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I woke up confused and frazzled, with a
hangover. I groaned and and rolled over, which reminded me that I
ached in a number of places. It did take the pressure off my face,
though, so I could breath better. It also made my breasts throb
less, since I wasn't laying on them.

I never sleep on my stomach. So I figured I
must have been really drunk last night when I fell into bed. This
morning, make that. It had been kind of late. I went out to a club,
and I'd done some crazy dancing.

I sat up and stretched. I was naked. I wasn't
sure why I was naked. I didn't usually sleep naked either. Then I
noticed that I wasn't in my bedroom – or any room I recognized. I
stared around me in confusion, trying to sift through the foggy
memories of what the hell I'd been up to last night.

I remembered a guy, then. He was tall and
broad shouldered, and good looking. He'd had a nice car. A sports
car? It was black and I remembered us racing through the streets. I
had been really cocky, feeling my sexual power, as they say.

He was... eager to please, eager to show off.
Looking for approval? Trying to impress me. He wanted to fuck me,
obviously, but then they all do. I had been acting the cock-tease,
showing off, letting him get glimpses, letting him touch me but
only a bit, enjoying stretching out his torment and
uncertainty.

I mean, I had known I was going to fuck him
almost from the start. That didn't mean he wasn't going to work for
it! Hey, you don't value what you get easily, right? I might have
overplayed it a little, now that my memories were returning. He had
gotten a bit sulky and resentful and I'd had to make it up to him
and reassure him.

God, men were such.. babies, sometimes.
Still, it was handy being able to make them do pretty much whatever
I wanted. Like, I sure hadn't paid for any of my own drinks! That
isn't something you need to do when you look like me.

Does that sound arrogant? Like I'm a bitch?
It's just the truth. I didn't invent the rules. I don't control
what society thinks. Hate the game, not the player.

So I remembered coming back to some big house
and... I thought we were swimming or something? Like in a pool. And
where the fuck were my clothes at? Not that I'd been wearing much,
not going out clubbing. But I didn't even see my thong around
anywhere.

This was a large bedroom, like really large,
and comfortable. So the guy had money, in addition to a sports car.
That's always nice. It means they can buy me stuff.

I looked around for something to cover myself
with. I'm not exactly shy but I don't usually prance around in my
birthday suit. My breasts don't like it, for one thing. They're not
small, and while I put a ton of effort into exercises to keep them
as firm as possible I'm 37-24-35, and the girls need support or
they move around.

I'm actually quite proud of the fact they
don't sag or anything. I know that I'm fighting a losing battle
there, but since I'm only nineteen I'm winning so far. My breasts
not only don't sag but they are actually a bit perky in that they
are a little upturned.

The bedroom had an attached bathroom – a huge
bathroom I just gaped at for a few long seconds, feeling a rush of
envy. It had a long granite counter a huge glass enclosed shower,
and a giant soaker tub with water jets.

And I had bite marks on my neck and breasts.
Especially around the nipples. Geeze. Had I dated a vampire?

I heard a noise outside and gasped, snatching
a towel off the towel rack and spinning around with it clutched
against me as a man appeared!

I gaped at him for long seconds, completely
frozen. I mean, he did kind of look like my memory of the guy I'd
gone racing around with. He was big, broad shouldered, with a big
chest. I mean, he looked strong as a bull – stronger than I
remembered, in fact.

The face was similar but... holy fuck he was
old! I mean he was like twice my age! Had I really gone home with
an old guy like him!? What the fuuuck!?

He wasn't looking too charmed to see me,
either. I had woken up with guys before and they were always pretty
cocky and pleased. This guy glowered at me, and he had a good
glower! He looked like the kind of guy you did not want to piss
off.

He also looked like a guy who'd be freaking
scary in bed!

“And you are?” he demanded.

I just gaped at him, feeling my face hot.

“Uh... sorry?”

“You're apologizing?”

“Uh... no. I mean, why would I apologize?” I
asked carefully.

This was NOT the sort of guy you acted snotty
to!

“What's your name?” he asked.

Shit. Had he been drunk too?

“You do have a name? I suppose I could make
one up for you if not.”

“Of course I have a name!” I said. “My name
is Shawn!”

“Well, Shawn, I presume you got in late last
night with my nephew?”

Oh thank God! It hadn't been him! Whoa! That
was a relief! On the other hand... I was holding a too-small towel
and was otherwise completely naked in front of a complete
stranger!

“I uh... yeah!” I gulped.

“And I can also then assume it was the two of
you who threw the chaise loungers into the pool?”

“Uh...?”

I had a very vague recollection of doing
something like that.

“And that it's your underwear and clothes
floating in the pool with them?”

“Uhm... yeah, sorry,” I gulped. “Uh, is he
uh, around?”

“He and his hangover are on the way to the
airport. He forgot to mention he'd left me a present in his room.
Then again, in the condition he was in he might not have
noticed.”

“Uh...”

“By the way, are you aware the mirror is
behind you?” he asked.

I stared at him in confusion. What the fu – ?
Then I realized I was just clutching the towel lengthwise in front
of me to hide as much as I could, which meant I was naked from
behind.

I flushed.

“Well, don't look!” I snapped.

He snorted. “I'll look anywhere I want,
little girl. And it's a nice ass to look at.”

I blushed a little more, but on the other
hand, some part of me was pleased too. I mean, sure he was an old
guy but he was a pretty attractive one, too. Still, I kind of
backed away and sort of turned to hide my backside.

Then I kind of tried to wrap the towel around
myself without showing him anything. He just stood there with his
big arms folded across his chest giving me this ironic sort of
look. That made me feel... goofy and silly and immature, which
annoyed me.

“If you were polite you'd back out and close
the door,” I said.

“I guess I'm not polite then,” he said
unapologetically. “What do I need to do to get your pretty ass out
of my house?”

“Uh... well, I need my clothes.”

“They're in the swimming pool.”

“I uh...I guess I'll get them then.”

“Well I'm not doing it.”

He did back out then and with no other option
I moved forward and past him. I had succeeded in wrapping the towel
around myself, but it didn't cover nearly as much as it had when
I'd held it lengthwise. I was trying to cover as much of my breasts
as I could without showing anything down below, and it was a
careful balancing act.

Speaking of balancing acts... I fell on the
stairs.

I didn't fall far. I missed a step because I
was concentrating so hard on the towel and the stairs were
unfamiliar, and I went flying – almost. I had to grab at the
railing, and thank God I caught it! They were long, hard stairs!
But grabbing it meant I only spun around and then sat on my ass
kinda.

And the towel pulled free and left me
completely naked.

I yelped and quickly stood up, grabbing it
and pulling it around myself again, my face really hot this time.
He just stopped where he was a couple of steps above me, watching.
He wasn't leering. I had to hand him that, and he didn't laugh. But
he wasn't looking away or asking if I was okay either.

And he looked like he had enjoyed what he'd
seen!

A part of me felt a sense of satisfaction at
that. It was like a sort of... “Yeah, see what I look like!? Maybe
you should treat me better, huh!?” sort of thought.

He didn't seem to change his attitude,
though, which was kind of an impatient indifference.

I carefully descended the rest of the long,
winding staircase and found myself in a big front hall.

“Turn to your right and go straight,” he said
as he followed me down.

I nodded and strode forward, thinking of what
I was going to say to his shitty nephew the next time I saw him! If
I ever saw him again!

I walked down a marble hall and through a
doorway into a big open area that had a humongous kitchen on the
left and then a dining room on the right. It was a big dining room,
too. This house was BIG!

I tried to open the glass door but didn't see
a lever. Then the door... and the wall... slid aside and opened up
the back yard. I blinked and then walked out into a huge back yard
with a gorgeous pool. It was all surrounded by a wall of perfectly
manicured green hedges fourteen feet high.

And in the pool were several chaise loungers
and an umbrella, with my clothes, including my thong, floating
around them.

Fuck!

“Uh... do you have like...a net or... a uh..
some kind of... uh... pole or – ?”

“Do I look like the pool man?”

“Well how the fuck am I supposed to get my
stuff?” I demanded, frustrated.

A second after that I was flying backwards
into the pool.

The towel came off as I landed, of course,
and I gasped and sputtered and tried to pull it under the water
with me and use it to cover myself with again. I glared up at
him.

He was standing there looking faintly amused
now. Bastard!

“You bastard!”

“Watch your foul mouth, little girl, or
someone will take a paddle to your pretty rear end.”

“Yeah?! You'd like that, wouldn't you!?” I
yelled.

He still looked slightly amused. “Maybe,” he
said.

I abandoned the towel, and swam back to grab
at my top and then my skirt.

“Get the chairs while you're in there.”

“You get the fucking chairs!” I called over
my shoulder.

“That's not very polite,” he said.

I threw my fist up and pumped a finger in his
direction as I snatched my thong and then swam a bit further and
pulled my bra off the arm of one of the chairs.

I swam back to the side of the pool.

“Where are my fucking shoes?”

“I think those are them at the bottom of the
pool,” he said. “The fuck-me shoes?”

I glared and slapped my soaking wet clothes
down on the edge of the pool, then swam away, trying to hide my
breasts with my arm as much as I could. I dove down to the bottom
and grabbed one shoe, then rose, threw it to shore, and then swam a
little further, dove down, and got my other shoe.

Okay, they had five inch stiletto heels, but
calling them fuck-me shoes was just rude!

And disrespectful! It was like he was as much
as saying he thought I was a slut!

Which... I kind of understood on an
intellectual level. On an emotional level, though, I was resentful.
I was used to guys doing their best to please and impress me, for
one thing, not casually insulting me as if I wasn't important!

I mean he'd seen my body! Guys who caught
even a glimpse of my body were usually drooling at it and desperate
to make me happy!

Now I had to figure out how to get out of his
fucking pool without giving him another show!

I reached the edge, glaring up at him, and
pulled the towel against myself, then kind of heaved myself up,
using one arm to pull while the other was clasping the wet towel
against my front. Then I kind of twisted to get my left butt cheek
onto the edge and sit there.

I gathered in my things, which were as
soaking wet as the towel, of course, and then pondered what to do
next.

“Where's your dryer?”

“In my house.”

I rolled my eyes up at him in irritation.

“Honey, is there something which makes you
think I'm under some sort of obligation to you?”

“You could at least try be nice!”

“Nice is not my usual thing. Just like polite
doesn't seem to be yours.”

“Bite me.”

“Sure. Where? On your breasts? It looks like
my nephew already got there.”

I blushed hotly and glared at him.

“You really are a bastard!”

“My parents were married well before I was
born.”

“Oh ha ha. Is that an old people joke?”

“Well, it's been a slice, honey. But now that
you've got your clothes, the gate is that way,” he said,
pointing.

“Hey, wait a minute!” I cried.

He was already walking back towards the
house. I scrambled to my feet, still trying to clutch the towel in
front of me.

“I can't go home in soaking wet clothes!”

“It's warm. They'll dry.”

“Come on!” I exclaimed towards his retreating
back. “Please!?”

He stopped and half turned. “Ah, so you do
know some manners. You just don't choose to use them unless you
want something.”

“I... you... well, you haven't exactly been
nice either!”

“I don't have any reason to. I'm not happy at
finding my moron nephew left his blonde of the day in my house
naked.”

Blonde of the day? Wtf!?

“Can I use your dryer, please?” I demanded
between clenched teeth.

“Dryers use electricity. What do I get out of
it?”

I looked at him warily. “What do you...
want?” I asked.

He smiled broadly this time. “Not what you
think, honey. You couldn't handle me anyway.”

I opened my mouth in surprise.

“Get the damn chairs out of the pool.”

He turned and went back to the house and I
glared after him.

Couldn't handle him?! Ha! He couldn't handle
ME! Probably have a stroke or a heart attack or something!

I threw my wet things down, then sat down
(carefully) and wrung the water out of them before putting them
further back. I looked at my shoes helplessly. They were not
expensive. They were like, faux leather, and sitting in the pool
overnight had not gone well. The 'leather' was already peeling
apart.

Fuck!

I looked back at the house. He had
disappeared. I took the towel off, then slipped into the pool. I
swam over to where the first chair was. It was not cheap plastic,
unfortunately, which means it had sunk. I dove down and grabbed an
arm, then turned and kicked up towards the surface.

I had to give up and let it go, surfacing
with a gasp. Shit!

Now what?

I climbed out of the pool, wrung out the
towel, wrapped it around me, and then got my clothes and marched
across the yard to the house.

The door was locked! Fuuuck!

I slapped at the window, then went along the
windows peering in until I saw him in the kitchen. I slapped at the
windows until he turned and gave me that pitying look. Then he came
over and opened the window.

“I can't get it out. It's too heavy!” I
said.

“Too heavy?”

“I can't get it up to the surface!”

“So pull it to the shallow end and get it out
there.”

Fuck! I'm such an idiot!

“That's a lot of work!”

He gave me that look again and I barely
restrained myself from giving him the finger.

I threw down my clothes and shoes and marched
back to the pool, then sat down, pulled off the towel, slipped in,
swam over to the chair, dove down, and began to pull it along the
bottom of the pool towards the shallow end. I had to surface a
couple of times, but I got it up into the shallow end, then was
able to drag it along to the end of the pool.

And I still couldn't get it out. I could lift
it up as long as it was in the water. But once I tried to lift it
out of the water the fucking thing was waaaay heavier!

I'm in pretty good shape, but lifting that
sucker was beyond me. It was made of heavy metal and leather, or
something like leather anyway.

I sighed and climbed out of the pool naked,
walked around and got the towel, wrapped it around myself and went
back to the house. I was wondering why I even bothered covering up
given he'd already seen everything I had and didn't seem to be that
impressed.

I slapped on the window till he came to it
and opened it.

“I still can't lift it out! It's too
heavy!”

He rolled his eyes and I gave him the finger.
He came around to a door and shoved it open, coming out quickly and
I backpedaled, gasped, caught my heel on the grass and fell down –
losing much of the towel again.

Fuck.

I sat up, rearranging it and then got to my
feet while he looked at me blandly.

“All right, little girl, let's go see,” he
said.

Yeah, like you haven't already seen more than
enough, I thought in irritation.

Don't get me wrong here. I wasn't looking for
him to get all hot and horny for me. But he could at least act
like... you know, like I was a hot chick. Maybe he was gay? He sure
didn't look gay.

We got to the shallow end and I kind of
gestured.

“Well, get in and lift it and I'll grab
it.”

I looked at him and then at the pool
uncertainly. Could I do much with the towel wrapped around me? This
was the shallow end. The water only came up to my hips.

I slipped carefully into the pool, holding
the wet towel around me, then grabbed an arm of the chair and
pulled. It was... hard with just one hand! I carefully eased my
other hand around and used that too, and pulled the chair up above
the surface.

He... what the fuck was his name anyway? He
squatted down, reached out a long, thick arm, and grabbed the chair
from me, pulling it forward. And then my towel slipped off.

I squealed and let go of the chair, slapping
my arms over my chest, but he hauled it easily up out of the
water.

Very easily.

This was guy was fucking strong.

“Get the other one, Lady Godiva.”

I glared at him, then walked backward as the
water rose up over my waist before turning around and then walking
into deeper and deeper water. I dove forward and swam to the deep
end, then stopped, dove down and grabbed the other chair.

I was feeling resentful. He was so big and
strong he could get these out easy!

I was also feeling a kind of strange...
almost... electrical sensation rising along my skin. I had never
shown so much of my body to a guy before except during sex. I had
sure never shown so much to a strange man! It felt very... weird!
Especially since he was, despite his age, a big, powerful looking
guy. Not only that but he had a degree of confidence and
self-assurance that was a real... well... it was attractive,
okay?

I had never really considered guys his age
as... guys, if you know what I mean. Yeah, they were men, but not
dating prospects! Not even close! None of them had ever made me the
least bit... turned on, anyway. But I was getting turned on! Being
naked around this man like I was, having him see me repeatedly, it
was doing weird shit to my head!

I didn't feel at all unsafe or anything,
because he didn't look like he gave a shit that I was naked – and
super hot. Which was also irritating me.

I have a lot invested in being super hot!
It's who I am! What the fuck else did I have going for me!? No
money, no education, and a shit job without much room for
improvement?

And I dealt with guys from that position of
strength – of being super hot. Only this guy didn't seem to think I
was super hot. And this guy was... kind of hot himself. I mean, for
an old guy.

And despite that being mostly naked around
him was turning me on!

Maybe he needed to see a little more? Or get
a longer look?

I mean, what would that hurt given he'd
already seen me naked?

I felt a little thrum of energy thinking
about it for some reason.

I got the heavy chair out of the deep end,
after diving and rising a few times, then held the towel loosely
against myself as I tried to drag it along the pool to the
shallower end.

While he watched. While he looked at me, with
just that soaking wet towel pressed against me.

I pretended to lose my grip on the thing,
which made me turn sharply and lower the towel somewhat 'by
accident'. That showed him a lot of side boob, almost my whole
boob, in fact! I covered up more slowly than I could have and
continued to pull the chair along to the other side.

I tried to lift it with one hand again and
failed (I didn't try that hard). So I had to rearrange the towel
horizontal instead of vertical and hold it together. I knew it
wouldn't stay together, though once I took my arm away and rose out
of the water because it was soaking wet and heavy.

I felt that thrum of energy increasing as I
carefully released it, then gripped the chair with both hands and
straightened. I lifted it up and the towel fell down, completely
baring my breasts. I dropped the chair and crossed my arms over
them, heart beating faster and faster, face flushed.

He still didn't look very impressed, damn
it!

I glared at him, then grabbed the chair arm
with one hand and, then just grabbed it with both like I was
frustrated. Which, in a way, I was. I was completely naked and the
water was only up to my hips as I lifted the chair up high enough
he could grab one of the arms and then haul it up out of the
water.

“Don't forget the pillows.”

I bit my lip, then sighed and swam back for
them, dragging them to the side of the pool and heaving them up out
of it one by one.

With him watching.

My heart was beating very quickly, and my
pulse was racing. It felt increasingly freaky and... and hot being
naked like this under his eyes!

He sure was getting a good look at my
breasts!

I grabbed the towel and held it vertically
against my front, then swam to the edge and looked up at him. He
reached down his hand and I almost instinctively took it, only to
be hauled way freaking up like a rocket ship! I gasped, the towel
dropped, and the next thing I knew he was holding me... like
dangling me in midair with his big hands tight around my
wrists!

And did I mention I was completely fucking
NAKED!?

“Bobby has nice taste in girl flesh,” he
said, looking me up and down.

Girl flesh!? Bobbie? Oh right, that was his
name!

“P-P-Put me down!” I gulped, heart
pounding.

He raised an eyebrow, smiling, holding me
casually as you please, with water trickling down my naked body.
“Did you say please?”

“Please!”

He smiled slightly, then lowered me to the
ground, and after a moment let go of my wrists.

I clamped my left arm across my chest while
cupping my naked pussy with my right hand. My face was hot as I
looked around for the towel, then spotted it. It had fallen into
the water! Fuck!

I squatted down, using my legs to help cover
me, then reached down and pulled it out of the water. I squeezed
the water out of it and held it against me, then stood up, all
while he watched with interest.

“You sure you saw enough of me?” I demanded,
raising my chin.

He shrugged. “I liked what I saw, if that's
what you meant. You've got a great body. Pretty face, too. Hair
looked good, though it was kind of bed-hair when it was dry. But
that always looks sexy on cute blondes.”
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He turned and went back to the house, and I
hurriedly followed. I picked up my wet things and followed him
inside, and he showed me where the laundry room was. It had two
washers and two dryers, naturally. Rich bastard.

