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Chapter 1

Ginger is a bright young red-headed college sophomore who lives in my building. I live in the penthouse that covers basically the entire top floor of the building, with great views of the city. Ginger shares one of the small apartments on the first floor with a couple of other students at the school. We met when I was looking for someone to take care of my apartment while I went out of town for a week-long business trip. She had posted a sign in the common room in the building offering house-sitting services, and I called her.

She is a gorgeous, vivacious young red-head that is brazen and full of life. Like most 40-year-old businessmen would, I enjoyed her company, and after the business trip, I told her to keep my key and feel free to drop by the apartment at any time. Since then, at least twice a week I come home to her sitting on my couch eating potato chips and watching Netflix on the giant flat screen in my living room. It is always a visual treat to find her there lounging in “comfortable clothes” which usually consist of skin-tight yoga pants and thin t-shirts with no bra.

She is completely comfortable just hanging out in my apartment and is always so pleasant. Our conversations are usually pretty one-sided, with her telling me all about what is going on in her life, and me just listening. I guess I’m a pretty good listener. I must say that I have really started to enjoy having her around, and we have built up quite a friendship, which is quite strange for a 40-year-old businessman and a 19-year-old college girl, but so far, it works.

On this occasion, on a Thursday afternoon, she was in her spot on the couch without the TV on. She was unusually quiet and serious. “Mr. Bradley, I have something kind of crazy I want to ask you. A favor, really.” She said to me, with a very intense look on her face.

“OK, I’m OK with crazy I guess. What is it?” I replied.

“Well, I don’t want to freak you out, so I need to ask you a few questions first.” She said.

I sat down on the couch next to her and said “Go for it. I run a multi-national company of 5,000 employees, so I don’t ‘freak out’ easily.”

“OK, first of all, do you think I’m attractive?” She said.

A little bit shocked, I looked her over. Her beautiful curly red hair flowed down her pale face. She had big blue eyes with long eyelashes and a very cute, nearly permanent smile on her face. I then glanced over her sizable chest pressing through the thin fabric of her t-shirt, her thin waist, and her long, thin, smooth legs. She was not just attractive, she was stunning. “Well, of course I do. Who wouldn’t? You are obviously a gorgeous young woman.” I said.

“OK, good.” She said as if I had answered the first question correctly. “So, do you think you would be comfortable talking about… sex with me?”

Again, a bit shocked, I generically said: “I’m comfortable with most things.”

“OK. Well, would it freak you out if I told you I was a very sexual girl?” She asked, looking closely at me to judge my response.

“No, I would say that’s good for you,” I said, very curious about the direction of this conversation.

“OK, well. What if I told you I was interested in trying something new, sexually, and I needed someone to try it with, and I thought of you?” She said.

At this point, I was getting a bit leery, but also just a bit excited. It felt a bit improper to be having this conversation with a girl who was half my age, but I quickly got over it. I swallowed and said, “Um, I guess I would feel privileged that you thought of me, as any lucky guy who caught your attention would.”

“OK, so far so good.” She said as if it was about to get stranger. “Well, here’s where it might get a bit freaky. I’m not talking about normal sex stuff. I can have all the normal sex I want with all the boneheaded, dumbass boys at my school, but that doesn’t really do it for me.”

She paused again judging my expression carefully. I gave a confused but encouraging look and she continued.

“So, I’ve had this fantasy for quite some time. Actually, its become more of an obsession, really. Every time I think of it, I get so fucking turned on. Pardon my language. But until now, I’ve only ever thought of it as a fantasy that could never come true, but this afternoon when I got to your house, an idea hit me. A way to make it real.”

She paused again and seemed to be trying to decide if she should chicken out, or keep talking. I gave another encouraging, ‘I’m up for anything’ look, and she finally continued.

“OK, here goes.” She paused for a moment, and then with a rapid breath she quickly said: “I want you to… dominate me. I want to be your sex-slave.” She blinked and then smiled a big smile and waited anxiously for my reaction.

“Um, OK,” was all I could say, trying to figure out exactly what she meant. I said, “Well, that sounds exciting, but I’m not exactly sure what you mean.”

“So you’re not totally freaked out?” She asked.

“No, Not I’m not freaked out. I’m just not sure what that means.”

“Well, I mean, I want you to treat me like you own me. I want you to tell me what to do. I want you to use me and my body in whatever way you want. I want you to force me to do things that I might not be comfortable with. Honestly, I want you to fuck me, anywhere, anytime, any way you want. Control me, fuck my body, but also fuck my mind. I want you to be in total control of me. And I want it bad. Really bad” She let out a long sigh, as if just saying these words was getting her hot.

She paused to let this all sink in with me. “Basically, I want you to treat me like you own me. I want you to be the controlling, dominant, forceful master that I imagine you to be. I want you to be in charge of when and where I can cum. I want you to force me to do things, dirty things, and punish me if I don’t do a good job.”

Again, another pause. I tried really hard to keep a straight face. I was feeling shocked and uncomfortable, but I didn’t want to show it.

“You want to do these things?” I asked.

“Oh God Yes. FUCK yes.” She said with great enthusiasm. “It’s been a dream of mine. I’ve always fantasized about a strong, powerful man taking me and using me and teasing me and treating me like he owned me completely. God, it’s making me wet right now just thinking about it.”

She shifted in her seat a little bit and looked at me again. I expected her to keep talking, but she just stared at me with a big, gorgeous smile and was obviously waiting for some kind of answer.

I said “Ok, so… say we do this. How exactly does it work? I mean, are there… rules or something?”

“Well, I’ve spent a decent bit of time looking into how other people do it on the internet.” She said.

“Do lots of other people do this?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah. There are lots of women out there who dream of being dominated. It's not just crazy old me.” She said with a laugh.

She continued “Well, the only real rule is that we set up a safe word. You do whatever you want, and force me to do whatever you want, and if it’s something that I’m not comfortable with, I say the safe word, and we stop. But honestly, I can’t think of anything you could come up with that I wouldn’t be OK with. The tougher you are, and the wilder things get, the more turned on I’m going to be. I just know it. But just in case, we would have a safe-word.”

“A safe-word. I guess that makes sense.” I said, still trying to acclimate myself to the idea.

“Yeah, and if we are going to do this, I need you to be different towards me than you are now.” She said.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you are obviously a ‘nice’ guy. You are sweet and friendly and kind. But you can’t be that way anymore, at least not to me. I need you to be firm and harsh and forceful, and dominate me in every way. We won’t be friends anymore. You will be my master and I will be your property. It will be my job to do as you say and please you in any way you can imagine, and if I don’t do a good job, you have to discipline me. You have to punish me harshly. Do you think you can do that?” She asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t want to be a cruel jerk.” I said.

“Well, you will need to be. You will need to stop seeing me as a sweet young girl, and start seeing me as your property. Your own personal slut. There is really no need for us to even try this if you can’t treat me that way. There is no such thing as a nice master in my sex-slave fantasies.”

I thought about it for a moment. The idea actually did make my pulse increase a bit. What man wouldn’t want a young hottie around to do his bidding? I decided to give her the right impression and said forcefully “I can do that” and looked at her with a very serious look on my face.

“Awesome!” she said in a sing-song voice. “Do you have any plans this weekend?” she asked.

“Not really.’ I replied.

“OK, then let’s do it. Let’s try it out for the weekend. I will come over here tomorrow at 7:00 PM. When I enter the door, I am yours. I will not speak unless you give me permission. I will not smile at you and we will not sit down and watch TV as friends. I will arrive as your slave and will obey your every command until Saturday night. Sound good?”

Again, realizing that I needed to start playing my part, I very sternly said “Agreed” and reached out my hand and gave her a firm handshake.

“Let’s see, I can’t be calling you Mr. Bradley, if I am your property and you own me. I suppose I should call you Master. What do think?”

I simply said “That will be fine.” I thought for a minute and said: “Then I will call you my little slut.” I said before I really thought about it. Saying it out loud sounded pretty harsh. But she jumped up and said “Oh God that’s good. You really are getting into the spirit.”

