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Okay, so job interviews kind of suck, and
I'm not really good at them anyway because you're supposed to
demonstrate eagerness and how much you want the job and all that
shit – and I'm not that good an actress. I really don't want your
shitty job and I don't really care.

And let's face it, with a high school
diploma, no one is gonna offer me really great jobs.

I should probably go to college or
something, take a course, maybe. But I hated school. I was so glad
to graduate! The idea of doing more doesn't appeal to me.

I think I'm kind of hyperactive. I hate
sitting still doing nothing, listening to some boring old man or
woman drone on about shit I have no interest in. I'd looked over
college books trying to see something I had some interest in, but
had kind of come up empty.

Everything required long, long, long hours
sitting at a desk tapping away at a computer, processing forms and
documents, and lots and lots of reading. I was kind of thinking
maybe I'd join the army or something. Except they'd probably make
me a clerk and then I wouldn't have any say in it. Besides, I'm not
really a violent person and not very big either.

So having graduated from high school despite
lots of absentee days and hardly studying I was now expected to get
some kind of job. And none of them were very interesting. Basically
I was looking at working at retail and the restaurant industry.

So my friend Andrea suggested I look at a
temp work agency. Yes, they took some of your pay, but they could
get me temporary work at a variety of places so I could maybe see
what I could stand doing. I kind of liked that idea. I'd only have
to work somewhere a day or two, or a week or two, then I could move
on.

And if anyone recognized my amazing
abilities and wanted to hire me I could decide whether or not I
felt like sticking around. I didn't think that was very likely,
though, because, to be absolutely honest, I don't really like work.
Shocker, huh?

I like dancing, hanging out with my friends,
swimming, surfing, skim-boarding, skateboarding, and biking. I like
making out with guys, shopping, and eating chocolate. No one is
gonna pay me for any of that, though.

I got hired by the temp work place, or at
least, taken on by them. Hiring implies they pay me and they don't.
Not unless they send me on a job. Then they sent me on a job. It
was at a shipping room in some computer store. It involved wrapping
stuff or putting it in boxes, putting on address labels and postage
or filling out courier forms. Bleh.

Four days later I was at a physiotherapy
clinic working as the receptionist. That sucked ass. But it was
only one day. The next week I worked as mail clerk pushing a basket
along floors in an office building picking up mail from designated
boxes.

Then I got sent to the beach.

For those who aren't aware of it, there is
Miami, where I live, and then Miami Beach, which is an island off
Miami. Miami Beach is actually a separate city from Miami, and way
smaller. It's mostly got lots of high-end condos, hotels and
restaurants and, of course, beaches.

The job was described as 'general labor',
which was a catch-all phrase that could mean just about anything
you didn't have to have training in. One intriguing thing was the
asterisk which said you had to be a good swimmer. Anyway, this one
paid really well, for some reason. Minimum wage in Florida is $8.10
but this place paid $15hr.

I had to hike down Collins avenue since
there isn't a lot of public transit and I'm not patient enough to
wait for a long transfer, but then I found myself in front of a
slender white building that was maybe twenty stories tall. It was
clearly a condo given all the balconies, and I walked up to the
front door. As I did a guy in a funny suit, like, a doorman, opened
it and smiled at me.

“May I help you, Miss?” he asked.

“Uhm, I'm supposed to meet a Mrs.
Elsworth.”

“Your name?”

“Amy Conway.”

“Come in.”

He led me into a huge lobby. And I mean
freaking huge! There was a big glass, oval shaped tank of water in
the middle that was about twenty feet long and went right up to the
ceiling thirty feet high. It had a number of fish swimming
leisurely around in it, but not as many as it easily could have
had. You could have put dolphins in that thing.

“Go through that door and its the first door
on the right,” he said, pointing.

I thanked him and went through a door marked
'employees only', then down a narrow corridor to an open door to an
office. A middle aged white woman was behind a desk tapping away at
a computer keyboard.

“Uh, hi,” I said in the doorway.

“You're Amy Conway?” she asked, standing
up.

“Uh huh,” I said.

She motioned me in and gave me a very
intense up and down look.

“Are you a good swimmer?”

“Yeah. I have my lifeguard badge.”

But life-guarding is boring as shit and you
have to pay constant attention to the water in case some moron
needs to be saved.

I was curious now. What kind of a job in
here needed a good swimmer? I hoped they didn't need a lifeguard
for their beachfront, except the beach fronts were all public
ownership, so that shouldn't be it.

“Hmm. Come with me,” she said.

I shrugged and followed her as we went down
the hall and up a flight of stairs. We came out in another hall and
then went into a room which was obviously the top of the big
aquarium in the lobby. There was a round hole in the floor about
six feet wide with a rail around most of it.

“Get undressed.”

“Pardon?” I asked, startled.

“Didn't they tell you what the job was? It's
to swim in the tank for an event we have scheduled.”

“To... swim in the tank!?” I asked
incredulously.

“Yes. You put on the fishtail and just dive
down and swim leisurely around, then rise up again to breath, and
dive back down again. I hope you're good at holding your
breath.”

I stared at her in astonishment. This was a
job!? But hey, it paid almost double what the other jobs did.

“I can't spend like, forever underwater,” I
said, staring at the hole.

“The event only lasts an hour and a half,
but you'll be paid the minimum four hours,” she replied.

I was still dubious. Sixty bucks for an hour
and a half was a good rate, though.

She showed me the fish tail, which was
something which looked like, well, a fish tail, and which only
really wrapped around your lower legs to the knees.

“The event is tomorrow. You're here today to
practice.”

So that meant two days work of only an hour
or so apiece at sixty bucks each. That didn't sound so bad.

“I didn't bring a bathing suit,” I said.

She scowled. I'll check the public pool out
back. We have a number of spare suits there for guests.”

“Spare swimsuits?” I said, making a
face.

“What size do you take?”

“Thirty-Six-C I said.”

“Get undressed and start painting
yourself.”

“Pardon!?”

She showed me spray paint cans, only it was
for body paint! I was supposed to paint my whole body blue! Then
she took off and left me gazing at the hole. Talk about weird
jobs!

I looked at the spray can, curious about how
it would work, then shrugged and removed my shoes, socks and jeans.
I sprayed my lower legs to see what it felt like and looked like.
It was way thicker than most paint, and left a kind of rubbery
coating on my skin!

Weird!

I painted up higher, to my thighs, but
wasn't going any higher. I wasn't sure what this stuff did to
fabric and I didn't want to have to wear blue panties home.

She returned with a plastic package.

“Put this on and paint up to your neck. I'll
do your face.”

I shrugged and she left. I opened the
package, removed my shirt and bra, and then pulled the swimsuit top
on. It fit, but it was kind of small, smaller than I usually was
comfortable with. I slipped off my panties very carefully so they
didn't get the blue stuff on it, then pulled on what turned out to
be a thong.

I wasn't happy about that either! I'd never
worn a thong in public. I was starting to think about backing out
of this, but was intrigued enough to keep spraying. I sprayed up
over the suit and up my waist, and was pleased to see that it was
kind of hard to tell where the suit ended and my skin began.

This stuff was thick, like I said.

I sprayed up over my bra and along my arms,
feeling freaky. There was a full length mirror set against the
corner and I looked at myself with interest. I just looked like a
blue girl below the neck.

Mrs. Elsworth returned and showed me a
little plastic sun-glass thing. They were tanning goggles, the kind
of things you placed on your eyes when you lay down under a
sunlamp.

“Just hold these over your eyes while I
spray you.”

“Uh, what does this stuff do to hair? And
what happens if I lick my lips?”

“It dries very quickly. It's not poisonous,
and it comes off easily with soap, sponges and warm water.”

I was still dubious, but also still very
curious about what I'd look like, so I went along with it, and put
the goggles over my eyes, closed my mouth, held my breath, and she
sprayed my face, then sprayed all over my hair.

“It's good your blonde. It's easier to
color,” she said from behind me.

She sprayed all around, then did some
touch-ups up front.

“Okay, you can remove the goggles.

She had a little paint brush, though, and a
little can of body paint.

“Close your eyes.”

She painted around the edges of my eyes, and
then had me stand in front of a fan which dried the stuff off in a
few minutes.

I looked freaky! I had to get my phone and
take pictures!

Thankfully, though I was still kind of self
conscious about it, the blue paint kind of hid that I was wearing a
thong, and also that the bra was pretty small. I was all blue, so
even though I was mostly naked it didn't show that clearly.

These pictures were going on Facebook!

She helped me put the fish thing on and then
left me a radio and went downstairs. When she was in the lobby she
called me.

“Okay, dive into the water. The idea is to
swim slowly and leisurely around the pillar, acting very
relaxed.”

“Uh okay.”

I couldn't dive with the tail thing on but
sat on the edge then leaned forward to go in head first. The water
was cold! I gasped, then swam downward. The fish thing on my feet
acted like flippers as I swam down then curved around the
pillar.

The pillar was just like what it sounded.
There were others in the lobby but they'd built the aquarium around
this one. I swam downward and around, holding my breath, staring
out at Mrs. Elsworth standing below me. The guy who had let me in
was there too, along with another guy who had been behind a
counter.

That made me self-conscious about wearing a
tiny thong bikini, but the paint helped. I swam past them, then
curved around and up and came out of the hole, gulping in air.

“Miss Conway,” she was already saying on the
radio.

I picked it up and pressed the button.

“Go ahead.”

“Try again. Remember, slow and graceful, and
try to turn and roll as you swim. Arch up and back like a
mermaid.”

Like a mermaid my ass. But hey, it was
better than a mail-room. I dove down again, swimming hard down
along the pillar, then curving slowly and more 'leisurely' around
it, kind of turning as I swam, then arching up and back.

Having people look at me, just... watching
me, swimming in the tiny suit was weird. I was glad for the paint!
I mean, it's one thing to have guys look at me on the beach. That's
normal. But everyone is in a bathing suit there. Here they were in
business suits and I was in a tiny thong bikini!

I swam around the pillar, kicking slowly.
The mermaid tail helped me move surprisingly quickly without a lot
of effort. I turned circles and arched up and back and rolled over,
then swam back up and out to grab a few breaths of air before
diving down again.

It was kind of weird, and I had to hold my
breath, but that was all that was hard about it.

I satisfied her and she came back up to help
me get the blue stuff off.

“Tomorrow you'll have three other girls with
you,” she said.

That sounded better than being the center of
attention.

She and I brushed off the blue stuff with
soapy sponges and then I stood under a shower and used my hands and
fingers to break away the stuff in my hair and around my eyes.

There are some weird jobs in life!

*

I was a bit nervous the next day. When I got
there I was introduced to three other girls. Kacey, Paige and
Amanda. They were all blondes, all around my age, and all had,
well, nice swimsuit bodies. We helped spray each other and paint
each other, giggling about how goofy a job this was. We all had
different colors, too, but I kept the blue.

“Remember, keep the order,” Kacey said.

She'd done it before.

We breathed in oxygen, then one of us would
go in and swim around, then after about thirty seconds, the second
girl would do the same, then the third, then the fourth. You stayed
under water for sixty seconds, then surfaced and inhaled oxygen
until your time to dive back came. We each had a little waterproof
watch which would vibrate at sixty seconds to let us know.

I was the fourth girl, the new girl. I dove
in and swam down as Paige, the second girl, came back up. I curved
slowly down and around, keeping away from Amanda, and tried not to
be too self-conscious. There was a huge crowd of people out
there!

And like I said, they were all in suits and
dresses. Oh well. I tried to act like a fish, moving slowly,
sweeping my 'tail' back and forth as I moved, wondering who all
these people were. Probably rich, I thought cynically. Any condo on
the beach was big bucks, so these people I could see through the
aquarium glass were very well off.

Which made this kind of a degrading job, I
suppose, swimming around half naked like a fish for their amusement
while they discussed... whatever it was they were discussing.

What a job! A human fish!

Well, I'd done worse, and at least it wasn't
boring! At least, not for a day .

I swam up and then down, got out to breath,
then jumped in again. I swam lower, sweeping my 'tail' out to curve
around near the glass.

There was a blonde woman there talking to a
man. I probably noticed her because she had the same hairstyle and
shade as I did normally. That's a pale blonde parted in the middle,
sweeping down and then inward past the shoulders. She was really
attractive, but there was something very hard, very determined
about her face, as if she scowled a lot.

Plus she was wearing this really mannish
three piece suit in black (which did go well with her hair) that
even included a tie. She looked at me as I passed and I felt a
little self-conscious, arching back and away.

I mean, here she was some rich, successful
woman and I was swimming around in a thong pretending to be a fish.
Of course, she was also probably old enough to be my mother. I'd
have more money by that time too... hopefully.

Maybe I'd marry a rich guy.

Yeah, right!

So we finished our gig and helped brush the
oily body paint off each other and get it out of our hair. That was
kind of more … well, naked girlish than I was used to. I mean, I'd
never been an athlete. Having to go to practices and all that stuff
was a pain. So I'd never shared a shower with other girls. So being
naked with three other naked girls while we brushed gunk out of
each other's hair was weirdly... sexual.

I mean, it wasn't, but I sort of felt it as
sexual since, well, like I said, I wasn't used to being naked with
other people and it NOT being sexual. Plus it was impossible not to
notice their bodies, which were uniformly nice, and faces, which
were uniformly pretty.

None of us had been picked for this job
because we were fat and ugly, after all.

So it did kind of make me think about, well,
sex, and lesbian sex at that, which was something I had sort of
mentally toyed with for a while but never done anything about. It
wasn't that I was necessarily opposed to experimenting, but the
opportunity hadn't arrived.

Anyway, we got dressed, stuffed our checks
into our pockets, and headed out the door. I went downstairs and
then out into the lobby to leave, and then was stopped by the guy
behind the counter.

“Ahm, miss...?”

“Conway,” I said doubtfully.

“Yes, Mrs. Jennings would like to see you
before you go.”

“Who's Mrs. Jennings?”

“She lives in the penthouse. She has a job
offer for you.”

I stared at him in surprise, then doubt.

“What kind of job offer?”

“I'm sure I couldn't say,” he said. “But I'm
sure it would pay better than what you've been doing.”

There was something strange in his voice as
he guided me to the elevator, but it was a bright day, a brightly
lit lobby, and full of rich people so, well, I didn't think there
was any danger in checking out this offer.

He had to stick a key into the elevator to
press the button for P, then stepped back and the doors closed. The
elevator went up quickly, stopped and I got out in a small marble
lobby with two huge dark wood doors in front of me.

I shrugged and went to knock, and one of the
doors opened. There was a huge guy standing there. I mean, he must
have been nearly seven freaking feet tall! He wasn't skinny either!
He had a huge chest and wide shoulders, and he completely filled
the door! He had a square face with a strong jaw, very short dark
hair and dark brown eyes.

“Uh...”

“Come in,” he said in a very deep voice.

I was a bit nervous now! This was one of
those guys that you sometimes wondered if they were a different
species! Like elephants and lions! I wasn't short but my face hit
him about mid-chest!

There didn't seem to be anything else to do,
though, but go in . He closed the door after me and I looked
around, trying unsuccessfully, I'm sure, to hide my awe at the
place!

The floor was a light gray stone with
streaks of darker shades that gleamed like glass, and as he led me
into, well... the living room, I guess, I tilted my head up and
back, staring.

The ceiling was three stories above, white,
with hidden lighting. The room was probably about seventy five feet
or more long, and half that wide. At the far end I saw the open
stairway, which looked like it was made of steel and glass, making
two sharp right angle turns to get to the second floor, then doing
the same to get up to the third.

Past the staircase was a huge glass window –
glass wall – with chairs and tables. But on this side was a
sweeping glass wall thirty feet or more high, divided every six or
eight feet by long gray metal frames.

There was a huge rug in the center of the
floor, and two enormous L-shaped sofas occupied either end of it,
both with large padded ottomans to put your feet on. To left and
right were huge slabs of some sort of gray stone on the walls, one
of which held a giant fireplace.

It was an incredible looking room! It was
hard to even accept that this was someone's living room! Especially
since, when you think of homey or comfy, this was the opposite. It
was beautiful but kind of cold and antiseptic.

Mind you, the view of the ocean was so
fabulous you could forgive that.

The giant led me out onto the rug, between
the sofas and through the glass wall, part of which was open.
Outside was a balcony with a glass rail. There were two chairs on
it, bracketing a round table. They were high backed, black, and
curved futuristically, and a blonde woman sat on one.

It was that blonde I had noticed.

“Miss Conway, Mrs. Jennings,” the giant
said.

“Thank you, Geoffrey,” she said in a
languid, lazy, but kind of brittle voice.

She looked at me with narrowed eyes. In
fact, they looked suspicious, and made me start thinking about what
I might have done that I was in trouble for.

“How old are you, Girl?” she demanded.

It didn't occur to me to say something like
'none of your business'.

“Eighteen,” I said.

“Excellent,” she said with a strange little
smile.

She sat in that high backed chair like it
was a throne, and she acted like an empress.

“How would you like to make some money,
Girl?”

I shrugged, feeling very inferior.

“Is that a yes or a no? I like verbal
answers, Girl.”

“It depends on what I'd be doing,” I
said.

“Something which I assure you will not be
challenging.”

She got up and jerked her head at me, then
went back inside.

I followed, confused, anxious, and curious,
as she walked across the floor, turned and went to the stairs. Now
that we were closer I saw that right next to the stairs, was a tall
glass elevator shaft. I hadn't noticed because the elevator was
upstairs.

The elevator was mostly made of glass too,
except for the floor. I barely restrained myself from going “Wow!”
or something similar.

We walked past it and turned the corner, and
there before me was another enormous, high ceilinged room! This was
a swimming pool! Again, the wall along the side was glass for
thirty feet up and seventy feet along. But huge portions had been
slid aside to open it to an outer deck overlooking the ocean.

There was a tree at the far end of the pool,
and it wasn't a small one. That's how high the ceiling was! The
ceiling was made up of huge white panels of some kind of rippling
glass, like quartz, which glowed. There was a hot tub at one end of
the pool, and a low flowing waterfall at the other.

Just outside, through those huge open
panels, a pair of comfortable padded chairs faced each other across
a fire pit. A little to the side was a similar chaise lounge.

The woman turned to me, giving me a look
that pinned me in place.

“I want you to pretend to be my daughter for
an hour or so. There's a similarity in our bone structure which
will lend credence to the claim. You will wear a very tiny bikini,
swim casually around here, then go and sit on the lounge, apply
sunscreen – slowly – to your body, then lay back to get some sun.
Does that sound like a job within your capabilities?”

I kind of, well, gaped at her.

“I asked you a question.”

“But... well... why?”

“Why is not an answer. I will pay you two
hundred and fifty dollars for this.”

Two hundred and fifty bucks for an hour of
swimming and laying on a chair in a bikini!?

“Why?” I asked suspiciously.

She glowered at me and I gulped
anxiously.

“I am meeting a man here to discuss some
issues. It would be helpful to me if he were distracted. This man,
not unlike any number of such men, has a weakness for lovely young
things. You are a lovely young thing, and will provide a
distraction.”
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I suppose you think I should have turned
that down? You probably have a lot more money than I do. I'm not
going to turn down two hundred and fifty bucks for an hour of work.
Especially since you could hardly even call it work!

Degrading? To be eye candy to distract some
guy? Okay. So what? I know I'm eye candy. I can't do much about
that unless I want to make myself look plain, which I don't. In
fact, I like being eye candy. I don't have a lot to my name but my
looks, so why shouldn't I use them to my advantage?

Sure it's a pain in the ass sometimes, when
guys, especially ones I didn't find attractive, come onto me and
can't take a hint. But it's better than being ugly! I like looking
at myself in the mirror and it's kind of hard not to feel smug
since I know so many guys would half kill to see me naked.

I might not have much education but I know
guys are horny bastards and that given half a chance they'll spend
their time undressing you with their eyes and running little porn
videos in their heads about you. Given more than half a chance
they'll do it for real!

Sometimes I'll look at myself in the
bathroom mirror and run my hands lightly over my body, enjoying how
soft my skin feels against my fingertips, how firm and warm it is
as my hands slide over the curves. It doesn't feel as good as when
someone else touches me, but it's still nice.