They looked like you needed a degree from MIT
to operate, though.

Which meant I had to go back and ask for his
help again. God!

It felt so weird being practically naked,
exposed like I had been to this hot guy but him not acting like he
was supposed to! I didn't know how to deal with someone like that!
He showed me how the washer worked, which was ridiculously simple
once you knew how, and had me put in liquid soap, then he casual as
you please snatched my towel off (OK, technically it was his towel)
and tossed it into the washer before closing the door.

I squealed and slapped my arms over myself as
he punched the button to start it up.

He grinned at me and walked away.

“Bastard!” I called after him.

So I was completely fucking naked in a
strange guy's house! Which was freaky enough even when he'd just
walked away! And why had he walked away!? Bastard! Didn't he think
I was hot!? Surely he did! All guys did!

He hadn't tried anything though! Even though
he'd found me naked in the first place in his nephew's bathroom!
Did he think I was too young or something? That I was a child? That
I wasn't sophisticated enough for him, the arrogant bastard!?

But no, I was sure that the way he'd looked
at me had been... well, it hadn't been the look of a guy who didn't
appreciate my body.

There was literally nothing to wear in that
room! I crept to the doorway, with my arms kind of covering me as
much as I could. That made me feel both stupid (he'd already seen
me naked a bunch of times already, after all) and pissed off at him
for making me feel stupid.

But I also was feeling this strange dark
thrill, definitely sexual, definitely excited despite myself. I
mean, I was helpless and naked and alone in a strange guy's house!
And it wasn't like he was some meek, shy little guy either! I
didn't even know his fucking name!

I combed my fingers through my bedraggled
hair, then crept into the hall, glaring around me. But I wasn't, to
be honest, all that horribly afraid he might catch sight of me
naked. Like I said, he'd already seen me naked. And to be honest,
it was kind of a kinky turn-on to be naked around a strange (but
strangely hot) guy where I didn't feel at all... in danger, I guess
you could say.

Maybe it was because he was older, and
clearly had way more self-control than any guy I'd ever
dated. Maybe it was because he was hot, and the thought of, well,
something nasty happening between him and me was more than a little
intriguing. What would it be like with someone like that, someone
older and so much more sophisticated?

And so damn big!?

I heard him in the kitchen as I approached,
my heart pounding, my pulse racing. I was filled with anxiety, but
also a really intense rush of energy. Like... maybe something was
going to happen between me and him!

I braced myself as best I could, dropping my
arms and drawing back my chest. I'd never done this before around a
stranger! Fuck! This was so freaky weird!

I walked as brazenly out into the open as I
could, doing my best to appear casual and unconcerned that I was
naked, like I walked around naked around people all the time or
something.

He looked up from making something, a
sandwich maybe.

“I guess since you took away the only thing I
had to wear I'll have to wear nothing,” I said defiantly.

He smiled faintly. “I don't mind.”

“Yeah, I'll bet,” I sneered.

I strolled across to the big island where he
was making his sandwich (though I kept it between him and me!). You
know, I haven't had anything to eat or drink.”

“That so,” he said.

God, this was wild! I was standing here
naked!

And the fucker was looking down at his
sandwich again!

“You could offer me something.”

“I could.”

I glared at him.

“You're kind of rude, you know,” I said.

“Am I? I didn't invite you here.”

I glared at him. “Well, your nephew did! And
then took off and abandoned me.”

“I'm not responsible for what he does. I only
let him stay here on his way East.”

I worked up the courage to move around the
big kitchen island, even though my heart was pounding like a
drum.

“You got any beer in the fridge?”

He snorted. “You twenty one?”

I scowled at him. “Like anyone pays attention
to that.”

“I pay attention to that.”

He finished the sandwich and began to put
things away. I turned and opened the big, stainless steel fridge
and saw beer on a shelf. I reached for one only to have him grab me
by the fucking hair!

I have long hair. Its usually full and thick
and golden and soft, but at the moment it was mostly matted
together and hanging down my back in a tight mass. He just grabbed
it behind my neck and jerked me back!

I cried out, reaching up instinctively to
grab at his hand, but it was like... his hand and wrist were so big
and powerful! He just ignored it, pulling me back and around to
look down at me as he held my head back.

“You don't go into things in my house, baby,
without my permission,” he growled.

Holy God! I felt this incredible rush of
strange, swirling dark heat! All I could do was gape up at him!

I tried to kick at him. It was kind of a
feeble kick, I admit. I wasn't so much trying to actually hurt him
or even make him let me go as I was... demonstrating that I was
tough and could take care of myself!

Which, of course, is not true.

He swung me around by the hair and then
shoved me against the island. Since it was made of marble I
squealed at the cold chill of it against my abdomen even as he bent
me forcibly over it until my breasts pillowed out against the
surface!

Crack! His hand slapped stingingly
against my bare bottom!

“Ahh!”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it!

“You need to learn some manners, Blondie,” he
said.

“You... fucker!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and squirmed, but he easily pinned
me to the island.

“Now, if you were to ask nicely for something
to eat or drink, I might be willing to comply,” he said.

“Fuck you!”

Crack!

“Honey, I've played these games before. I've
known more blonde girls than you could shake a stick at,” he
said.

And then that big hand thrust right in
between my squirming thighs and cupped my pussy! I felt the
pressure against it briefly, then his middle fingers kind of sank
in a bit, sliding up to rub in hard little motions right against
the top of my sex! Against my clitoris!

And the sensations from that were
intense!

So was the emotion which roiled my mind!

“And I know not to give a single thing to a
blonde girl unless I get something back,” he continued.

His fingers slid up, and then one of them – a
big fat one – pushed up against the lips of my sex, sliding through
and then driving up inside me! Fuck! It was as big as a small
cock!

“Awfully wet in here,” he said, “And I don't
think it's from the pool.”

His fingers were moving against my sex in a
way I'd never felt before! First they kind of flicked up in rapid
little motions, then they circled almost as fast, and now they were
rubbing from side to side as that big... thumb... thrust all the
way into me!

I couldn't speak! I could barely fucking
breath!

“So what do you say, baby? I'll give you
something, and then you give me something,” he said.

“F-Fu-fu... fuck.... you!” I gasped,
summoning up the very last traces of my pride and arrogance.

“Maybe. But only if you beg,” he said.

I felt him jerking back on my hair, and cried
out. He was pulling my head almost straight back, forcing my head
back between my shoulder blades! That made my body rise off the
island, but I could already feel all the strength and will seeping
out of my mind.

His fingers were doing insane things to me,
and my hips were already jerking convulsively back against
them!

“You want to come on my fingers, baby?
Huh?”

I had lost the ability to even form coherent
thoughts, much less speak, and a few seconds later the orgasm swept
through me and made me cry out in helpless, dazed wonder. It was so
powerful! My hips bucked back frantically against his thumb and
fingers even as he chuckled and released my hair.

But his hand instead swept around me and
gripped my throat, almost completely encircling it! He jerked me
back against him, kind of. My body was bowed, my spine aching even
as my head began to throb and pound from the pressure of his hand
around my neck.

That seemed to redouble the intensity of the
orgasm and I felt as if my head might explode from the ferocity of
the pressure! I trembled and shook, spasms wracking my body as his
fingers continued to rub furiously at my clitoris, and his thumb
pumped freely in and out of my burning sex!

The orgasm faded, along with my
consciousness... and he released my throat, then shoved me forward
across the Island again before sliding his fingers out of me.

“Blondes are always quick to come,” he said,
turning away.

I trembled, gulping in air, my damp hair
spilling over my face a I practically hugged the island. The world
seemed to be spinning around me and I needed to hold onto
something!

Fuck! That had been an insane climax!

But as it faded I became aware of my position
again, and I don't mean just bent over a kitchen island naked. I
mean... damn it, he had just... just... casually grabbed me, shoved
me down across the fucking island and made me come as casual as you
please! And he wasn't even doing anything to follow up on it!

I felt... unappreciated, let's say. Like he
was treating me with contempt! Like I was so unworthy of him he
hadn't even been tempted to fuck me when I was like that all
helpless! What kind of guy was he anyway!?

I straightened up, gulping in air, chest
heaving, and saw him pouring himself a glass of milk to go with his
sandwich! And I thought Are you fucking kidding me!? He was
going to take his plate of sandwiches and his milk and walk away
after that!?

I punched him, or at least, I tried to punch
him. He didn't look like he was even looking in my direction. But
so quick I was amazed, he half-turned and then raised his big hand
and it was like I was punching his hand! Only his hand closed on my
fist and jerked me forward! Then his other hand closed around my
neck and squeezed lightly!

I froze, suddenly feeling a sense of anxiety,
and remembering just how big and strong he was and how little
inclined he was to treat me nicely.

“You had better get it into your little
blonde brain, honey, that you don't get your way around me. And
that the only way to get something from me is to ask nicely, and
politely, and offer up something in return.”

I stared at him, my eyes bulging just a bit.
He wasn't squeezing hard, but he could if he wanted to.

He let go of my hand, and it joined the other
hand gripping his wrist.

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

They sure weren't doing much good trying to
dislodge his huge wrist!

I hesitated, then obeyed, and he loosened his
grip a bit, but still held me like that, looking me up up and
down.

I felt a strange dark heat under those eyes.
I felt incredibly... helpless! Completely under his control! He
could do literally anything he wanted to me and I could do nothing!
At the same time, I didn't really fear him. Not...exactly.

“You have an incredible fucking body,” he
said.

I gasped as he shoved me back against the
fridge, and my hands instinctively rose to grab his wrist.

“Hands down!” he snapped.

I gasped and dropped my arms.

“Pretty girls who don't have a sense of
discipline can be taught discipline,” he said.

What the fuck did that mean!?

Suddenly he let go of my neck, and instead
gripped me with both hands and lifted me up to drop me belly-down
across his shoulder! I gasped and squealed as I found myself upside
down and staring down his back!

Then he was moving, carrying me out of the
kitchen, then out through the door onto the back yard deck. A
moment later he set me down on my feet.

There was a wide, padded chair here next to a
table. He'd put the milk and sandwich on the table. The chair was
like the ones I'd pulled out of the pool, heavy and solid. He sat
down on it, looking me up and down.

“Get on your knees.”

I gasped at the words, and felt a sense of
rebellious refusal, but... but I also felt that swirling dark heat.
I lowered myself anxiously and uneasily to my knees in front of his
chair.

He snapped his fingers at me, and I flushed,
then moved closer.

“You know what to do. Let's see if you've got
any talent.”

Of all the fucking nerve! Of all the arrogant
male... arrogance!

But at the same time I felt this wild surge
of excitement, and a kind of... I'll show you! attitude.

I reached for his zipper, glaring at him,
jerking it down. He stopped me, which was a big confusing. I
watched him undo his belt, then slide it out of the loops of his
pants. Then I squealed in surprise as he grabbed me and yanked me
halfway up across his lap!

I felt him grabbing my wrist and jerking it
up behind me, then the other one.

“What are you doing!?” I exclaimed.

A moment later I felt the belt being wrapped
around my wrist, then the other one, then wound around both
together. I felt a sense of almost awe as I realized he was tying
my wrists together behind me! With that came a sense of anxiety
(maybe he was a crazy man!) but also a jolt of some kind of
breathless understanding of just how helpless I was!

He pushed me back onto my knees on the deck,
as I tugged at my wrists, feeling astonished! Then he undid the
clip on his shorts, finished pulling the zipper down, reached in,
and pulled his cock out.

I gasped as I saw it, because it was thick
and long, and yet it wasn't even hard yet!

“I think the best test of your abilities is
to keep your hands out of it for just now and just use your mouth,”
he said.

Ohmygod this was wild and kinky! He'd tied my
hands up! Omygod!

He pulled my face down and rubbed it against
his cock, and then jerked on my hair. I cried out and he gripped
his cock and began to rub it against my face, then against my
lips.

All I did was gasp and moan, because I was
kind of mentally floundering! I had done a lot of oral sex but
never with my hands tied up! I was used to being very coquettish
and teasing, and doing what I wanted while the guy just sat there
moaning, kind of under my control.

That sure wasn't the case here!

His cock rapidly hardened and thickened and
lengthened into this... this thing of incredible erotic beauty! I
was in awe of that fucking cock!

He tugged his pants down further, then jerked
on my hair, pulling me in against the base.

“Start at the bottom. Let's go, blonde girl.
Let's see what you're worth.”

Arrogant bastard! I'll show you! I
thought!

I did my best, even though I was really
nervous. I mean, no guy had ever complained about my abilities
before, that was for damn sure! But would they be enough for a guy
like this, with tons of experience!?

I licked my way up and down the underside of
the shaft, feeling a flickering, crackling sexual heat and
electricity at just how gorgeous it was! It was definitely the
biggest one I'd ever had in my mouth, and I couldn't help wondering
if it would even fit inside me!

I sucked and licked at his balls, and licked
my way up the shaft, then slipped my lips around the head and began
to suck and lick. I slid lower, amazed at how wide I had to hold my
jaw, moaning as I slid lower and lower, sucking and licking.

I felt... small and helpless and at his
mercy, but in a darkly thrilling way that was really making my body
throb with sexual energy!

There is a trick to deep-throating which
involves relaxing your throat. I had mastered that, of course, but
I was nervous about whether it would work with something this
thick.

I knew I had to try, though!

I forced my lips down further and further,
and then felt the fat helmet head entering my throat. I forced
myself down. There was a moment of doubt, as the pressure against
the inside walls of my throat built up, and then... I felt it
sliding up into my throat as my lips slid down the shaft.

It was so thick! But it was slick, and I felt
an incredibly erotic moment at the sensation of it penetrating my
throat and sliding down its length! Partly it was a sense of
victory. Yes! I had done it! But it was also just the raw, carnal
heat of what I was doing, swallowing that incredibly big cock!

I slid all the way down, until my lips were
wrapped around the base of his cock, and then rolled my eyes up at
him to find him eating his sandwich, and gazing down at me quite
calmly, like I wasn't doing anything at all out of the
ordinary.

I started to pull back only to find his hand
on the back of my head, holding me in place while he took another
bite.

I began to feel a sense of rising anxiety as
my head pounded and my chest began to burn, but still he held me as
he chewed his sandwich. Finally, he eased up and I slid up – and up
and up until the fat head came out of my throat and I could gasp
for breath!

“Good,” he said.

He pulled on my hair and I gasped in pain,
forced upwards, my feet pushing at the deck until I was sort of
crawling up into his lap! He let go of my hair and gripped my neck
again.

“Straddle me.”

Panting, moaning, I obeyed, and I felt him
rubbing his spit-wet cock against my sex.

“Down.”

I moaned as I felt the pressure against my
opening. The pressure mounted and began to ache. I shuddered, kind
of rubbing myself, jabbing myself down, slowly working the fat head
through the mouth of my sex. And then, Oh! My! God!

I cried out as I slid slowly down that long,
hard, fat shaft, as I felt it pushing up through the tight, narrow
folds of my sex, forcing them aside, stretching them out as it
drove deeper and deeper into my body!

I began to ache sharply, way up inside!
It's too big! I thought, moaning!

I couldn't say anything because his big hand
was squeezing around my neck. I could still breathe, though not
perfectly.

“Ride me, blonde girl.”

I whimpered and pushed myself up, feeling the
tightness of my body around his thick shaft, feeling it sort of
pulling against me as I forced my body upward. Then I sank down
again, feeling a sense of desperate wonder at that thick cock
sliding up into me again!

I rode up and down, up and down, gasping for
breath around his hand, the head of his cock aching each time I
reached bottom – or almost bottom.

Finally he abandoned my throat, and his hands
slid down onto my buttocks, squeezing them. He kind of leaned back,
and his big hands raised me up and sank me down, again and again.
Then one of them went up my front, cupping and kneading my
breast.

I began to feel a kind of feverish heat
settling around my mind and body. The hunger and passion and need
were overwhelming. I felt as if my mind was melting, and that
nothing in the world mattered but that glorious cock inside me!

And I wanted more! I had to have every inch
inside me! I needed to! I forced myself down harder and further,
gasping and moaning as I rode him. Then the hand kneading my breast
slid up to envelope my neck again and my eyes bulged. He jerked me
forward, and then his other hand was between my legs, rubbing my
clitoris!

He thrust up and I cried out, and again, and
again, and then I felt his thighs against my buttocks, and knew I
had every inch of that incredible cock buried inside me!

I came. Boy, did I come! I would have
screamed at the top of my lungs except for the hand encircling my
throat! I bounced desperately atop him, riding him with all my
strength, not caring a damn that every time I took the last inch I
felt this sharp ache inside!

I stared into his remorseless eyes as he held
my head down, and rode his cock for all I was worth, consumed by a
voracious hunger! Every time I slid down that thick cock I felt
like a new orgasm was sweeping up through my body! It felt so
incredible!

I sobbed dazedly, the orgasm going on and on
and on as I desperately impaled myself again and again. Then it
finally eased, even as his fingers eased on my neck. I gulped in
ragged breaths of air, falling forward against his chest while his
hands gripped my buttocks. He leaned forward, then rose, with me in
his arms, then lowered himself to his knees and set me on my back
on the deck.

He reached down and peeled his shirt up and
off, then skinned off his shorts, and I stared up at him, chest
heaving, more than slightly light-headed. He reached down and
gripped my hips, lifting them up off the deck, my legs splayed out
to either side.

I stared at his powerful chest and shoulders
and arms as he thrust into me slow, and hard, jerking my hips up to
meet him, and cried out at every thrust. The way he was holding my
lower body in the air so effortlessly was amazing to me, and I once
again felt this sense of utter helplessness before him.

Manhandled! That was a phrase I was only
slightly familiar with, or had been, until now!

His big hands caught at my legs then, just
above the knees, using his grip on those, jerking my hips and
buttocks up to meet each stroke, keeping my legs wide.

All I could do was lay there on my
still-tied-up arms, gasping and watching in amazement and dazed
wonder.

He moved my legs back, then, then back
further, leaning into me. My knees went back against my chest,
tilting my sex up at him. He was thrusting faster, now, and I was
starting to feel a renewed sense of heat and seething excitement
because his cock was moving into me so fast.

I stared at it, stared at him, stared at it,
stared at him, whimpering as he fucked me. I groaned as he forced
my legs back even further, his hands shifting, sliding down to the
ankles, his body leaning over me until he seemed to fill the sky
above.

Now he really began to do me! His cock drove
achingly deep into my body with every thrust, so deep that his bare
hips weren't just pressing against my upturned buttocks, they were
hammering against them! He was hitting me with bruising, jarring
impact, so that my entire body shuddered and trembled at every
stroke!

I stared up, dazed, my mind and body wrapped
in a burning heat. I was... melting, becoming nothing more than a
carnal animal filled with mindless hunger. His cock was so big
inside me, and I wallowed in being so fully penetrated! And so...
so... conquered! I was crushed beneath him, utterly at his mercy! I
felt the deck against the backs of my feet as he bent me in two
beneath his powerful, heavy body!

The heat grew into a fever once again, and I
lay there in helpless, intoxicated lust and hunger and need,
gasping and moaning in pleasure as he drove himself down against
me!

It went on and on, until I thought that I
would drown in the liquid heat flooding my mind, then another
incredible rush of energy made me cry out as I climaxed again! Oh
my God it was good! It was so good! It was sooooo good!

