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Life in the United States had never been
particularly kind to those without money, but it had become less
so, year by year, as a deep streak of puritanical conservatism came
to rule the government and the minds of its people. The poor were
deemed to be fundamentally defective in that they were either lazy,
stupid or both. After all, if they had learned what they were
supposed to have learned in school, and applied themselves as they
ought to have, they'd not be poor.

Or so they mythology ran. America was the
land of opportunity, after all. If you failed to seize that
opportunity that was your fault.

IS, as it was termed, was something
brought in by the government so that people unable to support
themselves would not be a burden on society. It was virtually
slavery, in all but name. Its only appreciable difference being the
acceptable level of abuse, and the time limit involved. As taxes
were cut, year by year, and the programs supported by them shrank,
IS was invented as a means to avoid the prospect of the poor dying
in the streets for lack of basic sustenance, shelter and care.

Though in truth, those in charge had little
real moral problems with such a prospect. They had a habit of
thumping the bible and proclaiming themselves dedicated to
Christianity but seemed to lose interest in those aspects of
Christianity which called for charity and aiding ones fellow
man.

IS was one of those programs designed by
industry, which had little difficulty, in increasingly conservative
times, and given the level of funding they provided to federal
politicians, with arranging its introduction. The new “indentured
employee” would live in a company dormitory, have his or her food,
clothing and shelter paid for by his employer, and would work
whatever hours at whatever task he or she was assigned until the
end of their term. At that point they would be paid a sum of money
and be freed to make their own way in life.

Failing that, of course, they would have to
sign on to another term as an Indentured Employee.

The home care industry soon came to employ IS
with decided enthusiasm. Those with sufficient income could
purchase the contract of an IS worker, who would live in their
house as, in effect, a nanny or housekeeper or maid. It was a
godsend to busy working mothers, for the amount paid was quite
small, and if one had a spare bedroom one had a live-in nanny and
housekeeper for very little cost.

Of course, such workers had little motivation
to work hard. They had no fear of dismissal, after all. Nor did the
government wish to further burden the prison system by
incarcerating them. In fact, the judicial system had moved away
from expensive methods of punishment. It preferred hefty (and
profitable) fines. And if a convicted offender could not pay their
fine, well then, a period as an indentured servant or employee
would allow them to come up with the cash.

It had had also embraced corporal punishment
along the lines of Singapore, with its canings and strappings, in
order to punish minor offenders and thus spare the state the cost
of incarceration.

The Supreme Court, made up, for the most
part, of conservatives, found that punishments once meted out to
impertinent schoolboys could hardly be described as torture, and
the cost savings were such that every state embraced canings as
eagerly as it had hefty fines.

The roles of indentured servants or employees
having expanded to encompass anyone too poor to pay their way in
life, or unable to come up with the fines to pay for minor
transgressions needed a method for motivating often resentful
people. Corporal punishment was deemed to be that motivation. The
employee could not be punished to the degree he or she suffered any
permanent harm, of course, but a little bruising, a little
temporary pain was certainly acceptable.

America had become a vengeful society, and,
having already frowned contemptuously on those incapable of looking
after themselves, it was doubly contemptuous of those who, having
been provided food, shelter and a task to do, were too lazy to live
up to their side of the bargain. Caning them seemed more than
appropriate, it seemed almost – tolerant.

The state, in its zeal for efficiency, for
finding suitable employees for all jobs, also came to consider the
application of employers in the sex trades who were seeking
indentured employees. Morally speaking, the government had decided
that no person could be required to accept a position with such
industries or for such situations. However, given the number of
prostitutes, strippers, and assorted other nere do wells who came
into contact with the law, it was deemed only practical to allow
volunteers.

Strip clubs and pornographic video producers
were, after all, legal, taxpaying entities, and there were states,
such as Nevada, where brothels were likewise legal. It would be
unfair to deprive them of the value of the IS system. Though, of
course, government oversight would be provided.

That oversight was of a similar nature to the
oversight of the financial system, which was to say, negligible in
both intent and practical purpose. But if people wished to
volunteer for such roles it was not up to the government to
persuade them otherwise.

For indentured servitude could be negotiated
on ones own behalf by anyone over the age of eighteen years. This
allowed a person to choose which industry he or she would be
serving within, and even, in certain cases, which occupation. A
woman could thus negotiate with a specific employer to be a live in
nanny, or a man could negotiate with a construction company to be a
carpenter.

Only desperation would have led Regan to
broaden her list of options to include indentured servitude. And
even then, it was a last resort, barely considered, in the
beginning, but looming ever larger as all other options, one by
one, failed her.

She was a graphic artist, or at least, had
intended to be. She'd only gotten through two years of university,
however, before her father's heart attack. Her father was an auto
worker, but not a member of one of the few remaining unions, and so
his health care insurance was limited. When it ran out, as it
quickly did, he had little means to pay for the frighteningly
expensive medications needed to keep him alive.

She had dropped out of college to save money,
and then sought employment. But what she could find was nowhere
near enough to pay for such expensive medication. Without that
medication her father could not hope to survive long. With it, he
would be able to eventually go back to work, perhaps in a year or
so.

That was, if the bills didn't so consume his
savings that he lost his house, and he and her mother were not
forced into indentured servitude for being unable to look after
themselves. That was not something he could survive in his
condition anyway, and her mother, she feared, would not want to
live without him. She was not an independent minded woman, and he
had always looked after her.

As the weeks passed, and prospects dimmed,
Regan began to look into IS more thoroughly, and what she found was
both alarming and depressing. Without a degree, her value would
essentially be as an unskilled worker. That would pay her very
little. In fact, as the ranks of IS workers grew, their individual
value, and thus their negotiating position, eroded. She could find
someone to pay for her food, shelter and clothing, but could expect
little in the way of money either before or after her term
ended.

It was only after she almost broke down in
tears in the office of the local IS employment office that a
sympathetic worker offered up a possibility.

The woman was in her late thirties, portly,
black, and jaundiced from her work, and all the desperate people
she habitually dealt with. But she was not unsympathetic. After
all, she was an IS worker herself. For of course, the government
had made full use of IS workers to prune down its own unionized
(and thus despised) work force.

“Look, girl,” she said, “There ain't much of
anything gonna pay you the kind of money your daddy needs for drugs
like that. You ain't got no paper, and you ain't got the
experience. S'only one thing I can think of that might get you a
big, up-front bonus, and it's strictly volunteer.”

Regan blinked her eyes rapidly to clear them
of tears and struggled to keep her voice steady.

“Wh-what's that?” she asked.

“Private servant,” the woman said, giving her
a significant look.

Regan frowned in confusion. “I-I don't
understand.”

The woman sighed and shook her head.

“You're a real pretty girl. Lotsa people
willing to pay big bonuses to pretty girls willing to become their
private servants. If you take my meaning.”

Regan didn't exactly, but she suspected what
it meant given the reference to 'pretty girls'.

“I'm not a... a prostitute!” she said between
tightly clenched lips.

“Not talking prostitution zactly,” the woman
said. “It's a private servant. Think of it as living as someone's
wife for a year. That means you cook, clean, and perform the usual
wifely services, if you take my meaning.”

Regan did, and her mind swelled with outrage
which she was forced to swallow. The woman was only presenting an
opportunity, not a recommendation.

“They pay big, big bonuses, enough to pay for
your daddy's medication for a year.”

“His medication costs over ten thousand
dollars a month,” Regan said bitterly.

“Girl like you could probably get a bonus
twice that,” the woman said.

Regan stared at her in disbelief.

“Why would anyone pay...”

“Oh come on,” the woman said. “Men with
money, that's nothing. And for the price they get a live in slave
for a year, including all the benefits. But think on this, sweety,
it ain't really like being a wife cuz a wife gets to say no. IS
types don't get so say squat. An if you get lippy you get bent over
and strapped across that skinny butt of yours. So think on that
real clear. You become an IS private servant your body don't belong
to you no more till the end of your term. The only thing they can't
do is cause you any kind of permanent harm.”

The idea was appalling, and Regan rejected
it, though not out of hand. But as time ticked down and it looked
like her parents might lose their house she ran out of options. She
tried to brace herself to the thought of what that sort of life
might be. She was no virgin, after all, not at twenty, and being
someone's 'wife' for a year, well, that would mostly mean keeping
his house, and... and having sex with them now and then.

She could do that. What it would do to her to
have to compromise herself so much she had no idea, but she could
do it, and survive it, and it would allow her to pay for her
father's medication, and probably pay off a big portion of his
debt. Her father would never allow it, of course, not if he knew.
But she could claim she'd found work as a graphic artist, and
someone could 'anonymously' pay off his debt. Sometimes that
happened.

A month later she was back at the IS office,
and was sent into a closed office with a tall, prune faced woman in
her forties who looked her up and down with scant favor.

“Do you know what you'd be letting yourself
in for?” she demanded. “Most IS private servants are older than
you, and considerably more experienced. Not to put too fine a point
on it but the majority have some experience in the sex trades. You
might find it pretty shocking.”

“I-I'm not a virgin,” Regan said, blushing.
“And I need the money.”

The woman sighed.

“I was told I could get a large bonus payment
up front.”

“Probably.”

The woman looked her up and down. “Yes,
probably a big one. You look like you'd fetch a good price. You're
pretty enough in a girl-next-door sort of way, and have what looks
like a nice chest if that's not all padding I see there.”

Regan flushed again. “It's not,” she
said.

Regan had never really considered herself all
that attractive. She was willing to concede she wasn't bad looking.
She was of average height, with dark brown hair that just brushed
her shoulders. It was plain, simple, straight, with long bangs
cutting diagonally across her forehead, held off her left eye by
her brown framed glasses. She had a small mouth with full lips, a
small nose, and large brown eyes, all in a slightly narrow, oval
shaped face.

She looked 'ok', she thought, but was hardly
pretty. She did have nice breasts on a slender body, slim hips, a
firm, flat stomach, and a nice butt, but then, a lot of girls
barely out of their teens could say as much. Well, perhaps they
couldn't say it with as much authority as she, but she wasn't
exactly model material.

“Let me explain so there'll be no confusion,
young lady,” she said. “If you agree to it what will happen is
we'll take some pictures of you – including some without your
clothes on. You'll go onto the web site for private servants.
Employers will submit bids, and you can then choose among them. You
can also negotiate to a certain extent. You can meet who your
principal employer will be, and set conditions. But the more
conditions you set the lower the bonus will be.”

“But...”

“I'll warn you, though, the ones who pay the
biggest bonuses are the ones who want the fewest conditions. The up
side of that is that to pay those kinds of bonuses you're looking
at people with a lot of cash, and that usually means pretty stable
individuals, like bank presidents and CEOs. So you'll get to stay
in a nice place. But the only guarantee you have, the only thing
the state really enforces, is that you can't be harmed. When your
term ends you have to come out looking just like you went in.”

Regan had to go through the humiliating
ordeal of having pictures taken of her. At first, they were simply
head and shoulders, then from the waist up, then full body, in just
what she was wearing: Jeans and a T-shirt. But then the woman
ordered her to undress. Red-faced, she had to stand straight as the
woman took pictures of her in her underwear, then entirely naked,
both front and rear views.

It was humiliating, but the woman taking the
pictures offered little sympathy.

“If you want to go this route you better get
used to people seeing you without your clothes on,” she said.

That was another thought Regan hadn't really
had. A single man, perhaps, in his house, in his bed, but not
anything more.

It took surprisingly little time for the IS
office to call back. They had eight hundred offers.”

“So many!?” she exclaimed into the phone.

“That's from across the country. IS private
servants can go anywhere. Your employer is responsible for your
transportation, of course. I'll send the file to your email
account.”

The applications were from all across the
country, but Regan focused on the closest ones. As she'd been
warned, the ones who demanded no conditions paid by far the largest
bonuses. In fact, they were more than twice what any of the others
paid. And they were the only ones who paid enough to pay for her
father's medication, and pay the second mortgage off they'd already
taken out on the house.

Interviews were to be conducted over the
internet, via web-cams. She sent out her requests, working with the
higher paid local offers first.

The first was a haughty looking man in his
late fifties. He was arrogant, and didn't like any of her questions
about what he wanted her for. The second was an even older man who
leered at her and wanted to see her breasts – which she
refused.

“You've already seen them in the pictures,”
she said, blushing.

The other locals paid much less, but didn't
seem quite as … disgusting.

But she wanted the highest bonus, so she
expanded her geographic area a little, and that was when she found
the offer from Dillon Forbes. He was only in his mid-thirties, so
not quite old enough to be her father, at least. He was a private
equity analyst, whatever that meant. He lived about fifty miles
outside the city.

And, she was surprised to find, quite good
looking. He had a slightly squarish face, with a strong jaw, nice,
swept back brown hair, clear blue eyes, and a nice smile. He didn't
look at her like a lech, either.

“Hi Regan,” he said. “I'm Dillon.”

“Uhm, hi,” she said.

“I saw your pictures, and I thought then that
you'd be perfect for me. I understand you're something of an
artist.”

“I was going to be,” she said.

“Oh? What happened?”

He was the first one who actually showed any
interest in her beyond her body, and Regan was eager to unburden
herself about why she was willing to do something as … distasteful
as this.”

He seemed sympathetic.

“The cost of medicine is a scandal,” he said.
“If you don't have insurance or aren't rich, you're screwed.”

Then he snorted. “In your case, literally as
well as figuratively.”

She blushed but smiled wryly. He was clever,
at least.

“Well, you know, I think you're even more
suitable. You seem bright, imaginative, capable, and responsible,
on top of being incredibly beautiful, of course.”

“Oh please,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I find you beautiful. I'm not looking for
some platinum headed blonde bimbo who's six feet tall.”

“What would uhm, I be doing?” she asked
reluctantly.

“I think you can guess,” he said with a grin.
“Basically, I'm looking for a living, breathing sex toy. I'm being
right up front with you here so there's no doubts. Now, of course,
I work hard, work long hours, so much of your time would be free. I
have a very nice place and you can make use of it. Oh, I might have
you doing a few chores, cleaning and such on occasion, but I have a
cleaning service. But I'll go you one better, I'll throw in on-line
course from the university of your choice. You can continue your
studies when I'm not around.”

“Uhm.”

The 'sex toy' comment had made her blush
furiously, even though she'd known that was what she was basically
getting herself in for. But he spoke of it so casually that her
embarrassment faded.

Though not for long.

“There is one condition I require, however,
which would violate the government's no-permanent changes policy. I
want you to get laser hair removal from the waist down. I'll pay
for it, of course. You can have it done before you come here. I'd
also like your nipples pierced. But of course, that can be reversed
at any time by simply not wearing rings. Same as your ears, you
know. Why do I want these things? Because I'm in a position to get
exactly what I want. You're going to be the object of my
fantasies.”

She blushed more deeply.

“Now I'm sure you're entertaining any number
of offers. I'll add this to the mix. I'm not a man who wants to see
his woman endure what he's doing to her. I want her to be so hot
she'd practically begging for more. And I'm quite experienced,
quite skilled at sex.”

He grinned in a cocky fashion. “I want you to
beg me, little slave girl, beg me to let you come.”

Her face flamed at that, and she closed off
the interview quickly.

In the immediate aftermath she crossed him
off her list, and went on to do other interviews, but she kept
coming back to him in her mind. There was something awfully
intriguing about him. He didn't seem crazy or perverted. He even
seemed kind of... well, kind of like a guy she wouldn't mind
spending some time with if he wasn't so old.

Make her beg him to let her come!? As if!

God! The thought of letting herself in for
the attentions of some pervert who could do anything he wanted was
terrifying!

But at least Forbes hadn't seemed mean or
arrogant or perverted – at least, no more perverted than most men.
His little sex toy? Well, that was blunt (and more than a little
humiliating) but honest. He wasn't sugar coating what he was
purchasing her 'services' for. But on the other hand, she could get
her degree at the same time.

And the large sum he was paying, the fact he
was, she admitted, a handsome man – which made the thought of sex
with him much less distasteful, and that he was young compared to
most of the other offers decided her.

Her stomach fluttering with anxiety and a
strong sense of resignation, she signed the contract at the IS
office and became an Indentured Personal Servant, almost, in
effect, a sex slave, to a man she'd never met. But it was a
sacrifice she was prepared to make. She had no other way to save
her father, and thus her mother (who would surely die without him)
and so she was selling what she had – her body.

It was one year. One year, and she had to be
as fine when it was up as she was now. She could take a year. She
would endure the humiliation and degradation. She would put up with
his sex.

The idea she might actually enjoy any part of
it was too ridiculous to even consider. Typical male arrogance on
his part that he would think she could be made to enjoy his
attentions! She would endure them, as women had been doing for
centuries through history, as a means to an end. And in one year,
she would be back home, which would still be in her family's
possession, with her family – who would still be alive.

She had not told them what she was selling
herself for, of course. Nor would she. Forbes' home was close
enough that she would be able to visit from time to time, if not
exactly every week. And she would reassure them of her happiness,
no matter how unhappy she was. Her mother was entirely ignorant of
such things anyway, and her father was old fashioned and wouldn't
even think of the possibility his daughter would consent to what
was, in effect, sexual slavery.

They would remain in ignorance.

And alive.
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Regan was not a girl who liked feeling
insecure. She liked to have her schedule and keep to it. She liked
her life settled, and orderly. She wanted to know where everything
was, and that it was in working order. She did not like
unpredictability and never had. She liked to know the rules of a
thing, and what was expected of her. She did not like not
knowing!

And so she was quite uncomfortable, quite at
a loss, and well beyond her comfort zone as the limousine took her
towards Forbes' house. She didn't know what would be expected of
her – beyond the obvious, of course. And that itself was terribly
unsettling. She was still trying to wrap her mind around the
thought that she would be required to have sex with this man,
whenever, and wherever, and in whatever manner he chose. That she
literally, as a debt slave, or “Indentured Servant”, could not, by
law, could say no to nothing he desired.

But there was so much more she didn't know
about! What was his place like? How would she be treated? What sort
of work would he put her to (again, aside from the obvious). As he
said, it wasn't like he could be having sex with her all day, so
she'd have a substantial amount of time alone. What would she do?
Study? Chores of some sort?

And how much did the limousine driver know?
She had blushed deeply and avoided his eyes since he'd picked her
up at the IS office.

There, she'd been injected with an electronic
chip would would locate her anywhere she decided to go, should she
decide to run off. She was Forbes' property for now, and had no
right to her freedom until the year was up. If she did run off, she
was told, rather sternly, the police would be obliged to bring her
back to him, and he would be able to punish her as he chose.
Whatever time away she'd spent would also have to be made up –
twofold – before the contract could be ended.

She had asked how much she could bring, and
been told to bring nothing. The IS people had dryly informed her
that “uniforms and clothing” would be provided as required.

The car was cruising down a two lane highway
through the woods and trees, and now turned off at a small, paved
side road. Her stomach clenched further and she stared around her
at the trees as the car sped up. It took only about a minute before
it slowed and pulled into a cleared area. There was a modern
looking single floor house there, L-shaped, with a high, steeped
roof and large glass windows.

Her chest tight, she got out of the car as
the drive came around. He made no move to accompany her as she
walked, heart thumping, to the big, double doors and then rang the
bell.

She wasn't sure what she expected, other than
Forbes. She certainly didn't expect the tall black man in the three
piece black suit to open the door and look down on her.

She blushed again.

“Uhm, my name is Regan Atherson. I'm here to
see Mr. Forbes,” she said.

He nodded his head slightly and stepped back,
and, her stomach churning, Regan stepped inside.

The house was large and airy, with an open
concept design and modern furniture. White seemed to be the
prevailing color scheme, though the floor was a deep, polished
hardwood with colorful Persian carpets here and there. She followed
him through the foyer down a wide hall to a huge room she thought
of as a living room – though it was three times bigger than any
she'd seen before. There was an enormous fireplace at one end, and
floor to ceiling glass walls looking down the rolling green hill to
the river fifty feet below.

It was certainly a startlingly beautiful
view, letting her look up the long length of the river, and across
it to the woods on the other side. The house itself was gorgeous as
well.

It was not a bad place to be imprisoned, if
imprisoned she must be.

Perhaps, she thought, she ought to stop
feeling so sorry for herself, given the number of woman actually IN
prison, here and elsewhere. This certainly beat concrete stone
walls and iron bars.

She was also being paid a considerable fee
for her time.

There was a large patio outside, with tables
and chairs on what looked like polished granite stones, and a
number of flowered bushes running along its edge.

“Well, hello,” said a voice.

She spun with a gasp and flushed even more
deeply as Dillon Forbes stood there.

“Uhm, h-hi,” she said, her voice squeaking a
bit.

He was taller than she'd thought he'd be,
better looking, if she was honest with herself, with broad
shoulders and what looked, under his sports shirt and jacket to be
a strongly built body.

He stepped forward and shook her hand, and
she licked her lips anxiously.

“So, you're my new... employee,” he said,
looking her up and down with a smile. “I must say, your pictures
don't do you justice.”

Before she could reply he motioned to the
side with his head. “Come this way.”

She followed him back to the hall and down a
side branch. They turned a corner and there was a large wooden door
there, which he passed through.

Her stomach churned as she saw they were in a
bedroom. And what a bedroom! The bed was beyond king size, the rug
so thick and soft it was a marvel. There was a large stone
fireplace at one end, with a sofa, chairs and table gathered before
it, an antique desk to one side, and then an open doorway to a huge
bathroom. The glass wall looked out, not on the river, but on a
flat area about a hundred feet or so across. There was a large pond
or pool not ten feet away from the french doors. At least fifty or
sixty feet across, it backed onto a stone hillside ten or twelve
feet high from which water tumbled down into the pool. It was
beautiful, and she was amazed at what money could buy in the way of
comforts. What normal person would have thought of building such a
thing in their back yard!?

Forbes closed the door behind her and smiled
as she tensed up. He walked past her and took a seat, then motioned
her closer.

“Now then,” he said. “Just so we understand
each other. Because I have a considerable amount of money, I get
to... well, indulge myself, I suppose you might say. That waterfall
and pond out back, for example, cost over a hundred thousand
dollars to build. I did it so I'd have something nice to look out
at when I waken in the morning. The cost, after all, is largely
negligible to me. You, likewise, are a foolish indulgence. I can,
as you might expect of a man with my wealth and, not to be
immodest, attractiveness, find women without a lot of
difficulty.”

“Why don't you?” she asked, not in a
confrontational voice but simply confounded.

“I do, from time to time,” he said with a
smile. “But women, well, they take a lot of time and effort. Nor do
I wish to rent one for the night, as in prostitution. I want to
know the woman I sleep with. I want to be comfortable with her. I
don't want to have sex with strangers.”

“I'm a stranger,” she said, blushing.

“And so you are,” he said with a smile, “But
you won't be for long. I'll grow used to you, comfortable with you.
Also, you won't require any effort on my part in convincing to part
with your favors. I won't need to seduce you, and you'll make
yourself available at whatever odd time I feel in the mood.”

Regan's mind squirmed at his blunt talk about
her and what he would expect of her. It wasn't as if she didn't
already know it but standing before him was horribly embarrassing.
And it only got worse.

“Now, if you don't mind, and, come to think
of it, even if you do, would you disrobe, please?”

She felt her chest grow tight, and froze, eyes going wide. Her face
flamed, and her heart raced, but she knew that, realistically, she
could not refuse. And it wasn't as if she hadn't expected it at
some point.

She reached down awkwardly, fingers trembling
a little, and gripped the hem of her t-shirt, then peeled it up and
off. She had deliberately not worn anything particularly 'sexy'
underneath, just a simple white bra and white and blue striped
panties. She undid her jeans and toed off her shoes, then slipped
them down her legs and off. Blushing furiously, she turned her back
to him and undid her bra, slipping it over her shoulders. Then,
heart pounding, she crossed an arm across her breasts and squatted
to peel her panties off.

Naked, she slowly turned, a hand over her
sex, an arm across her breasts, more than a little breathless to
face him. She couldn't, of course, and looked down at his feet
instead.

“Shy. I like that,” he said. “Hands at your
sides, Regan, and shoulders back.”

She had to obey, and did so, feeling a new,
hot rush of emotion, of humiliation, of anger.

“Hands behind your head, please. Arch your
back for me.”

Again she obeyed, feeling a further tightness
in her chest at the words.

He stood up, and she gasped, and took a half
step back.

“I didn't say to move,” he said. “Resume your
previous position.”

She obeyed, and he walked slowly around her,
then startled her by reaching for her glasses, and removing
them.

“Do you need these?”

What a stupid question, she thought
furiously.

“I-I need them mostly to read,” she
stammered.

“You don't have contacts?”

She shook her head slightly.

“You should answer questions orally.”

“No.”

“Make that no sir, just to get into the
spirit of things.”

“No, sir,” she said.

Regan felt his hand on her bottom. She gasped
and jerked, but then resumed her position, breath growing a bit
more ragged as he kneaded her buttocks, then slid his hand slowly
up and down her back, along her spine.

“You have soft skin,” he said gently. “Very
soft skin.

His hands were soft, as well, as they
caressed her back, and Regan felt an unexpected sparkle of arousal
and interest, though it was quite minor.

His hand slid along her side, along her ribs,
then as he circled before her, came up under her breast. She
flinched again, but didn't move as he let his hand run over her
breast, lightly following the contours of her body. She felt her
nipples grow painfully hard as the palm of his hand stroked over
them, and emotions swirled and churned within her.

“Spread your legs a little more,” he said not
unkindly.

She flinched anyway, and her blush deepened,
but she obeyed, and gasped as his hand moved slowly down her belly
and between her legs. His fingers stroked the soft skin above and
around her sex lips, then ran lightly up down the tightness of her
narrow cleft.

“They did a good job,” he said.

The memory of that made her insides burn with
embarrassment once more. Even though it had been a woman, and even
though she'd clearly done it often, and was clinical and
professional, it had still been horribly embarrassing to be sitting
there before a strange woman for so long, her legs spread, while
she worked the machine over her legs and groin.

His hand ran back up onto her breast and the
other joined it. She gasped and her eyes, which had been dodging
his face, were yanked up along with her nipples as he hooked his
fingers into the nipple rings and tugged sharply.

“Hold your position,” he said.

She gulped and jerked her hands back behind
her neck, breaths coming faster as he grinned down at her and
slowly lifted his curled fingers up.

That had been another embarrassment, getting
her nipples pierced. Again, she knew it was done fairly routinely,
but she was a reserved girl, normally, and submitting herself to
something like that was far from her nature. The rings were very
plain and round and stainless steel. As he tugged on them her
nipples stretched and ached, and she was forced up onto the balls
of her feet before him.

