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No one went near the east corner of the
factory, and that was just the way Alex liked it.

Her world was a dimly lit one, punctuated by
bright, shining sparks from her wielding torch as she bent over the
plates and quickly applied wields to the corners. There was a large
metal press there. The big plates would roll forward into the
press, which would bend them, and then Alex would wield the corners
together before it moved on.

It was hot, repetitive work, but something
about it pleased her. Each wield completed gave her a small sense
of satisfaction. She knew she was good. She had a quick, efficient,
economical style, and if the job was somewhat at odds with the
notion of what a girl ought to be doing for a living, well, she was
satisfied with that, too.

Alex had never been entirely comfortable with
being a girl. She often wondered how much happier she'd be if she
were a guy. Except, of course, if she were a guy she'd either have
to have sex with girls or have to be gay, and that was just too
uncomfortable to think about.

The bright, flying sparks kept others away,
and it wasn't as though conversation was possible anyway, not with
the wielding faceplate over her head.

She skipped from place to place along the
plates, laying down sodder, music pounding into her head through
the thin wire which slipped into the back of her heavy overalls and
went down to her IPOD. She was a small, slender figure in heavy,
shapeless clothes, moving with startling energy as she focused on
the wields and metal. And in that job, her mind was clear,
unthinking about anything else.

Her father had taught her to wield. He was an
old Irishman who'd come to America in his youth, and he hadn't
really left much of the old world culture behind. Her mother had
died when she was ten, so what Alex knew about being a woman she'd
largely learned from her father, which, of course, wasn't much. Her
father was an rough-hewn, sometimes violent alcoholic with a deep
distrust of women, and Alex hadn't had a thing to do with him since
leaving home at sixteen.

A loud buzzer sounded overhead. It was the
signal that it was time for break. Alex finished the wield she was
working on before pulling up the faceplate. Underneath, her face
was sweaty, and a bit grimy. Her hair was shortish and cut in the
goth style she'd once favored but was now growing out of. It was
sweaty and messy because of the leather cap she'd worn, but that
didn't bother her. Alex wasn't looking to win any beauty
contests.

She took off the faceplate and hat and
dropped them at her station, turned off the gas, and then headed
for the break room to get a drink. The other employees from her
shift were all men, most of them middle aged, and though they
teased her a lot they were, for the most part, friendly enough.
Alex knew how to talk to men, knew hot to joke with them, how to
use the language they used. It was her language.

Women were just confusing. All that fluff and
silliness. She had never had any interest in that sort of thing.
Her nails had never been painted, and she'd never worn makeup.
She'd been either shunned in high school, or bullied incessantly.
Her father was well-known, and she'd always been the awkward little
'midget'. She'd been two inches shy of five feet when she'd entered
high school, and hadn't grown much during her stay. Even now, at
twenty, she was no more than five feet one, in her bare feet.

Which was how she was habitually clad. That
or socks. She'd never worn a pair of high heels, nor the kind of
dress shoes women generally had filling the bottoms of their
closets. Dressing up, for her, was a pair of black leather tennis
shoes.

Talk in the break room was usually about
sports, and she fit easily into the conversation. There were sex
jokes, of course, and more than a little teasing of her in that
way. She laughed good-naturedly, but did her best not to encourage
that kind of thing, and most of the men didn't try to press it. She
was half their age, and her petite size made her look deceptively
fragile. Few of the men tried to press it, and those that did,
mainly the younger men, were quickly put in their place by the
others.

Alex was of two minds about that that. A part
of her felt deeply grateful and comforted by the thought that the
men felt protective of her.. She had no family now, and no friends.
She felt very much alone in the world. And though she put on a
cheerful, spunky demeanor, she was aware of her small stature,
especially around some of the hulking men at the factory.

But the fact was that sex was something of an
obsession for her, an obsession which, combined with her shyness
was extremely frustrating! Perhaps it was that very shyness, her
lack of experience in social situations that made sex an obsession.
She'd had no friends in high school, nor dates, for that matter.
The bullying and sneering treatment from the girls there had driven
her into a shell, and she'd stayed as far from crowds as
possible.

She was more comfortable now, though it had
still taken her many months before she'd felt confident enough to
start actively participating in the conversations in the break
room, let alone laughing and telling her own jokes. But she was
still a virgin, technically, and that was extremely
frustrating.

She didn't know how to meet men – other than
the ones she worked with, and she had no intention of dirtying her
only comfortable pond. She didn't drink, so wasn't about to go to
bars and nightclubs to meet men. Besides, the thought of wearing
some sort of short, tight miniskirt type dress and dancing in front
of crowds of strangers was anathema to her.

Besides, the men at work didn't really think
of her as a woman. She was short, her hair was always messy, her
face generally smudged, she wore bulky, shapeless clothes, and
thick framed glasses. She was no ones idea of hot dating material,
and that was exactly how she liked it. It enabled her to be just
one of the guys.

Of course, if any of the men she worked with
or around had a clue about the number of sex toys, and erotic
videos and books she'd bought on the internet they'd have been
astonished. If she couldn't exercise her sexual frustrations with
men Alex was going to do her best alone.

“Hey, Alex, how they hanging?” Bobbie
asked.

She made a show of looking down at her
crotch, then laughed. “They're not hanging at all!” she said.

“I'll tell you what was hanging, that was
that pass Miller made in last night's game,” Al said with a scowl.
“He was just asking to be intercepted.”

She went back to her corner after the break,
turned on her music, put on her faceplate and leather cap, turned
on the gas, and went back to work, her head bouncing in time to the
music.

* * *

Alex frowned as she turned onto her street.
It was a lovely, quiet street of old bungalows. Most of the
residents were seniors, or 'professional gardeners' as she called
them. They were dedicated to perfect lawns and gardens, and she
knew she was quite the disappointment to them.

Her house was a nineteen fifties era red
brick bungalow. Her grandmother had left it to her when she'd died,
and Alex hadn't really done much to it since, other than to have
the roof re shingled. It wasn't like she had a ton of money, all on
her own as she was. And though the house was paid for, the taxes,
water, electricity, heat, and all the other bills, such as her
cable and internet, had to be taken care of. Not to mention the
small Honda she drove to and from work.

The house next to hers had been owned by an
Arab family for the last two years. It had been sold several months
earlier, which had delighted her since the children were noisy and
the man always glared at her suspiciously, like there was something
wrong with a girl living alone.

But since then there had been a parade of
tradesmen inside making extensive renovations. Huge masses of
plaster, wood and other debris had been thrown out onto the front
lawn, then the driveway had been dug up, all the way to the
foundation. A hole had been knocked in it, and a parking garage
created. A central air conditioning unit had been placed next to
the house – next to HER house, too, and she knew that was going to
be annoying once it started working.

But now all that construction had been
completed. The driveway had been paved, and new sod laid down.
She'd thought the new owner was done, except that now there was a
large truck filled with what looked like cedars parked out front,
and a half dozen men were moving back and forth between that house
and hers, carrying the cedars into the back yard.

Already she could see the tops of some of the
planted cedars over the fence which separated her house from her
neighbor. They looked to be ten or twelve feet high, and ran the
full length of the fence. Apparently her new neighbors wanted
privacy. Well, she could appreciate that.

She drove into her garage, and the door
closed behind her as she got out. She unlocked the inner door and
stepped out into the hall, immediately stripping off her
clothes

Her house might be old but it was pristine.
Itchy and Scratchy appeared, and she picked them up, cuddling them,
rubbing their soft fur against her cheeks as she padded up the
little hall and then downstairs to the basement.

The basement was enormous. It had not been
finished, but she'd read books and talked to the men at work, and
had finished it herself. Now there was a large, twenty-five by
twenty room with soft green walls and thick, eggshell carpet. There
was a full length mirror five feet wide on the wall, an elliptical
machine on one side, and a treadmill on the other. There was also a
weight bench and a large exercise mat.

She turned on the stereo, then put on the
mens boxer shorts and sports bar she usually exercised in. The
stereo was loud, and playing the same kind of pounding beat she
listened to at work. The cats trotted away, heading up the stairs
as she began to dance. Here, free of anyones eyes, she moved her
body to the beat, dancing freely, spinning and twisting, her head
bopping and shoulders tilting and twisting, entirely in her own
world.

She spent far too much time in one place,
bent over, at work. She had to move, to limber up, and her dancing,
which she was sure would draw cascades of laughter from anyone who
actually knew how to dance, did that just fine.

She was sweating heavily by the time she
collapsed on her back on the mat, chest heaving. There was no
central air conditioning in her house. She hadn't felt the need.
There was none at the factory, and she spent all day there in bulky
clothes. The heat didn't bother her.

She got her breath back, then sprang to her
feet. She turned on the treadmill and began to run, faster and
faster, her short legs flying as she worked off more of the excess
energy she'd built up during the day. From there she moved to the
weight bench, working small but surprisingly strong arms as she
exercised with a more disciplined care.

Then it was on to the mat, to do crunches and
bicycle movements, push-ups and some yoga exercises which stretched
and tightened muscles.

There wasn't much to Alex, but what there
was, was very firm.

She was sweating like a pig when done.
Panting, she stripped and then examined herself more than a little
vainly in the mirror. Yes, her hair was a mess, and her face and
chest were flushed, but her body, petite though it was, compared
quite well with all the girls in the videos and pictures she saw.
She knew she had a great body, and took pride in it. She only
wished she had someone else admiring it.

Someone she trusted.

Her hips were narrow, her waist tiny, her
bottom a bit too boyish, she thought, and her breasts – D-cups,
were both her pride and her despair. They were not immense, but on
her slender frame, they were extremely noticeable unless she
dressed to downplay them – which she usually did. But they meant
she had to wear bras almost all the time, when she would have
preferred to wear next to nothing.

She lifted her breasts now, squeezing them in
small hands, then let her hands open and slid then up and down
along her firm belly, back along her hips and over her buttocks.
Her skin was downy soft, and she liked the tactile feel of it
against her fingers. She liked it even more when it was slick with
soap or sweat, as it was now.

She went upstairs naked, the cats brushing
against her bare ankles as she headed straight into the shower.
Cleaning herself, washing her hair, was satisfying given how dirty
and sweaty she was. She emerged feeling refreshed, put on another
pair of mens boxers, a bra, and a loose t-shirt, and set about
making dinner for Itchy and Scratchy, then herself.

She ate while sitting cross-legged on the
leather sofa watching recorded episodes of Wildest Police Chases,
and Criminals Caught on Camera. Itchy lay on the arm of the sofa
and Scatchy lay on the coffee table, eying her food but knowing
better than to reach for it. Rinsing off her dishes in the sink,
she looked across at her neighbor's yard. Or, rather, at a row of
tall cedars. She could no longer actually see any of her neighbor's
yard.

That gave her a thought. If she got cedars
too, she could hide her yard completely from the neighbors and then
she could sunbath nude. Or at least she could sunbath. She felt
entirely too much on-display out in the back yard if she wore
anything revealing, like a bikini. She knew the neighbor across the
fence behind her spent entirely too much time at his window, and
the fences were not that high.

She wondered what the trees would cost.

She shrugged and finished up, then went up
the hall. She'd turned the second bedroom into her computer room,
and was often experimenting with this or that. She had several
computers, some half dismantled. She sat down and began to surf.
Inevitably, that always wound up turning to porn. There were few
good sites aimed at women. But some of the ones aimed at couples
were good. So were the amateurs.

But they were the warmups. Then she got down
to the ones she really liked, the ones she was willing to pay for.
They focused on women, but the men were generally powerfully built
and handsome. And Alex searched out women who looked somewhat like
her, that is, young, slender, with good sized breasts, and
preferably petite with shortish hair.

And then she was that woman. In effect, she
became a voyeur, watching herself having sex, watching herself
being used, watching herself being... punished.

The man on the screen was tall and handsome,
clad in a dark suit. He did not raise his voice, and his face was
unemotional. He had a British accent. His entire demeanor was one
of a strict, stern taskmaster as he entered the room, and the naked
girl there.

* * *

“You know that is not the way to greet me,”
he said.

Alex slid to her knees on the floor,
spreading them wide as she sat back on her heels. She flushed as he
looked down at her, eying her naked flesh, her firm breasts and
naked sex. A squirming sense of shame and heat gripped her, for in
a sense, she was flaunting her naked body before him – even if she
had no choice, even if he had insisted, or at least, bargained her
into it.

She had to obey, for she was his prisoner. He
had never ordered her to do anything, only bargained. She could eat
the dull, awful food and drink water, and have nothing to entertain
her, or she could have tasty, spicy food, and books and magazines
to read. And so, in a sense, it was her choice, to obey him, for he
had never insisted.

She knew she was weak, and that embarrassed
her, as well. She was emotional, awkward, helpless, and he was
tall, strong, and perfectly poised as he stood over her.

“Your knees must widen another inch or two,”
he said.

Flushing further, she obeyed, feeling the
tension in her inner thighs as her tendons strained.

“Hands behind your head, back arched,” he
said.

She obeyed again, flaunting her breasts. Her
mind squirmed further as she realized how hard and erect her
nipples were.

And it was not cold in the room.

“Very good,” he said.

He stepped forward, and unzipped his finely
pressed trousers. He pulled his cock out, and it was thick and
hard. It pressed against her lips, and she opened her mouth,
feeling the softness of his skin as it slid over her lips, onto her
tongue. Her tongue licked at it, making the skin feel slick and
slippery as it pushed deeper into her mouth.

She kept her hands behind her neck, fingers
interlinked as he pumped his cock slowly, the first half of it at
any rate. She had to widen her mouth almost as far as she could as
his cock slid in and out, and she felt a radiant heat between her
legs despite how she despised him. The heat was beyond her control,
and she moaned softly around his cock as he pushed it deeper.

* * *

Alex paused the video and got up. She went
into the other room and casually stripped, then fetched her bag of
“toys” and returned.

She drew out a small tube of lubricant and
then a butt-plug, squirted the former on the latter, then bent over
the table and slowly pushed it into her ass. It slid in with
virtually no pain, and she then picked up one of the dildos. She
sat it on its base on the chair, then straddled the chair and sat
down – slowly, groaning a little as it pushed up into her.

She was already wet and ready, and yet she
was petite girl, and the dildo was not a small one. It ached as it
pushed in, but it was a good ache, a hot ache, and she gasped
softly as she rose and fell a little, taking it deeper and deeper.
She knew she could take it all the way in. It just took a few
minutes to work herself open.

When it was fully inside her, if just barely,
she turned on the video again. She picked up another dildo, this
one very realistically shaped like a male penis, and slid it into
her mouth as she started excitedly at the screen.

* * *

She held her position as the cock pushed
deeper into her mouth, sucking it, licking at it, massaging it
against the inside of her cheeks as she flicked her eyes up towards
where he looked down intently There was no emotion on his face. He
could have been washing his hands or something. He did not hold
himself in his hands, for his arms were at his sides.

He pushed deeper, and she gagged briefly, but
then the head popped into her throat, and at last one of his big
hands came forward, slid behind her head, and pulled her forward as
his cock slid down her throat – all the way.

She stared at his groin, at his trousers, and
at the remains of his shaft as he pulled her head forward. Then her
face was jammed against him and his cock was buried in her throat
and mouth. She felt it throbbing there within her throat, the head
down inside her very chest as she trembled and held her fingers
tightly in place.

He held her there for long seconds, then
slowly withdrew, and Alex watched the long, glistening length of
him emerging from between her lips, sliding into view so that, as
she stared, she was looking almost cross-eyed. As always, there was
a sense of disbelief that so much had disappeared into her small
mouth.

She gulped in air as he stood back.

“Only to your face,” he said.

She kept her fingers behind her neck. Failing
to do so would result in a strapping. Again, this was something she
had actually agreed to, however unwillingly, in exchange for small
treats and favors, like a pillow for her bed, and soap.

She assumed a position which was similar to
the one she'd just abandoned. The difference being this one was
horizontal, rather than vertical. Her breasts were pillowed out
against the floor, crushed beneath her chest, and her bottom was
raised high into the air, knees spread well apart. Her hands were
still linked together behind her neck as he moved slowly around
her, inspecting her.

She gasped as the crop he held snapped down
across her buttocks.

“Higher,” he said softly.

She quickly pushed her bottom higher. Then
there was another blow against the inside of her thigh.

“Wider.”

She shifted her knees wider, then forward.
She gasped as she felt the tip of the crop sliding up and down the
tight, narrow slit of her sex. It brushed across her clitoris,
producing a sharp burst of sensation that made her gasp
helplessly.

Again, her mind squirmed at so lewdly, so
obscenely displaying herself to his eyes, especially when he stood
behind her. Then another blow from the crop cut across her buttocks
and made her clench her teeth.

“Hold still,” he ordered calmly.

That was difficult, as the crop caressed her.
Then she felt his movement, felt his hands on her buttocks, sliding
over them. A touch against her sex by his fingers spread the lips
of her sex apart, then stretched them as sensations built on
sensations for her. She felt his cock pushing in, and shuddered as
it stretched her even wider, painfully wide.

Her mind's eye focused on the feel of it
pushing into her, following its every movement as it forced aside
the soft, warm flesh within, opening her up, sliding ever deeper
until she thought she was being impaled, and the pain almost
distracted her from the dark excitement.

Then he was fully inside her, and starting to
move, starting to thrust and retreat. The movement of his slick
cock inside her was a wildly erotic tactile sensation that blew her
mind as it slid in and out, in and out, across the soft, moist
surface of her flesh.

* * *

Alex grabbed the IPAD, which was linked to
her computer, and put herself on her knees on the floor. Fingers
trembling a little, she positioned herself belly down, then raised
her bottom high, shifting her knees forward and well apart. This
was a familiar position, one which was utterly submissive, and
which, for some reason, constantly aroused her.

She backed up until her sex was almost
touching the thigh, square leg of the table. There, hooked to the
table by a thin strap, was the base of the dildo. She reached back,
pulled the dildo slightly out, and locked it to the base, then put
herself down again, fingers behind her neck, gasping as she watched
the video resume.

Itchy wandered in and lay down in front of
her. She pushed him away, drawing the IPAD closer.

She began to move her hips in and out,
rolling her bottom, thrusting herself back against the dildo
protruding from the table leg as she watched, wide eyed as the cat
padded past her and back out the door to the hall.

* * *

The thick cock punched into her again and
again, and Alex felt as though her mind was being blasted by
sensation each time it did. She gasped and moaned helplessly as he
rode her, as his hips slapped against her buttocks, as his hands
gripped her hips. She was being used, utterly used, dominated,
pounded by the big man as she knelt helplessly before him, and
could only grunt and gasp and moan as he turned her body against
her.

The orgasm was not long in arriving. It set
her body to shaking and trembling as her mind spun and tumbled
under the soaring sensations of pleasure. It left her gasping, but
still being ridden, still being pounded. Soon, another orgasm
arrived, and then a third. She had no idea if she were out of the
ordinary, but they seemed to come easily to her, and each
successive orgasm was more powerful than the one which had preceded
it.

She was crying out in wanton sexual heat as
the third arrived, her passion-filled voice echoing against the
stone walled room as the sensations became almost too intense to
bear, and all thought of pride or dignity evaporated under the
howling gale of pleasure.

* * *

Alex was losing her mind! She was thrusting
her hips back so hard against the dildo now that the soft surface
of her mons was being bruised as she slammed it back against the
hard wood of the leg. But she didn't care. The dull ache each time
she made impact only aroused her further.

Finally, as the third orgasm gave way, and
the fourth began to swirl and spin within her overheated nervous
system, she pulled her hands off her neck. First, she dropped them
straight out to either side, crying softly each time she jammed
herself back against the leg, but still riding the wild fantasy
that she was doing nothing, that it was him, Mr. Black, who was
doing her.

Then as the sensations grew more intense, as
a dark fever filled her mind, she rose on one hand, twisting back
to slap her bare bottom sharply with her open hand. Again, and
again, and again, the sharp stinging pain almost worse in her hand
than in her bottom. Finally she dropped flat, grinding her swollen
breasts against the carpet as her hand shot down beneath her,
fingers rising to rub frantically against her clitoris.

The pleasure was unbearable. She screamed,
feeling her throat beginning to ache as she cried out again and
again, jamming herself back in a feverish need as her fingers
rubbed furiously. The top of her head felt as though it were going
to explode, and she forgot to breath. But she never stopped until
the shattering orgasm finally began to subside. Then, as it faded,
she dropped flat on the floor, gasping for breath, eyes slitted,
groaning weakly.