The orgasm was a torrent of raw sensation
overwhelming my nervous system! It felt as if every part of me had
faded into a narrow pinprick of barely self-aware existence, like a
little cork bobbing around in a flood, twisting and turning
helpless surrender to the violence and power.
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Somewhere in the midst of it he came. I
didn't notice anything. All I noticed was he slowed and then
stopped his thrusting. He eased back onto his knees, then let my
body unfurl, and lowered my legs to the deck. He put on his pants,
sat back down, and finished eating his sandwich as he looked at
me.

“You have some promise,” he said.

I wasn't paying a lot of attention. I was...
dazed... my mind blown.

I had NEVER been fucked like that before! Not
even close! Not even in the same fucking zip code! Oh my God!

I slowly fit my shattered mind back together,
then, with a supreme effort, I sat up, grunting and gasping,
because it wasn't that easy given my arms were tied behind me.

“U-Untie me,” I groaned wearily.

He ignored me.

I looked up at him, frowning. He took another
bite of his sandwich.

“I... look... what's your name?” I asked.

He smiled faintly.

“You can call me... sir.”

I frowned at him, a little confused,
uncertain.

“Can... I get a drink?” I asked.

“You don't say please very much, do you,
blonde girl?”

I flushed. “My name is Shawn,” I said.

He shrugged.

“My throat is sore,” I complained.

“I didn't make you deep throat me.”

I flushed again. “You seemed to like it.”

“I did. Congratulations. Not a lot of girls
can do that with a guy my size.”

I felt a sense of pleasure.

“Could I have some of that?” I asked, nodding
at the glass of milk.

“You still didn't say please.”

I pursed my lips. “Please.”

“Please what?”

I looked at him uncertainly.

“Please... can I have some milk?”

“Sir,” he said in a soft voice. “That's a
sign of respect. Try it.”

I looked at him warily. What was this about?
I mean, we'd just fucked. It wasn't like we should be so
formal!

He snapped his fingers.

“Kneel there, blonde girl.”

I felt an odd little stirring inside me, a
kind of half-recognition, and pushed myself onto my knees,
shuffling forward.

“Sit on your heels.”

I did as he asked, still uncertain and
confused.

“Spread your legs. Wide.”

I flushed a bit but obeyed.

“A gorgeous blonde like you should always be
naked and have her legs spread,” he said.

I felt another odd little stirring
inside.

“Now, would you like some milk?”

I nodded.

He looked back silently.

I licked my lips. “Yes, please.”

“Then ask.”

“Maybe I have some milk... please...
sir?”

Something... I was starting to get a sense of
something...

“Again.”

What game was he playing? A sexual game?

“May I please have some milk, sir?”

“Tilt your head back and open your
mouth.”

Okay, this was definitely some kind of kinky
sex game. I felt my chest tightening again even as I obeyed.

He held the glass over me, over my mouth,
maybe an inch above, and tipped it.

Milk spilled into my open mouth, and I
swallowed – then swallowed again as he continued to pour. The milk
overflowed my mouth and I gasped and sputtered as it spilled over
my face, then began to pour down my chest between and over my
breasts!

“Stop!” I gasped, tilting my head forward
again.

He poured the milk down on my head, and I
felt it spilling down my back and between my buttocks.

He sat back and put the empty glass on the
table and I stared up at him, gasping, covered in milk!

“What the fuck!?” I gasped.

“You didn't say how much.”

“You... you... asshole!”

“That's not very nice.”

“Bite me!” I cried.

“I will, probably many times.”

I gulped, wondering uneasily what he meant by
that.

“Untie me!” I demanded.

Instead he got up and simply walked away! I
stared at him, shaking my head to stop the milk dripping down from
my hair, trying to keep it out of my eyes. I got up, and then
hesitated, almost by instinct. I mean, everything in the house was
so... clean. I didn't want to drip milk over it, even if it would
be his fault.

And right across from me was a shower – one
of those places you stood under to rinse the chlorinated water off
your body. I walked over to it, feeling kind of weird to be walking
with my hands tied behind me, and then examined it briefly. I
turned my back to it and turned it on, then braced myself and
pushed under it, gasping as the cold water poured over me.

I stepped back quickly, then turned and
turned off the water to see him pushing a cart on wheels over by
his chair. He sat down, and I saw there was a loaf of bread on the
cart, some butter, some ham, and, and a brown box.

And he looked smug and dry. I snorted and
walked over to him, stood over him, glaring as he took a couple of
pieces of bread from the package and put them on a plate on the
table.

“Untie me, you... pervert,” I ordered.

“Pervert? Didn't you just come like a bitch
in heat?”

I flushed.

“Maybe I was faking,” I said.

“Maybe you weren't.”

“Yeah? Well, so what?”

I shook my head to clear the hair dripping
down my face, and tsked in annoyance.

“I'm all wet.”

“That's one of your better qualities,” he
replied.

I felt like... being a bitch. Sorry, but it
comes on a girl sometimes. We really can't help it. I was also
confused about how to deal with this guy. I didn't deal with men
his age much except as, like, bosses or someone's parents or uncles
or something like that.

And I was starting to think he wasn't exactly
normal for middle aged men either. There was something in his eyes,
sometimes that was... dangerous. Which to me meant exciting.

And there was something weirdly... hot...
about the way he was treating me. Like, he wasn't praising me or
being sweet or trying to please me or anything like that. He was
being... like, in charge. Which was normal given his age and mine.
I was used to it. But not in sex.

And while it always pissed me off whenever
some guy tried to boss me around, it wasn't this time – exactly. It
was a strange sort of turn-on instead. It was confusing!

“Look, I said. I know old guys like you can
only get it up once a week, so how about you untie me so I can get
dressed?”

“I'm not done with you yet, blonde girl.”

“Well I'm done with you, you old pervert. So
untie me,” I demanded.

Instead he grabbed me and yanked me forward
so I fell belly down across his lap.

Crack! He slapped my butt hard! It
stung and I squealed and my legs kicked helplessly.

“Ow! You fucker!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! His hand came
down on my wriggling, twisting butt repeatedly!

“Ow! Fuck! Quit it! That hurts! You
fucking... bastard!” I exclaimed.

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

He wasn't stopping! And my ass was starting
to burn hotly as his big hand continued to hit it!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ah! Don't! Stop! Please!” I cried,
wriggling helplessly, my legs flailing as my bottom caught
fire.

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

I was starting to feel panicky. My ass hurt
soo much! And every fresh slap sent a jagged, sharp burst of pain
into it!

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

“Please!” I cried.

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

I felt tears come to my eyes. My ass was
throbbing and burning, and I stopped struggling, exhausted. There
was no way I could resist. He was just too big!

“Ow! Oh! Please!” I half sobbed.

“Please? Did you say please?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

“So you do know some manners when you're
forced to use them.”

The hand which had been spanking me slid
between my trembling thighs and caressed me there. I moaned, partly
in desperate relief, but also in surprise at how good it felt, that
soft rubbing, compared to the sharp, stinging blows against my
bottom!

“Are you sorry for calling me names?” he
asked.

I felt myself penetrated, felt something
thick pushing into me – too thick for a finger, I thought. It slid
up several inches and pressed against the front wall of my sex,
rubbing, as his other fingers rubbed against my clitoris.

“Y-Yes,” I moaned.

“The proper way to address a man like me is
to use 'sir' as a form of address.”

What?!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Let me hear you say it.”

“Sir!” I gasped.

“Good. Now, are you sorry for calling me
names?” he asked, his fingers returning to my sex.

It was his thumb sliding into me, I realized,
as his fingers rubbed and kind of... massaged my clitoris.

“Y-Yes... sir,” I moaned.

His other hand slid along my side and gently
kneaded my breast.

My butt was still throbbing with heat, but I
was starting to calm, and I was starting to also feel a strange
dark sense of hunger. I'd never been spanked before, but it was
impossible to ignore the fact that I was naked, tied up and across
a man's lap, having just been spanked!

And the idea of that was... wild and kinky
and... strangely exhilarating. Even if my butt sure hadn't liked
the experience!

“What do you do for a living, blonde
girl?”

“I... I work at Starbucks,” I gulped.

His hand left my sex and I yelped as it
slapped my hot, sore bottom before returning.

“Sir,” he said. “Say 'sir.”

“Sir!” I gasped.

“A barrista? Hmm. Not a job with a lot of
promotional potential.”

“It's just a... a job,” I said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You're forgetting to say 'sir'. Let me hear
you say it.”

“Sir,” I gasped uncertainly.

What the fuck!?

“Do you plan on attending college?”

“Fuck no,” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Sir,” he said. “And do not use obscenities.
It makes you sound like a cheap whore.”

His thumb was into me all the way, rubbing
from side to side as well as pumping slowly in and out. Then his
fingers came free, and he took something from the table. His
fingers returned, very slippery now, and I moaned as his thumb
slipped smoothly into my body. The sensation as his slippery
fingers rubbed my clitoris seemed to redouble.

“As it happens, I believe I have an opening
for a maid,” he said.

A what? A maid!? What, me!?

I was staring at the deck, and my head was
kind of throbbing because it was lower than my torso and kind of
hanging over the left side of the chair – of him. I tried to twist
it up and back to look at him but he pushed it down again.

“I don't want to be a fucking maid,” I
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” I cried.

“I told you to call me 'sir',” he said. “And
to stop swearing.”

He was crazy. That was the only reasonable
explanation!

“Y-Yes... sir!” I gasped.

I felt something pressing against my back
opening and gasped, twisting my head up and around to try and see
what he was doing. He had what looked like a dildo in his hand!
Sort of. I mean, it was about eight inches long, only it had a sort
of ring around it near the base.

He'd obviously lubed it with something
because it was as slippery as his fingers, and the head pushed
forward fairly smoothly into my butt.

“Don't!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

The dildo slid deeper, pumping slowly in and
out, and his other hand kneaded my breast.

I dropped my head, panting for breath,
starting to feel a rising sense of heat and sexual energy
again.

“How much do you make as a barrista, blonde
girl?”

“Eleven dollars an hour!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! I'm sorry! Sir!” I cried.

I felt the dildo pushing down into my ass
again.

“So that's what, about four hundred a
week?”

“Yes... sir.”

“That's not very much money.”

“No kidding.”

Crack!

I gasped.

“How about I pay you twenty five an
hour?”

I felt my jaw dropping. What?

“Oh!” I gasped, as I felt the dildo sliding
deep.

“Twenty five an hour to be my... maid.”

More like twenty-five an hour to be his sex
toy, I thought.

But... twenty-five bucks an hour! That was a
freaking ton of freaking money!

“Plus room and board.”

I tried to turn and stare at him, but my hair
was in my face.

I felt the dildo kind of... stretching me,
and realized that ring part was pushing against my wrinkled little
back opening. I gasped as it stretched my sphincter wider and
wider, then slipped through, letting my opening narrow around the
base.

His fingers returned to my sex, and I moaned
as his big thumb pushed deep inside me again.

“You want to... to... pay me to have sex with
you?”

Crack!

“Ow! Sir!”

“No, I want to pay you to be my maid, and
clean the house and do some other chores. The sex will be another
added benefit for you, along with the room and board.”

His thumb came out of me, and then I felt
something else pushing. It was way thicker! I moaned, for his
fingers were still rubbing my clitoris, and the thick... I guessed
dildo... was twisting and turning and stretching me as it slid
deeper and deeper. It wasn't completely straight like the one in my
butt, but seemed willing to bend and curve a little.

But it went deep! And then I felt the base
pressing against the mouth of my sex. I wondered if, like the one
in my butt, that would have to push into me too, but he seemed
content to leave it there.

“Kneel on the ground,” he said, lifting me up
and back.

I gasped, feeling more than slightly dizzy as
my head came up again, more than willing to sink to my knees in
front of his chair. I dropped my head, staring down my body to see
that the base of the dildo in my pussy was actually almost flat
against me. It was narrow, and pressed right in against the top of
my sex.

What was more, it wasn't sliding out. I mean,
I'm fairly tight, and it was fairly thick, but it seemed locked
there.

And then it began to buzz.

I gasped, and jerked my thighs together
around it, my eyes rising to see him examining what looked like
some sort of little remote.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

The sensations were getting more intense! And
they were... too intense! I was squirming and grinding my thighs
together because it felt as if my clitoris was vibrating like a
plucked guitar string!

“Sir,” he said. “If you don't say 'sir' I
don't hear it.”

“Sir!” I exclaimed. “Please, sir!”

“You've never felt a vibrator before?” he
asked in amusement.

I had! But not like this! I mean, this thing
was vibrating all the way up inside me! But the part pushing
against my clitoris was really vibrating! The sensations
were overwhelming!

“It might interest you to know, blonde girl,
that the fabled G-spot along the front wall of your pussy, is
really just the thin layer of skin which rests against the
clitoris. You see, the clitoris is longer than you see. You see
just the tip, but the rest is buried inside you, and goes up
alongside the front wall of your sex. So what you're feeling is
vibrations from both sides.”

What I was fucking feeling was wild and
intense, and I was bent over and squirming and grinding my thighs
together!

“Please turn it off!” I gasped.

He reached for me, half dragged me across his
lap again, and slapped my bottom several times.

“Sir!” I cried.

He snorted, and I felt something going around
my neck, something like a thick belt. A moment later he began to
undo the belt holding my wrists together, but when I tried to jerk
them apart I found him holding them easily in one big hand. Then I
felt two more thick... belts or straps going around my wrists! When
he let them go they were locked together!

The vibrations stopped, and I gasped in
relief as he set me back on the ground.

“Kneel. Knees spread wide.”

I obeyed, though I was twitching and gasping
for breath. I stared down at the vibrator. I knew why it wasn't
sliding out now. I could feel the pressure against my butt. It was
attached, somehow, to the dildo up my butt! And that ring around
the base was keeping that in place.

I looked up to see him holding his phone up.
It snapped, and I gasped, ducking my head too late.

“Hey!”

He snorted, then turned the phone around and
showed me the picture.

Holy fuck!

He had put a collar around my neck! It was
one of those... those black, studded leather things with the ring
in the front! I had no doubt now what was around my wrists either!
And everything now began to add together. I hadn't done much kinky
stuff but I sure knew about it from the internet and stuff. This
was some kind of bondage thing!
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“So,” he said. “Twenty five bucks an hour
plus free room and board. Together that's basically triple your
salary, in case you hadn't figured that out.”

Triple!?

I pulled my wrists to one side, twisting my
head down and back to see that, yes, they were studded leather...
restraints around them.

This was... freaky weird! But also... well, I
started to feel this incredible kind of... rush of dark energy!

“Of course, you'll need to learn a certain
amount of discipline,” he said.

“Wh... what kind of discipline?” I
gulped.

“Nothing complicated. You simply need to do
as you're told and treat your boss with a certain amount of...
respect. Isn't that required of all employees in all jobs?”

“I'm not a whore!” I said, scowling.

“Demonstrably untrue.”

I flushed.

“I'm not one of those men who considers it a
superior virtue for pretty girls to avoid sex. Frankly, the men who
believe that are morons, as far as I'm concerned. And dishonest
ones. If you magically transplanted their brains into a body like
yours they'd spend most of their time masturbating, and the rest
seeking lovers – probably female ones, of course – to have
continuous sex with. Men are, by and large, sluts, especially when
young. I'm not hypocrite enough to judge a young woman for being a
slut.”

That was weirdly comforting, even if he was,
in effect, calling me a slut. Then again, it was kind of hard to
argue given how he'd originally found me, and then... well,
everything that had happened between us since then.

Suddenly the dildo in my pussy started to
vibrate! I gasped and my eyes jerked down at it. It wasn't very
powerful, but it was sure noticeable!

“Now as to your duties,” he said. “That's
basically whatever I feel like having you do. Which could mean
cleaning the bathroom or giving me a tongue-bath.”

I swallowed anxiously.

“You will be required to demonstrate a
certain... humility, but you'll be well-rewarded for it.”

“What.... what's that? I mean, what do you
mean demonstrate humility?” I asked uncertainly.

He sighed. “You can start by calling me
'Master'.”

I stared at him and felt another emotional
jolt of dark sexual energy and heat.

“No way!”

“Why? Does it hurt to say it?”

“It's... dumb,” I gulped.

“But you'll be paid quite a bit for humoring
me. Let me hear you say it.”

“Say what? Say master?”

He nodded.

I made a face to let him know how stupid I
thought it was, but in fact, my chest was getting tight again at
this fresh evidence of how kinky he was!

“Master,” I said.

“See? That didn't hurt at all. Spread your
legs wider.”

I shifted my knees wider, feeling distinctly
strange under his gaze. I mean strange as in... I don't know...
wary, excited, like I was doing something wildly daring and
outrageous.

The vibrator began to kind of pulse. I gasped
and jerked my eyes down to where it stuck out from the mouth of my
sex.

“Put your head back, shoulders back, chest
out,” he ordered.

I took a deep breath and pulled my head back
and pushed out my breasts. They were already throbbing, and now the
skin felt as if it was tightening across the swollen flesh! My
nipples felt like hard little pinpoints!

“You have quite fair skin,” he said.

He moved forward, then crouched before me. I
started to draw my head forward but he put his hand up under my
chin.

“Head back. When you're given an order, you
obey it,” he said sternly.

I felt my heartbeat quickening, wondering
what he was going to do! Then I felt something squirted onto my
chest. A moment later his big hand began to slide back and forth,
spreading something creamy over my chest, then down over my taut
breasts!

“Wh-what's … that?” I gasped.

“Master,” he said. “Say it.”

“Master,” I gulped.

“It's sunscreen. Don't want to get sunburned,
do you?”

His hand was taking its time spreading the
slippery cream over my breasts, stroking and caressing and kneading
them both, plucking and rolling and pinching my hard nipples so
that they almost burned! His hand spread the cream over my
shoulders, too, and down along my sides, then over my belly and
then... then he was rubbing my pussy!

I moaned as he spread the oil against me
there, his fingers dipping in under the base of the vibrator to get
at my clitoris. Like my nipples, it was swollen and hot and
becoming hyper-sensitive!

“Would you like me to make you come again?”
he asked casually.

I shuddered at the words! What a thing to
ask!? I mean, if we'd been friends a while, or... normal lovers, it
would be nothing strange. But... I still didn't even fucking know
his name!

“Y-yes!” I gasped.

His hand slid behind my neck and I cried out
as it tightened around my hair, then jerked my head sharply
forward. “Master,” he said, his eyes staring into mine. “Say
it!”

“Master!”

“Now ask me to make you come.”

I... what?! Ask him!? What a weird idea!

“Ask me to make you come,” he said.

“I... please... make me come... master,” I
gulped.

His fingers rubbed at my clitoris and I
moaned helplessly. Sexual electricity was dancing across the
surface of my skin!

“I want you to pretend something. Can you do
that?” he asked.

“P-Pretend what?” I asked breathlessly.

Again he jerked my head forward, and I cried
out at the sudden sharp yank to my hair.

“Master,” he said.

“What, Master!?” I gasped.

He pulled my head back again.

“I want you to pretend that you're my sex
slave.”

I felt another huge jolt, and just then the
orgasm erupted down where his fingers were rubbing and the vibrator
was buzzing. My hips bucked forward and I cried out in pleasure, my
body twisting and writhing as the deep, delicious thrumming heat of
the orgasm tore through my body!

God it was good! The pleasure was intense,
and it went on and on as I gave myself to it, wallowing in the
all-consuming sensory storm which was howling away inside me! It
began to fade, and I began to gulp in air again as my body settled
down.

He moved his fingers, spreading the cream
over my thighs and down my legs, then up over my face and down my
neck before doing my back and arms.

I groaned, chest heaving as my heart began to
settle down and my pulse stopped racing. He settled back onto his
chair and looked at me, then continued making sandwiches.

