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There are several reasons why I'm writing
this book. One reason is I have periods of time alone without
anything to do, which is probably a standard point at which many
people consider writing. The second is that I have a story to tell,
a secret, one of those secrets which sits inside you like something
ready to burst, to explode out, if only you could tell it to
someone.

But I can't. I can't tell anyone. I don't
dare. But I can tell you, anonymously. I've been doing anonymous
things on the internet for some time now, after all, dark,
delicious, nasty, wicked things, anonymously.

If I were to describe myself, my personality,
that is, I would have to say I'm a contradiction in terms. But what
it really boils down to is I have many adventurous, exciting,
wicked ideas, but have never had the courage to carry any of them
out, except in my own head. My life was always filled with
fantasies, from the time I was quite young.

I was a drama queen, to a certain extent,
which I don't think makes me particularly unusual. But my love of
drama was caught early on by my brothers and their incessant games
of cowboys and Indians. When one would 'shoot' the other, he would
'die' most dramatically, and I started to imitate those deaths
myself, pretending I had been shot, and falling over and over
again, sprawling lifeless across the floor or bed or chair in ways
which I was sure would shock and alarm anyone who might come upon
me.

I would be the center of such a great drama!
Everyone would be so sad, so shocked, that such a sweet girl had
been so cruelly attacked!

Sometimes they would tie me up during their
games, which I found even more dramatic. I reveled in the thought
of myself as a helpless victim, to tug at the heartstrings of any
who came upon me. They would feel sorry for me and think me most
horribly ill-treated!

When I got older I had a recurring fantasy of
being kidnapped (which my parents always warned me about). I
imagined myself tied tightly and gagged and stuffed in the trunk of
an evil man's car, who would then be chased by the police and
caught. I would then be rescued in most dramatic fashion, and
everyone would be so thrilled!

Needless to say, as I reached my teenage
years my interest in drama did not much diminish. Instead my
fantasies took on dark, sexual tones, and through my exposure to
the internet, well, my imagination broadened by leaps and
bounds.

There were so many wicked, nasty, shocking,
exciting, thrilling things I found on the internet! But I hadn't
the courage to actually explore any of them with anyone. I had been
raised to be a dignified young lady with pride in my deportment and
behavior, and to demand respect from others, particularly young
men.

But I was also horribly shy, and, through
much of my teens, something of a social outcast. I was a skinny,
flat chested, glasses wearing girl with acne and very bad haircuts
(my mother used to cut my hair to save money). My clothes were not
inclined to excite anyone's interest either, being mostly thrift
store bargains and second hand from various cousins.

All that meant I was taunted ceaselessly, by
both boys and girls, for my shape, my glasses, my hair, my
wardrobe, and my acne. I kept my head down and breezed past them,
pretending not to notice, and acquiring both a hard shell and a
reputation for arrogance by so doing.

People could call me any sort of name and I
would simply ignore them, or give them a look of bored disdain. It
wasn't that their insults didn't hurt or embarrass me, but my pride
required I keep a stiff upper lip and pretend I was a wall upon
which their nastiness would simply waste itself.

I read – a lot! I read romances, especially
the 'bodice buster' ones, fantasies with elves and orcs and
goblins, and anything I could find where a girl was kidnapped or
held hostage or threatened in some way.

And then, of course, I read porn, the most
outrageous kind, too, featuring girls being horribly treated and
abused.

I hated school and played truant often. I
never felt comfortable there, and was kind of hyperactive, loathing
the long periods where I had to sit in a desk and listen to some
boring teacher drone on about something or other I could not have
cared less about. Whenever I could get away with it I would ignore
the teacher and read one of my books, with my paperback open inside
a text book.

I didn't have the courage to drop out of
school. I was expelled, though, for truancy. That was actually kind
of a relief, though frightening. What would I do now? My parents
were furious, and I was enrolled in another school further away. I
spent a lot of time on the bus with my knees propped against the
back of the seat in front of me, reading books.

Somehow, I did manage to graduate, though
with horrible marks which should have seen me flunked were it not
for modern teaching's determination to pass just about anyone,
regardless of ability. But then I was faced with more uncertainty.
What to do now?

My parents, under the theory that since I was
smart I needed more education, pressured me into going to community
college. I only went because I didn't see any other options. I
didn't have a job, and there wasn't anything I was good at that I
wanted to do. I went to the local college but drifted through,
barely passing because of more truancy. My head was in the clouds
and I much preferred reading my fantasies than hearing boring
teachers drone on about real world things.

You would think a shy loner like me would
take something to do with computers but I hated math, and hated
science. I liked to surf the internet, but all that stuff behind it
was beyond me, and I wasn't interested in learning it. Elves and
dwarfs were way more exciting.

I didn't have an exciting time at college. It
was in town, so I could save money by staying at home. I would ride
the bus to school, then ride the bus back, and settle in to read or
watch TV. Not for me, the wild parties and orgies or whatever went
on in dorms and sorority houses.

So what did I take? Well, the only job I had
considered was night desk clerk at a motel not far from my house. I
hadn't gotten it, but when I went to the community college I took a
two year course in Hospitality, which was supposed to lead to jobs
in hotels and banquet halls and the like.