She rolled over to ease the pressure on her
sore breasts, and lay on her back, chest heaving, staring at the
ceiling overhead.
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A dump-truck was just leaving as she got home
the next day. She frowned at it, but didn't pay it a lot of
attention. Whoever was moving in there had a lot of money, she
thought. There were a lot of things she wanted to do with her
little bungalow, but they would all cost thousands and thousands of
dollars, money she didn't have.

Evidently whoever was moving in next door had
plenty. But then, if she lived with someone she could afford a lot
of renovations too, she supposed. She hoped they didn't have noisy
brats.

She exercised, ate, and went into the
computer room, tonight working on installing a new motherboard in
one of her computers. By the time she was finished it was almost
eight. But it was still sunny outside. She wandered out back, the
cats joining her. Her yard was fenced, but she sometimes had
trouble with them anyway.

She was wearing shorts and a tank top, and it
was a hot and humid night. She left her glasses inside. They were
for reading and working up close, but she didn't need them for
enjoying a little sunshine.

She had counted on the heat to keep the cats
in check, for with their fur coats they didn't really do well in
the heat, preferring to spend much of their time in her basement on
really hot days. Itchy headed quickly into the shade of the picnic
table, but Scratchy headed over to the fence where new cedars were,
perhaps attracted to the smell. Then, to her consternation, leapt
up over the six foot fence and into one of the cedars.

“Scratchy!” she yelled. “Get back here!”

The cat, of course, ignored her. It
disappeared, and, cursing furiously, she went to the fence herself.
Of course, she could see nothing. Muttering angrily, she turned and
went into the garage through the back door, grabbed a ladder, and
carted it back into the back yard. She propped it against the fence
and climbed up, then tried to push aside the branches to peer
through into the next yard.

She was more than a little surprised at what
she saw. There had been one stunted apple tree in the corner of the
yard. And that was it. Now, in addition to the twelve foot cedars
completely lining the fence on all sides, there was a two level
deck leading from the back door down to a sort of swimming
pool.

It wasn't like the swimming pools she'd seen.
Instead it had been made to look something like a natural lake or
pond. A mound of stones had been piled six feet high in one corner,
and there was a spout there as if for a waterfall. Sod had been
laid down carefully right to the edge of the water, plants
scattered about, and there was even an island in the middle of the
'lake'.

“Wow!” she said.

Then she spotted Scratchy sniffing around the
water.

“Scratchy! Get back here! Get back here right
now, you!”

Scratchy completely ignored her, and,
muttering under her breath, she climbed up further, perched on the
top, held the branches of one of the newly planted trees aside, and
leapt through.

She landed lightly. She was a nimble young
woman, and in good shape. As she straightened, she looked around in
appreciation. None of the neighbors' houses, all single story
bungalows, could even be seen! And the back yard had been made into
a kind of oasis from the city. She walked up to the lower deck and
then to its edge, which overhung the pond. There was even a small
step there just above the water.

And a plastic switch. She turned it, and
heard a gurgling sound, then, a few moments later, water poured
down from the 'waterfall' and splashed into the pool. She shook her
head in amazement and sat on the step, feet dangling into the
water, wondering what this all cost, and how long she'd have to
save to do something similar.

Scratchy came up beside her, purring and
rubbing against her, and she grabbed it angrily, holding its face
up in front of hers.

“Bad cat! Bad cat!” she said.

But it was just a cat. What could you do? She
wasn't going to hit it for doing what cats did.

She sat it down again, petted it briefly and
then looked back at the house. She got up and went up the stairs to
the upper deck, then leaned over to peer through the window. It was
the kitchen, and very modern looking. Very much more modern looking
than hers was! Beyond it, she could see the living room, though it
had no furniture yet. Clearly they'd cut away some of the interior
walls to create a more open concept.

“Nice,” she said.

She turned again. The sun was still hot and
beating down on her, and she wanted out of it. She trotted down the
stairs, then hesitated as a wicked idea came to her. It partially
took her breath away, and she felt a tightness in her chest at the
thought, for it was quite daring.

The pool took up much of the yard, which made
it about fifty feet long. There was no diving board, as such, but
there was a large flat rock at one end, with a couple of stairs
carved into its rear. She walked around the pool, climbed up onto
it, and then, feeling a burst of excitement, leapt into the
water.

It closed over her head and she twirled
within, then rose, gasping in delight, swimming towards the island.
Giggling a little, she climbed out, then, heart pounding, eyes
darting everywhere, she let her soaking wet shorts slide to the
ground, then peeled her tank top up and off. She was not wearing
panties, but unhooked her bra and dropped it.

Entirely naked, she she a shock of sexual
excitement, for being outside naked was, well, wicked, forbidden,
the kind of sexually daring thing she had rarely experienced. She
jumped into the water, feeling a little more protected as it rose
over her shoulders.

Sliding through the water naked was an
entirely different experience than wearing clothes. The cool water
caressed her naked flesh, including her very hard, tingling nipples
as she swam. She dove and twisted, and let herself imagine the pool
was hers for a brief moment. She rose again, swimming to the deck,
then reached up for the 'stair' and pulled herself easily out of
the water, working her strong, slender arms.

She was actually looking at the back door
when it opened, and a man stood there looking out at her. For a
long second she gaped in disbelief, then, horrified, she threw
herself backwards, spinning in mid-air as she jumped into the
pool.

She dove underwater, but it could do little
to cool the burning skin of her face as she swam furiously away
towards the island – and her clothes.

She surfaced, coughing, but already her
wildly spinning mind was trying to figure out how to get at her
clothing without showing more of herself to the man in the doorway.
The island was about seven feet round, just wide enough to lay down
on to sun. Her clothes were in the middle.

It would have been nice if the man inside had
had the manners to close the door and go away, but she was not
surprised he hadn't. She was surprised to see he'd come out on the
deck, and was walking to the edge of the pool. Her embarrassment
rose even further.

“Hello there,” he said cheerfully.

Front or back, she thought wildly. Back is
less embarrassing. So she climbed out of the pool with her back –
and bottom – facing him, snatched her clothes and jumped into the
water on the other side.

Blushing furiously, she refused to even look
at him until she had gotten her shorts on and pulled her tank top
down.

Then she looked up and saw him sitting on the
edge of the deck, Itchy in his lap, smiling at her.

He didn't leer, which was a relief. He just
smiled in a friendly fashion. But she was blushing furiously as she
thought of how to get away without actually talking to him. There
wasn't any way, she realized.

“I-I... it was the cat!” she gulped, red
faced. “I uhm, I... he jumped the fence and … and I had to come and
get him!”

He nodded as if in understanding.

“What's his name?”

“Uhm, Scratchy,” she gulped.

“Is there a Itchy?”

She was surprised. He looked old, over
thirty, certainly.

“Yes,” she said. “He's in my yard.”

“You're my neighbor? Well, happy to meet you!
My name is Mathew Saunders; Matt.”

This was horrible! She didn't want to chat
with this man! He had just seen her completely naked! In fact, he
was the first man to ever see her completely naked, she realized.
She wanted to run home and hide in the basement! But she was
trapped, in the water, with him between her and her exit.

“I-I'm Alex,” she gulped. “I'm sorry I...
jumped into your pool. It was hot and – .”

He shrugged casually and smiled. “I know most
men get very angry when they find gorgeous young girls naked in
their pools, but I've always been kind of odd.”

That was funny, in a way, but it the word
'naked' only made her blush even deeper.

“Sorry if I embarrassed you, Alex. But honest
to God, if anyone should not be embarrassed at her body it's you.
Good thing I'm old and decrepit or I'd have lost all self-control,”
he said with a disarming grin.

“You don't look so old,” she gulped, eyes
darting about, looking for a way out. But there was only climbing
out at the far side, or right here at the deck.

“Let me help you out, or would you rather
continue swimming? I assume since you put your clothes on you'd
uhm...”

She blushed anew, but jerked her head up and
down, as she reached for the step. She didn't need his help, but
before she could say it he'd closed strong hands around her slender
wrists, and then, she simply rose up into the air as smoothly as if
she weighed nothing.

He set her down before him, and she
immediately realized that her tank top was plastered against her
breasts. She jerked back and started to cross her arms over her
chest, but that almost toppled her back into the pool. He grabbed
her again, and she fell forward, pressed briefly against him, then
jerked back again.

“I-I'm sorry!” she gulped, seeing his clean
blue shirt was now wet in front.

He shrugged. “At the risk of seemingly like a
typical male pig, you can do that to me any time, Alex.”

Her face burned, for she saw that the deepest
blue, where she had pressed against him the hardest, was shown by
two circles where her breasts had crushed against him.

“I-I should go!” she blurted, darting around
him and heading for the gate.

“You sure? I don't have much to offer but –
.”

“Scratchy!”

The cat walked away from her, back into the
yard, and when she jerked forward, it leapt forward in alarm. She
cursed furiously as she ran after it, then caught it and scooped
the cat into her arms. It didn't like that at all, since she was
dripping wet, and squirmed free, running away and darting in under
the trees on the far side of the yard, leaving her staring
helplessly after it.

“If you have some cream or milk you could set
out,” he said, offering unwanted advice.

“I'll go get some,” she said, furious now,
mostly at herself, but also at him.

She hurried past him to the gate, arms folded
across her chest, flipped the latch, and was out between their
houses. She turned into the open gate of her yard, scooped up
Itchy, who also began to squirm, and carried him into the house
before tossing him on the floor.

She stripped quickly, realizing with a sense
of helpless embarrassment that she'd left her bra behind on the
island, and dried herself with a towel. She put on a new bra, a new
tank top, then a t-shirt over that, as well as long pants, and
finally got a bowl of milk, trying to brace herself to see the man
again, what was his name, Matt.

She went back outside, and around to his
gate, but as she moved forward he was already walking towards her,
holding Scratchy in his arms.

“Got him,” he said happily.

“Th-thanks,” she gulped, taking the cat
back.

He seemed like a nice man, and not a bad
looking one either, she admitted, for an old guy. He had thick
brown hair with bangs cutting across the top of his forehead, nice
shoulders and a flat belly. He wasn't terribly tall either, which
was good, since she hated staring men in the lower chest. Still, he
was a good head taller than her.

“You're welcome to share the pool, Alex,” he
said with a grin. “I always like company. I might bore you, though,
since I chatter like a magpie. I like to talk.”

“Oh, I don't think so, but thank you,” she
said, blushing.

Yes, you want to see me naked again, she
thought with embarrassment.

Awkward! This whole thing was a
nightmare!

She backed away as quickly as she could, and
all-but-ran into the house. Her face was hot when she felt it, and
she realized she hadn't said anything about her bra, which he would
inevitably find. What then!? He'd come knocking at her door with
her bra in hand! Ack! What was she going to do!?

She paced back and forth, cursing the cats,
and cursing herself. Cursing Matt Saunders too!

But eventually, she calmed down. He had no
living room furniture. He likely had no bedroom furniture either.
He hadn't moved in yet! That meant he'd be leaving soon! He was
probably just checking out the work the tradesmen had done today,
then he'd head back to wherever he lived.

The ladder was still in place. Once she saw
him leave, she'd climb back in, snatch her bra, and leave.

She went to the front window and pressed her
cheek against it. She could just see the top of his driveway. She
used to be able to see the whole thing, but now it angled down
below the ground to the garage in the basement of the house. He had
a blue car, that was all she could tell.

Every few minutes she checked again, and
finally was rewarded when she saw it pulling out. It was a
crossover, a shiny blue one that looked very new. She ducked below
the window as it passed and then waited ten minutes to be sure he
hadn't forgotten something and returned. The thought of him coming
back and finding her – again – in his back yard was too
embarrassing to contemplate.

She scooted up the ladder, jumped into the
yard, and then realized at the last moment that in order to get her
bra she'd have to either jump into the pool fully clothed, or strip
again. No way was she going to risk being caught naked again, so
she had just decided to jump in fully clothed when she spotted her
bra – sitting on the wooden bench built into the side of the
deck.

She blushed furiously, cringing at the
thought he'd spotted it, gotten it, and perhaps examined it before
bringing it back. She bunched it up, stuffed it under her shirt,
then went to the gate and let herself out, being sure to latch the
gate after her.

* * *

As her embarrassment faded with the coming
days, Alex's nimble mind began to replay the incident in the back
yard, but in more sexual terms. She was an avid reader of science
fiction and detective books, after all, and had a wildly active
fantasy life, especially in terms of sex.

In her fantasies, which played out with her
eyes closed in bed, often when masturbating, he had instead been
angry at having caught her trespassing, and had punished her in a
number of sexual ways, most leading to him fucking her silly. She
imagined herself draped across his lap, naked and dripping wet
while he spanked her. And that fantasy was scalding! She came
repeatedly as she imagined it, and it became one of the main
fantasies which played out each night before sleep.

It was, after all, the most sexual thing
she'd ever done with a man. That was to say, she had exposed
herself to him, and evidently he had liked what he'd seen. Every
time she thought about that moment she blushed, but she blushed
partly with a sort of embarrassed pride at what he'd seen, as much
as him seeing her. Looking at herself in the mirror, she knew that
he was correct in her having nothing really to be embarrassed
about. But of course, she was anyway.

Four days later, on a Saturday morning, a big
moving van parked out front and she watched from her front window
as furniture was carried inside. It was all very masculine, she
thought. The bedroom furniture was all dark brown wood. It was
heavy stuff, with very tall, oddly thin dressers or armoires. The
sofas were glossy black leather, of course. The tables were black.
The flat screen TV was enormous.

And there were a lot of bookshelves. That
pleased her. She liked a man who read. There was also a huge old
walnut or mahogany desk, looking like an antique, that gave the men
fits as they tried to get it inside.

Now came more sofas and chairs, and she
frowned. There were far too many, and they didn't go together with
the black leather. Then a pool table, which cleared that up. Unlike
Alex, he had friends, and was setting up his basement for
entertaining them.

There were no small beds, no single beds, as
there would be with children, and she didn't see anything which
detracted from that very masculine sense she'd seen. Could he be
single? The idea excited her, almost to the point of
breathlessness. He was a handsome man. Why would he not have a
girlfriend? Maybe he was a pervert.

Like you, a small voice whispered.

But of course, she being a pervert was not a
danger. Men were different.

Finally, the movers left, after unloading
boxes marked 'books' and an assortment of lamps and plastic floor
plants (evidently he didn't have a green thumb).

Alex spent considerable time trying to figure
out how to come into contact with him again, despite the fact the
very idea was horribly embarrassing. He had seen her naked!

Yet, oddly, the very fact that he had seen
her, that they had talked, made her feel close to him.

I need a hobby, she thought, somewhat
morosely.

She thought about working in her little
garden, perhaps in shorts and a tank top. But he might not even
look out the window to notice. She couldn't bring herself to go and
knock on his door, not even to say welcome to the neighborhood.
She'd already given him more than sufficient welcome after all!

She spent more time than usual at her back
window, or outside, peering at the fence, wondering if he was
outside, and how she could 'run into him' in some way. Finally, a
few days after he moved in she heard the sound of the waterfall,
and almost immediately arrived at her idea. She grabbed Itchy (he
was closest) hurried out back, climbed the ladder still set against
the fence, and tossed him over.

Of course, she had to first ease back the
branches a little to make a space for the cat to fly. Then she
mostly dropped him down before withdrawing. But before she withdrew
she caught a glimpse of Saunders, fortunately with his back to her.
He was not, unfortunately, naked. He was wearing a bathing suit,
but he had, she thought, a very nice looking back.

She dropped back and went into the house, but
kept the inner door open and the window down on the screen door.
She was hoping he would find the cat and bring it back. Of course,
he could just toss it over the fence, she supposed, but if he
wanted to talk to her again, which she was hoping he did, he would
seize on the opportunity.

She had taken care to dress appropriately,
which was to say, in what she thought was a sexy outfit. She didn't
actually have any sexy outfits, so had had to improvise. Because of
her small stature, a lot of her clothes were bought at the girls'
departments. They were a lot cheaper and she generally wasn't
fussy. But girls often weren't equipped with the same size of chest
as Alex had, especially when they were short and slender.

That meant that some of the shirts she
purchased were either too tight in the chest, or became that way
after a washing or two. That often didn't matter if she wore them
under something else, of course, and when they became too small she
usually tossed them into the back of the closet, perhaps at some
point to be used as rags.

And so when Matt Saunders actually did knock
on the door, she was wearing a black tank top which was
considerably too small for her, having shrunk in the wash. It left
several inches of her flat belly as well as a modest (wickedly
daring to her) amount of cleavage. The T-shirt was tucked into
shorts which (not by design) were very low riding, and at the same
time, uncomfortably tight.

She had done her best to brush out her hair
to a more modest, girlish way, as opposed to the twisted, tufted,
punk look she usually favored. He was old, after all, and might not
like the latter.

And she had done her best to brace herself
for coming face to face with the man who had seen her naked.

Her chest was thumping from the time she
climbed the ladder. And every time she heard a sound her pulse
raced. Finally, there was a shadow across the back door and she
ducked back. A moment later she heard a knock.

This is stupid! I'm insane! I'm pathetic!

Face already flushed, she pretended to just
come around the corner, as if people normally knocked on her back
door. She stopped almost at once, seeing him in the doorway. He
hadn't bothered to put a shirt on, and as the window ended at his
hips it almost looked as though he had showed up naked. Of course,
she knew he was wearing his swimsuit, but she felt her blood racing
nonetheless.

“Uhm, hello,” she squeaked.

“Hi there,” he said, considerably more
confident. “I hate to bother you, but you might be missing a cat.
Its in my back yard, and it doesn't seem to want to come to me. It
keeps darting off when I try to pick it up.”

“Oh!”

She hadn't counted on that. She'd thought
he'd bring the cat back, but now she had to actually come out and
go back with him. That was even better than she planned, but also
much more daunting than a simple chat at the door.

“I'm uhm, sorry,” she said.

She felt half naked in her tight top and
shorts. She never dressed like this in public, though she knew
other girls did so fairly commonly.

“I'll uhm, come and get him!”

He backed off as she opened the door, but not
far, and she felt a squirming in her lower belly at how close and
how practically naked he was. He had a nice chest, too. It was
well-defined, not hairy, and he had a very firm stomach. His
bathing suit hung low on his hips, and she licked her lips as her
eyes skimmed further down as she passed.

His gate and hers were side by side. She
preceded him, and wondered if he was looking at her ass. That made
her squirm with embarrassment, but excited her, as well.

There was a small row of cedars planted just
inside the gate, again giving the back yard privacy, and making her
turn abruptly to her left once she entered the gate. Once she was
past them she was looking out at the back of the lower deck to the
pool and waterfall.

“I guess he likes it here,” she said
jokingly.

“I like it here too,” he said.

“It's a very nice place.”

“Well, as I said, you're welcome to come over
any time you want, just bring your bikini.”

She blushed as she climbed onto the deck,
looking around for Itchy.

“What makes you think I have a bikini?” she
said over her shoulder.

“You can come without one, too,” he said in
amusement.

That made her blush anew.

“The hedges make it very private. No one can
see.”

She dared to turn around at last, and pretend
to smile. “You could.”

“Well, yeah,” he said with a shrug, “But I've
already seen, so there's no reason to hide yourself from me. In
fact, I'd probably not even bother to look.”

“Riiiight,” she said.

He shrugged again. “You've seen one gorgeous
naked, dripping wet female body, you've seen them all.”

She flushed and turned away, looking for
Itchy.

“Besides, there are lovely plants here, and
an attractive waterfall. Who wants to look at beautiful women when
there are lovely plants and waterfalls to look at.”

She snorted, look back, and rolled her eyes
at him.

“Even if they are naked,” he said
mischievously.

She blushed again and turned away and he
laughed lightly.

“You blush a lot,” he said.

“Well, it's not my fault!” she exclaimed. “I
don't usually... I mean, It's not like I … show myself off to lots
of men!”

“I have a pure heart, so God decided to
reward me.”

“You weren't even supposed to be there!' she
said accusingly.

“Excuse me? My yard, remember. My guys who I
paid a huge amount of money. I was checking out the work. Hot naked
chicks weren't supposed to have been a part of the scenery. Not
that I objected, of course.”

She was embarrassed, but he was playful and
amusing, and kind of goofy, and that took a lot of the sting out of
it.

“I'll let you see me naked if you want.”

He made a show of tugging his bathing suit
lower.

“No!”

He grinned and shrugged. “Don't say I didn't
try to make it up to you.”

“I'm surprised you're wearing a bathing suit
in here,” she sniffed. “Isn't that why you have all these trees, so
you can run around naked?”

“Not really. The sight of my own naked body
doesn't excite me. Not, at any rate, like the sight of yours would.
I just like my privacy.”

Her face heated again. “Well, I'm sorry if I
uhm, violated your privacy.”

“You don't count. You can violate anything
about me you want.”

“Stop that!” she said in exasperation.