“Did you enjoy your orgasm, slave girl?”

Wha... who asks that!? Wow! So weird! So
freaky!

“Yes,” I gulped.

He sighed. “I'm going to have to start
punishing you if you don't remember to call me master,” he
said.

“Yes, Master,” I said.

“What do you say?”

I looked at him, baffled.”

“Thank you?” he said.

Wow! Seriously!

“Uhm, thank you... master.”

“Say thank you for giving me an orgasm
master,” he said.

“Tha-thank you for giving me an orgasm,
Master,” I repeated.

That felt strange but also darkly kinky.

And in fact, despite the orgasm I was still
turned on.

Sex slave!? Whoa! Combined with the bondage
and shit this was really going out into kinkyland!

And the vibrator was still buzzing.

“Do you like sex, slave girl?”

“Yes... master.”

“Say it.”

“I like sex, Master.”

“You liked having my cock inside you, don't
you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You loved it, didn't you?”

“I... yes, Master.”

“Say it.”

“I-I loved having your cock inside me,
Master!”

It made me feel squirmy hot, though also kind
of embarrassed saying that stuff.

The squirmy hot was winning, though.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Master.”

“But it's not just my cock, is it, slave
girl? You just love cock.”

“Y-Yes, Master.”

“Say it.”

“I love cock, Master.”

My chest was tightening up saying this shit.
It was nasty and outrageous and perverted to say it to a guy,
especially one who's name I didn't know.

“Do you know why you love cock, slave
girl?”

I shook my head.

“Because you're a blonde slut. Isn't that
right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Say it.”

Wow! I had to say that!?

“I'm a... blonde slut, Master.”

“You're a cock hungry blonde slut. Isn't that
right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Say it.”

“I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut, Master!”

The vibrator seemed to be getting more
powerful, and I was finding it hard keeping my legs apart. I
moaned, trying to pull them together to squeeze my thighs around
the base of the vibrator.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I moaned and obeyed.

“Head back, tits out.”

I dropped my head back, gulping in air.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

I shuddered.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Again.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

The vibrator buzzed even more powerfully!

“Would you like to come again, slave
girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Beg.”

“Please make me come again, Master!” I
moaned.

He snapped his fingers at me and I rose on my
knees and then moved forward. Then I cried out as he grabbed me by
the hair and yanked me halfway up across his lap.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and suddenly the
vibrator/dildo thing was pumping in and out of me hard and fast,
even as his other hand was rubbing hard and fast at my
clitoris!

I came, the heat overwhelming, melting my
brain! I cried out again and again, my hips bucking feverishly back
at the dildo as it fucked me, my body twisting and writhing,
convulsions tearing through me as I drowned in the wild floods of
dark pleasure!

After that he made me tell him about my
sexual history. When I'd lost my virginity, and where and how and
with who. Then everything I'd done sexually with everyone I'd done
it with. He also asked about how I masturbated and how often! You
understand these are not normally the sorts of things I talk to
with guys I just met, right!?

“So how often do you come when you're having
sex with a guy?” he asked.

I shrugged uncomfortably.

“Shrugging is an unacceptable answer, slave
girl.”

“I... don't... usually, Master.”

“Would you like to come again, slave?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Beg.”

“Please make me come, Master!”

By now I just didn't give a shit how weird
and degrading it was to say stuff like this. If it made him give me
an orgasm I was fine with it!

He snapped his fingers and I rose on my knees
and came closer again.

“Stand.”

I stood up.

“Sit down across my lap.”

I did as he ordered, carefully since I had no
hands to use. But he kind of lifted me up and set me across his
lap. He was a big guy!

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I shuddered and obeyed.

He gripped my hair behind the neck and jerked
my face in against his, then kissed me. And I realized that was the
first time he had! Imagine having sex with a guy and never kissing
him! I gasped, surprised, startled, and reacting to the sharp and
stinging jerk on my hair at first.

I just... let him, without taking much part,
at first. But the longer the kiss went on the more I felt myself
feeling amazed. He was a good kisser! In fact, as I started to kiss
back, I started to think he was the best kisser I'd ever
kissed!

But it was a very masculine kiss. It was a
dominating kiss. It was a kiss that was strong enough to push my
head back if he wasn't holding me by the hair. It was a passionate,
even bruising kiss! But it wasn't a dumb, sloppy kiss like I've
often had, from guys who have more enthusiasm than skill.

His tongue didn't jam itself into my mouth.
It skimmed and stroked and teased and caressed me as his lips moved
against mine.

And at the same time, he had slid the
dildo/vibrator out of me and his fingers pushed in instead. That
was a completely different sensation than the cool, machine-like
buzzing of the vibrator. His long, thick fingers filled me up and
stretched me out, and his thumb stroked skillfully across my
clitoris at the same time!

My body was thrumming with sexual pressure
again. My right knee was kind of drawn up and back, my left knee
lifted up and spread wide, and his fingers were thrusting into me
hard and fast as his thumb rubbed against my clitoris.

It was all so wild and overwhelming. I felt
so incredibly sexual! Like I really was a slave girl!

He had two long, thick fingers inside me, and
now forced a third up into my squirming, overheated depths. I
shuddered and trembled, gasping and moaning into his mouth as I
tried to kiss back with something like this level of skill

He pulled his lips back and then jerked my
head back sharply so that I cried out.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

He jerked on my hair again.

“Say it.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Why are you a sex slave?”

“B-Because I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut,
Master!” I cried.

Fuuuck! His fingers were thrusting and
twisting and turning inside me, in and out, in and out, while his
thumb stroked and circled my clitoris! Then I felt his mouth on the
center of my breast, sucking rhythmically as he forced my head even
further back. His teeth were... chewing on my flesh! It hurt! Not
that much, not enough to matter given the raging rivers of heat
swirling inside me, though.

And in fact, him sucking and chewing at my
breasts just turned me on even more!

“Come for me, you hot little blonde slut.
Come on my fingers, you sexy little slave girl.”

I did, crying out, the heat baking my mind as
he rammed his fingers into me and then bit and sucked and chewed on
my other breast!
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He had me kneel again, legs apart. I groaned
weakly. I had come several times now, and you'd think I'd be
satisfied. But this whole shit with the collar and restraints and
'sex slave' and all was driving me crazy! I had never done anything
so hot and wild and exciting in my life, nor even imagined it!

Instead of relieving the sexual tension I
think the orgasms were just making me addicted to orgasms!

And the vibrator was keeping me on edge, too.
It didn't just vibrate. It had different ways of vibrating,
different strengths, different patterns of throbbing pressure
against me and inside me. And he could adjust it with his
remote.

I had to say nasty, dirty stuff again, and
then... he fed me. Like, he cut the sandwich he'd made into little
bite sized pieces, then he made me lick them out of his hand! That
was freaky, but it was good to get something in my stomach.

I didn't even know what time it was. I'd lost
track of time. Then he had me come forward and undid the clip or
lock or whatever it was holding the wrist restraints together. I
was surprised, and pulled my hands out, examining the things with
no small excitement.

Kinky!

“Bring your hands behind your neck and arch
your back, slave girl,” he ordered.

I did so, basically sticking my boobs out for
him to admire.

“Now stand up and do the same.”

I stood up, hands behind my neck.

“Spread your legs. That's it. Back arched.
Nice. Now get down on your back. Lay on the deck.”

I lay on the deck in front of him.

“Spread your legs. Feet flat on the
ground.”

I did as he ordered.

“Now lift your hips up off the ground. Use
your hands under them. That's it.

Wow! This was so... obscene! I was laying on
my back naked with my knees spread wide and my hips up off the
ground! And he was looking right into me!

“Good. Now drop your body down and roll onto
your belly.”

I rolled over.

“On all fours.”

I rose to my hands and knees in front of him,
with him staring at my butt.

“Spread your legs. That's a good slave
girl.”

I felt a ripple of heat.

“Now lower your chest to the ground but keep
your ass high.”

I grunted and did so, my breasts pillowing
out against the deck.

“Pull your belly in tighter against your
thighs. I want your ass high.”

I obeyed, getting breathless.

“Now put your arms out ahead of you and beg
me to fuck you.”

I felt another ripple of heat.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gulped.

“Why do you want me to fuck you, slave
girl?”

“Because... because I love cock, Master!”

“Why do you love cock, slave?”

“Because I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut, sir!”
I gasped.

I was wallowing in using the outrageously
degrading words! It was turning me on!

Not to mention being in such an obscene
position in front of him!

“Get up on your knees and turn around,” he
ordered. “Now suck my cock.”

I shuddered, knee-walked closer, then undid
his pants and took out his cock. It was semi hard, and I began to
work on it immediately, licking and sucking his balls, then licking
my way up and down his now hard cock before taking it into my
mouth.

“All the way, you sexy blonde slut. Swallow
every inch,” he growled.

I felt the dark whiplash of excitement at his
words, and forced my lips down lower and lower, then gulped him
down, putting up with the ache to feel the delicious sensation of
that thick shaft sliding down my throat!

I pulled back up again with a gasp, then
pumped my fist on him as I caught my breath before taking him deep
into my throat a second time, then a third.

“Enough,” he said. “Turn around again, face
on the deck, ass in the air.”

Panting, gulping in air, I obeyed, stretching
my arms out in front of me.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave.”

I moaned, the heat clawing at my mind.

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” I gasped.

I felt his fingers at the dildo thing he'd
pushed into my ass, and felt it slowly being pulled up out of me.
Than that monster-thick cock pushed slowly down into my body as I
trembled and jerked and moaned in helpless heat.

Fuck, he was big! I dug my fingers into the
palms of my hands as he stretched my ass wide. He was slippery and
so was I but it still ached! Fortunately he wasn't doing it too
fast, and the dildo he'd put in me had loosened me up. So the
aching began to fade, leaving this sense of... incredible...
fullness!

Like full of cock! I was face down on the
ground with my breasts squashed and throbbing, and my ass in the
air while this guy shoved his big cock down into me! Fuck! What a
slut I was being! I felt a churning wall of guilt and anxiety about
it, wondering what the hell I was doing, but then the heat grew and
grew and it began to melt away my cares.

This was so sick, so hot!

I stared at my arms stretched out in front of
me on the ground, and felt every vein of his cock as it slid into
my ass! And then I felt cramps as the head jammed so deep
inside!

“You have a nice tight ass, slave girl,” he
said, his hands kneading my buttocks.

Crack!

“Ungh!”

“Thank your master when he flatters you.”

“Thank you, Master!” I gasped.

His cock pulled back, which eased the cramps,
then slid forward again. It pulled back, then slid even deeper, and
I shuddered, my breasts grinding against the ground!

His cock moved in and out, slowly but using
long strokes, and I longed to reach down and finger my clitoris.
Then the vibrator started to buzz and I cried out as the sensations
churned wildly inside me!

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Louder, sex slave.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” I cried.

I cried out again as he jerked back on my
hair.

“Why are you a sex slave?” he demanded.

“B-Because I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut,
Master!” I gasped.

Fuck! This was hot and nasty!

His cock moved deeper, and I groaned at the
cramps, but the heat was scalding! Then his hips began to smack
against my upraised buttocks and I knew I had ever last inch inside
me! His hips began to hit me harder, and my body shuddered under
the blows. The power of the impact echoed through my body to my
groin, which was already buzzing from the vibrator.

He jerked sharply on my hair and I cried out,
my hands jerking up and back.

Crack!

“Hands out before you, slave!” he barked.

I obeyed, gasping, gulping for breath, my
body shuddering to the increasingly heavy hammering of his hips.
His cock was driving so deep inside me I was actually thinking that
it must be doing damage, maybe even be killing me! But I didn't
really care! The heat had risen to a fever pitch and I was
wallowing in it, gasping and moaning as his cock impaled me.

And then the orgasm tore through me and blew
out what was left of my mind like a candle. I cried out repeatedly,
but barely aware I was doing it! The pleasure was so fucking
intense! My nerve endings were burning up and my nervous system
overloading!

And all through it came that heavy pounding
of his hips against my buttocks!

He pulled harder on my hair, forcing me up
off the ground, almost lifting my torso by the hair! Again, my
hands instinctively jerked up and back.

Crack!

“Hands down!”

I shuddered and dropped my arms as he held me
by the hair, his free hand roughly kneading one of my breasts, then
thrusting down between my legs to rub my clitoris.

The orgasm, which had started to fade,
rebounded and I cried out again, ramming my hips back against him
as he speared me with his monster cock!

What did pride matter compared to pleasure
like this!? What did anything matter!?

*

He fed me another sandwich as I recovered.
Then he stood up and had me stand up.

“A slave girl obeys her master,” he said

He gripped my hair behind the neck and tugged
sharply, and I gasped, my arms jerking up and back once more.

“No,” he said. “You do not resist your
master. Drop your hands to your sides and keep them there.”

I obeyed, and he did it again. This time I
just gasped.

“Good slave. Never resist your master or
you'll be flogged,' he said.

Flogged!? Geeze, he was a perve!

He used his grip on my hair to march me over
to the shower. Then he turned on the water – hot as well as cold
this time, thankfully. He pushed me under, then pulled me back and
soaped me up. Well, using body-wash, as opposed to like a bar of
soap. When I was all soaped up he pushed me under the water again
to rinse me off.

He found a towel and rubbed me dry, then
soaked up most of the water from my hair.

Then he attached a clip to the ring in the
front of the collar around my neck. The clip was attached to a
chain which ended in a leather handle... like a leash!

“Get down on all fours,” he ordered.

I sank to my knees and he tugged on the
leash.

“Come.”

Oh wow! Oh really!? Oh fuck! Sooooo
kinky!

I fucking crawled into the house at
the end of a leash! Is that sick, or what!?

He led me to a bathroom, then let me stand up
while he used a brush and blow dryer on my hair.

Then he insisted on brushing my teeth for me!
That was weird, too! After that he led me, still crawling, up the
stairs to the second floor, then down the hall to the bedroom I'd
woken up in.

“You can have this for a room,” he said.

“Really? I mean, thank you, Master!” I
said.

It was a great room! Especially since it had
that big bathroom with it!

“You'll be expected to keep it clean.”

He pulled on the leash to bring me to my
feet, then reached down and undid the leather things from my
wrists. He turned me around and removed the collar, too. Then he
turned me back around.

“All right, little slave girl. You can go
home and get what things you want to move in here,” he said. “I
don't suppose you drive.”

“Me? No. I mean, no, Master.”

“You said you lived in Jaimeson Park?”

I nodded. “I mean, yes, Master.”

“I'll call a car for you. When you're packed
up, call this number,” he said, writing down a number on a small
pad, then handing it to me. “They'll drive you and your stuff
back.”

“Wow! Thanks! I mean, thanks, Master.”

I went downstairs and got my things out of
the drier, then got dressed and went out front. This was a big
house! I hadn't really realized when whatsisname had driven me in
last night because it was dark. There was a big front lawn and a
long, curving driveway

The house was like... well, there were a lot
of windows! This guy was rich, whoever he was! And I was gonna stay
here!

I know what you're thinking. Was I out of my
fucking mind? If you knew what kind of a dump I was living in then
you wouldn't ask. And sure, he was a pervert, but he was a hot
pervert, and he knew how to make me hot! Yeah, he was old, but so
what if he could make me come like that!? Plus I'd get to live in a
place like this!

And triple my salary! Okay, yeah, I was
feeling a bit of guilt over the thought I was basically
prostituting myself. But on the other hand, I had done everything
so far without any pay, and boy had it been great! It was the
greatest sexual experience of my life! So I was more than happy to
do it some more, pay or no pay!

So really, I wasn't letting him fuck me for
money. I was letting him fuck me because I wanted him to. If he
wanted to give me money on top of that why should I turn it
down!?

The car that pulled up wasn't a limousine but
it was a great big black Caddy! It was sure the biggest, nicest car
I'd ever ridden in, with plush leather seats. This was no Uber
ride!

He drove me all the way home and didn't need
any money for it! I went up into my ratty apartment, which was just
a bachelor without even a bedroom, and started stuffing my things
into green garbage bags. I thought about calling the landlord to
give a couple of months notice to cancel my lease, but decided I'd
wait and see what happened.

Maybe this guy would be too perverted for me
to put up with!

I lugged my stuff to the elevator, then
lugged it from there to the front door, then called the number. A
different Cadillac showed up, and the driver lifted all my bags
into the big trunk, then drove me back to... I didn't even know
where the hell his house even was!

He pulled up in front of the house, then
carried my bags to the door before driving off. I went inside, the
door being unlocked, and then lugged them, one by one, up the
stairs and down to 'my room'.

I was just about done when he showed up. He
didn't bother to knock, so startled me.

“Oh!” I gasped, spinning around.

“Got your things?”

“Yes... master,” I gulped.

“Why are you wearing clothes?”

I stared at him in confusion.

“No wearing clothes in the house without
permission. Strip.”

I blushed slightly but quickly stripped
naked. Then he put the collar and leather restraints on again. This
time he put the restraints on my ankles, too! Aside from that, and
a little groping of my breasts, he didn't do much. He left to see
to whatever it was he did, and I finished putting things away.

With that done I had a look around the house.
It was a bit weird walking along naked like that, but it sure was a
nice house! Way nicer than any place I'd ever been before! I went
down the wide stairs and looked around the main floor, and came
upon him in a kind of library or den.

“I uh, was just looking around,” I said.

He snorted, then got up and came around the
desk. I licked my lips a bit nervously as he grabbed my arm and
then hauled me out of the room, wondering if I wasn't supposed to
look around. But he only took me to the dining room.

And then bent me over the table.

I thought he was going to fuck me again, but
instead he just left. I was like, huh, and started to rise,
thinking maybe he'd changed his mind or something. Instead he came
back with a stainless steel something in one hand and a long, thin
switch in the other.

“Did I not bend you over the table?” he
asked.

“Uh, yeah but then you left...”

He grabbed me by the back of the neck and
bent me over again.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed and I felt him pushing the thing
into my ass.

“This is a butt-plug. I want you to wear it
at all times so your tight little ass is ready for my cock whenever
I want to use it. Understand?”

Wow, that was outrageous!

“Yes... master!”

“And another thing - .”

Thwip!

I gasped as the thin stick cut across my
buttocks.

“Every single time you forget to call me
master – .”

Thwip!

“- your lovely ass is going to suffer.”

Thwip!

“Do you understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

That stick might be thin but it stung!

“Now, you will go into the kitchen, into the
cupboard there, get some cleaning supplies, and wash off the
loungers that were in the water so that the chlorine doesn't damage
the finish.”

Thwip!

“Clear, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Get going.”

I got up and hurried into the kitchen,
rubbing my butt ruefully.

And that was kind of weird. I didn't resent
him for it. I figured, hey, if you're a slave girl that's what
you're gonna get, right?

And the idea of me as a slave girl, as a
sex slave, was still nasty hot!

I found the cleaning supplies, then went out
back to the pool. I knelt next to the loungers and sprayed them,
wiping them with rags that I wet down under the shower. Master came
out after about twenty minutes (I don't know what else to call
him!) and looked at me for a minute, which made me nervous.

“Come here, slave.”

I gulped and stood up, walking back to him,
and saw he'd picked up the bottle of sunscreen.

“I don't want your lovely skin getting burned
and peeling,” he said.

Then he put sunscreen on me. And as before,
he spent lots of time on my breasts, and butt, and my pussy, so
that by the time he was done I was... squirming, inside and
out!

But he just sent me back to finish cleaning
the loungers.