And why shouldn't I take pride in my body?
Other people take pride in being smart, even though they have
nothing to do with it. I mean, you are or you aren't. You can't
make yourself smart. You can get an education, but if you're dumb
going in you'll be an educated dummy coming out.

So yeah, I would wear a bikini and let some
guy drool over me from a distance for two hundred and fifty bucks.
It might not be my dream job, but hey, where else would I get a
couple of hundred bucks for an hour's work? Unless it involved sex,
that is.

And sex, in my experience, is a hit and miss
thing. It can be fun, or it can be embarrassing, painful,
frustrating and nasty. And it's more often those than fun. Besides
which, I wasn't about to have sex with some guy I didn't find
attractive just for money!

The image of that giant guy Geoffrey
suddenly came to mind. Whoa! Imagine having sex with that guy! That
would be... wild! I wondered if he was as big down below as the
rest of him. I'd have to be on top, I guess, which I wouldn't mind.
Most guys didn't like it, though.

He wouldn't have a choice or he'd crush me
like a bug! I wondered what he weighed. He wasn't just big, he
looked muscular, and muscles weigh more than fat. It would sure be
an experience!

Unless he had a tiny cock. Then it would be
uhm, embarrassing, not to mention hard not to snicker.

But that wasn't likely to happen. I would
play in the pool, put some tanning lotion on, lay down so the old
guy Mrs. Jennings wanted distracted would look at me, and then go
home.

*

The next day I showed up at the condo again,
and the doorman had me sign in at the counter, then walked me to
the elevator, used his key on it, and pressed the button for P
before stepping back. I went upstairs and got out on the top floor,
mildly curious to see if big Geoff would open the door before I got
there.

He did, and I was struck again by how huge
this guy was. Damn! I was pretty sure he wasn't just there to open
doors. He was probably security, too. To live in a penthouse like
this one Mrs. Jennings had to be incredibly rich.

“Hey, Geoff,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows.

“Geoffrey, if you please, Miss Conway.”

He seemed way too... dignified for his age,
which was probably around thirty.

“Okay.”

“Please come inside.”

I walked past him, thinking again how weird
and wild it would be to have sex with a guy that big, and my head
swept around me as he closed the door behind. Man, this was some
kind of place!

“Mrs. Jennings said you should go directly
to the pool. Your suit is there.”

“Suit?”

“Bathing suit.”

“Oh, okay. I uh, brought my own.”

“You are to wear the one she left for
you.”

I shrugged.

He led me up a dark stone floor.

“Hey, is this marble?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Thought so.”

He brought me to the pool area and I looked
around, fascinated again. What a place! The ceiling was so high!
And the view! Geeze!

“Your suit is there. Change rooms are
through that door,” he said, pointing.

“So are you like, the butler?”

“I am Mrs. Jennings manservant.”

“Is that the same thing?”

“Through that door, Miss Conway,” he
said.

He turned and walked away and I sniffed and
pushed open a swinging door into a small room with a wall of
mirrored glass on one side, a counter with a kind of makeup mirror
next to it, a couple of big padded chairs, a full bathroom on the
other side, and, sitting on the counter, a plastic wrapped bathing
suit.

I locked the door, stripped, opened the
package and took out a bra even smaller than the one I'd had in the
aquarium. It was black, and made up of thin strings attached to two
narrow triangles of fabric which would cover the center of my
breasts, but not a lot else. They were small and squeezed my
breasts up and in together so they were practically pressed
together.

They covered my nipples – just – but the
sides of my breasts on the outside were pretty bare. And the bottom
was even worse. If I'd had any pubic hair I couldn't have worn it.
It was just a tiny little pocket that rose no more than an inch
above the line of my sex!

I was more than a little anxious and
doubtful seeing this on myself in the mirror. I was practically
naked! I mean, I like looking sexy in bikinis and it's not like I'm
a prude. But I've never worn a thong in public until the other day,
and at least there I was sort of covered up in the blue paint!

But I didn't really see anything I could do
about it now. I mean, I was already here. If I refused I wouldn't
get my two hundred and fifty bucks. And Mrs. Jennings might
complain to the temp company. Worse, she might tell them I'd agreed
to work a job for her without going through them!

I was nervous as I came out into the pool
area in the tiny suit, but at least no one was around. I dipped my
toes in the water, then walked around it and out through the wide
open doors to the balcony, or whatever they called it here. Wow,
what a view!

What would it be like, I wondered, to live
here, and be this rich? I looked down at the beach, leaning on the
thin white top of the railing and wondered if all those people
looked up and wished they were here. Could they see me here? It
wasn't that high up. Did they think I was a zillionaire?

“Ahem.”

I gasped and jerked upright, whirling around
to see Geoffrey standing there. Since he was in a suit that made me
feel even more, well, half-naked. Plus I realized I'd been leaning
forward when he came up behind me. Had he been staring at my ass?
Most guys would, I knew.

“At Mrs. Jennings' instructions, I have set
you up here,” he said, pointing further along the balcony.

There was a lounge chair there. A book was
on the table next to it, along with lotion, and there was a speaker
on the table, too. He led me over to it and turned on the speaker
so music played. Boring music, but whatever.

I looked at the open hardcover. It was Fifty
Shades of Gray.

I was a bit startled at first, then felt
awkward, but then I felt a sneaking sense of admiration for Mrs.
Jennings. Just about everyone had heard of this thing, and knew it
was about kinky sex. If some guy saw me reading it he'd be bound to
start thinking dirty things.

“Some guy is supposed to think I'm sitting
here reading a dirty book?” I asked dryly.

“You could even read it,” he said, giving me
a kind of mocking look.

“What makes you think I haven't
already?”

“Because ordinary sex is intriguing enough
to someone your age. Kinky sex usually comes with age and
experience, usually to people who are either jaded or have
psychological issues.”

“You don't think I'm jaded?”

“Unlikely.”

I was feeling a sort of squirmy sense of...
sexuality and, well, something. I was pretty... exposed here, in
front of this giant man, after all!

“Did you pick out this suit?” I asked.

“Mrs. Jennings did.”

“It's too small.”

He gave me a long look, his eyes running
down my body in a way which made my chest tighten and my skin
flush.

“Looks perfect to me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Remember what the point of your being hired
is, Miss Conway.”

“You can call me Amy,” I said. “And I get
it. I'm supposed to be eye candy and distract some guy.”

“In which case the suit will function quite
well. Now, I will notify you when Mister Vasquez arrives in the
lobby. You should go into the pool, then. Mrs. Jennings would like
you to be swimming casually when he arrives here. You will continue
for a few minutes after they sit down to talk, then casually get
up, walk across the floor and out to the lounge chair. You can
rehearse that now.”

“Rehearse? It's not like that's hard to
do.”

“Then you should have no difficulty in doing
it.”

I shrugged and walked back inside, then
swished my toes in the pool before shrugging and jumping in. I no
sooner got to the surface when he was leaning over the edge.

“Try again.”

“What?”

He reached down his hand and after
hesitating a bit, I swam forward and took it. He lifted me bodily
up out of the pool, apparently effortlessly, and I gasped, standing
there on the side, dripping wet.

“I would suggest you go to the edge there
where you can gracefully walk down into the water,” he said.
“Remember, graceful. You are a daughter of a privileged upbringing.
And you went to school at St. Martin's Academy in Connecticut, if
he should ask.”

“This is getting complicated,” I
grumbled.

“It's not at all complicated. Just walk into
the water.”

I walked around to the front of the pool,
then walked slowly into the water, looking at him a bit nervously –
and self-consciously – and walked into waist deep water before
pushing leaning forward and diving in. I swam underwater, then
surfaced and swam to the far end.

“Do you know how to do the breast stroke?”
he asked.

“Of course.”

“Do that. It's more graceful.”

Graceful again. Sheesh.

I swam the end and back, and walked out of
the water.

“Walk more slowly, gracefully, as if a man
is looking at you that you want to have him appreciate your
body.”

I went back in and then walked slowly out,
flushing under his eyes as I walked out of the water and more and
more of me was revealed.

“Now walk gracefully out to the deck,” he
said.

I did, nervous and very aware of how little
I was wearing as he followed.

Staring at my ass, I was sure!

“When you get out here you should reach up
and back and squeeze the water out of your hair,” he said.

I flushed again. I awkwardly reached up and
back, squeezing the water out of my hair and letting it spill down
my back – while he watched! I was super aware that the side of my
breast near him was bare too!

“Now go to the railing and lean over and
look out over the beach for a few seconds,” he said.

I flushed even more, but did so.

“Remember, you're bored and lazy and low
energy in everything you do. Once you've looked, go and sit on the
lounge and then apply tanning lotion to your body. Do it slowly,
seductively. Remember that an attractive man is watching.”

An attractive man was watching!

“Is he attractive?”

“He's two hundred and fifty dollars
attractive. That's all you have to care about. Think of it as an
acting job.”

“You guys don't want me to strip naked while
I'm at it?” I asked sarcastically.

“That would be gauche. And obvious.”

I made a face.

“But if you'd like to do it now I won't
object.”

I flushed and jerked my head around to look
at him. His face remained expressionless.

“I'll bet,” I said.

“You look very attractive in that bikini.
You'd probably look even better naked,” he said. “Why would I
object to that?”

“Well, I'm not getting naked!”

He shrugged. “It was your suggestion. Now,
when you speak with Mrs. Jennings refer to her as 'Mother.”

“Not mom?”

“Mother,” he said firmly. “And remember your
persona is a spoiled child of privilege. If you can find a reason
to whine that would not look out of place.”

“So when Mrs. Jennings interviews women do
you get into a tiny bathing suit to distract them?” I asked.

“No.”

“Why not? You don't think it would
work?”

“Mrs. Jennings has not felt the need. She
interviews few women of power, and there would be no excuse for me
to be in a bathing suit. It would be too obvious.”

“I suppose you're too old to play her
son.”

“She doesn't have a son. She does have a
daughter your age, however.”

“Seriously? How old is she? She doesn't look
old enough.”

“She's thirty six.”

I could do arithmetic. She'd had a kid when
she was my age.

“She live here?”

“She lives with her father in Boston most of
the time.”

I was starting to get a little used to his
presence. I mean, used to having a guy looking at me in this tiny
bikini. Not just a guy, either, but a man, a big man, a grownup
man, a man in a suit. Wearing a swimsuit around other people
wearing swimsuits is okay. Doing it around people in normal clothes
made me feel really under-dressed!

But being less embarrassed around him just
made me feel that sexual atmosphere more. I mean, I was alone with
this giant, hot guy, and practically naked, and he could do
anything to me he wanted to!

But I felt entirely safe. Maybe because he
was so dignified, and he had such a nice suit. He sure didn't give
me the kind of vibe of a guy who might grab me and tear my clothes
off and do nasty things to me against my will.

Of course, if it wasn't against my will that
might be another thing!

“So how much does a servant get paid?” I
asked.

“Sufficient.”

“Do you live here?”

“Yes. Are you always so nosy?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I don't suppose I could
look around.”

“What do you think?”

“Probably not.”

“Good for you.”

I looked down at my cleavage and made a
face.

“These strings are pretty tiny,” I said. “If
I move around much my boobs will pop free.”

“That would, as I said, be gauche. Maybe you
should test its strength now before he arrives.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“Test what?”

“Test how strong the strings are,” he
said.

“How do I do that?”

“You could try jumping up and down.”

He said that so casually and with his face
entirely expressionless!

“I don't think so!” I said, flushing
again.

He shrugged.

“You just want to see my tits bouncing!” I
said accusingly.

“I wouldn't protest against it but I was
thinking more along the lines of testing the suit,” he replied.

“Sure you were!”

“Sit down and read your book, Miss
Jennings,” he said. “And see what happens to pretty young girls who
act impertinent.”

I looked at him in surprise, then flushed
again. If he was talking about that Fifty Shades book she probably
got spanked or strapped or whipped or something!

He turned and walked away, then, leaving me
to myself. I was relieved, on the one hand, and disappointed on the
other. That had been an interesting conversation!

It was hot out, and because the walls were
open it was hot in. I went out into the sun and looked around
again, then sat down and picked up the book and started leafing
through it, looking for the good stuff.
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Geoffrey strode out just as I was reading a
description of a riding crop.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

I started, surprised, and flushing as he saw
me reading the book. I put it down quickly.

“He's coming up now,” he said. “Get into the
pool.”

I put the book down and hurried across the
floor as he went to the front door. I jumped in, since it didn't
matter who saw me, and then treaded water, wondering if I should
wait. The front door wasn't far down the hall, but the music from
the speaker on the table outside kind of hid other noises.

I decided to do the backstroke. That was
sort of graceful if you did it right. And I was doing it right when
Mrs Jennings walked in with a greasy looking Spanish guy in a white
suit.

Honestly, who wears a white suit? Even in
Miami?

I ignored them since that would be what I
was supposed to do. She was talking as they walked past the edge of
the pool and went out onto the balcony, and I didn't even notice if
he looked at me.

I kept swimming for a couple of minutes,
feeling kind of shy about what I was supposed to do now. But
finally I decided I had put it off as long as I reasonably could. I
could walk out of the pool but that was the far end and Vasquez
probably wouldn't even see me much.

So I swam to the edge nearest them and then
pulled myself up over the edge of the water. I knew that caught his
attention as I knelt on the edge, then leaned forward to push my
hand against the floor before standing upright.

I flicked my eyes over them but then ignored
them like a daughter would, except to frown at them for
intruding.

Jennings had taken him through the open wall
near where I was set up, so they would have walked past there – and
let him see the open book, no doubt. I gave them a sulky look, then
looked away and reached up and back to wring the water out of my
hair.

I went to the rail and looked over, which
involved sticking my butt out, and, though I was kind of
embarrassed I was also starting to kind of get into it, so I pushed
my butt out more than I had to before sighing and straightening up,
then sitting down casually on the chaise lounge.

I reached up and back behind me to wring the
water out of my hair again, because that was what I would do at the
beach before applying lotion, then pulled a towel around me and
dried myself off, ignoring the two of them.

I couldn't actually hear much of what they
were saying since the speaker was right next to me on the table and
they were speaking in low tones. Vasquez was watching me,
though.

I combed my hair with my fingers a bit, then
picked up the lotion and squeezed some onto my hand. I began to
apply that to my shoulders and arms, then my face. I started on my
upper chest, and then felt that sense of sexuality rising as I
moved my hands lower.

The lotion was very slippery, and it had
been sitting in the sun, so it was quite warm. Spreading it over my
breasts made my nipples prickle against the inside of the cups and
start to harden. I felt my chest tightening as I spread the oil
over the exposed surface of my breasts, and then down my lower
chest and onto my belly.

I poured more and realized I had neglected
the sides of my breasts. I flushed anew, but this time spread the
oil carefully over the exposed sides of my breasts before running
my hands over my sides and back.

Vasquez was watching me as I did. Not
constantly. I mean, he couldn't very well stare at his host's
daughter. But his eyes kept flicking to me. And she had
thoughtfully positioned their chairs so that both of them were sort
of looking at me as they talked.

Mrs. Jennings was wearing a pair of stylish
looking white slacks and a hip-length royal blue blouse that went
well with her hair. I watched Geoffrey approach them with a tray of
drinks, and carefully set them on the table between them. And I
felt suddenly oddly playful.

“Oh, Geoffrey,” I called.

He had little choice but to come over to see
me.

“Yes, Miss Jennings?” he asked.

“Get me a coke. Lots of ice.”

“Of course, Miss Jennings.”

I probably should have been snottier, I
thought as he turned away. Oh well.

I continued to spread the oil down along my
legs and thighs, but I didn't want to go so far as to spread it
over my bare bottom! I was sitting down anyway so figured I didn't
need it.

He returned and I acted haughty as I took
the glass and dismissed him.

Jennings continued to talk with him and I
wiped off my hands on the towel, then picked up the book to read. I
wondered what he'd think of that.

I skimmed through it for about ten minutes,
then figured I better do something else, so I put it aside, went to
the rail to look over – while pushing my ass out – then turned and
walked back in and this time walked into the pool to do some more
swimming.

I climbed out of the pool again after about
ten minutes and went back outside.

“Claudia, dear,” Mrs. Jennings said.

I turned in surprise, then walked
reluctantly closer, not sure of what I was supposed to say.

“Would you like to catch the sun elsewhere
while Senor Vasquez and I discuss business?”

I looked at her blankly. Was I supposed to
agree or disagree? If I agreed then I couldn't distract him, so I
was probably supposed to disagree. Plus I was a 'privileged'
girl.

“I was here first,” I said, scowling.

She sighed.

“Well then please try to not move around so
much and interrupt us.”

“I wasn't interrupting anything,” I said
resentfully. “I was just reading my book.”

I went back to it and dried off, then sat
down again and began to put the lotion on once more.

After I had been reading for about fifteen
minutes they got up and walked past me. Vasquez gave me a smile as
he passed and his eyes flicked down over my body hungrily.

I hoped that meant I had succeeded. Not that
it mattered, I supposed, as long as I got paid.

I wondered if I should get up and get
dressed now, but then I wasn't sure they weren't coming back, so I
figured I'd wait until Geoffrey came and told me to go home.

And then instead of Geoffrey, Mrs. Jennings
comes back, alone, and wearing a bikini. It was a stylish green
bikini, covering more than mine, but with gold chains instead of
strings across her hips. She had a pretty good body for someone
north of thirty five, though her breasts were smaller than
mine.

“You did reasonably well, Girl,” she said,
“Though thankfully, Vasquez wasn't much of a challenge.”

She sat down on the edge of the lounger,
turning to me.

“I think I might have further use for you,”
she said. “I might even put you on salary.”

I stared at her in surprise. Salary? For
what?

“Uhm, for what? I mean, to sit around in a
bikini.”

She laughed softly.

“No, my dear. I don't have that many
meetings with horny men. Although, let's be frank, I don't need to
use an adjective there. With few exceptions, all men are horny all
the time. But you take instructions well. I like girls who do as
they're told, and as it happens I have an opening on the
staff.”

“What kind of opening?”

“Think of it as well, gofer,” she said,
without cracking a smile. “Geoffrey needs assistance with a variety
of low level tasks which are simply too time-consuming for one
person. That would involve everything from cleaning to shopping to
running errands and assisting him with meals. It would also involve
assisting me with errands and services.”

“Uhm, well, how uhm, much – .”

“Forty thousand a year to start.”

I stared at her in disbelief! That was way
more than I had ever made or even contemplated making without a
degree or something!

“Does the job appeal to you?”

“Uhm, well... yeah!” I said.

Her eyes narrowed.

“Then we can start by remedying your
vocabulary. You do not say yeah to me. You say yes Mrs. Jennings.
Try it.”

I flushed. “Yes, Mrs. Jennings,” I said.

She nodded and then stood up, moved past me,
and lay down on the lounger beside me, though on her belly.

“You can move your things in later then,”
she said.

“Uhm... pardon?”

She looked at me. “Well, girl, if I'm going
to have you available to do errands and chores it's best you're
nearby, wouldn't you think? There are eight bedrooms in this
apartment and only three are occupied. You can have one of the
others. Geoffrey will arrange it.”

I stared at her in disbelief. Move in
here!?

I looked almost unwilling around me, still
trying to come to grips with the thought.

“He'll also instruct you on what you can
expect in terms of duties, and restrictions of course.”

“Uhm.. uh... okay.”

She glared at me.

“I mean, yes, Mrs. Jennings!” I gulped.

“Good. Now bring that lotion over.”

I blinked, then turned and picked up the
bottle of lotion and stood up. I walked two paces over and held it
out.

“Don't hand it to me, Girl. Apply it. Start
on my shoulders and work your way down.”

I felt another jolt of surprise, then a
flush of uncertainty, but I squeezed some out onto my hand and bent
over, then hesitantly rubbed my hand over her shoulder, letting the
oil ooze out around my fingers and spread over her shoulder.

“Use both hands, Girl,” she said.

I put the bottle down and used both hands,
sliding them over her shoulders gingerly, then down her back.

She reached back and undid her bra strap,
and I gulped, starting to feel a little tingle of uneasiness, but I
ran my hands down her back. I have to admit it felt kind of...
well... nice. I mean, skin feels nice when it's warm and slick, at
least it does on girls. I ran my hands down her back and along her
sides, then hesitated.