The one thing college did for me, because I
was forced to interact with people, especially during training
sessions, was made me a little easier at dealing with people. I met
a few girls who, while I wouldn't go so far as to call them
friends, were at least acquaintances who chatted with me from time
to time in school.

Meghan was the one who told me I had
beautiful eyes, and that I really should get either contacts, or at
least, glasses which were more fashionable (she meant less ugly).
And it was Sara who ran her fingers through my hair and told me it
was amazingly soft, and that I should get it cut like a certain
actress.

The community college course included a co-op
work term at a local hotel, for which we were paid, if not a lot.
But I was able to actually get some money of my own at last, and
did use it to buy contacts. The first time I stared at myself
without those thick rimmed glasses, I was quite amazed. My eyes did
indeed look startlingly bright and soft.

Getting my hair cut was less complicated, but
eventually, it happened. I got my first professional haircut, with
my long hair shortened to just past the shoulders, layered, and
thick bangs spilling diagonally across my forehead.

The girls were effusive in their praise, and
even I thought the difference was startling. It gave me more
confidence in dealing with other people, but it didn't otherwise
change my closed, untrusting personality. I had spent years being
teased and insulted so had developed a thick skin about it.

As to my sex life, well, it was quite active,
but consisted entirely of my exploring my body myself. There were
no fellow explorers along assisting me. I learned what my body
liked by trial and error, with some help from the internet.

And I still had a deep love of drama, only
now it evidenced itself in imagining myself being tied up naked,
being forced, being overpowered and victimized by tall, dark,
handsome, rough strangers. I was too shy to bare my body, but the
idea of strangers forcing me to do so was wildly thrilling.

I had developed late in my teens, blossoming,
as the romance novels say, though mostly secretly. I had taken to
wearing loose, shapeless clothes, mostly in darker shades, to give
my tormenters less excuse to taunt me. That meant I developed
without anyone really noticing it, and I was far too shy by that
point to wear anything which would draw people's eyes to myself,
let alone to certain parts of my anatomy.

The most exciting sexual fantasies I had
always involved me being tied up naked, then leered at and molested
by some purring, sneering man who would do shocking, outrageous
things to my poor young virginal flesh.

I lived these fantasies out as I could, tying
myself up in my room, or where the house was empty, in the basement
or attic.

We lived in a rented old Victorian era house
which had an attic storeroom which got horribly hot in the summer,
and was freezing cold in winter. I never went up in winter. In
summer, I might go, depending on my mood, what fantasy was
appealing to me, and if anyone was home.

The exciting part about the attic was that if
it was a hot summer day it would be roasting in there, and I would
quickly start to sweat. That made my soft skin slick, and also
added to the drama of my fantasies. By then, my brothers had left
home, so I was able to acquire, and hide a dildo and a
vibrator.

I would would wrap cloth around my forearms,
insert the dildo into my ass, and the vibrator into my pussy, both
as deep as possible, making me ache inside. Then I would stand on a
small block, tie my ankles together, reach up with my arms, slide
my wrists into a loop of rope, and get it to pull closed.

I would push the block back a bit with my
toes, just enough that I would hang freely from my wrists – naked.
It hurt, yes. It hurt my wrists, even through the cloth. And it
made my arms ache. It even made my chest ache if I hung freely. I
discovered I had to employ my muscles at least a little in order to
breath, for the pull on my chest was otherwise too great.

I would hang there, moaning into a ball gag
which consisted of a rubber ball stuffed into my mouth and tape
across it, sweat trickling down my skin, my heart pounding, and
feel the thrill of being a helpless prisoner of some evil man.

My buttocks would be squeezed tightly around
the base of the dildo, and my thighs pressing in just as tight
against the base of the vibrator, which would purr away within my
very wet pussy. Once, I came six times in the space of ten minutes,
just hanging there, and grinding my thighs together as best I
could.

I could never hang there long, because it was
exhausting, and even after ten or fifteen minutes I would be
soaking wet, sweating like a pig, and on the verge of fainting from
the heat. Once, I thought I wouldn't be able to get down. I had so
much trouble drawing the little block back with my toes! But I
finally got it under me, and in that way relieved the pressure on
the loop of rope, and got my wrists out.

But who could I tell about such nasty, kinky
thoughts and fantasies? Nobody. If anyone had found out I'd have
been utterly mortified. All those people who mocked me and sneered
at me would have had such a great reason to! Though in truth, by
then I wasn't really being mocked or sneered at any more.

Oh, I think a lot of girls at school rolled
their eyes at my unfashionable clothes, but they didn't really care
one way or the other. We were pretty much all adults by then, and
they had more important things to concern themselves with.

As I neared graduation I felt my stress level
rising. I had no idea what I was going to do. I had learned how to
cook and tend bar, how to manage restaurants and dining rooms, and
take care of customers at hotels and restaurants, how to make sure
rooms were cleaned properly, and how to make customers feel
special.

But I didn't really like any of that stuff
very much. I was still kind of a loner, and not overly fond of
people. I much preferred books. I was still a virgin, though a
pretty kinky virgin, and one who masturbated multiple times every
day.

I only got one job interview. Well, my marks
hadn't exactly been stellar, and I hadn't demonstrated a lot of
enthusiasm during the co-op terms. And I had no connections either.
The one job interview I got wasn't even for a hotel or bar or
restaurant. And it came about because on my form I had indicated a
preference for working the midnight shift.