She felt a sense of fear, wondering what he
intended, but there was also, curiously, a surge in arousal, a
quickening of sexual interest as she stood so brazenly naked before
him.

He straightened his fingers and pulled them
out, and Regan sank gratefully to her heels again, speechless with
the turmoil inside her.

“Remove those, would you please?”

She blinked in surprise at the order as he
turned away, but then drew her hands back down and awkwardly
fumbled at the rings. They were both held together by small balls
which screwed one end to the other. It was fairly simple to remove
them, and then hand them to him as he handed her another pair.

“Put these in. I find them more graceful and
eye pleasing.

She examined the rings. They were larger than
the others, though thin. They were about the width of a quarter.
They had no ball to lock them together. Instead, one very slim eye
on one side of the open ring was to be inserted into the tube of
the other side. Applying pressure, it slid in and locked, forming a
perfect circle without any apparent mechanism or means to open
them.

“How do they come off?” she asked.

“You forgot to say sir.”

“Sir,” she said, blushing.

“Repeat the sentence.”

Jerk!

“How do they come off, sir?”

“There's a tiny hole in the side, hardly
visible, which a special tool is inserted into to unlock them.
Until then they'll stay nicely in place. Put the other one in.
Actually, let me.”

He took the ring from her and she gulped as
his thumb and forefinger pressed together around the base of her
nipple, squeezing it out. She felt a hot surge of emotions again,
emotions which included that strange sense of arousal as he slid
the ring through the piercing in her nipple, then locked it in
place.

He stepped back to examine her.

“Hands behind your head.”

She obeyed again, growing somewhat less
humiliated with the passing of time.

“Very nice,” he said. “Veeery nice. They hang
very well against your breasts. Your breasts, by the way, are
lovely. Drop your arms to your sides.”

She obeyed and he cupped both breasts,
squeezed them up, then let them drop.

He smiled. “Very resilient,” he said. “That's
something you don't find on older women.”

He squeezed them up and together, then let
them spring back into their normal shape again.

“You have gorgeous breasts, Regan.”

She didn't know what to say to that, and
blushed again.

'It's customary to reply when given a
compliment,” he said.

“Tha-thank you, sir,” she stammered.

“I require you to be a well-mannered
servant,” he said, rolling her throbbing, erect nipples between
fingers and thumbs.

“I-I'm sorry,” she gulped. “I just... I don't
know how to... I'm not used to strangers complimenting my...
breasts.”

“But I'm not a stranger,” he said. “I'm your
owner. I own these breasts.”

He squeezed them up and together. “I own
them. I can do whatever I want with them. I own these nipples
too.”

He hooked his fingers into the rings and
slowly pulled them up and out, forcing her up onto the balls of her
feet again as she gasped at the way they stretched and pulled at
her aching nipples.

He released them and his hand slid between
her legs, cupping her sex.

Again she squeaked, but didn't try to
resist.

“I own this too. Don't I.”

She didn't answer and he frowned.

“Answer when spoken to.”

“Y-Yes, sir.”

“Say it. Who owns your pussy?”

“Y-You do, sir.”

“Say it then.”

“Y-You own my... pussy, sir.”

“Indeed I do.”

He stepped back and sat down again, still
examining her.

“Do you know how to dance?”

She looked at him in surprise amid a fresh
surge of anxiety.

“Uhm, I uh, not that well... sir.”

He smiled. “Have you ever given a lap dance
before?”

Regan's blush deepened and she shook her head
mutely.

“I think the first punishment for
disobedience ought to be something light, like a spanking. Don't
you agree?”

She stared at him, more fear rushing into
her.

“You've disobeyed my command to answer orally
twice now.”

“I-I'm sorry, sir!”

“Don't disobey again. I expect discipline and
obedience. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

“So you haven't ever given a lap dance? Well,
you need to learn. I want them. You can go on the internet. I'm
sure you'll find lots of videos to instruct you. I'll make that
your first assignment. Learn how to give a proper lap dance. We'll
try it out tomorrow. Understood?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“How good are you at oral sex?”

“I-I'm … okay, I guess,” she said helplessly.
“Sir, I mean!”

“I expect you to be better than okay. I
expect you to have superlative skills. I'll let you study that, as
well. Your deadline for that is two days.”

“But...”

“Yes?”

“I... how do I know what, uhm, superlative
is, sir?”

He smiled. “Check the internet for phrases
like best blow jobs and such. I'm sure you'll find some good ones.
Pay particular attention to deep throat. I like that. And I expect
you to master it.”

“But... what if I can't?! Sir!”

“You can. It's not complicated. Watch the
videos. Practice.”

“Uhm, how, sir?”

He smiled and stood up. He walked across to
one of the cabinets in the room and pulled open a drawer, then took
out a very realistic looking dildo.”

Blushing, she took it form him as he handed
it to her.

“That's about the right size. Figure out how
to get that down your throat without gagging. There'll be others in
your room, smaller ones. You can practice all you want. I'd suggest
doing it on an empty stomach, perhaps in the morning.”

She held the dildo awkwardly, blushing
furiously.

“For now, get down on the floor. Lay down
there,” he said. “On your back.”

Pulse racing, she obeyed, getting down on her
knees, then sitting back and then hesitantly laying back.

“Raise your knees and spread your legs
wide.”

She cringed mentally but obeyed as he looked
down at her.

“Now I want you to masturbate.”

She stared at him, appalled, face going
white, then beet red.

“You're embarrassed by the thought?”

She started to nod her head jerkily, then remembered his
admonishment to answer orally.

“Yes, sir!”

“That's okay. Once you've done it most
anything else will probably not embarrass you much. That is, by the
way, one of the reasons I'm having you do it. I want to break down
your embarrassment, your uneasiness, your anxiety. I don't want to
have sex with a trembling, wide-eyed virgin who jumps at my every
touch. So we're going to break down your inhibitions.”

She stared up at him helplessly.

“Spread your knees wider.”

She obeyed as best she could, the tendons in
her thighs aching as she stretched them.

“Lift your feet off the floor, then. Bend
your knees fully, and then let them fall to the sides as much as
you can.”

Again, Regan obeyed, chest rising and falling
rapidly.

“Put the head of the dildo into your mouth to
moisten it.”

She obeyed, flinching, horribly
embarrassed.

“Now run it up and down along your
pussy.”

Again she obeyed, emotions seething within
her so that she felt light-headed.

“Now push it into yourself.”

She changed the angle, staring up at the
ceiling, not looking at him. It was easier that way. She felt the
rounded nose pushing in against the lips of her sex, forcing them
in and then apart, spreading them open as it sank slowly through
the mouth of her sex.

“Do you need a lubricant?”

She jerked her head, then managed to say
“N-No, sir!”

This had certainly not been the kind of thing
she'd imagined doing! But she had no choice, and slowly worked the
dildo into herself, more than a little surprised that she did not,
in fact, need a lubricant. She was, it seemed, somewhat moist
inside, and the sheen of saliva on the dildo eased its passage as
she worked it slowly in and out.

While he watched.

“Do you have a dildo at home?”

She shook her head helplessly, still staring
at the ceiling, working the dildo in by feel.

“A vibrator?”

“No,” she gulped.

“Deeper. It's only ten inches. I'm sure you
can get almost all of it inside.”

She had to twist and pump it in and out, and
that was far too close to real masturbation for her comfort. Her
mind squirmed with embarrassment, with humiliation, as she obeyed
him, and she clenched her teeth against the anger at his perverse
order. The least he could have done was given her some time to get
used the idea her body was his to play with as he chose!

It also struck her as bizarre that he was
still fully clothed, sitting back in his chair, watching her. It
wouldn't have been so bad if he was naked, too, and they were doing
something – together.

But she was alone, putting on a show for
him!

“Maybe we should get you a vibrator too.”

“N-No,” she gulped.
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Forbes got up anyway, and crossed to the
cabinet. He returned with more than just a vibrator.

“Get on your knees,” he said. “Keep the dildo
inside you.”

The dildo was three quarters of the way up
inside her, and she moved awkwardly and carefully with it sticking
out between the lips of her sex as she moved to her knees. He had
tossed the stuff onto the chair, but now brandished a collar, a
black leather collar with a round ring in the center. She knelt,
heart thumping, as he placed it around her throat, then fastened it
behind her.

Next came a pair of leather wrist
restraints.

“Hold your hands out,” he ordered.

The restraints fit firmly around her slender
wrists as she watched him anxiously fasten them together.

“This is largely for effect, of course, and
symbolic as well.”

He held up something else, a sort of chain, a
Y-shaped chain.

“Stand up.”

She stood up, and watched him fasten the dual
ends of the chain to her nipple rings, then pull the single end up
to the ring in her collar. He fastened it so that the chains were
taut as she stood there before him.

“Hands behind your back.”

Again, her fear and alarm surged, but she
obeyed, and felt his hands on her wrists, felt the restraints
fastened together. He gripped her arm and sat back on the chair,
then pulled her forward.

“Across my lap,” he said calmly.

And then she understood. He was going to
spank her! It only took a moment to understand why, for she realize
she had, yet again, failed to answer orally, and then failed to say
'sir', and had done so several times.

Inside, she wailed at the unfairness of that.
Her mind was spinning at what he was having her do. How could she
remember things like that!?

But the thought of a spanking filled her, not
with fear, but with a sense of mortifying embarrassment. She was no
little girl to be spanked!

But with her wrists locked behind her there
was nothing she could really do about it.

He drew her forward, adjusting her body
across his lap.

Regan was painfully aware of her nudity, as
she felt her bare flesh sliding across the fabric of his trousers
and jacket, felt the soft, sensitive skin of her breasts sliding
down to press against the side of the chair as her head hung down.
She almost automatically tried to raise her head up to look back
but then gasped as she realized that pulling on the collar tugged
against her nipples.

Her face burned at the view he must be
getting, and she gasped as she felt his left hand lay on her
buttocks and his right – his right between her legs, gripping the
dildo. He slid it out a ways, then pushed it back in, his fingers
twisting and turning it as he pumped it slowly in and out.

“Oh!” she gasped, as she felt the head of the
thick dildo pushing achingly deep.

“What is my name?” he asked calmly.

“D-Dillon Forbes!” she gasped.

Crack! His left hand slapped down
sharply on her buttocks.

Regan yelped, her legs kicking.

“My name, as far as you are concerned, is
Sir,” he said in a soft voice. “Say it with me.”

“S-Sir!”

Crack! His hand slapped down sharply
again.

“Again.”

“Sir!” she cried.

His left hand kneaded her buttocks while the
right continued to pump and twist the dildo. As he did so, his
fingers brushed across her clitoris with distressing regularity,
and despite herself Regan began to feel a dark surging heat within
her lower body.

“You are my personal servant,” he said,
caressing her upraised buttocks.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“But let's not bandy words, Regan. You are my
sex slave.”

Crack!

She gasped and squirmed helplessly. The slaps
were sharp and stinging!

“That means your body is owned by me until
such time as I release you from the contract or it expires.”

Crack!

“The government, in its infinite wisdom, has
seen to it that I am gifted with permission to motivate surly and
lazy workers into proper obedience.”

Crack! Regan's bottom was starting to
heat up under the repeated blows.

“And that disciplinary power extends to
employees who do not learn their role with proper alacrity.”

Crack!

“I realize this is all quite new to you, of
course.”

Crack!

“And I want to help you in falling into your
new role with as little difficulties as possible.”

Crack!

“You're still a young lady, and the young
often learn best from painful experience.”

Crack!

“This is not your school where your grade
will be cut for mistakes.”

Crack!

“This is not a place where mistakes will be
tolerated at all.”

Crack!

“Is that clear?”

Crack!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Who am I?”

“S-Sir!” she gasped.

His fingers massaged her buttocks and rubbed
at her clit.

“And who are you?”

“I-I'm... me...”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You are my slave. I use the word
deliberately. You're a bright girl, and so your problems will not
come from stupidity but pride and inhibitions. Abandon them
now.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please, sir!”

“Abandon your pride and inhibitions. A slave
may have neither. Think of yourself as a slave, and you will not
feel outraged or indignant at the orders you are given. Think of
yourself as a slave.

“Crack! Crack!

“You can be as contented and as happy as you
decide to be. Think of your resentment, your indignation, your
outrage, and you will be such.”

His fingers worked the dildo in and out,
slowly, stroking lightly against her clit as his left hand slid up
her side and under to knead her breast.

Regan's bottom was a throbbing mass of heat
now, and she moaned as she felt him abandon her pussy and spread
her buttocks apart. Then her eyes widened as she felt his finger...
or something... pressing against her small, tight round back
opening.

“Oh! Don't!” she cried, jerking her head up
and around.

That, of course, tugged sharply on her
nipples, but the more stinging pain came from a half dozen sharp,
hard, fast slaps to her throbbing bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That is not a word you are permitted to use,
slave girl,” he said. “This body belongs to me. I can do with it as
I wish. You have no say in the matter. Understand?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

She felt him spreading her buttocks again,
and felt the pressure against her opening. She bit her lower lip as
it increased. It was rounded, and it was slippery, and it pushed
into her bottom slowly, then more quickly as he slapped her
buttocks several times, distracting her.

She could feel it inside her, could feel the
base of it pressing against the outside of her, flat and small,
like a coin.

He pushed her off him, though holding her arm
so she didn't tumble in a helpless heap on the floor.

“Now kneel,” he ordered.

He stood up, and pulled at her collar,
arranging her sitting on her heels, her knees wide, her head up and
back. He unlocked her wrist restraints from each other, then had
her put her hands together behind her neck, where he again locked
them together, and to a ring in the back of the collar.

“Arch your back more,” he ordered.

Panting, gulping, sniffling, and trying to
cope with the surging emotions within her – not to mention her
throbbing buttocks, Regan knelt on the carpet, staring up at him as
he moved back to the cabinet and then returned with a short, thin
black stick of some sort.

He sat down before her.

“This is a riding crop,” he said. “It's quite
good for remonstrating with recalcitrant slaves girls. But I shall
use it sparingly provided you learn obedience and humility.”

It was perhaps two feet in length, and not a
lot thicker than her finger. It was black, and flexible, for he
bent it to and fro, and on its tip was a short, flat flap of
leather perhaps the size of a quarter. She gulped now as he rubbed
the flat over her breast. Her breasts were taut as she arched back,
and the thin chains were tugging on her nipples, distending them a
little, pulling them upwards.

“I think you'll agree that pleasure is much
preferable to pain,” he said.

He let the soft leather flap slide slowly
across her breasts, then downward, zig zagging across her taut
lower chest and belly, circling her abdomen, then lower still. She
gasped as it rubbed against her clitoris, producing another hot
rush of sensation.

“I realize you must be a little shocked at
this. I pondered how to handle things, whether it would be wiser to
break you in slowly, but I believe plunging in like this will, in
the end, be more enduring a lesson. The more your body is seen, the
less mortified you shall be when someone looks upon it. The more
quickly and sharply your failures are pointed out to you, the more
quickly you will learn not to exhibit them.”

His hand reached out, his fingers combing
lightly across the front of her bangs, pushing them back from her
eyes. Without her glasses, there was nothing to restrain them, and
she licked her lips as his hand then slid down along the side of
her face, caressing her cheek softly.

“You're a very pretty girl, Regan. And you'll
make a lovely slave. I have no doubts about it,” he said with a
smile. “You'll learn quickly, and come to accept this new role for
what it is – something temporary. Don't think of it as a role
you're acting. Put yourself into that role, and then you can ignore
how different it is from your normal behavior and experience.”

His voice was soft, and even friendly.
Despite herself, Regan felt a strange sense of gratitude, even
though that made no sense whatever. He was putting her through
this, after all, the pervert! But he wasn't being – well, cruel or
mean spirited about it. This was what he'd purchased, and it was
she, in a way, who had a problem with it. Of course, she'd expected
something rather less obviously slave-like, but then, it wasn't
like she'd really asked.

The truth was that while she'd had sexual
experiences, they were all with young men her own age, who were not
a particularly imaginative lot. Sex was quick and exciting, and
didn't involve anything remotely perverted. Certainly it didn't
involve being collared and spanked! Or of kneeling naked at his
feet with her hands locked behind her neck! This was not at all
what she'd expected! And so she felt a burgeoning sense of dismay
that was only somewhat tempered by the disturbing feeling of sexual
heat which roused from between her legs as he rubbed the pad of
the... the riding crop against her there.

It was funny, she thought dazedly, that while
she had referred to the IS system herself as slavery many times, as
did many others she knew, and while she knew she was going to be
giving herself to it for sex, she had never put the two words
together.

A sex slave!

That was what he called her, and in reality,
she supposed, that was what she was! And she'd given herself to
it!

She felt a chill run up her spine, but a
moment later heat chased it away.

He eased back in his chair.

“Lay down on your back, slave girl,” he
said.

She did so, awkwardly, since her wrists were
locked behind her neck, and she didn't want to put pressure on the
base of the dildo still protruding from her pussy lips.

“Now raise your legs straight up in the air,”
he said.

Flushing, she complied, holding her toes as
high as she could, trying to keep her legs straight.

“Now let your feet slowly fall apart. I want
to see how far open you can get your legs.”

Again she flushed, and let her legs fall open
– wide open, until the tendons in her thighs stretched and
ached.

“I want you to practice stretches, do yoga or
something. I want you to eventually be able to spread your legs
fully open.”

He leaned in, rubbing the pad of the crop
against her clitoris again, and Regan's breath caught at the sudden
rush of sensation.

“All right. I want you on your belly
now.”

Regan lowered her legs and rolled over with a
grunt of relief.

“Now on your knees. I want your bottom high,
but your chest on the floor.”

It was another graphic position. She had to
raise her bottom high, with her upper legs straight, then spread
her knees apart. It was a lewd position and she blushed to think of
him sitting behind, looking at her, right there! But she didn't
think of disobeying. And, in fact, she was feeling less ashamed,
the more time she spent naked around him. She supposed she was
getting used to it.

So she was less embarrassed than she might
have been, and the position was so blatantly sexual, so graphically
exposed, that she felt a strange quiver of dark arousal running
through her. It was such a brazen, shameless position, after all!
But the real problem with it was that her head had to be pulled
back as she knelt with her breasts pressed to the floor, and the
chains were pulling harshly at her aching nipples!

The crop slid between her thighs, the pad
rubbing at her clit again, and Regan moaned softly. The more she
got used to this obscene exposure, the less shamed, embarrassed and
outraged she became, the more she felt the hot, dark, nasty sexual
undertones, and the physical sensation he was rousing in her
body.

And it was hard to decide what to do about
that. The Regan side of her was indignant and rejected it entirely.
The slave side of her, however, and she was coming to understand,
to even accept that this was, indeed, to be her role, had no such
dismay. For to be a slave, a sex slave, meant that, as he said, she
should have no shame, for her body belonged to him, and she had no
choice in anything. No choices, meant no guilt.

She felt his hand on her wrists, then,
pulling her up and back. He pulled her to her feet, and released
her.

“Keep your back arched, slave girl,” he said,
rubbing her nipple with the crop.

She jerked her shoulders back, wincing at the
pull on her nipples.

“Come with me, slave,” he said.

He slid open one of the french doors and
stepped out onto the patio, and Regan reluctantly followed, her
eyes darting around anxiously searching for anyone who might see
her.

There was an overhanging roof so that they
remained in shade, but it was warm outside, even in the shade. He
led her over to one of the roof supports, a narrow black painted
pole spouting from the granite stone and rising to the edge of the
roof overhead, then turned her, backing her against it. He unlocked
her wrist restraints from the collar, drew them up behind the beam,
and locked them together again. Then he squatted low, drawing her
ankles back to either side of the post, and locking them behind
it.

She looked at him nervously as she sat down
comfortably at the nearby table.

“It's a lovely day, is it not?”

Yes, sir,” she said anxiously.

“How do you feel?”

“Afraid,” she gulped.

He raised his eyebrows. “What are you afraid
of?”

She hesitated. “Of someone seeing me.”

“Someone will see you. Many people will
eventually see you. You need to stop being ashamed at being seen.
Your body is excellent, and will get better, more toned, more fit,
once she you begin exercising more regularly. It's a beautiful body
and, like a work of art, everyone will appreciate seeing it. You
have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“It's still.. embarrassing.”

“Understandable, given the culture. But that
will fade with exposure. No pun intended. Once you get used to the
thought of being a sex slave, a love slave, you'll shrug off being
seen naked as easily as, say, a European girl at a nude beach.”

There was a small metal box on the table, and
he did something to it.

“What do you think of the view?”

She made a face, since she was, of course,
facing him. Nor could she turn, since her wrists were trapped in a
ring set into the back of the pole. She could turn her head,
however, and in any event, she had seen the view as they came
out.

“It's beautiful,” she said, somewhat
dryly.

He chuckled. “You'll be able to see it a lot
better in future. I want your inhibitions to be lowered first.”

Then the door opened and the black man in the
suit came through.

Regan's face instantly turned beet-red, and
she jerked her eyes down, cringing with embarrassment.

“Yes, sir?” the man asked, apparently taking
little notice of her.

“Ah, George. Get me the paper, would
you?”

“Yes, sir,” he said, turning and going back
inside.

“George has been with me for years. He's a
wonderful man,” he said.

Regan didn't reply. Her face was burning as
hotly as her buttocks had been earlier.

He returned, and she cringed again as he
handed the newspaper to Forbes.

“George, what do you think of this slave
girl?”

“She looks lovely, sir,” George said in a
calm, toneless voice.

“Lovely breasts, don't you think?”

“They appear to be a generous size, and
nicely proportioned, Mr. Forbes.”

“Regan, this is Mister Smith. You will call
him Mr. Smith. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, blushing furiously.

“Thank you, George. That will be all.”

Regan felt slightly dazed, her mind still
squirming with embarrassment at the encounter. She not only was
completely naked but the bottom of the dildo was still protruding
from her naked sex! Her sex lips were closed quite tightly around
it, and she hadn't really needed any orders to keep it in
place.

He read the paper. While she stood there,
naked, arms above her head, he read the paper, only looking up at
her from time to time to ensure her chest was properly pushed
out.

And he pressed the button repeatedly. The
next time, a black woman he introduced to her as Irene came to see
what he wanted. She was in her mid-twenties, slim buxom, narrow
faced, with coffee colored skin. She wore a black maid dress, and
was not nearly as good as George in not staring at her.

She fetched him a cup of coffee, which, of
course, meant she had to return. And then he introduced her.

“Look at her, Slave girl,” he ordered.

Cringing, Regan was forced to bring her eyes
up to the girl's face.

“Say hello.”

“H-Hello,” she croaked.

“Hello,” the woman said with a cross between
amusement and fascination.

“This is slave girl. You can call her Slave,”
Forbes told her.

He turned to Regan. “Slave, you will call her
Miss Irene.”

She left, but returned when he wanted
cookies. Then George returned as he wanted a magazine. Then Irene
returned when he wanted fresh coffee. Each time they returned he
spoke to them for a minute or so, just to prolong the agony of
exposure for Regan, and each time she cringed inside.

But a little less each time.

After the fifth or sixth time, though, she
let her anger out into the open.

“Are you going to keep me naked all the
time!?” she demanded.

He looked at her thoughtfully.

“You forgot to say sir.”

She felt a spike of fear. “Sir. Are you going
to keep me naked all the time, sir,” she said, moderating her
tone.

“No, I don't think so. That would quickly
become boring. But I think you can take it for granted that
whatever you wear will show off that wonderful body of yours to its
best potential. I have your size and measurements and have ordered
a number of things for you, including lingerie.”

Regan could just guess what kind of lingerie
that was!

He got up and went into the house, leaving
her there on the patio by herself.

Still naked. Still locked in place, unable to
hide a thing.

And then, obviously at his instructions,
Irene came outside, with a bucket and a mop. Again, Regan cringed
and jerked her eyes down, as the woman calmly set out to mop the
patio, moving carefully up and down its length, moving the patio
furniture aside as she worked. It took her about a half an hour
before she was done, and she did not stint from mopping right up to
and over Regan's bare toes where she stood against the pole,
either.

For the first few minutes she wanted to fall
into a hole! But gradually, she began to get used to it. She felt
embarrassed and awkward the entire time, though, wondering what the
other woman thought of her.

Then George came out to help her move the
furniture back into place, and again she cringed and closed her
eyes in embarrassment, cursing Forbes. The intellectual side of her
could not really argue with his belief that she would, eventually,
get used to being seen naked – and more than naked given the dildo
sticking out of her! But that didn't make it any easier to cope
with the humiliation now!

Then Forbes returned, and he had in his hand
another dildo – of sorts. It was shorter, and thicker than the one
inside her, and it had a strange rounded base, as though someone
had crafted testicles on it, then squeezed them together. He drew
the first one out of her, then pushed the second slowly up inside
as she gulped and stared around anxiously.

She was tight, but the first dildo had
loosened her, and the new one did push in easily enough, push in
all the way, in fact, until the rounded thing at the bottom was
jammed up against her sex. There seemed to be a small opening
between the rounded thing and the base of the tube, however, for
the round part actually slid up against the top of her sex over her
clitoris as the thick, full shaft was driven into her.

And then it began to buzz and quiver against
her.

Against her clitoris.

The dark black cock thing was sufficiently
thick that even with the heavier weight of it he could leave it in
place and sit down again, watching her. She stared back, face
flushed, not knowing what to say, then dropped her eyes.

“Shoulders back, chest out,” he said.

She obeyed, but still didn't look at him. Did
he think he was going to make her come just by shoving this... this
vibrator thing into her!? Well, she wasn't going to!

“I do want you to know that I'm not an unkind
man, Slave,” he said. “I don't wish to needlessly cause you
emotional pain. But I do want my fantasy girl, and you've agreed to
play the role. Perhaps this wasn't precisely what you expected, but
trust me when I say you could be in far worse positions.”

He got up again and walked over to her, then
unclipped the chains from her nipple rings. She sighed a bit at the
release of pressure, the release of pain, and then gulped as he
licked his fingers, caught her nipples between the pads of thumbs
and forefingers, and began to gently massage them. They were
already hot and throbbing and stiff, and now with the rush of
relief the chains removal brought, they felt far better.

And his rubbing, stroking fingers were making
them feel better still.

He let his hands move slowly over her body,
cupping and kneading her breasts, fingering her nipples, caressing
her hips and belly. One hand slid between her legs, cupping the
dildo or vibrator, or whatever it was, pushing it up, twisting it a
little so it ground against her clit as it buzzed.

“Such a gorgeous little body,” he said
softly. “Perfect breasts, silken skin, flat belly, and this smooth,
beautiful little pussy. And it all belongs to me.”

He leaned in against the nape of her neck,
his left hand kneading her breast as his right rubbed and ground
the vibrator against her. The inside shaft twisted and turned, and
Regan felt a sense of dark, heated breathlessness taking hold as
her chest grew tight and her loins thrummed with energy.