She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek and said “Thank you. You are so amazing. I never imagined I’d ever get this opportunity. You are going to make my dream come true. Now I need to you to give this some thought until tomorrow evening. Do some research if you need to. I need you to be a strong, forceful master, not a friend, got it?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

“OK,” she said and she hopped up off of the couch to leave. “Oh, and let’s say that the safe word is ‘hopscotch’, got it?”

“Hopscotch got it.” And she flitted out the door with a huge smile on her face, without saying another word.


Chapter 2

After she left, I sat in the room alone in silence, shocked and stunned, still absorbing what had just happened. It seemed so strange. We had never been intimate at all, never kissed or anything. And now she was begging me to fuck her, to own her. It was very bizarre and very, very HOT.

As I started to warm to the idea, I started day-dreaming about the possibilities, and what it could be like to have a young girl as my sex slave. I was very capable of being a strong, stern master. I did it almost every day at work. You didn’t get to where I was in a job by being nice. If she wanted forceful, she was going to get forceful. I started to get an erection just sitting there thinking about it. Suddenly, I couldn’t wait until Friday evening.

Friday evening rolled around, and I was getting more and more excited. I realized that I probably only had one shot at this. If I at all appeared weak, I was going to lose this opportunity. I had done some reading about Master-Slave sexual relationships. Mostly I had read about the women who wanted to be sex slaves, and what they wanted out of the relationship. What I read led me to believe that these women truly do not want to be treated nicely. They wanted force and domination and depravity. And I was now prepared to give it to Ginger, as much as she could take.

We were both going to be new to this, and we were both going to be feeling out the situation, but I fully intended to take my role seriously. And since this was entirely her idea, I had a feeling she was too.

I sat on the couch and watched the news. Just before 7:00, I heard the door open. Without looking, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ginger enter. She closed the door and stood there by the front door and said: “I’m home, master.” I did not acknowledge her at all. I let her stand there for a few minutes.

Eventually, I stood up and walked over to her. She stood still looking forward as I circled her and examined her. She was wearing a similar outfit to the day before, skin tight yoga pants and a thin t-shirt. I circled her a few times and then simply said: “remove your shirt.”

She quickly reached down and lifted her shirt off, holding it in her hand. She was not wearing a bra, and her fabulous breasts were fully exposed. They were the wonderfully round and perky breasts of a 19-year-old girl, and they were amazing. Her small nipples sat high, and she had obvious tan lines where she had been in the sun wearing a bikini.

I circled her again and reached out to feel her breasts with both hands. I gently caressed and circled them with my fingers, examining them closely, avoiding her nipples. She didn’t flinch or seem the least bit uncomfortable. She simply looked straight ahead. While I was caressing her tits I said “You will not speak unless I give you permission or ask you a question. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.” She said instantly.

After another moment of caressing, I let go of her breasts and said: “Make your nipples hard.”

“Yes, master,” she said and she reached up with both hands and started gently caressing her own nipples.

“Not like that,” I said. I pushed her hands away and I reached out and pinched her nipples tightly. A tiny gasp escaped her lips. “You will pinch them like this, and it will hurt. Do you understand?” I said as I let go.

“Yes, master,” she said, and she reached up and began pinching her own nipples quite fiercely. They grew nice and hard and were pointing straight outward. “Enough,” I said, and she stopped.

“Remove your pants,” I said with a powerful, deep tone.

She quickly reached down and slipped her yoga pants off, leaving her standing in only a cute pair of pink lacy panties. I circled her again and examined her spectacular, tight ass, framed by the pink panties. I reached out and gave her ass a gentle smack, to see exactly how firm it was, causing her to let out another gentle gasp. I was not sure if her small gasps were pleasurable ones, or just from shock or surprise. I reached down and slid the panties over a bit on her ass, seeing that her ass also had a bikini tan line.

“Take these slutty panties off right now, you whore,” I said forcefully.

“Yes, master,” she said and without hesitation, she reached down and slipped her panties off and onto the floor. She was now standing completely naked. Her naked body was fabulous. I circled her a couple more times taking it all in. She had a small, well-trimmed landing strip of red pubic hair on her pelvis, that lead to the beginning of her smooth slit that disappeared between her legs.

I stopped and stared for a moment at her naked front. Then I said, “Gather your clothes up and hand them to me.” She quickly did. I took the clothes in a pile in my hand and went over to the large wall safe. I entered the code and opened it and placed them inside, closing it afterward. I went back over to her and said: “You will not wear clothing of any kind, at any time, unless I instruct you to do so, do you understand?”

“Yes, master.” She said.

I left her standing there and went to the bathroom and got a razor. I went to the kitchen and got a bowl of water. Then I went back to her and handed them to her and said “I do NOT like pubic hair. You are not allowed to have anywhere near that tight little pussy of yours. I want you to go sit on the floor in front of the couch where I can see you, and I want you to shave it off. If you do not do a good job, you will be punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master,” she said, and she went and sat on the floor in the middle of the living room. She lifted her knees and spread her legs wide, exposing her entire pussy to me for the first time. She had a very smooth pussy, with soft, slightly puffy lips, which parted slightly at the top exposing the cute little button of her clit. It appeared that she already had some moisture forming between her legs, even though we were just getting started. She used the razor and carefully removed almost all of the hair of her landing strip, leaving one very obvious patch right in the middle.

She stood up and said, “I am done, master, did I do a good job?” I understood that she had left the spot on purpose because she wanted to be punished. I leaned over and looked closely at her pussy. Then I said “You missed a spot, you careless slut. I want your pussy to be perfectly smooth and you left a patch of hair right in the middle.”

I grabbed both of her arms hard, and for the first time, saw just a tinge of shock and fear on her face. I said, “Now, you will be punished.” I pushed her to the side hard, and she stumbled to stay on her feet. I pointed and said “Get behind the couch and bend over. I want your tight bare ass as high in the air as you can get it, waiting for your punishment.” I said.

She quickly walked around behind the couch and leaned over grabbing the back of the couch with her arms and stood up on her tiptoes, shoving her sweet ass high into the air. For a second, a wry smile crossed her face, but she quickly stifled it. Then she said, “I’m ready for my punishment now master.”


Chapter 3

Without saying a word, I sat down on the couch and started watching the news again, making her wait. I thought about how much I was enjoying this. For the past day I had been imagining how I would be playing a role, but so far, it had felt more natural than phony. I watched the news for about 10 minutes, and then I turned the TV off and walked around behind her. She had done a good job of staying in her position, with her ass high in the air, and her pussy on display from behind. I wanted to rip my pants off right then and fuck her from behind like an animal, but I decided that we were going to take this nice and slow. I was going to make her wait.

I reached out and slid my fingers between her legs, feeling the wetness as my middle finger slid easily in between her engorged pussy lips, causing her to moan ever-so-quietly. Then, I reached back and smacked her ass hard. It was actually very hard. Harder than I intended. She gasped out loud this time in reaction to the smack, and I paused, watching a handprint appear on her right ass cheek. I smacked her again, just as hard, and she gasped and a quiet moan escaped her lips. I smacked her again even harder and she moaned loudly this time, clearly enjoying the painful spankings.

“Do you understand why you are being punished?” I asked.

“Because my little pussy is not completely smooth, master,” she said, with a small pout.

“Yes,” I said and smacked her ass again. This time she let out a long moan. Then I said “You are allowed to enjoy your punishment, but you are not allowed to cum at any time unless I specifically say it is OK. Do you understand?”

“Yes master, I won’t cum until you tell me to,” she said and before she finished the words, I gave her another even harder smack. Her bare ass was visibly reddened now, and she was breathing quite heavily. I gave her two more fast, hard smacks on her tight bare ass and she leaned even further into the couch and said “oooohhhhhh”.

I said, “Are you going to cum?”

She quickly said through ragged breath “No master, you said not to.”

I smacked her on the ass two more times and her body shivered and she moaned slightly. I could tell she was on the verge of an orgasm, so I stopped. She was really getting off on this, and so was I.