“Keep going,” she said, not looking
around.

I gulped, then skipped over her butt and
began to do the backs of her thighs. I worked my way down her legs
and wondered if I should do the bottom of her feet. I mean, you
didn't want to slip on it but the way she was laying the sun was on
them.

“Should I do the bottom of your feet, Mrs.
Jennings?”

She sighed and turned around, then sat up,
frowning at me.

“Girl, you are as clumsy as … a boy,” she
said.

I flushed.

She stood up and picked up the bottle.

“Lay down.”

“Uhm...”

“On your belly,” she ordered.

I got onto the lounger uncertainly, anxiety
building as well.

“I will demonstrate once, and only once,”
she said. “I expect you to learn from the experience. Now and every
other time I demonstrate something. Are you paying attention?”

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Jennings,” I gulped.

She snorted and sat on the edge of the
lounger. The lounger was plenty big enough, actually. It was like
some sort of solid sculpture, not the cheap kind made of steel and
cotton like I had known back home. No, it had a solid frame and was
nicely padded, covered in leather or something similar, and had a
crank like a hospital bed to raise or lower one half.

Her hands came down on my shoulders, then
didn't spread the oil into my skin they... massaged it. Her hands
moved smoothly, gently, but pressing in more than I had, kneading
my shoulders a little with her fingers.

Her hands moved down my back, slowly, in no
hurry, then she undid my bra strap. I gasped and felt a sudden wild
rush of alarm. But it was mixed with something else, something
really... curious and with a sense of something like anticipation.
I felt my chest tightening so that I became sort of breathless as
her hands moved up and down my bare back.

They slid over my hips and up along the
sides of my waist, then up further, along the sides of my ribs. Her
fingers also massaged the sides of my now bare breasts in passing,
and that sent another jolt of some kind of wild emotion through
me!

Then her hands moved lower again, down over
my hips, and down over my buttocks. She didn't skip them like I
had! Her hands caressed my bare butt, massaged them, kneaded them
as she worked the oil in, and I lay there on my stomach, eyes wide,
feeling my heart thump wildly even as her hands moved lower!

I had rubbed my two hands down the backs of
both her legs at once. She used two hands on one leg, pulling it
aside, her two hands kind of fully enveloping it, wrapping around
it as they slid gently up and down. And as they slid up the side of
her hand brushed firmly against the crotch of my sex several
times!

I wasn't sure, though, if this was
intentional, or if she was just so casual about such things that
she didn't think of it as inappropriate or anything!

Her hands slid lower, though, easing my
anxiety, massaging my legs below the knees, then working their way
lower, kneading my feet, gripping each foot in both hands and
working the lotion into it as she squeezed and caressed it.

She worked her way back up the other leg,
and then once again the side of her hand was brushing and pressing
against my crotch as she massaged my upper thigh! I felt my pulse
quickening again, and then she slid her hands up across my buttocks
up along my back, and I felt her undoing the string of the bra
which went behind my neck.

I gasped as she pulled the bra away.

“Roll over so I can do your other side,
Girl,” she said.

She said it very firmly and calmly and even
though I was flushed and my heart was pounding, I rolled over,
baring my breasts. She didn't ignore them. She looked at them with
interest.

“You have excellent breasts, Girl.”

Her hands dropped to my upper chest,
massaging the oil in, then worked their way down. I shuddered as
they moved over my breasts. Just as with the rest of my body, she
massaged the lotion in, her fingers more gentle than they had been
with my feet or butt, but kneading and rubbing my breasts very
firmly and slowly!

“Put your hands above your head,” she
ordered.

I obeyed, partly because I couldn't think of
why not to! And I didn't trust my voice to speak and ask!

Her hands rubbed up and down along the sides
of my ribs again and the sides of my breasts, then, without
commenting on how incredibly hard my nipples were, she slid her
hands lower, massaging my belly. Her right hand rubbed along my
abdomen just above the line of my tiny thong bottom, and the left
slid up ward over my breast, then up higher, up above my head.

She gripped my left wrist and shifted it so
it crossed my right, then gripped both of them firmly. I stared up
at her in confusion, but then her right hand stopped moving
sideways, and moved down. Into, not past the little thong
bottom!

“Oh!” I gasped, eyes widening as her oiled
fingers slid into the tiny pouch!

They easily found my naked sex, rubbing up
and down along it as I stared up at the slight smile on her face.
My mouth and eyes were wide but I still didn't know what to say! I
didn't know how to react either! My body was thrumming with sexual
energy and my mind was gripped by wild confusion!

And the sensations her fingers were rousing
were a churning flood that swept through my nervous system and
began to drown my mind like an intoxicating fog! Her fingers slid
out, and then she tugged down on the thong to bare me!

I flushed hotly, even more hotly, I should
say, and she undid the string and pulled the thing off
entirely.

“Spread your legs, Girl,” she ordered.

It was... an order. I mean, it was said in a
very firm, commanding sort of voice, so that I shifted my legs
apart almost without thinking, even though as I was doing it I
started to feel even more embarrassed, uncertain and anxious!

Her fingers massaged my soft little mound,
then spread the lips apart and slid along the pink flesh between
them.

I moaned as one of the fingers pushed
straight into me! I was feeling an incredible rise of... pressure!
It was a sexual pressure, pounding in my skull, making my entire
body feel as though it was shaking and trembling, or at least
wanted to!

Her finger slid into me to the knuckle,
pulled out, then was joined by a second, as her oiled thumb came
down on my clitoris.

Her fingers pulled in and out as her thumb
rubbed against me with quick, sharp little motions that made the
muscles in my lower body spasm and my hips jerk helplessly.

I had slid my fingers inside me many times,
and it had never felt like this! Boys had put their fingers inside
me, too, and that had never felt anywhere close to this! I felt as
though I was burning up with a desperate, feverish need!

Her other hand, the one holding my wrists,
slid down and then wrapped around my neck! I gasped and brought my
hands down to grab her wrist, but she didn't close her hand
tightly.

“Put your hands back above your head,” she
ordered in that same commanding voice.

I gulped, but since she wasn't squeezing my
throat – I mean, I could breath, I obeyed her.

“Keep them there!”

She resumed stroking me, resumed pumping her
fingers, and the hand over my throat squeezed but only a little.
Her fingers angled upward along the sides of my slender throat, and
though she squeezed a little I could breath easily.

But the way she was squeezing was making my
head pound!

“Come for me, little girl,” she said in a
soft, purring voice. “Come for me.”

I moaned helplessly, my hips jerking against
her fingers, and then the orgasm erupted from deep inside! I jerked
convulsively, and she closed her hand more tightly against my
throat! My head pounded more and the orgasm seemed to explode so
that I cried out, my body jerking and bucking against her
fingers!

I couldn't breath very well now, or maybe
not at all! But I didn't care! The orgasm reached that howling
crescendo of pleasure where I didn't want to do anything that might
distract or detract from it! I trembled and quivered and my hips
bucked up as I gurgled in breathless ecstasy!

The orgasm was one of the most intense –
maybe THE most intense – of my life! I felt drained, exhausted,
dazed when it finally eased. It was all I could do to drop my hands
and paw ineffectually at the hand around my throat.

She eased her grip and I gulped in deep,
ragged breaths of air, my chest heaving as she smiled thinly and
ran her hands over my breasts.

“Very nice,” she said. “Except for your
disobedience, of course.”

She gripped my hands and firmly placed them
against the lounger above my head again, and I had no reason to
fight her. But then she reached above the lounger and I felt
something wrapping around my wrists, something soft, like silk.

I didn't care, though, at least, not enough.
I was gripped by the soft, dazed languorous afterglow of that
incredible orgasm.

Then she shifted downward on the lounger and
spread my legs even wider. She leaned in and down and then began to
lick me!

The lounger had the top half propped up, so
I had no trouble staring as her fingers delicately parted the lips
of my sex and her lips found my clitoris. They wrapped around it
and she began to suck rhythmically, her tongue pushing out as I
moaned in shock and heat.

That woman could do things with her tongue I
had never imagined! I was soon fully caught up in the heat of
arousal again! My hips were rolling helplessly as she sucked and
licked at me, and I was gulping in air as raggedly as before, my
head rolling from side to side as the heat rolled over me in
waves.

And then she drew herself up and back away
from me and sat on the other lounger, looking at me.

“You finish her, Geoffrey,” she said.

I gasped as something moved beside me, and
jerked my head around to see Geoffrey standing there! He was naked!
And he was every bit as big and powerfully built as I had imagined!
He was also every bit as big down below as I had fantasized! Holy
shit!

I gaped at him! The shock of his presence
had left my mind frozen even as he straddled the lounger and sat
down facing me!

I was already flushed, but now I felt my
face pulsing with embarrassment as he looked me up and down. Then
his big hands slid up my body and I shuddered. My hands jerked
against whatever was tying them up near the top of the lounger and
I felt a sense of panic!

But I was gripped by the same wild
uncertainty as I had been with her earlier! I mean, I had sort of
fantasized about him, and kind of flirted with him, and kind of
wondered and … here he fucking well was, naked! And what a body! I
mean, wow!

He was so... powerful! And his cock was
enormous! And while my mind sputtered incoherently he gripped my
legs behind the knees and lifted them up and back moving himself
forward so his big cock pressed against me and then slid up along
my abdomen!

He let my legs drop onto his shoulders
briefly, gripping his big cock, then he took the head and jammed
against me. He rubbed it up and down, up and down, grinning at me
as I gurgled and moaned and tried to get my mind to work!

I wanted to scream “Stop! Get away!” But...
I was afraid he would! And I wasn't sure I wanted him to! I was far
from sure I wanted him inside me either, but my mind was sputtering
in confusion even as I stared at the fat head and felt the pressure
growing, even as I felt the pressure turn into an aching sensation,
and watched the head slowly sinking into my body!

“Oh God!” I moaned breathlessly.

His huge hands slid back up my legs to grip
them behind the knees, forcing them back but apart as he leaned in.
I squealed dazedly as his cock pushed into me. Yes, I was very
slick and hot inside, but he was so thick!

I couldn't take my eyes off the sight of his
thick shaft, staring in disbelief as it pushed into me, inch after
inch after inch! As I felt the head pushing deeper into my
quivering body!

He was kneeling know, leaning forward, his
powerful chest looming over me as he did so and forcing my legs
back harder. Then his hips started to move, drawing back and
pushing forward repeatedly, pushing deeper and deeper!

Soon the head felt as if it was punching me
deep inside, as if it had reached the absolute bottom of my sleeve!
Yet he kept thrusting, thrusting, so that I ached inside! But the
ache was surrounded by a dark, pulsing heat and rising hunger as I
felt myself surrendering.

What was the point of even thinking about
saying now when it was done?

I whimpered and moaned as he leaned further
forward.

I was crushed beneath him, my body folded in
two, the backs of my feet pressing against the lounger above my
head as his hips began to rise and fall using long slow
strokes!

Gasping, panting, shuddering, I turned my
head to the side to see Mrs. Jennings watching raptly, staring at
the me, her eyes flicking from my face to my crotch, where his big
log of a cock was thrusting into me.

Her hand was inside her own bikini bottom,
fingering herself as she watched!

I moaned as I felt a dark, crackling sexual
electricity rippling through my body, then more. I felt it surge
and grow, felt my body burning as Geoffrey began to pound into me
harder and harder! I realized his hips were now striking my
upraised buttocks, and I felt a sense of profound wonder and shock
to know that he had managed to get that whole big cock up inside
me!

I cried out as the orgasm hit, and it was
even more powerful, more intense than the first one! I felt as if
my brain was rolling wildly around inside my skull, overwhelmed by
the hurricane of pleasure and heat!

Oh my God! It was so good! I cried out again
and again, helpless, dazed, my mind battered by the howling storm
of raw sensation!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Geoffrey stopped and I felt that immense
cock sliding out of me as I lay there, slack-jawed, eyes slitted,
moaning and drooling.

I heard Mrs. Jennings chuckling softly.

“Fucked her brains out,” she said in
amusement.

I moaned.

“Do it again,” she said.

“I remember thinking... whaat?

Then Geoffrey let my body unfold and then
flipped me onto my belly.

Since the top of the lounger was raised and
my wrists were tied to it that left my back bent back
uncomfortably. But not for long. I felt those big hands on my hips
and then was lifted bodily up until my knees were under me.

“Ah, yes,” I heard Mrs. Jennings say.
“Excellent imagery.”

I moaned as I felt his soft, warm cock
rubbing up and down against me, then felt him push forward. I felt
sore, aching, but in a warm, wet, delicious way! I whimpered as he
pushed in, stretching me wide and then sliding up into my
belly!

With my hands on the top of the lounger and
me kneeling on the flat part, my breasts were hanging below me as
he worked his way deeper. They wobbled as my body trembled, my
nipples like hot little pebbles!

Mrs. Jennings got up and sat down beside me,
staring at my left breast before reaching in and kneading it.

“You have such lovely breasts, Girl,” she
said as her fingers kneaded the soft flesh.

I gasped as Geoffrey thrust deeper, my mind
just totally battered and bewildered by all this shit! I didn't
understand it but I didn't know what, if anything, I ought to do to
resist it!

“Fuck her harder, Geoffrey,” she said, her
voice hardening and sounding almost... I don't know, nasty!

I groaned as he began to pump harder, his
big hands on my hips, almost encircling my waist!

He moved even deeper inside me in this
position, and I began to cry out as the head punched against the
back wall of my sex!

“Dirty little girl,” Mrs. Jennings purred.
“You're getting exactly what you deserve.”

Her hand slid off my breast and down along
my belly, then her fingers found my clitoris! I jerked and
shuddered as they rubbed me, while Geoffrey thrust harder.

“Squeeze her breasts,” she growled.

Geoffrey's hands left my hips and filled
themselves with my breasts, his big fingers squeezing hard,
kneading them as his hips began to slap against my buttocks! I
could feel the wet, slapping sound as his skin hit my lotion
covered bottom again and again!

“Pull her hair,” she ordered.

I gasped as he abandoned my breasts,
gathering my hair in behind me into a loose tail, then jerked up
and back! I cried out now as he jerked with every thrust, his other
hand kneading my breast again as Mrs. Jennings fingered my
clitoris!

“Naughty little girl,” she purred. “You know
you deserve it.”

It was so wild and kinky and... perverted!
But my body was burning up as my mind was battered by shock and
heat, and there was nothing I could do about it anyway! I was tied
up and helpless!

That thought did not frighten me, by the
way. Instead, for some reason, it turned me on! I started to feel a
very strange sense of thrilled excitement at the idea of myself as
their helpless prisoner!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I cried
out again and again as it swamped my mind with a massive, churning
flood of scalding liquid heat!

My mind no longer functioned on any kind of
higher consciousness. I was only aware of being there kneeling,
naked, of his body against me, of her fingers rubbing me, of my
breast in his fingers, and of my scalp being yanked back. And above
all I was aware of his big cock impaling me, ramming into me again
and again as the storm of pleasure drowned me!

And then he was sliding out of me as I
sagged dazedly there, gasping for breath. I felt him gripping my
thighs and flipping me over onto my back again, then he got up and
left me alone.

With Mrs. Jennings.

She smiled at me and her hand moved casually
over my slick, slippery body.

“Now let us see what you have learned. If
you haven't been paying attention I shall be very stern with you,
Girl.”

She pressed a button on the side of the
lounger and the upper part sank back until it was one level
surface. Then she threw her leg across me and moved upward.

I gulped as she straddled my chest and I
found myself looking right up into her sex!

She sank downward, her knees on the lounger
on either side of my head as her buttocks settled lightly onto my
upper chest.

Then her naked sex pushed down into my
mouth.

“Show me what you've learned, Girl,” she
ordered.

I was still... dazed! And I wasn't at all
sure I wanted to perform oral sex on a woman! I mean, whenever I
had considered sex with girls my thoughts had involved, well,
kissing and stroking and petting, not actual oral sex! At least,
not on my part! But I didn't see any way to refuse or even protest.
She had done it to me, after all. I'd seem pretty fucking
ungrateful to refuse to do it to her.

At least, that was the sense I had in my
dazed mind.

And so as she brushed her naked sex against
my lips I pushed my tongue out hesitantly to lick at her.

She was not, of course, satisfied. So she
set out to educate me in her preferences. She wound her index
fingers around tendrils of hair on either side of my body as she
did so, and tugged sharply on one or the other or sometimes both
whenever I didn't perform to her standard!

I wanted to protest this, at least, but... I
felt intimidated, so all I did was focus and pay more attention and
try very, very hard to do exactly as she instructed!

Apparently I satisfied her, as she tugged
less and less on my hair as we moved along, and then began to groan
in pleasure as she ground herself against my mouth. I felt both
relief and a kind of a sense of excited victory when I made her
climax.

She sighed and eased back, then got off me
and then... walked away.

I was left panting, moaning, naked, slick,
and still tied up on the lounger under the hot sun.

At least I could try to think now. But it
wasn't easy because my mind was feeling kind of shell-shocked over
all that had happened! I mean, never mind that I'd just had lesbian
sex for the first time, but Geoffrey had fucked me like a... a
bull! And... did this qualify as a threesome?!

I mean, holy shit!

Then Geoffrey appeared. By now he was
dressed again, and I flushed as he stood there looking down at
me.

“Well, Girl, I trust you've had an
interesting introduction to Mrs. Jennings and her preferences,” he
said dryly.

He untied my wrists, or actually, untied
whatever they were tied to. My wrists were still tied together, and
now that I could draw them down I saw it was a long scarf. Geoffrey
gripped the end of the scarf and tugged, lifting me to an upright
position, then pulling me to my feet.

“Come along. I'll show you to your room.
There's a shower there you can wash off the suntan lotion.”

I wanted to say something but honestly what
could I say!?

So, still more than slightly dazed, I
allowed him to lead me back inside, him holding the scarf like a
leash as I walked along with my arms out before me!

We went back through the great room, and I
felt even more profoundly naked here! Then we went up the stairs,
turning, turning, turning again, turning until we were on the top
floor. We moved along a broad corridor to a dark paneled wood door,
which he opened.

It was a bedroom, an enormous bedroom with
two walls of floor to ceiling windows! An enormous bed sat on a
beige rug. The rest of the floor was a lighter shade of very light
brown marble. The bed itself was dark wood, a long, low platform
with a large backrest that had buttoned leather over it.

There was a padded bench running along the
foot of the bed, a heavily padded chair with a small table in one
corner, and a floor lamp in the other. That was it. It was a sort
of austere room, everything crisp, beautiful, luxurious, but kind
of cold. Like a hotel room.

Mind you, the beautiful green of the ocean
filled the two walls, and that more than made up for it!

There were no dressers or cabinets. But
there was a huge walk-in closet with the walls full of cupboards
and drawers. Next to it was the en-suite bathroom, the biggest I'd
ever seen in my life.

“Come and see me about your duties once
you've refreshed yourself,” he said with a faint smile.

He untied the scarf and let it drop, then
turned away and left, closing the door behind.

I sort of stared after him even after the
door was closed. I mean, what the fuck?!

I was trying to come to terms with what had
happened, while at the same time trying to come to terms with the
thought of myself staying here in this ridiculously luxurious
apartment. I mean, the views were... spectacular! Amazing!

And I was naked!

I was absolutely not used to walking around
naked, even in my house, much less some huge apartment with
strangers in it! So the first thing I did was go into the bathroom
and snatch up a towel... but then I didn't want to put it against
myself because I was all oily and would need the towels to dry
myself if I showered Which I definitely needed to do!

I closed the bathroom door and locked it.
There! Now I had some measure of privacy back! At least for a
time.

If you ignored the fact that one whole wall
was made of glass from floor to ceiling.

The floor was marble, just like everywhere
else, and there was a raised platform right beside the window, with
a roman tub sitting on it – right in the window! Of course, you
were looking out – and down – to sea – so I suppose you were safe
from voyeurs.

On the right were these gleaming cabinets
and makeup table, with a wall of mirrors behind them. Dead ahead
was a huge shower stall with so many spouts on the wall I had no
idea how it would even work. I was gonna try, though.