It wasn't his body, she wanted to cry. It was
her body! And yet, it was his, in a way, she acknowledged, and that
gave her a flickering sensation as if she were standing, or
floating outside her own body, observing but not a part of what was
taking place. There was a strange sense of comfort there, of
relaxation.

And then the orgasm blossomed inside her, and
her eyes went wide as her hips began to buck uncontrollably, her
body to shake and arch and jerk against the restraints as she
gurgled in helpless, mindless pleasure.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Forbes seemed pleased at her orgasm, thought
Regan herself was mortified and angry – at herself. He pretended
not to notice as he unlocked her and led her back into the house,
then showed her her room. It was far more luxurious than the room
of a slave girl ought to be. And it had a view of the river below.
The rug on the floor was every bit as comfortable and soft and
thick as the one on his bedroom floor.

There was a large flat screen TV on the wall,
and all the luxury one would expect of a bedroom in a house like
this, she supposed. There was a gas fireplace in the corner, and a
computer on a desk set against the opposite wall with a large
monitor.

“I'll leave you to your own devices for now.
There are no clothes here. Just for the time being I want you to
remain naked to get used to it. Dinner will be at six, and you'll
eat with me in the main dining room. In the interim, I suggest you
get to work finding the sites on the internet where you can begin
to learn the things I've set you to learn. Those were not
suggestions, and I will be checking on them – and punishing your
lack of effort.”

He tapped her nose with his finger then
turned to go.

She glared after him, folding her arms across
her chest beneath her breasts, then sighed as the door closed,
turning to stare out the window.

Well, this was far worse than she had ever
imagined! It was like, as he said, she was a sex slave! That wasn't
the 'wife' they had described to her at the IS!

But, she was forced to admit, things could
have been worse. He was, given his perversity, not unkind, it
seemed. The place was very nice, beautiful even, and she had no
choice in any event.

Oral sex, lap dancing, and stretching? Great.
She was to train herself into being a whore!

For a long moment she felt her lower lip
trembling as she almost gave herself to despair. But then she
pulled herself back. He had said she could be as happy or as
miserable as she wanted, and that was certainly true. She didn't
see how she could be happy, but being miserable would avail her
nothing.

There was a knock on the door, and she
whirled from the window as it opened. Irene came in, carrying her
glasses and... she flushed red... a dildo.

“Mr. Forbes said you would need these to read
and, er, practice with,” she said, with the hint of a smirk.

She handed them to Regan, who blushed down to
her roots before the woman turned and left.

She glowered after her. Bitch, she thought.
See how well you handle something like this!

She sat down before the computer and
struggled to compose a letter to her parents which would give no
clue of what a miserable situation she'd found herself in, trying
to be upbeat by describing her lovely room. Then she tried to
research lap dancing. He had said they would try it the next day,
and she didn't want another spanking.

There were, unsurprisingly, many videos of
girls giving lap dances. It didn't seem terribly difficult, though
she was not much of a dancer. She set about practicing, though. She
turned the chair around, put the pillows from the bed on it, and
then tried to dance as the music came from the computer speaker,
imitating the dancers on the videos as best she could, practicing
the way they rolled their hips and ground their bodies.

After a while, she called a halt to it. It
was surprisingly tiring, and while in decent shape she was more of
an academic than a gymnast. She examined the dildo with distaste.
It looked like the one she'd original worn, the one he said was his
size. She took it to the en-suite bathroom and washed it. There was
a cabinet filled with body lotions, soap, shampoo, and various
toiletries. There were also several different kinds of lubricant,
all edible.

She hadn't eaten since the morning, and even
then had eaten lightly, out of nervousness. She was actually
somewhat hungry, but the activities of the day had distracted her.
Now she gazed at the dildo with dislike and distaste, but put a
towel down, knelt in front of the toilet, and set to work on it.
She had a pretty good idea that the central core of what he wanted
was deep throating, something she had little experience with.

And so, now, she tried.

And failed, gagging repeatedly, until her
face was red, her eyes watery, and she had to blow her nose several
times. She went back into the bedroom and researched it. She found
both instruction pages, and instructional videos giving various
bits of advice, including lubricating the thing thoroughly.

She went back in and tried again, extending
her tongue, opening her throat, and then sliding forward, eyes
closed. She did much better that time, though still gagged a lot.
She was, however, able to get the thing into her throat, which
produced a tremendous sense of victory, and a determination to get
it even deeper.

Nothing succeeds like success, and the
knowledge that she had no choice. That she had to learn how. Still,
it was a difficult experience, and she certainly didn't consider
herself expert at it by the time she called a halt and went back to
trying lap dancing again.

* * *

Dinner was, as she had feared it would be, an
embarrassing experience. It started out with her having to walk
down the hall and around the corner, then up the next hall, naked,
of course, and into the dining room. It was off the living room at
an angle, in a sort of separate room with glass walls all around.
There was a round, star-shell sort of chandelier over the gleaming
black table, and it felt quite bizarre to be naked there.

The table was already set, and she waited
anxiously, arms trying to cover her breasts as best she could
without being too obvious about it. There was nothing to be seen
through the glass walls on all three sides but trees, grass, and
the river, but even so she was nervous. When he appeared she moved
her arms and sat back against he back of the chair.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said. “Hungry?”

“Yes, sir,” she said reluctantly.

“Stand up,” he said.

She stood up uncertainly.

“Turn,” he said, twirling his finger.

She turned slowly, and he reached out to halt
her, his hand cupping her bottom.

“Why is the plug not in place?” he asked.

“Uhm, I didn't think it had to stay
there.”

“Did I tell you to take it out?”

“No... sir.”

“It's to get you used to the idea of anal
sex. I intend to make use of your lovely little bottom, and want it
ready for me.”

“But – .”

“Are you arguing with me?”

“Uhm, no... sir, it's just that – .”

He stood up and took her arm, firmly but not
roughly.

“Bend over the table,”” he said.

“But – !”

“Now you're arguing again.”

She bit her lip and bent over as he pressed
her body down. She felt her breasts pillow out against the sleek
wood of the table as he produced the crop from somewhere, then
cried out as it cut across her bottom, then again, then a third
time, just as George showed up.

“Are you ready for dinner, sir?” he
asked.

“Give us two minutes, George, then bring it
on,” Forbes said.

“Very good, sir.”

He turned and left, and then the crop snapped
across her bottom a fourth time, then a fifth before he sat down
again.

“Go and get the plug, insert it, and return,”
he said.

“And don't take all day or you'll get five
more,” he called after her.

Rubbing her stinging bottom, Regan hurried
down the hall to her room, got the plug from the bathroom where
she'd left it after washing, and then, using the lube, quickly
inserted it before hurrying back.

She blushed hotly at the sight of George, who
was setting bowls on the table from a wheeled dinner tray, then
moved to sit down.

“No, just stand there for a minute,” Forbes
ordered.

She did, shifting her weight uncomfortably
from foot to foot, blushing as George finished putting the food on
the table and departed.

Forbes looked at her a long moment, and she
squirmed inside, wondering if he was angry and would punish her
further. Then he pointed at the floor next to his chair.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

She repressed a groan, then obeyed, kneeling
beside the chair. She didn't need to be told to spread her knees
wide.

“Turn.”

She turned around, and he drew her wrists
back behind her and locked them in place, then he turned her
again.

And then he began to eat, while she looked
on, her stomach rumbling at the delicious scent of the food.

George came in and did something at the table
she couldn't see from her level. She blushed again for him to see
her like this, on her knees, legs apart, like some sort of... slave
girl...

For several minutes he did nothing, hardly
even looking at her. Regan didn't dare protest or ask for food. He
certainly knew she was there, after all. He would give her food
when he chose to. She might be new at this slave business, but it
didn't take a lot of intellect to figure that out!

And then he held out his hand. There was a
piece of steak in it. He held it before her mouth, and Regan looked
at it, looked up at him, felt a surge of indignation, and then
smelled how delicious the steak was. Her instant inclination to
ignore it, to refuse to eat, faded, and she licked it gingerly out
of his hand, then ate as he turned back to his plate.

The gall of the man! The insufferable
arrogance!

But when he held out another piece, she took
it. The steak was, after all, delicious. She was hungry. And it
took no great leap of effort to know that if she refused she would
do without dinner. She'd probably do without breakfast, too, and
yes, lunch and dinner, until she decided to take it from his
hand.

And she had no choice whatsoever. He was in
total control of her, and she daren't even protest!

There was a slow, grudging, reluctant
shifting taking place within her mind, for her to take in the
concept of total helplessness, of the realization she could affect
nothing by resisting, could not argue, could not refuse, could not
avoid. She could only obey his wishes, whatever those wishes were,
however embarrassing or unreasonable. It was such a tremendously
different idea to someone who had grown up always questioning and
arguing it was a difficult one to fully embrace.

She took another piece from his hand, then
another. And then he held his fingers out to her, greasy fingers.
He pressed them against her lips and, reluctantly, she opened her
mouth slightly as they pushed in, sliding through her soft lips and
over her tongue. A part of her mind rebelled again, but there
really was nothing to be done, and so she closed her lips around
them, sucking, licking, as her eyes rolled up to see him looking
down at her.

She blushed, but there was a dark sense of
heat between her legs despite her indignation, and when he pumped
his fingers slowly in and out it was impossible to miss the point,
or what she would soon be doing and to what body part.

The idea didn't frighten her, however. A part
of her would have preferred it. It would be at least somewhat
familiar and less... subservient, less demeaning.

He fed her as he ate, now and then having her
clean off his fingers with her lips and tongue, and when he was
finished, George brought the plates away.

“Would you like anything for desert, Sir?” he
asked.

George considered. “Some ice cream, vanilla,
I think. Get a plate for the slave, too.”

“Yes, sir,” George said calmly, turning and
walking away.

“You won't always get a treat, Slave, but I
realize today has been a trying one. You should realize that in
future, much will depend on your obedience and proper behavior. Not
only will improper behavior be punished physically, but you will
find your meals getting much more plain. They will be nourishing,
of course, but they will be plain and unadorned. Your
accommodations can likewise change. There is a large cage
downstairs you can spend your nights in if your behavior merits
it.”

Regan gulped at the thought.

George returned with a bowl of ice cream, and
a spoon. He set it on the table. In his other hand was a plate of
ice cream, which he set on the floor before Regan. She stared at it
in some confusion, then up at Forbes.

“Go ahead,” he said. “I'm not going to feed
it to you. I dislike cold fingers.”

“But...”

“I'm coming to dislike that word,” he said in
a warning tone.

“I'm sorry, sir!” she said, not wishing to
see the cage in the basement. “I just meant to say I can't eat it
without my hands.”

“Certainly you can. I imagine if you were
starving you'd have no difficulty in eating anything without hands.
Lay on your belly.”

What a bizarre idea! And yet, now that he'd
said it she knew she could not refuse. She sat down, then had to
maneuver herself down onto the floor with her arms locked behind
her, and wriggle around so he was on her belly before the
plate.

“Now draw your knees in and raise your bottom
high,” he said from above.

Regan hesitated, panting, then obeyed,drawing
her knees in, forcing her bottom into the air.

“Legs spread,” he said.

Flushing a little, she spread her knees
apart, gasping a little as her breasts were crushed beneath her
against the floor. Then she licked awkwardly at the plate of ice
cream.

Of course, he made sure George came in to do
something or other, so that she could be embarrassed anew, and then
Irene came in to clear off the rest of the table, further
humiliating her! But she knew she had no choice but to obey. It was
extremely awkward eating like that, licking at the ice cream, which
required pressing her chin down against the edge of the plate, and
sort of slurping at it. And it made her face more than a little
messy.

When she was finished, he had Irene clean off
her face with a washcloth, which was further humiliation, then
finally unlocked her wrists, only to put her on all fours and clip
a leash to her collar.

“Now, we're going to go into the library,” he
said. “Keep your head up, and your bottom raised.”

Regan knew a new sense of outrage even as he
tugged at the leash. She started to move awkwardly, almost by
instinct, and then the crop snapped across her buttocks, jerking
her mind back to attention as he led her, crawling, crawling like
an animal, across the floor and up the hall!

And of course, probably by design, she must
endure the further shame and humiliation of being led, crawling,
past Irene, who smirked down at her as they passed!

The library's walls were covered in built-in
bookshelves. There was an ancient desk before ten foot tall French
doors, and at one end was a leather sofa and chair. The rest of the
floor was largely empty, its center covered by a thick blue rug.
Forbes removed the leash, and sat on the leather chair.

“I want you to straddle this, Slave,” he
ordered, indicating a strange looking object next to his chair.

Next to the chair was a flat, half inch high
base of polished wood, largely the same collar as the hardwood
floor upon which it sat. The base was perhaps two feet square. Upon
it was a thick, round wooden – well, there was no point in
pretending, it was a wooden cock, slightly curved to the rear.
There was a smaller wooden projection behind it, somewhat like a
mushroom, and Regan gave him a sour look before crawling over to
straddle the thing.

She knelt, straddling the wooden cock,
settled herself down until she could feel and see it pressing
against the opening to her sex, then sank slowly, gingerly
downward. She was again somewhat surprised, and somewhat miffed to
discover she was moist within. The fact was that the entire day had
been overladen with a sexual atmosphere like none she'd ever
experienced. She'd been naked longer than at any point in her life
since she had been a small child, and in a public fashion.

As embarrassing as that was the sexual
atmosphere had been inescapable, and her body had responded, to
some extent. So while she was tight, she was able to slide herself
slowly down the length of the wooden cock until she felt her
wrinkled rear opening press against the mushroom. And there she
stopped.

Of course, that was not what Forbes wanted,
and she'd known that. And of course, he didn't let her get away
with it. He had her shift her knees further apart, then even
further, to the very edges of the frame. He then drew her arms up
and back behind her head once more and locked them to the ring
behind her collar. He produced two small leather straps which slid
through openings in the base, and locked her bent legs far
apart.

He did not require her to sit lower, but
Regan soon came to feel the strain of maintaining the unnatural
position, especially since she must arch her back up towards him
the entire time. She felt the pressure against her back opening
growing, and slowly, despite herself, she sank down, the 'mushroom'
forcing her sphincter wide and then sliding inside her. Her anal
opening closed behind the thicker part of the thing, and her body
sank fully down onto the base.

There were two problems with that, however.
The first of which was that the wooden cock was rather long, and
pushed uncomfortably against the back wall of her sex as she sat
upon it. The second was that there was a narrow, sharp angled rise
in the base right at the front of the base of the thing, so that
when fully down it jammed in uncomfortably against the top of her
sex – against her clitoris, to be specific.

She wasn't at all sure why it was placed
there. It certainly wasn't to arouse her, for in fact, the longer
she sat upon it the more she ached.

It was only natural to try to ease that ache,
as well as the one deep in her belly, and thus she used her leg
muscles to raise her up a little from the base. The problem with
that was the mushroom in her backside acted rather like a plug,
with the top part – the part inside her – much wider than the
bottom part, which was attached to the base and which the ring of
her anal opening was squeezed tight around.

As the ache grew, however, she forced herself
to rise up, to ease the pain. She felt the mushroom part spreading
her back passage wider and wider until it slid out completely, and
rested against the outside of her wrinkled opening. She held
herself like that, straining her leg muscles as her throbbing pussy
basked in relief. But her legs ached, and she had to sink back down
again, letting the mushroom penetrate her and sinking her pussy
back onto the angled V of wood.

Forbes did not seem to be even looking at
her, reading a book instead. But she knew there was no point in
complaining. To say that it hurt would be redundant. It was clearly
designed to hurt. Why, she could only guess. Was she being
punished?

And then Irene came in, bringing a glass of
wine and handing it to Forbes, while Regan blushed furiously and
dropped her eyes.

“Irene, bring us some lube, would you?” he
asked carelessly.

“Yes, Mr. Forbes,” she said.

Regan felt a sharp shock of embarrassment and
anxiety, and sat very still, looking at the rug as the woman
crossed the room, opened a drawer, from the wound, and
returned.

“Slave. Rise up a little,” she heard Forbes
ordered.

Her face burning, Regan forced herself
upwards, so that the mushroom plug pulled free of her bottom, and
her pussy slid up along the wooden cock.

Irene knelt beside her, and Regan ignored
her, staring at the side of the chair.

“Back arched!” Forbes growled.

Regan jerked her head back, thrusting her
breasts out, but looked anywhere but at the Black woman as she did
something below her.

“Very well, you may slide down now,
Slave.”

Regan obeyed, and felt the instant difference
in how slick the lower part of the cock was, as well as the
mushroom thing. The latter slipped inside her quickly, and she sank
fully down onto the base.

“Look at Irene,” he ordered.

Cringing inwardly, Regan obeyed, eyes staring
up at the smiling Black woman.

“Thank her.”

“Th-Th-Thank you... Miss Irene,” she said in
a choked voice.

“You're welcome, slave,” Irene said.

Irene left, and Forbes turned back to the
book he was reading.

The lubrication did not ease the ache against
the front of her pussy, but did make the mushroom thing pop in and
out of her back passage much easier. In fact, the slow widening and
narrowing of her sphincter with the slippery thing sliding in, and
then out, felt almost sensuous, especially compared to the dull
ache in the front of her sex.

“Back arched,” he said.

She stiffened, pushing her chest out
more.

This was so bizarre! Why didn't he just fuck
her and get it over with!?
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Regan knelt in place, impaled upon the long,
thick wooden cock, the front of her pussy jammed achingly hard
against that narrow wedge of angled wood, her back arched, staring
up at the ceiling. Now and then her eyes rolled sideways towards
where Forbes sat, trying to catch him looking at her.

She could not stop trying to adjust herself
on her aching perch. The long wooden cock itself no longer ached so
much, as if her insides had stretched to accommodate its length.
And the one in her behind was not an issue at all. In fact, it
continued to feel strangely sensuous every time she rose and it
pulled slowly out of her back passage – and then again when she
sank back down.

But the wood jammed against her made her ache
with growing discomfort bordering on actual pain.

“Arch,” he said.

She jerked her shoulders back, gasping
weakly. Her eyes rolled up towards him but he seemed to be just
reading his book. She wondered if he'd even seen her or had just
said it in presumption she was slumping. Her back was aching now,
from all the arching, and he wasn't even looking!

Leaning back a little eased the pressure on
her clit, though, so she did that. But with the way her back was
arched she had to be careful not to overbalance and fall.

And then he slipped off the chair, knelt
before her, curled his fingers and slipped them through her nipple
rings. Regan gasped in pain as he jerked the rings up and forward,
stretching her nipples out.

“I said arch, Slave,” he growled.

“I-I'm sorry, Sir!” she gasped.

“I want these lovely breasts pushing up and
out like a statue,” he said.

He released the rings.

“Do you have to be punished for your
failure?”

“N-No, sir!” she gulped.

“I think perhaps a little physical reminder
is in order, Slave.”

She watched him anxiously as he reached for
the crop, holding her position as she stared at it coming down
against her right breast. He rubbed the flat tip back and forth
against her nipple, then gasped as he drew it back a few inches and
slapped her nipple stingingly.

“Slave girls need to learn to obey, even if
they're uncomfortable,” he said.

He slapped the thing against her other
nipple, then the first again.

“Slave girls have to set their mind to endure
whatever task or position or duty their master sets for them,” he
said.

He alternated between one nipple and the
other, never drawing the crop back far, and using only the soft,
flat tip. Still it stung, and she gasped and moaned with each blow
as the center of her breasts grew pink.

“Let's try something else,” he said, his lips
quirking upward.

He produced the Y—shaped chain he had
previous attached to her nipple rings, but instead of feeding the
thing up to her collar he pulled it up and forward to the table
beside his chair and fastened it there with her nipples stretched
forward.

“Rise up a few inches,” he ordered.

Moaning, Regan obeyed as he did something
below her.

“All right.”

She sank slowly down the slick wooden cock,
feeling its hardness pushing up through the soft folds of her lower
belly. Then her back passage spread wide around the wooden mushroom
and drew it inside as the front of pussy pushed against – something
different.

She looked down to see a soft pad of some
sort atop the sharply angled wood. The pad certainly felt more
comfortable than the sharp bare wood, but she didn't understand why
– and then it started to buzz, and she saw the wire leading from it
to some place under his chair and behind it. She gulped and looked
at him, but he was already back reading his book.

She felt another surge of irritation, of
anger. Did he think she was going to like it now or something!?

The front of her pussy was hot and throbbing
and aching, and pressing down against the padded thing still hurt,
but the sharpness of the ache was absent, and a deep sense of
relief gripped her sore flesh there even as the thing buzzed
against her.

Regan was dismayed to feel the sudden surge
of pleasure within her, and resolutely resisted it. But like a drug
the pleasure spread through her body and began to influence her
mind. Though she fought it, little by little she felt her
decisiveness fading under the throbbing heat within her. Her
breathing grew quicker as her body began to move almost of its own
accord. She rose up, and the feel of the mushroom, the butt plug,
or whatever he was calling it, spreading her open, was deeply
sensual as it pulled out, and even more so as she sank back onto
it.

She found herself, almost without any
conscious thought, moving, grinding and riding the thing as the
heat churned within her and her mind was swept by an ever growing
intensity of sexual desire, need and pleasure.

And still, he did not seem to notice, nor
care, until he spoke.

“You are not to come, Slave. I don't think
you've been a good enough girl to have that reward. So you must
inform me if you are close to orgasm.”

“I-I ...”

Regan didn't know what to do! Admitting that
she was indeed getting close to orgasm would be humiliating, but if
she didn't, and then came, he would surely notice, and then punish
her! Her mind, already clouded by sexual heat and hunger, swirled
with confusion before she felt the heat grow deeper.

“I-I am!” she gasped in a choked voice.

“You are what, Slave?”

“I-I'm going to... to come!” she gasped, face
burning, body throbbing.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm going to come, sir!” she gasped.

The buzzing stopped.

“You are not to come. If you do, you will be
severely punished.”

Regan moaned and did her best to repress the
heat within her. She leaned forward, jamming her pussy hard, hoping
the increase in pain would help her fight off the sexual pressure,
and it worked, as she felt her arousal beginning to subside.

Yet she felt horrible at degrading herself by
making that admission to him!

That helped to ease the pressure further –
until the thing began to buzz again.

She gulped and eased back, stretching her
nipples, hoping to pull her clit entirely away from the vibrating
pad, but she couldn't without her nipples hurting too much. She
strained in and out for a while, trying to ignore it, but her body
began to vibrate in tandem and that intoxicating sexual heat began
to take hold of her mind once more.

She arched back, hoping the pain against her
nipples would counter the pleasure, but soon found that the
stinging, throbbing fire in her nipples twisted and turned into
something far more seductive. Without even intending to, she began
to arch back in short, repeated motions which tugged her nipples
against the chains again and again, stretching them, sending sharp
little tingling bursts of heat through her chest and down into her
belly to meet the churning heat from between her legs.

She was riding the wooden cock, sliding up
and down perhaps two inches, gasping and panting as she neared
climax.

And then fear broke through her hazy
mind.

“I-I'm going to come, sir!” she croaked.

The buzzing stopped at once, and she moaned,
feeling a terrible sense of disappointment, even with her relief.
What could the punishment be, anyway, a part of her wondered? Even
if she was spanked again, or cropped, maybe it would be worth it to
come!

God! She had so wanted to come that time!

Again, she settled down, but then the buzzing
started again, and it was like adding a spark to a room filled with
gas, for her body very quickly exploded into uncontrolled heat. She
had, by this time, largely abandoned any sense of pride or care of
how he saw her, of how degrading her arousal was, for the
suffocating heat swirling within her allowed for no such interest
or care.

She began to ride and rock, gasping and
moaning, rolling her eyes up desperately at him as she did. A part
of her wanted him to turn off the vibrator, but she so desperately
wanted to come now! She knew she ought to tell him, and intended
to, but kept putting it off, enjoying the intensity of the heat
just a little bit longer.

And then it was too late. The orgasm erupted
within her, and there was no way to disguise her reaction as she
cried out in pleasure, her movements becoming far more energetic.
She leaned in against he buzzing vibrator, leaned forward, even to
the point of pulling her nipples achingly hard upwards as she
leaned down. Her body rocked in and back, as she rode the dildo, as
she jammed her ass back onto the mushroom, and the climax tore
through her like a flash-fire as hot steam blew through her
mind.

* * *

Her wrists ached as she hung in place. They
didn't ache much, for the leather restraints were well-padded, but
they did ache.

Forbes had not been happy with her. Her pleas
that she couldn't help herself were swept aside.

“OF course you could have. You made a
decision to defy me in order to embrace the pleasure of your
orgasm,” he said. “You decided that whatever punishment I was
likely to give you would be slight, and well worth it for the power
of the orgasm you knew was coming.”

That she had, in fact, thought precisely that
was somewhat disturbing given the indication of how well he
understood, and she had no answer, for claiming he was being unfair
was certainly going to accomplish nothing.

He had unstrapped her legs and had her pull
herself off the frame, then lean forward on hands and knees.
Another dildo, a much thicker one, was slowly worked into her
oozing, overheated pussy, and then a second was pushed deep into
her back passage, through sphincter muscles worked loose by her own
actions. They were both so thick they ached, but she dared not
protest, even as he attached the leash and made her crawl out of
the library and back up the hall.

Humiliation had settled on her as they'd
crawled through the kitchen, where both George and Irene could
observe her, and observe the thick black base of each of the dildos
protruding from her pussy and ass.

They had come down to the basement, and here
she looked around anxiously as he'd raised her to her feet,
replaced the restraints on her wrists with thicker ones, then drawn
her arms up above her head and together. A crank in the wall pulled
her up to her full height, pulled her until only the balls of her
feet touched the stone floor, then just her toes, and then not even
them.

Now she hung by her wrists, alone in the
basement room, lit only by a small window high up on one side. Her
legs hung below her like weights, her buttocks squeezing tightly
around the base of the dildo protruding from her ass, her thighs
squeezing tight around the other.

She was, in a strange way, glad to be alone,
at last, to be hidden away, in a sense. No one was there to witness
her degradation, and she wasn't actually in pain. She'd been
wide-eyed when she had realized his intent, and was still startled
and in some disbelief as she hung there, toes twitching just above
the floor below. This was like something out of some old movie! Did
people really do this sort of thing in the modern age!?

And yet, unquestionably, at least one man
did. And thus she hung by her wrists, which ached within the tight
grip of the padded restraints. Her arms were somewhat sore, too,
and she had discovered that she must, at least in a small way, make
use of those arms, of her muscles, to hold herself up from hanging
limply. Hanging completely limp made her chest ache, or perhaps it
was the muscles within it which were attached to her arms. She had
no idea.

