud, well, men don’t
want to take pictures like this of girls if they don’t find them to
be hot and sexy.

Naturally, since he was a guy, he was soon
taking pictures of me in my lingerie, and then naked. The fewer
clothes I wore the more aroused I felt, posing like I was for the
camera. I’d sure never in my life done this for a guy before! But
again, while it felt a little outrageous he had videos of me doing
everything, so how were the pictures any worse?

So even while the naked pictures got more and
more… X-rated, I just went along with him and did as he wanted,
posing in all the lewd positions he wanted. I posed on the sofa, on
the coffee table, bent over the dining room table, and on the
dining room table. I posed in the kitchen, bent over the counter,
or pretended to wash things in the sink. I posed on the stairs, on
my hands and knees, then sitting back, legs spread, pretending to
masturbate.

We went upstairs and I posed on his bed. Then
he put on the collar and restraints and I posed for more pictures.
He tossed a dildo to me and I posed with that, first sucking on it,
then pushing it into my pussy. I was getting wet doing all this
sexy posing, to be honest. I felt like a porn star!

He fastened the wrist and ankle restraints
together and then put me on the edge of the bed, pushing his cock
into my mouth while he took more pictures. He slowly face-fucked me
while he took video, moving the camera around. Then he put his cock
back in his pants and took off the collar and restraints, producing
a whole box of clothes for me to wear.

“What is this?” I asked.

By then I was kind of hot and bothered, my
body thrumming with sexual tension.

“A sexy, slutty schoolgirl outfit. The kind a
stripper might wear.”

I was… intrigued. He’d bought me lingerie! It
was lacy white lingerie, but hardly what a schoolgirl would wear.
The bra, for example, left my breasts basically bare. It cupped
them, lifted them up, and pushed them out there, but my breasts
were naked. The panty was a high-cut, barely there thong. And then
it came with white stockings, and a tartan pleated skirt so short
no school in the world would allow it. The skirt was almost shorter
than the blazer that went with it.

“How does anyone dance in these?” I demanded,
fastening black shoes with six-inch stiletto heels.

“Carefully. In a very sexy way.”

He had me do my hair in pigtails next, then
started to take more pictures of me.

“Come with me, slave girl.”

I shrugged and followed him – carefully –
down the hall and into another room. He had an actual stripper
pole!

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed in delight.

I posed in various ways with the stripper
pole, then stripped for him, swinging my hips saucily, licking my
lips, shrugging off the jacket, then the skirt, then the shirt to
dance there basically naked save for a thin strip of lacy white
over my pussy.

“Do you know how to give a lap-dance, slave
slut?”

“Of course!”

Not that I’d done it often, you
understand.

He turned the lights out. Except for one
narrow focused light over the stripper pole. The windows had a very
good blind because no light came in. He had me stand facing the
stripper pole and reach up and grasp it in my hands, then lean
forward.

Music came on and I started to roll my hips,
enjoying giving him a sexy little show.

“Maybe we’ve found your calling, blonde girl.
Maybe you could be a stripper.”

“I don’t think my parents would approve,” I
said.

He moved around in front of me and I eyed him
and his camera, giving them my sexiest look as I rolled my hips and
swung around the pole.

And when I swung around so I was facing the
other way there was someone else there!

I screamed, jerking back, covering my bare
breasts with my arms. I couldn’t make them out very well. They were
sitting in the corner, and the corner was in shadows, like most of
the room. Especially since I was under the light!

“A customer wants to see the show,” he said.
“And will pay a hundred dollars a song.”

My heart was pounding wildly, my pulse
racing, and my face had turned hot and red! How long had he been
there!? It was definitely a guy, from the size of the shoulders and
how tall he seemed even seated!

“Start dancing, slave girl.”

I was frozen for the longest time! I didn’t
know how to react because my instinct was to run from the room but
my mind had been simmering with heat now for over an hour. And
hadn’t I been fantasizing about a threesome!? Now was my
chance!

I turned away from the stranger sitting in
the corner towards him and his camera, my body almost trembling
with the uncertainty and confusion in my mind. And then… I started
to dance. Slowly, at first, my hips began to move, to grind, to
roll back towards the guy seated in the corner.

It took maybe a minute for the embarrassment
to start to fade. Then the heat began to really rise up inside me.
My hips moved more and I felt the sexual pressure building up
within me.

I reached behind me and undid the bra strap,
then let it slide down my arms. I covered my breasts with my arms,
then turned around, facing the shadowy presence, rolling my ass
against the bar. Then… then I pulled my hands away, reaching up to
grasp the bar, baring my breasts! I arched my back, rolling my
hips, my mind awash in hunger and need and heat!

I couldn’t see his face. That made him, like,
mysterious! I ground my hips and then gripped the pole and swung
around it, feeling a strange mix of exhilaration and
self-consciousness. I could hardly believe I was doing this in
front of a total stranger! A guy whose face I couldn’t even
see!