I padded across the floor to it and slid the
door aside, then examined what looked like the control panel. It
had little metal thumb levers for each of the dozen shower spouts
on the wall and then the overhead ones, but there was also a
variety of programs you could page through. Not to mention
temperatures.

Okay, what temperature did I like? I had no
idea. I turned on one spout and dodged the spray while testing the
temperature. Using the button I made it hotter and then hotter
still until I liked it. Then I worked the 'programs' and found
'soothing' which sounded like what I needed, and turned it on.

The water sprayed down from all directions
aimed at the middle of the stall. I moved forward and let it drown
me for a bit. Though none of it was hitting terribly hard. I
glanced aside and saw there were buttons and nozzles on the wall
that said things like “shampoo”, “conditioner” “body wash”. I
pushed the last one and got a soft, warmed cream pouring into my
hand.

Okay. I turned off the water with a button
and then spread the body wash stuff all over me, particularly
between my legs. I felt sore inside as I did. Geoffrey had really
fucked me hard! And he had a huge cock! God! That had felt amazing!
But it left me feeling battered and sore.

I tried to work through what Mrs. Jennings
had done, and then what Geoffrey had done while she watched and
helped him. God, it was all so wild and kinky and perverted! The
fact I'd been tied up at the same time just made it more
amazing!

But while I felt used and resentful about
it, I also felt kind of awed that I had actually done that, you
know, had sex with a woman and learned how to perform oral sex on
her and all. That had been an amazing experience!

And then there was her offer for me to stay
here. In this incredible place!

On the one hand, that was an awfully
attractive offer. I'd have free room and board on top of my amazing
salary! Plus I'd get out of parents house. I was really getting
sick of their bitching and complaining about how I was wasting my
life and needed to go to school or find a career. Them comparing me
to my brother and sister, both in college, was even worse.

I was the loser of the family!

But what could I tell them? I could say I
was a uh, personal assistant to a rich lady. That would explain
it.

But how personal? That was a scary thought!
Did I want to be around here and maybe be subjected to more of that
wild, kinky sex shit!? Geoffrey was... well, just big. I mean, he
seemed nice enough for a guy ten years older than me, and he was
freaking built! Wow! But Mrs. Jennings was weird and cold and a
pervert!

Now if I was just with Geoffrey, that would
be really... interesting! But Mrs. Jennings was scary! On the other
hand, she was just a woman, so what was she gonna do other than
have me perform oral sex on her from time to time. For forty
thousand dollars a year and the chance to live here I could eat a
little pussy!

Forty thousand plus free room and board was
like... like fifty thousand! That was as much as my father
made!

I could buy a car! A good one!

After the shower I dried my hair with a hair
dryer that was stuck in a kind of wooden holster against the wall.
The cord was elastic and disappeared into a small hole in the wall
instead of being plugged in. But it came out as far as I
wanted.

And then what? Okay, I was clean now. I was
still naked. I wrapped a towel around myself and went hesitantly
out into the bedroom.

My bedroom!

God, what a room. And as I walked across it
I saw there was a button on the wall before the bed, and chairs
outside on a balcony. I pushed it and huge section of the glass
wall about five or six feet wide and going up as high as the
ceiling slid soundlessly aside.

Wow!

I walked out onto the balcony, which had a
clear plastic rail so it didn't get in the way of the view. I
walked up to it and looked down at the beach below, then out to
sea. Imagine living here and waking up to this every morning, I
thought. I wondered what sunrise would look like.

I went back inside and pressed the button to
close the wall and noticed something had been left on the bed,
probably when I was in the shower. It looked like something to wear
so I went over to it, and saw a pair of white high heeled shoes
beside the bed.

I picked up the thing on the bed. It was a
dress – a short one, very white. There was no sign of underwear,
though, and it didn't look very... modest.

I dropped the towel and slid the dress on.
The back was entirely bare above the waist. The front was a scoop
neck which plunged almost to my belly button. Two slim white
strings slid up and behind my neck to hold it in place. It showed a
lot of cleavage! And there would be even more if anyone was looking
at an angle, because the front was open and I had no underwear.

The dress was, as you can imagine, short,
and slit up to the hip on my right. Still, it covered me better
than a bikini, and certainly better than nothing. In fact, as I
walked back into the bathroom to check myself in the mirror, I
thought I looked kind of sleek and sexy and sophisticated.

I'd never worn a dress this short, though,
or with this much cleavage. And when I went back to the bed to try
on the shoes – which fit – I realized they were very high, like
five inch heels. Slut shoes, my friends called them. Or fuck-me
shoes.

I suppose that was appropriate. Because I
was reasonably certain sex was a part of my 'personal duties'. That
was what was making me anxious. Hey, I'm no whore! But on the other
hand, the sex had been wildly thrilling and incredible! But hey,
I'm no slut! On the other hand, I wasn't being paid for sex –
exactly.

And if you took away the sex the deal was
too freaking amazing to possibly even consider turning down!

But there WAS the sex, and I didn't know how
I even felt about it!

I found a remote control on the bed and sat
down. That taught me I'd have to sit down carefully in this dress
if I didn't want to flash the room!

But I was alone so I examined it, and then
pressed the button that said TV. Nothing happened. I turned and
pointed it in different directions and when I pointed it at the
foot of the bed there was a whirring sound and then the padded
bench rose up! There was a freaking big TV sliding up into view
that must have been 50 inches!

“Holy fuck!” I thought.

Another button said Door. Pushing
that made the glass wall slide open and then closed again. There
was a button for Lights which made them go on and off – not
that they made much difference now in the bright sun. Pressing the
Curtain button made brown curtains slide across to cover the
view on both sides. And there was a Blind too, which would
probably be useful since the morning sun would shine right through
that enormous wall.

This place was incredible!

And, I kind of sensed if not really thought
about it, that I would never again in my life get the opportunity
to experience this sort of place if I said no and went home.

Went home to what exactly?

I tossed the remote down and got up, then
walked – carefully on the five inch stiletto heels – to the door. I
opened and it went out into the hall, then walked slowly along,
exploring. There were other bedrooms, a huge bathroom, a small
galley kitchen with lots of drinks, ice and snacks, and then the
stairs.

I went down them very carefully, then
hesitated at the next level before exploring that. Hey, if I was
going to be her personal assistant or whatever she was calling it,
I had to know where stuff was, right?

The first door was a huge gym with tons of
high tech machines. Going through it I found a sauna, and a kind of
spa thing with massage table and flowers and a rack of oils and
other stuff. I came back out and went across to the other side
where I found a games room with pool table, ping pong table, card
table, upright old-fashioned pinball games and video games along
the walls, and other electronic toys.

The next room was a theater, with three rows
of leather recliners facing a screen about fifteen feet tall and
thirty feet wide! Then there was a kind of, well, study, I guess,
with big plush sofas and shelves with books and knick-knacks on
it.

There was a double door at the end and I
opened it to see a sort of living room, with sofas, a fire place
and stuff, and then beyond that the door to a huge room with a
massive four-poster bed. I ducked back out, figuring this was the
master bedroom – or master suite I guess.

I went downstairs and emerged in that huge
living room area, crossed it, and then went through a large open
doorway to the kitchen. It was as minimalist as the rest.
Everything was sleek and flat and white and shiny. The cupboards
were flat lines along the wall behind the huge island. The only
sign it was a kitchen was the stove.

I wasn't looking at it much, though, because
Geoffrey was there and he looked at me and my face flushed.

“Come,” he ordered, gesturing.

I gulped and walked forward and he came
around the island then pulled out one of the plush white
stools.

“Sit.”

I tried to get up carefully. I mean, the
skirt was really short, remember, and even though he'd already seen
me naked, already, well, fucked me, still I felt
self-conscious.

“So here's the deal,” he said. “You'll be
paid every Monday. You provide me with a bank account and the money
will be automatically deposited, minus deductions for taxes and
social security. You'll wake up at whatever time you desire so long
as you're ready to start at eight, which is when the mistress of
the house rises. Understand so far?”

I nodded hesitantly.

“You will wake her up, help her bathe and
dress if she desires it, and then your time will be free except for
what errands and chores I need you for. None of them will be beyond
your abilities. It's not a difficult job. The important part is to
obey whatever Mrs. Jennings tells you, to the letter, and then stay
out of her way when she doesn't want you.”

“Uhm, but – .”

“Her day is reasonably predictable.
Especially since I maintain her schedule and know all her
appointments. You will have access to that. She exercises in the
afternoon. Stay away from the gym then, but feel free to use it in
the morning. She never bothers with the theater until at least
after seven, so feel free to use it the rest of the day. The pool
is something she'll use in the day but never in the evening.
Understand?”

I nodded uncertainly.

“You will eat when she eats, and keep her
company.”

That was a scary thought!

“She doesn't seem like she really wants much
chit chat,” I said.

He snorted. “She likes to be amused. She
will amuse herself with you.”

That sounded scary too!

“Like uh, how?”

“However she wants. Just remember, she's
very... jaded. She's been rich all her life. It might seem amazing
to you but it's not a novelty to her any more. However, she's not
mean or cruel. To quote an old expression, she might hurt you but
she'll never harm you.”

“What does that mean?” I asked warily.

He smirked. “Ever been spanked?”

I flushed and he grinned broadly.

“Don't worry. There's no red room of pain
here like in that book. She's not serious about any of the stuff
she does. She's only serious about business. The rest is... a
hobby, something more entertaining than TV.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked.

“Whatever she tells you to.”

That was not reassuring!
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I decided to go for it. What the hell. I
could always quit.

I couldn't drive, which Geoffrey told me I
had to 'remedy'. He signed me up for driving lessons! In the
meantime, they had a service which provided chauffeur driven cars
on demand, so he sent for one of those and got my clothes so I
could go home, talk to my parents, and pick up some things.

I told my parents I had a temporary job as a
personal assistant to some rich lady who had a huge condo apartment
on the beach and would be staying there for a little while, maybe a
week, maybe a month. I wasn't sure.

I was kind of holding my options open,
see?

They were pretty curious, but I had taken
some pictures of the inside of the penthouse with my phone and that
suitably awed them. Shit, it awed me!

My father told me that connections were one
of the best ways to a good life, and if I did well by this woman
she might decide to give some other rich person a call and find me
a job I liked somewhere; a good job.

Which, once he said it, didn't strike me as
unlikely.

But I still had no idea what I wanted to do
that wouldn't be dull and boring.

I set up my stuff in that huge bedroom and
then spent some time just being awed that it was mine – at least
for now. I played with the controls some more, and figured out how
the TV and shower worked better.

And then there was this little whistling
sound from somewhere. I looked around but had no idea what it was
so ignored it and it stopped. Then a couple of minutes later
Geoffrey knocked at the door and opened it – without waiting to see
if I said to come in.

“I suppose I should have informed you that
when you are wanted I will signal you. Did you hear the sound?”

“Uhm, yeah but I didn't know what it
was.”

“I suspected as much. Why are you not
dressed?”

I looked at him in surprise. I was dressed
in my jeans and shirt.

“Whenever you're here you have to wear your
uniform.”

“That white dress is my uniform?!”

“For now, until Mrs. Jennings decides to try
something else. Always wear it or nothing.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Dinner is in twenty minutes. Make sure
you're there and dressed properly.”

I nodded.

“Uh, is Mrs. Jennings going to be
there?”

“Obviously. I'm not making it for you,” he
said with a snort.

He closed the door and I stuck my tongue out
at him.

I put the dress on, though. Maybe I could
ask Mrs. Jennings about underwear.

I went out to the kitchen early, not wanting
to be late. Geoffrey pointed through a large opening to a dining
room. Like the rest of the place it was cool, cold, and beautiful,
brightly lit with huge glass walls. The table was made of stone,
probably more marble, two inches thick, and long enough to seat a
dozen people easily.

At least if I sat down the short skirt
wouldn't matter so much. I mean, nobody was gonna see under the
table. Though I wondered why she didn't just eat at the coffee
table watching TV like everyone else.

I started to pull out a chair and Geoffrey
shook his hand, took my arm, and pulled me away from the table,
pushing it back in.

“You will help me to serve Mrs. Jennings,”
he said.

“She needs two people to serve her dinner?”
I said, making a face.

And then he slapped my butt! I yelped and
stumbled forward.

“No impertinence, Girl,” he said, his face
unreadable.

“That hurt!” I complained.

“Then you had best learn to be respectful,”
he said.

I glared at him but he had already turned
his back to me.

“And stand up straight,” he said over his
shoulder. “Shoulders back, chest out.”

I stuck my tongue out at his back but
straightened my shoulders, and then turned to look out the window.
He came back, passed me, and slapped my ass again!

“Ow!” I yelped, stumbling and twisting
around to glare at him.

“I saw you in the mirror,” he said over his
shoulder as he walked to a cabinet.

I turned and looked at the counter and
cabinets there and saw the mirror, tsking to myself.

“It's against the law to hit people, you
know,” I said as he walked back.

“Is it? Perhaps you should call a
policeman,” he said with a faint smile.

He set a plate on the table at the end, then
several glasses, utensils and napkins.

“Pay attention, Girl,” he said. “You need to
learn how to set a table properly.”

I sighed but stood there silently as he
explained the different kind of spoons and forks and what they were
for and how they were placed. It all sounded ridiculously over
complicated to me. You used a fork for whatever, and same for a
spoon. Why did they have to be different?

He scooped everything up and took it away
and then looked at me.

“Set the table, Girl.”

I frowned, pursed my lips, then went over
and got the stuff and brought it back. I set it up as best I could.
I mean, it looked neat at least! But I admit I hadn't paid a huge
amount of attention to which order the utensils were placed.

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!” I yelped as he slapped my ass
again. “Stop that!”

“It's how we teach the young,” he said with
a faint smile.

“Maybe a hundred years ago!”

“And don't swear. If you swear again I'll
put your across my lap for a spanking.”

I opened my mouth to swear at him but the
glint in his eyes said he'd do it too!

And frankly, the idea, while outrageous, had
a strange little breathless sense of excitement to it. I mean, I'd
had his big cock inside me not that long ago! And the echo of those
incredible orgasms made my nipples tingle as I licked my lips
uncertainly.

Come to think of it, Mrs. Jennings had tied
my wrists up... for some reason. I mean, it wasn't to stop me from
squealing and running away or anything. So why had she tied my
wrists up? I admit it had been weird and darkly exciting to have
sex with my hands up. It had even added to the sense of breathless
heat, to the thought I was doing something really edgy.

I wondered if there was more to that Fifty
Shades book than I had thought! There better not be, because
believe me, no one was putting me in any 'room of pain' and
whipping me!

Although again, the thought of him spanking
me, especially if I was naked, was kind of... well, squirmy hot.
But also not one I wanted to try out! I was sure it would
sting!

Then again...

I was all confused!

He had set everything up as I was rubbing my
bottom and glaring at him. Now he looked at me and I gulped and
looked at them as he pointed out each utensil and glass and their
order. Then he took them all away again and I had to set the
table.

Thankfully for my butt, I did it in the
right order.

“Good girl,” he said, pleased.

I rolled my eyes. Like I couldn't set a
freaking tabl – .”

Crack!

“Ow! That hurt!” I yelped.

“Don't roll your eyes at me. It's
disrespectful,” he said, going back behind the counter.

I pursed my lips, but held off cursing him.
I was starting to get the idea he was really looking forward to
spanking my bare butt! And while there was a sense of excitement to
the idea I knew it would sting like hell too!

He turned as Mrs. Jennings entered the room.
She was wearing a long blue dress, and he walked over and held the
chair out at the head of the table. She sat and he pushed it
in.

“Would you like wine this evening, Madam?”
he asked.

“I suppose I do. This is likely to be a
trying dinner.”

“We must start before we can finish,
Madam.”

She snorted and looked at me.

“Well, get her started.”

I looked at her in surprise and Geoffrey
jerked his head at me as he went over to a cabinet. I shrugged and
followed. There was a wine bottle there and he placed it on a
tray.

“Observe,” he said.

He carried the tray in one hand over to the
table, bent to place the tray on the table, then picked up a cloth
napkin, wrapped it around the wine bottle, picked up the wine
bottle, then bent to pour a tiny bit into the wine glass before
backing away. He put the wine back onto the tray and took it away,
then handed it to me.

“Fill the glass halfway up,” he ordered.

So this was like, a training thing. Okay, I
could understand that. I took the tray and went back to the table,
put down the tray, picked up the napkin, placed it around the
bottle, picked up the bottle, and then leaned over to pour.

Remember that scoop neck dress? The low cut
scoop neck dress? That went with the very short skirt slit up the
side? Well as I leaned forward the top began to loosen and my
breasts began to be more and more visible, in fact, entirely
visible to her at least. Meanwhile, the front of my skirt was
falling open even as the back slid up to the edge of my
buttocks!

I felt a sudden wild swirling, churning
awareness of this, and it practically took my breath away. I mean,
they were both watching me, too! She was on my left, and he was on
my right, so they would both be getting an eyeful!

What was going on here!?

I suddenly felt both self-conscious and
like... I don't know, this very sexual person flaunting my body!
The contrary emotions confused me and made the tip of the bottle
hit the edge of the glass.

“Try again, Girl,” Geoffrey ordered.

I gulped and drew back, then leaned forward,
flushing with the awareness that much of my body was going to be
fairly bare to their eyes. I told myself they'd both already seen
me naked anyway, seen and touched! So it shouldn't matter! But they
were dressed and I was... like... half naked!

I poured anyway, then drew back.

“An execrable job, but she'll learn,” Mrs.
Jennings said.

“Yes, Madam,” Geoffrey said.

“If I was wearing more clothes I'd – .”

Crack!

I yelped and stumbled at Geoffrey's slap to
the butt.

“Speak when spoken to,” he said sternly.
“Servants are seen and not heard. If Mrs. Jennings wants our
opinion she will ask for it.”

“I assure you that won't happen,” Mrs.
Jennings said.

I was confused! I could see him slapping my
butt when we were alone but doing it in front of Mrs. Jennings was
something else again! And she didn't seem in the least
surprised!

Then again, she was the one who had tied me
up, I thought anxiously.

“I do see an issue, however, Geoffrey,” she
said. “The girl seems shy about her body.”

“Yes, Madam. I agree,” Geoffrey said.
“Though that seems foolish.”

“Of course. But girls are notably foolish
creatures and addicted to habit.”

She looked me up and down.

“Take the dress off, Girl,” she said.

My jaw dropped!

“Wh-why?” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

I twisted away from Geoffrey and his
slapping hands, rubbing my butt.

“Clearly you're so used to the thought you
must hide your body you're uneasy in your new uniform,” Mrs.
Jennings said. “We can't have that. The best way to remove your
shyness is to get you used to being seen naked.”

“But – !”

“You have grown a new body part in the last
few hours?” she asked dryly.

“Well... no but... but – .”

“Then remove the dress.”

There was no really good reason to not want
to do so, but I hesitated anyway. Geoffrey simply tugged the string
behind my neck loose so the front collapsed.

I gasped, my hands going instinctively
across my breasts, even as he tugged it lower so it fell down past
my hips! He pushed me back as he pulled it out from under my
ankles, and then I was freaking naked!

Of course, I'd been freaking naked an hour
ago when I was having sex with them, so... so what? It shouldn't
matter, right? Only it did, and my face was all red.

“Now let's try again,” she said.

Geoffrey produced a fresh glass, took me by
the arm back to the counter, and had me carry the tray with the
wine bottle across to her.

It felt freaking weird! I wasn't wearing
anything but stiletto heels as I walked across the floor, set the
tray down, picked up the bottle, and then, with my bare breasts
practically in her face, leaned forward to pour the wine!

And as I did her hand came up behind me and
rubbed my ass!

I gulped, almost spilling the wine! But I
ignored it then and poured the wine carefully as her fingers
caressed my bottom.

Then I straightened.

“Now you say, 'will that be all, madam',”
Geoffrey said.

I gulped and swallowed, still blushing
hotly.

“Will that be all, Madam?” I asked.

“For now, Girl.”

“Take the wine back and place it on the
counter.”

I did so. And I was still naked!

Over the next ten minutes Geoffrey served
various trays and dishes, then took them away and had me do it.
That meant walking back and forth and leaning forward next to Mrs.
Jennings, naked while they both watched me carefully.