Hanging completely limp also seemed to make
it impossible to breath, as if her diaphragm was unable to expand.
And so, while she might have thought that simply hanging in place
from the end of the chain required no particular effort, she was
discovering quite the reverse. She must employ the muscles in her
arms every time she inhaled, even as her body twisted lazily below
her.

It was certainly not the kind of punishment
she had expected. But, like the others, it was entirely sexual in a
twisted, sadistic sort of way. She supposed slave girls, sex
slaves, might once have been hung by their wrists. Yes, and
whipped, as well. But surely he could have selected something less
outrageous. Then again, he seemed to enjoy being outrageous, and
doing outrageous things to her. Perhaps, for a man of his wealth,
that constituted a hobby, or sport.

Everything he'd done to her or had her do
thus far had been sexually related, leaving her in little doubt,
not that he'd ever really had a lot, of the purpose behind his
'purchase' of her.

Personal servant indeed! He already had at
least two servants, and had no need of her to cook or clean for
him. No, she was to be his sexual toy. And he was playing with her.
And she had no legal choice whatever! Even if she were to run off
somehow the police would simply bring her back! She had forfeited
the right to control her own existence when she'd signed herself
into the program, and now she had to live with the results.

For some time she felt very sorry for
herself. But then she got angry and indignant, and felt quite
ill-treated. That gave way to a forlorn sort of sense of martyrdom,
of victim hood, much as though she really were some ancient slave
girl held by a cruel master: a pirate perhaps, or a leering
Arab.

And yet, such things were often intertwined
with romanticism, and as a voracious reader, Regan had read any
number of such stories in the past, when younger. Thus the sexual
tinge to her punishment, the heavy, and at times heady sexual
atmosphere she had experienced since her arrival, came together to
form a kind of masochistic sense of acceptance of her situation.
Rather than railing and ranting and anger against the injustice,
she hung in place feeling a stolid sense of, if not submission, at
least acquiescence to her fate.

She tried, in an intellectual fashion, to
hold herself detached from her situation, aspiring to a tranquility
she thought would, in a way, show her maturity in the face of
Forbes' absurd, kinky sexual games. She succeeded, to some degree.
That in itself was a testament to her adaptability. After only five
or six hours here she was already somewhat unshockable. If someone
had told her yesterday she would be hung naked by her wrists with
dildos in both her lower orifices she'd have run screaming for the
airport.

But she was growing hot, and growing tired.
The physical effort involved in simply breathing wore on her
strength, and it was not particularly cool downstairs to begin
with. Now a light sheen of perspiration lay upon her taut breasts
as she swayed slightly. She drew her head up and back against her
arms, cocking it to the side, staring up at her crossed wrists,
then looked down between her breasts, down the length of her body
to the floor below.

It was quite odd how detached she felt from
her lower body. It was almost like it was simply dead weight
dragging her down. She moved her legs to remind herself she could,
though that too was not easy. She could lift them up a little, but
not hold them in place for long. She could open them, pull her legs
out to the sides, but not keep them there long.

Doing so, though, reminded her of the dildos
stuffed achingly deep into her belly. They were quite tight, so
that moving or opening her legs had no affect on them. And when she
let her thighs come together again, her buttocks squeezed tight
around the base of the rear one, and her thighs pressed against the
other.

Being naked all day, looked on by strangers,
made to do perverted things, even made to climax, had all left an
impact on her. She was somewhat shocked by it all, dazed in a way.
At the same time, though, she was a young, healthy, and imaginative
woman whose sexual inhibitions were being melted away even as she
was taunted and teased and aroused. Forbes was turning her into a
sex object, and it was impossible for her not to feel very
sexual.

When was he going to actually fuck her, she
wondered. She refused to use the term 'making love' for she was
sure that would be an absurd perversion of Forbes' intent, not to
mention his likely behavior. She was not unduly concerned about the
thought, though a part of her ruefully and anxiously suspected he
would ensure she would be unable to resist his ministrations, that
she would, no matter what she would otherwise have wanted, climax
even as he made use of her body.

He had already shown his ability to
manipulate both her mind and her body, after all. And in his
arrogance he would require that his skills be quite undeniably
affirmed for him.

It amazed her that she could not even control
her own body. She should have been in such a state that pleasure
would not be possible. Yet he had robbed her of fear from the
start. And humiliation had been heaped upon her to such an extent
she had become almost inured to it. With fear and humiliation no
longer weighing upon her, and with her acceptance that she really
had no choice whatsoever, there was not even any real anger to
inhibit her body's response.

Even now, as she hung in place, the agitation
in her mind settling into dull acceptance, her mind fuzzed through
old romantic scenes and cliches, and a soft sexual acceptance hung
about her. Yes, she was a sex object. Yes, she was a sex slave. She
was his toy. There was no point fighting it. And yes, she was, as
he pointed out, quite lovely to look upon. She did have a very
attractive body. He was right that, of course, she had nothing to
be ashamed of there.

I'm a sex slave, she thought dispassionately.
Nothing strange about a sex slave being hung naked by her
wrists.

But for how long, she wondered as her
strength drained away. She wished he would come and fuck her, and
then put her in his cage or something.

And then there was the sound of footsteps on
the stairs, and she felt her pulse ratchet upwards. She swallowed
nervously, determined to show him no reaction, no fear, just a
passive acceptance.

And there he was, almost sauntering, the
arrogant pig!

He walked up to her and Regan refused to look
at him, though she was intensely aware of his presence and
location.

“And how is my naughty little sex slave
doing?” he asked.

She felt his hand on her back between her
should blades, and felt a surge of emotions; fear, anxiety,
excitement, indignation, and something suspiciously like
anticipation.

“I-I'm tired, sir,” she said, trying to keep
her voice calm and even.

“Tired? Hmm. But you've just been hanging
around here doing nothing.”

She rolled her eyes at him reprovingly but he
was moving behind her and didn't see. Now he had both hands on her
back ,on her upper back. They were warm and soft as he caressed
her, as they moved lightly up and down along her back, then along
her sides, from hips to ribs. She gasped softly as they slid around
to cup and caress her taut breasts, but struggled to show no
further reaction even as his fingers gripped her nipples and rolled
them between them.

Even hanging like this he was still taller
than her, though only slightly, and she felt his chest against her
back as his hands kneaded her breasts. One hand slid down her
belly, circling and stroking, then down further, his fingers
finding her clitoris and rubbing it lightly.

“Have you been bored without me, Slave?”

She felt a sudden sense of anxiety. What
should she answer?

“I-I don't know, sir,” she gulped.

“You don't know? How odd.”

He moved around in front of her, his hands
sliding across her body in an intimate yet almost casual fashion
before dropping off.

“Arch your back, Slave,” he ordered.

It was a strange request, but of course, she
had to seek to obey it. But pushing her chest forward required some
effort given her situation.

His hands returned to her breasts, lightly,
caressing.

“I love these breasts,” he said softly.

Despite herself, Regan felt a soft rush of
satisfaction, of pleasure as the compliment.

He hooked his fingers through her nipple
rings and pulled them slowly up and out, stretching them, making
her nipples burn and sting as she arched as far as she could.

He released them, chuckling, then moved away
from her. He returned with an odd looking device. It was a thin
black tube no wider than a pencil, but more than a foot long. On
its end was a glass ball the size of a golf ball. An electrical
cord hung from the base of it, and with the flick of a switch the
ball lit up.

“Have you been a naughty slave girl?”

“I-I uhm, yes, sir!” she gulped, eying the
ball nervously.

He raised the ball, and as it neared her
nipple she felt a rush of sensation, as if the very air had become
electric. The inside of the ball crackled with some colorful lines
of electricity, and she felt the crackle of it reach out to her
nipple. It didn't hurt, but the feeling was quite strange, like
invisible feathers caressing her nipple.

Then he touched her nipple and she gasped
aloud, as the sensation redoubled. It still didn't hurt – not quite
– but the rush of sensations made her quiver helplessly, as if tiny
ants were crawling across her nipple, and biting it on
occasion!

He eased the wand back, then played it across
her other nipple. Then he let it slide down her breast down her
middle, leaving her gasping again as the strange churning sensation
was within her skin and moving up and down with the wand.

He moved the wand back up, and back down,
chuckling softly to himself.

Playing with her. His toy.

He moved behind her and the wand slid down
her spine, making her gasp and quiver again, her back arching
again, involuntarily this time.

He moved around before her and drew the ball
across her hip and around her lower belly, circling her belly
button.

“Have you been a naughty slave?”

“Y-Yes, sir!' she gulped.

“Say it then. Say it aloud.”

“I... I've been a naughty slave, sir!” she
said, flushing deeply.

“Again. Louder.”

“I've been a naughty slave, sir!”

“And how have you been naughty?”

“I-I was – oh! – I-I had an orgasm without
permission, sir!”

He chuckled at her response as her rolled the
ball around her nipple, then drew it downward once more, and as it
rolled across her clit, Regan jerked sharply, a hot spike of
sensation rippling up through her belly.

“So what should be done to a Slave girl who
disobeys her master?” he asked calmly.

“I-I... she... she should be... has to be...
punished!” Regan squeaked as the ball rolled back and forth across
her clitoris.

It was not quite like a vibrator, yet it was
still making the nerve endings in the most sensitive location in
her body quiver and tingle and buzz violently.

And, God help her, she imagined his cock
thrusting into her right then and there with a sense of yearning
and need.

He moved around her and the glass ball slid
over her hip, then settled at the small of her back, just above her
buttocks. It rubbed lightly up and down here rubbing against the
narrow cleavage of her rear, then slid up her spine again to stop
behind her neck.

“So you think the slave girl needs to be
punished, hmm? Then you should ask it of me.”

He moved the wand around her chest, circling
her right breast, then her left.

“Go ahead,” he said.

Though now aroused Regan felt a sense of
indignation and frustration at the command, and yet, she could not
say no. She was his slave.

“Please... punish me, sir,” she whispered
reluctantly.

“Louder, slave.”

The ball glided across her trembling belly
and began to roll back and forth across her clitoris again.

“Please punish me, sir!” she gasped.

“And how should a slave girl be punished?” he
asked.

“I-I don't know, sir!” she moaned.

“Well, you are hanging by your wrists. That
is the traditional prelude to being whipped, wouldn't you say?”

A wave of anxiety and even fear swept her,
yet with it came a kind of reassurance. He wouldn't do that. He
wouldn't!

“I-I don't know, sir!” she gasped.

“But of course it is, Slave girl. I think a
good whipping might be just the thing to teach you proper
obedience.”

He moved behind her and she tried to twist
her head around, staring as he set the wand down on a low table and
then picked up... what she hadn't noticed before. It was indeed a
whip. It had a long, thick black handle, attached to which were
even longer leather laces. Regan braced herself anxiously, feeling
her lip quiver as he strolled back to her.

“Yes, indeed, a well-whipped slave girl is an
obedient and disciplined slave girl,” he said.

Regan's efforts at seeing him had twisted her
around, and he turned her back again.

“Now this won't hurt much,” he said. “Well,
it won't hurt me, in any event.”

Regan was not impressed by his humor.

She jerked her head desperately around but a
barked command forced her to look ahead. She felt the skin of her
back tingling with anxious anticipation as she awaited the first
blow. Then it landed, and she cried out, her body reacting
violently, her legs kicking and her back arching as she felt the
laces, spread out through flight, crackling across her soft back
like a rain of stinging bees.

Well, perhaps stinging mosquitoes.

It did not actually hurt very much, she
realized, with a dizzying wave of relief.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.

The laces cut across her back again, but they
were quite light in weight, and it was evident Forbes wasn't
swinging particularly hard. They rained down across the right side
of her back, and even along the sides of her ribs as she twisted
and gasped aloud. Eyes wide, she gasped again, yelping as the whip
cut across her other side, as the laces curled around her soft
ribs, one of them snapping lightly at the underside of her
breast.

Then they cracked down sideways across her
bottom, and that stung rather more, for he put more weight into the
blow. She yelped and her legs jerked spastically.

“Bad slave,” he said.

The laces cut across her back again, softer
than her buttocks, but harder then before. They did sting now,
though it was not a particularly heavy sting.

Again they swept across her bottom, then her
lower back, then her shoulders.

“Naughty sex slave,” he said.

“Bad little slave girl.”

“You must learn to obey your master.”

The blows came faster, and stung more, yet
even so, the pain was light, and with it came a strange, rising
sense of dark excitement, the thrill of the forbidden and
outrageous as her already flushed and tingling flesh was swept into
a masochistic scene of heady sexual arousal.

God, she thought in something like awed
outrage. He was really whipping her!

Of course, he wasn't. A part of her knew that
if he wished to, the pain would have her screaming and crying, not
gasping and whimpering and moaning with more thrumming sexual
arousal than pain.

But it did sting now! And she yelped with
each blow as it landed across her buttocks or back, and even more
when the laces curled around her ribs to slap against the sides of
her breasts! Her skin was becoming hot and pink all across her back
and buttocks, and now across her ribs. And then he moved in closer,
and the laces didn't merely nip at the sides of her breasts but
swept around her ribs to cut across her rigid nipples!

She yelped and moaned and twisted and kicked
helplessly, and as her body turned towards him he smiled and swung
the laces down across her belly, her lower chest, and then directly
across her breasts. It stung! But her entire body was flaring with
heat, and it was becoming impossible to separate the heat of sexual
hunger with the heat of physical exertion and the heat of pain.
They all melded together as beads of sweat began to stand out on
her forehead, and her chest, as the whipping grew sharper still and
the swat trickled lightly down her ribs.

The pain rose to the point of distraction, to
the point where the pleasure was being pushed back, and then he
stopped, and brought over another instrument. This was very much
like the wand, except the handle was thicker, as was the head. And
no electricity sprang from this device, for it was a powerful
vibrator. He stood before her, brought the rounded head against her
clitoris, and no amount of pride could stop Regan from screaming,
from trying to frantically grind herself harder against it as she
soared upward into a massive, all-encompassing orgasm.

The climax tore through her nervous system,
her muscles spasming and twitching without any conscious signal
from her overloaded mind. Her legs bounced and jerked and her body
danced wildly on the end of the chain as she gurgled breathlessly.
Her eyes were glassy as her body shook its way through the orgasm,
and thought was impossible, reacting to or caring about anything
but the storm of pleasure would not have occurred to her.

And then she hung limp, gasping for breath,
chest heaving, moaning dazedly as he looked on in amusement.
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Her body was pink, and criss-crossed in fine
red lines, but they didn't last through the night. Part of her
punishment was to be given no supper, so she went to bed hungry,
after having spent the evening practicing, as best she could, the
art of fellatio, as he had ordered.

Practicing anything else was out of the
question, for her body ached all over and she hadn't the energy to
try dancing or stretching.

She slept naked, but at least it wasn't in a
cage, but in the quite comfortable bed he'd assigned her. She
supposed that indicated she hadn't done too too badly in meeting
his expectations.

A part of her was embarrassed about that. She
didn't want to meet his expectations as a slave! As a sex toy! Yet
the realist in her knew that resistance could bring her nothing but
trouble, pain and discomfort. Again, it took some effort adjusting
her mind, her thinking, to the new reality that she had no choices
in life, that she could not say no, could not argue, could not make
any decisions, and that whatever a man wanted to do to her he
could.

And that included waking her quite early,
even though she hadn't really been able to fall asleep until a few
hours earlier. It dawned on her as she raised her groggy head that
she was not in a job with set hours and time off between. She was a
slave 100% of the time.

“Good morning, slave girl,” he said, wearing
nothing but pajama pants and a robe.

“Good morning,” she mumbled.

“Since you did so well yesterday, I've
decided to reward you by giving you something to wear today.”

The words did not fill her with excitement.
His tone of voice was more mischievous than she would have cared to
hear, and as she sat up she looked wearily at him, and then at the
collection of what looked like leather straps in his hand.

She got out of bed at his orders and he
attached a leash to her collar, then directed her to crawl
alongside him up the hall to the bathroom.

“Why do I have to crawl?” she grumbled.

“Because I wish it.”

“But why do you wish it?” she asked, honestly
dumbfounded.

“Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of
men?” he replied with a grin. “Who knows what strange and perverted
images and fantasies dwell in the back of their minds?”

“I'm not sure I want to know,” she said.

“Too bad. You're going to find out.”

He tugged on the leash and Regan crawled
along at his heels, feeling … dumb. They crawled to a large, a
ridiculously large bathroom which she hadn't seen the other day. A
third of the bathroom was taken up by a wall made up of fake stones
and greenery. Water spilled down it like a waterfall, into a pond.
A path past this led to a huge raised tub, and then to an open
shower area half the size of her bedroom. Floor to ceiling glass
walls looked out on the river beyond.

And all that running water suddenly made her
need to go.

“Uhm, sir? I need to go to the bathroom,” she
said, blushing.

“Of course,” he said.

He did not, however, offer to go outside.
Instead he led her to a door which led outside, and, still
crawling, she found herself blinking in the bright sunlight on the
grass, looking around anxiously for anyone who might be
watching.

He led her over near a row of brush and
looked at her.

She looked back.

“You said you had to go,” he said.

Regan eased up and back onto her heels,
staring at him.

“Well?” he demanded.

“But...”

She looked around at the bathroom.

“Oh now. You haven't been good enough to
qualify to use the toilet yet. You're still just an untrained
sexual animal. Animals go to the bathroom outside”

“Oh come on!”

“Evil. Hearts of men. Remember?” he said,
shrugging. “Sorry, but you're my toy. Go here, like a sexual
animal, like a bitch in heat.”

“I won't!”

“Refusal? That just brings punishment. Go
here or you'll have to hold it for a very long time.”

She stared up at him, aghast.

“And remember, if you go inside, on the
floor, then Irene will have to clean it up. She won't be happy with
you. I might even have her punish you for it.”

The idea of that was even more horrifying
than the thought of peeing while he watched! Regan's mind swirled
and churned with emotions, but when he started to tug her inside
she resisted.

“All right!” she exclaimed.

Blushing furiously, she turned her back on
him, but the leash pulled her back and she fell onto her back.

“No, no no, little slave. You belong to me,
remember? I own you. You don't get to hide anything from me. I make
all decisions, remember? You make none.”

“But...”

“I'm getting tired of that word. Get on all
fours. Now!”

He barked the last word and Regan obeyed.

“Spread your knees, and lower your hind end,
doggy.”

Sick pervert!

She was mortified, but the needs of her
bladder won out, and so she had to urinate on the grass like a dog,
while he looked down at her. Then he pulled some leaves off a
nearby tree and used them to rub her pussy.

She wanted to curse and yell at him, but was
numb with embarrassment as he led her back into the bathroom.

“All right, up on the table,” he ordered,
patting a square block of ceramic at the edge of the shower
area.

Still red faced, Regan climbed up onto it,
and he adjusted her by gripping her hips.

“Don't move,” he said, removing his robe.

He was shirtless underneath, and Regan turned
her her head a little, examining him. He had a very strong back
with nice shoulders. And her eyes widened a little as he slid the
pajama pants down and off. He had an awfully nice ass too, she
thought, almost reluctantly. He turned around and she jerked her
head away.

He had a nice front too.

There was a hand shower in the wall nearby,
on a long retractable hose, and he pulled it out, adjusted the
water temperature, and then began to spray her as she knelt in
place. Regan lowered her face as water poured over her head and
down around her shoulders. The spray moved up and down her back,
between her legs, and up under her belly and breasts before he put
it aside.

He filled his hands with liquid soap and then
began to soap up her body. Regan's embarrassment and anger began to
fade as his soapy hands moved over her body. The fact he was now
naked and standing next to her led to other thoughts instead,
especially the size of his cock, which was not inconsiderable even
flaccid. He had trimmed his pubic hair very short, and she had
gotten a very good look at his cock. Still, she wanted to turn and
examine it again, but couldn't bring herself to be that
obvious.

His fingers kneaded her soapy breasts, then
worked at her belly and inner thighs. Then, of course, he was
soaping her pussy, his fingers moving quite casually, or perhaps
not quite so casually. He was soaping her up awfully carefully
there, after all, his fingers rubbing back and forth across her
clitoris as he worked. Regan did not want to feel any sense of
arousal, but after yesterday, she was hyper aware of her sexuality,
and his proximity, naked, could not help but rouse her, especially
as his hands moved so intimately over her soapy flesh.

He shampooed her hair, which left her blind,
with soap dropping down around her, and she thought again of how
helpless she was, now even blind, and without the ability to even
rinse herself off. That too, was his decision.

His fingers skated over her slippery body,
and down between her legs again as her breathing grew heavier. She
wondered if he would take her, finally.

But the the shower came on, water pouring
over her head, down around her face, her shoulders, the water
spraying up between her legs and against her belly to rinse away
the soap.

Dripping wet, but free of soap, she felt his
fingers in her hair, drawing her head up and back, and opened her
eyes.

His cock was no longer flaccid, and she felt
a wild leap of emotions as he pressed it against her lips. She
opened them and he pushed himself in, sliding his cock over her
soft lips and along her tongue.

“Don't use your hands,” he said, when she
started to raise one. “Just kneel there.”

She obeyed as he squeezed water out of her
hair, standing before her, pumping his hard cock in and out of her
closed lips. She began to suck on it, moving her tongue from side
to side as he slid over it. She felt him bunching her wet hair up
behind her as he pushed deeper, and knew a moment of panic. Then
his cock pushed into her throat, and she swallowed it as he sank in
deeper.

His cock was slick and slippery with saliva,
and through it was a thick lump in her throat it moved down easily
enough, sliding, she thought, the full length of her neck, perhaps,
until her lips were pressed against the base of it and his balls
were resting against her chin. One of his hands moved behind her
head, pulling, mashing her face in harder against his groin and
holding her in place for long seconds.

She thought she heard his breath catch, and
knew a moment of elation that she had passed his test, and that she
had finally gotten a reaction from him. He had said she was so
beautiful, after all, but he hadn't actually done anything to make
use of her body before.

Then she knew a moment of consternation that
she would even care, that she would even think that he ought to,
that she would want him to!

He eased back, and she gagged only a little
as the head of his cock emerged from her throat.

“Good slave,” he said in a soft voice.

That his tone was that used on a small child
or a dog was not lost on her, yet even so, and despite a sense of
indignation, she felt relieved and oddly happy to have pleased
him.

He pushed himself back into her mouth and she
sucked and bobbed her lips up and down, then swallowed him as he
pushed deeper. Again he held her face tight against his groin, his
cock filling her mouth and throat, then eased back, letting his
cock slide all the way out.

She gasped as he jerked a little on her hair,
forcing her head up.

“What are you doing, Slave?” he asked.

Regan didn't understand the question and
stared up at him in confusion.

“It's a simple question, he said, rubbing the
head of his cock back and forth along her lips.

Still she didn't get it.

“You're sucking my cock. Say it.”

“I'm sucking your cock,” she gulped.

Her jerked a little harder on her hair and
she gasped in pain.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm sucking your cock, sir!” she gasped.

He lifted his cock up against his belly,
drawing her mouth in against his balls, and she sucked on them as
he looked down at her.

“What are you doing, slave?”

“I'm sucking on your balls, sir,” she said,
blushing.

He fed his cock into her mouth and down her
throat again, and this time pumped it in and out slowly. Regan had
a little trouble handling it, but managed, as he pulled back.

“Beg to suck my cock, slave,” he said.

“Please may I suck your cock, sir?” she
panted.

He slid his cock into her mouth again, and
she sucked and licked, then he pushed himself down her throat,
holding her ears, pumping slowly in and out, then not so slowly, so
that she choked and gagged a little. He pulled back quickly.

“Hold your mouth open.”

She obeyed and he fisted his cock, holding it
just before her mouth. He came, and his come poured into her open
mouth as she knelt in place.

“Good slave,” he said.

* * *

Regan looked at the straps dubiously, even
more dubious for that she now saw a black dildo and butt-plug
hanging with them. Both were black, and after closer inspection,
seemed to be attached to the straps. Forbes hung them out and
directed her to step into the thing, then drew it up her body to
the point where the dildo was pressed against her pussy.

A little lube on it and the butt plug, and
they were sliding up into her body, and the rest of the straps were
being pulled up around her chest.

“Oh!” she gasped. “It's too tight!”

A slap on her bottom was his response. “Sir,”
he said.

“But it's too tight, sir!” she whined.

Another slap made her gasp.

“Stop saying 'but'. It sounds like you're
disagreeing with me. It's supposed to be tight, slave girl.”

The strap pulled up sharply into her sex,
splitting her sex lips and jamming up against her soft flesh as it
rose. A single strap went up her belly, and another up between her
buttocks, then joined with the latticework of straps around her
breasts. Those straps squeezed in around her breasts, a wider strap
pushing up from beneath, so that her breasts were pushed out rather
fully and firmly.

There was a narrow cutout in the strap above
her pussy, so that her clitoris was untouched, though the strap
squeezed in against her flesh on all four sides. He then hung two
tiny metal balls, like large marbles, on one inch lines, from her
nipple rings before leading her, crawling again, up the hall and
into the kitchen.

Her face burned as she came into the presence
of George and Irene again, and she stared down at the floor as
Forbes pulled her leash and led her over by his chair.

“Sit,” he ordered.

She had come to learn that meant kneeling,
not sitting, or at least, sitting back on her heels, with her legs
wide and back straight.

He removed the leash and sat down for
breakfast as Irene brought it over.

He didn't feed her by hand this time, but
Irene set down a plate of scrambled eggs and ham, cut up so she
could eat without using her hands, and Regan was beyond protesting.
She'd had no dinner so was ravenous, and lowered herself to her
elbows, knowing with barely a thought that she wasn't to ask for a
fork or anything else. She lowered her face to the plate and began
eating.

“Keep your knees apart, slave,” he
ordered.

She blushed a bit but obeyed, shifting her
knees apart. At least she wasn't exactly naked back there now.
Though it was doubtful how much the strap actually covered. At lest
the dildo and butt plugs were fully inside her, and she didn't
think the strap showed that they were there.

Even as hungry as she was, however, she could
not escape the dark, sexual nature of kneeling on the floor, knees
apart, the weights from her nipple rings resting on the floor as
she propped herself on her forearms and ate like an animal – like a
bitch in heat, as Forbes had termed her. The collar around her
throat, the straps around her breasts, the dildo and butt-plug all
contributed to the sexuality of the emotions running through her
mind.

As too did the nakedness of her clitoris. It
felt like it was bulging through that narrow slot, and as if every
movement brought a caress of air across it that made her insides
thrum.