I half wrapped a leg around the pole, my
breathing ragged, my chest tight and my face still hot, feeling my
soft breasts squeezed against the hard steel. I kind of rubbed
myself against it, my pussy thrumming with energy as my mind
sputtered. Did I dare continue!? Did I dare take my thong off!?
Fuck!

And then the heat overcame my embarrassment.
I slipped my thumbs into the string and eased it down, then a bit
more, then as it slid across my buttocks I let it fall down my legs
as I reached up and back to grip the pole again!

I swung around the pole again and felt
another jolt. I couldn’t see Connor! Where was he!? Was I alone in
this room naked with a strange man!? That’s the way it seemed!

I shuddered, rolling my head the way I’d seen
strippers do on the internet. Then I slid down to my knees, again,
swinging and rolling my hips, arching my back, putting on a show as
the heat baked my mind.

“Stop,” he ordered.

I hesitated uncertainly.

“Come to me. Crawl to me on your hands and
knees.”

I felt another wild jolt. I looked
breathlessly around, then back at him, then, heart pounding, I let
myself lean forward onto my hands and knees and crawled slowly over
to him. This was so sick, so edgy!

“Stop!” he barked.

I halted, licking my lips, my eyes a little
wild.

“Lower your upper body to the floor. Put your
chin on the floor but keep your hips high.”

Well, I knew what position that was! Connor
liked it enough! I just didn’t quite understand why since I was
facing him. But I did it, sinking down onto my elbows, then letting
my throbbing breasts press against the floor.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I did so, knowing he was in front of me and
wouldn’t be able to see anything anyway.

“Now lower your belly to the floor.”

This confused me. But this dark, nasty game
was filling my mind with passion so I did it, basically laying on
the floor facing him.

“Now crawl to me on your belly.”

WHaaaat!?

“Do it, slave.”

Yikes!

I crawled slowly forward on my belly, pushing
myself with my feet, well, as much as I could with the stiletto
shoes, and using my arms and hands to pull me. My breasts were
ground against the floor underneath, but I didn’t have far to
go.

I was trembling as I reached where his shiny
shoes were and looked up his legs to his knees.

“Take my ankle in your hands and then raise
your hips up high.”

What the hell!? I was confused by his demands
but I was driven by passion and hunger and saw no real harm in it.
I gripped his ankle and raised my hips high, almost automatically
spreading my knees wide open.

“Now bring your lips down and kiss the top of
my shiny, Italian leather shoe.”

This was so kinky and wicked!

I lowered my chin a little and kissed the top
of his shoe.

“Now your tongue. Slide it slowly up along
the shoe.”

I shuddered and obeyed, my tongue licking up
along the smooth, hard black leather.

He leaned forward and pushed someone down
against me. He had the switch Connor sometimes used in his hand and
let it trace up and down my spine, then down to rub against my
pussy.

“Lick again. Harder.”

I licked more and he slapped the thing
lightly against my pussy, making me gasp and wince.

“Lick harder, Slave.”

I moaned and licked his foot with long, fast
licks as he rubbed the thing up and down against my pussy and then
slapped it lightly against one buttock.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

Oh, God! I had known this was coming!

“P-Please f-fuck me… s-sir!” I stuttered.

I winced as the switch smacked down against
my pussy.

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I moaned.

“Turn around. Show me what you have for me,
Slave girl.”

I moaned and squirmed around.

“I want you to put your arm beneath your
body, slide your hand up between your thighs, and spread the lips
of your pussy for me.

The heat was burning me up as I obeyed,
spreading the lips of my sex for him.

“Such a pretty little pussy. Would you like
my cock inside it?”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped.

“Rise up on your knees and turn around.”

I did as he ordered, face flushed hotly,
averting my eyes under his gaze.

He leaned over and dangled a rope in front of
me. It was black and had a kind of noose on the end.

“Put your hands through there, Slave.”

My heart was hammering as I obeyed, putting
first one trembling hand, then the other through the loop. He began
to tug on it, and I watched, entranced, as the loop slowly closed
around my wrists. I felt another jolt of thrilling excitement as
the loop tightened and I felt the pressure against my wrists, then
he jerked on the rope and I was yanked forward, half sprawling
against him between his legs.

He quickly pulled the rope up and back behind
my head, then, forced my wrists up and back behind my neck. He
jerked it around my neck once, and then back so that it made me
gasp and then gurgle as it tightened. I could breathe easily,
though, unless I tried to pull my wrists away from the back of my
neck.

He undid his trousers and unzipped them, then
pulled a thick, hard cock out.

“Get to work, Slave.”