You wouldn't think cleaning some loungers was
exciting, but you should try doing it naked wearing a collar and
restraints! Then he came out again and slid that fucking vibrator
into me and turned it on before going back inside.

I could only resist that for so long before I
was curled up in a ball, grinding and humping and rubbing myself
and coming again and again!

Fuck!

Why had I never enjoyed vibrators before!?
Sure it was a bit uncomfortable at first (unless you were already
super hot) but it sure did produce some wild results!

Afterward I continued to explore the house. I
went downstairs, and found a huge freaking exercise room, plus a
games room with a pool table, and then a freaking theater! I spent
some time seeing how that worked and then calling up movies and
shows from all kinds of sources, from Netflix to YouTube and
HBO.

When I got hungry I went upstairs and began
to explore what was in the kitchen cupboards, drawers, and
refrigerators (yes, two of them!). I grabbed some cold cuts and
made a sandwich, and then grabbed a towel to put over the leather
seats to sit down.

I had just about finished when Master walked
in.

“So there you are,” he said. “I'm going to
have to figure out a way of keeping track of you. Maybe a tracking
device or something. I'm also obviously going to have to find you
some chores to do. Being a maid doesn't mean sitting around on your
pretty ass all day, slave girl. Also, you don't get to eat without
your master's permission.”

“Uh, sorry, Master.”

“Slave girls tend to be a lazy sort, so their
diet has to be carefully managed so they don't get fat.”

I rolled my eyes a bit, I'm afraid. I mean,
come on! This was a silly game. I wasn't a slave girl!

“Did I see you rolling your eyes at me,
slave?”

“No, Master!” I said.

He snorted, then grabbed my wrists and pulled
them together behind me. A moment later and he was leading me out
of the room by the leash, and I was anxiously wondering what he was
going to do. Maybe use that switch thing on me or – ?
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Master brought me downstairs to a room which
I hadn't gone into because it was locked. I gasped as he flicked on
the lights! It had a bunch of frames around with leather straps
attached to the corners, and chains hanging from the ceiling!

But he led me over to a strange looking
stool. It was almost like a bicycle seat. Only it had a pair of
lumps in it. One was right at the front, and the other was maybe an
inch behind it. He had me straddle the thing and then sit down, and
the second lump pushed right up against the mouth of my sex.

Then it began to push up higher!

I gasped as I felt it slowly pushing itself
deeper into my body as he pressed his foot onto a little pedal near
the bottom of the frame! Then he pulled my ankles apart and
attached chains to them to keep them in place. A moment later he
got a black ball from a cupboard and pushed it into my mouth!

I knew what that was only when he pulled the
straps around my cheeks and fastened them behind my head! It was a
gag! I'd seen them on the internet!

I moaned anxiously, wondering what the perve
was going to do to me!

He unlocked the restraints holding my wrists
together behind me, and then lifted my right hand up above me and
out to the side. I cocked my head back and, heart pounding, saw
that he was attaching the thing to a chain! He did the same to my
left wrist while I was trying to decide if I should try to
resist!

A moment later he showed me a pair of clips,
and then held one in each hand before dropping them down to the
center of my breasts. I had just realized his intent when he closed
them around my nipples! I squealed and twisted wildly, but of
course, couldn't do anything! My nipples were on fire, and he was
just smiling as he reached up and forward and brought down a pair
of small chains to attach to the clips!

Then he pressed a button on a remote and the
far wall, which was one big TV flat screen, turned on. A moment
later he flipped through various camera shots of the room I was in
before stopping at one showing me from forward of me and a bit to
my right.

A live shot! I stared at it, eyes wide.

Then the stool began to vibrate!

“Enjoy, slave girl,” he said, before leaving
the room.

I stared at myself in the TV, then down
between my legs. The first lump right at the front of the bicycle
seat thing was pressed right up against me, against my sex, against
my clitoris, and it was even more powerful than the ones he'd used
on me before!

At first I just squirmed and twisted, staring
in fascination at myself on the TV, and still wincing at my burning
nipples. They weren't stinging like they had been, but they were
still hot and throbbing! What was more, the chains were taut, so
that I if moved much, the clips tugged against my nipples!

Now I knew about bondage from the internet –
kind of. And bondage wasn't all that unusual. I mean, the idea of a
guy tying you up to have sex. I had even wanted to try it. But
this... this was just... next level! It was way beyond the kind of
amateur tie-you-up-with-scarves kind of thing!

That made it kind of scary but also wildly
hot!

And that vibrator was driving me crazy! What
as more I couldn't move away from it because I was impaled on the
dildo thing which had slid up inside me! In fact, I had this
desperate urge to ride up and down on the dildo things, but I could
only move a little up and down because my ankles were chained! That
was so frustrating!

I kept staring at myself in the big flat
screen, memorized at how hot and kinky and sexy I looked in my
collar and with wrists held up and out in the leather restraints!
In fact, I was sort of spreadeagled, while standing... mostly
standing, with my legs straight and wide.

My hips were grinding and rolling with
increasing energy as the vibrator turned my lower body into a
churning cauldron of heat. That heat rolled up my body, and made it
impossible to keep still. At first, I winced every time my back
arched and that pulled my nipples against the clips, but after the
heat had risen high enough I actually began to do it
deliberately!

I was really, really getting into the
idea of me as a helpless, tied up sex slave being tormented! I was
getting hotter with very minute! And my nipples were flaming!

The first orgasm had me twisting and writhing
and grinding my pussy against the vibrator thing. The second was
even more intense, and the muscles in my abdomen ached from all the
spasming! Convulsions wracked my body as the third orgasm tore my
mind apart. And I was starting to sweat heavily, exhausted, as the
fifth – or was it the sixth – orgasm turned me inside out.

He came back then.

“Are you starting to learn what life is all
about for you now, sex slave?” he asked mildly.

I just moaned, gulping in air, and feeling
totally frazzled. I was also a bit embarrassed because I had been
drooling around the ball-gag.

He opened a cupboard and took out – a
whip!

I shuddered, feeling both a burst of fear and
a burning heat as he moved behind me. I twisted my head to my
right, then my left, before realizing I could see him better in the
flat screen!

“Slave girls get whipped when they're bad,”
he said.

I moaned and shook my head, which he
ignored.

The whip thing was like a short handled
thing, but with a bunch of long thin leather shoelaces attached to
it. Then he swung it and I screamed as the shoelaces swept across
my bare back!

Okay, they weren't shoelaces. But they were
thin and lightweight. They didn't really hurt, either,
individually. But all of them together, and there were like,
twenty, had a certain impact as they spread out and snapped down on
my back.

It hurt!

It didn't hurt much, mind you. I mean, it
didn't hurt nearly as much as closing those clips on my nipples had
hurt. So I was relieved. With that relief came another wall of
heat, because I could stare at myself in the TV and watch myself
being whipped. Whipped! Fucking whipped!

I squealed as he swung again, staring at it,
staring at myself as I twisted and jerked, my back arching!

Ohmygod! This could not be happening! It was
so sick!

He swung it again, and again, and again, and
I twisted and jerked and arched each time, crying out, my back
starting to heat up.

That was nothing compared to the heat inside
me as I watched the outrageous, forbidden, shocking scene of my
naked self being whipped!

I came again, crying out, screaming so loudly
my throat ached!

Then, as if this wasn't outrageous enough, he
started to sweep the whip out to the sides so that the thin laces
curled around my ribs and snapped at my breasts! He didn't swing
hard, but the little stinging sensations drove me crazy!

I was in a kind of fever heat, dazed,
exhausted, sweating, and my insides filled with a wild flood of
sensation!

He came forward, and removed the nipple
clips, then he did something which folded the vibrator thing down
and away. He gripped my hair and roughly yanked my head back, then
started to lick and suck at my nipples. At the same time, his big
fingers found my clitoris and began to rub me.

The next orgasm was all I remember, because
it was so intense I think I screamed all the air out and then
forgot to breathe again. I literally blanked out.

*

My nipples were swollen and sore and
hyper-sensitive for the rest of the day. They stung every time I
touched them, but at the same time they stung so...
deliciously!

I ate dinner on my knees next to his chair.
He fed me by hand, and then he set out a bowl of milk for me to
drink from – on the floor – like a dog! Fucking sick and hot or
what!?

I spent most of the evening in the theater
and in my room on Facebook, then went to his room to give him a
blow job and get fucked before retreating to my own room again.

If you don't think all that was way better
than being a barrista, you've never been a barrista!

I flicked through various TV shows on the
flat screen on the wall of my bedroom, still naked, still wearing
the collar and restraints, and thinking of what an incredibly wild
and outrageous day it had been.

Imagine being whipped!

Okay, it wasn't like a real whipping, you
know, that left welts on your body and maybe made you bleed. His
whipping only left thin lines on my body, and they soon faded and
became invisible.

Master had typed up a list of duties for me
and posted them on my bedroom wall. It started with:

Enema, douche, shower, wash hair.

Geeze!

Then:

8:00 Wake up master with oral sex.

Okaaaay, then. I guess that kind of set what
time I had to wake up.

I found everything I needed in my bathroom,
and set the alarm to wake up on time. I took care of business, made
sure I was all sparkly clean, with the butt-plug reinserted in my
sparkly clean butt, then went to his bedroom and let myself in.

He had the biggest bed I'd ever seen. With
four giant posts going like eight feet up. I went around to the
side, a bit nervous about waking him up, then gently gripped the
sheets and eased them back. He was naked except for a pair of black
boxers. And they weren't tight. I was still nervous about how he'd
wake up, but I crawled into bed beside him, then decided to lick at
his chest instead of going straight for his cock.

That got my hair grabbed, and I gasped as he
pinned my face to his big chest.

“G-Good morning, Master!” I gulped.

“Good morning, Slave,” he said.

I felt a hot little churning inside me.

He slid his shorts off and pulled my mouth
down onto him, and I set to work, licking and sucking on his balls
and shaft, then taking his cock-head into my mouth and sliding my
lips up and down it repeatedly. He pushed down and I gagged just a
bit as he slid deep into my throat, but I managed to handle it.

This just felt so deliciously kinky! I mean,
greeting my 'master' with a morning blow job and all! I mean, doing
it to a boyfriend, which I've done often enough, wouldn't have
seemed nearly as exciting and wicked and nasty and wild!

Him being way older than me continued to have
this strange impact on my psyche. Maybe because he was intimidating
in a way a guy my age wouldn't be. And that made the 'slave girl'
stuff seem more deliciously hot and thrilling. I think it would
have been hard to take seriously at all if he was my own age.

I slid my lips all the way down his thick
cock, feeling a hot throbbing in my throat, but also down low in my
belly at successfully swallowing it. Then I slid slowly back up,
sucking and licking on the head as I pulled back.

I gasped as he reached down and gripped my
hair. He all-but dragged me upward along his body, and I scrambled
to follow my hair until I was straddling him.

“Sink your hot little pussy down on my cock,
slave.”

I gulped in air as he let go of my hair, and
then reached down to take his cock in my hand. I felt another hot
little thrill at how thick and long it was, then rose up and rubbed
the head against my pussy. I sat down slowly, moaning as it put
more and more pressure against me.

My legs were spread wide around him since he
had a thick body, but my pussy began to ache anyway, and I ground
myself against it as he reached up and began to fondle my breasts.
Then the head pushed through and I moaned as I slowly sank
down.

It felt... incredible! I shuddered at a wild
wave of heat as I slid down slowly but continuously, his thick,
hard cock pushing all the way up inside me until I thought I
couldn't possibly take any more!

I leaned forward, gasping, gulping in air as
I ground myself against him, then began to slowly work my hips up
and down, in and out. I was able to work him all the way in, after
a minute, and felt another wave of heat at knowing that big, long
cock was completely inside me!

He was kneading my breasts as I leaned
forward, and they were throbbing hotly as I rode his cock, my body
filling up with a deep, powerful sense of hunger. Every time I slid
down his big cock I felt like a mini orgasm was sweeping through
me!

He stopped me at one point, gasping, jerking
me downward and kissing me.

“You know what you need right now, sex
slave?” he asked.

I was flushed, gasping and dazed, and had no
idea what to answer.

“You need a guy kneeling behind you to shove
his cock up your tight little ass while you ride my cock.”

Wow, what a thought! He was such a pervert, I
thought, awed.

He pushed me back up and I continued to ride
him, the heat taking hold of my mind and baking it. Then he reached
up and gripped my throat, squeezing it just above the collar. His
other hand slid down to find my clitoris and rub it.

I came, gurgling and sobbing for breath,
riding frantically as my head threatened to explode!

*

I have to say that being a 'maid' was a
pretty good job! I woke him up with sex every morning, and then
brought him coffee and, if he wanted it, breakfast. But that was
usually just something like bagels. Then he usually got dressed and
went to work, leaving me alone.

I had that task list, but it wasn't too hard.
It included exercises, which wasn't at all a bad idea. I wasn't
running around behind a counter all day now and I sure didn't want
to get fat. So I kept the kitchen clean, and did some exercising,
and spent the rest of the day hanging out at the pool or in the
theater or playing video games.

Yeah, it was a bit weird being naked all the
time, but I got used to it.

When he came home I greeted him like a slave
girl. He sometimes wanted sex, but usually didn't. Usually he
wanted sex before bed. But he'd always play these little slave girl
games with me at some point, either before or after dinner.

I always ate dinner on my knees, by the way,
with him feeding me. Yeah, it was weird, but whatever. It was kind
of darkly exciting too.

One night I had to stand and lean against the
wall, face forward, arms outstretched, bottom pushed out, and legs
apart. I had to stand on the balls of my feet as long as I could.
He didn't say anything while I was doing this. I wasn't even sure
he was looking at me since the TV was on. But he noticed any time I
turned my head, that was for sure.

Then he'd get up, come over, and give me a
couple of swings from that thin switch that stung my butt.

When he got tired of that he let me sit down
on the edge of a chair facing him, with my hands behind my neck and
back arched. My legs were spread wide, of course, and again, raised
on the balls of my feet.

When he as done with that he had me get on
all fours in front of his chair and then propped his feet on my
back! Sure it was degrading, but that only made it hotter! Not to
mention he'd pushed the vibrator up inside me first, and also hung
little weighted balls from my nipples.

It was very slave-girl like! And it heated me
up pretty powerfully. It was impossible to keep from moving as
ordered, which meant he kept taking that switch to my sore
bottom!

I found myself seeking these kinds of nasty
games more often, because they were so darkly exciting. And if he
didn't play them then I would try to persuade him to by doing
something like acting a bit snotty, or forgetting to call him
master, to see how he'd punish me.

That was how I wound up back in his 'torture
room' several days later!

There was a kind of padded table or bench
there. It was kind of like a short examination table except it was
tilted downward at one end. It was just long enough for me to lay
on, with my buttocks right at the edge of the lower part. But it
had a couple of padded arms there which were angled up and out to
the sides. That propped my buttocks up and kept me from slipping
down, but also spread my legs wide.

He strapped my thighs and ankles to the arms
and my wrists to the top part of the bench. Then he not only put
the ball gag in but also put a blindfold on me. Then he left me
like that, quivering with anxiety and sexual tension, wondering
what he was going to do to me!

I was there for a while, and wondering if
he'd just left me here like this as a punishment, when I was
startled by feeling something... oozing onto my chest! Like... soft
honey or molasses. Then his hands began to gently spread it over my
body.

Only it didn't take me long to realize it
wasn't HIS hands!

I had come to know his hands over the past
several days and they were big hands, strong hands, very masculine
hands! These hands were much smaller and softer! I moaned,
straining against the straps but helpless, my chest tight and my
heart beating wildly as someone spread the oily cream or whatever
it was over my body!

Was it a woman!? The hands were small like a
woman! Though it could have been a small man. Was it his nephew
returned!? He hadn't been nearly as big as Master!

The hands gently kneaded my breasts as they
spread the oil over them, then slid along my ribs, then down along
my abdomen. They stroked slowly and lightly over my pussy, then
both hands carefully oiled up each leg, one at a time.

I couldn't see who it was and I couldn't ask!
I couldn't complain and I couldn't move! I was completely
helpless!

Like a slave girl!

The hands began to caress my sex more, the
fingers gently stroking up and down along the edges, then gently
easing them open and gliding inside.

I shuddered as they pushed into my body,
dipping in lightly, at first, then more deeply. One hand glided up
and down my body while the other pushed deeper into my sex, then
began to pump in and out. The fingers inside me pressed upward, the
way Master did, rubbing against the front wall of my sex.

They weren't even touching my clitoris just
yet, but my body was getting very hot despite the anxiety and sense
of uncertainty and embarrassment. Who was this!? Suppose it was a
complete stranger!?

That was insane! But... then again, as I
thought about it, I still didn't even know Master's name! So how
would it be worse to have some other stranger touching me and
looking at me as long as it felt good.

And it felt gooood!

Whoever it was knew how to use their hands
and fingers! I was soon writhing and straining against the straps,
my back arching and my hips trying to roll up against the
fingers.

They were in no hurry, though. They still
hadn't even touched my clitoris!

They often moved off my pussy, those hands,
to slide up along my ribs and over my beasts, almost like giving me
a full body massage. They'd also stroke up and down my legs, and
even down to my feet, massaging them. Then they'd return to
stroking in and out of me.

By the time they spread the lips of my sex
and began to work on my clitoris my body was churning with heat. My
chest was tight. My breasts felt taut and swollen. My nipples were
crackling like live electrical wires, and my pussy would have been
dripping wet even if it wasn't all oiled up by the oily
fingers!

I felt fingers lifting my head forward, then
undoing the strap holding the ball-gag in. They let my head down,
then pulled the gag out of my mouth.

“What are you?” Master asked.

Fuuuuck! I knew this wasn't him here
fingering and touching me! There was someone else in the room!

“What are you?” he demanded.

“I-I'm a... a slave girl, Master!” I
moaned.

I was already flushed from head to belly, or
I'd have blushed even more, knowing someone was listening.

“Why are you a slave girl?”

This was going to be so embarrassing!

“Because I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut,
Master!”

“Yes, you are.”

He pushed the ball gag back into my mouth and
strapped it behind my head.

The hands continued to caress me, to stroke
me, and it took very little time before those fingers drove me over
the edge into a massive orgasm! I twisted and thrashed and cried
out in pleasure as those fingers pumped into me harder and faster,
and the fingers of his or her other hand stroked my clitoris.

The fingers didn't stop, though. They went on
caressing my body, kneading my breasts, rolling and plucking and
squeezing my nipples, and sliding up and down my legs to massage my
feet.

They returned to my pussy, and slid into me,
only more of them this time, since I felt stretched. They pumped
and turned and twisted, and also rubbed at my clitoris. I was
getting hotter and hotter, moaning and gasping and rolling my hips
up at the fingers. Another orgasm tore through me, then a third, as
he or she continued.

They sure had patience! It seemed like hours
had passed, though in reality, of course, it had been only about
twenty five minutes.

Now the fingers became more aggressive. They
pumped in and out faster, twisting from side to side inside me.

It was then that the whip came down across my
breasts.

I was only a little startled, at first. The
thin strips or laces or whatever they were called, landed only
lightly the first time, and only a little heavier the second. The
third blow stung a big, and the fourth a bit more.

But it just made this all seem more real! It
made me feel even hotter, wallowing in the vision of myself as a
slave girl, a sex slave!

I could feel a stretching between my legs,
and I was pretty sure he or she had four fingers in me now as they
pumped in and out. And now a vibrator was turned on and began to
grind against my clitoris!

It was all so fucking wild!

I came again, twisting and writhing,
thrashing and pulling at the restraints, crying out as the flog
came down harder across my breasts, and the vibrator made my
swollen clitoris explode with energy!