Her initial embarrassment around George and
Irene faded as she ate, but then as a creeping sexuality began to
suffuse her body and mind she became more aware of them, of where
they were standing, of what view of her they might have, of what
they might be thinking of her. She began to feel something like a
sense of exhibitionistic heat, a preening, oddly self-satisfied
consciousness that she was beautiful, sexual, naked, desirable, and
on display.

It was all mostly sub-conscious, but it had
its affect on her as she felt arousal swirling within her body,
felt herself heating, her nipples tingling, and lust building
within her mind.

Afterward, he hooked the leash to her collar
and led her back up the hall. They paused at the bathroom, where he
brushed her teeth. Then he led her to the exercise room, which was
equipped with treadmill, weight machines, rowing machine,
elliptical, and bicycles.

“You'll spend one hour here each day, slave,”
he said.

He handed her a paper with an exercise
routine.

“After you're done you can get on those
exercises I gave you. Understood?”

“Yes... sir,” she said doubtfully.

“You may not stand up today except when doing
the exercises assigned to you. You will crawl at all other times.
You may also may not touch your body.”

She blinked at him in confusion.

“You know what I mean, slave,” he said.

She blushed and opened her mouth to protest
that she certainly had no intention of playing with herself, but
tugged on her leash and she almost fell.

“You may not orgasm except with my
permission. Not now, and not later. And lest you suspect you can
get away with doing it without my knowledge, there are hidden
cameras in the rooms you will be in, and I can fast forward through
the entire day in a minute or two. I will be checking.
Understood?

“Yes, sir,” she said, more than a little
indignant.

“If you need anything, or are the least
confused about what you may or may not do you may ask George or
Irene.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, dropping her eyes.

There was no way she was going near either of
them!

“You're quite pale. So you can start by
getting some sun outside. You may enter or exit the house only
through the kitchen and only after telling George or Irene. You may
use the pool, as well.”

She perked up a little at that.
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He did not leave her there, but led her up to
the front door, where George opened the door for him. Then, to her
intense embarrassment, he handed her leash to George, who took it
without comment.

When the door closed she felt a sudden
enormous rise in her discomfort. But George simply bent over and
removed the leash from her collar, then went away, leaving her
there on all fours.

She looked after him, then looked around her.
Hidden cameras?

She was aroused. There was no denying it. And
the order to not touch herself, bizarrely, made her more interested
in doing so! She looked around doubtfully, wondering where the
cameras were, or even if they really existed. But she wouldn't put
it past Forbes. The man was certifiable. And she thought punishment
for disobeying again was likely to be worse than last time.

She had to crawl. Irked, she wondered what to
do first. He'd said she should start with some sun, and that she
could swim. Unfortunately, that meant she had to go through the
kitchen, and the thought of that was daunting enough that she
delayed it. But was that being disobedient?

Finally, she worked up the courage, and
crawled into the kitchen. Only Irene was there. That made it worse,
somehow, her being a woman. She looked at Regan, who blushed and
dropped her eyes, then crawled to the door. Of course, it was
closed. She rose up on her knees, reaching for the handle, but then
Irene's voice came from behind her.

“No, slave. You don't open the door. You
don't ever leave on your own,” she said sternly.

Regan dropped her hand and turned around
guiltily, blushing.

“If you want out, Mr. Forbes says you are to
scratch at the door.”

Regan stared at her in disbelief, then rolled
her eyes in irritation.

Irene grinned. “It don't matter if you think
it's dumb, slave girl. You do it or you get punished later.”

She nodded, blushing.

“Do you understand?” Irene demanded.

“Yes,” Regan said.

“What's my name?”

Regan raised her eyes reluctantly.

“What?”

“Miss Irene.”

“Then say yes, miss Irene.”

“Yes, Miss Irene,” she said, embarrassed
anew.

It was bad enough being a slave to Forbes
without being a slave to a maid!

“Now, if you want out, you scratch at the
door,” Irene said.

Regan glowered at the door, hating the woman,
but then raised her hand and scratched at the door.

The woman crossed the floor, unlocked the
door, and let Regan crawl outside, then closed the door behind
her.

“Bitch,” Regan muttered darkly.

The balls dangling from her breasts swung
from side to side as she moved, tugging lightly on her nipples, but
she didn't dare remove them. She crawled over the grass, enjoying
the heat and the lovely view, then went around to the pool and
waterfall.

It was undeniably gorgeous. The water flowed
over the rocks and down into the big, natural looking pool, and
after a moment she moved to the edge and then threw herself forward
into the water.

At least he hadn't insisted she do the doggy
paddle, she thought, swimming back and forth and then moving under
the waterfalls. It was a great pool, a wonderful pool, and the fact
she was alone made it even better.

Or at least, she was until she climbed out
and saw Irene approaching.

She dropped her eyes again, as the woman came
up to her.

“You white girls can't stay out in the sun
for long without suntan lotion,” she said. “Mister Forbes called to
remind me of that, and tell me to make sure you were nicely oiled
up to protect your delicate skin.”

Regan reached for the bottle but the woman
held it back.

“Nuh huh, Slave girl. He told me to put the
lotion on. Maybe he don't trust a little slave to do it right.”

Irene blushed deeply as the woman poured the
oil into her hand. Then she knelt beside her and began running her
hands over Regan's back. Regan froze, blushing furiously as the
woman's hands moved up and down her back, then down underneath her.
She started to jerk back as the woman's hands reached her breasts
but the woman jerked on her collar.

“Stay still, Slave,” she growled.

Regan froze as the woman's hands massaged the
oil into her breasts, then slid up along her belly and moved along
the line of the straps. When a finger began to rub at her swollen
clit, however, she gasped and jerked up off her hands. A firm fist
on the back of her collar shoved her back down however.

“You want a sunburned clitty, little slave
girl?” the maid sniffed. “Don't you get yet that no part of your
body is private any more?”

She moved her hands up across Regan's face,
rubbing the oil in, then rose and went back into the house, leaving
Regan glowering after her and thinking any number of obscene and
insulting thoughts.

But then, alone, she settled back on one of
the lounge chairs and enjoyed the sun for a time, pondering what
life was Forbes' sex toy was going to entail? Was she always going
to be naked and crawling? He'd suggested otherwise. He wanted to
break her inhibitions first, and that meant getting her used to
being both naked, and having no control over her body. She supposed
unhappily, that when she had no pride in that regard it wouldn't
bother her much who manhandled her.

Think of slaves in dark, dangerous coal
mines, she thought to herself. Think of third world people starving
and grubbing for garbage to feed themselves and their families.
Think of people in prisons in places like China and Russia and
Iran, beaten and tortured. Think of people who were infinitely
worse off than she. After all, the only thing she faced was the
loss of pride, when you got right down to it.

After a while she crawled back to the door
and then scratched at it. George opened it, much to her
embarrassment, and looked down at her. He had removed his suit
jacket and now wore a long gray smock of some sort, but still had
the tie and crisp shirt beneath.

“You're all oily, Slave,” he said.

He stepped outside and led her back towards
the pool. Regan felt her skin reddening as embarrassment rose, and
with it something else. Being alone with him, and naked, was
something new. He was not an ugly man. He was, in fact, a very
large, powerfully built man. He was also a black man, with all the
mythology that entailed about Black men and their lust for white
women. Intellectually, of course, she dismissed that as racist.
Emotionally, however, she could not but be aware of it.

And her clitoris was still squeezed in by the
straps. The straps still dug into her pussy, making her ache. The
dildo was still inside her, as was the butt plug, and her nipples
throbbed nakedly, pulled down by the weighted balls. His gaze made
her breathing quicken, but he showed no signs of taking advantage
of her. Instead, he led her to an outdoor shower.

“You may stand to shower,” he said.

Relieve, she got to her feet, quickly soaped
up, and let the overhead water soak her. But she was terribly aware
of him standing next to her watching.

Then he pulled a towel out of a nearby
cupboard, and wrapped it around her. He put another, smaller one
around her hair, and as she reached for it, rubbing at her hair, he
briskly toweled her with the big one. That, of course, meant his
hands moved freely over her breasts – albeit through the towel, and
then down between her legs. He was quite casual about it, and
didn't linger, but she still felt a jolt in her lower belly.

“All right, inside,” he said.

He led her, crawling, inside, and again she
felt her stomach roiling, felt her clit throbbing, as she crawled
naked after the man, and then into the house at his feet. He made
no comments, however, nor attempted to touch her, and she crawled
down the hall and into the exercise room

She examined the exercise routine, and then
stood up, stretching a little. She began work on the different
machines, going from one to the other, then going onto the yoga mat
to do stretching and movements.

The weights dangling from her nipples were
the first problem she encountered. They weren't heavy – exactly –
but they were a definite presence. And the more energetically she
moved, the more they bounced and tugged at her nipples. Before long
her nipples were sore and hot and aching, and she longed to remove
them, but knew she would wind up being punished for that if he
found out.

The second problem was that her arousal was
not going away. It was getting worse. Her naked clit was swollen
and throbbing, and caused particular difficulties when sitting on
the bicycle. In fact, she had to stop, because the way she was
grinding herself against it was on the verge of making her
come!

What was she turning into!? Or what was he
turning her into!?

The exercise routine was not easy, and she
was sweating heavily by the time it was over. She wondered why they
had bothered washing her if she was going to get all sweaty soon
after.

Not that washing her had been a terrible
chore for the men, she supposed cynically.

Well, at least she wasn't wearing anything
likely to get damp, she thought, crawling back to her room. She had
already tried to stretch, so now she decided to try the lap
dancing. That let her stand up, at least. She pulled out a straight
backed chair and put a pillow on it, then brought up the lap
dancing clips she'd saved from the internet and began to dance as
they were, straddling the pillow, grinding herself against it,
rolling her buttocks, leaning in to rub her breasts against the
back of the chair a little.

That didn't do anything to assuage her
arousal either. Thinking about him beneath her, grinding her naked,
swollen clit against the pillow, watching the men and women in the
videos all helped contribute to a quickening in her pulse, a
hardening of the sexual hunger inside her.

Several times she caught herself reaching
down to touch her exposed clitoris, and had to jerk her fingers
away guiltily, and also angrily. It was aggravating that she could
be so aroused, given her situation! She ought to be in horrible
misery!

Then she thought about all those other people
so much worse off than her and her anger eased somewhat.

The door opened and she gasped, in the midst
of grinding herself far too repeatedly against the pillow.
Red-faced, she twisted around to see Irene there, smirking at her,
and her face burned.

“Lunch, slave. Come on.”

She snapped her fingers, and, angrily, shamefaced, Regan slid off
the chair and back onto all fours, then crawled down the hall
alongside the maid, and then into the kitchen. Her food, not
surprisingly, was on the floor, along with a bowl of milk.

She sighed and positioned herself before
them, bending her neck to eat.

“Is that the way you're supposed to kneel
when eating?” Irene demanded. “Seems to me I heard your master
telling you something different this morning.”

“He isn't here,” Regan said, scowling.

“Oh, so you think you can get away with
ignoring his orders when he's not here, huh?”

“That's not what I meant! I meant... he might
want me to .. kneel like that so he can... see me...” she said,
blushing furiously, “But he's not here to see me so ...”

“Maybe I want to see you, huh?”

Regan scowled at her.

“But it don't matter who wants to see you.
You were told how to eat. You don't get to decide to do it some
other way cuz your master isn't there.”

“He wouldn't care if he's not here!” Regan
exclaimed.

“You'd be surprised what he'd care about. Now
you gonna kneel properly or not?”

Glaring at her, Regan turned back to her
meal, spreading her knees wider.

“And lift that little tail properly.”

Regan obeyed, fuming.

“You best get used to not thinking, slave
girl. You best get used to doing exactly what you're told. You best
get used to the though that slaves do what they's told, by anyone
who tells them!”

Eating now meant pressing her breasts into
the floor, her arms bent and pulled in tightly beneath her upper
chest, her bottom raised high, knees spread. Doing it in front of
the snotty black maid was much more embarrassing than doing it in
front of Forbes. Doing it at the maid's orders was even worse. Did
she have to take orders from the woman!? She was certainly going to
ask Forbes that evening!

But she had a sinking feeling she did. Hadn't
Forbes told her to ask George or Irene if she had any doubts about
what she might or might not do. That certainly implied she had to
take orders from them. And she wouldn't have much difficulty taking
orders from George. Taking them from a woman, though, that was
harder on her pride, and much more degrading!

She ate quickly, but even finishing did not
buy her relief from the woman. Irene insisted on taking her to the
bathroom to brush her teeth!

“I can do it myself!”

“No, you can't. You want to argue with your
master?”

Regan bit her lip in frustration.

She had to open her mouth and let Irene brush
her teeth.

Then Irene insisted on brushing her hair,
then checking on the straps to make sure they weren't chaffing.
Regan strongly suspected she was only doing it to taunt her, but
she couldn't refuse. Though when her fingers went down between her
legs and one began to rub across her clitoris she gasped and jerked
her hands down to push the woman away.

“You're gonna get in trouble with that
attitude, Slave,” Irene said.

“But you aren't supposed to ...”

“What do you know about what I'm supposed to,
bitch?!” Irene snapped. “You know what orders Mister Forbes gave
me? I know what he gave you. You do what me and George tells you,
and you remember you're a fucking slave!”

“Irene. Your language.”

Irene swung around as George stood in the
doorway frowning.

“Sorry, Mister Smith,” she said, glowering at
Regan, “but this slave don't know her place.”

“We all learn our place over time, Irene. You
may go back to the kitchen.”

Regan felt somewhat gratified, at first, but
then she was alone with the intimidating looking black man
again.

“However, she is not incorrect,” he said.
“You do not yet know your place as a slave. Your present situation
is an effort in familiarizing you with that position.”

He jerked his head. “Come.”

She had to crawl up the hall after him. He
led her into her room, then made her kneel on the bed and raise her
bottom high.

“Heels together,” he said.

She obeyed, swallowing nervously, eyes
widening as she saw him take a strap from the top drawer of the
dresser. She'd looked in there earlier and found it filled with all
manner of sex toys and punishment devices. The one he had was a
rather like a soft, flexible ping-pong paddle made of leather, with
holes in it like a spatula, and the sides cut off.

“Don't move,” he ordered.

She braced herself, then yelped as the strap
cracked down across her bottom with stinging force.

“I said don't move,” he said in
irritation.

She held her position, and the strap cracked
down again, and again, and again. The blows were sharp, stinging,
and her bottom began to burn with heat as he brought it down again
and again. There were ten blows, and Regan's eyes were watery, her
lower lip quivering by the time he finished. She sniffled and
blinked her eyes rapidly as he put the thing back.

“Do not mistake Mr. Forbes' indulgence,” he
said. “He is not the most patient of men. You will learn your
place, and thus avoid further remonstrances. Do not argue when
given instructions. Do not fight or resist when your are washed or
oiled or brushed. Is that clear, slave?”

She jerked her head, miserably.

“Orally,” he said.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Mr. Smith.”

“Yes, Mr. Smith,” she said.

He nodded and left the room, and she glowered
after him, sticking out her tongue.

Bastard! Him and that bitch Irene! She hated
them both!

Her bottom was still red and hot, so she lay
down on her belly on the bed and practiced her oral skills. She had
a twenty inch long double-headed dildo which was quite flexible.
She'd seen a girl on the internet swallow it, and was determined to
do the same.

She managed, though not easily, and then
decided to watch a little television. There wasn't much on, so
returned to her dancing. She liked the idea of arousing Forbes, of
making him all hot and bothered, for some reason. Why not, when
he'd done the same to her?

That, unfortunately, began to rouse her
again, but there wasn't anything she could do about it. She didn't
touch herself, but rubbing her clit against the pillow accomplished
much the same. Her breaths quickened and her face flushed as heat
rose within her, and she had to stop herself by force of will
several times from rubbing herself to climax.

And then Irene was back. Panting, a little
light-headed, Regan slipped off the chair and back onto all fours
as the Black woman stepped through the door.

“Well, well, little slave girl. Think you'll
make a good lap dancer?”

Fuck you, she wanted to reply.

“I don't know... Miss Irene,” she said,
looking at the floor.

“And have you come?”

Regan blushed. “No, Miss Irene,” she
said.

“Good slave girl,” Irene said mockingly.
“Come here. Kneel in front of me.”

Regan crawled forward reluctantly.

“Sit.”

She sat back on her heels, knees spread,
blushing still.

“Hands behind your head. Stick out them
titties.”

Regan bit back a nasty reply, obeying as the
woman grinned at her.

Irene took a large vibrator out of the
drawer, the one with the long handle and the round head. She
plugged it in, grinning.

“The only thing you got to learn as a slave,”
she said, squatting before her. “Is that you gotta obey
orders.”

She turned on the vibrator, and brought the
rounded head up between Regan's legs, pressing it against her
swollen, naked clitoris.

“Put those hands back behind your neck,
Slave,” she ordered when Regan's hands jerked down.

Reluctantly, Regan obeyed.

“What'd I just tell you?” Irene demanded,
rubbing the thing against her clitoris. “You got to learn to obey!
And it don't matter who gives you those orders. You're a slave.
Slaves do what they're told to do, when they're told to do it, by
whoever tells them to do it.”

Maybe if she hadn't already been so aroused,
maybe if she hadn't been aroused most of the day, it wouldn't have
had quite as much effect. As it was Regan trembled as she
desperately tried to restrain the hot, frothing rush of sensation
from her throbbing clitoris. She tensed up, gasping, biting her
lip, her head going back instinctively as her back arched. She
fought to keep her hips from bucking forward, from grinding her
against he vibrator, but only partially succeeded.

She was going to come!

And then Irene stood up, turned off the
vibrator, and, smirking, clipped the leash to her collar.

“I have to get you ready for your master's
return home,” she said. “You don't want to be all sweaty and messy
when he comes to use his little slave girl, do you?”

Panting, overheated, her nipples burning, Regan crawled after her
back to the bathroom. She insisted on washing her, much like Forbes
had, and she spent more time than needed rubbing her soapy fingers
back and forth across Regan's clit, to the point she had to put
every desperate ounce of effort she had into keeping her body in
check.

After drying and brushing her hair, she put
some lipstick on her, a garish shade, in Regan's opinion, then had
her crawl over to the front door.

“Sit,” she ordered.

Regan sat back on her heels, knees wide.

But Irene wasn't finished. She had several
narrow straps, and had Regan put the palms of her hands together
behind her back. She then strapped them together, first at the
wrist, then around her forearms just below her elbows, then drawing
her arms tighter and tighter back until she could strap them
together above the elbows as well.

“You best practice so you gets more limber,”
the black girl said with a sniff.

Then she was left alone facing the front
door, panting, moaning a little from her sore shoulders, her
clitoris swollen, aching, and excruciatingly sensitive, her nipples
throbbing and tingling, and her entire body suffused with heat.

Twenty minutes later George passed through
the front hall.

“If your master returns and finds you
slumping over like that you'll be punished,” he said without
stopping.

Groaning, Regan straightened her back,
drawing her head up and back, wondering how long it would be before
Forbes returned.

She tensed as George passed back through the
room.

“How do your feet feel?” the man asked.

“They... hurt... Mr. Smith.”

He nodded and came over to her.

“Mr. Forbes' has neglected to inform you that
sitting may be done on the heels or off,” he said. “Generally it
would be on the heels, but one cannot maintain such a position for
very long, bending the foot back as it does, and placing weight
upon it. Not, at any rate, without considerable practice. Slide
your heels to the outside of your buttocks and then turn your feet
so that the backs of your feet are on the floor.”

He gripped her arm to steady her as she
assumed the new position. She groaned in relief as her feet were no
longer bowed back.

“Thank you... Mr. Smith,” she said,
panting.

He patted her on the head for response and
then left.

Ten minutes later the door opened, and Forbes
stood there.
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Why did she feel a thrill at the sight of
him!? Damnit, she thought angrily. It made no sense!

Of course, she was tired of waiting, and that
bitch Irene had only increased that sense of looming, swirling
sexuality which had caused her to be horny since, well, since that
morning when Forbes had washed her. But was she merely a helpless
hostage to her own hormones?!

Yet she had had a dildo inside her all day,
as well as a butt-plug, and had crawled around like a .. an animal
of some kind, and been treated somewhat like one, as well. And in a
weird way that had continued the erosion of her inhibitions and
sexual morality. For animals had no sexual morals, and slaves,
well, slaves weren't allowed to have any. Slaves, as had been
pointed out to her rather sternly, had no personal rights
whatever.

Thus while a part of her flushed to be seen
like this, another part of her felt a sense of breathless
anticipation mixed with a prideful egotism at seeing how beautiful
and sexual she was reflected in his eyes.

“Aren't you going to welcome me, home, Slave
girl?” he asked, strolling in and closing the door behind him.

“W-Welcome home, sir,” she gulped,
straightening her shoulders.

“Those breasts look awfully full and firm and
plump. I trust the straps aren't too tight around them?”

“N-No, sir,” she croaked, emotions swirling
within her.

“Hmm,” he said, examining her from all sides.
“Happy to see me, Slave girl?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Stand up.”

She struggled to stand. Given her arms were
pinned tightly behind her and her legs were stiff it wasn't easy,
but he made no move to assist her. When she was standing he
motioned her to follow and went up the hall.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Forbes,” George said,
his suit jacket back on.

“Good morning, George,” Forbes said, passing
by.

Regan followed, walking a bit stiffly behind
him as they headed up the hall and around the corner into his
bedroom.

“And were you a good little slave girl
today?” he asked, as he removed his jacket.

“Yes, sir,” she said uncertainly.

“Shoulders back, slave.”

She jerked her shoulders back, though she
thought her bound arms were already pulling them rather
severely.

He hung up his jacket and removed his
tie.

“And did you do your exercises?”

“Yes, sir.”

“That's good.”

He removed his belt and hung it on a hook,
then sat down on a low bench at the foot of the bed and untied his
shoes.

“And were George and Irene pleased with
you?”

She bit her lip as he removed one shoe, then
the other.

He looked up at her, raising his
eyebrows.

“I-I don't know, sir,” she said.

“Oh?”

He put his shoes away and unbuttoned his
shirt, then tossed it into a hamper inside the walk-in closet.

“Do I have to do what they say?” she asked
unhappily.

“You have to do what everyone says, slave
girl. That's the nature of being a slave.”

“But I'm not their slave!” she protested.

He snorted and pulled on a sweatshirt.

“You are a slave. I see you still haven't
quite grasped the meaning of that term. You do what anyone tells
you to do, whether it's me, Irene, George, a party guest, or a guy
who comes to fix the dishwasher. You don't make decisions about yes
or no. You just do what you're told to do.”

He went into the closet and came back wearing
pajama pants, and holding a vibrator. He walked up to her, turned
it on, and then lay the vibrator directly against her clitoris.

“Did you have an orgasm today, slave?”

“N-No, sir,” she gulped.

“No? Are you sure?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Stop squirming, slave. Hold still. When I
check the computer for video of today will it show you having an
orgasm? Because it saw everything, you know.”

“I-It won't, sir!” she exclaimed.

The vibrations were burning within her groin,
flooding up through her already overheated belly and into her chest
as she stood in place. She moaned softly, her head pulled back, her
nipples tingling, her lower body flaring wildly with the growing
intensity of the sensations churning through her.

He pulled the vibrator back.

“On your knees, slave,” he ordered.

Regan all-but collapsed onto her knees,
overheated and flushed, and she gasped as her gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back. He pulled his cock out through the fly
of his pajama pants and rubbed the head over her face and she
licked at it awkwardly.

“Would you like to suck my cock, slave?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Beg for it.”

“Please may I suck your cock, sir?”

He chuckled, as his cock hardened, and slid
it into her mouth. Regan immediately began to bob her lips up and
down its length, hoping he would fuck her, and angry at herself for
hoping. But her insides were churning and burning with hunger, and
images of him taking her flitted through her mind as she ran her
lips over his now-slick cock and sucked hungrily.

She gasped as he pulled her head up and back
by the hair.

“Beg, slave,” he said softly.

“Please may I suck your cock, sir?” she
begged.

He pulled her head forward and fed his cock
into her mouth again, and she resumed sucking, resumed licking,
then took him down her throat, forcing her lips all the way down to
the base of his thick shaft. She halted with her nose pressed into
his groin, leaving him throbbing deep inside her throat, then
slowly drew back, sucking especially hard as she moved.

He drew back, holding his cock in his hand,
rubbing it back and forth across her lips.

“Would you like me to fuck you, slave girl?”
he asked softly.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped, embarrassed.

“Beg me.”

“Please fuck me, sir,” she said, flushing
darkly.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said, combing
his fingers through her hair.

He turned her and unhooked the straps around
her. Regan felt an immense sense of relief as the steady,
frustrating, aching, continuous pressure against her sex eased and
then disappeared. She had almost gotten used to it, and now that
awful pressure was gone! Her pussy thrummed with relief even as the
butt plug slid out of her behind and the dildo slid down her pussy
and out.

“On the bed, with your knees on the edge,
bottom raised high, knees apart.”

She moaned weakly and then stumbled into bed,
falling forward onto her face with a sense of eagerness which cast
aside her pride. Her pussy throbbed hungrily, buzzing with a great
sense of pleasure and relief, and never could she remember so
eagerly awaiting penetration.

She gasped as something cut across her
bottom, stinging. She jerked her head around, or tried to, to see
the riding crop in his hand.

“Raise that bottom higher, slave,” he
ordered.

Regan tried, letting out a soft cry of pain
as the crop cut across her buttocks a second time.

“Spread those knees wider, slave,” he
growled.

She shuddered, then moaned helplessly as he
rubbed the soft leather tip up and down against her clitoris.

“Do you want my cock inside you, slave
girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Steak today, sir?” she heard George's
voice.

Gasping, she started to close her legs and
turn but the crop snapped stingingly across her buttocks and she
cried out in pain.

“Did I tell you to move, slave?” he
demanded.

“N-No, sir!”

“Then get back into position!”

Whimpering, she obeyed, flushing even more
darkly at George's presence.

“Yes, you know me well, George,” he said.

“Yes, sir, and for the slave?”

“Do you think she's been good today?”

“As well as can be expected for her first
full day, sir.”

“Hasn't given you any difficulties?”

“None I couldn't handle, sir.”

“Ah, and did you handle her much?” he asked
in amusement.

“I restrained myself, sir, though not without
effort,” George said.

“I suppose it must have been quite a
distraction having her wandering around looking like that.”

“I pride myself on my discipline, sir,”
George said.

“I don't think our little slave has a lot of
discipline yet.”

“I'm sure you will remedy that in good order,
sir,” George replied.

“Slave. Come here,” he said.

Gratefully, Regan closed her legs and dropped
flat, then rolled over. Blushing, despite herself, she slid her
legs over the edge of the bed and rose, walking over to them
anxiously.

“Knees, slave,” Forbes ordered.