“I can offer you a drink now. I actually have
food and drink inside.”

“No, thank you.”

“Coke? Pepsi? Ginger ale? Orange Juice?
Seventy year old Scotch?”

“Are you a restaurant?”

“I was a boy scout. I like to prepare for all
contingencies.”

“All I know about boy scouts is they like to
tie knots in ropes,” she said, then blushed.

“I did get a badge for my knots,” he said.
“But when I got older I found handcuffs were easier to use.”

Alex felt a shock in her middle, which
radiated up into her chest. Had he guessed or was that just a kind
of suggestive thing which had come to mind after talking about
ropes and knots!? Then for a long moment she couldn't bring herself
to speak as her mind whirled, and she had to turn away.

“It's kind of hot out,” he said. “Or is that
just me? No, you're pretty hot too. I can tell.”

She rolled her eyes at him and walked over to
where Itchy had just crawled out form between two trees.

She picked him up in her arms and turned
around to find he had followed her over. He looked own at the cat,
but she had the profound, and self-conscious feeling he was looking
more into her cleavage than at the cat.

“Sure you won't have a swim?” he asked.
“Nothing more refreshing.”

“Well, maybe... uhm, some other time.”

Do it! a part of her yelled.

“I uhm, suppose I could... get my bathing
suit,” she said uncertainly, stumbling over the words and trying to
hide her inner turmoil.

“Excellent! Anything I can get you to
drink?”

“Just... uhm, anything,” she said, striding
back to the gate, her breathing starting to come far too
quickly.

Back at her house she through Itchy on the
floor and ran into her bedroom. Swimming was not something she
actually did. It was boring to swim without companions, and she
never had any. So she never went swimming. However, she had come
across a pair of girls swimsuits in a sales bin at Wal-Mart last
year. They were one-piece, and so cheap she'd picked them up with
the thought of using them to exercise in. She hadn't even bothered
to try them on.

She'd gotten different sizes. One had proved
too lose, which meant it didn't keep her breasts in check when she
moved around quickly. The other was too tight, uncomfortably so.
She dove into the bottom of her closet now, tossing things onto the
floor, frantically searching for them. Then she tried her dresser
drawers, one at a time, until she found them.

She dumped the big one and stripped, then
stepped into the smaller one. It fit, but too tightly. The crotch
pulled up uncomfortably hard against her sex, the straps pulled
down hard against her shoulders, and her breasts made the scoop
neck push out far enough from her body it displayed even more
cleavage than the T-shirt had.

But she had no choice. She either wore it, or
confessed she had nothing, or just locked her door and hid under
the bed.

She got a towel and went back outside,
rounded the corner and into his yard, and, gulping, wrapped the
towel around herself and closed the gate behind her.
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There were several heavily padded chairs on
the lower deck. Heart thumping, she walked across to them as Matt
pulled himself out of the pool.

“Welcome to Chez Saunders,” he said
cheerfully. “Where our guests are treated like like the goddesses
they are.”

“Even if they're men?” she asked
playfully.

“No male guests allowed. We're a very sexist
club.”

He looked down at her with a grin. “That's a
very sexy towel you're wearing, miss.”

Alex blushed. “I couldn't find my bathing
suit,” she said.

His eyes widened in mock delight.

“So I'm wearing another one that's a bit
small.”

He sighed in dramatic disappointment, then
perked up. “How small?”

“Not that small,” she said firmly.

“Well, you're a small person. It doesn't have
to be very big.”

She sniffed, then bracing herself
emotionally, she slipped off the towel as casually as she
could.

“Amazing. You manage to make a one piece
still seem sexy.”

“Oh please,” she said, sitting down.

“I assure you, Miss Alex, I'm being
truthful,” he said with a grin, sitting down next to her.

“So what do you do for a living?” he
asked.

“Guess,” she said playfully.

“Hmm, exotic dancer.”

She blushed. “No!”

“Model.”

“Don't be dumb.”

“Playboy playmate.”

“I can see where your mind is at, Mister
Matthew,” she sniffed.

“Guess what I do.”

“Uhm, you're a janitor,” she said.

“Yes! Wow, you're a good guesser!”

She snorted in amusement and shifted in her
seat, uncomfortably aware of the pressure against her pussy.

“I'm a lawyer,” he said.

“Eeeewww, she replied jokingly.

“I know. I know. We're horrible people. I
even have a top hat and fake mustache I use when I'm evicting
widows and orphans from their homes. And you?

“I'm a wielder.”

“A what?”

“A wielder. You know. Have acetylene torch,
will travel?”

“Really? I never would have guessed.”

“I'm not surprised. It's not a sexy job, and
your mind is in the gutter, Mister lawyer.”

“True. But to be fair, I am male. That's
where our minds spend most of their free time.”

“Shouldn't a lawyer live in a big penthouse
or something?”

“I didn't say I was a rich lawyer.”

Then he got up. “I am hot.”

“You're not bad looking. I'm not sure I'd say
hot, though,” she replied. “You are kind of old, after all.”

“Smart-ass.”

He turned and jumped into the water, and she
watched him, heart thumping a little as he swam out and turned
around.

“Come on in. The water's nice. Fraidy
cat!”

She stuck her tongue out at him, but then
stood up and jumped in.

He swam under water and then she squealed as
he grabbed her around the hips and she felt herself flung up into
the air a bit to splash into the water.

“Hey!”

“You're kind of easy to play with,” he said
with a grin. “Like a big play toy!”

“I'm not a playtoy, Mister lawyer!”

“All women are playtoys, honey,” he said with
a grin, kicking back in the water and swimming away.

She swam after him, awkwardly, for she wasn't
a good swimmer. She was glad when they reached more shallow water,
but there he could brace himself. He held his linked hands out.

“Step in!”

She bit her lip, but did so, grabbing his
shoulder, pressing her side against him as he lifted her high into
the air to land with a squeal and a splash back in the water.

There were some advantages to being
lightweight, she thought.

There was more play in the water, and some
mock wrestling. But he kept his hands in check, much to her relief
and somewhat to her disappointment. She didn’t really know how to
go about 'making a move' on him, nor telegraphing her interest. And
the suit kept squeezing against her pussy in a way which was
starting to make her throb, especially in combination with the
thoughts running wildly through her head.

When he picked her up over his shoulder,
though, her upper body fell down across his back, and she slapped
at his bottom in protest. That in turn led to him slapping her
bottom, which was sticking out over his right shoulder, and she
felt a sense of sexual electricity shooting through her.

“Hey! Put me down, big ape!” she said,
slapping at his bottom again.

“Say pretty please with sugar on top!” he
said as he walked through the water.

“No!” She slapped his bottom again, and he
promptly slapped hers.

Of course, the suit was far too tight, and
the way she was positioned had pulled the bottom up sharply, baring
an indecent amount of her buttocks, making her blush hotly and
making her pussy throb against the tight pull of the suit.

“Rude little girls get treated badly,” he
warned.

She squealed as she felt herself flying up
and forward, but she wound up caught in his arms like a baby – for
a moment, then he flung her straight up, so that she squealed
again, only to catch her again just above the water. Again he flung
her up, then caught her, then a third time he flung her up and
stepped back so she landed sputtering in the water.

She surfaced, coughing and wiping water from
her eyes.

“Bastard!” she said.

He frowned as if in offense. “Are you
insulting my mommy?” he demanded.

She snorted.

“You better apologize, little girl, or
else?”

“Or else what? Are you going to talk Latin to
me? Or maybe sue me?”

He grabbed her and she squealed again,
leaping back, but he caught her and lifted her over his shoulder
again.

“Hey! Bully!” she cried.

He walked up the stairs and out of the water
and she slapped at his bottom again. That drew a sharp slap from
him, precisely what she was hoping for, and she gasped at the
sting.

Then he flung her forward, grabbed her, and
dropped her upside down, holding her by the ankles over the
water.

“Hey!”

“Now. I want you to repeat after me. “I'm
sorry for not treating you with the utmost respect, Mister
Saunders,” he said.

“Eat me!”

“I'm afraid that would be a reward that you
have not yet earned, little girl.”

Alex blushed at the words, feeling another
rush of excitement roll through her. Her hands were dangling in the
water while he held her upside down, and she splashed water up
towards him. He dropped her and she went head first into the water.
There was a splash behind her, and by the time she surfaced he was
there grinning at her.

“Meany!” she said, pretending to be
cross.

He stuck his tongue out at her and she swam
backwards. He followed her.

“I'm still waiting for your abject
apology.”

“I hope you have a lot of patience.”

“No, doctors have patience. Lawyers have
clients.”

“Very punny,” she said.

She reached the side of the pool, then yelped
as he reached down, gripped her by the waist and lifted her up to
drop her bottom on the edge.

She was now looking down at him, though not
by much, as he walked up to the edge.

“Ve haf vays uf making ju talk, leetle girl,”
he growled, his hands, she noticed, on her legs just above the
knees.

She thought frantically for something clever
to say, but he leaned in and kissed her on the lips, quickly, and
drawing back before she could react. Then, looking at her, he
leaned in and kissed her again, more softly.

Alex froze, heart pounding, as he eased
closer, his arms sliding around her. His lips were not simply
pushing against hers, they were... moving, sliding, slowly,
strangely, his tongue easing slowly forward as her pulse raced and
the blood pounded in her ears. She kissed back, tentatively, wildly
aware of her own inexperience as she felt her breasts press against
his bare chest.

His hands were caressing her small shoulders,
sliding along her back, then up through her wet hair. They slid
back down, along her shoulders, and snagged the straps of her
swimsuit as they passed. Her eyes widened and she gasped, starting
to jerk back, but the straps were already over her shoulders, and
as he leaned further into her she felt a dazed sense of acceptance
and let him pull the suit down to expose her breasts.

They felt... cold from the water, and at the
same time, swollen and hot, and when he drew his lips back from
hers, smiling, he looked down and then up, winking at her. He
scooped her up, abruptly, and she gasped as her legs went around
him. He walked further up the pool to the shallower end, then
dropped her back on the edge.

“Now about that apology,” he said, his hands
cupping her breasts and squeezing lightly.

“I-I... no,” she gulped.

“No?” he asked, drawing the word out.

“Maybe you'll have to spank me!” she said in
a strangled voice.

“Hmm, I'm afraid it might well come to that
if you continue to be such a … naughty girl.”

He bent and Alex' eyes went wide and round as
he kissed her left nipple, then let his lips widen and took the
center of her breast into his mouth. She gasped as his teeth bit
down gently, as his tongue slid across her nipple, and his lips
sucked gently.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped. “Matthew!”

“Hmmm?” he hummed with her nipple in his
mouth.

He drew back, grinning, his hands pulling her
suit firmly down to her hips. Then he leaned into her, his weight
forcing her down and back onto her back. She gasped as his chest
pressed against her bare breasts, as his lips came down onto hers
again, more passionately than before. His right hand caressed her
breast as the fingers of his left slid through her short hair.

Then he drew back, his hands skimming down
her ribs, down to her hips, to grasp the suit and tug sharply.
Again she yelped as it was forced under her buttocks, down her
legs, and, even as she was starting to try to sit up, to grab at it
– off.

He chuckled and grasped her thighs, jerking
her legs up and well apart, exposing her to him.

“Now then, I believe you suggested I... eat
you, did you not?”

He leaned over her again, forcing her back,
his lips on hers. Her heart pounded and her pulse raced as she felt
a hand sliding between her thighs, felt his finger caressing her
there. Her hips bucked violently and she gasped and twisted at the
shock of sensation.

“Wait!”

But he didn't. She gasped as he jerked on her
legs, sliding her buttocks to the edge of the pool, and not
incidentally, causing her upper body to fall sharply back onto the
ground. Her mind was filled with a swirling mix of embarrassment,
uncertainty, shock, excitement, heat, alarm and a sense of things
spiraling completely out of control.

And then she felt his mouth on her sex. She
gasped, as his lips closed over her soft, smooth flesh of her
pussy, enveloping it. She felt the suction and jerked her head up,
gasping, eyes wide as his tongue pushed in between the tight folds
of her sex lips, slid up its length and then delicately caressed
her clitoris. She gaped at him, too flustered to know what to say,
to even put the words together.

Despite the fact she had, in her amateurish
fashion, been working up to something like this, some sort of
amorphous romantic or sexual event, the reality was far more
shocking and sudden than she had imagined! And now there she was,
laying on her back, with her legs spread obscenely wide and his
face right in between them!

She was naked! And yet, there wasn't the
sharp, horrible sense of humiliation she'd experienced the other
day when she'd been caught by him. In part that was because he'd
already seen her, and in part she was aroused and excited, as she
hadn't been before. And, of course, she now knew him. Many would
say she barely knew him at all, but Alex had such a small group of
acquaintances that already he had moved to the fore there.

She knew him better and he knew her better,
after just an hour in his company, than anyone else she knew!

And as his tongue stroked more firmly against
the top of her pussy her embarrassment and uncertainty were melting
away under the rapidly rising sensations of incredible pleasure
rippling through her body.

His mouth was devouring her!

She gasped again and again, wide-eyed,
staring with a sense of incredulity as he casually, looking almost
relaxed, turned her body to mush. Her muscles were spasming, her
insides were flaring wildly. Her blood was rushing through her
system and her heart thumping wildly. Her breathing was becoming
more and more ragged, and she felt her mind beginning to drift away
from all day to day concerns and realities, overwhelmed by waves of
pleasure far more intense than any she'd ever been able to rouse in
herself.

As many times as she'd touched herself, her
breasts, her body, it was orders of magnitude different when
someone else was touching her!

Her hips began to roll upwards in a slow,
sensuous dance she hadn't even imagined. Her head fell back as she
gulped in air, and her eyes slitted as the sensations peaked and
flowed, her muscles quivering and her insides burning and
flaring.

“Responsive little girl, aren't you,” he said
with a grin, raising his head, straightening his body.

She lay sprawled, chest heaving, gasping for
breath as he looked down at her.

Then there was something touching her down
there, something warm and soft and wet, and she forced her head up,
staring, to see he'd pulled down his swimming trunks. His cock
spouted thick and hard and angry looking, pointing at her like a
weapon, demanding and insistent. He held it in his hand, rubbing
the helmet-shaped head up and down the newly sensitized surface of
her naked sex.

Her neck hurt from holding her head up, but
she couldn't stop staring as she watched it push into her, watched
it force her open and slide in. She'd stared at the same thing many
times before, when she was using dildos, and the sight had never
failed to deliver an erotic jolt. But this was different. This was
a real one, and the jolt was immensely greater as she watched
Matt's cock pushing into her, as she felt it sliding deeper.

And just as it felt infinitely more exciting
when someone else's hands were on her body, so too was the
eroticism and excitement multiplied by someone else pushing into
her, someone else with a real cock... pushing into her... into her
body... inside her.... Deep inside her!

She fell back, gasping, panting, her head
jerking violently from side to side. Her back arched and she cried
out as he pushed achingly deep, her thighs jerking in his hands.
Then the orgasm hit and she all-but screamed, twisting and
thrashing and bucking her hips up violently as he slammed the last
inch into her body and leaned over her.

He had to grip her hair to force her head
down and keep it still, then his lips crushed hers as his hips
ground against her slender body. He didn't have to move. She was
doing more than enough, her hips bucking up again and again as she
sought to impale herself on his warm, slick cock.

The orgasm was like a storm of sensations,
howling away at her mind and body. She felt herself battered and
blown about even as his weight came down on her, even as his mouth
found hers and his hand fondled her breast.

She world faded away under the intensity of
the storm, and she reveled in the howling force of its pleasure. It
was more powerful, more intense than any of the orgasms she'd given
herself, and lasted longer, and when it faded away she finally
began to breath.

The world came back into existence, and she
found herself laying on the hard stone at the edge of the pool,
gasping, groaning. The main sensation, however, was him. Inside
her. Deep inside her. She felt so full, as if she was bloated out,
as if his cock had grown to enormous proportions inside her and
could barely fit.

She gasped as he jerked back more sharply on
her hair and then his lips were in against the nape of her neck,
sucking, licking, chewing. She moaned as he bit into the soft flesh
and began to suck hungrily. And all the while his hips simply
ground against her, doing nothing special except to occasionally
pull back an inch or so, then thrust in all the way and resume
grinding.

She lay dazedly beneath him, groaning,
enveloped in the languor of the aftermath of the intense climax.
Only slowly did she start to feel herself back in the world, and
start to move at all under her own volition. Her hands tentatively
slid up over his shoulders, and she let herself feel the tactile
pleasure of his soft, warm skin as they slid up and down. Then,
daringly, down further, to run over his chest.

He straightened, and she blushed deeply as he
looked down at her. She dropped her eyes and saw the joining of
their bodies, and gasped as he drew back slowly.

“Like that, little girl?”

“I-I'm not a l-little girl!” she gasped
weakly.

He grinned. “You're a girl. And you're
little,” he said teasingly.

She supposed he was right.

His hands slid over her breasts, then down to
her hips and onto her thighs, closing around them, lifting them up
and apart and holding them in place. Then he began to move his
hips: in and out, in and out, in and out, slowly, using the full
long, shocking length of it as she stared in fascination.

“Oh! Oh God!” she moaned.

Every time he pushed all the way in she felt
an ache deep inside her, as if he had reached the absolute bottom
of her sex, and still had to push deeper.

She reached down past her breasts and when he
leaned in, she raised her hands, sliding them over his chest, over
his belly, marveling at how soft his skin was against her as his
cock thrust deep, his hips ground against her, and he pulled back
again.

He drew back again, straightening, and now
began to thrust harder, still using the long length of him,
thrusting into her hard enough to smack his hips against her
upraised buttocks as he lifted her feet higher still. He thrust
harder, faster, and Alex gasped and moaned, staring at first,
cupping her breasts, then feeling the growing power of each sharp
blow of pleasure and sensation with every stroke.

Each sharp rush of pleasure drew an
involuntary gasp from her parted lips, and sent her head rolling
back. Each was accompanied by the dull ache of him reaching the
bottom of her passage and jamming up against it. And when he picked
up speed the rushes came in faster and faster waves, making it hard
to breath, even harder to think.

She felt the world slipping away again, felt
all her attention narrowing to the pleasure coursing through her,
to the wild sensations and the deep, unrelenting pressure of his
cock pushing into her again and again. She felt wonderfully bloated
and stuffed by it, and the aching began to assume an almost erotic
sense to it as he drove himself into her.

Her eyes became glassy and her body seemed
boneless as she writhed and twisted and arched and jerked under the
pounding heat, and then another incredible storm blew up and
shattered her mind, leaving her thrashing in the madness of the
howling waves of sensory bliss.

She felt a sense of elation afterward, as he
gently kissed her breasts and ran his hands over her. The elation
only grew as she looked fondly down at him and he pulled up his
swimsuit and climbed out of the pool.

“Well that was fun,” he said ironically,
grinning at her.

“I... hardly noticed,” she said, panting.

He chuckled and gave her breast a squeeze,
then stood up. He took her wrist and pulled her into a sitting
position, then all but lifted her to her feet, and a moment later
up across his shoulder.

“Hey!” she gasped weakly.

She got soft slap on the bottom as he carried
her over to the deck and then set her down before one of the
overstuffed chairs. It wasn't much of a slap, but it jerked her
mind out of its reverie, and onto another path almost immediately
as he pushed her into the chair and sat down in the other one.
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“How come you get to see me naked and I don't
get to see you?” Alex asked.

He smiled. “Because you're much more
beautiful than I am.”

She made a rude sound.

“Women are much more beautiful than men
naked. You look like a sleek, oiled seal, he said, his eyes sliding
over her. “Except for those unfortunately oversized things on your
chest.”

She sniffed. “Don't touch them then. In fact,
you're not allowed to ever touch them again.”

“But what if I touch them by accident?”

“With your mouth?”

“My mouth does a lot of strange things
sometimes.”

“Yes. I noticed. I was wondering what you
were trying to do. You seemed to confused. I almost pushed you away
because I was bored watching you.”

“Was that when you were groaning and moaning
and crying out in pleasure?”

“I don't remember any such thing,” she said
with an exaggerated sense of aloofness. “I thought you were asleep,
in fact. I almost slapped you to wake you up.”

She dipped her fingers into the somewhat
watery remains of her drink and flicked her fingers at him so small
icy droplets rained against his chest.

“Wake up. Wake up,” she taunted.

“I guess I'll have to do better next time,”
he said.

“Next time? I was so bored I almost fell
asleep myself. I don't know if I want to be bothered with another
time. I mean, you clearly aren't very good,” she said with vast
insincerity.

His eyes narrowed.

“You didn't look like you were sleeping.”