Freaking weird!

But a wild thrumming sense of sexuality
built up within me as I did it.

Also, admittedly, I got used to being naked
around them.

She began to eat, and then looked at me.

“Are you hungry, Girl?”

“Y-Yes, Madam,” I gulped.

“Geoffrey? A stool for the Girl,” she
said.

What he pulled over was a pretty wide stool,
heavily padded, if a little lower than the chairs at the table. In
fact, it looked more like an ottoman. I was confused as he put it
in place at the table on her right because if I sat at that I'd be
kind of low.

“Girl? Kneel here,” she ordered.

Kneel?

I stepped forward uncertainly, then knelt on
the 'stool'.

“Sit back on your heels,” she said.

I did that, and it brought my height to
about the right height.

“Spread your knees wider.”

I flushed again, then shifted my knees a few
inches apart.

“Wider, Girl,” she barked.

I gulped and then obeyed, feeling my chest
tighten and my nipples tingle.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched, chest
out.”

“But... I mean...”

“Now, Girl!”

I gulped and obeyed. This was freaking
weird! Bizarre! But that thrumming heat was growing and radiating
outward as I knelt there with my knees apart.

“Tell me about yourself, Girl,” Mrs.
Jennings said as she dipped a spoon into a bowl.

I kind of stared at her, red-faced, my mind
swirling and churning.

Geoffrey gripped my wrists, placing my hands
in tighter, then jerked my elbows back more. He bent and jerked my
knees wider, then had me shift my feet so the backs of them were
flat on the stool.

I suppose I got that being naked around them
would make me less shy of them getting glimpses of me in that
dress, but this was more than that. I mean, I might not have much
experience with kinky sex – none, in fact, until I came here – but
I wasn't an idiot!

Then Geoffrey began to feed me!

He had his own utensils, and spooned soup
up, bringing it to my mouth and slipping it inside!

“According to your resume, sketchy as it
is,” she said, “You finished high school a few months ago, though
not with very good marks. Are you not very bright?”

I felt a little sliver of anger in my
confusion.

“I'm not dumb!” I exclaimed.

“Speak respectfully to Mrs. Jennings or
you'll get a spanking,” Geoffrey said.

I gulped and felt twin jolts of both anxiety
and heat.

This was one weird place! Did I want to keep
at this!? A part of me wanted to run away screaming!

On the other hand, there was all that money,
and the thought of living here, and the echo of the dark, wild,
incredible pleasure I'd had during that kinky sex session!

Going home to watch the Bachelor didn't
really seem very inviting.

“I uhm, got bored easily at school,” I
gulped.

“So you failed to apply yourself? Yes, I can
see that. No discipline in schools these days. I assure you you'll
apply yourself here,” she said.

Geoffrey spooned soup to my lips while I
held my position kneeling there with my knees spread! Mrs. Jennings
ate, and turned her head to flick her eyes up and down my body
every now and then.

“What sort of career aspirations do you
have?”

I looked at her blankly.

“What kind of job did you imagine doing?”
she said.

“I don't now,” I said.

“You never thought about it?”

“Well, everything I could think of sounded
boring, or like it would need lots more school and boring reading
and math and stuff.”

She snorted, and Geoffrey spooned more soup
into my mouth.

When she had enough of the soup he brought
over what looked like meatballs, then she began to eat those as he
forked one up and pushed it into my mouth.

Wow, this was weird!

“You sound like a girl with very little
initiative,” she said.

I'd been told that before and scowled.

“Do you imagine someone is simply going to
appear like a magic genie and present you with a wonderful,
rewarding career without you having to even look for it?” she
asked.

“I got time,” I said sulkily. “I just
haven't thought of what I want to do yet. I'm only eighteen.”

“Eighteen becomes twenty in very quick
order, Girl. Then you're twenty-five and headed for Thirty and
then... you're no longer young enough for anyone to forgive your
lack of accomplishment.”

I hated being lectured!

“Well, that's my problem, isn't it?” I
said.

“It's society's problem, Girl. You are an
example of the failure of the state to appropriately challenge,
guide, discipline and train our youth.”

“Maybe I just wasn't born rich like you,” I
said.

“I was not born rich, girl. I worked hard to
get where I am.”

“You married the right guy you mean,” I said
resentfully.

“No, Girl. In fact, I made my money before I
met and married my husband,” she replied. “And you're being
disrespectful. Geoffrey?”
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I yelped as Geoffrey gripped my wrists and
pulled me off the stool. I stumbled awkwardly on the stiletto heels
as he pushed me in against the back of the next chair, which was
pushed in against the table, and then bent me over it so my breasts
pillowed out against the cool stone!

I yelped and expected a slap from his hand.
Instead I heard a kind of hissing sound, like when you wave a small
stick through the air fast, and then something long and thin landed
across my upraised bottom! It was, in fact, some kind of stick! And
then I recognized it from various porn pictures!

It was like a riding crop!

I gasped in shock, alarm, and then dark,
breathless heat!

Seriously!?

It stung, but not that much. In fact, it
stung less than his hand did. Except it was sharper and narrower in
focus.

I jerked, but his other hand was on the back
of my neck, pinning me down! I was swept by wild emotions again.
This was all so wild and incredible and unbelievable! This guy was
hitting my butt with a riding crop!

“You need to learn to be more respectful,
Girl,” she said.

Hiss - thwick!

“Ow!”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow! Don't!”

Hiss – thwick!

“Hey!

Hiss – thwick!

“That hurts!

“When children fail to learn through
ordinary methods – .”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow!”

“... then other measures are necessary.”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow! Quit it!”

The crop was snapping down across my
wriggling bare bottom as he calmly held me down, and the way I was
bent over the high back of the chair – not to mention the stiletto
heels – pushed my butt out far too vulnerably!

And while it didn't sting that much it did
sting! And the more it hit me the hotter my bottom got and the more
the following blows hurt! My butt was already throbbing hotly and
he didn't seem to have any intention of quitting any time soon!

Hiss – thwick!

“Please!” I gasped.

“Ah, she knows at least some manners,” Mrs.
Jennings said, her hand raising up as if to signal him to stop.

The next blow failed to fall and I gulped in
air.

“Are you prepared to behave respectfully,
Girl?” she asked, forking another bit of meat into her mouth.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I gulped.

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow!

“That's yes, Madam,” Geoffrey said.

“Yes, Madam!”

“What do you think, Geoffrey? Can this one
be trained to something worthwhile?” she asked.

I gasped as I felt what had to be the
slender shaft of the crop press up lengthwise along the line of my
sex! I felt it sinking up between my labia and then slide slowly
back and forth, pressing against my clitoris.

“She has great potential,” he said.

“Yes, yes, she has a lovely body. But it's
her mind I'm thinking about.”

“If she gets instant punishment for her lazy
thinking, behavior and disrespect, she will very quickly learn not
to be lazy, or disrespectful,” he said. “That sort of thing becomes
instinct in very quick order.”

The shaft was angled in between my thighs,
sliding back and forth across my clitoris, and that began to throb
hotly!

“Yes, but the same could be said of any
girl,” she replied.

I gasped as I felt his fingers spread the
lips of my sex wider, then something that was almost certainly his
finger pushed inside me! It twisted and wriggled a little, but it
was able to slide deep fairly easily! And it was a big finger! And
long!

“I think her sexuality is largely a blank
page and we can write anything we want on it,” he replied.

“She's hardly a virgin.”

“No, but might as well be.”

His finger was gently moving inside me, and
now his thumb was rubbing my clitoris! I felt myself spellbound by
the sensations that started to flood up through my lower body!

“Ahh,” he said. “Here it is.”

His finger stopped rubbing and began to sort
of... press against the wall of my sex, as if trying to push down
through my stomach. But the pressure wasn't that heavy, and not
steady. He'd ease back, then press, then back then press, like a
little tap... tap... tap... tap...

And I felt this... this wild rush of
sensation! Heat spread up through my body and my breasts felt
swollen, the nipples almost sore! I heard myself moan softly as
Mrs. Jennings blew on a piece of food, then slipped it into her
mouth while observing me.

“Responsive creature,” she said.

“Yes, Madam.”

“I presume you've found her G-spot.”

“Yes, Madam.”

I felt my body trembling, and I couldn't
keep still! I was sort of, wriggling, in part to try to jam myself
back on his fingers, and in part to kind of roll and grind and mash
my breasts against the surface of the table!

“I think she wants something inside her
bigger than your finger, Geoffrey,” she said.

“Yes, Madam.”

His finger drew back, and then I felt
pressure against the mouth of my sex, something hard and thick
trying to force itself into my body. It wasn't his cock, because it
wasn't warm, and didn't feel right. But it was... similar.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” I gasped, trying to rise,
to twist my upper body to turn around.

Geoffrey gripped my hair and shoved my head
down forcefully, and I cried out as whatever it was forced its way
slowly up into my body! I could feel myself being stretched,
strained, aching, as the thing slid deeper and deeper into my
belly!

I ached! But that dark wild rush of heat
beat at my mind, and I whimpered and moaned every time his fingers
lightly brushed my clitoris!

God it went deep!

He drew a pair of thin straps diagonally up
my abdomen, and over my hips, then back around behind me to clip
together. Another went up between my buttocks and also fastened to
the same strap behind me.

Then he put me back on on the stool, making
me kneel and sit back on my heels! I stared down between my legs
and saw the base of a dildo protruding from my body – spreading me
so far open it was outrageous! There was a bright silver ring
attached to it, pressing in against the top of my sex, with two
thin straps attached to it going up over my hips.

My clitoris was framed within that ring,
which pressed firmly into my flesh so as to make it seem even more
swollen than it felt!

“Now let us continue dinner,” Mrs. Jennings
said.

Geoffrey gripped my hands and firmly yanked
them up and back behind my neck, then pulled my elbows back.

My mind was still kind of spinning wildly,
flustered and confused and uncertain but gripped by a dark heat and
hunger. Mrs. Jennings held out her fingers with some kind of meat
in them and pushed them into my mouth!

I didn't have much choice but to chew it or
spit it out as she drew her fingers back.

“Good?”

It was, actually! I nodded reluctantly.

“Verbally, Girl.”

“Yes... madam,” I gulped.

She pushed her fingers against my mouth
again and slid them inside.

“Lick them clean.”

Oh yeah! This was weird and nasty! But... it
was hot!

I licked and sucked her fingers, face
flushed darkly, the dildo feeling as if it was throbbing up inside
my abdomen.

She drew her fingers back and wiped them on
a silk napkin, then cut another piece and used a fork to eat.

“The way I see it, Girl, you have few
options in life,” she said after she swallowed.

She cut another piece and chewed and
swallowed that.

“You can wander from one low paying job to
another, accomplishing little or nothing, and hoping one of the
young men you sleep with is taken with you – and that he himself is
considerably more successful. Or you can try something new.”

She held out another piece of meat to
me.

“Something... interesting and...
pleasurable,” she said as she slid her fingers into my mouth.

I took the piece of meat, and she drew her
fingers back – slowly – with my lips closed around them.

This was so weird and kinky!

“Living here is considerably better than
anywhere else you could possibly afford,” she said. “The pay is far
better. The work is more... exciting. And there are all kinds of
possibilities for future promotion.”

She fed me another piece and I licked it out
of her fingers and swallowed it.

“But you must be disciplined,” she said. “I
cannot abide an undisciplined girl.”

She reached down and caught one of my very
erect nipples between her fingers, rolling and plucking it, then
pinching it lightly.

“Understand, Girl?”

“Y-Yes, Madam!” I gulped.

“Do not move. Keep your elbows back and back
arched.”

I did, and her fingers pinched my nipple
more heavily. I gasped, my nipple starting to sting, to burn as she
let her fingers pinch harder, but I didn't move – somehow!

“See? You're capable of some
self-discipline,” she said, releasing it.

She reached over and pinched the other one
till it burned, till I trembled with the need to jerk back or jerk
my hands down to push her fingers away, but I held still until she
stopped.

“Good girl,” she said, picking up her knife
and fork.

My nipples throbbed!

“Geoffrey,” she said. “Reward the girl.”

She cut another piece of meat and ate it as
Geoffrey came from behind me and reached down between my legs.

I looked down to see what looked like a
metal lipstick or lip gloss or something in his hand. He pressed it
against the front of my sex, against where that ring was, and it
seemed to lock into place in the ring.

And then it started to buzz, right against
my clitoris!

He moved away and Mrs. Jennings forked
another bite of meat into her mouth.

“Elbows back, Girl,” she said sternly.

I gulped and obeyed as the vibrator buzzed
against my swollen clitoris! I felt my entire lower body starting
to thrum with energy, and felt a crackle of sexual electricity
running up my spine! I felt my chest tightening, and it became
harder and harder to keep still as my hips sought to jerk and spasm
against the vibrator!

Worse. The end of the little 'lipstick'
vibrator was resting against the stool. That meant if my lower body
moved a little it ground against the stool, which altered the
pressure against me and sent a rush of wild heat through my body
and mind! How could I keep still once I realized that!?

She sighed. “Geoffrey, this girl is
moving.”

“Yes, Madam,” he said.

He picked up the crop and moved to stand
beside me, then brought the tip down against my right breast. I
moaned as my attention was briefly diverted, and I looked down to
see there was a flat leather flap on the tip of the shaft. He
pressed it firmly into the center of my breast and rubbed it
slowly.

I moaned as my nipple crackled with
excitement. But then I watched him draw it back and slap it down
again. It didn't really hurt – much. It startled me, was all. I
flinched a bit, then watched him draw it back again, not far, just
a couple of inches, and slap it in again.

And again. Again and again, and again and
again and again.

I moaned helplessly, my hands still behind
my neck, my mind awash in dark, thrilled heat and sexual pressure.
He was slapping the little thing down so fast it was a blur, and my
nipple was starting to burn from the multiple blows – light or
not.

But I was still trying not to move!

He shifted to the other breast, the little
tip slapping down in rapid little motions that turned the center of
that breast red, too.

None of which really did much to ease the
raging sexual heat within me! Yes, my nipples ached and throbbed
and burned, but my body was still gripped by a feverish hunger that
wanted and needed release!

He stopped and drew back, and Mrs. Jennings
pushed her fingers into my mouth again, giving me something to eat
I hardly noticed or tasted. The orgasm swept through me as I
swallowed it and nearly choked on it! I cried out helplessly, still
keeping my fingers interlaced behind my neck and my elbows back as
my hips ground and bucked frantically in and out.

*

I was, as you can probably imagine, pretty
frazzled by the time dinner was over! That stupid vibrator made me
come several times! And that was weird! I mean, not that having an
orgasm was weird, but having an orgasm by myself, with the two of
them just sort of idly watching me like I was some kind of single
person freak show!

Still, dinner did accomplish one thing; I
wasn't shy about being naked in front of them any more! So wearing
the dress was easy! Geoffrey removed the vibrator, but not the big
dildo stuffed up inside me. Then I helped him clean up and put
things away.

Walking around with that thing up inside me
was strange!

After the kitchen was sparkling Geoffrey
ordered me to go and brush my teeth, lecturing me on oral care. He
said I mustn't forget to floss and use mouthwash too.

Which was kind of strange. I mean, I didn't
normally do that after every meal, but hey, it was better than
getting my butt cropped!

After I'd done that I returned to the living
room – well, whatever it was called. That huge freaking room with
the big sofas and thirty foot ceiling.

“Ah, Girl, come here.” she called, just as I
had frozen in place.

She wasn't alone. And the other person
wasn't Geoffrey!

I gulped, felt immediately self-conscious,
but moved warily forward.

There was a tall, elegant looking black
woman with her, sitting across a low coffee table from her. They
were in the area just past the stair, where a low round table was
surrounded by four low flat padded chairs. The chairs were wide,
and perfectly flat with perfectly flat backs. They were very...
modern looking, and cold.

Like the two women sitting on them.

I was acutely aware of how short my skirt
was and of the dildo inside me! Not to mention the low cut top and
the slit up the side! The Black woman had very short hair and was
wearing a gold blouse and loose white trousers. She raised her
eyebrow at the sight of me but said nothing.

“Bring us wine, girl,” Mrs. Jennings
said.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

I was glad to hurry away! And maybe I could
get Geoffrey to bring them wine!

I went to the kitchen and found him still
there.

“Mrs. Jennings wants wine for her and her
guest,” I said.

“Did she say what kind?”

I shook my head.

“Red then. Hmm, what would be
appropriate?”

It was a rhetorical question. He was already
eyeing the wine cabinet. He pulled out a bottle, opened it and
placed it on a tray along with two glasses.

“Go,” he said.

“Shouldn't you do it?” I asked
anxiously.

“Why would I do that?”

“I might screw up!”

“Better not,” he said.

“I've still got this... thing inside
me!”

“I see no reason that should get in the
way.”

I glowered at him but carried the wine tray
back.

“Don't forget, pour from the right.”

I muttered a curse under my breath, but
carried the tray to where the women sat.

It was a very low table!

I hesitated as the two looked at me,
flushing again, and wondering how much Mrs. Jennings had told this
woman. I didn't see any alternative but to set the tray down. That
required I bent over more than ninety degrees. Given how loose and
open the top was that basically gave them both a complete show of
my bare breasts!

I took the glasses off the tray and set them
before them, then picked up the wine, able to straighten a little.
I moved a little closer to Mrs. Jennings and then leaned over more
and poured into the glass.

Her right hand slid up my leg and pushed
through the gaping slit, her fingers finding my clitoris as it was
framed by that silver ring. I felt my face burn but continued to
pour as her finger rubbed lightly against me. And when I
straightened she let her hand come free.

I was incredibly embarrassed! But I was
partly running on auto-pilot! I didn't know what else to do but
what I had been doing, so I moved around the table so I was on the
black woman's right, then I bent and began to pour for her.

And her hand slid up through the
slit, her fingers finding the little ring, and rubbing my
clitoris!

I was almost immediately burning up. Why? I
didn't know, but something about this was making my mind fill with
a wild, feverish hunger! I mean, I had kind of realized in the
kitchen that Geoffrey and Mrs. Jennings were into kinky shit like
in that book.

And the idea, the thought, the fantasy of me
as some sort of kinky sex slave had fascinated me, and still did.
It was a bit scary, but mostly it was just a kind of awesome idea
that I could hardly believe they really intended to explore. I
could hardly believe I was either!

But in this... skimpy dress, with these two
able to look at and touch my body and me playing a kind of, well
serving girl, I found my chest so tight I could hardly breath, and
my heart pounding wildly in my chest even as my face flushed
hotly!

And yet nothing more happened. Mrs. Jennings
kind of waved me away with her fingers, and I hesitated, then took
the tray with me and backed off.

Boy was my face and chest flushed!

“Girl,” she called after a few seconds,
“bring us some canapes.”

I didn't even know what that was but I said
yes madam and fled.

When I got back to the kitchen, though,
Geoffrey was already preparing a tray of, well, they looked like
crackers and puff pastries and bread with some sort of gooey stuff
on it.

“Mrs. Jennings wants canapes, whatever that
is,” I gulped.

He snorted. “Consider it snacks for the
rich.”

“Who's that woman with her?”

“Ms. Bryant. She's an artist.”

“Is she a lesbian artist?!”

“So I understand.”

“She was... uh... I mean... touching me,” I
gulped.

“Like this?”

His hand slid in through the big slit and I
gasped as his fingers found the little ring and began to rub my
swollen clitoris.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Well then, you should like that,” he
replied, pulling his fingers back.

I took a deep, shuddering breath. This was
all so freaky and kinky!

“You guys are... weird!” I gulped.

His big hand took my arm, turned me and then
his other hand slapped my bottom so I yelped.

“Show respect, Girl,” he said with that
faint smile I was coming to get used to.

He handed me the tray and I sighed and took
it back out.

I was both nervous and filled with a sense
of breathless anticipation as I laid the plates down on the table
before them. I was super aware of the thin little dress, the
cleavage, and how loose it all was as they looked at me!

“More wine for Ms. Bryant, Girl,” Mrs.
Jennings said.

I felt a bit of a sense of indignation at
the way she always called me “girl,” as if she couldn't be bothered
to remember my name. Plus the wine bottle was right there. But I
guess rich bitches didn't like to do anything for themselves.