I shuddered as I leaned in and licked at his
cock, then took it into my mouth. I began to bob up and down,
taking it deeper and deeper into my mouth. That narrowed my vision
considerably, of course, and I was taken by surprise when the rope
was suddenly jerked sharply backward.

That pulled me up off his cock, but only
momentarily as he reached up and gripped my hair to pull me back
down. The rope forced my wrists back further, though, and tightened
around my throat. But it wasn’t him holding it. Connor had appeared
from somewhere! I gasped as he slapped my bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

Trembling, I obeyed as I felt him seize my
hips and yank them back even as the stranger pushed down on my head
and his cock slid into my throat!

I felt Connor’s cock pushing against me from
behind, entering me, and then thrusting deep as my mouth was forced
all the way down the stranger’s cock and it pushed deep into my
throat.

I was in a dark, overheated sense of wonder,
for this was, sort of, what I had fantasized about before! I hadn’t
fantasized about being tied up, mind you, but that just made things
darker, kinkier, and hotter!

Now Connor started to thrust into me hard and
fast, his hips slapping against my buttocks as the guy before me
worked my lips up and down on his cock by simply yanking my hair up
and down!

“This is a beautiful slut you have here,
Connor,” he said.

“Isn’t she? There’s nothing like a gorgeous,
sexy little blonde slut.”

“Is her slut pussy as tight as her slut
throat?

“Why don’t you try her out?”

I was dazed and coughing when the guy pulled
up on my hair, and coughed, sucking in desperate, ragged breaths of
air as he pulled up and forward on my hair. I cried out, forced to
climb up onto his lap, where he held his slick cock ready for me. I
straddled him, panting for breath, and then sank down onto his cock
as he grinned and started to suck and lick and chew and fondle my
breasts!

Connor moved around to stand next to the
chair, almost behind it. He gripped my hair and pulled my head
forward and to the side, then stuffed his cock into my mouth and
down my throat.

Crack!

“Ride my cock, slut!” the stranger
ordered.

I gasped and moaned, riding up and down on
his stiff cock, crying out as his fingers found my clitoris and
started to rub m.

I rode him more and more frantically,
gurgling and gasping for breath as Connor fucked my face. Then the
orgasm tore through me like a hurricane and I just screamed and
screamed, mad with pleasure so intense it was like I was in a state
of rapture!

The two men laughed and pawed and groped me,
using me like a whore as I bounced and shook and thrashed and
twisted through a long, passionate orgasm. Then they dumped me back
on the floor. The stranger fucked me from behind while Connor used
my hair and the rope to keep my head and upper body off the floor
and drove his cock into my throat.

They each took one of my breasts, squeezing
and groping them and fingering, pinching, and twisting my nipples.
Then, after I had another orgasm, the stranger pulled out and
shoved me down on my belly before roughly flipping me over onto my
back.

He lifted my legs up and apart and drove
himself into me hard and fast while Connor lowered himself and
shifted to kneel beside me, then pushed his cock back into my mouth
and throat. They shifted me around multiple times, through several
orgasms. Then I straddled the stranger, riding his cock until
Connor moved behind me and shoved his cock deep into my ass.

Which caused me to explode into orgasm
again!

I danced for them some more, later, then gave
them lapdances. Then I posed for more pictures and videos with the
stranger, with Connor taking them. He fucked me in every orifice
while Connor adjusted the camera, then they took me to the
basement, strung me up by the wrists, and whipped me!

I went home that evening with another five
hundred dollars. Not bad for incredibly thrilling, exciting,
pleasurable sex!

Connor went to Washington the next day, but
the new guy, who refused to give me his name, was more than happy
to take his place. He sure did like to take pictures, though. Not
to mention videos. With everyone at work the next day, and Evan
away at a baseball game he came over to my place and had me pose in
all kinds of other outfits, which I didn’t really get since why
have me wearing shorts and a tube top when they already had me
naked and sucking cocks?

Not to mention masturbating with dildos and
vibrators!

I found out a few days later, of course. He’d
put together a website for me and set up the pictures and videos
for those who bought memberships! The pictures of me wearing
clothes, or my bikinis were for the outside, and if they wanted to
see more they had to buy memberships.

I was freaking out for a bit but he promised
that no one would be able to download and post the stuff anywhere
else and that he’d check their IP address before allowing them to
buy a membership to make sure no one within hundreds of miles was
allowed to join.

Since it essentially meant money for nothing,
and that was my favorite thing, I went along with it, though I was
dubious, at first. The memberships started to roll in, though, and
it was kind of hot to sit in front of my laptop webcam and know
strangers were watching me masturbate or suck a cock or be
sodomized or something like that.

What they really liked, though, were videos
of me being spanked, strapped, and switched. Not to mention me
being strung up by my wrists and flogged! And of course, me being
fucked hard while tied up in various positions went over well, too.
The videos, naturally, never showed Connor’s face or that of the
guy I only knew as ‘Sir’.