“Oh well, I sometimes move in my sleep, you
know. All my many other lovers have commented on it.”

“Uh huh. Well I'll see what I can do to wake
you up next time.”

It seemed incredible to Alex that she was
sitting there completely naked and bandying words with a man she
hardly knew! Yet it excited her, and acting bratty excited her
more. She didn't know how to express what she wanted, wasn't even
entirely sure what she wanted, but thought she could lead him
towards it.

She was slouched back in the chair now, her
left leg raised high as she reached across to prod him with her
toes.

“Maybe you need to take some Viagra or
something,” she teased. “Maybe some of that Red Bull stuff to wake
you up, hmm, old guy.”

He grasped her ankles and forced it down onto
the table. That, of course, spread her even wider apart, which
produced a wild mix of excitement and embarrassment.

She'd once thought she looked horribly ugly
down there. It was all that hair. She'd done her best to get rid of
it over the years, to make herself seem as clean and naked and
smooth as possible. She recognized that was, in part, because all
the girls in the videos were like that. But she liked the look, and
liked the feel of herself like that, and now, showing it off to
him, made her insides burn and throb.

“Let go of my foot you, you foot lover you,”
she said, flicking more liquid at him.

“You're looking for trouble, little girl,” he
said with a grin.

“I'm not afraid of a weak little lawyer-man
like you,” she sniffed. “You'd probably just recite some sort of
lawyer stuff at me to bore me again.”

“Oh I can do better than that.”

He leapt up all of a sudden and turned on
her. He already had her ankle in one hand. Now he grabbed at her
wrist and yanked her bodily up out of the chair, lifted her onto
his shoulders, spun and threw her into the pool. Alex squealed as
she flew through the air, then disappeared underwater with a
splash, to arise sputtering in mock indignation.

She pulled herself out of the pool as he sat
back and smiled at her. She stalked over to him, scowling.

“You have your nerve, Mister Lawyer,” she
said.

She shook out her hair at him and laughed as
he raised his hands to block the water.

“Are you afraid of a little water, sissy
boy?” she teased.

“Don't make me take a hairbrush to your butt,
brat,” he said.

“If you hurt my butt you'll have to kiss it
to make it better,” she said.

She turned and presented it to him and
squealed and leapt away as he slapped it.

“Hey! That's assault! I should sue you!' she
said. “I need to find a good lawyer! She paused as if in confusion.
“Oh wait. There are no good lawyers!”

“Don't start dissing my profession,
brat.”

“Or what, huh? Or what?” she taunted, poking
at him with her fingers and dancing back.

She didn't make it hard to grab her, though,
and he didn't find it hard to do so. She squealed anyway as he
yanked her towards him and across his lap. Her pulse shot up as his
hand slapped down on her bottom with a sharp crack and a stinging
sensation.

“Ha! You think that hurt, girly man!?”

She kicked her legs energetically, twisting
in his arms, and he slapped her again, harder.

“Is that a flea biting me?” she taunted.
“Weak little girly-man! I bet I can take you! Let me up and I'll
spank you!”

He slapped harder, and she gasped, then
reached in to pinch his thigh.

“Ow! You brat!”

She laughed and reached up and back to pinch
his stomach but he grabbed her wrist. In short order he had her
wrists pinned together behind her back. Then he slapped at her
bottom again.

“Let me go, sissy boy!” she demanded,
twisting in his lap and managing to pull one of her slender hands
away.

She pinched his nipple and squealed with
laughter as he cursed and jerked her hand back behind her. Then he
pulled the drawstring out of his bathing suit and tied her wrists
together behind her back.

The raw heat which enveloped Alex when she
felt the tightening strings almost made her cry out.

She did nothing to interfere, keeping her
wrists crossed as he swept the string around and around them, then
tied them off. When he was done, she tried to pull them away, then
tried harder When it was obvious she couldn't, the heat within her
rose to an even higher plateau.

“L-Let me go so I can have a nap!” she
gasped. “Little girly man!”

“I don't think I ever properly punished you
for trespassing,” he said, his hand sliding over her buttocks.

“You should pay me for coming into your back
yard so you could peep at me!” she exclaimed, kicking her legs
energetically.

His hand slapped down against her bottom
again, more sharply than before. The sharp sting of it rolled
through her bottom and a dark, quivering echo rolled through her
lower belly so that she shuddered.

“Apologize for you trespassing, little girl,
and maybe I'll forgive you and let you up,” he said.

“I think you need to apologize for licking at
my pussy in such a boring way!” she exclaimed.

Crack! His hand came down on her
bottom again, then again, as she squealed and twisted.

“I'll see if I can wake you up next time,” he
said dryly.

“Try keeping me awake! That would be harder,
old man!”

Crack! His hand came down again, then
slipped between her thighs to squeeze and caresses her pussy.

“Hmm, seems pretty wet down here.”

“You just threw me in the pool, you freak!”
she cried.

His fingers pushed into her and she hissed as
they pushed down through the mouth of her sex, then gasped as he
slapped her bottom with the other hand.

“Seems pretty wet inside too,” he observed.
“wet and warm.”

“Because I'm thinking about some other man!”
and how hot he would be!”

Crack! His hand slapped down sharply
and she yelped in pain.

“You need to show more respect to your
betters, little girl,” he said.

“You mean my elders!”

Crack! Crack!

“Elders and betters!”

Three fingers pushed into Alex, and she
gasped aloud as they sank deep, and began to twist from side to
side within her. Then she felt his thumb stroke across her swollen
clitoris.

“Y-You're still b-boring me!” she panted.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Apologize for trespassing in my yard he told
her as she gasped and moaned.

“Never!”

“Then I guess you'll have to get a
spanking.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand dropped heavily but slowly, and even
as his left was cracking against her wriggling bottom his right was
busy stroking and caressing her in a way which left her gasping and
moaning and breathless with heat and arousal.

Her bottom was rapidly heating up, as well,
of course. The skin was burning and throbbing with heat as he
continued to spank her. But the sharp impacts were echoing through
her belly, down to her pussy, and resonating with the swelling
sensations he was causing her there.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He slapped harder and faster, and Alex
twisted and moaned, her head rolling and thrashing as the pain and
pleasure both rose in intensity.

“W-Wait!” she gasped, her breath ragged.

He paused in his spanking and she gulped in
air, trying to gain enough to speak.

“I'll make it up to you,” she gasped, “B-by
sucking your cock.”

Crack! His hand landed sharply on her
aching bottom.

“What makes you think I'd let a nasty little
girl like you suck my cock?” he asked.

“Please may I suck your cock, Mister Lawyer?”
she asked in a whiny voice.

She grunted as he shifted her to the side,
then off him, and found herself kneeling on the deck before him.
Her wrists, of course, were still tied behind her, and she wouldn't
have had it any other way.

His cock was hard, the material of his
bathing suit rising like a tent.

“There seems to be something in your shorts,
Mister Lawyer man,” she taunted.

“That's an all-day sucker for you, little
girl,” he replied, jerking his swimsuit down and off.

“More like one minute,” she sniffed
disdainfully.

He reached behind her and gripped her hair,
jerking her forward and grinding her face into his groin.

“Let's see if you know what to do with your
mouth other than talk,” he growled.

She felt her heart pounding in her chest.
She'd never performed oral sex, but had watched many videos,
fascinated by the sight. And, of course, she had practiced often
enough on the more realistic of the dildos she'd owned over the
years, even succeeding, when she was aroused enough, to slide them
into her throat.

She didn't think she'd ever been as aroused
as she was today.

She leaned in, and gasped as his hands came
up to cup and knead her breasts. She had no hands this time, but
she licked at the tip of his cock teasingly, then licked up and
down the sides before pressing her face in against the base of his
cock and sucking his balls into her mouth. She yelped as she felt
his fingers in her hair, bunching it up, jerking her head up and
back.

Then he guided his cock into her mouth and
she rolled her eyes wildly up at him, heat spiraling up within her
as he forced his cock into her mouth.

She sucked eagerly, sliding her lips over it,
bobbing slowly up and down, her eyes looking up at him from under
long lashes as she took more and more of his thick, throbbing flesh
into her mouth, as she felt the head pushing against the entrance
to her throat.

The pressure of the cord was a constant
throbbing delight in her mind, and her wrists rarely stopped
pulling and testing the tightness as she worked her lips up and
down him. Then, her arousal deepened by his other hand underneath,
pinching her nipple, she forced her lips down all the way, gagging
weakly as his cock pushed into her throat and her lips slid all the
way down to the base.

She was elated by his startled reaction, his
gasp of pleasure, his moan of heat as she forced her lips down as
hard as possible against his groin, feeling the long length of him
inside her.

She held herself in position, then slowly
slid back out, gasping as he came free, her saliva dripping down
onto his already slick cock as she gulped in air.

“Hot little slut!” he gasped.

“Girly man!” she gasped breathlessly.

She gasped again as he pulled on her hair,
forcing her up along his body, forcing her feet to push her up
until she was sliding up over him and they were face to face. His
hands shifted to her buttocks, pulling her up and settling her so
she was straddling him. His hands then shifted to her breasts,
squeezing them together around his face as he sucked and licked at
the nipples.

“I-I bet I was going to make you come!” she
panted, “In a minute!”

“Not a chance, little girl,” he growled.

He let go of her breasts, then pushed her
back so she half fell back across his knees, her head rolling back
across them upside down. She felt his hands on her breasts, then on
her pussy, rubbing at her clit. A moment later she groaned as his
cock pushed into her. Then she felt him pinching her nipples, and
pulling.

“Ow!” she gasped as he jerked herself up and
forward, groaning as well, for the same movement had her sinking
down fully onto his stiff cock.

“I-I think there's a pebble under me,” she
gasped.

She ground her buttocks down.

“A tiny pebble!”

He shifted his grip on her stiff nipples,
digging in the edge of his nails against the burning little pink
buttons, and then forcing her to rise slowly up and forward.

The sensation as she slid up off his cock was
incredible!

Then he tugged down on her stinging nipples,
and she slid down fully, impaling herself on him.

That sensation was even more wonderful!

Alex found it difficult to speak, and Matt
didn't bother to as he pinched her nipples and forced her up and
down, up and down, up and down on his stiff, throbbing cock.

When he finally let go of them, though, the
sensation of relief was intense.

His hands slid under her small bottom and
began to jerk her up and down as he now thrust up into her. Alex
rose him eagerly, gasping and moaning and whimpering against the
swirling shocks of wild sensory heat raining down on her tumbling
mind. She grunted and gasped and moaned as she rode his cock, as he
now leaned in and began to suck and lick at her tend, aching
breasts. She pulled her wrists hard against the drawstring, and as
the ache there grew, another massive orgasm tore through her
slender young body.

A fever grew within her as Alex rode him with
frantic need and hunger, gasping and moaning and crying out each
time she plunged down to impale herself on his throbbing cock. She
rode him through the orgasm, and then, when she would have sank
still, his hands continued to work her up and down, and she groaned
and forced herself to continue, if much more slowly.

She stared down at him breathlessly, moaning
each time he pinched or sucked or chewed on her aching nipples,
gasping whenever his fingers traced across her clit, shuddering in
pleasure, arching her back as the sexual hunger and heat rose once
again. She rose and fell, rose and fell, now leaning in as he
sucked and licked at her breast, now leaning back as she stared
down the length of her flat belly to the sight of his cock entering
her.

“Ah!” she gasped, as his hand slapped against
her bottom.

“Faster, little girl. Ride that cock.”

“Bastard!” she gasped.

Another slap, sharper, and she gasped again,
eyes filled with heat.

“Didn't hurt!” she sneered, slowing down,
despite the need to ride faster.

She groaned as his hand slipped around her
head and gripped her hair, twisting her head up and back, but
forcing her chest forward so he could pinch and such and then bite
at her nipples.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

He drew back, releasing her hair.

“Rise, slut!”

The word left her breathless, and she rode,
gasping and moaning as her overheated sex slid up and down his
slick pole, gasping in pleasure every time the head of his cock
punched into the back wall of her pussy.

“Bastard,” she moaned again.

“Bitch,” he said, pinching her nipples and
tugging her in and up and then down again.

She moaned and cursed, and felt the heat
tearing at her mind as she moved faster, more frantic as the hunger
and passion became unbearable. She rode him with frantic yelps and
gasps, dropping her slender body down repeatedly, taking the long
length of him deep into her belly until, with a shuddering cry,
another orgasm tore through her.
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“Pervert,” she accused.

Alex lay on her back, on her arms, really, on
the deck just at his feet, still regaining her breath. The sex had
been incredible: better than she had ever imagined! She was giddy
with the triumph of it!

And she was still filled with a dark need to
experience the fantasies she had so long used to give herself
pleasure. She had no fear of Matt. She had already accepted that he
was a nice guy, even if he was a lawyer. He was a respectable type,
and not likely to harm her at all. But though 'respectable' gave
her confidence in him, she was looking for something a little
more... nasty.

But not for real.

Her taunting was clearly game-playing. She
made no attempt to make it seem real. Her insults were ridiculous,
on the face of it, even adolescent, in a way. And yet her social
skills, especially with boys – men – had never really progressed
much beyond that. She simply hadn't the experience.

Nor would she tell him that. She had a
strange inner turmoil in her throats. She wanted to be seen as
independent and strong willed, not weak and pathetic. And yet, in a
way, she wanted to be overpowered, wanted to be, if not abused,
then certainly mistreated in a sexual context.

She had always felt the need to be respected,
to be treated properly. Only now, in sex, she wanted to be mauled,
wanted to be roughly treated, given no choice, forced, as in her
fantasies.

On her terms, of course.

Matthew had given every indication of being a
laid-back, relaxed sort of man, not cruel at all. Yet he was also
highly intelligent, and as much a pervert as any man. It had not
taken him long to react the way she had wanted him to, and she
knew, even if she still retained deniability, that he'd known
perfectly well what sort of response she had been angling for. She
was delighted at his response, and now her mind was buzzing with
possibilities as she considered how to further provoke him without
actually making him mad at her.

* * *

Matthew Saunders considered the small girl
laying at his feet with. She was a gorgeous little thing, and full
of excitement and bounce. She was also the most responsive girl
he'd ever had.

And girl, was what she was. It wasn't just
that his habit was to consider anyone his own age or younger as a
girl (His mother, his aunts, his granny, old Mrs. Baxter across the
street, those were women). But Alex, though clearly in her very
early twenties, acted like the girls he remembered from high
school.

She was alternately loud and terribly
excitable. Her eyes shone and she was bubbly and giggly. And she
clearly was into the same sorts of teasing games he remembered from
his teenage years. Only with a more adult tinge to them. What was
in the petite young woman's mind and what was she after, he
wondered. She'd clearly wanted him to overpower her. That wasn't a
shock. It wasn't unique, either.

Though he had to admit it was rare to see it
in a woman he'd just met. Most women – girls, he corrected – had to
trust you a might before revealing that side of themselves. Alex
didn't seem to care, though. Or perhaps she simply trusted that
quickly, that easily. That spoke of someone innocent enough not to
have had her heart broken by jerks who broke that trust.

There were other reasons to consider her a
girl, though; physical ones. She was so young looking, partly
because of her petite size, and partly because of how smooth and
downy soft her complexion was. The years had not worn on Alex. She
clearly hadn't spent a lot of time in the sun or out in the winter
chill. Her breasts were amazingly firm for a girl her size, too,
deliciously firm, and beautiful, like an artist's drawing or
sculpture.

He fended off a small foot that came up at
him, jabbing at him.

“Pervert,” she said.

He had no intention of throwing the word back
at her, of telling her to admit she wanted to be tied up. She
clearly had the need to play games of this sort, to not openly
admit her own inner fantasies, whatever they were. Well, she'd
barely met him. Honesty would come in time, if this lasted.

“You like molesting poor, innocent girls,
don't you, pervert?” she demanded, her foot prodding at him
again.

“Yes. I do it all the time,” he said.

“I thought so.”

She spat at him, well, towards him.

“I wouldn't if I were you,” he said, pointing
a finger at her.

She smirked and spat again, closer.

He considered his options, and what it was
she was angling for.

He'd come hard, but that merely lent him the
control to play things slowly, for this girl was tremendously
exciting. God, her body was incredible! She was a slender girl, but
with beautiful breasts, and a waist even more narrow than her
hips.

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He'd played
a few tie-up games in his life, though never really got heavily
into it. He didn't generally feel the need to dominate women. He
liked them as friends and partners. Liked talking to them
intelligently on all manner of subjects. This very blue-collar
wielder, though, perhaps ten years his junior, probably wouldn't
have much interest in politics or philosophy.

And right now, her only interest, quite
clearly, was sex. And not just sex, but some sort of sexual game
playing which involved herself being punished for bad behavior.

Matt wasn't really into punishment, and the
idea of hurting a pretty little thing like her was anathema to him.
On the other hand, if his slapping her butt actually brought her
pleasure, which it clearly did, then that was another thing
entirely. Matt was very much into giving women pleasure.

He wished she would just tell him what she
wanted him to do, but then again, that would take the mystery, the
trial and error out of it.

He stood up, and she kicked out at him,
though it was a slow, weak kick. He fended it off easily, then bent
and grabbed her arm, pulling her into a sitting position.

“Don't touch me! Pervert!”

He helped her stand, then bent and took her
over his shoulders. She didn't weight much over a hundred pounds,
he decided, as he carried her to the upper deck and then opened the
back door.

“Hey! Let me go! Kidnapper! Pervert!”

She tried kicking at him but he had her legs
pinned easily against his chest as he carried her inside.

A rising sense of excitement filled him as he
considered the possibilities. With her as helpless as she was he
could literally do anything to her he wanted. It was as if she were
his belonging, his little sex slave.

As long as he didn't tread from the path she
was trying to put him on, he supposed. So figuring out what that
path was, and where he wanted it to be would be an interesting
experiment.

“Let me go or I'll scream!” she said.

Then she did.

“Help! Help! I'm being kidnapped! Help!”

Her voice was loud, and a slap on the ass
didn't quieten it down, nor did a second.

Oh yes. Of course!

He turned from where he was going and opened
the door to the basement, then carried her down.

“Where are you taking me! Pervert! Kidnapper!
Let me go! Help! Help!”

“Shut up, brat.”

He slapped her ass sharply and she yelped,
but didn't quieten.

He pulled her off his shoulder and sat her
down on the edge of the pool table. Glaring, she shoved at him with
her bare feet but he batted them aside and pushed her back sharply
so she fell back onto her back on the green felt.

Turning away, he opened a closet and fished
within. There were a number of items on its shelves, many of them
sports-related. The small rubber ball he pulled out, however, was a
stress ball he'd gotten at some sort of conference.

“Help! Police!”

He turned back to her, pulled her upright,
then gripped her hair, jerking her head up and back.

She gasped and her mouth opened wide. Matt
then shoved the stress ball against it, using his thumb to squeeze
the malleable rubber in so it could fit past her teeth.

Very nice teeth, he noted in passing.

When the whole ball was inside he stepped
back to examine his handiwork. Her jaw could no longer close, but
the ball filled it entirely.

“That'll shut you up until I need your mouth
for something,” he said.

Her eyes were looking past him, though, at
mirror on the wall, and her eyes shone with excitement.

“Hmm,” he said.

He went through the open door into the
laundry room and past it the storeroom and furnace room. In the
storeroom, everything was stacked on wide, roughly made wooden
shelves. Including several length of rope. He pulled one down, not
the harsh yellow nylon but the softer, slender rope he'd bought for
rock climbing. It was designed to stretch a little, and had a soft
fabric skin.

He returned and pushed her back so she fell
back onto her back, then rolled her over easily.

He noted that the drawstring he'd used to
bind her wrists together had worn deep red grooves in the soft pale
skin. He considered a moment. She would put on a show of trying to
escape if he simply untied her, and that would be annoying. He
didn't want to wrestle with her just then. He then climbed onto the
table and straddled her, sitting on her thighs just below the
buttocks to pin her in place.

Then he untied the drawstring, using one knee
to pin her left arm while taking her right and lifting it up and
gently back. He kissed her wrist, and licked gently at the red
lines the drawstring had made in it.

“You have beautiful skin, little girl,” he
said softly. “Just touching you anywhere turns me on.”

And it was true. He caressed her wrist and
forearm and then took his rope and tied it around her wrist. He
laid a half dozen more loops around the slender wrist so to make it
less likely to damage it, then carefully drew her other arm back.
She struggled, of course, but not seriously, and he soon had both
wrists crossed, and was looping the rope around the other.

“This rope is much stronger,” he growled.
“You'll never escape now! Not until I sell you at the next white
slave auction!”

She snorted disdainfully. Apparently the
threat had been a bit over-the-top.