I told her to return to the floor and finish the job. She walked back to the living room floor on somewhat wobbly legs and resumed her position, breathing heavily and finished shaving the remaining hairs from her pussy.

When she was done, I told her to stand again, which she did. I looked at her wild, curly red hair, somewhat in disarray.

“I want you to put your hair up in ponytails, one on each side of your head,” I said.

“Yes Master,” she said, but hesitated. “But I don’t have any hair ties with me, master.” She said.

“Then return to your room and get some. I’m going to fuck your face in a few minutes, and I don’t want your hair to be flying about when I do.” I ordered.

She gasped at my words, but simply said “Yes, master.” She stayed still for a moment, looking around the room a bit nervously.

“Well go. We don’t have all night.” I said more intensely.

“Do you think I could have some clothes to hide my nakedness when I go down the elevator to my room master?” She asked sweetly and politely.

“Absolutely not,” I said and stood to stare at her, waiting to see how far she was willing to go. She paused for another moment, and then took a deep breath and walked towards the door. She left my apartment and pushed the button for the elevator and waited. She placed an arm over her tits and her other hand over her crotch, wanting to be covered if anyone happened to be on the elevator.

“You are not to cover yourself at any time unless I instruct you to do so,” I said sternly.

She placed her arms back at her sides and said “Yes master” quite nervously. Eventually, the elevator doors opened and she stepped inside sheepishly and disappeared.

I waited inside my apartment, wondering if she would come across anyone on her way to her apartment, or if any of her roommates would be home to see her. It was Friday evening and they were college students, so they were most likely out, but you never know. After about 5 minutes, the elevator chimed and she stepped out with a handful of hair-ties and bows, not attempting to cover herself. She stepped back into my penthouse and I closed the door.

“Which ones would you like to me wear master?” she said, as she held them out for me. I picked two very girly pink hair ties with bows on them and instructed her to put them on. I then took her hand and led her into the living room, standing in front of the windows overlooking the city.

“Now get down on your knees and place your hands behind your back,” I said.

“Yes master,” she said, as another tiny smile came over her face, anticipating what was to come.

“We need to complete your outfit for the evening. I’m going to fuck your pretty little mouth now. You are not to touch me with your hands. Do you understand?” I said.

“Yes, master,” she said, her smile growing.

I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and removed my sizable, rigid cock. She gasped a little bit as she saw the size of my member. I stepped over and reached down and grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her face up so she could look into my eyes.

“Now, I’m going to use your mouth to get off. You will not move or pull away. I will use your mouth and your throat as I please. You will not be required to do anything other than provide your open mouth for me to fuck. Do you understand?” I said.

“Yes, master.” She said once more. I turned her head back down and pulled her mouth onto my cock. It felt amazing as the tip passed beyond her lips and towards the back of her throat. I grabbed onto the two pony tales in her bright red hair and began pushing and pulling her head back and forth over my cock. Her mouth felt amazing, and she was totally compliant, letting me push and pull her at a pace that felt wonderful. I could feel her tongue sliding back and forth over the sensitive areas on the bottom of my member, as I slid it in and out of her willing mouth.

I had received a number of blow-jobs before, but they were so different than this. They were women sucking me at their pace, doing only what they were comfortable with. This time, I was entirely in charge.

I began to fuck her mouth more and more forcefully, and was quickly getting close to cumming. At one point she made a sound as if she wanted to speak. I thought maybe she was going to use the safe word, so I removed my cock from her mouth for a moment. She looked up at me and said “Master, may I touch myself while you fuck my face?”

I gave an annoyed expression and quickly said “No, you may not. Now do not interrupt me again.” and I shoved my cock back into her mouth forcefully. I pumped and pumped in and out of her mouth, causing her to gag a time or two, but she did not falter. When I felt myself about to cum, I pulled my dick out of her mouth and began stroking it. I pushed myself over the edge and shot load after load of my cum all over her pretty little face, her red pigtails, her breasts and her slim tummy.

She moaned a loud moan of desperation as I came, and I could see that she was fighting so hard to resist the urge to touch herself and get herself off. Soon after I was completely spent, I instructed her “Now, your outfit for the evening is complete. You are not to clean yourself up. You are not to wipe any of the cum off of your face or body. You are to remain exactly as you are for the rest of the evening. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.” She said, with a wicked grin.

I zipped myself up and walked to the couch. I said, “Pour me a glass of whiskey and come lay with me on the couch.”

I sat at the end of the couch and Ginger went and fumbled around a bit in the kitchen, finding a glass and the bottle of whiskey. She brought the glass over to me and laid on her back on the couch so her head was on my lap.

I said, “You may speak freely now, my pet.”

“Thank you, master. And thank you for feeding me my dinner.” She said with a smile.

“It looks like you spilled a little bit.” I joked, and she laughed. She was a beautiful sight. This firm young girl lying naked in my lap, with spots of my cum on her cheek, her tits and on her tight tummy. I reached over and rubbed some of the cum into the taut skin on her stomach. Then I slid my hand down and started slowly caressing her pussy, sliding my middle finger up and down its length. She cooed in my lap and closed her eyes.

“Tell me, Ginger, do you get fucked a lot?”

“Yes master,” she said. She seemed to really like calling me master. And I think she knew it turned me on as well.

“I bet you do. I bet those boys at school are falling all over themselves to get to this pussy.” I said as I continued to caress her slit, feeling her moistness coating my finger.

“Yes, and the girls.” She replied. I wasn’t expecting that answer. That got my pulse rushing a bit.

“Wow, you really are a little slut aren't you? Who do you like to fuck more, the boys or the girls?” I asked. I moved my hand upward and found her clit, and started gently circling it with two fingers. She moaned a little bit, keeping her eyes closed.

“I like the boys and their cocks, but the girls know how to please me more.” She replied.

“And do you masturbate when you don’t have a boy or a girl around to fuck you?” I asked, and increased my speed and pressure on her clit ever so slightly.

She breathed a deep breath and said “All the time, master. All the time.”

“So you know how to get yourself off, any time you want?” I asked, and started really working on her clit, causing her to bite her lip and moan.

“Yes, master.” She replied through ragged breathing.

I suddenly stopped and removed my hand from her pussy, causing her to lift her hips towards my hand and let out a pout of frustration. “Do you know what it’s like to not be able to cum when you want to so badly?” I asked.

“No master, no. Please let me cum. I’ll be a very, very good girl. Please” she begged.

“I don’t think so. I think you have spoiled yourself, getting yourself off whenever you please. I think I need to teach you some self-control.” I said sternly.

“I don’t know master. I just want to cum. Please.” She begged again.

“Not yet,” I said with a warning tone. I reached over with my hand and started rubbing her breasts, rubbing in the spots of cum that still rested there casually, as I watched the news on the television for a few minutes. She continued to writhe calmly in my lap with her eyes closed. It almost appeared that she was going to climax without touching herself, just from the wicked thoughts that were running through her mind.


Chapter 4

I had to admit to myself at this point that I was really enjoying this. I almost scared myself how much I enjoyed being in such a position of power over a lovely young woman. And the fact that she begged me to do it made it even more exciting. I was no longer “acting” the part of the powerful master. I was beginning to live it.

“If you wish, you may touch yourself, but you may not cum,” I said. As soon as I said it her hand went down and attacked her clit, taking over where I had left off. She resumed her heavy breathing and looked like she was going straight for an orgasm. I grabbed her hand and removed it and she curled up into a pouty ball on the couch.

“You were going to make yourself cum, weren’t you, you little slut?” I said forcefully.

“No master, I wasn’t. I promise I wasn’t.” She said.

“I don't believe you. You were going to finger fuck yourself until you came right here on my couch.” I said.

“Get up,” I said forcefully, and she jumped up and stood in front of me with a pouty expression. ”I think you need more punishment,” I said.

“No master please, I’ll be a good girl. Don’t spank me, master.” She begged.