I was probably the only one who did.

I took the bus downtown to what I thought was
some kind of office building. When I got there, though, I wasn't
sure. It had a doorman, and the lobby was plush and luxuriously
appointed, but I was pretty sure it was more of an apartment
building. The doorman, wearing a goofy uniform I had a hard time
not smiling at, called up for me and then sent me on up.

To P.

This was a very large, modern, glass-walled
building right downtown. The elevator had only one button: P. So I
had no idea how many floors the building held. It was very tall,
though. In fact, when I checked later I found it was a seventy
story building.

The doors opened into a lobby of white marble
with a crystal chandelier overhead and two enormous black wooden
doors in front of me. I rang the bell hesitantly, and after a long
wait a short, but elegant looking blonde of about thirty or so
opened it and looked up at me with a distinctly unfriendly
gaze.

“Your name?” she demanded.

“Ahm, I'm Amy Conway, ma'am,” I said. “I'm
here for – .”

“Come in,” she ordered, standing back and
jerking her head imperiously.

I scurried past her and into a wonderland
such that I'd never even imagined. Despite years of keeping my face
blank I had a very hard time keeping from showing my reaction as
she jerked her head again and led me down a hall, past a fountain
lined with onyx blocks, along black marble floors, her heels
clicking on the cool stone as she moved.

The office was impressive, to say the least.
Like everything else I'd seen so far the ceilings were quite high.
There was a huge bank of windows looking out on the city, and a
desk made of a long slab of some pale stone held up by metal
legs.

The walls were lined in pictures and self
supporting shelves with knick knacks on them, often lit up by
carefully placed track lights on the ceiling. It was beautiful, but
stark and cold, much like this woman, I thought, as she sat down
behind the desk, ice blue eyes staring at me.

Her hair was pale blonde, perfectly coiffed,
every hair in place, parted precisely in the middle, flowing down
to frame a thin, heart shaped face. Her lips were full and pouty,
her face slender and oval, her eyes blue. She was pretty, but not
beautiful, though I was sure any man who saw her would do a
double-take. She had a... presence.

“Your marks are far from impressive, girl.
Are you stupid?”

I hadn't expected confrontation. I was very
bad at confrontation. I tended to shut down and feel very
stressed.

“Answer me!” she demanded.

“I, no! I mean, I don't think so!”

“You don't think so?” She snorted
disdainfully, and I felt a resentment well up inside me, though of
course, I was well-practiced at showing nothing.

“Why are your marks so poor?”

“I... don't know, ma'am.”

“You will address me as Mrs. James. Is that
understood?”

“Yes ma... Mrs. James.”

“Stand up, girl.”

I hesitantly stood, blushing, wondering if
she was going to toss me out then and there.

“Stand up straight,” she ordered, her voice
snapping like a whip.

I jerked my shoulders back anxiously. I
wanted to say something back but... of course, I didn't.

“I spoke to your school. The people I spoke
with suggested you were quite capable of doing all the tasks needed
but had little interest in excelling. You missed many classes and
assignments, and did not display much enthusiasm for many of the
activities involved. Would that be accurate?”

“I … guess... maybe...” I said
hesitantly.

“Mrs. James,” she snapped.

“Mrs. James,” I gulped.

“Why did you take Hospitality if you had
little interest in it?”

“I didn't say I had little interest in it.
Some of it I didn't like. Some of it, I liked. I don't like sitting
around listening to people talk. I like... doing things.”

“You like doing things, eh? Well, I can
certainly find things for you to do. I need a house-girl.”

I looked at her blankly.

“Do you know what a houseman is?”

“It's well...”

“It's whatever I tell you to do. That
includes supervising the cleaning women when they come over,
ensuring every part of this residence is sparkling clean. It
includes preparing meals for myself, when I am here, and my husband
or son when they are here. It includes contacting maintenance about
any issues which arise which need repair, overseeing the pool boy,
gardener and laundry service, ordering groceries, and answering the
phones and door. Does that sound too complicated for you,
girl?”

“Uhm, no ma... Mrs. James.”

Actually, that sounded quite easy, and I felt
myself grow hopeful.

She leaned forward in her chair, eyes
narrowing. “I am not a nice person,” she said without any hint of
apology. “I don't have to be a nice person. I am intolerant,
judgmental person with high standards. Fortunately for you, I am
rarely here. I am a businesswoman and have a lot to do, and often
go on extended trips.”

I nodded helpfully, feeling my hope grow. She
would have no reason to be telling me all this if she didn't think
I was right for the job, after all. And working in this place
alone? That would be freaking awesome!

“My son is not here a lot either. My husband
is here much more often. He is a lecherous pig. Then again, most
men are lecherous pigs. Ignore him or sleep with him. I have no
care either way.”

I knew my eyes widened at that.

“What I do care about is maintaining this
residence properly. That will be your job. You will start at thirty
thousand. If you're still here in a year that will rise to sixty,
but be advised no one has lasted more than a few months so
far.”

She smiled coldly.

“I am not a nice person,” she said again.
“And my husband is only slightly more warm than I am. And even then
only to pretty girls, which is one of the reasons I selected you
from the list, a list which was accompanied by pictures from your
student ID. You're a very pretty girl.”