The fingers continued, and so did the
vibrator, at first. Then the fingers came out and a dildo slid into
me. It pumped in and out, twisting and turning. It pulled out and
then a thicker one was pushed into me, fucking me while someone's
tongue began to lick my clitoris!

And it never left my mind that there were two
of them! There was Master, and then whoever had these soft hands!
Two people! And I was strapped down naked and helpless!

I groaned as the dildo pushed achingly deep.
In fact, it was all but buried in my throbbing, burning pussy. I
felt his or her palm against the base, trying to push the last
quarter inch or so inside me!

Then the pressure stopped, drawing back. The
whip swept in and down and instead of hitting my now throbbing,
aching breasts, the thin leather strings landed between my spread
legs! I squealed, startled, and another blow landed, harder!

It... stung. The laces swept down across my
pussy, buttocks and abdomen, and I was filled with a sense of
astonishment, at first. They landed harder, and stung more, and I
twisted and pulled against the straps, moaning, trying to cry a
protest around the ball-gag!

I couldn't, and the laces landed across my
breasts again, and then again, then between my legs! They were
falling faster and harder and I twisted and thrashed and cried out
again and again. But my anxiety was still not nearly as high as the
wild, feverish hunger which had hold of my mind.

Because even though the blows stung I was
feeling a dark rush of thrilled heat at how outrageous this was! I
winced and gasped in pain at every blow, but fire burned in my
veins and my heart was pounding wildly!

Again and again the laces snapped down across
my breasts, until they burned! My nipples ached fiercely! My pussy
was starting to feel raw and hot as the laces snapped down again
and again!

Then the fingers returned, stroking and
gently caressing me. The dildo was pulled free, and fingers slipped
into me, one by one until four were inside my overheated pussy once
again. They twisted and turned, becoming more aggressive.

A mouth began to lick at my swollen clitoris,
then lips sucked at it. I felt as if my body was being turned
inside out!

Now big hands kneaded and caressed my
breasts. They were probably his! The other hands continued to work
on my pussy and caress my buttocks.

And then I felt it. I felt the stretching at
my pussy. The fingers pushed in slowly, in a wedge, and stretched
me achingly wide.

My chest was heaving, and I was gasping and
moaning around the ball gag. My skin felt aching and tender and
very sensitive. And then the fingers slid into me, slowly, deeply,
and I realized in a moment of stunned amazement, that he or she had
gotten their whole hand inside me!

I came violently, thrashing and bucking and
screaming into the gag as hand sank deeper. I felt the lips of my
sex straining wide around his or her wrist. I felt the fingers
moving and stretching and turning inside my body!

They moved slowly, at first, as my body
slowed its trembling and shaking. Then I felt them slowly drawing
in together, one by one, forming a fist inside me.

It pushed deeper!

I groaned helplessly as the fist twisted
slowly inside me, pumping slowly in and out. Then the vibrator came
on again, grinding against my clitoris.

The hands came off my breasts, and the whip
swung down, hard and fast.

I came even more violently, feeling utterly
overwhelmed, screaming like an animal as convulsions wracked my
body.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Fingers pulled the blindfold up off my eyes,
and I could see at last.

There was a woman standing at the base of the
table between my spread legs. She looked in her mid thirties,
perhaps, and was quite beautiful, with long, dark hair and high
cheekbones, brown eyes and a small mouth with full red lips.

She was wearing a short, gray, sleeveless
scoop neck dress which displayed a generous amount of cleavage. And
her whole wrist had disappeared inside me! I could see how wide my
opening was as it squeezed down around her forearm!

She undid the gag and removed it.

“What are you?” she demanded.

I gaped at her, my mind finding it very
difficult to function. I'd just has a massive orgasm that had
stunned me. Now I was looking at a stranger with her hand inside
me!

She picked up a thin stick, something like
the switch. This one, though, had a thin, soft, leather flap at the
other, about an inch wide, and folded in two. She reached out and
then snapped the tip down across my nipples several times.

It stung!

“Oh! Ow! Please!” I gasped.

“What are you, slut?”

“I... I'm a slave girl!”

She snapped it down across my nipples again
and I gasped and yelped.

“How do you address me, slut?”

I moaned and she let the soft leather shaft
of the stick come down across one breast with a soft, high pitched
Thwip! sound.

“You call me mistress. Say it, slut.”

She brought the thing down across my breast
again!

Thwip!

“Ow! Mistress!” I cried.

“What are you?”

“I-I'm a slave girl, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Why are you a slave girl?”

“B-because I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut,
Mistress!” I moaned.

It was so... freaky weird saying this in
front of a woman I barely knew! It was so degrading!

I mean, it was one thing to play the helpless
slave girl to a man, but... to a woman!? That was way more
degrading for some reason!

Her fist began to move inside me again,
twisting slowly in one direction, then the other.

“Yes, you are. You've been fucking my
husband, haven't you, slut?”

It had honestly never occurred to me that he
was married!

She brought the switch down across my breast
several times fast.

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

“Ow! Oh! Please, Mistress!”

“Did I give you permission to fuck my
husband, slut?”

“No, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Are you sorry for being such a slut?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm sorry for being a slut, Mistress!
Agghh!”

She forced her fist even deeper, grinding it
against the back wall of my sex.

“How are you going to make it up to me, you
blonde whore?”

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

“Ah! Oh! Please, Mistress!” I cried.

“Are you going to be a good little sex slave,
you blonde slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

She put down the switch and picked up the
vibrator, then began to grind it across the top of my sex. Her fist
pulled slowly back, then pushed in again.

I shuddered and stared up at the ceiling,
chest heaving. The world had just gone wildly adrift, completely
out of control. I was just along for the ride!

The vibrator ground against me and I trembled
and moaned. Her fist worked in and out of me, reminding me she had
her whole hand inside me!

My mind sank into a dark, churning torpor,
relaxing, surrendering to the rising heat. As insane as this was,
it still didn't matter compared to that heat.

I came again, sobbing for breath, twisting
and thrashing, crying out in wildfire pleasure as she pumped her
fist in and out and ground the vibrator across my clitoris!

The padded bench began to sink, lower and
lower. She moved around to the head, then moved backward until she
was straddling it – and my face. She pulled her short gray skirt up
to reveal she was naked underneath.

“Get to work, you blonde slut. Please your
mistress or I'll take a whip to your cunt that will leave you
crying all night.”

With that as a warning I licked eagerly! I
didn't have any actual experience in performing oral sex on girls,
but I'd had it done to me, especially by her just now! I tried to
do what she'd done, minus the fingers since my hands were still
strapped to the bench.

She ground her pussy against my face several
times, her hands reaching down and gripping my hair, pulling it in
two thick masses up and out to the sides, tugging and jerking on it
whenever I failed to please her!

The thought of protesting or refusing did not
even enter my mind!

I had never really thought a lot about
licking a woman's pussy before, but my mind was in a strange,
frazzled, confused state, and still kind of shell-shocked with the
intensity of the sexual heat and pleasure which had been pumped
through it. Not to mention how wild and sick and incredibly kinky
this whole 'sex slave' shit was!

And it wasn't like she wasn't giving me any
time to stop and consider things!

She jerked on my hair and reached back to
slap at my breasts as she ordered me how to lick, how to suck, how
to please her. When she came, I felt this incredible sense of
relief, as well as a delicious sense of victory.

She slid off me and moved around between my
legs again. I moaned as she rubbed the dildo or vibrator up and
down against me, then shoved it in deep and turned it on. A moment
later she pulled out the butt-plug and shoved another hugely thick
dildo deep into my ass!

Then she straddled my face again.

“Lick your mistress, slut,” she ordered,
looking down and gripping my hair.

I shuddered and obeyed!

At least a dozen times she eased her pussy
back, and looked down at me.

“What are you, slut?” she'd demand.

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

Then she'd jam her pussy against my mouth
again.

My belly was achingly full, the vibrator
thrumming wildly inside me!

I made her come a second time, my tongue and
jaw starting to ache. She got off me and then moved back alongside
my body, running her hand over my breasts.

“You have a beautiful slut body, slave girl,”
she said. “It's clearly a body designed to be used by others for
their pleasure.”

Her hand slid up under my jaw, against my
throat, and squeezed, making my eyes bulge.

“But you must learn discipline. You must
learn obedience. You must learn submission.”

”Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She unstrapped my ankles and legs, then my
arms, ordering me off the bench and onto my hands and knees. I was
shaky, and had to move carefully because I still had the bottom
couple of inches of dildo and vibrator sticking out of me.

She attached a strap to the one in my pussy,
which went up diagonally across my abdomen, over my hips, and then
locked together in back. Then a third strap descended from there to
attach to the dildo sticking out of my ass. She put the ball-gag
back in my mouth, then attached a chain, a leash, to the ring of
the collar around my neck, and jerked on it.

“Crawl, slut.”

She was kind of freaking me out a bit. She
was taking this so seriously! I was half wondering if she thought
it was serious! You know, that I really was a kinky slave
girl! But on the other hand, as much as that made me anxious, it
also turned me on! It made things seem even... darker, and more
outrageous!

I crawled along the floor as she pulled on
the leash.

The vibrator was still buzzing too!

Then I crawled up the stairs and out onto the
back deck. There was no sign of Master as Mistress picked up the
sunscreen and squirted it on me, then rubbed it in. Unlike Master,
she was quick and efficient about it, not really stopping to knead
my breasts or rub my pussy.

Then she led me further out into the sun.

“You see those hedges along the edge of the
property, slut? I want them weeded,” she said. “Crawl over there
and pull the weeds out by hand, put them in a line along the grass.
You can come back and pick it up afterward.”

She suddenly squatted down next to me,
gripped my hair, and roughly jerked it up and back so that I cried
out in pain.

“I better not see you rubbing your dirty
little pussy, you blonde slut. You don't get to come unless someone
gives you permission. Do you understand me?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned around the
gag.

It sounded sort of like a muffled “Oos,
mohess”

Wow!

She slapped my bottom and sent me scurrying
out to the edge of the yard, past the concrete which surrounded the
pool and onto the grass. There was a fence around the property and
a tall hedge along the inside. I crawled over to it, and then began
to tug at the grass and small weeds which had started to grow up
through the dirt strip which ran along the base of the hedges.

At least it gave me some time to think – in
theory.

The truth was that my pulse was still kind of
racing. My insides were still throbbing with heat and arousal. And
the fact I was out here naked on all fours, and with the dildo and
vibrator shoved up deep inside me continued to strike me as wildly
outrageous and kinky. The vibrator's buzzing just made that
worse.

So even though the sun was beating down from
above, and I was basically doing something completely unsexual –
weeding – I was still filled with dark excitement. I moved slowly
along the row of hedges, tugging out every little weed and piece of
grass I could see and dropping them in a line along the edge of the
grass.

It took a while. I had to shift from one arm
to the other to support me, and then I decided to do the weeding
while sitting on my heels and leaning forward. That eased the
weight from my sore arms, but soon produced another problem.

The dildo and vibrator were sticking out of
me almost two full inches. Which meant that as I sat on my heels
they began to brush against the ground, especially as I leaned
forward to weed. That jammed the base of the vibrator so that the
head pushed hard into the back wall of my sex deep inside me!

It also seemed to increase the feel of the
vibrations. I was finding it very hard to ignore that, and several
times, after glancing around, I dropped my hand between my legs and
rubbed my clitoris for several long, delicious seconds, shuddering
and trembling as the waves of pleasure rolled through me!

I stopped each time, though, until I had
worked my way all the way along the fence to the back fence, then
halfway along that. Now the diving board at the end of the pool was
kind of blocking the view of me.

I took advantage of that to rub myself
several times, and then the pleasure got so powerful, the heat so
desperate, that I almost lay down on my belly, legs spread wide,
and masturbated to a tremendous orgasm, with my mouth jammed
against the inside of my elbow to keep from making enough sound to
carry back to the house.

This was so fucking crazy!

I worked my way along the back fence, and
then the door opened and she came out, wearing a black bikini and
carrying a drink.

I was pretty fucking hot and sweaty by then,
but she sure didn't offer me any. She just sat down on one of the
lounge chairs and relaxed.

I felt a lot more nervous with her out here,
but did my best to pretend otherwise, working my way slowly down
along the last fence. Which meant closer to her!

When I had finished I was kind of lost as to
what to do. I was tired, hot, inside and out,and the vibrator was
starting to drive me nuts! I crawled tentatively over towards
her.

“Are you finished, slut?”

I nodded my head anxiously.

She through a brown bag at me.

“Put the weeds in there.”

So I crawled back along the fence line
scooping the weeds into the brown paper bag. When I had made my way
all the way around the pool and back again I turned to look at
her.

She looked so... I don't know, sophisticated.
She was beautiful, and sexy, and somewhat menacing. And meanwhile I
was hot and sweaty and dirty and crawling along on all fours naked
with a dildo and vibrator jammed into my pussy and ass.

All of which added to the sense that she was,
like, way up above me, and I was this menial, grubby little
pathetic slut unworthy of her attention.

“Are you finished, slut?”

I nodded my head.

She got up and picked up my leash, then led
me back along the hedges, and every time she saw a bit of green
anywhere under she'd bring a thin switch down across my buttocks
with stinging force!

I had to then pluck the offending blade of
grass, or tiny stub of a weed out with my fingers.

My butt began to get very sore!

“When you're given a job, slave girl, you had
better do it properly,” she said.

We finished at last. I was anxious, tired,
sore, and yet still almost trembling with dark hunger and heat.
Mistress made me kneel and put my chin and chest on the grass, with
my bottom high and knees together. She made me spread my arms
straight out to the sides and not move.

“When you're given an order, slave girl, you
had better obey it, and not think you can get away with
disobedience. Your master and mistress are far more intelligent
than you are, and will catch you every single time,” she said.

Swish- crack!

The thin switch she used was lightweight but
stung as it cut across my buttocks. It made a soft, sharp sound,
like torn paper as it cut through the air, then a louder little
crack of sound as it hit my soft skin.

“You were ordered to not touch your dirty
little pussy,” she said.

I felt a wave of anxiety.

Swish-crack!

“But you chose to disobey your mistress.”

Swish-crack!

“You chose to have an orgasm even though that
was forbidden to you.”

Swish-crack!

“You did not ask permission.”

She knelt next to me and undid the ball gag,
then pulled it out as she yanked back on my hair.

“Is that not right, slave girl?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

She snorted and dropped my hair and my chin
settled back into the grass.

Swish-crack! Swish-crack! Swish-crack!
Swish-crack!

I winced as she brought he thin switch
whistling down across my upturned buttocks again and again! The
sharp stings began to turn my buttocks a fiery red as I dug my
fingers into the ground, moaning and panting helplessly.

“Are you sorry for being a
bad little slave girl?” she demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I
moaned.

Swish-crack! Swish-crack! Swish-crack!
Swish-crack!

“Are you sorry for being a
filthy, cock-loving blonde slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I
gasped.

Swish-crack! Swish-crack! Swish-crack!
Swish-crack!

“Say it, whore.”

“I'm sorry for being a
filthy, cock-loving blonde slut, Mistress!”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack! Swish-crack!
Swish-crack!

“I bet you're aching to
have another cock in you, even now. Aren't you, slut!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I
moaned.

She snorted and paused.

I knelt there, trembling, moaning, my bottom
throbbing with heat and pain!

She moved and picked up something else, then
knelt behind me. I felt the strap locking the dildo in my ass in
place freed, then the dildo slid out of me.

“Spread your legs,
slut.”

I shifted my knees apart on the grass.

A moment later it pushed back in – or...
something did.

I groaned as it pushed deep, and quickly
realized it wasn't the same dildo but another one, and that she was
wearing it! The vibrator thrummed more powerfully as she fed the
dildo deep into my ass, and then began to fuck me with it.

“What are you,
slut?”

“I-I'm... I'm a... a sex
slave... Mistress!” I gasped.

I gasped and grunted and moaned as she
fucked my ass, my arms stretched out to the sides. She drove it
fully into my body, the head punching against the back wall of my
anal tunnel, then she shifted her body and brought her left foot
forward. It was bare, thankfully, because she brought it down onto
my head!

The pressure kind of twisted my head so that
my cheek was pressed to the ground, and her bare foot then came
down on the other side of my face as she continued to thrust the
dildo into my trembling body.

The vibrator buzzed, and I moaned
helplessly, feeling a swirling, bubbling flood of dark liquid heat
churning inside me. I felt her hips beginning to strike my upraised
buttocks as she fucked me, as she sodomized me, as she used me
like... like a cheap whore!

“Beg me to let you come,
slave girl,” she demanded.

“Please may I come,
Mistress!?” I gasped.

“Come for your mistress,
slut. Come while I'm fucking your ass. Come like the blonde whore
you are.”

So wild and nasty and... real!

The dark heat and thrilled excitement
bubbled and boiled within me, and then the orgasm welled up and
spread out and exploded! With her bare foot jamming my face into
the ground, and the dildo pounding into my body, I surrendered to
the thrill of dark sexual surrender and the orgasm ran rampant
through my overheated body and dazed mind!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Mistress was stricter than Master, but that
just made it seem kinkier and more outrageous and thus more
exciting! The way she acted, as if I really was a slave girl, was
deliciously nasty!

Though sometimes painful...

But even her punishments were thrilling
because of how outrageous it all was!

She brought me inside and had me wash the
kitchen floor – on all fours, of course. I knew they had a maid
service that came over once a week, so didn't really understand
why. But it had not taken long to figure out that asking questions
of Mistress was a bad idea!

She didn't approve of the job I did.

That was why I spent the rest of the hot
afternoon in the attic, hanging upside down and spreadeagled,
sweating, moaning, panting for breath, dazed, my body aching.

With a dildo jammed deep into my pussy!

As for my ass, she pushed a long, thick
candle into it, and then lit it. The flame was about five inches
above my flesh, but every time I moved a little droplets of melted
wax fell down onto my skin and made me yelp and moan and tremble –
which spilled more!

I was there like that for fucking hours,
moaning, sweating like a pig, the heat baking my mind even as it
threatened to melt my flesh! It actually felt as if I was melting,
as droplets of sweat trickled down my body and face all afternoon
to drip onto the floor below.

The heat was exhausting, and I couldn't move
or speak with the gag in my mouth. I fell into a dazed state, eyes
slitted. After a while I stopped drooling around the ball-gag
because my mouth and throat became dry. I think I was becoming
dehydrated.

I groaned as I was finally moved, lowered,
actually, until I lay on my belly on the floor. I was a bit dizzy,
having hung upside down for hours. She rubbed her fingers along my
lips, and they were wet. That made me lick at them dazedly. She
slipped them into my mouth and I licked and sucked on them, more
thirsty than I'd ever been in my life.

It didn't really matter when she replaced
them with her bare toes.

I felt my hips lifted up behind me, my legs
spread. Then the vibrator began to rub against my clitoris. Water
was trickled down from above, onto her foot and toes, and I licked
dazedly, licked and sucked at her toes, at the floor, and along her
foot as water was trickled down again and again.

Meanwhile the vibrator was rubbing against
me, and the dildo began to move in and out.

My head began to clear a little as I licked
up water, but it still kind of buzzed from having been upside down
so long. I realized what I was doing – licking her feet – but the
water was more important than any concerns about that being gross
or anything. I didn't even mind licking the floor around her
toes.

The dildo moving inside me felt gooood. And
the vibrator rubbing gently against it began to make my nerve
endings crackle and snap. My muscles began to spasm, too.