“Assume the position again,” I said, and she rushed over to the back of the couch, leaned over and stood on her tip-toes, raising her ass high in the air and exposing her beautiful cunt between her legs.

I finished my drink and casually went into the kitchen to fix another one, while she stood there. She began to pout and a few tears ran down her cheek.

“Why are you crying?” I asked matter-of-factly.

“Because I need to cum master. I need to cum so bad.” She said.

“But I have not given you permission to cum yet, have I you spoiled little slut,” I said.

“No master. No, you haven’t” She replied.

“Why should I let you cum?” I asked her as I stood behind her and admired her ass.

“I’ll be a good girl, and I’ll do whatever you want. Just please, please let me cum.” She said, with a few more tears.

“But you are my slave. You will already do whatever I want. I don’t need to let you cum for that.” I said.

I moved over and reached out and gave her ass a firm smack. She leaned over on the couch and moaned a deep, guttural moan. I smacked her ass a second time and she moaned again.

“Look at yourself, you little slut. With your sweat young ass high up in the air, and your tight little twat all exposed, just begging for a cock to be rammed inside it.” I said.

“Oh God yes, please. Please give me your cock. Please, I’ll do anything.” She said.

“So you want me to fuck you now, is that it?” I asked.

“Oh yes, please fuck me. Please fuck me hard right now.” She said, seeing a ray of hope.

I undid my pants again and pulled out my cock, and walked over by her head. “Do you want this cock?” I said to her.

“Oh yes. Oh yes, I want that cock,” she said.

“Where do you want it?” I asked.

“In my tight little pussy master. Please do it now.” She said.

“Why should I give you this cock. Tell me why I shouldn’t just jerk myself off while I stare at your tight little ass.” I said back to her.

“You can’t. I’ve got to have it. Please shove it in my pussy. Please, Please, Please.” She said, with more tears.

“Well, I’m not sure you’ve earned this cock just yet, but I’m feeling generous,” I said. I stepped up behind her and placed the tip of my cock at the soaking wet entrance to her pussy and held it there. I pushed forward slightly until just the tip had disappeared inside of her, causing her to take a deep breath and bite her lip again.

“How about if I just give you a little bit of cock?” I said, continuing to tease her.

“Oh no master, give me more. Please give me more.” She said.

I withdrew my cock fully, causing her to gasp and cry out with frustration. I said “I’m not sure you can handle this whole cock. Do you think you can take it?”

“Oh yes, I can take it. I want it all. Please give it all to me.” she cried out. Instantly I grabbed her hips and forcefully buried my cock all the way inside her with one swift forceful motion. Her pussy was deliciously tight but so wet that my cock was able to penetrate her fully with ease. She leaned further into the back of the couch and cried out “Oh God. Please, can I cum now? Please please please.”

I simply said “Yes, you may cum now” and I started pounding her tight little pussy with great force from behind. She came instantly, screaming out “I’m cumming master, I’m cumming” as her tensed and shook. I did not let up but continued pounding with full force while her body rocked through a seemingly never-ending orgasm. I went at her at full speed for as long as I could manage, while she remained in a state of seemingly perpetual climax until I felt myself ready to cum.

At the last minute, I removed my cock from her pussy and shot load after load onto her back and her ass, and down the backs of her legs. She continued to pant and her body continued to shake as I unloaded on her. When I was finished, I zipped up my pants and told her to stand. She hesitated and wobbled for a minute, but managed to stand in front of me.

“Spin around a bit,” I said, and she slowly spun in circles in front of me, as I took in her luscious naked body, now covered in cum on the front and the back. The cum on her face and chest was starting to dry, but her back and ass were covered in fresh, wet cum, still oozing and dripping.

She said “Thank you for fucking me, master. And thank you for letting me cum.”

“You are welcome, my little slut. But next time, I might not be so nice. You have to learn some self-control, and you won’t learn if I keep giving you orgasms every time you beg for one.”

“I understand master. I’ll try to do better.” She said.

“Now go take a shower and clean yourself up. I want to kiss you now, and I can’t do that when you have cum all over your face, now can I?” I said.

Without a word, she headed back to the bathroom to take a shower, and I sat on the couch envisioning the pleasures that lie ahead for us both.


Chapter 5

When Ginger came out of the shower, she was radiant with her red hair still wet and draped down her bare breasts. I told her to come over and sit on my lap on the couch. She leaned over and sat naked on my lap, and I began kissing her passionately. I caressed her pussy lightly with my left hand as we made out. She let out a few soft moans and whimpers with my tongue in her mouth, and I felt she was getting close to climax again already, so I stopped.

I instructed her to lay on her belly across my lap, with her ass facing me. For the next hour, we watched television as I gently caressed her sweet ass cheeks, occasionally running my fingers between her legs give her clit a little bit of attention, causing her breathing to become ragged and enhanced.

At about midnight, I told her that we were going to bed. I stood up and picked her up into my arms and carried her into my bedroom and laid her down in my bed.

“You are going to sleep in the bed with me tonight, so I can make sure that you do not have the chance to masturbate,” I said. I went to the bathroom and prepared for bed, and got into bed next to Ginger and we went to sleep. I woke up occasionally through the night, not used to having someone else in the bed with me. I looked over at this beautiful naked young girl and wondered how I had gotten so lucky.

The next day I woke late but was still awake before Ginger. I cleaned up in the bathroom and then walked naked over to her lying asleep in the bed. I reached down and pulled her over so that her head was on the edge of the bed. She began to wake up a little bit as I maneuvered her body into position and then I shoved my rigid cock into her mouth. She quickly became fully awake, looking a bit shocked for a moment, as if she had forgotten about her situation for the weekend, but then recovered and made her mouth eagerly available for my fucking.

I pumped my waist back and forth fucking her little mouth, not holding back, trying to bring myself off as quickly and vigorously as possible inside her mouth. She reached over with her hand to grip my cock, but I removed her hand and put it back by her side. She also reached down with her other hand and began touching herself, but I removed that hand as well. I held both of her arms in my left hand as I continued to thrust in and out of her willing mouth.

When I felt that I was close, I said “I’m going to cum inside your mouth now. I want you to swallow every drop. Don’t let any escape, so you don’t make a mess.” She gave a slight nod of her head and I started to explode inside her mouth. I could feel her gasping and swallowing with each thrust that I made into her throat. I had an amazing orgasm as I watched her struggle and do her best to ensure that every drop of my cum ended up in her stomach.

When I removed my still half-hard member from her mouth, she turned her head and I could see that a little bit of my cum had escaped the corner of her mouth. She quickly wiped it off with her finger and licked it off, swallowing the last little bit.

“Come to the shower with me now. You will bathe me.” I said. She stood up and followed me and we got into the shower together. She used the soap and washcloth to wash my body as I stood there enjoying her attention. When we were done, I dried off and put clothes on while she dried off and remained naked. We walked out to the living room and I sat on the couch and instructed her to make me breakfast.

I sat at the dining room table while she shuffled and stumbled around in the kitchen, trying to find everything on her own. It was kind of cute. She eventually made me eggs and bacon and sat them on the table in front of me. I slid them aside and instructed her to sit up on the table. I pulled her to me and spread her legs and buried my face in her pussy. I licked and sucked on her soft, puffy pussy lips and then I attacked her clit with my tongue, causing her to lean her head back and begin moaning. She was gasping and moaning as I was devouring her on the dining room table until I felt that she was close to climax, and I stopped.

As soon as I stopped she curled her body up on the table and said: “Master, why are you so mean to me?”

“Today you will learn another lesson in control. You will learn that you no longer get to decide when you cum. I make that decision from now on. You no longer have the freedom to simply cum whenever you want. Your pussy belongs to me, and I will decide when it is ready to cum.”

“Yes Master,” she said with another pout.

She pouted quietly and I told her to come sit next to me while I ate. I fed her a few bites and when the meal was over I said “I want to tell you what we will be doing today. Follow me to the bedroom.” We walked together to the bedroom.