He smiled and then slid down her legs,
drawing the rope with him. He wrapped an arm around her ankles and
then used his chest to angle them up and back, pushing them back to
her buttocks, then quickly looped the rope around them repeatedly
before pulling it up higher. She made no attempt to resist now,
apparently eagerly awaiting the completion of her bondage.

He fed the rope around the ropes encircling
her wrists, and then pushed her feet back farther and farther,
bowing her slender body until she began to groan and gasp. Then he
tied it off and pushed her onto her side.

She stared at him, a bit glass-eyed, and he
grinned.

“Now get away, brat.”

She said something, but not intelligible
through the 'ball gag'.

He went upstairs, turned off the waterfall,
picked up her clothes and their drinks, and came back inside. He
walked back downstairs to find her essentially unmoved, though she
was struggling, twisting and writhing in an evident attempt to
escape – or perhaps to convince herself she couldn't.

But Matt hadn't been joking. He had indeed
been a boy scout. He knew how to tie knots.

And you didn't screw up on things like that
when you did rope climbing.

He grinned. Her back was to him now as she
arched and twisted. He loved the play of hidden muscles just below
her downy skin as she moved. He walked forward and leaned over her,
gripping her hair firmly and pulling it up and back.

“Trying to escape?” he growled. “I think not.
And if you continue I may have to punish you further.”

He let his other hand drop onto one firm
breast, the nipple sharp and hard against the palm of his hand. He
kneaded it gently, loving the feel of her, then slid his hand
lightly down onto her chest, caressing the flesh over her ribs,
then following the narrow line at the center down onto her soft,
flat stomach. His hand skimmed lightly back and forth as she
continued to twist and writhe, then slid lower so his fingers could
rub lightly at her clitoris.

Her reaction was instant in the way her hips
bucked sharply and she gasped and moaned into the ball gag.

“Nasty little girl,” he said. “I think you
still need further punishment for your rudeness and misbehavior.
And a spanking is too good for you. Torture is what's needed.”

He pinched her nipples and she yelped and
twisted and glared at him.

“Yes, indeed. Torture,” he said, giving her
an evil look.

It didn't seem to frighten her.

His own mind was becoming more aroused as he
considered the myriad possibilities.

He needed better equipment, he thought. And
he knew exactly where to get it, too. This street had been suburbia
when it was built back in the 1950s. But that was a long time ago,
and the city had grown out and around it. There were numerous
shopping areas within walking, never mind driving distance.

He considered, and then smiled. He did have
one piece of equipment, left behind a couple of years ago by an old
girlfriend and tossed into the junk box when he'd moved. He went
back into the storeroom, and found it, then searched for his
collection of batteries.

There was a bit of a hoarder to him. But he
considered it more a gift of his Scottish grandmother. Throwing out
something which was perfectly functional and might be of use in
some future time was just not in him.

So now he had a very nice vibrator. It wasn't
large, but it was, if he could believe Valerie, who'd had it, very
powerful. It had a small clit-tickler branch near the base.

He was sure it would occupy his little brat
for the half hour or so he'd need to go and buy a few more
things.

He picked up a winter scarf and returned to
the finished part of the basement. He swept the scarf around her
eyes quickly and tied it behind her head, ignoring her squawk of
protest. Then he rolled her onto her back, well, on her arms and
legs and ran his finger up and down her tight, wet little opening.
She bucked again when his finger slid across her clit, and he
smiled to himself.

He pushed a finger into her, then a second.
His cock was starting to throb at her tightness, at her obvious
excitement. Nothing had ever aroused him so much, well, not since
adolescence, as a woman aroused, as him arousing her.

He pumped his fingers lightly in and out of
her, his thumb stroking across her clit as her hips rolled and
ground and she made odd sounds into his improvised gag. He drew his
fingers back then and pushed the vibrator into her, slowly. It
spread her wider than his fingers, and she was even tighter, but
she was also sopping wet, he noted, and it slid through easily
enough, all the way to the base.

The clit tickler was hollow, consisting of a
sort of spring clip which slid over the top of her pussy. It had
two thick branches which slid down against the flesh on either side
of her swollen clitoris, kind of squeezing the flesh there to make
the clitoris stand out more. Then there was a cross branch which
pressed down directly across the clit.

He turned it on and stepped back, fascinated.
She clearly wasn't shocked by what it was, and he wondered what a
search of her bedside table would turn up. But at the same time,
her reaction was... gratifying.

He had to move in and tear the scarf off,
just to see her face.

Her eyes were clenched as she rolled and
twisted. Her back arched, pushing those incredible breasts up and
out, and then her back fell back. Her chest began to rise and fall
faster and faster, and her hips rolled first to one side, then the
other. Her movements became more frantic, her eyes slitted as her
hips ground feverishly against the powerful vibrator.

Then the orgasm. It was obvious. Her back
arched violently and her head snapped back, her hips bucking wildly
now as she cried out into the gag, a loud, undulating howl that
made his cock as hard as rock.

He abandoned his idea of leaving her like
this and going to the store.

He waited for her to calm and then gripped
her arms, pulling her up and around so her shoulders were on the
edge of the table and her head hung over upside down. Then he
worked the ball out of her mouth.

She gasped breathlessly, moaning as his hands
ran eagerly and excitedly over her breasts.

“God! God! God!” she moaned dazedly.

Her his were still grinding, though slowly as
he jerked his swimsuit down and thrust his cock into her open
mouth.

Her eyes fluttered open as he slid deeper,
and he felt her tongue starting to work, licking at him. Her lips
closed and she started to suck as his heat roared. The sight of her
was so incredibly arousing he knew that he wouldn't be able to hold
back long. He slid back, then pushed deeper, gasping in delight as
he pushed through into her throat.

He could actually see his cock pressing
against the front of her gullet and bending, sliding through and
down into her very chest, until his groin was pressed firmly
against her face.

And then he lost control, thrusting hard in
and out, gasping as he bent over her, as he gripped her head and
held it up against him, thrusting wildly into her mouth and throat
as he exploded.

He made sure she was all right, after,
waiting until she started cursing and insulting him again, then
gagged her and left her on the table as he went upstairs and
quickly dressed.

But he'd had an idea while down there and now
went out his rear gate instead of down into the garage, and into
her back yard. As expected, her back door was unlocked, and he went
inside to look around.

What kind of a person was Alexandra? What
could her house reveal about who he had made such violent love to
and who was that moment tied naked on his pool table?

Matthew had never had sex with a girl this
quickly into a relationship. He was just not generally into sex
with strangers, into one night stands. And his work had, until
recently, kept him far too busy anyway.

The house was old fashioned, and hadn't been
recently renovated much. The furnishings were modern, though. She
had a computer room, and some of them were disassembled. He was
impressed, being barely capable of more than plugging his monitor
and mouse in.

One of the computers was turned on and he sat
down in front of it. It was on a web site devoted to the assessment
of different types and qualities of sound cards. How boring.

He checked the favorites and his eyes
widened.

“Well, well. Now who's the perve?” he said in
amusement, bringing up several of the more interesting sounding web
sites.

He checked her folders, especially the video
ones, and learned even more about his little prize.

He got up and went into her bedroom. He liked
the tasteful if spartan way it was furnished, and was even more
impressed by the collection of sex toys he found. He held up one
large dildo in particular, amazed she'd managed to get something
that big inside her.

She had a butt-plug, no, two of them, one
larger than the other. Several different types of vibrator, and
several different types of dildo. One was very realistically shaped
– and black. Another was blue, curved, and covered with dimples. He
wondered which was her favorite.

He carried the box back to his own house to
check on her and heard her before he even reached the basement
door. He eased down slowly, crouching just below the ceiling level
to watch her.

He'd turned off all the lights in the
basement except the one over the pool table. Alex lay in a small
pool of light, twisting and bucking and crying out again and again,
eyes rolling, face and chest flushed as she climaxed.

Matt felt his cock starting to throb
again.

“Jesus H Christopher!” he whispered to
himself.
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Alex was no novice when it came to vibrators,
though she'd never used one quite like this. The way it squeezed in
against her flesh on either side of her clit, forcing her clit to
kind of bulge out tautly, and then buzzed against it, that was
unique.

But the vibrators she'd used were always a
means to a climax. And generally speaking, after she climaxed, she
stopped, turned them off, and put them away. After a climax her
pussy, especially her clit, tended to feel exquisitely sensitive
for at least a couple of minutes. It was far too sensitive to
continue to use a vibrator on!

Only now, after her climax had eased, she
found herself helpless, still tightly bound, with the vibrator
jammed into her and against her, still buzzing. Matt had gone and
left her there, and there was no way to easily dislodge it,
especially with her body bound as it was. She moaned and shook and
twisted and cried out for Matt to come back and take it away, but
he didn't seem to be close enough to hear. Perhaps he was out back
again?

It was not – quite – pain. The sensations,
however, were extremely intense and terribly uncomfortable! But she
had no choice but to bear up as best she could. She bit into the
ball he'd put in her mouth and groaned as she tried to do anything
she could to ease the discomfort.

But only time worked, and then it really
worked.

The discomfort did not so much fade as grow,
but it grew into something else again. The extreme sensitivity of
her clitoris transmitted a torrent of sensations up into her
writhing body, and as the discomfort began to twist she felt a
growing sense of pleasure which began to spike her arousal.

And then her twisting and writhing had an
entirely different cause. She was no longer uncomfortable under the
flood of sensations, though she was just as helpless. It took
shockingly little time to build up into a massive orgasm that had
her twisting and thrashing in wild, howling pleasure atop the pool
table, then left her gasping for breath and moaning dazedly, saliva
starting to ooze out of her mouth around the rubber ball.

The discomfort began again, making her squirm
and moan, and yet once again it soon morphed into something
entirely different, and another orgasm shattered her mind.

And then another, and another, and
another.

She was exhausted, gasping for breath, eyes
glassy, body slick with sweat and hair plastered against her scalp.
Her insides ached from the constant spasming muscles, and her pussy
was a volcano!

Her cries of pleasure into the ball grew more powerful as her mind
became less and less capable of any conscious thought but the
animal reaction to the massive waves of pleasure. She screamed
freely now, howling and writhing in the grip of the intense
flooding storms of sensation and pleasure. She sobbed helplessly,
gulping in air, light-headed, dazed and not far from being crazed
as she felt another one rising within her.

And then Matt was there standing beside her,
looking at her, and she cast a mute look of desperation up at him
before succumbing. Her back arched violently and she screamed into
the ball, her hips bucking violently as the orgasm swept over her
once again, threatening to tear her mind apart.

And that, merciful God, was the last, as his
hand slid in and turned off the vibrator.

Alex could not keep still. She twitched and
trembled and jerked as her muscles continued to spasm.

She groaned as her legs were untied, as her
body unfolded. The relief on her back was immense, and a flood of
pleasure swept over her – a different type of pleasure now – the
pleasure of eased pain. She hadn't really even been aware of how
much her back had been aching from being hot-tied for so long, but
now she felt wonderful relief as he pulled her off the table and
into his arms.

He carried her upstairs and then lay her
across the kitchen table. His fingers pulled the ball out of her
mouth and he looked down at her.

“Well you seem to have been enjoying
yourself, little girl?”

Alex might have hit him but he hadn't untied
her wrists.

“Bastard!” she groaned.

“Why do you keep insulting my mother, brat?”
he asked mildly.

“Are you trying to make me insane, you
pervert?” she moaned.

“Drive you crazy with pleasure? What a way to
go,” he said in amusement.

He untied her wrists, at last, then leaned
over and kissed her softly and gently. She was a little surprised,
but responded quickly though weakly, her tongue sliding out to meet
his as their lips moved together.

He drew back and she felt that hot, nasty,
mischievous side of herself rousing again, despite how drained the
orgasms had left her.

“It's too bad you don't have a real penis so
you have to use vibrators to turn girls on,” she said. “I guess
that's why you keep it around.”

“It was left here by an old girlfriend,” he
said.

She scowled. “What? You used someone else's
vibrator on me!? That's gross!”

“It was two years ago,” he said mildly.

“I guess she needed to bring her vibrator
over because you couldn't satisfy her,” she said.

“Hmmm. I'm beginning to wonder if an army
would satisfy you, you little nympho.”

“Well you – mhphhhh!”

He shoved the ball against her mouth again.
Her hands rose to fend it off but as before, but he easily pinned
them down.

The round kitchen table was not large at all,
especially when Alex was draped back across it. Matt tied the rope
around her right wrist, then dropped it over the edge of the table
and pulled it across to the other side before lifting it up and
tying it around her left wrist. Then he pulled and she gasped as
the rope tightened and her body slid further to the edge.

With her shoulders right at the edge her head
hung over, as it had downstairs when he'd used her mouth. Only now
he pulled the ropes under the table and tied them to her ankles.
Her buttocks were on the other side of the round table, and her
legs hung over. He had spread her legs wide, and now pulled the
ropes in tight so that her body bowed somewhat, her knees and
elbows bending down and in so that they almost met beneath the
center of the little table.

He did not, however, use the vibrator on her,
for which she was immensely grateful.

Instead he … buttered her.

There was a warm slab of butter on the
counter. He took it over, scooped it up in his hands, and began to
slowly spread it over her breasts and then down her belly, ending
up between her legs. His hands sliding across her butter-slick body
made her moan helplessly as a sexual curtain rose around her body
and mind and began to squeeze in tighter and tighter.

His buttery fingers pushed into her pussy,
and then, to her squealing surprise, her back passage. Shortly
thereafter a butt-plug was pushed up into her, then a dildo began
to move in and out of her. It was hard to see since her head hung
over the edge, and she had to strain to raise her head up and look
down her body.

But she didn't need to see. She could feel it
pushing into her.

And then she could feel his tongue against
her, and the rising heat within.

It seemed impossible she could have another
orgasm, but the feel of his lips and tongue against her soon turned
her into a twisting, writhing, desperately aroused sexual animal
once again. He untied her legs, lifting them up onto his shoulders
as he pulled the butt-plug out. Then she felt his cock pushing into
her ass, and she whimpered in heated excitement as he took the last
faint vestige of virginity form her and slid deep into her ass.

Her wrists were still tied, the rope wrapped
around the table legs, as he held her legs high and apart, his cock
pushing into her harder, pulling back, then pushing in. The ache
was harder, deeper, now than when he buried himself in her pussy,
but Alex didn't care. She reveled in the sensation as he began to
pump faster and harder, and the breath left her in ragged gasps and
moans as his hips began to slap down against her upturned
buttocks.

She'd used dildos on herself on occasion,
that was, in her ass, but it had never felt quite so deliciously
wicked, so darkly, achingly exciting!

She pulled against the robes, moaning,
gasping, grunting as he jerked her legs higher, lifting her
buttocks off the table, his cock driving into her with less and
less resistance.

He pushed her legs back, putting his weight
on her ankles as he leaned in. Alex gasped as her legs were forced
down and apart, her bottom raised to meet his thrusting cock and
slapping hips. She was squashed in half and groaning in delicious
carnal heat! She stared up at him, pant, moaning, her eyes flicking
down to the wicked sight of his cock thrusting into the tight ring
of flesh clinging to the shaft.

She felt the sexual electricity coursing
through her body, felt the heat throbbing within her as his hips
slapped down harder and harder. Every impact sent an echo of power
through her groin and into her pussy as her body rode the wild dark
high of a sexual pleasure which seemed to have no end.

* * *

Alex could not help pacing back and
forth.

She'd had to return home, had to put some
distance between she and Matt, and the wild sex, had to think, had
to get her head on straight.

She had acted like a giggling schoolgirl
around him: a horny giggling schoolgirl. She knew it, but didn't
know how she could do anything else. She was still in a strange
state, elated, shocked, awed at the introduction to the kind of sex
she'd only ever fantasized about before.

What else was she to do but pace? Sit down
and do something? Watch TV? Work on the computer? How could she
focus on anything else given the enormity of what had just
happened!?

She felt sore inside, a little bruised, but
that only gave her a sense of dark satisfaction, just like her
still sore nipples. He had pinched them so many times! They had
still looked swollen when she'd looked at herself in the bathroom
mirror! She'd showered, more because of how much she'd sweated than
any other reason. But now she felt clean and fresh even as her mind
was filled with thoughts of wild, sweaty sex.

It was the kind of wild sex she'd seen in
videos, seen in pictures, read about, but never really ever
expected to be involved in! Matthew was deliciously perverted!

Of course, he was just a man, so he had to
recover. She started to see what there was to this lesbian
business. After all, a lesbian didn't have to get an erection, and
so could go on practically forever!

Her mind was filled with sharp images of the
things she'd done, the things he'd done to her, and the things she
wanted to do! At that moment, sex overshadowed everything else in
her life!

Of course, that was in some good measure due
to the fact there was so little else in her life...

And Matt. Matt was new. There was more to
Matt than sex, even if that was her principal hunger just then. No,
Matt was a … friend, which she'd had precious little of in her
life. Matt was a person in her life she could go and see, talk to
on the telephone perhaps, maybe even go places with. Unless he only
had interest in fucking her.

She could understand if that was the case.
There wasn't much to her other than a body, she thought. He was a
lawyer, and older, and had a lot of education. He was a lot more
sophisticated than her. What else would he want with her other than
sex? What would they talk about? She would have to find something
else. She felt a strong urge to go back, just to talk, to hang
around. But she knew sex would overshadow everything else.

Even thinking about just 'hanging around' she
imagined herself naked, or perhaps in one of her sexiest bras and
thongs...

But she didn't want sex – exactly. She wasn't
sure quite what she did want, but it wasn't for him to fuck her
again, at least, not that second. She felt herself wanting to be
with him, though, doing... she had no idea. Whatever it was she
knew it would be sexy and exciting in some way. The repeated sex
had sated her for the moment (and that business with the vibrator
had almost driven her insane!), but she still felt an urge for
something more.

Maybe she could make him dinner – in her bra
and panties... She tried to imagine herself sashaying around in
high heels in a sexy way (presuming she could find a place to buy
some high heels), but it wasn't quite right. It wasn't really
her.

She wanted to go back and talk, but would he
think she was clingy? Would he roll his eyes at her bothering him?
Of course he wanted to fuck her, but he'd done that. Did he want
her to just leave him alone now until the next time he was
horny?

She went into her exercise room where the big
mirror was and stripped, then posed her body in the ways he'd put
her, with her hands behind her back, leaning over, on her knees,
then on her back with her legs lifted up and back. She arched her
back, trying to see herself through his eyes. Had he really thought
she looked that hot?

She did some exercises, in the nude, twisting
and writhing on the floor, feeling a rising sexual tension as she
stared at herself in the mirror.

Aroused again, she went upstairs and into her
bedroom, and there found something missing, something tremendously
important: her box of toys.

At first she was incredulous. Where could it
have gone!? It wasn't like she carried it around with her! And she
remembered full well where she'd last used it, so where the hell
was it!? She searched with growing impatience and frustration,
trying to understand how it could have moved. After all, she was
the only one who lived here, and no one else had come in unless it
had been... well, she had left the back door unlocked when she'd
gone next door.

But this was a very safe neighborhood, and if
anyone had snuck in they would have stolen her laptop and
computers, not her sex toys!

And then the thought hit her. Matt had gone
somewhere while she was going crazy with the vibrator. And when
he'd come back he'd had a butt-plug which he'd shoved into her ass.
She hadn't asked about it at the time. Had his girlfriend left that
behind too!? Could he have possibly come over and poked around
inside?!

She went back into the computer room and
looked at the computers. Nothing had been taken, then she looked at
the main computer. It was in place, screen darkened. She touched
the keys and it came to life, much as she'd left … no, it wasn't
quite as she'd left it. The page she'd been looking at was
downsized.

She sat down and pulled up the history file.
According to it she'd gone to all her favorite porn sites this
afternoon. Only she hadn't!

Her face flushed with both anger and
embarrassment at the thought Matt had come over and discovered all
her nasty little fantasies. Of course, by then he probably hadn't
had a lot of doubts given he'd left her tied up with a vibrator
inside her, but still! That hadn't been her idea! That was him, the
pervert! She'd been helpless to resist!

Her embarrassment faded quickly. After all
they'd done, the fact he'd seen what porn sites were on her
favorites list and briefly visited a few was no huge thing. But it
robbed her of the cloak of innocence, of normality, of deniability
which she'd wrapped herself with. What she and he had done had all
been wicked and kinky and nasty, but it was all him, not her! It
was all his idea!

She knew that was silly, of course.
Nevertheless, it was something she was more comfortable with, and
now that was shredded.

Damn him!

And then he'd had the gall to take her sex
toys! Was that some sort of jealousy!? Did he want to make sure she
only had sex with him, that she didn't masturbate!?