I knew my eyes widened at that. Me!? I was a
pretty girl!? What the fuck was she talking about!?

“Hopefully he'll delay firing you long enough
on that basis that I won't have to hire another girl for at least
several months.”

I shook my head slightly, a bit bewildered at
all this astonishing information.

“Why don't I hire men? Because I despise
men.”

I hadn't asked but the statement astonished
me even more.

“I love my son, but I see as little of my
husband as necessary. As you might imagine, it is a marriage of
convenience.”

“Well, have you nothing to say?”

“Uh... I uh... no, ma-am... Mrs. James.”

“Well, you haven't run away yet and seem to
possess at least a modicum of humility. I loath lower class girls
with pride, and I have met many of them.

Lower class?! I stiffened a bit, but kept my
face blank.

“If I speak down to you it's only because I
am so much above you. As I said, I am not a nice person. I see no
need to pretend you and I are even remotely on an equal footing.
There is no breeding in you, no proper upbringing, no class and
little education. I expect you to do as you're told, when you're
told and if you feel insulted by my attitude I could literally not
care less. Is that clear, girl?”

“Y-yes, Mrs. James,” I gulped.

“Good. I hope to see as little of you as
possible, but if you're interested in the job come back tomorrow
morning at eight sharp.”

“I-I am!”

“Mrs. James,” she snapped.

“I am, Mrs. James,” I repeated anxiously.

“Then tomorrow morning I will waste some of
my precious time instructing another air-headed little girl in how
to do her duties. We have run through enough of you people that
I've written most of it down in what I regard as highly concise
instructions. You do read, I hope?”

“Yes, Mrs. James,” I said, carefully not
snorting at her in disdain.

“Are you a prideful girl, Conway?”

“N-No, Mrs. James.”

“You had better not be. If I get any sneers
or glares or snotty replies from you you'll be gone in an
eye-blink, is that clear?”

“Yes, Mrs. James!'

What a fucking bitch!

She came forward, and I saw she had a
measuring tape in hand. She glowered at me a moment, looking up at
me as if resenting having to do so. She was probably about five
foot two or three while I was five, seven.

“Arms out,” she snapped.

I was a bit confused but put my arms out as
she swept the tape around me and then drew it tight across my
chest. I was wearing a loose, gray sweater, and blushed a bit as
she drew the tape in tight across the center of my breasts, not
showing much wariness about touching my breasts while she did
so.

She let the looped tape open wider and
dropped it lower, then tugged it in firmly around my waist, then
again around my hips. She moved behind me and I saw her raise the
tape up near the top of my head, then yelped as I felt a sharp slap
to the bottom.

“Stand straight, girl!' she barked.

Startled, I obeyed as she let the tape drop
to the floor, then muttered to herself again before lowering her
hand to my thigh. She dropped the tape again, then brought it to
the insides of my thigh, and I gulped as the back of her hand
actually pressed lightly against my groin.

“You will wear a uniform while here, in case
your mind hadn't caught up to what I am doing,” she said, turning
back to her desk. “I certainly don't want someone dressed like this
representing me, even in dealings with tradesmen.”

She dropped the tape and jotted down numbers
on a pad in a quick, sharp stroke before looking up at me
again.

“Change your hairstyle,” she said. “I want to
see your eyes when I'm speaking to you. Hiding them behind all
those bangs is childish.”

She came back to me and startled me again by
cupping my chin and holding it firmly.

“You have fair skin,” she said.

I did have fair skin, and thankfully, the
acne had faded away a couple of years earlier and left no sign of
its presence behind.

“Dye your hair blonde,” she said, before
stepping back. “Cut it like mine.”

I stared at her, my jaw dropping, but had my
face firmly in place before she turned around.

“My husband likes blondes,” she said with a
small, tight smile that showed little sign of amusement. “Hopefully
it will help persuade him to overlook your faults for a while. I
grow weary of hiring girls every couple of months.”

“But – !”

“Are you questioning my orders?” she asked in
a dangerous voice.

I closed my mouth. “No, Mrs. James.”

If you're wondering why I didn't tell her to
fuck off, well, like I said, it was my only interview. Besides, the
idea that I'd get to work in this fabulous place – with her gone –
was pretty darn appealing. Thirty thousand a year going to sixty
was fabulous too. Most of the entry level jobs started at not much
over half that!

I was also still kind of confused at her
calling me a 'pretty girl'. She hadn't said it with a sneer or in
an insulting fashion either. And she definitely didn't strike me as
someone who went in for polite flattery. In fact, she might well be
the rudest and most arrogant woman I had ever met in my life!
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Her name was Claire James. She'd married her
husband Evan nineteen years earlier, which shocked me when I found
it on the internet. I'd thought her about thirty. She was thirty
seven. Her father had left her in control of a real estate empire
called Stanton, which owned dozens of buildings across the state.
Including the one she lived in.

That was difficult for me to conceptualize.
What was easier was the thought she not only owned that incredible
apartment, but the whole freaking seventy story building it sat
atop! There was way less information about her husband Evan. He did
some kind of work for a 'think tank' and was a 'financial
consultant' according to the internet.

Why they had gotten married when she
apparently hated men was not disclosed. She had said it was a
marriage of convenience. I could see why a man would marry her: she
was rich. Why would she marry a man, though?