Panting, Regan sank to her knees before
them.

“You've teased poor George an awful lot since
you've gotten here, slave girl.”

Regan looked towards the tall, foreboding
Black man uncertainly.

“No, I haven't!”

“Are you arguing with me slave?” Forbes
demanded.

“N-No, sir!”

“Do you not think crawling around naked might
serve to tease me, to provoke them?”

“But... but I was – !”

“Didn't I tell you not to use that word?”

“Yes, sir but – .”

He put his hand over her mouth.

“You are not to argue. Understand,
slave?”

“Yes sir,” she said helplessly.

“I think you owe it to George to offer him a
little comfort for all the times you've teased him the last two
days, slave.”

George slowly unzipped his trousers, and
Regan's pulse shot up as she realized their intent. Her mind
churned with indignation, and yet also arousal she didn't
understand. She had understood – sort of – that Forbes could
require she have sex with anyone he wanted, but she hadn't really
expected it – or at least, hadn't really thought about it very
much. On the other hand, she had been naked and helpless around
George all day, and the thought had certainly to to her, sometimes
in the form of dark fantasies as her arousal was at its height,
what it would be like for him to take her, to fuck her, to ride her
right there and then, while she was helpless to resist.

And she was still helpless to resist.

His cock came free of his trousers, bigger
and thicker than Forbes' as she stared up at him through wide
eyes.

“Beg George to suck his cock, slave girl,”
Forbes ordered.

She stared at George wordlessly, emotions
racing through her.

“Are you disobeying me, slave?”

“No, sir,” she whispered.

“Then beg.”

“Please … may I suck your cock, please...
sir?”

“That's not how you address George.”

“May I please s-suck your cock, Mr.
Smith?”

He squeezed his cock, pumping it in his hand,
then pushed the fat head through her lips, which were forced open
around it. Moaning softly, more than a little dazed, she began to
suck as he pushed it deeper, working her lips over it, rolling her
eyes up at the two of them as she took him deeper, as he grew and
hardened between her lips. Her tongue slid rapidly along the
underside as she forced her lips up and down the front half of
him.

He was almost too big for her mouth to
comfortably envelope, but she did, and then forced her lips deeper
and deeper, until with a half choked gurgle, he pushed into her
throat. She instinctively tried to pull back, as the thickness was
more difficult than she had mastered with Forbes, but a massive
hand slid behind her head and pulled her helplessly forward, as a
solid foot of black cock pushed down the constricted tube of her
throat.

Regan choked and gagged, at first, but then
somehow managed to control herself as he pushed her down the last
few inches. He held her there for long seconds, then eased his hand
and she pulled slowly back, gagging again as the fat head pulled
free of her throat. She coughed and gulped in air as saliva
dribbled over her lower lip and George rubbed his cock across her
face.

He pushed himself back into her mouth and she
set to work once more, rolling her eyes up at him, then at Forbes,
both watching her intently. She worked her lips over him, then took
him down her throat once again, amazed at herself that she could
take a cock as long and thick as his, and feeling more than a
little smug about it despite her sense of shock.

She pulled slowly back, gasping.

“I understand you gave George some trouble
today, slave girl.”

“N-N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“It was more her disobedience towards Irene,
Mr. Forbes,” George said.

He pushed himself into her mouth again and
she bobbed up and down rapidly, sucking and licking.

“I see.”

“But I took care of it. Gave her a little
strapping to remind her she was a slave.”

She gurgled as he pushed into her throat
pulling her face in by the hair and burying himself in her mouth
and throat. He held him tightly as the two men discussed her.

“You're far too gentle with her, George,”
Forbes said. “You mustn't let disobedience go with such easy
punishment”

“She is new to the role, sir,” George
said.

He pulled his cock back out and Regan panted
for breath, moaning weakly.

Then he pushed forward again, pumping in and
out now, sliding his cock along her tongue and punching through to
her throat. Regan had difficulty handling such a large cock moving
quickly in her throat and choked and gagged weakly as he worked his
way in and out. Suddenly, her mouth filled with liquid, and she
swallowed convulsively as he groaned in pleasure.

“Thank you, Mr. Forbes. That's real
considerate of you,” he said.

“You're an excellent man, George. A very
valuable employee.”

He turned to Regan. “Resume your position on
the bed, slave.”

Dazed, light headed, Regan stumbled across
the floor on her knees, then slowly, panting, rose and fell into
bed, quickly drawing her legs in and raising her bottom.

George had left, but now returned, and with
him Irene.

“Apologize to Irene for being disrespectful
today, slave.”

“I-I'm sorry for... for being
dis-disrespectful today, Miss Irene,” she moaned, cringing at the
knowledge the woman was seeing her bent over and spread wide as she
was.

“You were a naughty little slave,” Irene said
in a mocking tone.

“Apologize again, slave,” Forbes said.

“I'm sorry for being... naughty, Miss Irene,”
she gulped..

“Legs together,” Forbes said.

She groaned, then yelped as the crop cut
across her buttocks with a stinging blow.

“You must never disobey an order, slave. Is
that clear?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Another blow snapped across her bottom, and
another, and she realized as he moved around to the side of the
bed, that it wasn't him hitting her. It was Irene. That made it
even more humiliating, but she could do nothing as the blows
continued.

“And you must always show respect to my
employees. IS that clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

Another blow, and another followed, and she
gasped and yelped and moaned and then cried out in pain as her
bottom heated and the sharp, stinging ache deepened.

“Oh! Oh! Oww! Oh! Please! Oh! Please! Ahh!”
she yelped as the crop snapped across her bottom again and
again.

“This is what you get for being a bad little
slave,” he said patiently. “I hope you learn from this.”

The blows stopped, and she whimpered and
moaned, her bottom on fire.

“Thank you, Irene,” he said.

Irene turned and left, leaving Regan panting,
sniffling and sore, with her bottom still raised high.

“Legs spread,” he ordered.

She obeyed, gulping in ragged breaths of air
as he moved up behind her.

“Beg for my cock, slave,” he ordered.

“P-Please!” she croaked.

She felt the crop rubbing against her still
swollen clitoris.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir,” she breathed,
intensely aware of George's presence.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

She shuddered as she felt something else
against her clit, as she felt its hard softness, its soft hardness,
its heat and warmth and the smooth silky feeling of warm flesh. The
lips of her sex were pushed in and back and she whimpered as his
cock pushed into the mouth of her sex for the first time.

“Beg, slave girl.”

“Please,” she gasped. “Please f-fuck me,
sir!”

It slid deep, and felt so... natural... so
good... so perfect inside her as if were a part of her she'd been
missing... It felt so much better than the dildos, and her flesh
welcomed him, melting around the thick shaft as he buried himself
inside her. With her bottom raised, and his hips now pressed
against it, Regan felt a sense of perfection only married by her
aching bottom and the deep, uncomfortable embarrassment of knowing
George was there looking on.

Forbes' hands moved over her throbbing red
buttocks, then down along her hips and sides, jamming in beneath
her breasts to knead and squeeze them. He began to grind himself
against her, then. His cock shifting within her.

“Beg for it, slave,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

“Again,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Every time she said it she cringed because of
George's presence. And yet, despite that deep embarrassment and
discomfort at degrading herself, it also made her insides flutter
with a dark heat. It was so outrageous, so shocking, so.. so
wicked!

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

And then he began to, his cock moving in and
out, faster and faster, pumping inside her, his hips slapping
against her upraised buttocks as he used her. It was not a long,
careful, thoughtful lovemaking, it was a hard, fast, casual
fucking. But as her face jerked on the bed in time to his thrusts,
in time to his yanks on her shoulders or hips or slaps to her
bottom, she felt a visceral sense of sensual, sexual heat at being
so used, at being treated like a whore, like a slave, like a sex
slave.

She was astonished again at how quickly she'd
succumbed to the guiltless, helpless thought of herself as sexual
martyr, at how easily she'd fallen into the role of submissive sex
slave for him, at how fast any sense of indignation and rebellion
had faded.

Of course, she had no choice, no choice at
all.

She moaned as his hips slammed against her
buttocks as his cock speared deep into her belly and set the bed
shaking. Every hard impact against her buttocks drew a helpless
gasp of pleasure as the swirling sexual heat swept across all other
thoughts and concerns.

It was glorious!

Her breaths came in sharp, ragged gasps and
gulps and moans as his hips struck her again and again, as his
hands jerked on her own hips, pulling her back to meet his thrusts.
His cock drove into her with hard, deep strokes, shifting and
moving angles as her body vibrated like a tuning fork, the
intensity of the sexual storm within setting her mind to tumbling
and tossing in helpless fits.

The orgasm was shattering. A desperate flood
of liquid heat poured over her mind, sweeping it along as her body
twisted and trembled, her muscles spasming as she gurgled in
helpless, dazed pleasure. She felt almost as if her mind left her
body, spinning up and about above her, watching herself through a
hazy curtain as the world stopped and pleasure enveloped her. That
glorious pleasure was everything, and she reveled in it, bathed in
its essence, and wanted it to go on forever.
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It had honestly not occurred to Regan that
Forbes' order to not orgasm without his permission was still in
effect. Yes, it was true he had failed to rescind the order, but
she still considered it terribly unfair to hold her to it. Clearly
both George and Irene had done their best, at his orders, to keep
her aroused, and he'd done his own share before finally putting her
on her knees and taking her. He'd meant her to come, she thought in
resentment.

Was she supposed to beg for that too?!
Apparently!

Her arms were still strapped behind her back,
but the harness affair was gone. She was certainly no more
comfortable, however. She stood in the corner of the main room,
impaled on another of those carved wooden dildos of which he seemed
perversely fond. It was thick and round and long and deep inside
her. And after the pleasure of a real human cock the cold hardness
of this was even more disheartening.

It was also further humiliating, though she
would have thought that he had plumbed the depths with her in the
bedroom, taking her in front of George. But no, now out here she
stood, straddling a round pole almost as thick as her wrist driven
into the floor. And into her!

It amazed her had such things purpose-built.
But she supposed if you were that rich you could simply have an
idle thought and someone would rush to please you. The thing was
adjustable at its base so that he could push it up to the point its
rounded head was jammed against the back wall of her sex, until the
ache within her was just short of pain.

Not that she could complain, for she'd also
made the acquaintance of a ball-gag for the first time. It filled
her mouth, pressing down on her tongue and up against the roof of
her mouth, holding her jaws apart, the strap going behind her
head.

She had no worry about keeping her chest out,
keeping her shoulders back, given the way her arms were bound,
especially since he'd attached a short line from her wrists to a
hook like a half donut he'd pushed up into her back passage. The
pull forced her shoulders back sharply, and her chest arched
because of it.

It was mortifying, at first, to be placed
there, for Irene worked around her, passing to and fro, smirking at
her each time she passed. The thick, polished dark wooden pole was
all-too obvious as it entered her, spreading the bare, hairless
lips of her sex so wide and taut.

And yet to punish her further, Forbes' had
added another thing. There was a thin black, Y-shaped elastic cord
attached to her nipple clips. It ran down her body to a small clip
which he'd slowly tightened around her clitoris until she wanted to
scream – but of course, was gagged, so could not even protest!

The worst part, perhaps, was that he'd
attached that before securing her bound arms to the cord behind
her. For the line had already been taut, and when he'd pulled her
arms back further, of course, it had pulled on the cord even more,
so that her clitoris burned and ached and throbbed terribly!

This was her punishment, he said, for her
undisciplined decision to have an orgasm even when told she was
forbidden. She felt miserable, in pain, resentful, and very much
sorry for herself.

All these complicated – punishments: tying
her up, spanking, strapping, whipping her, making her crawl. All
this was more than simply discipline, however. She'd been young
enough, and uninterested enough to know nothing about this sort of
kinky thing, but was now beginning to understand that there was
more to it. The different ways in which he bound her, in which he
punished her, all served some sort of erotic purpose to him. She
didn't quite understand it, but she knew it did.

When he'd said she would be his sex toy she'd
thought that meant just fucking her, repeatedly, perhaps in
different positions, perhaps often, but there was clearly a lot
more to his perversion than that. He could have her body any way he
wanted, after all. He had no use of tying her, or even really in
punishing her. What difference did it make to him if she had an
orgasm or not!? She was alternately bewildered, frustrated, and
miserable by turns, and feeling as though she was well out of her
depth.

Her legs were growing very stiff, her back
ached, her arms and shoulders were numb, and her clitoris burned.
She stood there most of the evening, as stiff as a board while he
ignored her. Irene went home, and then George left, and she was
alone with him, and still he ignored her.

Finally he came over to the corner where she
stood and looked at her.

“Have we started to learn our lesson, slave?”
he asked mildly.

She could not, of course, respond. She could
not speak.

“I'm considering whether to leave you here
for the night,” he mused. “George can let you off tomorrow morning
if you're good.”

Regan felt a shock of horror and shook here
head desperately.

“Will you be a proper slave girl if I let you
down for the night?” he demanded.

She jerked her head frantically.

“You'll be an enthusiastic, and obedient
little slave?”

Again she nodded her head energetically. She
couldn't stand here all night!

“I think you still have too much pride, slave
girl,” he said. “I think you still believe you're a person, a
person with rights, who gets to make decisions about things. You're
not. By law you're mine to do with as I choose. I make all
decisions. Even the most tiny ones, like whether you get to go to
the bathroom or sleep or wear clothes. Do you understand,
slave?”

Again Regan nodded her head.

“I don't think you do, but we'll see what we
can teach you.”

He released the clip biting into her
clitoris, and she gasped at the sudden lack of tension. There was a
moment of relief, then long seconds of pain where she bit into the
ball gag, moaning and writhing and twisting helplessly while he
left the room. He returned a minute or so later with the big
vibrator, the one which plugged in and had a round white head.

The aching in her clitoris had faded in
intensity, but was still present, along with a soothing sense of
numbness and tingling. He turned on the vibrator and moved it very
gently against her, and Regan gasped in pain at the touch.

“You need to understand that your entire
purpose now is sex,” he said. “I don't mean simply making yourself
available and obeying orders, either. Everything about you should
be designed to interest, excite, please and arouse me as much as
possible. The way you walk, or crawl, the way you dress, the way
you move and speak. You should be smiling and teasing and begging
for my attentions. I realize you're new, of course, but that is
ultimately what I want from you.”

He ran the vibrator up and down against her
clit as he spoke. And though she still ached, the aching was
turning into something more.

“Think of yourself as playing the part of a
totally free, insatiable sex kitten. Then think of it as not
playing the part, but being the sex kitten, turning into the sex
kitten. You're a sex slave. Sex is your entire reason for existence
over the next year. And I'm going to break you of your pride and
inhibitions so you can assume that role – and like it.”

The way he was pushing down against her clit
now was pushing her soft flesh in and back against the hard wooden
cock driven up inside her. That was redoubling the force of the
vibrations to uncomfortable intensity, but there was nothing she
could do about it. She was still utterly helpless.

“Tell me you want my cock,” he said.

She stared at him helplessly.

“I don't care that you're gagged. You're not
saying it for me. You're saying it for you. So say it.”

“I want your cock,” she said.

Of course, with her mouth gagged, it was so
muffled as to be indecipherable. She, of course, knew what she
said, though.

“Again slave.”

“I want cock,” she tried to say.

“You want my cock.”

“I want your cock.”

“You want it inside you.”

“I want your cock inside me!” she moaned into
the gag.

“You want my cock in your mouth.”

“I want your cock in my mouth.”

“In your throat”

“I want your cock in my throat.”

On and on he went as she tried to repeat his
words and he played the vibrator back and forth over her clit. It
confused her, and flustered her, but at least it was easy to obey.
And the vibrator was having an effect on her lower body, though she
was nowhere near as aroused as she'd been earlier.

He removed the strap which was attached to
the donut he'd put inside her bottom, then took out the donut and
replaced it with a butt-plug. That done, he squatted down, turned a
knob, and she felt the wooden shaft sliding downward. She groaned
as it left her body, and stumbled before he caught her, easing her
to her knees.

He removed her ball gag, then attached a
leash to her collar.

“Crawl like that,” he ordered.

Crawling with her arms bound behind her was
impossible. But apparently what he wanted was for her to walk along
on her knees, which was quite difficult and awkward, but doable. He
led her along patiently, into his bedroom and then had her sit on
her heels while he undressed.

“Tell me again that you want my cock,
slave.”

“I want your cock,” she said.

He paused in unbuttoning his shirt. “I expect
more enthusiasm from you or you go back out there and spend the
night standing.”

“I want your cock, sir!” she exclaimed.

“Where?” he asked ,continuing to
unbutton.

“I-I want your cock in my mouth, sir!”

“Where else?”

“I want your cock in my throat, sir!”

“Where else?” he asked, sitting to untie his
shoes.

“I want your cock in my pussy, sir!”

“Where else?” he asked, putting his shoes in
the corner.

“I-I want your cock in my ass, sir!”

“Where else?” he asked, removing his
socks.

She was at a loss.

“Start over.”

“I want your cock in my mouth, sir!”

She went through that continually as he
undressed completely, then he came over to her.

She had only seen him a little that morning,
when he was naked in the shower. She'd been required to kneel on
all fours and look straight ahead, and then she'd had soap in her
hair and eyes soon after. Now she looked at him, at his well-built
bod, well-tanned body, his shoulders, his chest, his belly, and
lower still, at that spot just above where his cock sprouted just
above a very thin scattering of well-shaved pubic hair. She felt a
stirring of interest, a rising of that dark excitement she'd felt
earlier, but it was pushed back by her need to please him, to make
sure she didn't wind up impaled on that shaft again for the
night.

He got on the bed and lay back.

“Get into bed, slave.”

She rose and crawled into bed, kneeling there
uncertainly.

He gestured, and she leaned forward. He
slipped a hand behind her head and pulled her down so she fell halt
atop him, and he pulled her lips to his. He kissed her softly, then
harder, his hands moving over her body, kneading her breasts,
caressing her bottom, sliding through her soft hair. Regan kissed
back, not knowing what else she could do, or should do, until he
pushed her head up and back.

“Now I want you to kiss and lick my body.
Start at the shoulders, and work your way down. Take your time, and
show me how much you love my body, slave.”

Arrogant bastard, she thought.

She obeyed, however, kissing and licking his
shoulders, then working her way slowly down his chest. She went
slower still at his orders, until she was lightly nibbling and
sucking at his nipples. Slowly, she moved lower, grunting with
effort as she moved her hips, her knees backwards until she was
kneeling between his legs. She trailed her tongue along his firm
belly and abdomen, kissing him as she moved her lips back and forth
in slow, back and forth motions.

This, of course, was more the sort of thing
she had expected to be doing – aside from her arms being locked
behind her back. It was also the sort of thing she was inclined to
do with men, except that few had this sort of patience. They wanted
her to go straight to their cock with very little interplay.

Forbes', however, kept slowing her down,
making her back up so that she had to slide her tongue all across
his belly, and then along the sides, and up along the side of his
ribs, crossing back over his chest to lick and suck at his nipples,
before caressing his other side, and working her way down
again.

Then she was at his abdomen, below his belly
button, licking, kissing, nuzzling him, her lips brushing against
his soft, firm flesh as she eased her knees lower still. She kissed
lower, down around his groin, now, and nuzzled his cock.

“Start with the balls,” he said.

She kissed them, licked them, mouthed them,
sucked lightly, then harder, massaged them within her mouth, then
started in on his cock. It was hard now, and she stared at the
base, licking up and down its length, then mouthing the shaft –
sideways – before licking and sucking and kissing her way pt to the
head. When she reached it, she took it into her mouth, sucking,
pulling it in deeper, bobbing her lips up and down.

She took him down her throat, sliding her
lips down to the base of his shaft.

“Hold,” he said.

She held in place, eyes rolling up, staring
at him, watching him as his cock throbbed within her throat. Her
head began to pound and her chest began to burn from lack of
oxygen, but she didn't dare move, even as her air ran out and her
head began to pound terribly.

“All right.”

She slid back up off his cock, gasping for
breath as she came free, licking at his balls and shaft again as
she caught her breath.

“Again.”

Again she took him into her mouth and slid
her lips all the way down. She waited now, watching him, holding
her breath until he finally nodded. Then she pulled up and back,
gasping.

“Enough for now, go lower.”

Lower, she thought, a little dazed. She'd
never gotten such a request from a man. But she began to lick and
suck and kiss at his inner thighs, slowly working her way from
inside to outside and back again. She reached his knee, and after a
flick of her eyes up at him, continued. She braced herself to
continue when she reached his ankle, knowing he would insist, not
even needing to check.

She licked and kissed her way along the top
of his foot, sliding her bottom back so she was actually off the
bed now and kneeling on the floor at its foot. She traced her
tongue and lips up and down his foot, then mouthed his big toe. She
sucked and licked at it, then at his other toes. He cocked his foot
back and she licked up and down along the underside, along the heel
and ball and instep.

“Now the other.”

Regan shifted to the other foot, licking and
sucking it in turn, then slowly working her way back up his leg to
his groin, climbing back into the bed, feeling a sense of
anticipation as she did. As before, she started on his balls. His
cock was still quite hard, and she mouthed it, sliding her lips
sideways along the shat.

“Tell me again that you want my cock,
slave.”

Regan pulled her mouth off him. “I want your
cock, sir,” she said.

“Where?” he asked, his voice soft.

Face flushed, she licked at it lightly. “I
want your cock in my mouth, sir!”

“Then put it there.”

She slid her lips over the fat, mushroom
head, sucking on it, pulling it upright with her mouth, then
bobbing up and down as her eyes watched him.

“Where else, slave?”

She pulled her lips off, panting.

“I want your cock in my throat, sir!”

“Then put it there, slave.”

She took him into her mouth again. He was
slick and slippery, and she pushed her lips down the shaft, taking
him down her throat, sliding her lips all the way down until they
were pressed against his groin at the base of his shaft. She rolled
her eyes up at him and met his looking down at her, then
waited.

Her legs were folded beneath her, her body
bent double, her breasts hard, nipples tingling, pressed against
his thighs and the bed beneath as she held still.

“Where else do you want my cock, slave?” he
asked.

She blinked her eyes, decided that was
permission, and slid her lips up off his cock, panting for breath
as she came free.

“I-In my pussy, sir!” she gasped.

“Then put it there, slave.”

She wasn't sure how she was going to do that,
but rose up at last, still panting, shuffling forward on her knees
until she was straddling his groin. She waited, and he reached
down, gripped the base of his shaft, and lifted it, holding it
upright. Regan shifted forward a bit, bringing the moist lips of
her sex into contact with the head, then sank slowly down, taking
him up deep into her belly.

Forbes simply continued to lay back, his head
propped against the headboard, and watch.

Regan sat astride him, his cock fully inside
her, staring at him, chest still heaving.

One of his hands slid forward, reaching the
place where their bodies joined, and the pad of his thumb began to
stroke across her clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock, slave.”

“I love cock, sir,” she panted.

“Louder.”

“I love cock, sir!”

“More enthusiasm, slave.”

“I love cock, sir!”

“You need cock.”

“I need cock, sir!”

“You want cock.”

“I want cock, sir!'

She resisted the physical urge to squirm as
his thumb stroked her clit, resisted the urge to begin to ride him.
He hadn't told her to, and she suspected he would when he wanted
her to.

Slaves didn't make decisions, after all.

“You love my cock.”

“I love your cock sir!”

“Louder, slave.”

“I love your cock, sir!”

“Softer. Gentler.”

“I-I love your cock, sir,” she said, lowering
her voice.

“Inside you.”

“I love your cock inside me, sir,” she said
softly.

“Lower still.”

“I love your cock inside me, sir,” she
all-but whispered.

“Where inside you?”

“I love your cock in my pussy, sir,” she
whispered.

“Louder.”

'I love your cock in my pussy, sir!”

Now ride up and down.

Gulping, flushed, Regan drew her knees in
more firmly around him, then began to slowly rise, and fall
again.

“Keep talking.”

“I-I love your cock in my pussy, sir.”

“Again. Keep saying it.”

And so she rode him, slowly, and repeated the
words again and again.

“Lean forward.”

She leaned into him, leaned almost all the
way over, so that he could take her breasts easily into his hands,
so that their faces were only a few inches apart, and continued to
ride him.

“I love your cock in my pussy, sir,” she
said, riding him. “I love your cock in my pussy, sir.”

He pinched and twisted her nipples, and she
gasped, but kept talking, kept riding.

The heat was rising inside her, at last,
rising higher and higher as she gave herself to the almost hypnotic
chanting, as she rode him slowly and steadily, grinding her pussy
against him. He pushed her upright again, and she rode him
faster.

“Stop.”

She paused, panting.

“Where else do you want my cock, slave?”

“I-In my mouth, sir.”

“Where else?”

“In my throat, sir.”

“Where else?”

She paused. “In my ass, sir.”

He smiled. “Then put it there.”

She flushed deeper. Regan had never had anal
sex, nor ever had the desire to, but she obeyed, rising up high,
though her legs were tiring, rising until his cock slipped out of
her. He gripped it and held it up, though, and she shifted forward
a little. He pulled the butt-plug out of her back opening, and she
sank slowly down, surprised at how easily he slid into her, at
least for the first several inches.

“Do you love it, slave?”

His expression left her with no doubt about
her answer.

'Yes, sir.”

“Tell me.”

“I... love your cock in my … ass, sir.”

“Keep saying it,” he said.”

And so she did, as she worked herself slowly
down onto it. It didn't go in as smoothly as it had her pussy, but
it went in, though with a little aching, and then some cramping
deep inside. And then she sat atop him, straddling him, rather
surprised to feel his cock deep in her ass, and no real pain.

He started to rub her clit again, and the
heat surged up as she rose up, and sank, rose up , and sank, rose
up and sank, moving faster now as her back passage loosened.

Her breath came quicker, and the heat rose
inside her. She rode harder, bouncing somewhat atop him now,
plunging down, startled at how good it felt to slide the entire
length of her anal tunnel all the way down his slick shaft, then
rise up again.

She felt a sudden shock, though, as she rode
him, for the heat was rising precipitously.

She eased her movements, gasping.

“M-May I come, sir?” she gulped, interrupting
her chant.

“No. Keep riding.”

He continued to stroke his thumb across her
clit, and she bit her lip, riding up and down, a little crestfallen
at first, but bearing up as she rode him. Her body thrummed with
sexual heat but she did her best to ignore it. As the heat grew she
tried to turn her mind to the least exciting, most unpleasant
thoughts she could, trying to douse the heat.

“Please sir, may I come?” she panted.

“No. Keep riding.”

Moaning, she obeyed, riding up and down on
his cock, moving slower until he ordered her to speed up, still
chanting that she loved his cock in her ass.

“P-Please may I come, sir?” she begged.