I nervously bent over and picked it up, and
of course, flashing them my breasts, then had to circle to pour
from the right, and Bryant's hand slide up between my thighs again.
This time she rubbed my clit harder, then let her long nail kind of
push at it just as I was pouring. That made me gasp and jerk, and
spill the wine on the table.

“So clumsy, Girl,” Mrs. Jennings said in
annoyance.

“I... I'm sorry, Madam,” I gulped
breathlessly.

“As I said, self-discipline is a necessity
of any successful life, Girl.”

Geoffrey appeared as if in answer to some
kind of summons I hadn't seen.

“Yes, Madam?” he asked.

“This clumsy girl has spilled the wine,
Geoffrey,” she said in that bored voice she usually used.

“Yes, Madam.”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Geoffrey strode forward, and I felt his
enormous hand on the back of my neck! I gasped as it forced me
instantly down onto my knees, then forward to sprawl across the low
table! I felt the brief dress jerked up well above my waist, then
his hand was on the small of my back above where the straps
met.

I felt the straps undone – not those going
over my hips but the one which went down between my buttocks. Then
his big hand came forward and he picked up one of the little
canapes. It was some kind of cream covered pastry. He squeezed it
in his hand, then I felt his fingers against my back opening!

I gasped, red-faced, my mind floundering in
confusion and uncertainty, as he worked his now very slippery
finger into my butt!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped, almost
instinctively.

Mrs. Jennings and Ms. Bryant looked at me
calmly, one on each side of me, sipping on their wine, as
Geoffrey's huge finger pumped in and out of my ass!

“She has her uses,” Mrs. Jennings said.

“As an entertainment device?” Ms. Bryant
asked dryly.

“Yes, in many respects.”

I moaned as Geoffrey added a second finger
to my ass, stretching it out, wriggling it in and back and twisting
it around. Then he pulled back and I felt what had to be his cock
pushing against me! I didn't think there was any way that huge cock
could fit into me, but I was wrong!

Slathered with pastry, it pushed
insistently, and perhaps to distract me, he reached up and gripped
my hair, jerking it sharply straight back!

I yelped, my head jerked up and back, but
with his fist between my shoulder blades I couldn't rise up. But as
he jerked it to distract me his cock slid deeper!

“He's very large,” Ms. Bryant said, “Like an
animal.”

“Indeed,” Mrs. Jennings said.

“Like some kind of... savage,” Bryant
said.

I cried out as he jerked on my hair again,
and his cock pushed still deeper! I still had the big dildo jammed
high in my sex, and now I was starting to feel absolutely stuffed
as his cock slid deeper and deeper!

I felt him gripping the lower strap, the one
which had had gone up between my buttocks and which he'd unsnapped.
It was still attached to the dildo, though, and to the ring around
my clitoris. Tugging on it, made that ring jerk down a little,
grinding against my swollen clitoris.

Doing it repeatedly made me gasp and yelp
and moan and sent wild fluttering rushes of sexual energy up
through my body and mind!

He was tugging it upward, which also put
pressure on the back of the dildo, poking the nose harder against
the back wall of my sex even as he worked his own hot, stiff cock
deeper into my ass!

While two women looked on with a look of
almost bored indifference!

I was once again swimming in a wild,
churning flood-tide of disbelief and astonishment, of wildly
differing thoughts and emotions! That he was doing this was not so
shocking. That he was doing it in front of Mrs. Jennings wasn't
either, though darkly, outrageously... thrilling in a weird way.
But doing it in front of a stranger was a real blow to my
psyche!

I was freaked out about having her watching!
My face was burning and my mind squirming, horribly embarrassed!
And yet... there was another part of me that felt an almost
sadistic sense of delicious enjoyment at what was happening to
me.

Like I said, the thought of myself as some
sort of sex toy or sex slave was wildly exciting and fascinating,
even if it was also outrageous and incredibly embarrassing! So with
all those wild thoughts swirling inside my head I couldn't seem to
figure out what to do or even what to say!

He let go of the strap and my hair, and then
seized the loose white dress, which was by then around my waist,
and slid it upward and off before I was really even quite aware of
his intent! I grabbed at it but his strength was enormous and it
was pulled from my grasp! Then his hand was pulling my hair back
again while his fist pressed down between my shoulder blades!

And his cock pushed deeper into my body as
Mrs. Jennings took another sip of wine.

“It's amazing she can get that thing inside
her,” Ms. Bryant said.

“Well, she does seem to be something of a
natural,” Mrs. Jennings replied.

“It's ridiculously large.”

“Yes, but then so is Geoffrey,” Mrs.
Jennings replied with a slight smile.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped, my hands sort of
clawing at the table.

I felt the thin strap tugging upward again,
grinding the ring against my clitoris while pressing against the
base of the dildo, and shuddered as Geoffrey began to pump slowly
in and out.

“Do you plan on keeping her?”

“I'm as yet undecided,” Mrs. Jennings said.
“She has the potential to be of use.”

“Beyond making Geoffrey happy?”

“She can, at the least, help him in his
duties.”

“And perform special services for you?”
Bryant said with a smirk.

“And that,” Mrs. Jennings said with a
shrug.

I squeaked as Geoffrey's cock pushed so high
inside me I felt cramps deep in my belly!

“Do you think he'll get that whole thing
inside her?” Bryant asked.

“Oh probably. Geoffrey usually accomplishes
what he sets out to do.”

The feel of a huge cock sliding in and out
of my ass wasn't a sensation I'd ever really felt before. I mean,
I'd avoided anal sex to this point, and certainly he was way bigger
than the guys I'd had normal sex with. I felt really stretched,
maybe even more than I would because of the big dildo in my
pussy.

“She certainly has a well shaped body,”
Bryant said.

“Yes, I love her breasts. I'm envious.”

Bryant snorted. “Can you imagine running
with those things?”

“Oh it shouldn't be that hard. She's not
enormous or anything, and a good athletic bra would contain
them.”

I squealed as Geoffrey tugged back on my
hair, and as he did his cock pushed deep enough that he buried the
last inch inside me and ground his hips against my buttocks! I felt
his rough pants rubbing against my soft skin as he abandoned the
strap and reached around to cup and knead my right breast!

“She seems to be very much a boy toy,”
Bryant said. “Don't you think a girl toy would be more
interesting?”

“I think she's everyone's toy, and quite
adaptable,” Mrs. Jennings said.

Geoffrey began to thrust in and out in very
short strokes that made his hips strike my buttocks again and
again. The strokes grew longer, though, and harder, and came in
time to his tugs on my hair.

“He got it all inside,” Bryant said with
amused sniff.

“As I said. Geoffrey is a strong-willed
man.”

“And your little pleasure toy?”

“The opposite.”

“Ahh, I see.”

Geoffrey let go of my hair and then gathered
in my wrists, pulling them around and back together behind me to
cross my wrists. He held these easily in one hand, jerking straight
back to lift my chest off the table, then gripping my hair and
jerking that back hard too!

His strokes grew harder, his hips smacking
into my buttocks with growing force as he used longer strokes. I
was gasping and dazed and crying out with every thrust now as my
mind, dazed as it was, focused on the feeling of his slippery shaft
sliding in and out of me!

“Harder, Geoffrey. Make her...aware,” Mrs.
Jennings said.

Geoffrey thrust harder, his hips hitting
with bruising force now as he jerked back sharply on my wrists and
hair to pull me against him on every stroke! I cried out again and
again, my head swimming in a dark, confusing cauldron of heat,
lust, embarrassment, confusion, and almost awe that this was even
happening! To me!

“Make her aware of what?” Bryant asked.

“What do you think, watching this?” Mrs.
Jennings asked as Geoffrey rode me harder and faster.

“That she's a weak little fuck toy?” Bryant
asked.

“That he is in control. That he is the
master. That his strength is irresistible.”

“Hardly something I can applaud,” Bryant
said dryly.

“But he works for me so his mastery is mine
as well.”

Bryant made a doubtful sound, looking at me
with disapproval.

“The bitch looks like she enjoys it.”

“Of course she does. Geoffrey. Do you have
that vibrator on you still?”

Geoffrey abruptly released both my wrists
and my hair and I sprawled down atop the table, my hair spilling
over my face as I dazedly gulped in air.

I felt his big cock sliding slowly out of
me, completely leaving me, then his hands forcing my thighs wider.
A moment later something pressed against my horribly swollen little
button as he clipped the vibrator in place again.

It started to buzz and I shuddered
helplessly.

In the position he had me the 'lipstick' was
basically pointed back and down. It certainly didn't get in his way
as he pressed his slippery cock against my back opening and slid
himself deep once again.

He gathered my wrists in together again,
then grasped my hair, and resumed hammering himself against me as
his cock speared deep into my belly!

“You should see her come,” Mrs. Jennings
said. “She does so with considerable enthusiasm. I think that as we
eliminate her inhibitions that will only become more intense.”

I was hearing them speak through all this
but I wasn't paying any actual attention to what they said. I'm not
sure I even really understood it at the time. I was wrapped in a
feverish sexual heat and wild emotional storm, and almost all my
attention was focused on my own dark pleasure! I was aware they
were watching and talking about me, but only in how that made this
even more shocking – and kinky.

And then the orgasm hit and I cried out,
then cried out again, and then again! Yes, I was aware they were
watching and listening. Yes, that was horribly embarrassing in a
way. But it was also shockingly, wickedly outrageous in a way which
made the fire inside me burn even hotter!

The orgasm exploded up through my body and
blasted my mind as he continued to ram himself into me from behind,
as his big cock churned away inside my belly and the vibrator
buzzed wildly against my clitoris!

This was so freaking intense!

The orgasm left me gasping and light-headed,
but it did not give me a lot of relief from the wild heat and
arousal gripping my mind and body. I mean, the vibrator was still
buzzing against my hypersensitive clitoris, and my pussy was still
jammed with that big dildo, and his cock was still pummeling my
insides and these women were still watching as he rode me like a
bitch in heat!

And he continued to do just that, as another
orgasm tore through me, then a third, then a fourth, which left me
sobbing for breath and barely conscious!

And then, finally, he stopped. The world
still seemed to move around me. He had been jerking me in and back
and ramming his hips into me from behind to throw me forward for
what seemed like forever. It didn't seem natural for the world to
be still.

I moaned as I felt the cool stone table
against my breasts, against my cheek. I think I was drooling a
little as the pressure came off my scalp and my hair fell around my
face. I gulped in ragged breaths of air as he held my wrists and
put something around them.

The vibrator was turned off. It was again as
if the world had suddenly shifted, as if a steady, intense
sensation that had been pouring through me for long minutes was
suddenly gone and I didn't quite understand why.

I felt him softening inside me and sliding
out. But almost immediately he slid back in again. No, it wasn't
him, for it was colder and harder. But I didn't really care. I felt
it slide deep, then there was the feeling of a kind of... lip,
which passed into me and which my back opening closed behind. Yet
something remained outside.

Geoffrey gathered in my hair into a loose
mass behind my neck, then pulled, raising my head and then my body
up off the table. I moaned as he forced my back to arch.

“She certainly looks well-fucked,” Bryant
said with a sneer.

“Doesn't she?” Mrs. Jennings said in
amusement.

With the diminishing heat my mind started to
function on something more than the raw, animal state it had been
in, and I felt a renewed sense of squeamish embarrassment at what
the two women had witnessed.

Then I yelped as Geoffrey used his grip on
my hair to pull me sideways, to force me to knee-walk around the
table and then turn me to face Bryant.

Not something I wanted to do! I could feel
my face heating as she sneered down at me.

I realized now that my wrists were bound
together behind me somehow! That produced a hard little shock, a
kind of psychic jolt which both alarmed and aroused me. It alarmed
me because that gave me less of a chance to refuse whatever they
wanted to do to me. It aroused me because it was in keeping with
the dark, wicked, kinky little game they were playing with me!

“She certainly has the look of a sex toy,”
Bryant said, leaning forward.

I gasped as her hand cupped and fondled my
breast, her fingers rolling and pinching my nipple until it
ached.

Geoffrey let go of my hair and it tumbled
around my shoulders but a moment later she reached out and took it
instead, jerking it sharply, painfully back so I cried out.

“Slut,” she growled. “Do you think that
demonstrated your place in life? What you are?”

I didn't answer. I didn't know what to
answer! I didn't really understand what she wanted!

She stood up and pulled on my hair, forcing
me to my feet. With the five inch stilettos I was almost her height
as she pushed me around the table and over to the elevator. It
opened and she shoved so that I stumbled in, my mind reeling and
filled with confusion and uncertainty again as my anxiety rose!

“I have some things to teach you, breeder
bitch,” she whispered into my ear from behind.

I gasped as she jerked on my hair and her
other hand slid around me to cup my breast.

“Big titted blonde whore,” she muttered.

The elevator stopped and she pushed me ahead
of her into the hall, then down it and into a bedroom!

My wrists jerked feebly against whatever was
binding them, then I cried out as she kind of threw me forward
towards a bed! I stumbled into it and fell across it and she came
up behind me and slapped my bottom sharply so I yelped and squirmed
away from her!

She climbed in after me and grabbed my
arm.

“Roll over, slut!”

Gasping, I obeyed, feeling a sense of
anxiety and even some small fear!

She spread my legs wide, then unclipped the
vibrator. A moment later she was down on her belly and her tongue
was licking at my clitoris.

Did I mention how hyper-sensitive it was
now?!

I lay on my bound arms, breathless, my pulse
racing, gaping down at her while my mind spun through wild
emotional uncertainties. I didn't even know this woman! And I
wasn't a lesbian! And... and she seemed like a bitch! And what the
fuck!?

But... my body was still pulsing with heat,
and the way Geoffrey had just... just taken me like that
across the table, and in front of her and Mrs. Jennings still had
me in shock! I felt... lost, like I didn't know the rules any more,
didn't understand where I stood or what I could or should or was
expected to do and not do.

And while I didn't really want her to be
licking my clitoris, the dark hunger inside me was eager for more
of this wild, unbelievable, kinky sex game! Plus the sensations she
was rousing were impossible for me to ignore.

There was more to it than just sensation.
Being helpless, being tied up, laying on my back with my legs
spread and her forearms pressing firmly down against my spread legs
made me feel so... I don't know, like I was some sort of sex toy,
or slave girl! It was ridiculous but had my mind and body both
squirming!

I shuddered as her tongue licked forcefully
at my swollen clitoris, feeling the wild raw sensations sweeping up
my body to add to the wild turmoil in my chaotic mind. I was soon
writhing in the grip of a ferocious firestorm of feverish heat!

And then she stopped. She straightened and
peeled her blouse up and off. She was braless below. She undid her
trousers and slipped them and her shoes off.

I blushed hotly as she looked at me the
whole time, her eyes fierce as she glared at me. I felt a sense of
deep discomfort, of self-consciousness and helplessness. And yet,
that somehow stoked the dark fiery hunger within me!

She leaned inward and undid the straps
holding that big dildo inside me and slid the thing up … and up...
and up until it finally came free of my aching pussy!

“My, such a big one. You must really like
big cocks, blonde girl,” she said in a sneer.

I said nothing. What could I say!? I felt
like a mouse in front of a cat even as she did the straps up around
her own hips and pulled the last one up behind her and fastened it.
Then she leaned in more and pressed the nose against the swollen
lips of my sex and drove it slowly down inside me again.

Only now it was her cock!

I moaned as it pushed into me, as she moved
inward, as she roughly forced my legs back apart, then slid in atop
me. I turned my face away, heart pounding, and then cried out, as
she seized my hair and jerked my head up and back until I couldn't
turn my eyes.

“Beg me to fuck you, bitch,” she
growled.

I felt a pulse of fear, then gasped as she
jerked on my hair again!

“Say it, slut.”

“F-Fuck me!” I squeaked.

She jerked sharply on my hair and I cried
out again.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please! Please fuck me!” I gasped.

I gasped as she thrust the thing even
deeper, her body sliding down until it was pressed against me, her
small breasts hard and firm against my bigger ones, her face inches
from mine as she continued to hold my hair tightly.

“Say mistress,” she growled.

Ohhhh, that was wild! That word sent such a
pulse of wild emotions through my body I couldn't speak!

Her other hand grasped my breast and
squeezed hard enough to hurt.

“Say it, slut.”

“P-Please... fuck me... Mistress!” I
gasped.

Then I cried out again as her hips thrust in
violently and she drove the last of the big dildo into my
overheated belly!

Her lips crushed mine moments later as she
began to grind her hips against me. She raised her hips a little,
then drove the thing back into me, but not hard, and again, and
again, as her lips held mine in a tight lock.

Her kiss was... fierce but not savage. I
mean, it was very determined, very... demanding, but it wasn't out
of control. It wasn't harsh or rough. Her tongue dipped and swirled
within my mouth, dancing and caressing my own tongue in a way I
found helplessly erotic, and after long, long seconds, I
tentatively began to kiss back.

Her hips rose and fell all the while, using
perhaps the last inch or two of the shaft, keeping it deep inside
me, pausing to grind her hips around often so that my body began to
flare with pleasure and heat. Her hand moved over my body as she
fucked me, but spent a lot of time on my breast, fingers kneading
and caressing it, stroking and fingering and rolling my outraged
nipple.

When she finally pulled her lips off mine
she jerked back sharply on my hair again so that I cried out, my
head forced back so I was looking at the headboard. I felt her lips
and then her teeth sliding along my throat, up along the nape of my
neck, and under my ear, chewing and kissing softly.

She shifted down, to suck and chew and lick
my nipple, then back up again, to resume both kissing me and
driving her hips up and down. Her hips moved languidly at first,
almost gentle in how they drove the big cock up and down within
me.

Then she eased back and pulled the thing out
of me entirely, rising on her knees.

“Roll over,” she barked.

Panting, chest heaving, I stared at her a
long moment, then quickly rolled onto my stomach.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
stingingly.

“Raise your ass high, slut!”

I moaned and obeyed quickly!

Crack! She slapped my butt again!

“Spread your legs!”

I jerked my knees apart and I felt the nose
of the dildo sliding up and down up and down, up and down along the
sopping, swollen mound of my sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I squeaked.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Louder, whore.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

I felt it sinking into my body, sinking
deeper and deeper, and shuddered at the delicious stretching,
aching sensation as it slid all the way into me again! God, it felt
so good!

Her hands were on my hips as she started to
pump, and she was less gentle now, her hips thrusting the thick,
slick dildo into me hard and fast. Then she reached forward and
grasped my hair like Geoffrey had, jerking my head up and back and
slapping my bottom hard!

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried as her
hips slapped hard against my raised buttocks.

She did just that, and I gasped and moaned
and cried out as my mind fell into a wild dark fever dream of
thrilling and forbidden hunger! Her hips pounded against me as she
rammed the dildo deep inside on every stroke, and I felt like I was
on a roller coaster and completely out of control!

And then the orgasm hit and I cried out at
the unrelenting flood of pleasure overloading my body and mind! As
with Geoffrey, the eye of that hurricane of sensation was the big
cock pounding in and out of my trembling body, and my mind spun and
rolled as I drowned in the incredible rush of raw, animal
pleasure!

And it didn't matter that she was jerking
cruelly on my hair as she rammed her hips into me, or that she was
slapping my bottom hard and repeatedly. It was all part of the wild
storm of sensation that was blowing through my mind.

And then I had to pay for my pleasure.

She jerked me out of bed by the hair and
onto my knees next to it. With the dildo stuffed back up inside me
and the straps keeping it deep, she stood naked and tall with legs
spread, gathering in my hair and forcing my mouth onto her sex,
demanding I satisfy her with my lips and tongue.

I did my best. Believe me! Because she had
somehow come up with that riding crop and held it in the hand which
didn't hold my hair. And as she directed my efforts she'd bring her
arm down and snap the crop down onto my bottom or hip or back, or
sometimes even my breast to make her demands clear!

And the weird part, or so I thought later,
when I had any time to actually think, was that I didn't protest at
all. I didn't even think of protesting! I sure didn't think of
saying no! I didn't even resent it! I just thought that, damn, I
got it wrong. I have to do it right! Pay attention!