Right along with that thought was another. If
she hated men was she a lesbian? She didn't look like a lesbian, at
least, not the cliche'd kind. She wasn't fat and didn't have short
hair, and obviously took a great deal of care with her wardrobe,
makeup and jewelery. Maybe she was just such an ice cold bitch she
didn't like anyone.

She'd said her husband was a pervert and a
lech and she didn't care if I slept with him! That was freaking
bizarre! On the other hand, she said all men were perverted leches,
so maybe that just meant this Evan was a typical man.

My parents were delighted to hear I'd been
hired, and impressed when I told them how much I'd be paid. I
rarely got to impress my parents, so I was quick to tell them. I
was also anxious, though, about what would happen if I got fired,
so I tempered my enthusiasm by telling them the woman who had
interviewed me was a bitch who openly admitted to being one, and
that no one had stayed in the job for more than six months so
far.

“That's all right. As long as you gain
experience for your resume,” my father said.

“Not if that experience is a woman who fires
me and tells anyone who calls her up that I was no good at the
job.”

He shook his head. “People don't do that any
more. The lawyers have them make mealy mouthed phrases that won't
get them sued. She'll just say it was a mutual decision, or
something like that. Anyway, the thing to do is to not get
fired.”

Easier said than done!

I returned to the building early, and sleepy,
having gotten little sleep. She opened the door again, cross,
apparently because she had to open the door.

“Now you can open the damn door,” she
muttered as she turned away.

I closed the door behind her then scurried
after only to have her thrust a box and a hangar with something
wrapped in plastic at me.

“Get dressed. Then I'll show you around.”

She all but pushed me into a bathroom near
the entrance door. It was an incredible room. I just gaped at it as
I stood there with the door closed behind me. It... glittered. It
was huge, with a long gleaming mahogany chest topped by granite
counter and backed by a mirror that covered the wall.

The lighting was bright but hidden, coming
from below the cabinets and a kind of drop ceiling which left a six
inch gap between it and the light green tiled walls. There was a
walk in shower at the back of the room which was about eight feet
wide and deep, and a bidet next to the toilet on the left. The
floor was wide, shining tiles, but made of what, well, I couldn't
say.

The bathroom was bigger than any room in my
house, that was for sure.

I shook myself and removed my sweater, then
checked the door again to make sure it was locked before pushing my
trousers down and stepping out of them. It only now occurred to me
to wonder what the uniform looked like. It felt very light weight,
after all.

I ripped open the plastic and stared at what
was underneath, then looked around for more.

There wasn't any more, not except for the box
which held high heels.

It looked sort of like a white sweater, but
with a wide black belt around it. I stared at it, aghast. But what
could I do but try it on? It had no buttons or zippers. It was, as
I said, much like a sweater, a turtleneck sweater, as a matter of
fact. I slid my arms into it, then pulled it down over my newly
blonde hair, then down over my chest and hips.

It hugged me like a second skin as it dropped
over my belly and then stretched across my hips and down across my
bottom. And then it stopped. The hem was perhaps three inches below
my buttocks.

I looked at myself in the mirror, appalled. I
had never worn anything so tight in public before, nor, for that
matter, in private. I liked, and was used to loose, comfortable
clothes, not clothes which clung to me!

It was not a thick sweater, like the ones I
habitually wore. It was a thin, ribbed sweater, and the lines of my
bra were quite visible inside it. My fingers trembled a bit as I
slid the wide black belt around my waist. It had a complicated
metal buckle which had graceful silver curving bars.

I shook my head at the sight of myself,
though a part of me kind of thought I looked hot and sexy. I mean,
if I'd seen a girl on TV dressed like this, I'd have thought she
looked great. But me wearing something like this!? Me!?

My mind whirled frantically, seeking a way
out, until an imperious rap on the door jerked my head around.

“If you're going to get into the habit of
keeping me waiting, girl, this will be a short stint of employment
for you,” she called through the door.

“I uh, I think it's too small, Mrs. James,” I
gulped.

“It was sized perfectly for you. Open the
door.”

I reluctantly opened it, already blushing as
she scowled at me.

“It's fine,” she said. “but get rid of that
bra. It's got a built-in bra, girl. Are you stupid?”

She gripped my arm and turned me roughly,
then slapped my ass.

“And panty lines are gauche. Get rid of them.
You should have worn a thong. What kind of a girl your age doesn't
wear a thong or a G-string anyway?”

“But – !”

“Don't argue with me, girl. Just do it,” she
ordered.

She turned me and shoved me back into the
bathroom, then slapped my ass again!

“Ow!”

“You have sixty seconds to get rid of your
underwear, put on the dress, put on the shoes, and get your ass out
here,” she snapped, closing the door in my face.

Sixty seconds!?

Shit!

I peeled the dress up and off, then undid my
bra and removed it. Still blushing, I pulled the thing back down,
noticing now that it did have a kind of thin silken lining over the
breasts, with a pair of cups bordered by elastic bands. I fit my
breasts into them, or at least, as much of them as would fit, then
pulled the dress down the rest of the way before yanking my panties
down and off.

“Twenty seconds!”

Cursing under my breath, I sat quickly on the
toilet and kicked off shoes and socks, then slipped my foot into
first one shoe, then the other. Fortunately, a single pair of thin
buckles held the straps across my foot and around my ankles.