He didn't say no!

“Please, sir! Please may I come, sir?!” she
begged, riding him frantically.

“Very well,” he said.

It was as if a dam burst inside her mind.
Regan rode him faster, harder, leaning in, gasping, her breasts
wobbling so that he reached up to squeeze one tightly and tug on
the nipple. The other hand was still between her legs, thumb
stroking across her clit as the orgasm flooded through her nervous
system and she cried out in pleasure and rode him eagerly through
it.
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She slept in his bed, though with her arms
still strapped behind her. In the morning, he let her use his
toilet, then let her walk behind him – leashed – to the kitchen,
where she knelt beside his chair.

As before, he fed her, while Irene looked on,
then she drank from a bowl of milk Irene left on the floor.

After that, he left, and George unstrapped
her arms. She groaned in pain as he massaged her shoulders.

“You need to become more limber,” he said
“You need to do more stretching exercises, slave.”

She did an hour of physical exercises, then
another twenty minutes of stretching exercises before crawling to
the kitchen and pawing at the back door.

George was there, thankfully, not Irene. He
eyed her for a moment, then let her out, but followed.

“Up on the bench, slave,” he ordered.

She crawled up onto a wooden bench and knelt
on all fours as he oiled her up. It was better having him do it
than Irene, for some reason, but he spent considerably more time
oiling up her breasts and nipples, and then, running his big, black
fingers between her legs and oiling her up there. In fact, Regan's
hips began to grind helplessly as his slippery fingers moved over
her, and then in and out of her, one, then two ,then three pushing
deep into her pussy, twisting and turning, sliding in and out.

He drew back then. “Go and get some sun,
slave girl.”

He went into the house and slid the door
closed, and Regan panting, her insides churning, crawled down and
along the grass to where the big pool and waterfall were, and
wondered, a little breathlessly, if George would to fuck her. She
supposed he wanted to. Why wouldn't he, unless he was gay? And
clearly he wasn't! She remembered the size and thickness of his
cock in her mouth and felt a hot, squirming sense of dark pleasure
and heat at the thought of him mounting her, riding her, thrusting
that big cock into her again and again!

And if he decided to, what would she do?
Nothing, she thought. She had no say in such things. Forbes had
made that clear. She was to do whatever she was told, by whomever
told her to do it.

So if George decided to pull his big cock out
and mount her she would spread her legs and take it.

The thought made her quivery inside, with a
strange heat, and a sense of utter helplessness. She ran her
fingers over her slippery breasts, then down between her legs,
rubbing her clit the way George had, feeling her insides squirm and
burn as she drew her knees back.

Then she stopped abruptly, drawing her hands
away. Forbes had made it clear she wasn't to touch herself in that
way either. She didn't know if he really had cameras everywhere,
but didn't dare disobey.

She baked in the sun for a while, hot on the
inside, as well as the outside, thinking about what had happened
between she and Forbes the other night. It was far more like she'd
expected, and she would much rather have more of that and less of
this... crawling stuff. Less bondage stuff. But she had no control
over any of it. The only influence she had, she thought, was that
if she obeyed completely she wouldn't be punished.

She dove into the water and swam back and
forth, dove and turned and twisted, and rose to slide under the
waterfalls and enjoy the cool water pouring down around her naked
body.

“Enough sun, slave girl,” Irene's voice
called. “We don't want you getting sunburned.”

Regan climbed warily out of the pool, and
flushed as the black woman snapped a leash to her collar and led
her, crawling, over to the shower.

“Stand up, slave.”

Regan stood up as the woman turned on the
water briefly, but Irene took the soap herself, and began to soap
up Regan's body. Regan stood stiffly, uncomfortable, as the woman's
hands moved over her breasts and up and down her back. She felt
even more uncomfortable as the woman's fingers moved between her
legs, soaping her up extra carefully, almost the way George had
with the oil. Her fingers spread the lips of her sex, running up
and down between them and pushing up slightly into the mouth of her
sex.

Regan was embarrassed and resentful, but
didn't dare give any sign of it, even when the woman's fingers
stroked repeatedly over her soapy clitoris.

“What do you want inside you, slave?”Irene
asked.

Flushing, Regan dropped her eyes. Yet she
knew she had to answer. “I want cock inside me, Miss Irene.”

“Where else?”

Her mind spun, but the woman had obviously
been told what to say by Forbes, which meant Regan rebelled at her
own risk.

“I want cock in my mouth, Miss Irene, she
gulped, embarrassed.

“Where else, slave?”

“I want cock in my throat, Miss Irene,” she
said, as the woman's other hand rose and began to squeeze and knead
her breasts.

“Where else, slave?”

“I-I want cock in my pussy, Miss Irene, she
gasped.

Irene's fingers were having an effect,
despite the squirming resistance to the though in Regan's mind, and
her breathing was becoming more ragged as her heart pounded and her
pulse sped up.

Irene chuckled and pulled back, turning on
the water to rinse the panting slave girl off. Then she snapped the
leash to her collar again.

“Get on all fours.”

Regan crawled back to the house, and inside,
but Irene didn't remove the leash, instead leading her back through
the house and into the front room. There was a heavy wooden coffee
table there, narrow and ancient with age. And sitting on it was a
very thick, long black dildo.

Regan stared at it anxiously as Irene picked
it up.

“Where do you want cock, slave?”

“I-In my mouth, Miss Irene,” she said
reluctantly.

Irene pushed the dildo against her mouth, and
Regan helplessly opened wide as it pushed int.

“Suck that cock, slave girl,” Irene said with
a smirk.

Regan had to obey, sucking and licking as the
woman bent over her and pushed the dildo in and out of her
mouth.

She pulled it back, rubbing the slippery,
spit-wet dildo along her lips.

“Where else, slave?”

“I-In my throat, Miss Irene,” she gulped
reluctantly.

Irene pushed it into her mouth again, then
slid it deeper and deeper as Regan sucked and then pushed deeper
still. Regan gagged a little and tried to pull back but Irene
tugged sharply on her leash pulling her forward, and the dildo
pushed slowly down the length of her throat, and beyond. Regan
knelt, trembling, arms at her sides twitching and jerking, but not
moving to resist as Irene buried the dildo in her throat.

The black woman looked down at her through
dark brown eyes, holding the dildo in place, the base of it almost
flush with Regan's lips as the woman held it with two fingers. Then
she slid it slowly back up and out of her mouth.

“Where else?”

“I-In my pussy, Miss Irene,” she gasped,
gulping in air.

Irene placed the dildo on the edge of the
table, and twisted it. When she drew her hand away it stayed in
place.

“Do it, slave. Ride that cock.”

Biting her lip, flushed, Regan rose,
straddled the table, then sank slowly down, turning her eyes down
to the floor as she took the big dildo most of the way up into her
pussy. It was simply too big to go all the way. She rose up and
down, horribly embarrassed and self-conscious with the other woman
looking on.

“Not much of a sex slave if you can't even
get that cock all the way inside you,” Irene sniffed. “Wait till
George sticks you with his.”

She reached between Regan's legs and twisted
the dildo, which came free. Then she pulled Regan to her feet by
the hair, holding the dildo in place with her other hand.

“Stand against the wall, slave,” she
barked.

Regan obeyed, chest heaving, and the woman
pushed her forward and kicked her ankles apart.

“Push that skinny ass out, slave,” she
barked.

She had another dildo in her hand, and
Regan's heart sank. She watched the woman beginning to lube the
thing,m then turned her face to the wall. She was leaning forward,
hands against the wall, bottom pushed out, legs apart, and gulped
as she felt the slick nose of the dildo pressed against her back
opening.

“Where else do you want it, slave?” Irene
taunted.

“In my ass, Miss Irene,” she moaned
helplessly.

The dildo pushed up, spreading her opening,
twisting and turning as it slid slowly up into her.

“What do you want in your ass, slave?”

The dildo pulled back, then pushed forward,
twisting and turning.

“I... I want cock in my ass, Miss Irene.”

The dildo pushed deeper, and she gasped,
moaning.

“You love cock in your ass, slave!”

“I love cock in my ass, Miss Irene,” she
gasped and moaned as the woman twisted and pushed the dildo deeper
still.

The head of the dildo was deep inside her
now, to the point she was feeling aches and cramps as the woman
forced it deeper still.

She yelped at a slap to her bottom.

“Push that ass out, slave girl,” Irene
ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed as Irene forced the dildo
deeper.

“You'd be surprised how much black cock a
little white girl can take,” Irene said with a sneer.

She gripped Regan by the hair, yanking her up
and back, then steadying her with her hand on her arm.

“Stand still, slave.”

She produced a long length of black rope
about as thick as Regan's index finger. She doubled it up, then
quickly tied two loops in the rope and pulled them in around her
breasts.

“Bend forward,” she ordered.

Clearly, Regan thought, this was not an
ordinary maid. For the first time, she began wondering about
exactly what Forbes' relationship with George and Irene was, and
whether or not he'd had 'slave girls' before.

Irene pulled the loops in against her chest
and tightened them, then drew the rope behind her back and crossed
it.

“Down on all fours, slave.”

With Regan on her hands and knees the woman
brought one of the lengths of doubled up rope down her spine, then
between her buttocks. She lodged them firmly against the base of
the two dildos as she brought them through her legs, drew them in
against her belly, then crossed the two, tugged sharply to tighten
them, and fed them around her waist to tie at her back. She drew
Regan's hair into a loose mass, pulled it up and back, braided it
loosely around the two ropes there, and then let go.

Regan found she could not lower her head now
because of the way the rope was anchored to her hair. She could
only look forward, and even then, only on all fours. If she stood
up she'd be staring at the ceiling!

Irene then wrapped small black leather
mittens around her hands. The mittens had no thumbs, and hard,
unbendable bottoms so she could not bend her hands at all. She
strapped them on, then hung a pair of small round weights from her
nipple rings and stood up.

“There. Now you can go play,” she said
brightly.

Regan looked up at her in disbelief.

“Go on,” Irene said.

Irene crawled off, the weights on her nipples
swinging.

This was all utterly insane! What was it
Forbes wanted of her!?

Her breasts throbbed as she moved, and she
felt the relentless pressure of the dildos inside her, each of
which was being in by the pressure of the ropes against their base.
She crawled back to her room, looking around helplessly. She could
not really stand up unless she wanted to stare at the ceiling. She
couldn't use her hands to work the computer, or even the remote
control for the television.

Every time she tried to move her head
downward it pulled against the rope bound to her hair, and that, in
turn, pulled against the dildos inside her, which were already in
so deep they ached.

Forbes had made her crawl before, but at
least she had hands, then. Now, she effectively had paws. The
absence of her hands made doing anything difficult, or even
impossible. She could not even sit or lay down. Her breasts were
already bound and swollen. Laying on them was not really an option.
Sitting had the same problem as standing. She'd be looking at the
ceiling overhead.

What did dogs do all day for entertainment,
she thought helplessly.

She could lay on her side, at least, but that
got boring quickly. She fumbled the remote control for the TV into
place, and then tried to use her nose and tongue to work it. That
was a success, to a minimal degree. But she still had to lay on her
side. So she slid carefully out of bed, the remote in her mouth,
and tried to watch while kneeling on all fours. That got tiring,
especially to her arms. She lowered her body to the floor, then,
laying on her belly, with her arms folded underneath, propping her
chest up somewhat.

With the addition of several pillows, which
she had to drag off the bed by her teeth, the position was at least
bearable. But the throbbing inside her never let up, nor the
throbbing from her breasts, nor the tingling from her nipples.
Also, the two ropes passed directly over her clitoris, and Irene
had tied a small knot in them. Her movements ground the rope
against her clitoris. It wasn't a lot, but it was consistent with
every movement, and that was having its own effect.

Then George came into the room. She felt a
sudden surge of alarm, anxiety, embarrassment, and a helpless sense
of arousal.

“On all fours, slave,” he said in a
businesslike fashion.

Regan pushed herself back onto her hands and
knees as he knelt beside her. She felt his hands at the knots
behind her, and felt them loosening. The ropes against the base of
the dildos fell away, and she felt his hands on one, the one in her
pussy. It slid back out and she moaned in relief, but then it
pushed back in again. He pumped it in and out, not in a sexual way,
but almost clinical, pushing it hard against the back wall of her
pussy and ignoring her gasp and moan of pain.

He pushed it in, then did the same to the
other dildo. Then he replaced the ropes, slapped her bottom
lightly, and left her alone once more.

The ache inside her was more pronounced, now,
but with the way her hair was tied Regan had no way of looking
behind her to see if he had pushed the dildos deeper. It felt like
it, at any rate.

“Time for your walkies, slave,” Irene's voice
called.

Regan gulped, and rose onto all fours,
turning her body to look warily at the woman.

“Do we need to go pee?” the woman asked
mockingly.

Regan flushed. She did, but had no idea how
she could the way she was bound.

Irene snapped the leash to her collar and led
her up the hall but then into Forbes' room. There she removed the
ropes, easing the ache within Regan, and letting her move her head
at last. She turned her head, trying to see behind her, to judge
how deep the dildos were, but couldn't see them. Irene kept her
hair braided, but now wound a thin black elastic cord into it, then
fed that down her spine and hooked it to the dildo in her
bottom.

She pushed a gag into her mouth. This was not
a ball-gag, but a variation, for the thick little gag was shaped
like the head of a penis. It strapped around her head, and made
Regan feel even more helpless in that now she couldn't even
protest, even if she dared to.

Irene led her out the side door, instead of
the front, and Regan gasped to see a young man waiting there. He
was even younger than her, skinny and short, and his wide eyes
drank her in as Irene led her out. She froze, and her arms tried to
cover her body before Irene yanked on the leash to pull her
forward.

“Behave, slave girl,” she ordered, slapping
her bottom.

Mortified, Regan knelt in place, unable to
drop her head because of the pull on her hair.

She noticed now that there were three dogs
with the young man, all on leashes.

“There you are, Tommy. Make sure she doesn't
get too much sun,” Irene said.

“Yes, ma'am,” Tommy said.

He took her leash and then tugged until she
started crawling over the grass, in company with the three dogs.
Regan's humiliation was complete. She was in a state of dazed
astonishment as she was forced to crawl along. The dogs tended to
pull on their leashes, straining to go forward, while she lagged
behind. The dogs often stopped to urinate, and she pulled back
further, until Tommy tugged on her leash.

“You better go, slave,” he said. “Cuz Irene
says you won't be able to later.”

Who was this kid, she wondered frantically!
It was mortifying to have to crawl along like this on all fours
naked and with dildos sticking out of her, with some kid holding
the leash! It was worse to be included with the dogs as if she was
some sort of animal! And even worse was the fact that her bladder
did indeed ache! She couldn't bear the thought of doing her
business under his eyes, as she had with Forbes, but what if she
wasn't allowed to afterward?!

What were they trying to do to her, she
thought, aghast!

But of course, the answer came quickly, for
they had made no secret of it. They were destroying her
inhibitions, any inhibitions she had about her body and nudity and
sex of any kind. They were breaking her pride and rendering her
into a slave. And what was a slave but a possession, a kind of
intelligent animal?

They crawled along a long line of hedges, on
the other side of the house that she was used to. She had no idea
who owned the dogs, or who Tommy was. Were they the neighbor's
dogs? Was he some sort of pet walker? But surely he must, like
Irene and George, have had previous experience with this sort of
thing. No way would Irene have simply handed her over to some
normal dog walker.

God! Was she going to have to do something
with this kid!? The thought was even more daunting. He near enough
her age, but clearly not someone she would even have given a second
look to prior to becoming a slave. Nor did she want to look at him
now! In fact, him being near her age made her humiliation
worse!

From time to time one or another of the dogs
sniffed around her, and she pushed them away with her mittened
hands.

“You're not allowed to touch the dogs,
slave,” Tommy said, after the second or third time. “Just leave
them be. They won't bite. And it's not like they can do anything
else with those dildos in you.”

Her eyes widened and she felt her skin burn
as a fresh wave of embarrassment spread through her.

“Besides, while you might be in heat, it's
not their kind of heat,” he said with a smirk.

They continued their 'walk'. Tommy made no
effort to touch her or take advantage of her, but now and then he
did talk to her, usually to say something mocking or insulting. The
gist of it all was that he thought pretty much all women were
bitches anyway, so ought to be treated that way, and that their
soft, rounded bodies weak personalities were supremely unattractive
to him.

Tommy, she figured, was gay. She supposed
that was why Irene trusted him to 'walk' her. Then again, would
Irene have cared if he had decided to fondle, grope or even fuck
her? Not if Forbes didn't.

She was just a slave, after all, an animal, a
sexual animal, a sex-pet for Forbes to play with.

And so, miserable and defeated, she took the
opportunity when the other dogs had stopped, and Tommy was
apparently looking the other way, lowered her lower body, shifted
her knees apart, and let her bladder go.

Tommy turned his head and smirked, and she
felt her face burn further, but she couldn't stop at that point,
and the desperate relief of the ache inside her finally began to
ease.

* * *

Forbes didn't come home that night. She
wasn't told why, nor when he would return. George fed her her
dinner, which she ate, as usual on all fours. He washed her –
fingering her soapy body until she squirmed helplessly – brushed
her teeth, shampooed her hair, and then hung her upside down from
the ceiling, with her ankles and arms spread well apart.

The dildos were still inside her at that
point, but he pulled the one in her pussy out and replaced it with
another for some reason. The new one was just as thick and hard and
long, perhaps longer.

Finally, he knelt behind her, gripped her
hair and pulled. This drew her head up and back so that she was, in
effect, looking straight behind her – at his cock. She gasped as he
pushed it into her open mouth, and almost automatically began to
suck on it.

He said nothing, pulling firmly on her hair,
pumping slowly in and out, then sliding deep into her throat. It
took him only a couple of minutes to empty himself inside her. He
then drew back, gagged her.

He drew over a tiny box, placed it on the
floor below her head, then fed a pair of wires from it up to her
ears, placing two ear buds firmly in place.

Then he left, turning out the lights.

Except for one.

She realized then, what the 'dildo' in her
pussy was. It was, in fact, a large candle, a very large, and very
thick candle. And it's wavering light was the only one in the room,
dancing off the walls as she hung in place.

“I love cock,” she heard in her ears. “I love
cock inside me.”

It was her own voice.

“I love cock in my mouth. I love cock in my
throat. I love cock in my pussy. I love cock in my ass.

Through the long night, the voice, her voice,
repeated that, over and over again, while the candle flickered with
her every movement. The candle's lit end was well above her, but as
it melted, wax trickled slowly down along the length of the candle,
and eventually reached her straining opening. She hissed, at first,
at its heat, but as it continued, as it accumulated, wax melted and
trickled down atop the layer of wax already there, and so its
warmth was easily bearable.

And the night wore on.
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In the morning, at least, she supposed it was
morning, George came for her, removed the candle, replaced it with
the dildo, and lowered her to the ground.

She had not slept, of course. She was
exhausted, dazed, and her head ached. He let her lay for a bit,
then leashed her and had her crawl to the bathroom. He soaped her
up slowly, his big, black hands moving over body as she knelt,
dull-eyed, on the little raised platform. She was not indifferent
to his touch, but her mind was still foggy as his fingers massaged
her breasts and caressed her sex. Her body certainly enjoyed the
attention, and began to throb obligingly, but her mind was only
slowly waking.

He brushed her hair, dried her, and then led
her, still crawling, out to the kitchen to eat. She did so
automatically, eyes still somewhat glazed over. Then Irene brought
her into the exercise room. She slid small knee protectors over her
legs, elastic cups which protected her knees from the floor, then
had her get on a treadmill machine and started it up.

She crawled along, then crawled faster as the
machine moved more quickly. Her unbound breasts swung back and
forth below her as she crawled.

After that, she lay on a yoga mat, raised her
legs, bent her knee, and did a sort of bicycle exercise under
Irene's direction. She did stretching exercises, then pushups, as
best she could, and a variety of others designed to keep her belly
flat and firm up her arms and legs. It was exhausting, and Regan
was sure it lasted more than an hour.

Afterward, she was allowed to drink some
water – from a bowl. Then Irene oiled her up, again, as before,
spending longer than necessary on her breasts and pussy, before
sending her, crawling, outside to get some sun.

Later, Tommy walked her again. And that
night, she again spent hanging upside down, listening to her own
voice telling her how much she loved cock.

She wondered, forlornly, when she was going
to actually get some cock. It would certainly be far preferable to
this insane and degrading existence!

* * *

Forbes was coming home! She felt so
incredibly relieved!

Not that anyone told her. But she was placed
before the door in the familiar position, though her arms were not
bound this time. Instead, her hands rested on her outer thighs,
with her knees spread wide. The two dildos were still inside her,
only now they were fully embedded, their round bases flush with the
taut, straining entrances to her body. They had been removed from
time to time, but always replaced. And while they now fit inside
her, somehow, she ached with the fullness.

The door opened, and she didn't have to
pretend she was happy to see him.

“Miss me, slave girl?” he asked
cheerfully.

“Yes, sir!”

“Welcome home, sir,” George said.

“George. Good to be back. San Diego was
beautiful, though. Has our little slave been obedient?”

“Yes, sir, and learning quickly.”

“Excellent.”

He snapped his fingers at her and as he and
George walked up the hall, talking, Regan followed, crawling
behind, feeling a sense of swirling anxiety and anticipation inside
her.

They reached his bedroom, with he and George
talking about the house, its maintenance, the food required for the
coming week, and what he wanted for dinner. Regan sat back on her
heels again to wait whatever Forbes wanted of her.

Finally, he turned to her, and beckoned her
to rise. She did, swaying a bit.

“Have you enjoyed crawling around the last
few days, slave?”

She hesitated.

“Speak truthfully.”

“No, sir,” she said, swallowing
anxiously.

“No, of course you haven't. Why would you?
Life is better up here, isn't it? Better view, for one thing. Much
more efficient means of getting about for another. Want to stay up
here?”

She hesitated. “Yes, sir,” she said.

“Your behavior will govern that” he said with
a smile,” though of course, you will be on your hands and knees
often enough.”

He chuckled at that, as did George.

He tapped her hands, which still had the
mittens on.

“Like your hands back?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“You can serve me better with hands,” he
said, “But again, we'll see if you get to keep them.”

He unlaced the mittens and pulled them off,
and she flexed her stiff fingers in relief.

He turned to George and nodded.

“On your hand and knees, slave girl,” George
ordered.

Regan sank back down onto all fours.

“Now show your master how happy you are to
see him,” George said, “Start with his shoes. You'll clean them,
then remove them.”

She stared up at him in confusion, not
certain how she was to – .

“Clean then with your tongue, slave,” George
said.

She felt a blow in the pit of her stomach,
but there was no thought of refusal. She bent her head and began to
lick at Forbes' polished black leather shoes as the two men looked
on. She ran her tongue up and down and all over each shoe, not
wanting to rush things lest she draw punishment. Finally, she
untied each shoe, and Forbes obligingly raised his feet so she
could pull them off.

“The socks, slave.”

She removed his socks, and then, wincing, was
forced to lick and suck on his toes and feet before George directed
her upward. She rubbed her face against his groin while undoing his
belt, undoing his trousers, and then pulling his zipper down. He
raised his feet so she could remove his trousers, then she again
rubbed her face against his groin through his shorts.

Forbes was silent, with George calling out
her instructions in a stern voice. She rose once more, undid his
tie, and removed it, while kissing lightly along his neck. She
removed his blazer, kissing and rubbing her cheek against his
chest, then unbuttoned his shirt, kissing her way down his chest as
she did.

Whens he got him naked he sat down, and she
gripped his cock, now hard, caressing it with her hands as well as
her tongue and lips. She spent long minutes sucking and licking and
massaging his balls under George's careful instructions before
finally taking him into her mouth and bobbing up and down as she
sucked. She took him deep into her throat repeatedly, and finally
brought him that way as George looked on.

Then it was time to repeat herself – with
George.

She performed exactly the same movements,
took the same time, and then, gulping anxiously, held his big black
cock in her hands as she licked at the head.

Forbes, meanwhile, knelt behind her, and his
hands moved all over her body, kneading her breasts, stroking and
rolling her nipples, and fingering her clitoris. He pumped one
dildo, then the other as he leaned over her and kissed her back and
shoulders and neck, and Regan felt her body begin to thrum with a
deep, all-encompassing arousal that grew in pressure and strength
with every passing minute.

She could barely get her throat down George's
thick cock, gagging and gurgling, but she managed, in the end, even
as her hips ground against Forbes' fingers and the dildos twisting
and pumping inside her.

George slid off the bed onto the floor, and
they repositioned her. Forbes slapped her bottom and she raised her
hips and spread her knees. George twisted her hair around his big
fist as he pumped his cock slowly in her mouth, and she felt the
big dildo in her pussy withdrawing.

For a long moment she felt empty there,
vacant. Then Forbes slid his fingers into her, one, two, three,
even four, twisting and turning as he rubbed and caressed her clit.
When his fingers came out his cock slid in, and the feeling, the
sensation was incredible. The dildos had been nothing compared to
the feel of a real, warm, slick cock pushing into her body, and a
part of her reveled in the sensation as he drove himself into her
to the hilt.

She had had those dildos in her for so long …
and it was as if her body were only being teased, being taunted by
the toy when it wanted the real thing. Now, as he drove into her,
as his hips pressed against her buttocks, she felt almost giddy as
that built-up hunger was finally satisfied. She also felt a thrill
of wonder at being taken by two men at once, something she'd
fantasized about before, but never seriously considered she would
experience.

Her lips were bobbing up and down on George's
big black cock as Forbes rode her with increasing speed and power,
his hands on her hips, jerking her back to meet his deep thrusts.
George held her hair and reached under to grope her breasts,
kneading and squeezing them and pinching her nipples. It was
insanely sluttish by her own moral standards, but those standards
had, to say the least, been watered down by her new reality.

And so, being thought of as a slut, or even
thinking herself one, were nowhere to be found in her mind as she
sucked on George and her body shook to the thrusts from behind.
Instead, as the men continued to use her, as she continued to
service them, her mind swirled with a growing sense of wild, sexual
abandon. Her insides burned with the deep thrusting of Forbes cock,
and her breasts throbbed in George's hands.

George pulled her head up and back by the
hair, and she gulped in air as he rubbed his cock across her
face.

“Do you love cock, slave?”

“Yes, Mr. Smith,” she panted. “I love cock
inside me.”

“Where do you love it, slave girl?”

“I love cock in my mouth, Mr. Smith,” she
gasped.

She felt her arms gripped from behind and
pulled behind her. Forbes' bent her arms and placed her forearms
together across her back, pinning them with one hand even as George
fed his cock back into her mouth. She sucked, or tried to, as he
pumped his cock in and out, jamming the oversized head against the
inside of her cheeks, sliding it across her tongue.