She could pretend not to know about the web
sites. That was a kind of protection, since it still left that
illusion of innocence. But no, now he'd think she was some kind of
kinky slut!

She had to force herself to go back, and so
she stoked her own indignation and anger to lend her strength. She
rapped smartly on his back door, a scowl on her face, then rapped
again, not giving him much time to answer. She pulled on the door
and found it unlocked, then pulled it open just as he was coming
into the kitchen.

“Hey,” he said.

She came in, scowling at him.

“What did I do?”

“You were in my house!”

“You were in mine,” he replied.

“That's different. I was invited! I was
carried in!”

“Well, I suppose you have a point.”

“That's it? Just I have a point?”

“I apologize.”|

“Why did you go into my house!?”

“Well, my first thought was to go down the
street and buy some things to help us in our uhm, little games. But
then I thought that maybe you already had some of the things, and
the door was right there, so...”

She glowered at him.

“What? You mean the sex toys?”

“Yes!”

He smiled slightly. “You were looking for
them already?”

“No! Yes! Fuck! You don't get it!”

She shoved the door open and stalked out, and
he quickly followed.

“Wait a minute. What don't I get?”

She whirled on him angrily. “You've ruined
everything!”

“Everything? How?”

She clenched her teeth. “Now you think I'm
some kinky little slut.”

He looked surprised. “Kinky, and little,
okay. Not a slut, I don't think. You reacted too fucking strongly
to be used to doing that sort of thing.”

She blushed but was hardly mollified. “You
think I'm a little pervert!”

“No, I don't. I think you're a sexual girl
who is a lot less in-denial than most women I've met. What I mean
by that is a lot of women have this prim and proper thought about
sex which don't allow them to indulge in what you're calling kinky
stuff. You've let your imagination roam freely and seem to have a
lot of sexual curiosity. Am I right in assuming you don't have a
lot of experience?”

She glowered and folded her arms against her
chest. “Yes!” she growled.

“Yes, you have lots of experience, or yes I'm
right?'

“Yes, you're right! Okay! Genius!”

“So you can hardly be a slut then. Although I
have to express my amazement that you don't have a lot of
experience since just about any guy would fall all over himself to
give it to you if you just batted your eyes.”

“I don't bat my eyes!” she snapped.

“Okay, okay!” he said soothingly. “Look, I
don't think you're a pervert or a slut. You seem to be a very nice,
sweet girl – with a hell of a body and an interest in sex. Nothing
peculiar about that.”

“And who likes to be tied up!' she said,
flushing.

Well, there was no denying he knew it.

He shrugged. “I haven't done a lot of it, but
did you see me showing much reluctance to join in? In fact, I found
aspects of it extremely … hot. The sight of you naked, tied up,
helpless, so I could do anything to you, make you do anything – in
a fantasy way of course – was fucking exciting, Alex.”

“You don't think I'm a sick perve?”

“No more than I am.”

“You're a guy!”

“So?”

“Guys are supposed to be sick perves!”

“Don't be such a sexist. Come inside and have
a drink.”

“you just want to fuck me again.”

“Damn right I do, but not just this moment.
I'm temporarily all fucked out.”

“Weak little girly man!” she said
mockingly.

“Yeah, sure. Come inside and we'll watch TV
or something.”

She didn't agree, but he took her arm and she
didn't resist as he led her back inside and then into the living
room.

He sat her down and got her a drink, then sat
across from her.

“You really are fucking hot, you know,” he
said.

She rolled her eyes but wasn't
displeased.

“So tell me, how much of this kind of thing
have you done before?”

She flushed and shrugged. He waited.

“You've never done it before?”

“It's not like you can ask guys to tie you
up, you know!” she said in frustration.

“Well, sure you can, actually.”

“I mean, you can't... unless you uhm... know
them... well, okay?”

“You hardly know me at all.”

She flushed again and rolled her eyes
uncomfortably.

“I don't meet a lot of guys,” she said. “I
mean, I don't drink, you know. I can't dance because I look
stupid...”

“I doubt that,” he interjected.

“There's guys at work but they're mostly old.
And anyway, if I did anything with any of them everyone in the
whole factory would know about it next day. You think I want them
snickering about how I like to be tied up!?”

“What about when you were in school?”

“It just never came up, okay!”

She was not about to let him know she'd been
a virgin until today!

“Okay, okay. Look, I don't think you're
strange or perverted. At least, no more than me. I apologize for
violating your privacy, but I wanted to know more about you. And
given you were tied up naked on my pool table I didn't really think
of it as an invasion of privacy. Maybe I was wrong.”

“You were! And where's my uhm, toys?” she
asked, blushing.

He grinned. “You horny again already?
Slut?”

She opened her mouth angrily, then glared,
realizing he was teasing her in the same way she'd teased him.

“They cost a lot of money!”

“But you don't need them any more. Now you
have me,” he said smugly.

“Ha! I bet you couldn't get it up now to save
your life!”

“I think you're wrong there, but I bet I
could find a lot of other ways to … play with you,” he said with a
wicked grin.

“Hmph,” she said, starting to feel a
tightening in her chest.

“For example, I went to that store after you
left, and bought a few things.”

“What store? What things?” she asked
suspiciously.

“It's called Aren't We Naughty,” he said with
a grin. “Ten blocks south and about two blocks up on Freemont.”

Alex had bought all her things on the
internet, far too shy to go to an actual store to look things
over.

“What kind of things?” she asked
doubtfully.

He grinned and stood up, then crossed the
room and went into the hall. He opened a closet and brought out a
plastic bag, then dropped it and pulled out a black rope, tossing
it to her.

She caught it in surprise. The rope was about
as thick as her little finger, and felt extremely soft against her
skin.

“Bondage rope. I had no idea there was such a
thing,” he said.

It excited her, but at the same time
disappointed her.

“This... you don't tie people up to make them
comfortable, you know,” she said, uncertainty filling her
voice.

“I don't understand.”

Alex didn't quite understand either. There
was just something too.. precious about this soft rope. Being tied
up was supposed to be uncomfortable, harsh, cruel. She didn't quite
know how to express that to him, though since she didn't quite
understand it herself. It was more of a feeling.

“It's not about being tied up,” she said,
blushing. “It's about … more. It's like, it's about being... I
don't know!”

She stood up, frustrated, tossing the rope
down.

“It's about … being cruel,” she said
finally.

“You don't strike me as very cruel,” he said
with a smile.

“Not me, idiot!'

“Ahh. I'm not really very cruel.”

“I know,” she said, flushing unhappily.

“But on the other hand, I can pretend to be
cruel.”

She rolled her eyes.

“You think I don't have a dark spot inside
somewhere? We all have darkness inside us, kid.”

“Stop calling me kid! I'm not that young and
you're not that old!”

He stood up, starting to get annoyed himself
but not sure what to answer her.

She turned her face up at him. “Let me see
you slap my face,” she said.

He blinked in surprise. “Oh I don't think I
could.”

“Why not? You said you had darkness inside
you.”

“Yes, but... I think you have such a pretty
little face,” he said with a grin.

Exasperated she turned away and he caught her
arm and jerked her back.

She gasped a little, then after a pause, she
reached up and slapped his face, not hard but it stung.

“Hey!”

She smirked. “Maybe you'll be my little
bitch, huh? Girly man.”

She tried to slap him again but he was ready
and blocked her hand, then grabbed her arm, spun her around and
slapped her ass hard,.

“Oww!” she yelped, leaping away.

“You want to see nasty?” he growled. “You
should see what I'm thinking right now.”

“You're thinking of crying like a little
girl?” she taunted.

“I'm thinking I wonder if you'd mind if I
tore your clothes off, literally.”

She blinked in surprise, and immediately felt
the butterflies take light in her stomach.

“A weak little girly boy like you couldn't do
that. You'd have to say please, and you're so weak you'd have to go
and get the scissors and stuff,” she taunted.

She was wrong.
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Alex squealed and tried to run as he grabbed
her. He yanked her back and half threw her onto the sofa, and she
rolled onto her back, raising her legs to kick at him. He grabbed
her ankle easily, then pinned the other and bent, undoing her
jeans, then tearing them up and off so hard she fell off the sofa
and landed on her ass on the floor.

She scrambled up and he grabbed the front of
her shirt, tearing it open so that buttons flew across the room.
Gasping, she tried to slap at him and he spun her around, yanking
the shirt back over her shoulders, then shoving her hard so she
fell across the sofa again. He undid her bra and tore it off,
slapping the back of her head, then her ass, before yanking her
thong off.

Naked, she struggled as he pinned her down on
the floor, but he had twice her weight, and her struggle was not
altogether desperate. She put up a lot more of a fight than she had
that afternoon, but in point of fact the last she wanted was to
fight him off.

She groaned as he pinned her arms back behind
her. Only this time, using one knee to pin one arm, she forced the
other up behind her back and wrapped the soft bondage rope around
her wrist. He pulled the other hand up as well, tying them together
high below her neck. Then he drew the rope down and did something
with evident care.

She couldn't see, pinned to the floor. She
could only wriggle and gasp and curse him. Then she felt the rope
going around her arms near the elbows. A moment later she felt the
pressure on the outside of her arms, forcing them inward, forcing
them together. Her shoulders began to ache.

“Oww! Oww! That hurts!” she cried.

“It's supposed to be uncomfortable,
remember... slut?”

“Bastard!”

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair,
raising her face off the floor.

“Watch your manners, slut!” he said.

He forced her up onto her knees, still
gripping her hair, then maneuvered her so that her shoulders and
face were on the seat of the couch while he played with the
rope.

She didn't move, gasping, panting, excited
despite herself, filled with a tremendous sense of anticipation as
she wondered what he intended to do.

She grunted as she felt the rope going around
her, as she felt the rope being pulled up around her chest where
her breasts hung below her. She groaned excitedly as she felt the
loops tighten around her breasts, squeezing in around the base of
each throbbing orb. Another loop followed, and then the rope came
back around her ribs, tying off.

“Bastard!” she gasped.

“Bitch,” he replied, slapping her bottom
sharply.

He gripped her hair again and forced her to
her feet. She tried to kick him but he forced her head back and
stayed behind him at arms length, marching her back into the
kitchen.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gasped.

“Anything I want, you slut!”

She saw him reach for the butter and felt a
sense of disappointment since he'd already done that.

“Butter freak,” she said. “Do you have a
thing for butter? Do you masturbate with butter all the time?”

“Shut up, slut, or I'll gag you.”

He rubbed his buttery fingers against her
pussy, sliding them inside, pumping them in and out, then bent her
over the table and pressed them against her back opening.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

That drew a slap to the back of the head as
his finger squirmed down into her ass, then was followed by a
second, both of them slick with butter.

“Come here, slut.”

He pulled her up by the hair and then forced
her down onto her knees.

“I'm going to bite your cock!” she warned,
panting.

“Thanks for the warning. But that's not what
I had in mind.”

He shifted his grip, then opened the drawer
behind her and pulled something out. It was green, and he placed it
on the floor below her. Alex jerked he head down and saw it was a
cucumber.

“What are ...”

“You think my cock isn't enough? This should
be big enough for your hot, buttery little pussy,” he said.

Alex's breasts were throbbing, her nipples
rock hard, and her clit was swollen and hungry as Mat placed the
tip of the cucumber not against her pussy, but her ass.

“Noooo!” she groaned.

“Do as you're told, slut!”

She wouldn't, though, making him fight for
it. She wound up on her face on the floor as he slowly worked the
cucumber into her ass. When the first few inches were inside he
pulled her up by the hair and made her squat over the thing, then
held her in place for gravity to do its thing.

It was a very uncomfortable position, and
Alex couldn't maintain it for long. She groaned as she felt herself
sinking, felt the cucumber slowly pushing up into her ass.

“Bastard! Pervert! Sicko!” she gasped.

“You bet.”

He pushed down on her shoulder and Alex
moaned as she sank lower.

“Oh! OhhH! It's too thick!” she cried.

“Not for a hot little slut like you,” he
said.

She shuddered as she sank lower, as the thick
vegetable pushed deeper and deeper into her belly. The mouth of her
ass was straining, and the sleeve within stretched wide as the
thing slid up high into her belly. She felt cramping and aching as
he forced her lower still. Then the pain escalated and she
screamed.

He stopped pushing and eased up. But then she
felt another one against her buttery sex opening. She groaned as he
pushed at her, as the cucumber twisted from side to side.

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped. “Oh don't! Please!”

He ignored her, and the thing slowly forced
aside the lips of her sex until they seemed to strain beyond their
limit. He pushed the cucumber up and set its base on the floor, and
then let her slowly sink down onto it until she was groaning and
gasping from the fullness within.

“Fuck!” she gasped in shock. “Oh fuck!
Fuck!”

The feeling was indescribable. She'd had
dildos in both her lower orifices before, but never so thick! And
as with everything else done that day, the effect was far greater
when someone else was responsible.

He pulled her up by the hair and arm and she
staggered, gasping, over by one of the chairs. He bent her over the
back, slapped her bottom, and then reached down to fondle her
breasts before pinching her nipples stingingly.

“Ow! Ow! Bastard!”

“You keep insulting my mother,” he said
mildly.

He released her and she slowly pushed herself
upright, only to be pulled around and stare at the thin cords in
his hands.

He tied loops in both of them, then slid them
around her horribly swollen nipples, pinching the flesh at the base
of each of them as he carefully tightened them – and then tightened
them further. He tightened them until Alex was shifting her weight
from foot to foot and begging him to stop.

He pulled her forward and bent her over the
chair again, this time feeding the cords down and forward so she
felt them tightening further around her nipples, then stretching
them out.

He tied them off below the front seat, then
moved behind her and spread her legs, tying them to the back legs
of the heavy chair.

Alex moaned and trembled, gulping in air as
his hands skimmed over the surface of her body, caressing her
buttocks, then her breasts. She felt his fingers circle the
straining lips of her sex, following the line of the cucumber, then
yelped as he slapped her bottom.

“Bastard!” she moaned.

“Is that the only insult you know, slut?”

“Fucker!”

He grinned.

“I bet you want to give me the finger.”

In fact, she could and did, for while her
wrists were bound up high behind her neck, nothing stopped her from
sticking her middle finger out.

“Excellent. That will be your I-give-up
signal.”

She wondered what he meant by that, then
gasped as he jerked her head up and back by the hair. As her mouth
opened wide he slid something into it. At first she thought it was
the gag, but then she realized it was more of a dildo. It was a
short, soft, curving dildo, thick, but not as thick as the
cucumbers. He pumped it slowly in and out of her mouth, and when
she bit down on it he pulled sharply back on her hair, forcing her
to open her mouth wider.

“Since you did so well with that pretty
throat of yours earlier, I thought this particular gag might be
useable,” he said.

Gag?

He pushed it in deeper and she gurgled as it
slid into her throat. She stared at it now and saw that the base
was attached to a kind of swollen ball, not unlike the stress ball
he'd used earlier. He fed the whole of the shaft into her mouth,
then pushed and prodded at the malleable ball, forcing it up into
her mouth until it acted like a ball gag.

Only this ball gag was attached to a six inch
dildo that was stuffed down her throat!

Alex had never heard of a gag like it, but it
was certainly effective!

Of course, it was also fairly effective at
shutting off her air!

He watched her closely, not really speaking.
His hands slid beneath her to gently squeeze her already swollen
breasts as she sought to breath around the soft, rounded cock he'd
pushed into her throat. At first she feared she wouldn't be able
to. Certainly she couldn't through her mouth! But just when she was
about to give him the finger – so to speak – she felt her throat
relax a little, and was able to carefully draw a long, slow breath
through her nose.

She moaned helplessly, excitedly, her nipples
burning, her insides aching.

He leaned over her, his lips against her ear,
and nibbled lightly on her earlobe.

“Slut,” he said in a harsh whisper. “Fuck
toy!' Sex slave!”

The words cut through her like chain
lightning, and she shuddered, her throat closing up again as her
pussy squeezed down spastically against the cucumber he'd pushed
into her.

“Am I being nasty enough, you filthy little
whore?” he growled into her ear.

His hand cracked down against her bottom and
she moaned and felt her hips trying to buck up against the
cucumbers.

She groaned as he prodded at them. Then he
stepped back, and a moment later she saw something in his hand,
something long and slender. He held it under her eyes and they
widened in amazement. Of course she'd seen them on the internet and
in pictures, but never in person. It was a riding crop.

She felt herself beginning to tremble as he
let the thing slide back and forth against her clitoris. Then he
turned it on end and let the rough handle grind across her clit. It
ached – but with an incredibly dark, exciting pain.

“You need to be punished like the filthy
little slut you are,” he growled.

And then she heard the crop slice through the
air. A moment later it cracked down across her taut buttocks, and a
moment after that she felt the sharp sting biting into her flesh.
She squealed in pain, the sound nothing but a very soft moan, her
bottom jerking hard against the ropes.

“Think I'm not nasty enough to torture you,
you evil little bitch?” he asked. “You have no idea how cruel and
nasty I can be.”

He slid the crop in between her thighs, and
then let the tip, which was made of a soft, flat leather flap, rub
back and forth against her clit.

The sensations flooded through her, and
Alex's hips bucked up frantically, even as he pulled the crop back
and slashed at her bottom again with another stinging blow.

Then the flap rubbed lightly, deliciously
against her clit.

Another crack made her bottom scream, and
made Alex scream, but again, the dildo gag turned that into a low
moan. Her mind was spinning, and the wild excitement, the shocked
thrill within her was making it hard to concentrate on breathing.
Since that took effort, she kept running out of air, and was
getting light-headed.

Crack! The crop sliced across her
bottom and a line of fire throbbed against her skin.

Then the flap rubbed her clit gently, then
the rough handle ground against it so she squealed and moaned, then
the crop cut into her bottom again... and again. Her legs pulled
and jerked against the ropes binding them to the legs of the chair,
and her nipples jerked and pulled incessantly against the cords as
her mind turned into a screaming crescendo of sexual madness.

He squatted down behind her and gripped the
crop high near the tip, then slapped the thin flat leather piece
against her clitoris. It wasn't much bigger than a pair of postage
stamps, but it had a bit of force behind it, and she gasped at the
strange, dark, stinging sensation. But a second blow followed, and
a third, and a fourth, in very rapid succession.

Her head hung low over the chair and she
could see through the slats at the back of the chair as the crop
became a blur, her body shaking and trembling with growing violence
as the rapid-fire cracks of pain burned through her mind, pain of
excruciating pleasure. And as she jerked repeatedly her movements
tugged her nipples against the cords binding them, so that more
sensations tore through her, more than her nervous system could
handle.

Overload.

She screamed as she came, screamed at the top
of her lungs, howled to the extent a brief, flickering fear was
that she would injure her throat. She had little control of herself
as the orgasm shook her, but enough to ensure she tugged repeatedly
against the cords around her nipples, gurgling and crying out and
moaning in nearly insensible pleasure as the orgasm rolled through
her and over her.

“See? I didn't even need an erection,” he
said mildly.

He worked the dildo gag out of her mouth.
Alex was barely conscious at that point, and she gasped
desperately, drawing in deep, ragged breaths of air as he moved
back.

He stepped in front of her then, and she
noticed he was naked. She gasped as he gripped the hair on either
side of her head, forcing her head up and back. She stared into his
groin and saw that, despite what he'd just said, he was indeed
hard. He pushed it into her mouth and she gurgled, rolling her eyes
up at him.

“Suck my cock,” he growled. “Suck it...
slut!”

She shuddered as his cock slid over her
tongue. She draw in a last breath of air through her nose, then
grunted as he pushed himself into her throat and slid himself right
in to the balls, holding her head tightly through his grip on her
hair.

He ground her face into his groin, then
pulled slowly back. The head popped out of her throat, and Alex
gulped in air again, but he still filled her mouth, and soon enough
he pushed forward, still holding her hair tightly, burying himself
in her throat.

Soon enough he began to work her head in and
out, which pulled her nipples against the cords each time.

“Swallow that cock, whore,” he growled, in a
sneering, evil, just on the edge of being too hammy to be
believable voice.

She had a faint, dazed wonder if he'd picked
that up from some kind of pirate movie, then he jerked her head up
and back again and she gasped helplessly as his cock pushed
straight through her mouth, straight down her throat, and buried
itself. At the same time, the pull on her nipples stretched them
out harshly so that they felt like they were on fire.

He pulled back then, leaving her gasping,
gulping in air, eyes glazed as he fit a ball gag – just a ball gag
this time – into her mouth and strapped it behind her lolling
head.

“If I come again, I'm not going to be good
for much for a long while,” he said breathlessly.

She groaned into the gag as he pulled her
head up and back by the hair.