“Time is up!”

I scrambled to my feet anxiously, then
hurriedly pulled open the door to greet her angry face.

“I expect you to meet deadlines in future,
girl!”

“But – !”

She rolled her eyes. “Brush your hair, for
Gods sakes.”

I bit my lip and hurried back into the
bathroom. I took a brush from my bag and brushed out my newly
blonde hair. It was done pretty much as she did hers, parted in the
middle. My hair was thicker, though, and longer, and it formed a
frame on either side of my head which blocked my vision to the
sides.

I blushed to see myself, though, for the thin
bra, if you wanted to call it that, which was attached to the short
dress helped support my breasts, but my nipples were fairly obvious
dimples in the thin white material.

“Let's go.”

Mrs. James led me on a tour of the house, and
I was so busy struggling to keep up and take it all in I kind of
forgot how little I was wearing. The shoes were high heels, which I
was marginally familiar with, but stilettos, and probably over four
inches high. I stumbled a few times, much to her annoyance.

Just about every room in the place was bigger
than my house! The ceilings were all fifteen or twenty feet high,
and the entire outer wall was glass. It had every luxury you could
imagine, from a private theater which could seat twenty people in
big leather recliner-like chairs, to a private gym, to a dining
room which seated forty, to a ballroom which could have easily held
over a hundred people.

The kitchen was sleek and modern, done in
shakes of black and gray. The living room had an enormous fireplace
at one end, and a wall of flowing water under light at the other.
The furniture was all leather, glass and steel or chrome. The
carpet was thick and plush and very, very white.

There was another, smaller dining room, the
floor, walls and ceiling all done in shades of mirrored gray tiles
and stone with recessed lighting and a steel and glass table which
could seat ten. There was a library of warm gleaming mahogany
paneled walls and bookshelves, and a spa with sauna, hot tub,
shower and massage tables.

There were two offices, his and hers. His was
a more traditional looking kind, with a giant wooden desk. His
actually had color in it, which much of the apartment lacked, with
a deep blue carpet and soft gold tone to the fabric of the
chairs.

The bedrooms, on the second floor, were
equally large. My concept of a bedroom had room for a bed, and
maybe one or two dressers. If it was really big, for a chair. Their
bedrooms had living rooms attached! Or so it seemed. They all had
sofas and tables and writing desks and TVs and computers, as well
as attached bathrooms and walk-in closets, any one of which was
bigger than my bedroom at home.

And then there was the terrace.

The terrace ran two third of the length of
the building! It sat atop the first floor of the penthouse, with
the second floor giving onto a deck filled with plants and flowers
centered around a square black onyx fountain. Past that were rows
of trees and bushes, a veritable park atop the city! Then came the
pool deck.

Tall Roman columns bordered the sides of the
long blue pool, with a kind of Roman porch at one end with overhead
roof giving shade. The far end of the pool had a pair of lions on
the corners with thick stream of water gushing out of their
mouths.

The words which kept going through my head as
I followed her around were Holy shit!

It was almost like I was in a different
world. And the fabulous view was like we were in the clouds. I'd
never lived in an apartment, and never been in a building as tall
as this, so it was slightly unnerving, however beautiful.

Then we ran into Evan James.

He had short dark hair and was a tad under
six feet, broad shouldered, with a square jawed face partly hidden
behind dark glasses. He wore a perfectly fitted, no-doubt
tailor-made charcoal suit with a blood red tie and pocket kerchief,
and I blushed as he looked at me, his face giving nothing away.

“Ah, Evan,” Mrs. James said. “This is the new
girl. Hopefully she lasts longer than the last. She seems able to
understand basic English, at least, and seems rather more in
control of herself than most.”

The man nodded wordlessly. I couldn't tell
what he was thinking behind those dark glasses, but blushed and
tugged uneasily at the short hem of the dress. I was even more
aware than I had been of late, how short and tight the dress was,
and that I wasn't wearing anything underneath!

“Try not to run her off before she figures
out which end of the place is north and which is south,” Mrs. James
said sarcastically.

Her husband gave an almost imperceptible
shrug.

Mrs. James walked past him, and after an
anxious moment, I moved to follow her. But he stopped me, raising a
hand, and I gulped as his hand cupped my chin, somewhat like his
wife had done the other day as a jolt of tension tightened my
chest.

“Did she make you dye your hair blonde?” he
asked.

His voice was cool, but also low and
deep.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I gulped as his fingers rose
and skimmed through the front of my hair.

“Did she say it would make me be nicer to
you?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I gulped, pulse racing.

He nodded slightly and his hand shifted down,
startling me as the tips of his fingers pressed against the front
of my mouth! They glided lightly back and forth along my lower lip
for a moment, then withdrew.

“Perhaps,” he said. “Perhaps not.”

He walked past me, and I gaped after him a
moment, then scurried after Mrs. James.

Holy Shit! Weird!

But I supposed, anyone who could stay married
to this ice queen for so long had to be strange or desperate.

She looked at me like a vulture, as if
waiting for the certainty of my failure, waiting to swoop in then
and throw me out of her sky palace. If she didn't want someone here
then why did she keep hiring someone?!

Then again, it was either that or attend to
all this stuff herself, which she clearly considered beneath her.
In fact, she left the impression that having to even talk with me
was beneath her.