But it was my clearing head which began to
pump heat into my body, because I realized how degrading and wicked
and nasty and all this was – licking a woman's foot. And with the
dildo and the vibrator, I began to feel that sense of awed delight
at what I was doing, at what they were doing!

It would be wrong to say I was a masochist,
exactly. I didn't enjoy pain and discomfort, after all. But I did
get a dark, wonderful thrill at the idea of a girl being
'enslaved', at her being tied up and whipped and stuff. And of
course, that girl was me here! Which made it way hotter!

Mistress continued to trickle water down
onto her foot and I licked thirstily, moaning, panting, my hips
grinding back at Master almost unconsciously.

They were so outrageous! Both of them!

*

Mistress made me do more work, like changing
the sheets on the bed, and doing the laundry. And where before
Master would feed me by hand at the table, Mistress tossed bits of
food onto the floor, and made me lick them up! Then, of course, I
had to scrub the floor!

She also decided that my tongue needed
strengthening – and lengthening. She caught it in a clip, and then
attached a weight so that my tongue hung over my lower lip,
constantly tugged down by the weight. She also gave me tongue
exercises to do several times a day. After days of that my tongue
was not only stronger (though it ached!) but longer! My tongue was
actually being stretched!

A couple of weeks after she'd arrived, or I
guess you'd say returned home, she took me downstairs to the
basement to punish me for not exercising enough. I don't mean the
tongue but my regular exercises. She decided I was too 'soft' and
lazy and wanted me better toned.

She hung me spreadeagled from the chains
above, much like she had done before, only rightside up. She turned
on the monitor, letting me see myself, and I stared at my image,
enthralled at how erotic it was!

On the other hand, being hung upside down is
way easier on your legs and ankles than it is on your wrists and
arms!

My toes were barely brushing the floor, with
my legs spread wide. That made her taller than me as she moved
around me, examining me and sneering at me.

It was still, even after two weeks, kind of
nerve wracking how seriously she took this perverted little game,
about me being a 'sex slave'. I still wasn't sure if she might
actually think I WAS one, as opposed to just a girl paid to pretend
(and enjoy) the role.

But that still made it feel more deliciously
nasty and erotic.

She gagged me, and pushed the vibrator up
into my pussy and the dildo up my ass, strapping them in place,
then left me for a few minutes. When she came back, she wasn't
alone. And the other person wasn't Master!

I gasped and felt a wild rush of
embarrassment, even humiliation as another woman came in behind
her. Then a third woman entered behind her!

“Wow, nice body on her,”
one of them said.

She reached out and cupped one of my
breasts.

“Big tits,” the other one
said, cupping and squeezing the other.

All of them were taller than I was given how
I was tied, and one of the new ones, a black woman, roughly jerked
back on my hair. I had been trying to stare down at the floor, but
she forced my head up and back, smirking down at my face.

“Pretty little slut,” she
said. “What's its name?”

“I haven't given it a name
yet,” Mistress said. “I just call her 'slut' or 'whore' or
'slave'.”

I cringed, mentally. This was
humiliating!

“She's got her pussy
stuffed. What is this, a vibrator?” the other one asked.

“Yes. She's a responsive
little slut. I like to keep her on edge.”

“I like the old fashioned
methods myself,” the woman said.

Mistress laughed. “By all means, Nicole,
demonstrate for her just what level of expertise she's required to
reach.”

The woman named Nicole snorted. She had very
short, reddish brown hair and a slim body. Now she knelt in front
of me and turned off the vibrator. She slid it out of my body and
then began to lick me.

“Where did you find this
bitch?” the black woman asked, releasing my hair.

“She appeared, naked, one
morning, in the guest room. Apparently she was a one-night stand my
nephew left behind before catching his plane to school. She had no
clothes so we've kept her that way.”

“She should be kept naked,”
the black woman said. “She's got a fantastic body. Have you whipped
her tits yet?”

Mistress nodded. “Only lightly. We're
building up to things, testing her limits, and expanding them.”

Nicole slid a pair of fingers up inside me
as she licked and sucked on my clitoris. She was... very... very
good. Despite my embarrassment, and the way my mind was swirling
wildly with charged emotions, I felt a sense of amazement at just
how skillful she was.

“Nice ass,” the black woman
said, moving behind me and slapping it.

“Rob loves fucking her
ass,” Mistress said.

“He able to get it all
inside the little slut?”

“Yup.”

“Figures. Blonde
slut.”

Crack! She slapped
my bottom sharply.

“Maybe you could have a go
at it yourself, Jada.”

“Yeah, maybe. Maybe I'll
suit up.”

I had no idea what that meant, but she left
the room, leaving me alone with Mistress and... Nicole. That eased
my embarrassment, especially since Nicole was kneeling in front of
me and sucking on my clitoris. True, both she and Mistress were
clothed while I was naked, but the swirling emotions inside me were
starting to turn to bubbling heat and excitement again, especially
when Nicole slid a third finger up inside me.

It turned me on to be stretched!

Mistress moved in and began to knead my
breasts, rolling and lightly twisting my nipples, which added to
the heat building inside me.

Then Jada returned. I gasped as I saw her.
She was wearing, like, a completely leather outfit! It was like a
shiny one-piece bodysuit in glistening PVC leather. The thing which
really caught my eye, though, was a huge black cock thrusting up
and out from her groin! It was actually a part of the bodysuit,
complete with head, veins and balls. Well, except the balls were
not loose.

She jerked my hair back roughly.

“I'm gonna tear your ass
open, slave bitch!” she growled.

I moaned, feeling a sharp jolt of fear as
she moved behind me. I felt the dildo sliding out of me, then the
one attached to her pushing in. It was thicker, with a more
pronounced head, and it curved upward like a guy with a really
strong erection.

Despite what she'd threatened, she pushed
the dildo in slowly. And I was already used to the previous dildo
and still had the lube from it inside me.

Nicole was sucking rhythmically on my
clitoris while Jada slowly worked the big dildo up into my ass. Her
hands were also around me, continuously squeezing and kneading my
breasts, lifting them up and mashing them together!

She leaned in and chewed along the nape of
my neck above the collar.

“Whore,” she whispered into
my ear.

I moaned helplessly, overwhelmed by all
this! My mind was fluttering like a little bird as she ground her
hips slowly, first clockwise, then counter-clockwise, all while
pumping slowly in and out. She forced the dildo deeper and deeper,
until I began to feel cramps and aches as the head reached deep
into my belly!

“Slave,” she whispered into
my other ear, chewing on my earlobe.

“Whore,” she taunted me,
biting into the nape of my neck.

My mind was swirling and churning, but so
was my body. That big dildo was now moving fairly smooth in a long,
deep stroke that drove the fat head high into my belly and then the
hard balls into my ass to remind me I had the whole thing
inside!

Nicole was sucking and licking at my swollen
clitoris, and I was starting to lose my embarrassment now that Jada
was an active participant in this perverted sexual scene. I still
felt the sense of overwhelming helplessness and dark anxiety of
being their bound slave girl, though. I had no idea what they would
do except that they would do whatever the fuck they felt like!

“Sex slave,” Jada whispered
into my ear.

She kept switching from one side of my neck
to the other.

“She's a bad little slave
girl,” Mistress said. “I brought her down here to be
punished.”

“Then punish her,” Jada
said.

She drove her hips into my buttocks, and I
cried out as the thing punched me on the inside!

“Whip the slut,” Jada
growled. “Whip her tits!”

She slid her arms under mine, then up and
back, her hands sliding behind my neck. She jerked sharply back and
I gasped as my head was forced back and my chest thrust out.

“Hot little fuck toy,” she
growled. “Fuck-toys do what they're told.”

I moaned around the gag as she thrust into
me faster and faster. I could see Mistress taking the flog from the
cabinet. She returned and then swept it around and down so the
laces spread out across my taut, overheated breasts!

They stung! But it wasn't exactly horrible.
The sharp, thin, light little crackle of sensations made me cry
out, but mostly out of instinct.

“Whip them raw!” Jada
growled. “Whip them till they bleed!”

I moaned as the flog came down again.
Another crackle of stings erupted through my nervous system as the
laces landed across my taut breasts!

“Slave animal,” Jada
growled into my ear.

The flog landed again and again, harder now,
stinging more. But the wild, dark thrill of all of this was slowly
tuning my mind into a churning, swirling sense of wonderment and
thrilled heat as the three woman used and abused me.

It was... reassuring, that despite Jada's
nasty threats she was not exactly 'tearing” me open she was not
being too rough with the dildo, and also that it didn't seem like
Mistress had any intention of whipping my breasts 'raw'. That was
also reassuring to me that they all knew this was just some wicked
game.

Because at times it almost seemed like they
didn't!

The flog cut across my breasts again and I
gasped and trembled.

“Learn to obey, slut,”
Mistress growled.

“Whore,” Jada whispered
into my ear, driving the black cock deep into my ass.

The flog cut down again.

“Submit to your mistress,
slave,” Mistress ordered.

“Nasty little blonde
whore,” Jada whispered.

Again the flog cut across my breasts,
stinging more now.

But that dildo was pumping inside me with
delicious force and authority, and Nicole was making my pussy throb
and burn like a churning volcano!

I almost felt dizzy, or more like dazed, at
just how wicked and shocking and kinky and hot this all was. The
heat was cauldron inside me, and as Jada increased the speed of her
thrusting it overflowed, exploded, hot, seething lava spewing out
and up through my body!

Mistress took over from Nicole licking and
fingering me, and then Nicole began to whip my breasts! Harder! I
twisted and writhed and cried out again and again as my breasts
turned hot and red, throbbing as she brought the flog down across
them until they burned!

Then Mistress got her whole hand up inside
me again! Pumping and twisting her fist as she brought the vibrator
in against my clitoris.

I came again. The orgasm stupendously
powerful, and making my body writhe and twist uncontrollably as my
mind was battered by hurricane force waves of pleasure!

They let me down after that, locked my
wrists together behind my back, then I licked Nicole to orgasm
while Jada fucked my pussy with her big dildo. She shifted to my
ass again while I licked Mistress to orgasm. Then she removed the
PVC suit and I licked her to orgasm while Nicole and Mistress used
dildos and vibrators on me to make me come violently again.

Nicole stayed over for dinner, along with
her husband! He was a guy named Bradley. And I had to serve dinner!
Like, as if I was the servant, the maid. Of course, I only wore the
collar and restraints, and everyone reached out to fondle me any
time they wanted to.

That made me drop a few things, which got my
butt switched by Master in front of everyone.

My dinner, meanwhile, was served by dumping
scraps into a bowl and putting it on the floor in the corner. Then
I had to eat it like a dog, like a 'bitch in heat' as Mistress
called me. While they all sat like civilized people at the table
and ate with knives and forks I knelt with my bottom raised and
legs spread, eating from the bowl without using my hands.

I don't think you can really grasp what it
does to your head to be kneeling naked on the floor with your
breasts pressed against the cool tiles, and your face stuck into a
bowl like a dog while the 'humans' looked down at me and
sneered!

It was so fucking insane and bizarre! That
business in the 'dungeon' had really mind-fucked me, though. And I
had had no chance to recover before I was ordered to serve dinner.
And now I was kneeling with my mouth in a bowl and my ass in the
air eating!

Like an animal!

It would have been jaw-dropping even if it
was just Mistress and Master, but including Nicole, who I barely
knew, and Bradley, who I didn't know at all, just made me dazed
with the shock of it!

But after I got over my initial humiliation
with Bradley, I began to once again feel that seething dark hunger
at how outrageous and degrading this filthy, perverted game
was!

To make matters worse, even more degrading,
I mean, I had that butt dildo in my ass. That was the one with the
ring near the base to hold it inside me. But of course, the base
was visible, about two inches sticking out of my back opening,
highly visible to Bradley and everyone else as I knelt there with
my ass raised high!

After dinner I carried after-dinner drinks
out to them in the living room, then knelt on the floor, knees
spread wide, hands behind my neck, back arched. Whenever anyone
wanted something, I got up and went and got it, then brought it
back and knelt next to them to hold it up like an offering.

I know some people will wonder why this all
turned me on, and I can't really explain it myself. Why should I
get turned on being so degraded, treated so badly? Yes, it was
outrageous, but why should that alone turn me on?

I think it was the strange sense of freedom
to be a complete sexual creature, to feel and expose my hunger and
arousal, and to have it satisfied openly by people without fear of
being judged. Does that sound strange? What I mean is that when
people are already saying you're a sex slave and a bitch in heat
and a slut, you really don't need to fear worse.

I know I was just playing a role, pretending
to be a sex slave, but I was really wallowing in that role.

That didn't mean I wasn't horribly
embarrassed, anxious, nervous, and reluctant at times. But the
outrageously kinky nature of it all was deeply seductive.

Like when Master threw a big dildo at me and
ordered me to masturbate.

Yes. I was to be the entertainment!

The order made my face hot, and sent an
emotional jolt through me. My instinctive mental response was
something like 'Oh no!'. But I never really considered refusing.
And as I picked up the big black dildo and looked at it I felt a
rush of sexual energy which made my pussy throb.

What an outrageous thing to do!

I moaned and rose up on my knees, bringing
the fat head of the black dildo against my opening, then rubbing it
up and down. I sank down until the base was pressed against the
floor, then began to grind myself harder against it.

It was thick!

I felt the ache, felt myself slowly giving
way as my chest tightened and my heart raced. I moaned as it
stretched me wider and wider, then began to sink into me!

I slid downward, gasping, moaning, rubbing
my clitoris now as the four of them casually watched me. I slid
down halfway, gulping in air, then began to ride up and down on it.
I held the dildo with one hand, rubbing my clitoris with the
other.

I sank lower and lower, the black dildo
glistening with my juices as I rode it. I knew this because I
stared down at it much of the time.

“Lay on your back, slut,”
Mistress ordered.

I sort of mentally cringed at the order, but
did it, laying back, raising my knees and spreading them. Now I was
looking down my body – at the four of them watching me! My hair was
no longer hiding their faces!

I pumped the dildo in and out, chest
heaving, moaning helplessly, rubbing my clitoris as the sexual
energy crackled through my body.

And I was in something like a state of
astonishment at myself even as I did it, hardly able to understand
how I could do something like this, how in just a couple of weeks I
had been conditioned to do something so incredibly degrading
without protest.

The heat cascaded through my nervous system.
My buttocks began to roll upward against the dildo as I thrust it
down. I put my feet on the floor, my legs spread achingly far, and
used that to lift my buttocks up again and again as I pumped the
dildo faster and harder!

I couldn't do it with one hand. The dildo
was too big and too thick. I needed both hands to work it in and
out fast enough to satisfy me, to punch the head against the back
wall of my sex! But I wanted to rub my clitoris, too!

What I did was to push the thumb of my right
hand out along the shaft so that it rode back and forth across my
clitoris as I pumped the big dildo in and out! And doing that, with
four people looking on, was such an incredible rush that I climaxed
in only minutes.

Climaxed with a helpless wail of pleasure,
passion and heat, my hips bucking up and my back arching as the
pleasure tore through my already ragged mind!

It was so good! It was
so fucking good!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


See, when I'd agreed to be Master's 'slave
girl' I hadn't really been thinking of anything other than the high
pay, the easy work, and the great sex with him. I'd known it would
be kinky sex, but he had shown me how hot that could be, so I'd
gone for it. I hadn't counted on him even having a wife, let alone
her showing up as 'Mistress'.

Then she had, but I'd been blindfolded, and
she'd given me such an intense explosion of pleasure and heat that
I had just accepted it as a further extension of the wickedly
thrilling game Master had introduced me to.

So I never objected. And since my role was
to pretend to be a sex slave, I never objected to things like being
spanked or flogged. I mean, they were careful in how they did it,
and it didn't hurt that much, really, and it was all so freaky
hot!

But you get into the habit of instant
obedience pretty fast when you get a smack on the ass every time
you hesitate or question. Even if that smack is not exactly all
that painful. It still stings, and startles, and you want to avoid
it.

Introducing those two women into the mix had
been a shock, but given how wild and kinky and explosively exciting
that had been, I couldn't really object, and then introducing
another man at dinner was... just an extension of that.

See if Master had originally told me to have
sex with other people and masturbate in front of them I'd have
absolutely refused and run, not walked away. Yet just a couple of
weeks later I had become so spellbound by the thrilling 'role' I
was playing that I just did it.

And came violently while they watched!

It was the small steps. They didn't seem so
shocking compared to what I'd already done.

Which was why, when Master ordered me to
crawl over and suck Bradley's cock, I was only slightly shocked.
Again, I never considered refusing. I crawled over under their
eyes. He spread his legs, and I leaned in and undid his pants as he
reached out to fondle my breasts.

I took his hard cock out and began to suck
and lick him as his wife looked down at me. I bobbed up and down,
taking him deep into my throat again and again. And as I did so
that dark heat came over me once more.

I mean, I naked on my knees wearing a
bondage collar and sucking a guy's cock while others watched!
Wow!

And it was only a little further step when I
was ordered to straddle his cock and fuck him.

It was actually, or should have been a big
deal. Master had been the only man to fuck me up until then. But
given what Mistress and Nicole and Jada had done it didn't seem
that way in my mind.

And again, I was like 'wow!' but I did it.
With everyone watching, I straddled him, took his cock, pressed it
against myself, and began to slide up and down on it while he
fondled and sucked and chewed at my breasts and nipples.

I was intensely aware that other people were
watching. This was a new thing to me, just like masturbating while
they watched had been. Master and Mistress had taken me together.
And the three women had done the same downstairs. But this was
different. It was... hotter... darker.

And when Nicole reached out and slid her
fingers down between my legs to rub my clitoris, I came hard.

Later that evening, while they were in bed,
I licked Mistress to orgasm while Master fucked me. Then, instead
of returning to my bedroom alone, as I usually did, Master made me
crawl back on a leash. And when he opened the door I saw he'd made
changes since I'd last been there.

The bed was gone. In its place was a cage. I
stared at it, my jaw dropping AGAIN!

“A sexual animal like you
should be kept in a cage, Slave girl,” he said.

It was a big cage, mind you. It was bigger
than any dog cage I'd ever seen. It was thirty inches wide, four
feet high, and about five feet long. There was a soft padded pillow
or mat covering about two thirds of the floor.

On the side which it didn't cover there was
a water bottle clipped to the right corner, with a tube sticking
through the bars so I could have a drink (like a hamster!) if I
wanted one. And in the other corner was a kind of plastic bowl
clipped to the bars at the right height so that if I knelt there I
could pee into it!

Meanwhile on the other side of the cage, one
corner had a big dildo clipped to the bar, pointed in and up so I
could straddle it, gripping the bars, and ride up and down. The
second corner had a vibrator I could press and rub myself
against.

I stared at this in wonder as Master
explained it. Then I had to crawl through the door, which was slid
closed and locked behind me.

The first thing I had to do was take a
drink. Then I had to go over and rise up in the corner, angle my
pussy forward, and activate the vibrator.

That was how enthralled I was with this
dark, outrageous game! Having been put in a cage to spend the
night, I was, instead of outraged, angry or afraid, so turned-on
that I gripped the bars and ground myself against a vibrator while
my pulse raced and my body trembled with excitement!

And I came, grinding myself against it and
sobbing for breath, my back arching and my head flung back, my hips
grinding frantically as the pleasure tore through my mind!

I slept in the cage, masturbating twice more
before falling asleep just out of the simple delicious excitement
of being locked in a cage like an animal.

A sexual
animal, Master had called me!