He pulled out again.

“Where else do you love cock, slave?”

“I love cock in my throat, Mr. Smith!” she
croaked.

He pushed himself into her again, drawing her
head forward by the hair, pushing himself straight down her throat
until her face was jammed against his groin, then held her there as
Forbes thrust up into her from behind with fast, deep strokes.

Then they both pulled out of her. She moaned
a little dazedly as she was picked up, turned over, and then
carried across the room to the sofa and draped across the coffee
table. They both then sat down facing her.

“Draw your knees up, slave and spread them
apart,” Forbes ordered.

Panting, flushed with heat, Regan obeyed,
staring at them as they watched her.

George leaned forward and handed her a
dildo.

“Masturbate for us, slave girl,” Forbes
said.

The word was daunting, even as it was the
first time he'd suggested it on her first day there. But the
behavior required of her was now much less so. She felt
embarrassment and reluctance swell, but the heat enveloping her
shielded her mind as she drew the dildo down between her legs. She
was sopping wet, and moaned as she rubbed the head up and down
against her open sex.

Despite the embarrassment there was something
alarmingly exciting about the thought of doing it while they
watched her, and so she slowly worked the dildo into her pussy,
chest heaving, intent on obedience. As it pushed into her, though,
and as she watched them watching her, her heat deepened, and she
gasped with the intensity of it, her fingers dancing across her
clitoris as she pumped the dildo in and out.

Her hips could not keep still, despite her
embarrassment, for she was too aroused, giddy and intoxicated on
the heat. Intent on obedience, she lost track of it, forgot she was
only obeying, that her masturbation was anything but real. Her
fingers rubbed more desperately against her clit as she pumped the
dildo harder and deeper, gasping and moaning as her hips rose and
ground against the dildo.

And then, with the two of them looking on,
she came, crying out, arching and twisting, thrusting the dildo
frantically as the pleasure tore through her body and mind. It was
sooo good! It was far too intense to resist, nor even to try! Her
head rolled behind her as she arched and bucked up against the
throbbing, pounding heat, and then, as the orgasm finally faded,
she went limp, gasping, chest heaving, feeling a new sense of
embarrassment but also a strange satisfaction.

Forbes slid off the sofa and pulled the dildo
free of her, then thrust himself into her instead. His hands
gripped her breasts and rolled her nipples as he thrust. Then
George was kneeling at the other side of the table, dragging her
back by the shoulders so her head hung over the edge. Her mouth
opened and his cock slid in, pumped in and out a few times, then
pushed into her throat.

Coping with the big cock in her throat
distracted her from much of what Forbes was doing. She sensed him
speeding up, his fingers digging harder into her breasts, but was
preoccupied when he pulled out, not knowing or thinking about
whether he had finished or not. Then he thrust into her again, or
so it seemed, though the feel wasn't quite right. Her mind spun and
her head pounded form lack of air as George kept himself deep in
her throat, pumping slowly in and out, and she could see nothing
but out between his inner thighs.

But then he pulled out, finally and she
gulped in air, gasping for breath as he gripped her hair and lifted
her head up and forward.

Irene was there, kneeling before the table.
She was naked, and she wore a strap-on dildo. Regan stared at her
in dazed incomprehension for long moments, her mind trying to adapt
to the startling sight before her.

“Do you like my cock, slave girl?” Irene
purred.

Regan stared at her, stared at the sight of
the big dildo pushing into her.

Irene leaned over her, above her, looking
down at her, drove the cock into her, then seized her hair and
jerked her head up and back, crushing her lips down onto Regan's.
Regan felt the woman's heavy breasts against her own, the soft
black skin against hers, and felt a sense of revulsion and
distaste. She wanted no part of sex with women, after all!

Irene drew up and back, then brought her open
hand down across Regan's face with a stinging blow that shocked the
younger woman.

“Kiss back, slave!” she growled.

She crushed her lips against Regan again,
and, startled, frightened, Regan did her best to kiss back, but
still got another slap across the face.

“Kiss me, slave!” Irene growled.

Moaning, whimpering, Regan kissed her
frantically, their tongues sliding together as Irene's hips ground
against her, as the fake cock thrust in and out of her. George
looked on, his cock still stiff and thick. And then Forbes came
into the room, wearing a dressing gown, watching as Irene slid her
body up and down against the reluctant brunette. Irene drew back,
pulling on Regan's hair, forcing her to sit up, then pulling her
off the table and onto her knees on the floor.

Irene sat back on the sofa, still pulling on
Regan's hair, forcing her to climb up into her lap, to straddle
her. She sank down on the stiff dildo, moaning, as it plunged deep,
then her mouth was crushed against Irene's again as the woman
jerked on her hair.

She felt George coming against her from
behind, gripping the big dildo almost buried in her ass and pulling
it free. Then something else pushed into her, something thicker,
softer, warmer, slippery with her own saliva. She shuddered, eyes
going wide, gasping in startled pain as George slowly worked his
big cock up into her ass.

“You love it, slave,” Irene said. “You love
that big cock up your ass.”

She pulled her head down and forward again,
her tongue pushing into Regan's mouth, and Regan instinctively
began to kiss back – quickly, lest she anger the woman. George
worked his cock deep into her belly, his hands sliding around her,
cupping and squeezing her breasts as he began to kiss and chew on
the nape of her neck.

Regan was overwhelmed by it all, moaning and
gasping, eyes round as the two thrust into her. She felt fingers
between her legs, stroking across her clitoris, and her resistance
began to collapse as she surrendered to the inevitability, as the
heat began to pour into her once more, as the sexuality of what was
happening took over.

George's cock inside her caused cramps,
caused an ache deep in her belly, and yet it was still intensely
satisfying for some reason. She moaned as she felt him working
himself in and out, and as Irene thrust up into her pussy from
beneath.

“Ride that cock, slave,” George growled, and
so she did, shuddering and whimpering as her hips rolled up and
down, as the two cocks inside her pumped and twisted, as her mind
and body were overwhelmed by the hot, hedonistic abandon.
Inhibitions shattered, she felt herself writhing and rolling,
riding the hot, hungry wave of pleasure and sensual need, ravaged
by the two as her body began to vibrate with a growing sense of
hunger and desire.

And there was Forbes looking on, and spiking
the sense of exhibitionism which had been growing within her. It
was as if she were putting on another lewd, daring show in addition
to the wildness of the sensations four hands, two mouths and two
cocks were already rousing within her.

She felt a slight shock of denial when she
felt the upwelling of pleasure that presaged a climax, for she was
still reluctant to have anything sexual to do with Irene. But with
the woman sucking on her nipple and squeezing her other breast,
with her fingers stroking against her clit, and George's big cock
pumping in her ass, she could not hold off, and exploded into
another helpless orgasm.

* * *

The orgasm pulled her out of that dark
swirling maelstrom of sexual need and hunger. And so when they
preceded to the next phase of the perverse show they were putting
on for Forbes she could not hide her reluctance.

Irene removed the strap-on dildo, and Regan
was on her knees before her, being pulled in against her pussy.

“Lick me, slave girl.”

Panting, still recovering from the orgasm,
she looked at the woman's pussy with distaste, pulling back,
despite the imperative yank on her hair.

“Are you refusing an order, slave?” Forbes
asked calmly.

“N-No, sir!” she gasped, still twisting
against Irene's grip.

“Do you think you won't be required to
service women during the next year? If so you're quite mistaken.
Irene is going to educate you on how to do it well.”

“But – !”

“Did I not tell you I didn't want to hear
that word from you again, slave? George.”

In short order she was carried back to her
room, across George's shoulder. There she knelt, watching with
considerable trepidation as he took a post from the closet and
placed it on the floor. The post was a simple four by four block of
polished wood perhaps three feet high with a thick screw at the
base. There was a small hole set in the floor she hadn't noticed,
but now the post screwed into it and in seconds stood there waiting
for her.

A second, narrower length of wood was quickly
screwed onto the top, forming a T-shaped frame near the wall. Then
a final length of wood, this one triangular, perhaps eight inches
long, and an inch on a side was screwed into the side of the
device.

“Come here, slave,” George ordered
calmly.

Regan reluctantly crawled to it and was
turned around, then lifted up and back against it. She gasped as
her arms were drawn up and over the horizontal post on top, her
entire body lifted up off the floor, then settled on that narrow,
triangular length of wood projecting out from the vertical beam.
Her wrists were quickly fastened to something behind the post, then
her lower legs bent at the knee, her ankles lifted up along the
sides of the vertical post and strapped in place.

Regan's body was arched back, the horizontal
post on top jammed up under her arms. Her knees were no more than
an inch off the floor, but held none of her weight. Instead her
weight was held by the narrow length of wood her pussy and tailbone
rested on, and by the wood pushed up under her arms.

“You should know by now, Slave girl, that you
don't get to say no,” George said before he left.

Regan felt very sorry for herself. She was
also more than a little frustrated at the situation, and at their
demand she do something with a woman. She castigated herself for
resisting, however, for she had come to accept she had no choice
about anything they wanted her to do, however gross or
disgusting.

As the minutes ticked away she felt growing
discomfort with the wood jammed up into her underarms, and even
more so with the wood splitting the lips of her sex, and crushing
her soft, sensitive flesh. Neither part of her anatomy was ever
designed to withstand pressure of any great amount, and both were
soon aching quite badly.
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“I see you still have a lot to learn about
being a proper, obedient slave girl,” Forbes said.

“I-I'm sorry, sir!” she moaned.

“I'm sure you are. But you must still be
punished,” he said, coming in and pulling over a chair.

“I did tell you that absolute obedience was a
requirement, did I not? I did inform you that you had no say, that
your body belonged to me now? Yes? I thought I had. I do try to be
fair in these things and lay out the rules in advance.”

He ran his hand along her taut belly and up
between her breasts, then plucked at one nipple ring, twisting and
pulling it.

“You need to give up any thought of choice,
slave girl. You need to learn to obey instantly, and not consider
whether you do or do not wish to do a thing. Your only thought
should be in how you can best obey the orders given to you. Such is
the lot of a slave.”

He used a small thin key to open the ring and
remove it, then did the same to the other. His fingers pinched her
nipples, rolled them between them, plucked and stroked them as he
looked down at her.

Then a riding crop appeared in his hand.

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He rubbed the flat, leather tip of the crop
across her erect nipples.

“Say it,” he said.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she panted.

“And what happens to sex slaves who are
disobedient?”

“Th-they're punished, sir!”

“Indeed,” he said.

He brought the flat flap at the end of the
crop down across one nipple and Regan gasped at the stinging
blow.

“Should you be punished, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she moaned reluctantly.

He slapped the crop down again and she
winced.

“Then say so.”

“I-I need to be punished, sir!”

“Ask me to punish you, sex slave.”

“Please punish me, sir!” she gasped.

He snapped the crop down across her other
nipple.

“Again.”

“Please punish me, sir!”

Her body jerked against the frame as he
brought the crop down.

“Again. Continue.”

“Please punish me, sir!” she cried, as the
crop snapped down on her breasts repeatedly.

Her nipples burned, and the center of her
breasts grew pink, then red as Forbes brought the crop snapping
down in short, sharp blows. The stinging blows caused her body to
jerk against the frame, grinding her underarms and pussy down even
more painfully against the wood holding her aloft, and she moaned
in misery as Forbes now let the crop slide down her body, down her
belly and between her legs.

Then Irene was there, just as naked as
before, smirking down at her as she spread her legs, gripped
Regan's hair on either side of her head, and pulled her face in
against her pussy.

“Lick me, slave,” she ordered.

Regan licked.

She licked, she sucked, she kissed, and she
licked again under Irene's direction. And all the while her body
was ground down against the hard wood beneath, and the ache grew
harsher.

“You'll get down when I'm satisfied, slave,”
Irene said remorselessly. “I'm not satisfied yet. If you want to be
released, satisfy me.”

Regan found her previous reluctance
evaporating in the face of the growing pain, and worked
frantically, without restraint, to satisfy the woman, taking every
direction instantly, licking without hesitation at all as she
sought to please the stern woman before her. It seemed to take
forever, and she was almost in tears with the aching before Irene
finally pronounced herself 'satisfied'.

She and George eased her off while Forbes
looked on with interest.

George was not finished. He put her on all
fours and had her service his mighty staff as the others looked on,
then had her lay her upper body on the rug, spread her knees, and
raise her bottom as he mounted her from behind. At first, the pain
of his entry was tremendous, for the flesh of at the mouth of her
pussy was aching and bruised. But that also made it exquisitely
sensitive.

As George fed his cock into her the ache
slowly gave way in her dazed mind, to a growing heat. She didn't
care about either. She only cared about obedience, and maintained
her position as George thrust down into her again and again. The
pleasure grew, however, and she embraced it, grunting and moaning
as George's hips slammed into her raised buttocks, as his big cock
drove deep into her belly, and she climaxed with a shuddering,
gurgling, moaning sense of uninhibited abandon.

* * *

Her refusal put her back on all fours for the
next two days. She stood up only for some exercises, and the rest
of the time crawled wherever she went. She also continued to be
'walked' with the dogs. Forbes even found a butt-plug for her which
had a tail attached, while Irene did her hair up on the sides like
dog ears. Her hands were placed within the 'mittens' again, and she
was not permitted to speak.

She was back to being an animal.

However, unlike before, she was used
regularly. She was taken by both Forbes and George several times a
day, and was forced to service Irene whenever the woman wanted it –
which was all too often. She was also spanked and strapped
regularly for the slightest misdeed or hesitation.

And on the third day, or rather, the third
evening, Forbes came to her in her room, leashed her, and led her
down the hall to meet his guests.

The word shocked her, for she had been part
of a closed world since her arrival. Only the walks with Tommy had
brought her out of it. Yet now she was to meet new people, and they
were to see her naked, crawling like an animal. A part of her froze
inside, so that she could hardly move. Only an almost instinctive
obedience kept her crawling along on the end of Forbes' leash
without trying to jerk back in horror.

Guests meant more than one person! And there
were two, a man and a woman, sitting in the main room when she
crawled in on the end of his leash. She cringed within, but did not
dare resist or hesitate as her face flushed bright red.

The man was middle aged, with thin red hair.
The woman was younger, pretty, with dyed blonde hair parted above
her left eye and wearing a fashionable blue top and skirt. She
smirked at the sight of the crawling brunette, while the man
chuckled appreciatively.

“My newest purchase,” Forbes said
grandly.

“You always get your money's worth, Dillon,”
the woman said.

“Up, up,” Forbes ordered, pulling on her
leash as he reached the coffee table.

Regan crawled up onto the table, and knelt on
all fours before the couple, who sat forward with interest.

“See the clean lines, the fulness of her
curves,” Forbes said, running a hand along her spine.

“Nice tits, too,” the man said.

“Yes, quite good,” Forbes replied, reaching a
hand under to give one of her breasts a squeeze.

His hand slid down along her belly. “Note how
firm her belly is. It was a little looser, a little slacker, but
we've improved it with exercise. It'll take more to make her as
tight as I want, but we're getting there.”

“Can't be all that tight with George making
use of her,” the woman said cynically, taking a sip of a wine
glass.

“The bodies of the young are very resilient,”
Forbes said.

He slid a hand down her buttocks, between her
thighs, and let his fingers spread the lips of her sex.

“She's more than tight enough,” he said.

“And has she learned her role properly
yet?”

“She's not all the way there, but we've made
excellent progress in her training,” Forbes said.

“Let's see,” the man said, eyes dark with
hunger.

“Down, girl,” Forbes said.

She climbed down from the table and around
between it and the chair as the man spread his legs.

“Up. Service the gentleman.”

Regan was horribly self-conscious, and still
intensely embarrassed as she reached for the man's crotch, but
didn't even think of refusing. That would have been insane. She
opened his pants, and pulled them down, then set to work, licking
and nuzzling his cock and balls, her fingers gently caressing him,
her lips stroking and kissing. The woman was looking down her in
contempt, but Regan tried to shut that out as she worked on the
cock, and was soon bobbing her lips up and down as the three looked
on.

Then it was the woman's turn, as she drew her
skirt up and spread her legs.

“Let's see what the little slut can do for
me,” she sneered.

Regan was no more enamored of lesbian sex
than she had been last week, but Irene had taught her well, and she
drove the woman into orgasm with very little effort. That, at
least, was satisfying.

Irene arrived shortly afterward to lead her
away, and Regan felt a deep sense of relief.

It was to be short-lived, however. The next
night it was two couples. The following night three. And at that
one, rather than performing on the guests, she performed for them,
laying back on the coffee table and masturbating while they
watched. Then she positioned herself on all fours while George took
her from behind, pounding her harder and faster than he ever had
before as the three looked on excitedly.

What inhibitions she'd had wore away quickly.
And her obedience finally earned her the right to walk upright. She
even got something to wear. Her outfit consisted of what Forbes
called an Incan slave girl outfit. She had metal heavily beaded
bracelets, anklets and collar, and a kind of loincloth made up of
long – but not very long – knotted laces. The were long enough in
the center – just – then grew progressively shorter to either
side.

It was not much of a covering, but at least,
it was something.

For her nipples, he produced Incan themed
nipple rings. They were round, silver and gray, larger than silver
dollars, and covered the center of each breast. Beaded strings were
attached to the top, going up over her shoulders and behind her
neck, so that as she moved, her breasts wobbled and her nipples
jerked against them. Matching earrings and a dangling necklace
completed the look.

From then on she acted as a maid whenever
Forbes was home. That included whenever he had guests over.
Sometimes she danced for his guests. Sometimes she performed lap
dances for them. And sometimes she masturbated herself while they
looked on. Sometimes she serviced them, one or all. Her
embarrassment and self-consciousness faded away to almost nothing
with repetition, and she no longer blushed at being naked around
others, or performing whatever sex act she was called upon to
perform.

With the sex becoming routine, and no longer
embarrassing or traumatizing, and with little else of excitement in
her life, she began to actually look forward to it, and gave
herself to the experiences wholeheartedly. She found herself
becoming aroused far more easily, found herself longing for sex,
even begging Forbes, George, and even Irene for it, for she
continued to be forbidden to touch herself without permission.

She did so once, masturbating to a glorious
climax, then three more in quick succession, and that night she was
flogged by Forbes for her disobedience, then spent the next day in
a cage, with her hands bound behind her. She wore the mittens for
the next few days, which she spent on her knees again.

So it seemed he really did have cameras.

She was not permitted to have an orgasm for
another week, though George and Forbes continued to take her
regularly. She was rapidly becoming desperate, the tension enormous
each time she was taken, as she fought desperately not to come as
their cocks thrust into her with hard, deep strokes.

By the time she was gagged and blindfolded,
to be led, crawling down the hall, Regan's insides squirmed with
excitement at the mere thought of whatever Forbes or George
intended doing with her. Her pussy burned, and her lips were
swollen as she crawled blindly along.

“Stand, slave,” George growled, gripping her
hair and raising her to her feet.

“Arms up and out to the sides.”

She obeyed, her breaths already becoming
ragged as she felt her wrists chained up and out.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She obeyed, spreading them as wide as she
could without rising off the floor, and they too were chained in
place.

Then the blindfold was removed.

There were chairs gathered before her in a
semi-circle, and held Forbes, and at least two dozen people, by far
the largest gathering she had yet seen. Her eyes grew wide, and she
felt a hot spasm within her as George, topless, his black skin
gleaming and muscular, moved behind her.

He gripped her hair roughly and yanked her
head up and back, then growled as he bit into the nape of her
neck.

“Filthy white slut,” he said. “I think you
need to taste the whip tonight.”

She moaned, eyes rolling, but sex-heat was
spreading through her body and mind, and she felt her pussy almost
throbbing with hunger and need. Once she'd gotten used to
performing in front of people she'd become very much an
exhibitionist, and gloried in their intense and undisguised lust at
the sight of her. Now she saw the score or more people staring at
her excitedly and shuddered with an almost uncontrollable dark
heat.

George's hand slid down her belly and his
finger caressed her swollen clit.

Regan's hips bucked violently, and he
chuckled.

“She has not been permitted to orgasm for
some time,” he said. “And she has a desperate need.”

He moved against her from behind, his arms
coming around her, hands cupping her breasts and squeezing them
roughly. “You have permission to come now, slave,” he growled, “If
you can.”

The obvious heat of the crowd stoked Regan's
own heat as they watched the large, muscular black man maul her
helpless body. But then he withdrew, and turning her head, she saw
he had, not a flog, as she was used to, but a long-tailed whip. She
moaned helplessly, feeling a small double shock of excitement and
anxiety.

She had gotten used to punishment, to an
extent, and had even started to come to feel a sense of masochistic
sexual heat from them. But this was something new, and promised to
be more painful.

It was.

The whip was not heavy, but it stung quite
badly, and George, of course, was expert at its use. The sharp
blows across her back and buttocks began to jar her out of the
shimmering sexual heat storm as she twisted and writhed in pain.
Then the long whip began to curl around her body, slicing into the
soft flesh of her belly, then into the even more sensitive flesh of
her breasts. The whip curled across her hips, angled down to snap
at her sopping, naked sex, and she screamed into the gag, jerking
and thrashing in pain.

The whipping almost tore her free of her heat
– but not quite. And when it stopped and George pulled the
butt-plug from her, she felt an immense sense of relief. When his
thick cock pushed up into her bottom she moaned and rolled her
hips, feeling the resurgent sex-heat flooding her body as he took
her before so many people. She could not hide her eyes from them as
that big cock pushed up inside her, and all saw her wild eyes
rolling and bulging as the thickness of it pushed so achingly
deep.

His hands slid around her body, fingers
spreading wide the lips of her sex to expose her swollen clitoris,
and his cock began to pump inside her. The heat built up rapidly
under so many eyes, and when he finally brushed his finger lightly
across her clitoris the orgasm exploded within her.

He brought her again, and again and again, as
they looked on, as his cock rammed up into her so hard her entire
body jerked in response. Regan screamed into the gag as her mind
was swamped by the scalding waves of overpowering sexual pleasure,
losing herself to a churning world of pleasure as she basked in
their lust, as George mauled her and Forbes watched.

She had never come so powerfully or so
continuously, and afterward being taken down, she crawled at their
feet, licking at their shoes, presenting her hind end for mounting,
or using her tongue and lips to service them.

Regan gave herself fully to the thought of
being a sex slave then and there. Nothing else really ever entered
her mind for long. Sex and her sexuality overpowered all else. All
her efforts were directed to obtaining more sex, any kind of sex,
from anyone. And the worst punishment Forbes could give her was
refusing her permission to orgasm.

Even when he pronounced her trained and
disciplined enough to take outside, her mind never moved far from
its obsession. She seldom wore more than strictly required by law.
Normally that consisted of a dress so short it just barely covered
her buttocks, and so thin and tight that it hugged her body like a
second skin. Nothing was worn underneath, and no one seeing her
could have the slightest doubt about the size or shape of her
breasts, or just how hard her nipples were.

Several times he and his friends went to
strip clubs on amateur nights, and Regan found herself stripping
and pole dancing before a crowd of hundreds. Her obvious enthusiasm
and arousal inflamed the crowds, and Forbes arranged for more than
one gang-bang for her, though she didn't ever understand why the
visual appeal of watching excited him as it evidently did.

From a modest, middle class college student
she had been turned into something which was little short of a
nymphomaniac, an obedient, submissive, masochistic exhibitionist
who was sex incarnate, and who wanted and thought about little
else.

Regan's year with him seemed to last forever.
Yet at the same time, it flew by. She was in disbelief when he
informed her it was coming to an end. She had no idea what she was
to do after that. She had lost all experience in making her own
decisions, nor did she want to learn the art once again. She liked
being told what to do, and cared about nothing but satisfying the
never-ending hunger which had been instilled in her mind.

“Do I have to go, sir?” she asked
helplessly.

“I'm afraid so, slave,” he said, nodding.
“I've already made another purchase. I do so enjoy turning
something into something else. You can go back to school now.”

Regan had lost interest in her college
courses soon after arrival, and had no interest in resuming
them.

Her parents were delighted to see her again,
of course. And Regan was delighted to see them, but in an almost
absent-minded way. She felt very much adrift.

The day after she got home she had a phone
call from a man she didn't know. He gave her an address, and
ordered her to come there. He said she would dance for him, and
then he would fuck her brains out.

Regan went.

It was a non-descriptive looking building,
but inside was a luxurious club which reminded her of the strip
clubs where she'd danced. There was no one there but one man, a
bearded, middle aged man who was not particularly attractive. He
pointed to the stage.

“Strip,” he ordered.

Music played, and after a moment's
hesitation, Regan obeyed. After the music stopped, he beckoned her
forward, then halted her with an upraised hand.

“Crawl to me, slut,”

A surge of heat took her, and Regan obeyed,
crawling to him. She sucked him, then masturbated herself while he
looked on, then came as he thrust into her.

She began work at the club the next day. The
money was extremely generous, for it was more than simply a strip
club. It was a private 'gentleman's club' aimed at the well-to-do.
And unlike at other strip clubs, the girls were expected to fully
service their clients in any way they desired. Thus lap dances in
the champagne rooms almost always ended with the client's cock
exploding in their mouths or bellies.

As before, her unbridled enthusiasm made her
quite popular. The money poured in, but she had little use for it.
For months, all Regan cared about was satisfying an itch deep
inside her which could not be satisfied. No matter how much sex she
had, with however many men, she only ever wanted more. Having her
orgasms rationed during her year of slavery had made them an
obsession, and whenever a man wasn't around to satisfy her she
would use her own toys instead. Less than ten lovers and two dozen
orgasms was a quiet day for Regan.

And she hated quiet days.

But gradually, the multitude of orgasms
finally began to wear down her desperation for more. She lost her
obsession, thought never her lust. Having sex with men was still a
delight. Showing off her body was still a thrill. Basking in their
lust was still an ego trip, and her orgasms remained plentiful, but
her hunger lost its feral edge, and a new thoughtfulness began to
appear in her eyes. She was making an awful lot of money by then,
and put it to good use.

She bought a house, for cash, bought a car,
and began to refine her previously wildly enthusiastic behavior.
She learned to dance with a more sensual reserve, and studied every
aspect of pleasing men with every type of sex. Sex was no longer an
obsession, but it was now her career, and she was determined to
make herself good at it. For she intended, when she had built up
enough cash, to buy herself a personal servant.

A male personal servant.

One who was young and handsome and filled
with hormones, who would be a living sex toy for her, much as she
had once been for Forbes. She was part of the elites now, after
all, rich, if not wealthy, a millionaire. And she intended to take
advantage of that fact to indulge her hedonistic lusts every bit as
much as men did.

God bless America, she thought with a
satisfied purr.
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