“I don't expect you to speak to anyone unless
you need to,” she said. “If you have a question, read the notes
I've prepared or try something else. I will speak to you if I need
something, or I will send you a message.”

She had handed me a Blackberry which had all
the phone numbers of the people I needed to know in it, along with
notes and instructions related to maintenance and when certain
people came and went. The maid service came at Two AM and left at
Six AM, then came back at Nine and left at Eleven.

The hours were calculated so that Mrs. James
and her husband would see them as little as possible. If Mrs. James
had to get up early for some reason it would be my responsibility
to contact them and tell them they had to be out of the place early
that day.

The gardeners and pool guy came at Ten AM.
The chef who cooked the evening meal when she or Mr. James was home
would arrive several hours early, prepare it, put it in, and give
me instructions for when to take it out and how to serve it.

Yes, preparing and serving meals was part of
my training, but I was sure no five star chef.

She led me back up the corridor and to a
final guest room, then opened it and negligently waved her hand
inside.

“This will be your room,” she said.

I looked at her in astonishment.

“It will be more convenient to have you ready
at hand,” she said. “Your hours of work will generally be between
six in the morning, when you check to ensure the night maids have
done their work properly, and seven that evening when you have
cleared the dishes from our meal.”

I gaped at her. That was a thirteen hour
day!

“Lest you consider your day too long bear in
mind you have very little to do throughout much of it but check on
those who are actually doing work,” she said. “There will be long,
if intermittent periods of time you can use to amuse yourself as
best you can, be it watching television, chatting to your
girlfriends on the phone, or playing around on Facebook. You may
use the pool and gym provided I and my family are out of the
building.”

I stared at her.

“You will not, however, have guests,
including lovers over. Is that clear?”

I blushed. “Yes, Mrs. James.”

She led me into the bedroom, and only years
of not showing emotion kept me from staring around eagerly. It
wasn't the biggest of the guest rooms, that was for sure, but it
was three or four times bigger than my room at home. It had a sofa,
coffee table and recliner in one corner, a huge bed with a chest at
the foot which held a large TV, a gas fireplace, a walk-in closet
and bathroom.

An entire wall was glass, looking out on a
broad balcony, and the city beyond. Inside, the room was
uncharacteristically colorful. The ceiling and walls were a very
light brushed gray. But most of the wall behind the bed was a deep
royal purple. The bed had a high, padded gray headboard, and the
springs were gray, but the bedspread was purple again.

The floor was a deep, almost black wood, with
a furry white rug covering much of it. There were rubber trees in
the corners to add a slice of warmth, and a five foot tall gray
stone pedestal to the side which held a statue of a naked girl,
arms raised up and apart as if held there, legs apart, back
arched.

Weird!

But the room was huge and gorgeous and the
balcony... I felt myself imagine sitting out on the balcony in the
evening sipping tea and looking out on the city!

The bathroom was all in blacks and grays. The
tub was a long gray speckled slab of stone. The shower was done in
black marble, walls, floor and ceiling. The lighting was all
recessed or narrow pot lights. The walk-in closet had chests of
drawers, cupboards and poles, all empty save for one side, where
what looked several versions of the exact same dress I was wearing
hung.

There was a gray, a red, an orange, two more
whites, a powder blue, and a yellow, all looking completely the
same aside from color, as what I now wore. Underneath were
identical pairs of shoes all in the appropriate color.

“Remember,” she said, scowling. “I am not a
nice woman, not tolerant, and not forgiving. If you make a mistake
you will be punished for it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mrs. James!”

Punished how, I wondered anxiously. But I
didn't give it a lot of thought. My mind was filled with how big
and beautiful the room was, and the glorious view, and the thought
I might actually be staying there! In fact, if what she implied was
true, and none of them were here a lot, wow! It would be like this
was my place!
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I didn't move a lot of stuff into my new
room. Pessimist that I was, I had already imagined myself leaving,
tearfully trying to drag along boxes of stuff. I would be wearing
her 'uniform', which I had already discerned was designed to make
me look hot to her husband so he'd be less likely to fire me, so I
didn't need an awful lot more.

I was a bit naïve about that, but had little
experience with men. I was well aware, though, that men tended to
be nicer to pretty girls. So that seemed logical enough, if
embarrassing.

Thinking of myself as pretty, though, led to
some dubious staring at myself in mirrors. I had just never thought
of myself as pretty before. Quite the opposite, in fact. It was
true that I had... changed, over the past few years, to the point I
often grudgingly believed I looked “okay”, but my clothing, my
glasses, and my standoffish ways had not exactly led to a horde of
men trying to seduce me.

When guys did pay me a compliment, well, I
had developed the habit of looking for the sarcasm in it, or
wondering what insult was to follow it up, or wondering how I was
being set up. I was not, in other words, very receptive, for fear
he was just trying to humiliate me.

But Mrs. James had called me pretty. And she
seemed to mean it. And in these sexy dresses and with my hair
pulled back from my face, without my glasses, with my complexion
clear, with my body so... uhm, highlighted, well... Was I really
pretty?!

Was I... sexy?!

I knew very well that my breasts had
developed and how sensitive my nipples were, for I had spent a lot
of time playing with them since they'd arrived! I knew they were a
nice size, and very firm and high on my chest. The nipples hadn't
grown any, though, and were still fairly small and pink. They did
stretch out quite a bit when they were hard, though.