I pulled a few items of clothing from a drawer and said “At around 1:00 today, some friends of mine are coming over to watch the football game. My friends Rob and his wife Sue, and my other friend Jimmy. Now I can’t have you gallivanting around the house buck naked like the little slut that you are, so I bought you some clothes to wear. I first handed her a pair of thigh high socks, with small stripes in the color of my college football team on them, and told her to put them on.

The socks fit exactly as I had imagined, coming up to mid-thigh, leaving about 8 inches between the top of the sock and her extruding pussy lips. I then handed her a jersey in the colors of the football team, with the numbers “00” on the back, and the word “SLUT” where the player’s name would be. She looked it over and smiled and put it on. The shirt fit exactly as I had imagined. It came down to only about 3 inches below her crotch, and the bottom of her ass was plainly visible in back. I told her to spin around a bit so I could get a good look. She looked fantastic. She was fully covered except for her arms and about 5 inches of tan flesh on her thighs, between where the shirt ended and the long socks began.

“This is what you will wear while we watch the game today,” I said. “Any time our team scores, I want you to jump up and celebrate, making sure that your shirt flies up and everyone gets a good look at your tight little ass and your clean shaven pussy. I want you to make sure that there are lots of situations where my friends get to ‘accidentally’ see your bare ass and your bald pussy. Do whatever you need to to create the situation, just make sure that everyone gets a really good look while we watch the game. Do you understand?”

“Oh yes, master.” She said, quite excitedly.

“And if you do a good job, I will let you cum at the end of the game,” I said.

“Thank you, Master.” She said.

“Now take those clothes back off for now. I want you to go out on the patio and work on your tan. You need to get rid of those tan lines. Go outside and lay in the sun, and make sure that I can see you and that any of the neighbors from the building across the street can see you as well.”

Without saying a word, she walked through the living room and stood out on the patio, in plain view of the city outside. Then she moved a patio chair around, finding the best position and laid back on it. I had a perfect view of her lovely naked body as she laid out in the sun.

At about 12:30 I joined her on the patio and told her that she needed to get dressed for the game. She went and got dressed in the clothes we had discussed, and came back to sit next to me on the couch. “When the doorbell rings, you will answer it and introduce yourself to everyone as Mr. Bradley’s new slut. You will be pleasant throughout the party and will serve drinks and appetizers. Most importantly, you will NOT fuck them. No matter how much they want it, no matter how much your teasing makes them beg for it, you will not fuck them. Your pussy belongs to me, and their cocks will go nowhere near it. Do you understand?”

“Yes master, but what about Sue?” She said sweetly, surprising me just a bit.

“Yes, if Sue wants to fuck you, I suppose you could fuck her. As a matter of fact, yes. If Sue wants to fuck you, I want you to give her the fucking of a lifetime. But you will not cum unless I give you permission. Got it?” I said.

“Got it master,” She said with a smile.


Chapter 6

We turned on the pre-game show on the television and waited around a bit. Ginger sat on my lap on the couch and I casually rubbed her clit while we watched the hype before the game. Around 1:00 the doorbell rang. Ginger bounced up and looked a little bit nervous to answer the door. I had already called my friends and told them about the unusual situation at my house this weekend, so they wouldn’t freak out, but I did not tell Ginger that.

She took a deep breath and answered the door. It was Rob and Sue. Ginger gave them a big smile and said “Hi, I’m Ginger, Mr. Bradley’s filthy little slut for the weekend. Please come in.” and gestured them inside. Rob and Sue looked quite scandalized at first, but then smiled and said “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Sue, and this is Rob.” They all shook hands and I went to greet them all. They came in and sat down and I asked Ginger to bring us all beer from the fridge.

As she was getting the drinks, the doorbell rang again. Ginger ran over to answer the door again. It was Jimmy this time. Ginger said “You must be Jimmy. It’s nice to meet you. I’m Ginger, Mr. Bradley’s naughty little slut for the weekend.” She bounced and turned a little to show him the back of her shirt where the word “SLUT” was embossed.

Jimmy came in with a huge smile on his face, and another six-pack in his hands. “Nice to meet you too.” He said to her.

My friends and I went to sit in the living room where the game was about to start, as Ginger brought us all a beer. “I love your jersey Ginger,” Sue said to her. So far, the guys had done nothing but stare at her, but seemed a bit too uncomfortable to really speak.

“Thank you. Master had it made for me.” She said as she touched my knee. All of the spots on the couch were full and so was the recliner, so Ginger had nowhere to sit. She got down on her knees and then laid on her stomach on the floor, crossing her legs behind her and bending her knees. In her position on the floor, the jersey lifted to expose just the bottom of her tight ass cheeks. You couldn’t see all that much, but you could see that she was not wearing any panties.

The game started and we all got into it quite a bit. As Ginger moved around a bit on the floor, her ass became a bit more exposed. Finally, Rob got up the nerve to comment “That sure is a sweet little ass you have there, Ginger.” Sue reached over and playfully slapped him on the arm.

“Ginger looked back over us and made a bit of an embarrassed face and said, “Oh, I’m so sorry about my indecency” and then reached back and lifted the back of the shirt even higher, exposing almost her entire bare ass and giving everyone a big smile and winking at me. With her legs together, no one was able to see her sweet slit between her legs quite yet, but I knew that soon they would. If Ginger was being a good girl.

We all continued to watch the game and stare at Ginger’s bare ass for a while. She was laying on the floor with her legs covered in her long socks, bouncing around in the air, and her bare ass flexing and swaying beautifully. I saw Sue whispering comments into Rob’s ear. I didn’t know what they were saying, but it seemed to be naughty.

In the first quarter, our team didn’t score at all, which was disappointing for a number of reasons. We were losing the game, and I didn’t get to see Ginger’s celebration. But early in the second quarter, we got a touchdown. Everyone jumped up with excitement. Ginger bounced off of her knees to her feet and turned to join in the high fives with the group. The guys caught on quickly and were giving ginger very high fives, causing her to reach way up and to slap their hands, lifting her shirt high above her bare pussy, exposing it and her bare ass for all to see.

After the cheering and the high fives, Ginger’s shirt didn’t fall all the way back down, and she didn’t adjust it. She left it stuck on one hip, hanging across her torso above her naughty bits. Everyone else sat down and Ginger continued to make celebratory comments and spin and turn, giving everyone a good look, before she returned to her position lying on the floor. This time her shirt was high above her waist and she made no attempt to lower it.

In addition, this time she laid with her legs slightly parted, so we all could see the smooth slit produced by her puffy pussy lips between her legs. Her legs were not spread out blatantly, but they were separated just enough to provide a very enticing view. A few minutes later, near the end of the second quarter, our team scored a field goal. The celebration commenced again similar to the last time. This time the celebratory high fives had left Ginger with her shirt bunched up totally around her waist. Again, she resumed her position on the floor, making no attempt to cover up, and leaving her legs slightly more parted.

I saw Sue make another comment to Rob, and he chuckled again. After a few more minutes of gameplay, halftime arrived. We all went into the dining room to eat sandwiches. I decided to accelerate the intensity of our little game a bit. I said, “Sorry we don’t really have a nice centerpiece for the table guys.” Then I said, “Ginger, why don’t you hop up on the table and spread your legs for us while we eat.”

She hesitated for just a second, giving the idea some thought, and then hopped up on the table and spread her sock covered legs wide with one foot off of each side of the table, pulling up her shirt and giving us all a delicious view of her smooth, young, hairless pussy. I handed her a sandwich and we all ate. Rob and Jimmy stared and drooled at Ginger’s exposure as expected, but I noticed that Sue was staring also. We ate in silence for a couple of minutes and finally, Jimmy said. “Sorry, I just have to say this. That is the sweetest looking pussy I have ever seen. And I’ve seen my share of pussy.” Rob and Sue looked a bit shocked, but Ginger just gave a huge smile and said: “Thank you, Jimmy.”

Then Rob felt more comfortable and said “I think I’d have to agree” prompting Sue to pop him on the arm again with a chuckle. “Oh come on honey, don’t act like you don’t think that pussy looks delicious too.” Sue just blushed. She apparently was enjoying Ginger’s pussy but was not prepared to come out and say it to all of us.