Weird, huh!?
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After Bryant left I lay on the floor for
long minutes. My mind had been spinning and overpowered by emotions
and confusion and sensation for so long that this was the first
opportunity I had to actually try and get my wits together
again!

What an incredible day!

When I played out all that had happened to
me I was gripped by a sense of wonder, marveling at it all, and
that I'd actually done it, that it had happened to me! And then I
began to have doubts. I mean, all this had happened on my first
day. What more was going to happen if I stayed!

Maybe I should leave, turn down the job, go
home!

And tell my parents what, exactly? I sure
couldn't tell them why I'd quit! I supposed I could kind of... hint
at it, but that would be really embarrassing too!

Funny how I could think that was
embarrassing given what had just happened to me! But this was
different. This was here in this... different world, away from my
family and friends and everyone I knew. So what happened here
didn't really matter that much.

And then I thought of the money and I
thought about living here in this incredible penthouse. Was that
worth turning down because of kinky sex? Especially given how
fucking hot that kinky sex was!?

Yes, Bryant was a bitch but she didn't live
here. Geoffrey was... hot. Mrs. Jennings was just... cold. But
probably she wouldn't want to have sex with me every day. And I was
starting to think this lesbian sex stuff was kind of kinky hot
anyway.

And in the meantime I was still tied up, so
I had to get up and then find Geoffrey. He wasn't in the kitchen,
so I moved off down the hall. I moved slowly, carefully, anxiously.
What if someone else was here? I was naked except for the high
heels, and my wrists were tied behind me with some kind of
strap.

Kinkyyyy!

I found him in the pool room. A section of
the wall was open and inside were some meters he was reading, and a
little cupboard with some kind of chemicals. He turned as I walked
in, and I knew I was blushing.

“Uhm, could you untie me, please?” I
asked.

He grinned and jerked his head. I came
forward and turned and he undid the strap.

“Go have a shower.”

“I already had one.”

“Go have another. Have one every time
someone makes use of your body.”

That was a weird way to put it, but then,
these people were weird!

I scurried off to my room and had a shower,
then put on the white dress again. Hey, it was decent as long as I
didn't bent way over. Certainly better than nudity.

I wandered out onto the balcony, which, by
the way, wrapped around the whole floor. The view was
incredible,whether of the ocean or the towers of downtown Miami on
the other side. It was getting dark now and the lights were
starting to glitter in those towers. As, I imagined, they were from
this one.

Were people over there looking this way and
wondering what it would be like to live in one of these ritzy
condos?

I went back to 'my' room again, marveling at
it, and at its own balcony. All the balconies had these very, very
clear plastic railings so it almost looked, at a distance, like
there were none. That meant you could sit down on the balcony and
look out over the ocean or the city as if you were on a ledge.

I leaned over the railing looking around,
the ocean air wafting past me and ruffling my hair, wondering again
how to set all that had happened in my mind. What a wild and kinky
day! I felt changed by it! As if I were somehow more sophisticated
and knowledgeable.

A part of me felt kind of guilty for letting
them do all that stuff to me. I mean, by rights I should have
cursed and told them off and stormed out. But if I'd done that I'd
never have felt such incredible orgasms, and I'd be laying in my
little room at home now watching the bachelor and wondering when my
life would start.

This was wild and kind of scary, but it was
sure living! I would just have to see where it took me.

“Girl,” Geoffrey said from behind me.

I yelped and twisted around, startled.

“You could knock!” I said in annoyance.

“You'll get precious little privacy around
here, Girl,” he said.

“You could use my name,” I said.

“I could, but I choose not to.”

“Why not?”

He paused as if thinking about it.

“Because I think it's helpful to you, at
least at first, to consider that you're playing a role, like an
actress. You're not Amy Cooper. You're … Girl.”

“Girl isn't much of a name,” I said
dubiously.

“Precisely. It lacks the status of being an
individual, of being a person, and so is free to experience and
explore without consequence to the actual person playing that
role.”

I looked at him doubtfully.

“Do you understand?”

“Sort of. Maybe.”

“Is Amy Cooper a slut?”

I flushed. “No!” I said almost
instinctively. “At least, I wouldn't have said I was before
today.”

“But what happened today happened to Girl,
not to Amy Cooper. It happened to the character you're
playing.”

“Nice try,” I said. “But a porn actress is
still a slut no matter what her name is. She still gets paid to
have sex.”

“All right. Look at it this way then.”

He shrugged and went to the railing to look
out over the ocean.

“You ever hear of Frank Sinatra?”

“Duh,” I said.

He gave me the old hairy eyebrow and I
remembered he'd slapped my butt several times for not being
'respectful.”

“I mean, yeah of course. Not that I listen
to him or anything.”

“He once said that you only go around once
in life, but if you play your cards right once is enough.”

“I don't get it.”

“This... job... has huge potential in any
number of ways. You can explore sex in a way you've never dared to
before, and without consequence. But you also have the opportunity
to do a lot more. Mrs. Jennings travels. If she enjoys your...
company, she'll take you with her, all around the world.”

That got my interest.

“And she is loyal to those loyal to her.
Learn, be obedient and respectful, and you'll be set for life. You
might not be able to afford a place like this, but when you
eventually retire, so to speak, don't be surprised if the going
away present is a check with seven figures.”

I tried to count out what that meant and my
eyes widened.

“Now, the reason I came to see you is to
bring you a new... costume.”

The way he said that made me wary as he
jerked his head and led me back inside.

“Mrs. Jennings is to be wakened at Eight
sharp. Not one minute before, not one minute after.”

“Wakened? Doesn't she have an alarm
clock.”

He snorted in amusement. “The wealthy don't
choose to be wakened by an alarm clock. That will be your job. It's
certainly not a complicated job, not one you have to do much
studying for, and not one which takes a great deal of time.”

“Fine,” I said, looking at the stuff on the
bed with some confusion.

The first thing that confused me was a pair
of furry looking stockings. And I mean furry. I picked them up
curiously and ran them through my fingers. They were extremely
soft!

“Put them on.”

I shrugged and sat down on the bed, then
pulled them on. They both went all the way up my legs to my
crotch.

“Take off the dress.”

I blushed a little but only a little and
peeled it up and off. Naked in front of him, I started to feel a
hot little thrum of sexuality, a kind of pressure, and a tightness
in my chest. My nipples got hard.

“Here.”

These were two more furry stockings, but
slimmer, and it turned out they went up my arms like really long
mittens. Only they had no thumbs.

“I don't get it,” I said in confusion.

“All will become clear.”

Next came a headband which slipped over my
head. A pair of pointy ears were on it, and Geoffrey combed my hair
over the band, then picked up the last object. It was a dildo, but
it had what looked like a furry tail attached – a golden tail.

“Bend over,” he said with a smirk.

“Are you kidding?”

“Do I look like the kidding type?”

“Well at least lube it!”

He shrugged and went into my bathroom. I
followed, starting to feel that thrum of sexuality deepen. He took
out a little jar and spread it over the dildo, then bent me over
the counter and pushed the thing into my ass. It wasn't nearly as
long as the other one they'd used and it slipped entirely into my
body.

He straightened me up and I looked at myself
in the mirror with a sense of astonishment.

“What am I supposed to be?!”

“A pussy, of course. A cute little
kitty.”

“Weird!”

“At precisely one minute to eight you will
open the door to Mrs. Jennings' suite, close it behind you and then
crawl – yes, I mean it – crawl through the outer room and into the
bedroom. You will then rise up on your back paws and gently lean
over and lick her awake.”

I was staring at him, then at myself, then
at him as he spoke.

Holy shit!”

“Oh, I forgot,” he said.

He went into the other room and came back
with a collar. It wasn't one of those bondage collar things. It was
more like, well, the kind of collar you'd put on a pet, on a cat.
It was slim and pink, and more of a choker, really.

“A role, you'll play each morning,” he
said.

“Uh...”

“After you're finished waking her, you will
crawl off the bed and kneel in the corner of the room and wait to
see if she wants you for something else, unless she invites you
into the shower, that is. You'll take your direction from her, and
that depends on her mood.”

“How come you don't wake her up?”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Mrs. Jennings is married. She doesn't cheat
on her husband.”

“She doesn't consider sex with me to be
cheating?”

“No, only with men.”

“How come he doesn't live here?”

“They don't get along.”

“Then why did they marry?”

“It was mutually convenient.”

“Weird.”

“By the way, do you deep throat?”

I stared at him.

“Do you?”

“Uh, I mean, I have. I can. Sometimes.”

“Practice.”

“Why?” I asked warily.

He had a huge cock!

“Because if you haven't already figured it
out yet Mrs. Jennings likes to see you being fucked hard – in every
orifice. The sight of my big cock buried in your soft, wriggling
body turns her on. And that will definitely include your lovely
throat.”

I flushed, feeling that thrum of sexuality
deepen further.

“How exactly do you practice something like
that?” I said challengingly.

He smirked.

I gulped. “You're too big!”

“Nonsense. It's all in your head.”

“Yeah, well that cock of yours wouldn't fit
in my head or even my throat!”

“Want to bet?”

He left me, of all things, a twenty inch
long, double ended dildo, which he suggested I practice with. I
tried, but honestly, I was weary after all that had happened, so
gave up, fearing I'd lose my supper.

I got the TV working, and played around on
the satellite dish and played around on Facebook at the same time
while listening to music over the stereo the room was equipped
with. I wandered out to see Geoffrey after a while – wearing the
white dress, not the animal fur – and found him in the kitchen.

“Am I alowed to go out?” I asked.

“Where do you want to go?”

“I don't know, to walk along the beach,
say?”

“Better wait until tomorrow. You don't know
the area and it's dark. Plus, your clothes aren't here.”

“Yes they are. I brought some from
home.”

“Not those. The ones Mrs. Jennings
ordered.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“If you're going to accompany her places you
need to be dressed in Gucci, Prada, and Louis Vuton, not Wal-mart
brands.”

“I'm just talking about walking on the beach
alone.”

“But those who live here will note you and
then if they see you with Mrs. Jennings your... attire will reflect
badly on her.”

I rolled my eyes.

“That's not a good habit,” he said.

“Sorry.”

“Take the dress off.”

I looked at him in surprise, and suddenly
felt a rush of anxiety and heat. I obeyed, though, as my heart rate
increased.

He spun me around and took a slim strap from
his pocket, then bound my wrists together before leading me to the
corner and making me kneel.

With my face in the corner!

“You'll kneel there like a bad girl,” he
said.

“Seriously!?”

“Want a spanking instead?”

“No.”

“Think of it as a learning experience,” he
said, moving away. “It wouldn't do to roll your eyes at Mrs.
Jennings or one of her guests.”

So I knelt naked in the corner, and every
time he caught me turning my head to look around he came over and
smacked my butt!

“My knees are getting sore,” I said after a
while.

“Want your butt sore instead?”

“I promise not to roll my eyes again.”

“It's instinct. So it needs to be trained
out of you.”

“But my knees are sore!” I whined.

He came up behind me and gripped my hair and
tugged and I gasped as I rose to my feet. Then he pushed my nose
against the corner and walked away.

Well, at least I wasn't on my knees. Marble
is kind of sore on bare knees!

It felt weird being naked and tied up. It
had felt darkly thrilling before, as part of their kinky sex. Now,
without the immediate prospect of sex it felt... darkly thrilling
anyway. And I didn't really understand why.

Geoffrey left the room for long minutes at a
time and I had to stand there with my nose in the corner.

Naked.

He returned, and came up behind me.

“Push your hips out,” he ordered.

I hesitated uncertainly and he slapped my
butt. I yelped and pushed my ass back.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

I gasped, feeling a sudden rush of energy,
then felt something hard and slick rubbing up and down against my
sex! It was that dildo again! The big one! It was covered in gel as
he slowly twisted and turned and pushed it to force it up inside
me!

I moaned helplessly, wrists tugging
instinctively against the strap, my face pressed against the corner
as I felt the thing being worked up higher and higher! Then when it
was most of the way up he pulled those straps up between my
buttocks and up across my abdomen to fasten together once more.

I cried out as he seized my hair and jerked
my head up and back, his right hand sliding over my hip, his
fingers finding my clitoris to rub insistently.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he said in a
teasing voice.

I shuddered as sensation and excitement
twined together within my body and mind!

He pushed my face back against the corner
wall and left the room, leaving me panting.

God! This was so fucking crazy!

He returned after a few minutes and turned
off the lights, well, all but the strip of lights at floor level,
along the bottom of the cupboards. Then he came over to me, took me
by the arm and led me out of the kitchen and back up the hall. We
went to the elevator and he led me inside, then upstairs. We walked
past my room, though, and then into another bedroom.

It looked a lot more masculine! And a lot
more lived in! And I felt my heart starting to beat faster
again.

He set me down on a deep rug – on my knees,
and then stripped in front of me. He gathered up my hair, much as
Bryant had, and pulled my mouth in against him.

“Service your master, slave girl,” he
said.

The words took my breath away! I felt a rush
of dark emotions as he mashed my face against his crotch, and then
he guided my lips to his balls and I started to suck and lick.

It was sort of like with Bryant, except he
didn't have a crop. He demonstrated exactly how he liked his oral,
and I spent long minutes licking and sucking on his balls and along
his shaft before he pushed the head into my mouth.

I got anxious, then, remembering what he'd
said about deep throating. I couldn't deep throat this thing!

I sucked on it as best I could, bobbing up
and down on the first several inches as he gripped my hair, and I
felt that bubbling, churning sexual heat enveloping my mind again.
Naked, tied up, helpless, forced to please my master! That was
kinky hot!

And he was freaking hot and sexy and
powerful and so very masculine as he towered over me, a wall of
muscle! I gasped as he jerked on my hair, then gripped the tip of
his now stiff, slick cock to press it up against his belly.

“Lick,” he ordered.

I moaned as he directed me in by that harsh
grip on my hair, licking my way up and down the hard shaft before
he let his cock drop and pulled my mouth onto it once more. It
pushed deep into my mouth as he pulled on my hair, and I gurgled
and gagged even as he pulled it back.

My pulse raced as he pumped in and out
slowly, using his grip on my head to control it. Then he slid his
other hand around behind my head low, behind my neck, and pushed
forward. I gagged again, then my eyes bulged as his thick cock
pushed into my throat!

I instinctively tried to jerk back but
couldn't even stop moving forward as his powerful hands pulled
relentlessly, even as he pushed forward! I could both see and feel
his fat, glistening shaft as it pushed forward through my lips and
slid downward through my aching throat!

I kept twisting and writhing, but he held my
head firmly in place until my lips were wrapped tautly around the
base of his shaft. And there he held me, ignoring my resistance for
long seconds that felt like forever! Then, slowly, with my head
pounding and my chest burning, he slid backwards, easing the
pressure on my head and hair, but still controlling just how fast
his cock pulled away.

Finally the head popped free into my mouth,
and then out of it and I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as
he continued to hold me in place.

He jerked forward on my head so I fell
sprawling onto the floor, then dropped to his knees behind me. His
hands undid the straps and pulled the thick dildo out of me, then
pushed his own cock into me as he jerked up on my hips.

I was still gulping in air, panting for
breath, as his hips began to slap against my buttocks. And I cried
out dazedly as he jerked back on my hair with one hand, while the
other snaked around my hip so his fingers could find my
clitoris.

I jerked in and out as his hips hit my
buttocks and his hand jerked back on my hair, the continuing sharp
tugs on my scalp sending sharp pain through my head. It was wildly
overpowered by the rest of the sensations churning inside me,
though! Not to mention the wild, bewildering cauldron of emotions
and dazed awe gripping my mind.

He pulled back very suddenly and got to his
feet, pulling me up and back onto my knees and heels by the hair.
He was standing behind me and now bent my upper body back, tilting
my head sharply back until he could drive the tip of his cock into
my open mouth.

And straight down my throat!

Again, I gurgled and gagged and struggled,
to no avail, as he buried his cock in my throat and held me in
place! My head pounded and I trembled and shook before he slowly
drew himself back out, threw me forward onto my face, yanked my
hips up, and drove himself into me from behind again!

It was all so incredibly overwhelming! My
mind was drowned in confusion and emotions, even as I gasped,
light-headed, for breath.

I moaned dizzily as he rode me hard and
fast, and then he pulled back again, jerking me up onto my knees
and twisting me around to face him simply by pulling my hair. Once
again he shoved himself down my throat, burying every last inch and
holding my lips pressed against him.

It was much easier, I should note, partly
because I was, like I said, dazed and light-headed by then. I
gurgled weakly, staring, cross-eyed, at his groin as he held me in
place. Then he slid out and let me fall on my back. This time he
lifted my legs up and back and then drove himself into me from the
front.

My ankles were forced back behind my head as
his enormous body lowered itself atop me, his hips sending his big
cock spiking deep into my throbbing, aching belly again and again!
His hips slammed down against my buttocks so that I cried out at
every deep thrust, feeling again like I was on a roller coaster
ride – but with no track to tell me where it was going!

He pulled out and dragged me to my knees.
But this time he was on his knees, so he held me on my knees, bent
over, and drove himself into my throat once more. This time he
wasn't content to simply hold himself in place, but pumped slowly
up and down, using a long stroke that made me continually gag and
gurgle as my glassy eyes stared at his shaft.

And then he let my face down, moved behind
me, lifted my hips, slapped my behind, spread my legs, and drove
himself into me once again.

This time he didn't stop until he had come
inside me – after I had come as well.
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I had a sore throat. I was sore inside, too.
But it hardly mattered. I woke to the sunrise turning my enormous
room red, then gold through the fifteen foot high glass walls. I
groaned and buried my face in the comfortable sheets and pillows
with a sense of contentment.

But then I pulled away, threw back the
covers, and got out of bed – naked, since I had slept that way. I
padded over to the big glass windows and pressed a button on one of
the narrow metal dividers. An eight foot section slid open and I
walked out onto the deck naked, staring as the sun rose over the
ocean and looking at the day around me.

Wow!

Sure my throat was sore, and boy had I ever
been fucked hard the other day! Several times! But geeze, what a
view! Imagine living here! I should have gotten up earlier, I
thought. Then I could have maybe gone for a little run along the
beach.

As it was it was almost Seven. I had to
shower and wash my hair and get ready to wake up Mrs. Jennings.
That thought made me a little anxious, but given the incredible
wild, savage manhandling I'd gotten from Geoffrey the other night
this would surely be way easier!

I went into the bathroom, which, like the
bedroom, had the same huge wall of glass. But like the bedroom it
looked out over the ocean so no need for worry about who might be
watching.

I had a shower, washed my hair, then quickly
blow dried and styled it.

Slave girl! That was so wild! So kinky!

Not that it was real or anything. It was
just playing a character, like Geoffrey said.

Boy, he had fucked my brains out last night!
God! And he'd gotten his enormous cock all the way down my throat!
The bastard! That was incredible!

I went back into the bedroom and looked at
the kitty cat stuff doubtfully, then shrugged. It was at least easy
to put on. I slipped on the stockings, then the kitty collar, then
the ears, carefully tucking my hair over it in the mirror. Then I
bent over the counter and fed the dildo tail up my back opening
until it was lodged firmly in place.

Weird!

I pulled on the 'mittens' then walked down
the hall to her suite and let myself in. Feeling both darkly sexual
and a bit goofy, I dropped to all fours and crawled across the
floor to her open bedroom door, then inside.

There was much less light here for the
curtains were all drawn. My eyes took a moment to adjust as I
crawled to the bed. It was a massive four-poster thing, complete
with curtains and one of those overhead canopies.

I rose up on my knees and saw her laying on
her side, with one arm extended. I licked my lips, then leaned in
and licked along her arm.

I gasped as her hand almost instantly
gripped my hair and her eyes opened.

She looked at me and then rolled over,
sweeping the covers back and pulling me up. I scrambled into the
bed and then between her legs where I began to lick and suck
her.

She sighed and reached up for a remote,
pressed a button, and the curtains slid aside on two walls, letting
the sun in.

I kept licking, my furry 'paws' on her
thighs as I mouthed her sex.

Freaky to think this was part of my job!

But okay! I licked and sucked, using all the
knowledge I had gotten from her and that horrible Black woman
Bryant, and she groaned in pleasure.