I wakened to a bell going off. I grunted and
raised my head to see the door to the cage had slid open. There was
a little bell ringing on the top of the cage. I groaned and rolled
onto my stomach, then crawled through the bars and stood up.

The thing on the cage was an alarm clock. I
hit it and then went to start my morning chores. That included
cleaning myself, then crawling into the master bedroom and wakening
Master and Mistress with my mouth.

Mistress had added to my chores. Now I made
breakfast and served it. Bits of it were thrown on the floor for me
to lick up, as usual.

Mistress introduced something new to the
game, then.

It was a kind of harness made of leather and
studs, like the restraints. Well, not really leather. I knew that
by now. Real leather would have gotten fucked up in the shower and
pool. This was faux leather.

And it basically consisted of thin strips of
this pvc leather held together with stainless steel rings. Four of
these encircled my breasts, squeezing in from all sides. That kind
of puffed my breasts out by squeezing them.

I didn't mind this idea, except that it made
my breasts throb and my nipples tingle.

But then the harness went down my body and
down between my legs. It had two four inch long cocks attached to
the inside, which were stuffed inside me. There was a tiny plastic
grille at the top which would allow me to pee, but I couldn't touch
myself.

“We don't want you playing
with yourself while we're away.”

Which meant I couldn't masturbate. I
couldn't even touch myself down there!

It was weird getting used to it, but it
didn't really stop me from moving around. I mean, I cleaned the
kitchen, as usual, including the floor. After that I did my
exercises in the gym, then took a swim and relaxed out back for a
little while. The harness was irritating since I couldn't touch
myself down low. But it did keep my breasts from moving around so
much when I moved, which was nice.

And it felt exciting to caress my swollen
breasts, and to look at myself in the mirror.

I would have masturbated for sure if I'd
been able to!

Master and Mistress were both gone for the
day.

After that I got dressed (which felt weird)
and went to get some groceries.

And no, it never once occurred to me to just
leave. Why would it? Being a slave girl was a wild thrill-ride!
Besides, this... harness thing was locked in place, as were the
restraints and collar. I couldn't get them off, and it would be
pretty embarrassing to ask someone else to do it!

All my clothes had disappeared with the bed.
Mistress had set aside an outfit for me to wear. It was a very
short, satiny pleated black skirt over black nylons, and five inch
stiletto heels. Over all that went a long, loose black sweater.

Getting the stockings on over the lower
restraints wasn't a problem. They made it bulge a little at the
ankles, but people probably wouldn't notice it because it was
black. The ones around my wrists were covered by the long, black
sleeves.

The one around my neck was completely
obvious.

There wasn't much I could do about it,
though. And I was, after the events of the past couple of weeks,
less shy about sexual things or my body (not that I'd been overly
shy before).

Most people didn't notice. When they did,
they stared. I tried not to blush too much, and kept my eyes down.
It was pretty embarrassing, though. I was kind of used to guys
looking at me and wanting me. But any guy who saw that collar would
immediately start picturing me as a slave girl or something, and
that meant a slut.

That led to more staring, as if, since I was
a self-identified slut I had no right to object or anything. It
also led to one guy squeezing my ass when he pushed his cart past,
and another trying to reach for me who I dodged aside from.

It wasn't like getting groped was a new
thing to me, but it had never happened in the grocery store before!
I was glad to get out of there and head back home, though it was a
long walk in the high heels and carrying a bag.

I was relieved to get back to the house, and
put down the bag. But I was also, oddly, glad to get out of those
clothes and back to being naked. It felt... freeing. I looked at
myself in the mirror, staring at the harness, running my fingers
over my swollen breasts and hard nipples, and felt my pussy squeeze
down around the little dildo inside it.

My hands slid downward, and I felt
frustration at not being able to get at my pussy. The harness was
so tight I could barely get a finger under the lower part, and then
I couldn't really do a lot with it.

I went out and relaxed at the pool, then
watched TV in the theater while doing the laundry. I did it with a
kind of low, simmering heat gripping my body and mind, though. I
really would have liked to have masturbated, preferably with a big
dildo. But that just wasn't an option.

I was glad when someone got back, and hoped
that meant some really nice hot sex. I heard the garage door going
up, then down, and went uncertainly towards the door in. hoping it
would be Master.

Instead, when the door opened, it was a
complete stranger! It was a black man! I squeaked, and turned
hurriedly away, trying to hide my body with my hands.

“Stop. Come back here,”
Master's voice ordered.

I moaned, but obeyed, slowly turning, my
arms across my breasts.

Master came in behind the black guy, who was
carrying a case of some kind.

“Why are you hiding your
body, slave girl? Do you think it's ugly?” Master
demanded.

“N-No... Master,” I gulped,
face hot.

He snorted, then caught my
arm and moved me along the hall to the stairs going down. I gulped,
my heart beating faster as he brought me downstairs and over to the
'dungeon', as I thought of it. I knew the black guy was coming, and
my mind was kind of swirling with the idea he was going to fuck
me!

Was it so terrible that I wasn't even really
considering refusing?

Master brought me into the room and then
took off the harness. That revealed my pussy, and also the
glistening dildo pulling out of it, as well as the other one
pulling out of my ass. Master clipped my restraints together behind
my back then bent me over a table.

Crack! He slapped my
bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slave,”
he ordered.

I blushed hotly, my mind squirming as the
black man watched. I obeyed, of course.

“Nice tight little pussy,”
Master said.

I felt fingers sliding along it, and knew it
was the Black guy!

“Yeah, very neat,” he
said.

I gasped as I felt something other than
fingers pushing into me. It wasn't a cock. It was too cool. So it
was a dildo, and a thick one, one that stretched me as it was
slowly pushed up deep into my body. A moment later a big butt-plug
was pushed up into my ass, then I was straightened up and led over
to the center of the room.

There was a kind of low pedestal there, and
I had stand on it as my wrists were undone, then locked together
again above my head, holding me up on the balls of my feet. Master
then had me spread my feet right to the edge of the pedestal and
then locked the ankle restraints in place with short chains before
pushing the ball gag into my mouth.

The Black man came around in front of me
then and to my surprise, began to brush my hard nipples with cotton
balls. They smelled... mediciny, like alcohol or... disinfectant of
some kind...

“Nice tits on her,” he said
as he cupped my right breast and squeezed.

“Yeah. She's got an
incredible body,” Master said.

The black man took a sort of tool, a little
bit like pliers, then squeezed my breast to make my nipple stand
out and pressed the teeth of the 'pliers around it. He squeezed
sharply and I felt an intense sharp pain in my nipple that made me
squeal and jerk back – or try to.

The intensity of the pain was already
fading, though. It had lasted only an instant. But my nipple was
still very hot and sore and throbbing. And before I could realize
what was happening he'd placed the jaws of the thing on either side
of my other nipple. Then I felt another sharp, intense pain in that
nipple too!

I now recognized the tool, of course. It was
for piercing. And he'd just pierced my nipples!

I was amazed, and now that the pain had
dulled to a throbbing background ache, intrigued as I watched him
take out a pair of stainless steel rings and fit them into the
holes in my nipples. These were not the kind of rings which screwed
together, with a little ball in the join. Instead they formed
perfect, unmarred circles, about the size of a quarter, with a
narrow tooth at one side fitting into an opening on the other.

Master removed my ball gag, then and I
gasped and worked my jaw, but only briefly. He gathered in my hair
and then pulled my head up and back. That automatically opened my
mouth, and a moment later the Black man slid a different but
similar tool in and caught at my tongue.

I felt a moment of shocked realization
before the sharp pain bit into me – because the piercing tool had
just bit into my tongue! It didn't, however, feel as if I'd bitten
my tongue. It was sharper, and like the nipple piercings, it only
lasted a moment. In fact, I would say it hurt less than the nipple
piercings.

He fit another ring into the new tongue
piercing, then put his tools away. He removed the rubber gloves
he'd been using, and then moved behind me.

“Push your ass out, slave,”
Master ordered.

I gulped, but obeyed. I had to rise up onto
the balls of my feet to do that, and then felt fingers at my sex,
sliding the dildo out of me. A moment later a soft, but hard cock
rubbed up and down along the mouth of my sex.

I moaned softly as it pushed into me. It was
thick and hard and warm and it slid deep into my pussy in a few
strokes.

“Ahh, she's nice and
tight,” the Black man said.

His hands came around me and cupped my
breasts, squeezing them, though he didn't touch the nipples.

“She's a born sex slave,”
Master said.

“I envy you,
man.”

The Black man started to fuck me, often
gripping my hips to pull them back to meet his thrusts. I stood
there on the balls of my feet, gasping and moaning, my mind
churning with the realization of having my nipples and tongue
pierced, and now with being fucked by a complete stranger without
anyone even asking my opinion!

“She seems well-trained,”
he observe.

“She's a natural. I've only
had her a couple of weeks or so. She'll become much better with
more conditioning. Speaking of which.”

Master moved around in front of me, a narrow
vibrator in hand, then turned it on and let the tip press directly
against my clitoris.

I shuddered and moaned helplessly. The
sexual heat had already been building within me, but now the
sensations added to it.

This was so wildly, insanely slutty! I mean,
that I would agree to this without a word of protest I felt myself
delighting in that, though, in my ability to be this slutty because
I was playing the role of a slave girl! I was behaving in exactly
the way that was expected of me!

I gasped and grunted as the Black man thrust
harder, his hips slapping against my buttocks again and again. I
ground myself against the vibrator as Master held it in place, and
the spiraling rush of heat and dark excitement made my body burn
with passion and hunger!

“Tell me what you are,”
Master ordered, gripping my throat with his other hand but not
squeezing.

“I-I'm... I'm a … a … slave
girl... Master!” I gasped.

“Why are you a slave
girl?”

“B-Because I'm... a
cock-hungry blonde slut, Master!” I moaned.

“You sure are, baby,” the
Black man said excitedly.

I came with a helpless, undulating wail of
pleasure, glorying in the hard pounding of the Black man's hips and
cock”, and the high-speed buzzing of the vibrator!

“This slut can hardly
breath without coming,” Master said in amusement.

The Black man fucked harder, and then gasped
and halted, buried in my pussy.

He sighed and slid out as he softened, and
Master thrust the dildo back up inside me, attaching it with
straps. Then he left me there as he saw the Black man out.

The dildo turned out to be a vibrator, and
it began to buzz and quiver and tremble.

I shuddered and ground my hips, still
breathless, caught up in the dark, delicious thrill of being
treated like a 'slave girl'!

Master returned alone, and instead of
fucking me like I'd hoped, he unchained my ankles, then locked the
restraints together before raising my wrists a little higher. This
kept me on the balls of my feet, but squeezed my thighs in together
around the vibrator, making it feel even more powerful!

“Now, I think you're due
some punishment, Slave,” Master said. “Can you guess
why?”

I gulped. “No, Master!”

“No? You tried to hide your
body from my guest.”

“I... I'm sorry, Master!” I
said anxiously.

“Your body doesn't belong
to you, Slave. It belongs to me. I can show it off to whoever I
want, and lend it out if I decide to do that. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, Master!” I
exclaimed.

Master had taken down a strap from the wall.
It was kind of like a wide belt, but made of softer leather. It was
folded in two, and Master swung it down and sideways so that it cut
across my buttocks where I was standing.

Fuck it hurt! I squealed wildly, my legs
running out from under me as I reacted! It hurt worse than the flog
did!

“Ahh!”

Crack! It hit again,
and I felt another jagged pain.

“Ahh! Please!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
The strap cut across my bottom again and
again!

“Ow! Oh! Please! Please,
Master!” I cried.

“Bad girls need to be
punished,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and twisted and cried out as my
bottom became hotter and hotter! Master swung low so that the strap
cut up at the underside of my buttocks, then straight across the
middle again, then downward!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My ass was absolutely on fire!

“Are you sorry for being a
bad little slave girl?” he demanded, yanking back on my
hair.

“Y-Y-Yessss, Master!” I
half sobbed.

Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm sorry for – ,”
Crack! “ – being a bad – ,”
Crack! “ – little slave girl, Master!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Are you going to be a bad
slave girl again?” he demanded.

“N-N-Noooo, Master!” I half
sobbed.

Crack!

“What are you?”

“I-I'm a – ,”
Crack! “ – Slave girl, Master!” I
sobbed.

Crack!

“Why are you a slave
girl?”

Crack!

“Because – Ahh!”
Crack! “Be-because I'm a cock – ,”
Crack! “ – Ahh! A cock-hungry blonde slut,
Master!”

Crack!

“Do you want me to fuck
your ass, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck my ass,
Master!”

Crack!

“Beg harder.”

“Please fuck my ass,
Master!” I cried.

Crack!

“Beg more.”

“Please fuck my ass,
Master!”

Crack!

“How hard should I fuck
your ass, slave?”

Crack!

“Please fuck my ass hard,
Master!” I cried desperately.

I was sooo relieved when he put down the
strap to fuck my ass! I shuddered, my ass on fire, as he pulled the
butt-plug out and then pushed his big cock up inside me. I didn't
even care about the cramps or anything!

Boy, I mean, I'd imagined how painful it
would be to be tortured, but I hadn't really thought having my butt
strapped would be torture! It had hurt worse than any of the other
things he and Mistress had done to me, though!

Like the pain from the piercings, though,
the pain from my butt faded quickly. Or at least, the sharp
stinging ache coming from the strap disappeared, leaving behind a
hot, glowing, throbbing pain from my red buttocks!

I groaned with the relief flooding my body,
though, from no more blows, and Master was able to fuck my ass
fairly easily. The vibrator was still buzzing away in my pussy, so
now that my punishment was over I began to feel the rise of that
dark erotic thrill again.

Slave girl!

Sex slave!

I hardly even noticed the pain from my
tongue and nipples now. My ass was throbbing too much to care about
them.

Maybe that was even the idea.

Master jerked back on my hair and began to
kiss the nape of my neck, then to suck and chew on it as his hips
thrust that big cock up high inside me with hard, deep strokes. I
was starting to lose myself to the 'role' and with the vibrator
buzzing against my clitoris my body began to thrum with the same
inner heat it had been getting more and more since I'd met him.

He roughly squeezed my breasts as he drove
his cock into my ass, and I trembled and shook, gulping in air,
gurgling dazedly as the hunger took control of my mind. I came
again, and this time the orgasm was something unique to me. It was
sort of like a roller coaster. It went up, up, up, and then sank
down for a few seconds, then rose up again!

It was a series of multiple orgasms, and I
trembled and shook in the throes of the dark wonder of it all,
crying out as Master rammed his hips into my sore buttocks and
impaled me on his hard cock!

 


 





Epilogue

 


 


 


 


Another couple of weeks passed. My piercings
healed. Mistress put a special kind of ring on my tongue that would
add more pleasure to her pussy when I licked her. My tongue was
much longer and stronger than it had been when we'd first met, and
I was proud of my ability to give her and her friends orgasms.

Part of my task list now was to kneel before
the door whenever one or the other came home, knees spread, back
arched, hands behind my neck, presenting myself to Master or
Mistress and anyone else they brought with them.

Usually at least one or two people came over
every evening, and I served them as a maid, then as a sex slave,
pleasuring them with my mouth and body.

One night they had a party with a dozen or
so people. I, of course, was the naked one, moving among them with
drinks and refreshments, and being almost continually groped and
fondled.

That was so wild!

I spent much of the evening on my knees,
tonguing and sucking one after the other, men and women both.
Master had also hired three big Black men, who apparently worked as
porn actors from the conversations I heard.

That was part of the entertainment – along
with me, of course.

The first one lay naked on the big ottoman
and I straddled him, sinking my pussy down onto his big cock. Then
the second one drove his cock up into my tight ass. And if that
wasn't hard enough to handle, with two big cocks pumping in and out
of my belly, the third one roughly jerked my head down by the hair
and drove his cock straight down my throat.

All the other guests watched excitedly, as
the three black men roughly, even savagely took me in every orifice
at once! They stopped to change positions a few times. At one point
I was sitting on one guy's cock, with my ankles lifted up and back
so the second could fuck me in the pussy. My head hung back upside
down while the third pumped himself in my throat.

All the time my wrists were tightly locked
together.

I have to confess that the feel of two big
cocks pumping inside me was wild! And the idea that a third one was
fucking my throat at the same time made my mind burn even hotter!
But that a dozen people were sitting around watching made it even
more insane!

I came again and again and again, and was
too dazed to even think about trying to hide it!

After that I pleased the guests with my
mouth until my jaw ached.

Ached more, that is. It already ached from
the rough use by one of the porn guys. And I was glad to crawl
around on all fours because they had fucked my pussy so hard I
could barely walk!

*

I can't honestly say when I stopped thinking
of myself as pretending to be a slave girl, as someone just playing
a role because it was wicked and hot and paid well – and when I
started just assuming, just thinking of myself as a slave girl.

I never even thought about any bank account
Master might have paid money into. I stopped thinking of myself as
any sort of 'employee'. I was just 'Slave'. That was what everyone
called me, unless they added words like 'sex slave' or 'slave girl'
or 'slave animal' or something like that. Otherwise they just
called me a slut or a whore.

The thing is... I liked being a slave girl!
It was a crazy thrill ride of heat, passion and outrageous
pleasure! Why shouldn't I like it? Sure, sometimes I got spanked or
strapped or whipped. But Master and Mistress never hit me hard
enough to mark my body up for long. They liked how I looked and
didn't want my skin all bruised and discolored.

What's the point of having a sex slave who
isn't beautiful?

I stayed with Mistress and Master for about
a year. By then I didn't even think about myself as anything or
anyone but a slave girl. I barely remembered my name! Or maybe it
was more like I never thought about my name since no one ever used
it.

Then the same guy who was supposedly their
nephew stayed over, and he left another blonde girl behind. I
didn't see her for a while. I was confined to the basement while
Master and Mistress started getting her used to the idea of being a
sex slave.

I could hear her cries of pleasure sometimes
through the ceiling. Then she was brought downstairs and placed on
that same bench where I had realized Mistress was going to be a
part of my life. Only, blindfolded as she was, it was me who
caressed her body, who licked her to orgasms, who fingered and
stroked her, who sucked on her nipples, and then who fisted
her.

Only after I had spent an hour turning her
into an exhausted, sex addled, and pliant submissive slut did
Mistress take over, banishing me.

I wondered, then, if it had been Mistress or
some previous slave girl who had done the same to me a year
earlier...

A few days later I was placed on display on
the pedestal, while Master demonstrated how responsive I was for a
half dozen men. Then they bid on me, and one of them bought me.

I left with him, gagged, blindfolded, my
wrists and ankles shackled together, stuffed into a box. I was in
the box for hours and hours before it was opened by my new
master.

He was a very wealthy man, much wealthier
than my previous Master and Mistress. He lived in a huge penthouse
apartment in New York. He didn't have as big a cock as my previous
master, but he made up for it by having incredible oral skills! He
was even better than Mistress had been, and he enjoyed it!

The penthouse was gorgeous, and the views
spectacular! The only problem was my new Master wasn't very harsh,
and I had come to feel the discipline I got reinforced that I was a
helpless sex slave. I had to start acting up before I could get him
to spank and then crop my butt, but once he did I just kind of
melted into the role of his sex slave.

It's weird how I became a sex slave through
this sort of incremental process. I mean, if you'd ever asked me at
the start I'd have laughed in your face. But now I grovelled for
Master and his guests, giving their feet and bodies tongue baths,
and reveled in the role of being a sex slave!

Hey, why not? I didn't have to work as a
barrista, and I got to stay in a penthouse!

And the sex was still incredible!

Besides, I had found my true calling.

I'm a cock-hungry blonde slut, after
all!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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