Her pussy really was amazing looking. It was not one of those with lots of wrinkly folds. It was perfectly symmetrical with smooth, puffy outer lips surrounding the reddish flesh inside, and a tiny, pronounced round clit sitting like a jewel on top.

When the game was about to start back up, we moved back into the living room. The guys gave an actual moan of disappointment when Ginger stood up and lowered her shirt, and Sue laughed at them. This time I told Ginger to come sit on my lap. She sat across my lap with her legs crossed, hanging off of the couch, and her shirt lifted so her bare ass was grinding into my crotch. We sat like that through the third quarter, and then I reached down and parted her legs. She spread them apart wide for me and I started gently rubbing her clit while we watched the game. All three of our guests took notice and had trouble keeping up with the game.

After another touchdown by our team and a hearty celebration, I said “Why don’t you go ahead and take off this Jersey. My friends haven’t even seen your beautiful tits yet. Without hesitation, she reached around herself and lifted the jersey completely off. Leaving only the long socks on now, she sat back in my lap and resumed her position with her legs spread. I resumed my activity on her clit, slowly torturing her as she tried to keep her eyes open and focused on the game.

In the end, our team won and we all stood up. Jimmy said “Sorry if this is offensive, but I’ve just got to ask. I would absolutely love to fuck you. Is there any way we could make that could happen?” he said bluntly to Ginger.

She tilted her head with a sweet, understanding smile and said “Sorry Jimmy, my pussy belongs to Mr. Bradley. He said the only one of you I could fuck was Sue if she wanted to. So sorry to leave you disappointed” she said as she glanced down at the tent in his pants.

Sue looked absolutely stunned, and blushed deeply, as Rob looked over at her with a huge smile. He gave her a “well, what do you think?” look. I could tell that she was definitely interested, but she was way too shy to just start shagging my little slut right there in the living room. I jumped in and said “If you want Sue, you and Ginger can go back to my bedroom and just see how you feel. You can get to know each other a little bit and then if you want to taste her sweet juices, you are welcome to. It’s totally up to you.” I said.

She was definitely considering it. Rob was egging her on, and she eventually said “OK, I wouldn’t mind spending some alone time with her. We’ll go back to the bedroom and see where things go from there.”

Rob and Jimmy cheered and she said “BUT, none of you guys are allowed back there. Is that OK with you John?” she asked.

I said “That’s just fine Sue, though I would enjoy it if you would leave the door open so us horny guys could at least listen. Oh and, please try not to let her cum. I’m teaching her a lesson about control today.”

“That’s fine, I doubt we’ll really end up doing anything anyway,” she said. Then with a devious grin, she said: “But no peeking by you perverts.” And pointed at all of us.

With that Ginger, still standing among us wearing only her socks, took Sue’s hand and walked her back to the bedroom saying “See you later master” on the way. The guys and I went to the fridge and grabbed another beer. Jimmy said “Your wife sleeps with women. That’s so fucking hot.”

Rob said “No, she never has before. Ginger is so fucking hot that I think she just can’t help herself.” We were all pretty amazed and very turned on by the prospects of what might be going on in the bedroom. There were no sounds to be heard. We assumed they were just talking and getting to know each other.

Jimmy said “So how in the hell did you end up with this fucking hot young thing as your little sex slave? Did you rub a lamp and make a wish or something?”

“No, I was simply nice to the right girl I guess. Certain girls need certain things, and Ginger just needs a strong man to boss her around.” I explained.

“Fucking lucky bastard,” Rob said.

The all of the sudden, we heard a high pitched “ahhh” sound come from the bedroom. Rob said ‘OH my God, she’s actually fucking her. God, I wish we could go back there and see this.” Another lower growl and moan came from the back room.

We sat down on the couch, listening silently. Soon the pleasurable moaning sounds became faster and louder until Sue was basically screaming at the top of her lungs. Below Sue’s loud noises we could also hear Ginger let out a few high pitched squeaks and squeals.

Jimmy said “Oh fuck, it’s both of them, they must be in a 69 or something. Oh, fuck that’s so hot.”

I listened carefully, wondering if Ginger was going to climax. It sounded like she was definitely enjoying herself, but it sounded like she was working on Sue so hard that Sue couldn’t do anything other than moan and scream. Finally, we heard a loud “oooooh godddd” by Sue and then “I’m going to cum. Oh god. I’m cumming.”

We listened as Sue moaned and groaned and breathed heavily through her climax, and then the room went silent. The guys were awestruck. They were no longer celebrating, but just sitting on the couch with their mouths open in awe.

After about 10 minutes, Sue and Ginger walked back into the room. Sue’s clothes were in a bit of disarray, and she looked exhausted. She walked over and sat down next to Rob on the couch and said: “Oh god, why can’t you learn to do that like that?” We all laughed a little bit, and Sue blushed again.

Ginger came back into the room, still wearing her socks, though they were pushed down and bunched up below her knees now, and there were visible juices running down one leg from her pussy. She stood in front of me and said “I’ve been a very good girl master. Will, you fuck me and allow me to cum now?”

I said “You have been a very good little slut today. And yes, I am going to fuck you now. And yes you may cum.” I said. I stood up and picked her up and carried her over to the dining room table. Our guests sat still, not knowing what to do now.

I said, “You all are welcome to stay and watch if you would like.” Immediately all three of them stood up and gathered around us at the dining room table. I turned Ginger so her ass was facing me and I lifted one of her legs up on the table. I said “Good. Now stand there for a minute and let us all get a good look at your sopping wet pussy.” She did as she was told and we all stood there for a moment just admiring her, and her pussy.

Then I unzipped my pants and pulled my raging hard cock out, causing Sue to give out a small gasp. I placed my cock quickly at the entry into Ginger’s pussy and she instantly closed her eyes and arched her head back.

I said “Is this what you’ve been wanting you little slut. You want my cock?”

“Oh yes master, please give me your cock, please.” She said.

That seemed to be the last straw for Jimmy and he unzipped his pants and pulled out his much smaller cock and started stroking it right at the table. I saw Rob look over at Sue and she gave him a “go ahead” nod, and he too pulled out his cock and started stroking.

“Are you sure you want this cock, you little slut?” I asked, with the tip of my dick still resting at her entry.

“Oh god yes master. I want your cock master, more than anything in the world.” She cried, with a few tears of exasperation starting to slip down her cheek.

Again, with one forceful motion, I slid my cock all the way inside her sopping wet cunt. I instantly started pounding her forcefully, shaking the entire dining room table. She slipped around with one knee up on the table, trying to find the best place to grip. She grabbed the opposite edge of the table, which gave me more leverage and she started to moan and squeal.

Sue had now reached down and was stroking Rob’s cock for him, and Jimmy was going to town on himself. I pounded away at Ginger for a few minutes and noticed that, probably out of sympathy, Sue had also begun to stroke Jimmy’s cock for him. I said “Feel free to cum on the table if you need to guys. I’ll have my little slut clean it up later.”

Another minute or so of my pounding was all that Ginger could take, and she was screaming at the top of her lungs “Oooohhh, I’m cumming, I’m cumming.” That was enough to put Rob and Jimmy over the edge, and Sue jacked both of them off, squirting their cum all over the dining room table in front of them.

I continued going at Ginger as hard as I could from behind. She surprised me by leaning back and turning slightly and kissing me passionately. The kiss put me over the edge and I instantly started shooting one load after another into her tight little cunt. We both moaned and breathed heavily as we continued to kiss fiercely while I deposited my seed inside of her. When it was over, I removed my cock from her pussy and a mix of her juices and mine dripped down to the floor. I zipped myself up and caught my breath. Rob and Jimmy had pulled out two of the chairs and sat down, exhausted, but Sue simply stood there completely transfixed by what she had seen.