The money rose with every week, but I soon
had to get back to college. I had thousands of dollars to spend
now, though, which made my second year a lot more fun than the
first. And Connor or Sir would rent a place sometimes on the
weekends and we’d take more pictures and videos to keep my fans
happy.

Sometimes Sir would bring other guys there to
use me roughly while I was tied up. And once he brought three of
them to gang-bang me while he took videos! That was insane!

I did start to get kind of wary, though,
because he gave orders in a sharp, stern voice, and the switch
smacked my butt or sometimes elsewhere very rapidly if I questioned
or hesitated. It didn’t hurt a lot, but I found myself responding
very fast, almost without thinking. That was fine at the time, but
later, on my own, I started wondering about that level of instant,
unthinking obedience.

I mean, was this guy training me after
all?!

Like… conditioning me?

But the sex was still hot and wild and
insanely thrilling. And my multiple orgasms were still blowing my
mind, so it wasn’t like I could stay away. Especially given the
money I was also making.

When my second year at college ended, Connor
told me I’d been lazy long enough, and needed to get a summer job
for the work experience. I figured I had a job, of course. The job
was internet porn. He disagreed. I would start working as an aide
to him in his office in Washington.

The thought of living in Washington and
seeing all the big shots in the Capitol and other governments was
kind of exciting, actually. That was quite aside from the fact I
knew my job would involve lots of hot, nasty sex.

They rented a cheap apartment for me but I
never stayed there even once. I lived with Connor in his townhouse.
And he was just as quick to smack my bottom at work as he was to
use the switch or a crop on it at home. Not to mention the numerous
other punishments he introduced to me for ‘disciplinary issues’
that included asking questions or hesitating to do as I was
told.

Sometimes I slept in a cage! Sometimes in a
kind of closet-sized dungeon he’d built in the basement where I’d
be chained to a wall! And often he’d invite men in to use me hard.
The first time he invited a woman to do it was a little hard
because my face was flaming at having to pose myself naked in front
of her.

But before long she demonstrated just how
much better she was at oral sex than Connor or Sir or any of the
other men I’d had. Then she taught me how. Then she began to punish
me too. And she tended to be harsher than the men! Sometimes I had
stripes on my body that took a few days to disappear. And once she
hung me upside down by the ankles, my legs spread wide, and made me
spend the whole night like that!

It was so wild!

I crawled more, on my hands and knees or on
my belly, and licked feet and toes more, or the floor. I begged and
whined and posed in the most degrading positions for them and
others. And yet despite that the heat was scalding! It was all so
intensely sexual and passionate and exciting!

The website was doing very well, too. The
money was becoming so good it was almost unbelievable. I didn’t
even know what to do with it all!

But it still troubled me sometimes, how
completely submissive I had become, how instantly, almost
instinctively obedient I was to any order they gave, to anything
they told me to do. Without a single thought of disobeying.

I knew there was something wrong there, but
not what to do about it. Hesitating or questioning brought stinging
punishment. Not a lot, nothing severe, but enough I had simply
gotten used to doing as I was told in order to avoid it.

I knew I could say no anytime I wanted. All I
had to do was temporarily take myself out of the game. But I rarely
really wanted to do that. And it just seemed easier to go along,
especially since whatever I did almost always wound up in
orgasms.

When I finally decided that I needed to slow
things down and try to get back to something resembling a normal
life that was when Connor revealed that all those guys who had come
and used my body had been paying for the privilege. And the money,
when added to what I’d already saved from the website was just
amazing! I mean, it was enough for me to buy my own condo!

Of course, I’d have no way to explain that to
my parents…

But it was still incredible, and really
appealed to the greed in me.

Still, I decided that I needed to have some
kind of normal life at college. I agreed to transfer to a
university in DC so Connor could enjoy me more often during the
school term. But the rest of the visitors and videos were going to
take a pause while I enjoyed life as a normal (okay, a very slutty)
college girl.

And by then, even though I was completely
submissive around the men I was so confident in my sexual skills
that I was the opposite with the guys my age I began to ‘date’. Now
I was the teacher, the sophisticated girl, and that gave me
confidence. I even tied a few of them up on their beds and had fun
with them! Guys are so slutty they’d let me do anything!

I’m not sure what I’ll do when I eventually
graduate. I could be an escort or call girl, I supposed, but I
didn’t really need money. And what I found interesting between
sleeping with the men and with the guys was that I had picked up so
much about sex that I was becoming a sort of hands-on expert.

So, I switched my major to psychology,
specializing in human sexuality. I was going to become a therapist
for men and women who were inhibited, shy, or hung up about sex. I
had finally found my calling! It wouldn’t be as physically
satisfying as being ravaged by big, strong men. But I had little
doubt that would always be available to me, too.

 


End
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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!

 


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.
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