“Maybe I need help,” he said. “Maybe I should
invite some of my friends over. What do you think, you nasty little
slave? Would you like to be gang-banged?”

He said with a sneer – or really, a pretend sneer, but the words
set her insides to spinning and twisting at the thought it brought
to her mind. She shuddered as he dropped her head again, easing the
pull and pain on her nipples.

He moved away, then returned, doing something
behind her. She heard the unmistakeable sound of tape being drawn,
and, moaning, gazed through the slats of the chair-back, trying to
see, upside down, what he was doing. He had duct tape, and was
taping something to one of the slats. She grunted as she felt
something pushing up against her pussy, jammed in against her
clitoris.

Then he taped more, and a moment later, the
thing began to buzz.

Her eyes widened and she moaned helplessly,
trying to shake her head, trying to raise it and demand he stop,
but he had already backed off grinning and waving. Too late, she
remembered the finger signal, but he'd already left the room by
then. And the buzzing against her sex began to draw the breath from
her lungs as her entire body began to vibrate in tandem.

She was dazed and drained, or just about,
from the tremendous orgasm she'd already had, not to mention the
leadup. Now, bound across the chair, her head hanging upside down
throbbing, her nipples burning, her pussy and ass stuffed so that
her insides ached from it, she had to endure the relentless
vibrations of an even more powerful device than the one which had
already almost driven her mad.

She tried to fight it, biting into the gag,
hoping he would return and she could communicate with him in some
way, but the pleasure rose higher, the intensity shredding her
willingness to resist. What could one more orgasm hurt, and she
wanted it soooo badly!

She gave in, and the orgasm overwhelmed her.
There, bound across the back of the chair, she thrashed and shook,
her head bouncing and jerking, her body overcome by the hot,
seething rush of sensations. Her mind was dazed by the force of it,
and felt like a cork in a wild rushing flood. Nothing existed but
the pleasure, and she rode it with a sense of helpless ecstasy as
it carried her up to the peak and held her there for an agonizing
long time before fading.

She went limp, save for her gasping, moaning,
choked breaths. And then, the helpless jerking of her hips against
the wild discomfort of the continuing buzzing. She was too dazed to
even try to resist, and by the time she'd recovered somewhat, the
pleasure was already too great for her to want to resist!

The second orgasm was not – as powerful as
the first, but the third was even more intense, leaving her
drooling around the gag, head down, eyes glazed. The fourth set her
to bucking frenziedly back, eyes bulging, and the fifth left her
shell-shocked by the force of the storm which had torn through
her.

She almost felt disembodied, as if her arms
and legs were not even present. All that really existed were her
burning nipples, and her fiery, overheated groin.

She was hardly aware of being untied, of him
carrying her somewhere, her head lolling back. He lay her on the
bed, face down, and she moaned weakly, still feeling shell-shocked
and exhausted. She felt her legs spread, then felt the dildo he'd
shoved into her bottom pulled free. For a moment, she felt vacant,
then his cock slid into her, and she felt the ache deep inside. His
weight came down on her and she groaned as his chest pressed into
her back.

She felt his breath warm against the back of
her neck, against the side of her cheek, and groaned as he began to
kiss and chew lightly on her flesh. His cock was deep inside her,
and began to grind, then thrust as he rode her. After a long minute
she felt him ease up and back. Then his hands on her hips pulled
her bottom high, propping her in place.

“Bastard,” she moaned, her voice barely
audible.

“Slut,” he said mildly.

He thrust into her again and she groaned as
he pushed deep. Then his hips began to slap against her upraised
bottom, her body jerking in time to his thrusts, her face rubbing
lightly against the sheets below as he rode her to his own
orgasm.

 


 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Once she saw the collar and leather
restraints in the bag from the sex shop Alex had insisted on
putting them on at once, then posing for herself in front of a
mirror, eyes alight with excitement and heat.

She'd wakened in his bed, handcuffed, and
that had been a new and exciting experience, to say the least.

He had spread her legs, licked her to the
edge of an orgasm, then slid atop her and fucked her hard and fast.
That had been, if not new any more, at least unfamiliar.

He wouldn't tell her what he'd done with her
clothes, professing a bad memory. But Alex didn't especially mind.
She remained naked, excited by her own nudity around him,
especially since her life had been nothing but wild sex since she'd
come over the first time. The way he looked at her was a boost to
both her ego and her sexual hunger, as well, and would serve to
tease him without her even saying anything.

But now that she had someone to talk to she
wasn't about to keep silent. She was still unsure what she was
looking for, but this tactic had served her well enough the other
day. And did so now.

Sort of.

“So what do you want to do today, slut?” he
asked teasingly.

“Don't call me slut, bastard,” she said,
feigning irritation. “Stupid old girly man.”

“Another spanking, perhaps? Maybe another
cropping? Yes, I think that lovely little ass of yours definitely
needs to feel more of the riding crop.”

“That riding crop stung! And stop shoving
giant dildos in me! How'd you like to have a big dildo up your
ass!?”

“I wouldn't, but I'm not a nasty, kinky
little bondage slut,” he replied.

“I'm not a slut! And maybe if you could keep
it up you wouldn't need to use dildos on me! Maybe you should buy
more Viagra!”

“Or maybe I'll just tie you spreadeagled to
my bed and invite a dozen guys over and see if that's enough cock
for you,” he said.

She felt a hot, throbbing sensation between
her legs, and butterflies took flight in her stomach. The idea was
incredibly arousing, but at the same time, the thought of a dozen
men seeing her naked was horribly daunting. She would be
mortified!

“You need help because you can't handle me,”
she sniffed.

“So how should I punish you next? Clearly you
need punishing. Should I tie you across the chair again and let the
vibrator drive you crazy?”

She shuddered at that and shook her head wildly.

“No? But you seemed to be having so much
fun,” he said with a sly smile.

“You're a bastard! What about that finger
signal?!”

“Oh that was just in case I was hurting you
too much or you were having trouble breathing.”

“Fucker,” she said, glowering.

“Want to do it again?” he demanded
warningly.

“No,” she said.

“What kind of punishment then?”

She hesitated and slid her fork through her eggs casually.

“Have you ever heard of the horse?” she
asked.

“The horse? I'm assuming that's not the
equine kind you ride around on back trails.”

“No it's like, uhm, a sawhorse.”

“I've got a sawhorse. You want me to tie you
bent over that?”

She felt her pussy starting to throb, felt
her chest starting to tighten.

“Not across,” she said, blushing.

* * *

Matt considered the idea as he ate, while she
looked down at her breakfast, quiet for once, apparently
embarrassed at having even suggested it.

Kinky little chick, he thought to himself.
But he was starting to become fond of her, which was odd since he'd
only really met her yesterday. Of course, they'd had more than a
few dates worth of wild and sexually exciting personal time
together.

“Let me read up on it,” he said.

She looked at him in confusion, then started
to mouth off again. Matt wasn't the world's oldest, most skilled
interpreter of 'what women want' but it didn't take a genius to
figure out she wanted to be punished for her rudeness, and punished
in this particular way.

A ball gag shut her up, though. Wonderfully
effective way of silencing an annoying woman, he thought in
amusement. The four leather restraints also locked together so that
she had little alternative but to lay on her belly on the floor,
hog-tied and able to do nothing much but glare at him.

He took his time finishing his breakfast,
then put things away and washed up. Finally, he went downstairs and
into the garage. The sawhorse was in pieces, but he dragged them
out into the storeroom and put them together. He didn't like how
rough the wood was, though. He loved how soft and unblemished her
skin was, and didn't want it damaged.

He went into his boxes of clothes, the ones
he hadn't bothered to unpack and hadn't really intended to. The
leather jacket had been a present years ago. It was buttery soft,
but just not him. He draped it over the sawhorse with a sense of
some satisfaction. Then he went to his computer and looked on the
internet. There were a number of variations of this sort of
punishment, he saw. Some were more visually appealing than
others.

He glanced up at the drop ceiling. That would
not do. He reached up and pushed it up and aside, then examined the
beams above. Back into the work room for his drill and he soon
returned. But then he had another idea and smiled to himself. Yes,
this would be better.

He pushed the drop ceiling back into place
and moved closer to the corner of the room before starting.

He went upstairs, and, not surprisingly,
found Alex where he'd left her, glowering at him.

He glowered fiercely. “Nasty little slave!”
he growled. “I think you need to be punished for your
impudence!”

He unlinked her ankles from her wrists, then
yanked her roughly to her feet.

His own groin began to throb as he marched
her, this beautiful, naked, shackled girl, down the hall, then down
the stairs.

The moment she saw the sawhorse her eyes
widened and he could almost see her nipples puckering.

He led her over to the corner. He'd had a
large piece of plywood which he'd placed on the floor under the
sawhorse, then attached eyelet to. Now he walked her onto it, and
half lifted her slender body to swing one leg over the sawhorse and
bring her soft pussy down squarely on the horizontal beam.

She was too short to touch the floor, but he
had no intention of letting her anyway. He had tied short ropes to
the eyelets he'd drilled into the plywood, and now pulled her
ankles out to either side and tied them down.

He also unlinked her wrist restraints, then
lifted her hands up above her head and linked them again. Another
short rope hung from the ceiling. He pulled it down and slid it
through the rings on her restraints, then pulled until her arms
were not quite taut overhead.

“Remember the signal... you filthy little
slut.”

She glared at him, then turned her head to
stare at herself in the mirrors.

He'd placed one on the wall in front of her,
and another, larger one on the wall to her right. She could
actually look into the one before her and see the other in its
reflection.

Then he produced his flogger.

The salesman had promised it would not break
the skin, just sting. It was lightweight, and didn't have the knots
on the end which would cause more pain and damage.

But it would certainly sting, particularly if
swung hard enough.

He hid it down below him as he stepped up
beside her.

“And I wonder how long you'll be riding this
horse before your begging me to let you off,” he said. “Because I
should warn you, before I let you off, you're going to have to beg.
And then you're going to have to get down on your hands and knees,
and lick my shoes.”

Her eyes went momentarily wider, and then she
gasped as his fingers slid down her lower abdomen and began to rub
her there. He gripped her hair and forced her head back, making her
back arch and her hips roll back a little. That gave his fingers
free reign to rub against her clit in a way which had proved to
have a considerable effect the other day.

It did so now, especially when he leaned in
and began to suck and chew at her nipples.

He eased up and back with a grin.

“Oh, and one more thing. I didn't actually
leave you all alone the other day. I wanted to make sure you were
okay, so I left my camera behind, turned on, and since it's hooked
up to my wireless router, the image went right onto my computer
monitor.”

She turned her head, looking at him without
comprehension at first.

He grinned, combed her bangs lightly with his
fingers, then turned on the flat screen TV he'd placed a few feet
on her other side.

And left.

* * *

Alex stared at her own image, aghast. She
hadn't even seen a camera the other day! Of course, she'd been more
than a little preoccupied at the time but – .

Her face flushed hotly as she stared at the
image of herself. The camera was on the side, and as she watched,
the sound started to kick in, and she heard her muffled moans,
cries and groans. She saw her breasts hanging down, then saw the
nipples stretching, the breasts throbbing hotly from the rope
around them. She watched herself, her embarrassment turning to a
wild, dark excitement as she saw herself thrash through a
tremendous orgasm.

If that ever got out – !

But he wouldn't put it on the internet. He
was a nice guy. Wasn't he? Nevertheless, she would destroy that
video when she was released! It was far too dangerous to allow
videos like that to get exist! What if it did get out!? What if
people who knew her saw it!?

Admittedly, not many people knew her, but
still!

For a while, she stared at the video. But
then her own real time condition began to claim more of her
attention. Aroused, her pussy flaming, she felt the aching as she
sat atop the narrow wooden crosspiece, and her eyes stared at
herself in the mirror, fascinated, excited, even delighted as she
felt the dark thrill of it.

She was a little unhappy with the way Matt
had tied her. The pictures she'd seen had had the girl's wrists
tied behind their backs. The way he'd tied her she could actually
use her arms to ease the pressure on her sex somewhat. What was
more, she could brace her arms, pulling against the rope they were
attached to, and use the leverage to grind herself against the
leather covered beam.

Which she did, to a powerful orgasm, her hips
grinding feverishly against the soft leather as the throbbing ache
from being pressed down by all her weight lent the climax a strange
new flavor.

After the orgasm, she felt the ache more
severely, but looking at herself in the video soon roused her
again, and then the sight of herself bound as she was roused her
further. She let her fantasies swirl and was soon grinding herself
against the beam, using her legs now as well, pulling herself in
and out, grinding her aching pussy against the leather covered
two-by four she was riding.

Another orgasm tore through her senses, and
she twisted and writhed, arched and shuddered through it, then went
limp, groaning and gasping.

Yet still, the heat gripped her, and rose
anew.

And then Matthew returned, grinning.

“Well, you little weak slave girl? Are you
ready to give up and crawl before me? I'll let you clean my shoes
with your tongue to show how remorseful you are.”

She sniffed and called him nasty words
through the gag, hoping he could understand.

“Now you're just being rude again,” he said.
“I guess I'll have to punish you more.”

He pulled something he'd been hiding behind
his back out, and her eyes widened.

It looked like a whip!

It wasn't one of the long thick ones she'd
seen, but the short one with many thin leather laces. She stared at
it as he twined them through his fist and felt her heart starting
to hammer. She moaned into the bond as he stepped back and raised
the whip. Anxiety and fear assailed her. What if it really hurt!?
And what if he refused to stop!?

And why did that thought turn her on almost
as much as it scared her!?

He swung his arm and the thick collection of leather laces spread
out, then cracked against her back. It stung, but not much, and she
felt a surge of relief and heat at the same time. She moaned
weakly, staring at herself in the mirror in front of her.

The whip struck her back again, a little
harder, and she gasped, staring at herself as her back arched, as
her chest thrust out. Her eyes flicked to the side of the mirror as
the next blow landed, and she was able to actually see it coming as
the stings laced her back.

Heavier stings this time. She gasped and
moaned, feeling a bit of panic, but just a bit, and it was quickly
overwhelmed by heat.

“Whore,” he growled.

He'd gotten the voice better this time. It
was more believable. And his expression was more excited. Was he
getting off on whipping her? Alex hoped so, but what if he got off
too much?!

She squealed into the gag as the whip cut across her again, the
laces scattering a crackle of stinging blows across the surface of
her back. Then again, as she stared at herself, as her pussy
throbbed, as her back began to burn.

Crack! The whip sliced into her, and
her body jerked convulsively.

Crack! She cried out, twisting,
writhing.

Crack! She cried out again, panting,
moaning, her hips grinding her against the leather.

Crack! She arched sharply as the laces
cut into her.

Crack! She squealed as he backhanded
the whip instead and it laced across her chest, snapping and
stinging her breasts!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hips jerked and ground against the
leather until the heat and pain grew too intense, and her mind
flared wildly with a dark sense of being overwhelmed. Her eyes
rolled and she screamed into the gag as the flog cut into her
aching breasts again, then into her back, then into her breasts
once more. The pain was such now that she considered giving the
signal.

But didn't.

He stopped after a few more blows, and she
moaned as he pulled her head up and back by the hair.

“Nasty little slut,” he taunted.

He released her head and she felt it loll
bonelessly forward, then his hands reached down, fingering her
breasts.

She focused her eyes, and moaned as she saw
him closing two small metal rings on the ends of a leatherish cord.
Then she hissed and gasped as the rings tightened painfully around
the base of her nipples.

She shook her head wildly as he pulled the
cord up and away from her, and now she saw the hook in the wall
just above the mirror. She gasped, her nipples stretching, her
breasts straining forward too, her body leaning forward. But she
couldn't lean too far forward for her arms now held her back, bound
as they were up above her.

He left her like that, panting, eyes rolling
wildly, staring at herself.

Oh my God!

Oh! My! God!

Ohmygod!

She moaned weakly, her nipples like live
electrical wires, her pussy aching even more now as she felt
herself jammed down solidly. Her back was arched, her breasts
thrust out, the nipples pulled out painfully.

Maybe he did have a nasty side after all!

Her eyes rolled towards the door, wondering
when he would return, and then she caught something she hadn't
noticed before. It was the camera. The same one which had recorded
her yesterday across the back of the chair. It was recording her
now!

But she couldn't do anything about it.

Tremors ran through her. Her pussy ached
painfully, and her nipples burned. Thin red lines criss-crossed her
breasts and belly, and, she was sure, her back. The sight of them
was wickedly arousing! She whimpered and moaned, beads of sweat now
standing out on her forehead, on her chest and ribs, the sweat
slowly trickling down her body. And then, as her excitement began
to override the pain, she used the leverage she had with her bound
arms and legs, and desperately ground her aching pussy down against
the leather covered wood.

The orgasm hit and she began to jerk as her
muscles spasmed. Her movements became more violent and she realized
the cords bound to her nipples were elastic, able to be stretched.
Her body shook, convulsions tearing at her as her head rolled and
thrashed back and forth.

I'm insane, she thought dazedly, as
the orgasm ripped the last shreds of her mind to pieces.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


“If these ever get out I'm going to kill
you,” she growled anxiously.

“Shut up, slut and do what you're told.”

The poses had started out tame enough, with
her nude, but covering her more naughty bits with strategic
positions of her arms and legs, and sometimes other objects, like
scarves and hats. But both of them had gotten progressively more
aroused, and the poses had gotten naughtier, nastier, more
obscene.

Now he was being deliberately obscene,
knowing it aroused her. Alex had no idea why it was, except that it
was dangerous and nasty, and kinky, and the danger, if they ever
got out, was a daunting thought. She would be utterly humiliated,
mortified if anyone she knew saw them.

Laying back, legs apart, holding a dildo
halfway inside her.

Riding that dildo, then a second, in her
ass.

Sucking his cock, the pictures taken from the
sides.

Posing in bondage positions, lewdly,
obscenely.

It was like she was hurting herself, but only
if he betrayed her.

She was riding the edge, allowing pictures
like this to exist, and there was a dark excitement in that.

Especially since he kept telling her he was
going to put them on the internet, send them to her boss, show all
his friends.

But he was using the special voice when he
said that, the nasty voice he used to hurl shocking, wicked, nasty
words at her, words that outraged her and made her pussy burn.

Video came next. Video of her sucking his
cock, of him fucking her, sodomizing her, of her masturbating in
various positions. Video of her wild, helpless orgasms.

He said he'd started a web site and charge
the members to see her.

The strip tease embarrassed her. She didn't
think her dancing was very good. He seemed to appreciate it,
though, which pleased her. She acted as sexy as she could, swinging
around the pole he'd put in place. All while he videotaped it. Then
she gave him a lap-dance, a lap-dance which of course, wound up
with her riding his cock and then screaming in orgasm.

God, she was so helpless with a cock inside
her!

The sex had taken over her life, though. Her
drab, dull, boring life had become one of dark, wicked, animal sex
and passion, so she certainly had no regrets. I twas all so
incredibly exciting!

Now it was the long weekend. And she was
going to spend it naked! She was going to be his sex slave for the
whole weekend, and would have to do anything he told her!

It was her idea. She had gotten progressively
more excited by the whole idea of sexual slavery, by the outrageous
things she had to say and do to be his 'sex slave'. It twisted
something inside her and gave her a breathless sense of sexual heat
and hunger to degrade herself, to be treated cruelly, roughly, to
be spoken to in such a harsh way.

“On your knees, slut,” he growled.

Naked, she dropped immediately to her knees.
She was wearing the thick leather studded bondage collar and
matching wrist and ankle cuffs. Just putting them on had made her
pussy throb!

“Hands and knees.”

She fell forward, and without being ordered
to, spread her legs wider and raised her ass. She felt the tip of
the crop sliding across her buttocks, then down between her thighs
to caress her pussy, but deliberately did not turn her head.

“Face and chest on the floor,” he barked.

It was her favorite naughty position, as he
well knew, and she assumed it quickly, flushing with excitement and
some small embarrassment at so lewdly displaying herself to him as
he stood behind her.

She felt the tap of the crop on her thighs,
moving them further apart, raising her bottom a little more. He was
carrying the video camera, and moved slowly around her, letting her
see him taping her. Her face flushed again. She felt a sense of
anxiety but also dark heat.

“What are you?”

“I'm your slut toy, Master,” she said, chest
tight.

“You're my little fuck toy.”

“Yes, master!”

“What a pretty little pussy you have, slave
girl. I bet you love having cock in it.”

“Yes, master. I love having cocks in me!” she
replied.

“Nasty little whore. I bet you'd love it if
some guy knelt down behind you and stuck it in right now.”

“Yes, master! Please fuck me, master!” she
begged.

“Maybe later, slut. Maybe I'll go out on the
street and bring back some sailors to fuck you. Nasty little whore.
You'd love that, wouldn't you.”