I said “Well, that was a fun game day. We’ll have to do it again next week.” And everyone got the hint and started gathering their things to leave. Jimmy walked out first, and then Rob and Sue. Just as Sue was passing through the door, she came back in and gave Ginger a huge, passionate, long kiss, and reached down between her legs, getting her fingers wet with our combined juices. She broke off the kiss and said “Thanks, you guys” with a dreamy smile, and they left.

I turned to Ginger and said, “I’m going to need you to clean up the mess on the table there and then we will get you dressed for dinner.” Ginger walked over to the table where I had just fucked her, and where Jimmy Rob has just jacked off and began licking the cum off of the table and swallowing it. That wasn’t necessarily what I meant, but it was very exciting to watch.

She licked the table clean and then came over to stand in front of me with a tiny smile on her face. I told her to go take a shower and do her hair and makeup very nicely because we were going out for a fancy dinner. While she was in the shower, I unpacked the outfit I had purchased on Friday for her to wear to dinner.


Chapter 7

She finished her shower and did her hair and makeup as requested, and she looked stunning. She truly was one of the most beautiful girls I have ever laid eyes on.

I told her that I had made special arrangements for dinner for the evening. I was taking her to my favorite restaurant, a small Italian place, and I had booked the entire place for the night. Then I handed her what I had purchased for her to wear for the evening.

The outfit consisted of a gorgeous pair of very-high-heeled, shiny black shoes, lacy black thigh-high stockings, and a small vest that would not cover her breasts, but would lift and hold them in plain view.

She put the clothes on without a word, and she looked unbelievable. The black stockings stopped just at the top of her thighs and made her exposed pussy seem almost more pronounced, its pink a sharp contrast to the black of the stockings and the shoes.

The vest was tiny, with just a few small strings holding it in place in front. It sat as expected, just below her breasts, lifting them slightly and making them even more obscenely visible, screaming for the eye's attention.

It took all of my own self-control not to fuck her right there on the spot, messing up her makeup and hair, and wrinkling the clothes before we left. Instead, I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock and said “I want you to just stand there. I’m going to stare at your brazen, slutty body and jerk off.”

She stood stone still and smiled. As I stroked my cock, she watched me. She looked as if she was starving, and my cock was the meal that she wanted so badly. She liked her lips and tilted her head from side to side and I stroked myself until I shot my hot cum onto the floor between us.

I buttoned myself back up, and reached into my pocket, pulling out the final touch for Ginger’s evening attire. A small black pair of handcuffs. I told her to turn around, and I put them on her.

She was completely obedient, and never questioned the dress, or the handcuffs. I finished getting myself ready, as she stood there waiting, and then I walked her to the door.

I said “A limousine is waiting for us at the back entrance to the building. We will ride to the restaurant, and go inside, where there will be no other guests. The entire staff of the restaurant will be there to serve us and only us. You will not make any attempt to cover yourself in any way. Do you understand?”

She quickly and obediently said, “Yes, Master.”

I opened the door and we took the elevator to the first floor and exited out the back of the building without running into anyone. Once outside, the limousine drive gave her good long look. It would have been impossible not to. She looked like the total embodiment of pure, raw sex. Her head was held high, her hands were bound behind her, and she walked straight to the limousine door, looked the driver in the eye, and waited for him to open the door.

He recovered his senses after just a moment and opened the door for her, and she managed to sit gracefully, even in her bound position. I sat next to her and the driver closed the door. The front window was closed, and we were entirely alone in the back.

I felt the car start moving and decided to resume teasing Ginger, furthering her lesson on self-control. I instructed her to spread her legs wide, and she did. I looked into her eyes and slid my hand down between her legs. I said “Look into my eyes. Do not close your eyes while I fuck you with my hand.”

I was not tender this time and quickly shoved 3 fingers deeply inside of her, up to the knuckle. She bucked and her face lit up in surprise. I moved with great speed, finding her g-spot, causing her to buck and slide from side to side in her seat. She was moaning, almost howling at the fierce, forceful finger fucking, and then suddenly, I stopped.

She was struggling to keep her eyes open and to maintain eye contact with me. I changed my tactics and began gently teasing her clit. It was driving her mad, it was easy to see. Her juices were flowing, and she was already on the verge.

I teased just a little more, and then removed my hand, just as we arrived. Normally a limousine driver would open a lady’s door first, but this one had been instructed otherwise. He opened my door, and I exited, leaving Ginger alone in the limo for a few minutes.

I met the owner of the restaurant at the door and shook his hand. We had discussed the situation for tonight beforehand, making a place, and he was totally on board. He had even volunteered to serve as our waiter for the evening.

He opened the doors to the restaurant and stood by waiting as I opened Ginger’s door. There were a few people milling about on the street, and a number of people waiting in line at a club just down the block. People were going to see her, there was no doubt.

I held her door open and extended my hand. She took it, and with a slight breath, stepped out. I turned and she took my arm. She looked tense and nervous about her exposure but was trying to be brave and not let it show. I stood there unmoving for just a moment, letting her bask in the exposed feelings, and then walked her inside.

The owner greeted us kindly, not staring or appearing shocked in the slightest at Ginger’s state. He walked us to our table, in the back of the empty restaurant, and showed us to our seats. I watched as my stunning slut, with her tits wonderfully exposed, and a fair amount of her own juices running down her thigh, took her seat at the table.

It was a bit difficult for her to get comfortable with the handcuffs holding her arms behind her back, but she seemed to find a position that worked. A young man who looked to be 19 or 20 years old, who could well have been one of her classmates in college, rushed over to pour water into the sparkling glasses on the table. He was obviously trying not to stare at Ginger but was finding it impossible, which I understood completely.

An attractive female waiter came over and offered me some wine. She too looked like she may be a college student as well, and I wondered if Ginger knew either of these two or had ever had contact with them. Ginger was too young for wine, and the girl asked what she would like to drink, to which she simply responded: “The water is fine.”

Ginger looked as if she had not made up her mind about her situation yet. She was obviously embarrassed, humiliated, and turned on, but she looked as if she couldn’t quite decide which emotion was more powerful. But then, as if fully accepting her fate and resigning to simply enjoy it, a huge smile came across her face.

The owner of the restaurant took our orders and scurried off to see the meals prepared. When the food came, I had a wonderful time feeding Ginger, bite after bite, teasing her mouth with the food in the same way I had been teasing her pussy for days.

I told her that she was free to speak freely, and the mood actually grew quite light. We joked and laughed and had a dinner together that was actually far more normal than you might expect, with a naked and bound girl.

When the meal and the dessert were over, the kitchen staff came out of the kitchen to get a good look at Ginger. Who could blame them?

By the wall of the restaurant stood five people, the young man who gave us water, the young woman who had poured the wine, the owner, and two rugged looking, dirty older men who were obviously the cooks.

I looked into Ginger’s eyes once more and said: “I want you to know, you have been a very good slut today.”

“Thank you master,” she said, in a quiet, raspy voice.

I said, “So I’m going to give you a reward.”

I paused and said, “Now, do you see those people over there, the ones that run this restaurant?”

She looked over at them and said “Yes.”

I said, “All five of those people are going to fuck you now, right here on this table.”


Chapter 8

I heard her gasp, a sharp intake of breath that she couldn’t control.

I said, “They are going to fuck your pretty little mouth, and your gushing wet pussy, and you are allowed to cum as much and as hard and as loud as you want.”

She breathed in again, looking nervous, and excited.

“And when they are all done, and they have all cum all over your slutty little body, then I’m going to fuck your ass.”

She breathed in again and looked back at me, obvious excitement in her eyes, and building between her legs. There was nothing more dominant and more assertive than fucking a woman in the ass, and I was fully prepared to enforce my dominance on this night.

Before she could really prepare herself mentally in any way, I gave a small wave. The five people sort of looked at each other, and then the two rough, dirty men from the kitchen started walking in our direction. They had all been instructed what to do.

They were to fuck her, rough and hard, and not treat her with any kindness as they did. She was an object for them to use to get off for the evening, and they could user her mouth or her pussy, but her ass was mine.