I seemed to be doing okay! That was very
encouraging. I wanted her to come! I wanted her to like me. I
remembered what Geoffrey had said about how she could take me
around the world, and how I was made if she liked me.

And she did!

I eased off when she pushed me back,
watching and waiting for a signal of what to do next as she yawned,
rolled over and stretched.

After about thirty seconds she sat up and
swung her legs over the side of the bed.

“Did you enjoy your night, Girl?” she
asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

I flushed a little, remembering just then
that it was Bryant that wanted me to call her that, and that Mrs.
Jennings preferred 'madam'.

She didn't seem to care, though. She got up
and went to her bathroom, but snapped her fingers at me before she
entered, pointing at the corner. I crawled over there, knelt and
waited.

After a while I heard the shower go on,
then, ten minutes later, go off.

I pondered how I was to kneel during that
time, so as to best please her. I thought about kneeling with my
face to the corner, but that was Geoffrey's thing when I was bad.
So then I decided that I should kneel sitting on my heels, because
that was way easier, and with my knees wide and my hands behind my
neck.

That was how I'd done it before, after
all.

After another ten minutes or so she came out
of the bathroom. The instant the door pulled back I jerked my
elbows back more and her eyes slid over me approvingly as she
passed me by, going to the walk-in closet.

Closet? It was freaking ginormous!

Picture a really nice looking shelf unit,
brown with white shelves, about eight feet tall and three feet
wide, with a pole to hang clothes on, and then three angled shelves
lower down for shoes. Now picture seven of them side by side, then
a four foot wide floor to ceiling window. That's just one wall.

The wall that angled into it was all
shelves, big, thick shelves that held purses, the shelves all
back-lit by hidden lighting like the others. The third wall held
seven more of those brown and white mixtures of poles for hanging
clothes, and shelves for shoes. Then there were cupboards on either
side of the door, plus a long, low, polished wood dresser in the
middle of the room with drawers on both sides.

That 'closet' was about thirty feet long and
twenty feet wide. Some closet, huh?

She came out of the closet dressed in a long
skirt and loose white silk blouse, crossed the room to me, and then
snapped her fingers down towards her heels as she walked past.

I know, I know. You might think this was
kind of degrading. I didn't think so, though. I thought it was
kinky and hot and weird and wild and darkly exciting to play this
'role' so I fell forward onto my hands and knees and crawled after
her.

That was easier on the rug than once we got
out into the hall, but the socks helped pad my knees from the cool
marble. And we didn't have to go far to the elevator. Once inside I
sat back on my heels and put my hands behind my neck.

She looked down at me with interest, but
didn't say anything.

We went to the dining room, where Geoffrey
already had breakfast ready. He pushed her chair in for her, and
she snapped her fingers at me and pointed at the stool. I crawled
up onto it and knelt as I had been before.

“You're a quick learner, Girl,” she
said.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said.

She snorted and then turned as Geoffrey
began to place plates on the table.

Then she began to eat – and to feed me.

She didn't talk much. A picture on the wall
had slid up to reveal a flat screen TV and she was watching the
morning news as she ate.

After she was done she simply got up and
left. I looked at Geoffrey.

“Would you like something to drink?” he
asked.

“Well, I usually have milk,” I said.

He nodded and went to the fridge, got milk
and poured it into a bowl. Then he came over and set it on the
floor next to the wall. He grinned a little and gestured.

I gave him a reproving look, but got off the
stool and, hesitating only slightly, crawled over to it to
drink.

“Don't use your paws, kitty,” he said.

I had to lower my mouth to it, then.

“Raise your bottom and spread your
legs.”

I felt the rising sense of heat at his
words, and at him watching me as I drank! I had been feeling a
simmering sexual tension since I'd wakened Mrs. Jennings up. This
was all so kinky hot, after all. Now with my bottom raised and
pointed towards him and him watching me, I felt that notch rapidly
upward!

I wasn't surprised when he dropped to his
knees behind me, I moaned as his fingers began to stroke and caress
my bare sex, but, playing my 'role' I kept drinking as his fingers
massaged me and then slowly wriggled into my pussy!

They pumped in and out, rubbing my clitoris
as I drank, and rousing me higher! Then his fingers came out and
his cock pushed into me. He started to ride me slowly, but soon
enough he had my hair in his grip again and was ramming his hips
into me as I cried out at every thrust!

After my first climax, he pulled the 'tail'
out of me, then drove his cock deep into my ass and continued to
ride me, yanking on my hair, slapping my ass, and reaching around
my hip to rub my clitoris until I came twice more!

Fuck! What a way to start the day!

“I would suggest you go exercise,” he
said.

“That wasn't exercise?” I groaned.

He smiled slightly. “Mrs. Jennings can't
abide fat on a girl. If I were you I'd make sure there wasn't any –
other than on your chest, of course.”

“I don't even know how to use those
machines,” I complained.

So of course, he brought me there to show
me. First he made me dress. Mrs. Jennings would be using it later,
after all. He had me put on these super tight yoga pants and a
super tight athletic bra, then he started to instruct me in what
exercise I needed, machine by machine.

I was exhausted before it was over!

“Every morning,” he said. “And I'll whip
your ass if you don't.”

I went back to my bedroom, stripped and had
a nice long soak in the roman tub which sat right in the corner of
the room facing two huge glass walls. It didn't even feel all that
weird to be taking a bath – basically outdoors.

In fact, while I was kind of laying there
comfortably I noticed the little button on the frame of the huge
floor to ceiling windows. It was the same as the one in my bedroom
so I got out of the tub and pressed it. The two corner windows –
walls really, both ten feet high and ten feet wide – slid aside so
that the room was open to the outside, and the deck there.

Wow.

I walked out onto the deck dripping wet and
naked, the sun shining down, and felt another little rush. I went
back 'inside' and got back into the tub, and thought about how
great it was to live like a rich girl, even if I wasn't one.

I could get used to this!

Afterward I dried off and explored the
clothes in my closet. It wasn't as big as Mrs. Jennings' closet but
it was still huge. And I didn't have nearly as many clothes as she
had either. Some of the dresses were pretty nice, though short and
sexy and low cut. A couple of them were longer, but they too were
very sexy, and mostly had slits up to the hips and showed lots of
cleavage.

When Geoffrey walked in I yelped and tried
to cover myself with my hands before flushing and abandoning the
effort at his amused look.

“Force of habit,” I said in annoyance. “You
could knock so as to not startle me.”

“I could do a lot of things. Right now I'm
dressing you.”

'You are?” I asked warily.

“Mrs. Jennings wishes you to accompany her
shopping.”

That sounded interesting, I thought, as he
moved past me. He pulled down a pink dress I hadn't looked at yet
and thrust it at me.

“Put that on.”

It wasn't a suggestion so I sighed and
stepped into the skirt part, then pulled the top part up against my
chest. It was held up by two slender pink straps. I thrust my arms
through them and the straps went over my shoulders on both sides
and came back out under my arms to tug the sides of the dress
out.

Which was good because the dress had no back
and no sides, at least above the waist. The straps were elastic,
though, and pulled the center of the chest part out to cover the
sides of my breasts, if little else. The dress had a tight waist
and then flared out wildly, but it was still very short.

“These should go with it,” he said, placing
a pair of coral shoes with five inch heels on the floor.

“Get into them while I go fetch something.
Oh, and do your hair up. No, half up, half down. You know how?”

I nodded in annoyance. Why couldn't I dress
myself anyway?”

“Why can't I choose what to wear?”

“I don't get to choose what to wear in my
job so why should you?” he asked with raised eyebrows.

I sniffed and sat down, stepping into the
shoes. They were open-toed with sexy straps across my otherwise
bare foot and ankle. The heels were high but not stilettos. I stood
up and looked at myself in the floor to ceiling mirror. I
reluctantly admitted that I looked kind of cute. Hot, but cute.

The chest of the dress came up to the base
of my neck, so the dress showed no cleavage. On the other hand it
was quite taut across my breasts and had a built in wired part sort
of like a bra, except it was only about three inches of material.
It pressed up against the underside of my breasts like a push-up
bra, and curled in across the outside to kind of squeeze my breasts
together.

It was certainly going to get the attention
of any man looking, even if not quite so much as a plunging
cleavage-baring top would.

I went into the bathroom and did my hair
partly up, partly down, which meant pulling the hair from the
center of my forehead back to the top of my ears, but loosely, and
drawing the hair in back up a bit. I was just finishing when
Geoffrey showed up and put something around my neck.

It was a … choker. It was made up of what
looked like two rows of diamonds with diamond hearts between
them.

“This is cute,” I said, reaching up to touch
it.

“It's also worth half a million dollars,” he
said dryly.

“Seriously!? What if I get robbed!?”

“Best not to.”

“But – !”

He took my arm and led me towards the
door.

“No underwear?!”

“Why would you need underwear?”

“This skirt is kind of short,” I gulped.

“It covers what needs covering.”

He led me to the entry hall and made me sit
on the chair. I had the feeling he was looking at me to see if I
was sitting properly too, like a rich person. Well, I sure wasn't
going to slouch and spread my legs in this dress!

“Remember, call her Mrs. Jennings in public,
and don't speak unless spoken to. If you forget I'll tan your ass
for you.”

I made a face. He went away and about ten
minutes later Mrs. Jennings arrived with Geoffrey trailing her. She
was dressed in a really nice blue green dress. Unlike me, she
clearly had a bra on, and her dress looked a lot more comfortable,
and was both shorter and looser.

“Come, Girl,” she said as Geoffrey opened
the door for her.

I got up hurriedly, and Geoffrey handed me a
pink purse. I looked at it, startled.

“Come, Girl,” Mrs. Jennings called, already
out in the hall.

“You carry a purse so she doesn't have to,”
he said, pushing me out the door.

Okaaaayy.

We rode downstairs in silence. For all the
attention she paid to me she might have been alone. The doorman
opened the door with a smile she ignored and we walked outside to
where the chauffeur was holding the back door to the limo open. She
ignored him too, and I followed her into the car and sat down as he
closed the door behind us.

It was the second time I'd ridden in a limo.
It was still kind of a thrill. Since Mrs. Jennings was ignoring me
I ignored her and looked at the beautiful buildings and palm trees
around us as we drove down the boulevard. We crossed the bridge to
Miami and were soon in among the tall, glittering towers.

We eventually stopped and the driver jumped
out and ran around the front of the car. I started to open the door
but Mrs. Jennings grabbed my arm and shook her head slightly. I
halted, and a few moments later the chauffeur opened the door.

She let go of my arm and I swung my legs out
– carefully, given I had a short, loose skirt and no panties – and
stood up, then waited for her. She got out gracefully and I waited
for her to go ahead since I had no idea where we were going.

It turned out to be a spa. I'd never been to
a spa before, especially a high class one like this. It was
amazing! We both got this kind of weird mud bath treatment, then
sat in a sauna baking for a while before getting massages.

They were not what I thought a massage was.
To put it mildly! We were in separate rooms so I don't know if she
got the same, but after the girl had me lay on the table she
whipped off my towel completely, leaving me laying on my stomach
naked. I was less self-conscious about that than I would have been
only a couple of days earlier but it still left me uneasy.

She took her time with the massage. Her
strong fingers worked the hot oil into my shoulders and down into
my back and then she kept going. Her fingers spread my legs apart,
and then her fingers began to massage my legs, all the way from top
to bottom and then back up again.

After like ten minutes she reached my pussy
and started massaging that too! My eyes went wide but I didn't
move, frozen in place, flushing hotly as her fingers delicately
caressed my mound, then gently worked their way along my labia,
parting them, stroking and massaging my sex, and then up across my
small little back opening!

I blushed hotly as she took her time. And
she took her time! Her fingers moved slowly up and down for a good
ten minutes! During that time I went from frozen to anxious to
slowly relaxing and accepting it, however kinky and weird it was,
to, well, starting to get kind of aroused.

So when her fingers began to actually dip
inside me, front and back, my chest tightened and my insides began
to thrum and pulse with heat. This was not masturbation. Or at
least, if it was it was very patient and took way longer.

“Roll over, please,” she said, drawing her
hands back.

Gulping, pulse racing, flushed, I rolled
over, and she started at my shoulders again, kneading my muscles
and flesh, working her way slowly down. She didn't avoid my breasts
either! Her fingers began to massage the oil into it, to stroke and
roll my nipples, to knead my breasts with both a firmness and a
gentleness I could not ever remember.

And for long, long minutes, until they were
both throbbing!

Then she moved downward and started on my
sex again, fingers stroking and caressing, and only now starting to
stroke across my clitoris. But still, it was all so slow that I
couldn't really call it masturbation! Even so it built up the heat
inside me, and when her long, slim fingers began to push into my
sex they didn't need the oil!

But with the oil they felt incredible inside
me as they slid and out and caressed me. I avoided her eyes much of
the time, but when I did look I saw her intent on her work, as if
this was... normal and had no sexual overtones at all! It was
freaky! She might have been massaging my foot for all the
excitement she showed!

And then she found my G-spot and I gasped,
unable to keep silent. My hips sort of rolled upward a little as
she began to stroke and tap it while the fingers of her other hand
rubbed my clitoris. They started to rub faster and faster, to the
point this certainly did seem like masturbation!

But I was trying not to climax! I mean, she
seemed so... clinical! Was I somehow not expected to get aroused at
this!?

Her left hand paused in masturbating me
often, sliding upward along my slick, slippery, oiled body to
massage my breasts and roll my nipples before sliding back down
again. I found myself breathless and gasping, trying to suppress
moans of pleasure and keep my hips from rolling upward.

I failed. I climaxed with three of her
fingers deep inside me, my back arching and my hips rolling
helplessly up against her stroking, rubbing fingers!

After the climax she abandoned my sex, but
only momentarily, kneading my thighs and legs and ankles, then my
shoulders and breasts before starting in on me again.

Mrs. Jennings came in, dressed already, and
I gasped, starting to sit up.

“Lay down,” she ordered.

I laid back and the girl continued. Mrs.
Jennings stepped up beside her and said something softly into her
ear and the girl nodded. She moved up to the head of the table and
took a strap, lifting it up and pulling my wrists up to wrap around
them and hold tightly. Then she spread my legs a little wider and
pulled up straps from the sides of the table to wrap around my legs
just behind the knees.

I gulped, my heart beating faster and
faster.

The girl resumed massaging me and Mrs.
Jennings smiled faintly and left.

I came again, and then, five minutes later,
a third time, and then, after a few more minutes, I began to buck
and jerk and shake and thrash as multiple orgasms rolled over me
and turned my mind to mush!

All the while the woman simply behaved as if she were massaging my
ankle or something.

I was wrung out and gasping at the end. She
helped me stand and then led me into a side room where there was a
tub raised on a platform. She helped me into the hot water, poured
some kind of bath oil into it and then continued to massage my body
as I lay back moaning weakly.

She had me lay my head back over the side of
the tub and washed it, then wrung it dry before helping me out of
the tub and into a towel. She helped me dry, then gave me an
incredibly soft robe to wear, along with a pair of slippers.

We went to another room where I lay back on
a barbers chair, and a woman in gloves opened the robe and then
pierced my nipples! I didn't resist. I wasn't sure what she was up
to at first, and then when I realized it kind of frozen, not
knowing whether to protest or not.

I figured it would look pretty weird if I
did, and Mrs. Jennings wouldn't like it. I didn't have any
piercings, but people I knew did. So I let her do it. It hurt, but
not terribly, and she left big gold rings in my nipples!

With my robe closed and her gone, more women
came in.

I had a manicure and pedicure while my hair
was done. I didn't get to choose what was done to my hair, however.
It was shaped a little and colored a little, but not cut so much as
having the tips trimmed.

Then Mrs. Jennings inspected me, including
my nipples, nodded satisfaction, and told me to get dressed.

We went to lunch at the kind of restaurant
where I couldn't even get a job, much less afford, and ate food
that I couldn't pronounce.

“Are you enjoying your job, Girl?” she
asked.

“Yes, Mrs. Jennings,” I replied.

“I trust you are learning as well. How to
give a massage, for example, is an excellent skill for you to
acquire.”

I flushed a little. “Yes, Mrs.
Jennings.”

After lunch we went shopping. My nipples
kind of throbbed, especially with the dress pressing so firmly
against them. And the rings were thick enough that you could see
them against the fabric without a lot of effort!

The kinds of stores she shopped at were not
like the kinds of places I had ever been. Here there were few
customers, and the sales people gave you very careful and personal
attention. They also had models to model the clothes for you to
help you decide what you wanted. It was an... interesting
experience! Mrs. Jennings even asked my opinion a couple of
times!

We got back into the limo and it drove off,
driving north towards the shore, then into a community of enormous
houses. We turned into one and up the driveway, then went inside
where Mrs. Jennings greeted a redhead about her own age named
Celia.

“I love your dress!” Celia exclaimed.

Then she turned to me.

“And this?”

“I picked it up a few days ago. What do you
think?”

Was she talking about me, I wondered.

“Lovely!” she said.

“This is my new... personal assistant,” Mrs.
Jennings said.

“She looks very young and very sweet,” Celia
said. “Well, the nipple rings detract from the sweet a bit.”

“Nipple rings can be sweet,” Mrs. Jennings
said.

The butler came and brought drinks out onto
the back deck – which looked out on a pool and the ocean. He did
not bring a drink for me.

“Show her your rings, Girl,” Mrs. Jennings
said.

I flushed, but obeyed, dropping the front of
the dress.

“Ooo, she has lovely breasts. They look
real, too. The rings will make a delicious ornament,” Celia
said.

“They don't go with that necklace
though.”

“That's true. She just had them
pierced.”

“Ah, I see.”

“I bet they'd go with that gold necklace of
yours,” Mrs. Jennings said.

Celia smiled and got up to go inside while
Mrs. Jennings sipped her wine.

I hesitated and then started to pull the
front of the dress back.

“Leave it, Girl,” she said.

I gulped and obeyed. Celia came out behind
me and undid the diamond necklace, then put a gold choker around my
neck. It was a thick one! And tight! The two women looked at me and
smiled.

“Lovely,” Celia said. “She's wearing too
much clothing, though.”

“Remove the dress, Girl,” Mrs. Jennings
said.

I gulped and stood up, then obeyed, sliding
the dress down my legs and stepping out of it. Now I was naked save
for the shoes.

I reached up to the choker. It was too thick
– and it had a ring dangling from the front. I realized it was a
collar and felt a sudden jolt of emotion and energy!

“I brought her gold bracelets too,” Celia
said, smiling.

I watched, heart pounding, as she put gold
metal 'bracelets' around my wrists. They had big rings dangling
from them too. I was only half surprised when she drew my wrists
back together behind me and they locked together.

The two women looked at me again and
smiled.

“Excellent,” Mrs. Jennings said.

I moaned low in my throat.

“Come here, Girl,” Celia ordered.

I shuffled forward and she spread her legs
and lifted her skirt.

“Please Mrs. Johnston, Girl,” Mrs. Jennings
ordered.

I knelt and obeyed.

My nipples ached but my breasts felt heavy
and swollen, and as I bent forward to lick, my breasts rubbed
casually against the fabric of the chair, which made my nipples
both tingle and sting.

After she had climaxed I knelt in the corner
while they chatted and sipped wine. The butler came out several
times but pretended not to notice me. Mrs. Jennings finally undid
the 'bracelets' and had me put the dress back on, and we went back
to the condo.

Wow!

I was kind of stunned. Was every day going
to be as wildly sexual as this one – and yesterday!? Surely not!
Yet, so what if it was! I'd come multiple times and had some
incredible experiences! And since no one I knew was likely to hear
about it, well, why should I care about anything?

I wore only the gold collar and restraints
around the house the rest of the day. I knelt on the stool with the
restraints fastening my wrists behind me as Mrs. Jennings fed me,
then had some time to myself to play around in Facebook and watch
TV before she went to bed.

I gave her oral sex as she lay in bed, and
then I left and watched a bit more TV before Geoffrey came and
fucked my brains out.

What a day!

It was stunning how quickly my life had
changed, and how wild and sexual my new life was! Everyone I knew
would be appalled if they heard the details, but I was on a thrill
ride like none I had ever imagined! I could hardly even wait to see
where it took me!
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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.

 


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 Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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