“Yes, master.”

“You want to be gang-banged, don't you,
slut.”

“Yes, master! I want to be bang banged!” she
gasped.

And she did... sort of. The idea of the thing
was incredibly arousing and exciting. The reality, of course, was
that she'd be mortified at a bunch of strange guys seeing her
naked. But in her mind she could gloss over that part and fix on
the heat.

She could see him doing something with the
camera out of the corner of her eyes, and turned her head a little
to see him sitting it properly on a tripod to continue filming her.
Then he moved behind her and she lost sight of him. A moment later
she felt his fingers at her pussy, then the dildo, slowly pushing
into her.

The feel of it sliding in, the knowledge it
was being taped, made her breathless with heat, and she groaned
softly as the thickness of it spread her open and pushed deeper and
deeper. When it was aching and buried, he introduced a second one
to her ass, thrusting that deep, as well. All while the camera
watched.

Crack!

The crop snapped across her bottom and she
gasped in pain.

“Keep that ass high, slut.”

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

He snapped a leash to the ring on her collar
and tugged, forcing her onto all fours, then made her crawl down
the hall and outside. Crawling made her stomach churn, and doing it
on a leash, collared, was doing strange, dark, exotic things to her
mind. She felt almost in a daze, her heart pounding as she crawled,
gasping now and then as he brought the crop down on her bottom for
moving too slowly.

He walked her over the grass, though, which
was much easier on her knees. He walked her back and forth, then
took off the leash, and tossed another dildo across the yard.

“Fetch, girl,” he said.

A hot little shock went through Alex's mind
and straight down into her groin. She crawled hurriedly after the
dildo, picked it up in her teeth, then turned and brought it back
to him.

“Good, bitch,” he said, patting her hair,
sliding his fingers through her bangs.

He tossed it again, and again she turned and
hurried after it, then brought it back to him.

“Good slave. Good dog,” he said. “Beg dog.
Let me see you beg.”

She rose on her knees, arms bent, forearms
straight up against her chest, hands limply down, and let her
tongue hang out as she pretend to be a dog.

“Good bitch. Suck, bitch,” he said, sliding
the dildo into her mouth.

Alex licked and sucked, her mind swirling
with the heat and kinkiness of this dark sexual game. She felt him
pushing the dildo deeper, felt it sliding across her tongue,
pushing deeper. She sucked lightly, licking it, moistening it so
that when it pushed deeper... and then it did, and she controlled
her reaction as it slid right down her throat.

He drew it slowly back out and petted her
again. This was all so outrageous it made her pussy throb around
the dildo he'd pushed into her! It excited her so much she began to
play up to it, lolling her tongue like a dog, and whining like one,
cocking her head to one side, then the other, and licking his
fingers and hands.

They went back inside, and he had her sit in
the corner of the kitchen, sitting on her heels, knees spread wide,
and hands on her outer thighs as he made dinner. Actually, she had
learned that she could not sit on her heels for very long. Bending
back her feet like that inevitably became too uncomfortable, so she
sat with her heels pressed against the sides of her buttocks
instead, the backs of her feet flat on the floor.

She watched him cook, and watched him put the
food on the table. She, however, was not allowed to sit at the
table. Instead he had her kneel beside it while he ate. After a bit
he turned to her, a piece of meat in his hands.

“Want some, girl? Want some?” he asked,
holding his hand over her head.

She cocked her head back. She was getting
hungry, in fact, and then felt a thrill of excitement as she
realized his intent. She rose on her knees, and raised her up along
her chest, then dropped her wrists and begged like a dog. He held
it out and she licked it out of his fingers.

“Good bitch,” he said, petting her head.

What a bastard he was, she thought
delightedly.

He let her lick other food out of his hands,
then started to toss them to her. She had to open her mouth wide,
and try and catch them in her mouth. If she failed she had to drop
onto all fours and lick the food off the floor!

When dinner was done he had her lick his
plate clean, then put it into the dishwasher. He got her a bowl of
milk, put it on the floor, and had her drink it down – using no
hands, but licking and drinking like a dog, bottom raised high,
legs well apart.

After dinner he clipped a thin chain to her
nipples, running it through the ring at the front of her collar.
Then he clipped a small ball on a thin line to the flesh around her
clitoris so it squeezed in against her. He handed her a tooth
brush, and a pale of soapy water, and ordered her to clean the
kitchen floor.

Nonplussed, she started to protest, only to
recall she wasn't allowed to protest. That was the agreement.

He supervised, crop in hand, as she started
at one corner of the kitchen, and began to scrub the floor – with
her toothbrush – one square at a time. After a while, he went away,
leaving it to her, and Alex continued, focusing on one tile at a
time as she moved slowly across the floor.

It was monotonous work, but she didn't feel
bored. Instead she felt deliciously aroused the entire time. And
the fact that her every movement made her nipples pull against the
taut chains, or made the weight swing from her sensitive pussy,
only served to arouse her further.

Every now and then he'd appear behind her,
checking on her work, snapping the crop across her bottom at every
small error he spotted, real or imagined, and play with the weights
and the chains and the dildos to leave her gasping and
breathless.

When she was done he inspected her work.

“Do you think that's clean, slave?” he
demanded.

“Yes, master!” she gulped.

“Really?”

“Yes, master!”

“Then lick the floor.”

She blinked at him, then bent low and, her
pussy throbbing, let her tongue slide slowly across the floor.

He poured some water on it, and ordered her
to lick it up. Alex felt a hot swirling and churning in her stomach
as she bent and licked at it while he looked down, felt a sense of
breathlessness.

He poured some on his shoe, and ordered her
to lick it clean. Again, her chest tight, heart thumping, pussy
throbbing, she ran her pink tongue back and forth along the surface
of his leather shoe as he looked down at her.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

Alex heard him as though his voice was a soft
echo. She was bent low, her bottom raised high, her knees almost
automatically spread wide, as she supported her torso on her hands,
forearms and elbows. She ran her tongue back and forth across the
top of his shoe, amazed at how this could seem so deeply, darkly
erotic to her, but not really questioning it. She licked along the
side of his shoe, and when he lifted his foot and showed her the
bottom, a sharp burst of crackling sexual electricity ran through
her as she ran her tongue across it, grasping his foot and licking
at the bottom as she looked up at him.

He led her, crawling, over to a chair, and
sat down, then gripped her hair and pulled her firmly up and across
his lap, ignoring her gasps of discomfort. Once she was belly down
he locked her wrist restraints together behind her back, then his
fingers went to her sex, stroking and rubbing against her clitoris,
and tugging the dildo in and out.

His other hand pulled on her hair every now
and then, forcing her head up and back. Not only did that sting, as
the strands of hair tugged stingingly against her scalp, but it
pulled against the chains bound to her nipples so they too
stung.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said, as her
hips began to grind helplessly against him.

He shifted his attention to the other dildo,
pumping it in and out of her ass, jamming it achingly deep and
grinding it against the back wall of her anal tunnel as his fingers
rubbed against her clit. His hands roamed her body, teasing
taunting, rousing her to a panting, gasping heat.

Then he pushed her off.

“But I want to come!” she moaned
desperately.

“Sex slaves only come when their master wants
them to,” he said.

Alex was having none of that! She spread her
knees wide, pushing down against the floor. The base of both dildos
jammed against her, and she gasped, then leaned forward, trying to
rub her clitoris against the floor as well.

She yelped as he gripped her hair and pulled
her up.

“Disobedient little slave girls get
punished,” he said calmly.

“Matthew!” she moaned in protest.

“That's master to you, slave girl.”

He carried her downstairs, and then as she
continued to protest, and then curse him to instigate him into
doing something exciting, he gagged her. He made her stand, then
attached ropes to her ankles restraints, locking her legs apart.
When he reached overhead, Alex saw the ropes there, and felt a hot
surge of excitement.

She did not resist raising her arms up and
apart, and watched him tie the rope to her left restraint, pulling
sharply so that she was a little off balance, almost forced up off
her right foot. She did not quite realize his full intent, though,
until he slid the rope through the ring on her right wrist, and
then pulled tighter and tighter.

Alex felt the pressure on her wrist and arm,
felt the padded restraint digging into her soft flesh, then with a
gasp, she was lifted entirely up off the floor! She yelped into the
gag as she found herself spreadeagled in mid-air, her arms and
shoulders suddenly bearing all her weight, her wrists starting to
ache and burn.

And right in front of her was a full length
mirror, she realized.

She stared at it, eyes wide and hot, filled
with a deep, churning sexual passion and hunger as he stood behind
her and let his hands slowly caress her body.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he whispered,
chewing lightly on the nape of her neck. “You're going to have to
be whipped for your impertinence.”

His finger circled the taut flesh of her sex
lips where they gripped the base of the dildo so tightly. She was
moist and slick, but the dildo was thick enough that it stayed in
place despite her body's movements.

His finger brushed lightly up and down
against her clitoris, and Alex writhed and cried out helplessly,
limbs straining against the restraints.

He chuckled and drew back, then picked up the
many thonged whip and swirled it back and forth through the
air.

“Time for your whipping, sex slave,” he
growled.

Oh God no! Oh God yes!

Alex was not looking forward to the stinging
of the whip, but her mind was wrapped in a white hot sexual cloud
of lust and passion, and she shuddered as she waited the first
touch of the whip.

She cried out into the gag as it landed,
slicing into the soft flesh of her back and causing her body to
arch sharply.

“Slave,” he growled

The long laces flew forward again, slashing
at her buttocks, so that her hips bucked violently. The laces cut
across her back and shoulders, then began to slice into the soft
flesh of her hips and sides as they curled around her body. He
moved in closer, and the laces curled further, snapping at her
breasts and belly and then down towards her throbbing pussy.

The sharp stinging ache grew worse, and the
heat of pain flared wildly all across her skin as he continued to
whip her, and to whip harder!

As the pain mounted, it began to push back the wild passion and
lust that was gripping Alex, began to overpower it. She felt
herself growing more and more anxious, twisting and writhing and
pulling in mid-air, gasping and yelping, and then crying out as she
shook her head and tried to convey to him that should stop.

But the whipping continued, and she felt
herself hissing and gasping and then half sobbing as her entire
body flared wildly. And then... something seemed to happen to her,
something new. She felt herself slumping hopelessly, realizing she
could do nothing, could only hang there and absorb the whipping,
could do nothing, say nothing to affect it, to stop it, to lessen
it. She was utterly helpless.

Like a slave.

Tears of pain began to fill her eyes as she
cried out at the sharp biting sting of the multiple thongs, and she
felt a sense of desperation, as though she would do anything,
anything at all for him if he would stop! If she weren't gagged,
she would beg him, and not in a false, made up way, not acting at
all: she would truly beg him, like a slave.

There was a pause, and she hung limp, chest
heaving, thin red lines criss-crossing a body sheened in
perspiration.

She whimpered as she felt his hands cupping
her breasts. They ached where he touched, and yet she was delighted
to have him touching her. The touching meant no whipping! She
gasped and moaned as his fingers pulled the clips from her nipples.
She had been struck several times there and the clips had been
scant protection.

Now her nipples burned with the removal of
the clips, and she cried out again, moaning, half sobbing at the
increased pain there, even as his fingers lightly caressed the
swollen pink flesh.

One hand slid lower, and she shuddered as his
fingers brushed her clitoris. That too had been struck often by the
thin leather laces, and felt scoured and bruised and –
extraordinarily sensitive. The light back and forth brushing of his
clitoris made her hips grind and jerk helplessly.

And then came the vibrator.

Again, she welcomed it, despite a sense of
dazed, pain-exhaustion. A vibrator was not a whip, and didn't hurt.
Anything he did was better than the whip!

It made her body tremble and shake, for her
clitoris was horribly sensitive now. It ached, but.. the sensations
quickly shifted and twisted. He drew back, leaving her moaning,
head still hanging limp. A moment later a blindfold slid over her
eyes, and she groaned a protest into the gag.

And then came a tongue, so soft, so
exquisitely gentle and slick as it slid up and down, tracing the
line of her sex where it gripped the dildo. The dildo began to move
as the tongue moved higher, as it began to slide across her
clitoris. The dildo in her back passage began to move now, as well,
and Alex moaned and arched and writhed slowly, the soft, throbbing
sexual pressure rapidly building up once again, returning to its
former strength and then growing worse still.

Endorphins flooded her body from the pain,
suppressing it, and the new sensations rode the wave of them until
Alex thought she would go insane, until the pressure became
scalding and her body writhed and twisted in desperate, continuous
movement.

She felt the dildo in her bottom slide out,
and felt momentarily vacant. Then a thick cock – and she could tell
the difference now – pushed up into her slender body, almost able
to move without resistance: almost. She groaned as it filled her to
overflowing, and she gulped in air, dazed, moaning,

“Sex slave,” his voice whispered into her
ear.

Only... it wasn't his voice. And his
tongue... a tongue... was still licking at her clitoris!

Her jaw would have fallen if the gag hadn't
already forced her mouth wide. She grunted as the cock thrust up
deep into her belly. But she was too aroused to hold still, too
aroused for the sudden realization that they weren't alone to push
back the force of her hunger. She was shocked, and felt a deep
sense of humiliation and embarrassment, but her arousal, if
anything, deepened.

Then the tongue slipped free of her, and the
dildo came out of her pussy. A moment later she groaned as another
cock pushed up into her belly, and she felt two male bodies pressed
against her, one behind, one before. Hands dug into her buttocks as
a mouth on each side of her throat bit into her flesh.

“Slave girl,” his voice whispered into her
left ear.

“Sex slave,” another man's voice whispered
into her right.

The two cocks inside her began to move,
faster and faster, and Alex felt the intensity of the sexual hunger
narrow and sharpen, and then explode within her.

The orgasm was not more intense than others
she had been given of late, but it seemed to go on forever. Her
body writhed and twisted and thrashed as convulsions tore through
her. Her mind twirled and swirled and floated amid a hurricane gale
of pleasure, a storm of sensation that threatened to scour her mind
free of any but the most primitive animal emotions.

She felt as if her lower belly was being
churned into jello by the two hard thrusting cocks, and could only
tremble and shake in the midst of the sexual storm. Their hands,
their lips on hers, their bodies crushing her between them... it
was all too much for her. Nothing else mattered. There was no room
in her mind for thinking, only for reacting.

 


 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


She was angry, of course, once she recovered.
But it took her a long time to recover.

Before that could happen they let her down.
She was limp by then, moaning, eyes rolled back in her head when
they pulled the blindfold off. She noted, without real interest,
that the stranger was a little younger than Matt, and very
handsome. He was naked, and his body was well-built, very lithe and
athletic. He grinned at her and all she could do was look back
through glassy eyes, note that he was attractive, but not really
care.

By the time her mind had reached something
closer to actual conscious thought she was bent across the
stranger's lap, her wrists shackled behind her. The dildos were
back inside her, and the man was sliding his hands over her body in
a very intimate, and very expert way. She was too confused, even
bewildered, as well as exhausted, to be really angry. She was
embarrassed and exquisitely uncomfortable, but not yet angry.

And then, as he and Matthew talked about her,
in the most graphic and embarrassing terms, he played with her
body, rousing her once again. He managed to make her climax, though
not nearly as intensely as when she'd been hanging there. Then he
passed her to Matthew as he went to get a fresh beer. Matthew began
to play with her body, as well, and soon had her roused as
well.

The stranger's name was Paul, and when he
returned he sat down lazily and watched her. By then Alex was
sitting more or less upright, though leaning back across the arm of
the chair as Matthew pumped the dildo inside her and toyed with her
clitoris.

Paul was only wearing a towel, and Matt set
her on the floor before him.

“Crawl over to him, slave.”

But Alex suddenly felt unaccountably shy,
blushing uncertainly.

Matt pulled back on her hair and she gasped,
arching back across his chair between his legs, looking up at
him.

“Going to have to teach you discipline, bad
girl,” he said.

She watched as he placed two small round
metal rings around her nipples, then tightened them to the point
she squirmed and twisted at the stinging pain. The rings were
attached to a Y-shaped chain, and he tossed the far end to the
other man, who pulled her gently forward.

Being forced to stumble awkwardly forward on
her knees by the pull on her nipples, Alex found herself between
his legs as he ran his hands over her body.

“Hot little sex slave,” he growled.

Alex stared up at him, wide eyed, mind
swirling.

He removed her ball gag, then before she
could talk, pulled her head down, rubbing her face against him
through the towel. He pulled the towel away, baring himself, then
gripped his cock and fed it into her open mouth.

“Suck that cock, sex slave,” he ordered.

She moaned around it, started to jerk back as
she remembered he had just fucked her ass, then gurgled helplessly
as a big hand came down on her head to force her back down. She
tasted the soap on it a minute later, with a sense of relief even
as it began to grow and throb inside her mouth.

There was really nothing to be done at that
point but obey, and she felt an urge to do so. It wasn't that she
was afraid of punishment, but rather, if she played along, then it
was the three of them in a dark sexual game. If she screamed and
cursed, then it became – something else, and her discomfort and
embarrassment would only be worse.

Besides, she was becoming addicted to this
game, and Matthew had just made it even more wicked and thrilling!
A part of her shrank from Paul's touch and sight, but another part
of her felt a wild dark thrill at how utterly outrageous and slutty
she was being. Her body seemed beyond her control, and burned to
his touch and to the ferocious heat within her.

She felt hands gripping her hips, pulling her
bottom up and out, then winced at a slap to her bottom. She dildo
in her ass started to slide in and out as fingers caressed her
clit, and she found she could not keep her hips still.

Then with a gasp of pain, she was pulled
upwards by the hair, pulled upwards by the chain biting into her
nipples, and forced to climb into Paul's lap.

And sit down on the hard, slick cock she had
just been sucking!

She shuddered as she felt it pushing up into
her body. She could not look at him, her face burning as she sank
down, as his hands cupped and groped her breasts and the wild heat
swirled and churned inside her.

“Ride that cock, you nasty little sex slave,”
Matt ordered, slapping her bottom.

And so she did, gasping and moaning as she
rode up and down, as he pulled her forward and began to suck on her
nipples. Then she felt the dildo in her ass pulled free, and a
moment later Matt's cock slid into her again. She shuddered and her
eyes went wide and then she began to ride harder, gasping and
moaning as the wanton heat took hold of her mind again.

The two men thrust into her belly and the
heat exploded into a white hot explosion of pleasure that drove
every other thought from her mind.

* * *

It didn't matter which of them used her any
more, or which punished her, just so they did. Alex found her mind
wrapped in a swirling cloak of sexual passion and hunger as she
fell headlong into the seductive lust of being their sex slave. She
was rarely alone now, unless she was bound in some uncomfortable
position, and she certainly had no time to be bored or lonely
then!

A week later he brought another man home. His
name was Andrew, and all three of them took her together. She had
to strip for them, twirl for them, dance for them, give them lap
dances, and then take three cocks into her slender body at the same
time.

Of course, Andrew and Paul were only
visitors. It was Matt she lived with. Most of the time their
relationship was almost like that of any other couple, save for the
fact she was always nude and shackled. Sometimes her wrists were
free, as when she had to cook and clean. At other times, such as
when sleeping, they were locked together behind her back.

And Andrew and Paul weren't the only men he
brought home. At least once a week there was a new man to stare at
her, to make her twist and writhe with embarrassment and heat, and
to plunge their cocks deep into her trembling, overheated body.

A month later it was six men together. She
was gang-banged. The word rolled through her mind like a dark wave
again and again as they mauled her, as they fucked her and used her
and taunted her and then as they watched while she crawled before
them, then, face burning with humiliation, masturbated while they
watched.

Matt led her deeper and deeper into her
fantasy life, only occasionally finding something that didn't turn
her on, and then backing away from it.

As shy as she had been, the very last thing
she had ever thought might happen would be becoming a stripper in
front of dozens of men, but on amateur night at a club, she did
just that, so horribly embarrassed she could have died, and so
intensely aroused she climaxed while grinding herself against the
pole.

Thereafter, Matt persuaded her to quit her
wielding job and to strip. It only took 4 hours a day instead of 8,
and paid six times more. More importantly, she found herself
helplessly aroused all through her four hour shifts, gripped a deep
lust and arousal that carried her through all the embarrassment,
and then home to Matt to beg him to use her as roughly as he
could.

It was a wild and shocking departure from the
quiet life she'd led and into her own dark fantasies. And at times
she thought she might lose herself to the submission and slavery of
the 'game' as she thought of it. But she never quite did. And she
never lost the sense of excited outrage at the kinky and wanton
things she was doing, or her gratitude that she was able to do
them, able to experience the wonder of a wild sexual life other
women could only ever fantasize about...
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