The first man, an overweight man with a scraggly beard who looked to be about 50 years old, stepped up to her and lifted her roughly from her chair. She was light and he was able to easily press her into the position he desired, bent over the table. With her hands still bound behind her back, her body slapped down onto the table with great force.

He shoved a beefy hand between her legs, and then put it o his lips, tasting her juices and smiling. Then he very unceremoniously tugged at the front of his pants and pulled out a very hard, but surprisingly small cock, for the size of the man. Without any further preparation, he shoved into Ginger from behind, and she moaned.

It was an amazing sight. This smelly, unkempt man was fucking her with his small dick, and she appeared to be in heaven. Not because he was doing a particularly good job or because he was really making her feel that good, but because of the situation.

This unattractive man was using her to get off, using her pussy to make his cock feel good. Using her because I owned her and I said it was ok. And that made her very, very happy.

The second cook made his way around the table, pulled his larger cock out, and without hesitation, pulled her face over and pressed it into her mouth. The man behind her was fucking her as hard as he could and it seemed that the second cock in her mouth was all that she needed to push her cum-slut fantasy over the edge.

She came with how and a scream. Though they were muffled by the cock in her mouth, they were quite easy to understand. She came fiercely on the man’s cock, for one, two, three straight minutes until he could take no more. He pulled out or her pussy, dripping her juices to the floor as he pumped his cock a few times and shot loads of white cum onto her back and her ass, and her arms and hands which were bound there.

She acted as if she hardly noticed, as she worked to suck the cock in her mouth exuberantly. She moved her head back and forth rapidly as the other man’s cum splashed onto her, and just a few seconds later, she was receiving the second load of cum, in her mouth and her throat.

Neither man had lasted long at all, but they had served their purpose. To make her feel used and dirty and wonderful. As they stepped back, the owner of the restaurant approached. He leaned down and stood her up and turned her to face him.

He began caressing her breasts, teasing her nipples and exploring her body. He was obviously overwhelmed by her beauty, and by his fortune, being given the opportunity to sample it. He leaned down and sucked one nipple into his mouth, and bit down hard.

She gasped at the pain and threw her head back in shock for a moment. The man did not flinch and switched to her other breast, giving it the same brutal bite. Turning his attention away from her breasts he looked up to look into her eyes. He reached down and freed his cock from pants. He lifted one of her legs high into the air, and pressed into her, fucking her in a standing position against the table.

She leaned her head back and he continued to attack her nipples with his mouth as he fucked her. She bucked from the fucking, and from the biting, and it all seemed to overwhelm her once more. I watched as another powerful orgasm worked its way through her body, seeming to start at her feet, and pass through to her leaned back head.

She shouted freely this time, with no cock in her mouth, “Oh fuck. Oh, Fuck me. I’m cumming. I’m cumming. Just don’t stop fucking me.”

But he did. He was unable to last very long, and within minutes was expelling his load of semen up into her eager, swollen pussy. When he was done, without any concern for her feelings, he pulled out from her and let her leg hit the floor. A trail of juices, both his and hers ran down her inner thigh, and she collapsed back onto the table. 

I slowly stepped over to her and looked down. I said “You are being a very, very good girl. Just two more people to fuck, before I take your ass.”

She seemed to be in some sort of sexual haze at this point and cooed at my words. She turned her head to the side, looking at the young man and the young woman still standing against the wall. She pulled her arms out from behind her where they were bound, and made a “come here” motion.

Both stepped in her direction at the same time. The young man stepped to her first, lifting both of her legs into the air and placing them on his shoulders. He unzipped his pants and freed a nice, sizable cock, and pressed it to her entrance.

She spoke to him saying “Don’t be gentle. Please don’t be gentle.”

And he wasn’t. He used the leverage of her legs on his shoulders to pull her to him brutally, and pushed her away again, causing her to moan and howl. He started repeating this forceful motion over and over until he was fucking her for all he was worth.

Through gasps and moans, Ginger turned to look at the young woman. The woman slipped her hands beneath the waistband of her pants and slipped her pants and panties to the floor in one fluid motion. Then, without hesitation, she climbed onto the table and straddled Ginger’s face.

The girl made a stressed, anxious face as she ground her pussy down onto Ginger’s mouth. Ginger attacked the pussy in front of her with wild abandon, licking and sucking and tonguing it with amazing enthusiasm.

The girl bucked a little at Ginger’s expert movements, and leaned her head back and closed her eyes. Just then the young man fucking her with all of his might, pulled his cock out of her and shot his white hot semen, first up and onto the bare ass of the young woman on top of Ginger, and then down onto Ginger’s bare breasts, her vets, and her pelvis. He shouted and growled as he released, and when he was done, he zipped up and exited without a word.

Ginger was left with only the pussy in her mouth to attend to. I could see her moving her arms about, wishing she could use them to grip this girl’s ass and guide into the position she wanted. But she was not in control. Instead, she was forced to merely provide her tongue and mouth for this woman to use as she wanted on her eager pussy.

Ginger was working on her hard, and it paid off quickly, with the young woman climaxing in place, spread wide across Ginger’s face. She collapsed backward onto the table, and then rolled off onto wobbly legs, grabbing her pants and retreating slowly out the back of the building.

Everyone else was gone. Ginger sat up. She looked unbelievable. She had the juices of the young woman’s pussy running down her face, mixed with a few globs of cum she was unable to swallow from the cook. She had cum on her ass, on her tits, and a massive mix of sexual juices running down her leg.

Before I could say a word, she smiled at me and turned. She leaned over the table and lifted her ass high in the air, a gift for her master.

I stepped up to her, ready to take her ass with as much dominant force as I could muster. I freed my cock, which had been rock hard for hours, and placed it at the entrance to her pussy. I slid it around and around, soaking the head in her juices and she purred like a kitten.

I then adjusted my position slightly and placed the head at the entrance to her asshole. She took in a slight breath and looked back at me with eager, waiting eyes. I didn’t know if she had ever been fucked in the ass before, but I could guarantee she had not been fucked in the ass the way I was about to fuck her.

I pressed in ever so slightly, forcing her hole open, and forcing another moan from her lips, and then I gave it all to her. I gripped her hips with my hands and pulled them to me hard, forcing every inch of my steel-hard cock into her ass with great speed and force. She bucked and leaned back into me and nearly rolled over onto her side, but managed to hold her position.

She let out a cry of pain, but almost instantly the cry of pain turned into a lower moan of pleasure. I didn’t give her too much time to revel in the feeling, as I quickly withdrew so that the tip of my cock rested just barely still inside her ass.

And then I did it again, and again and again, ramming, pounding and fucking her ass with all of my might. I gave her what she asked for. I granted her favor. I used her, controlled her, dominated her. A few moments into the raw, vicious ass fucking, her pants and screams into a great wail of climax. She shook and vibrated and came and came and came and I never let up.

I continued my forceful assault on her ass until I felt my own orgasm start to build, deep down inside me. I let the raw power of what I was doing to this willing young girl create a strong swell of orgasm in my stomach, ready to explode.

But then, something very strange happened. She leaned down onto the table and started to say “Hopscotch.” It was the most bizarre word, and with each of my forceful thrusts she would say “Hopscotch, hopscotch, hopscotch.”

I suddenly remembered this was the safe word. It was too much for her. I was hurting her. Overwhelming her. I stopped, just at the very precipice of my own orgasm, I stopped and quickly pulled out. She let out a gasp and crumbled to the table.

I turned closer to her to ask her if she was ok, and what was wrong, but her eyes were closed and her face was tense. I reached back and released the handcuffs binding her hands and again tried to get a response from her about what had gone wrong.

Suddenly, she opened her eyes and smiled. She stood up easily and took my cock into her hand and gently stroked it. With a wicked, cruel smile she said “Nothing’s wrong at all. I just thought you should know what it feels like to be so viciously teased, and denied.”

I stood there absolutely dumbstruck. She stepped up to me once more, leaned into my ear and whispered: “See you next weekend, master.” And she walked out the door and into the limousine, driving off and leaving me standing their aching, longing, and alone.
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