I had tied strings to them a few times in my
self abuse.

My waist was narrow, for I didn't eat a lot.
My hips were rounded but not exactly wide. I mean, I wasn't flat or
anything, but I'd say my hips were fairly narrow, though not as
narrow as my waist. I was far from the board I had been. My bottom
was small but pert. It seemed... shapely, to my eyes, as I tried to
measure it against pictures I had seen of others who were much
admired.

Lately I had taken to posting anonymous naked
pictures of my body parts on the internet to gauge the reaction,
and it had, for the most part, been favorable. But then, internet
nerds were a perverted bunch.

But thinking of myself as pretty, as sexy?
That was going to take some mental adjustment, and some time. In
the meantime, I had this job to do... and coping with the 'uniform'
was the most difficult part of it, at least at first.

It's not that it was, well, indecent or
anything. It just went so against the grain to wear something which
fit my body so tightly! Most of the day nobody was there, though,
so it didn't matter enough to try to protest. As Mrs. James had
suggested, there often wasn't a lot of work to this job.

Which was great! Not that I'm lazy, exactly.
But I liked to read, to surf the internet, and once I moved in, to
wander around the huge apartment and admire everything about
it.

The James' son was at college, so I hadn't
met him. Mrs. James was away most of the day, and had already told
me she planned on flying to Europe next week. That left Mr. James.
And he was as stress-inducing, in his own way, as his ice queen
wife.

He tended to speak slowly, as if every word
had a certain weight, and given his very deep voice, perhaps they
did. But he would stare at me when he talked, and since he often
wore those damn dark glasses it was more than a little unnerving,
especially given I was in this super tight short dress and his wife
had called him a perverted lech!

The apartment was nine thousand square feet,
not counting that monster size terrace. So if either of them wanted
me, they instant messengered me on the Blackberry. Mrs. James' IMs
were like her; snarky and demanding. Mr. James' IMs were basic.
They would say 'library' or 'kitchen' which meant that was where he
was and I should go and see what he wanted.

It was two in the afternoon and I was on the
terrace, shaking my head as I leaned over the rail, staring out at
the city. The pool was behind me, but I hadn't made use of it and
wouldn't while either of the James' were around.

I could be working in Starbuckss or something
now, I thought, with more than a bit of self-satisfaction.

Another thought came to me, which was since
the building was the tallest around, when the penthouse was empty,
I could swim naked! As I said, my life had not been terribly
adventurous or daring, so for me, that was a wicked idea! God, I
could just lay out here naked!

Not that I would, really. Unless they were
all out of the country I'd probably be nervous as hell and would
very quickly jump back into my suit.

The Blackberry pinged, and I pulled it off
the belt and looked. It was from Mr. James, and it said 'great
room'. I pursed my lips. The man made me nervous in several
different ways. But I pushed away from the rail and headed back
inside. I hurried down the stairs, then into what I would have
called the living room.

He was sitting by the water wall, with a
laptop before him, and didn't look up until I stopped in front of
him.

“Yes, Mister James?” I asked, inserting what
the school had called “enthusiasm” into my voice.

He looked at me for several long seconds, and
I felt my nervousness grow, along with my self-consciousness, given
the dress I was wearing. At least he wasn't wearing dark glasses
this time. But his brown eyes gave away very little more than they
had.

“Scotch and soda, girl” he said, then dropped
his eyes back to the laptop.

“Yes, sir. Do you have a preference in
Scotch?”

After a few seconds he raised his eyes again,
and there was that few seconds delay while he looked at me, which
made em want top swallow and lick my lips nervously.

“Have you examined the contents of the
bar?”

“No, sir.”

“Why not?”

“Uhm, well – .”

“I was given to understand that course you
took includes mixing all the standard drinks.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Would it not seem wise to familiarize
yourself with the tools you would be told to work with?”

“I... yes, sir,” I said.

He sat back and his eyes looked me up and
down, making my anxious stomach swirl even more.

“How old are you, girl?”

“I'm nineteen, sir,” I said.

“Nineteen.”

He looked me up and down once again and I
felt my chest tighten.

“Turn around.”

“Pardon?”

He twirled his finger at me.

“Turn. Around,” he said, separating the words
as if for a slow learner.

I gulped and turned hesitantly around, then
back again.

“You seem... fit,” he said.

I felt myself heating.

“Claire said you weren't a prideful girl. Was
she right?”

“I... I guess,” I said helplessly.

In fact, she was quite wrong. I simply didn't
show much reaction to her snotty and insulting manner.

“Go and make me my drink, girl. There's only
only one brand there.”

He dropped his eyes to the monitor again, and
I turned away, rolling my eyes upward when it was safe to do
so.

What a strange pair of cold fish they
were!

I crossed the room to the bar, which was, of
course, fully equipped. As he said, there was only one brand of
scotch. I poured him a scotch and soda, then brought it over to
him.

He didn't look up but instead said “On a
tray, girl,” before I was halfway there.

I turned and headed back to the bar, found a
silver tray and put the glass on it, then returned to him, even
more nervous. He was being a dick. Did he not like me? Was he
looking for an excuse to get rid of me? Why? Maybe he just didn't
like having people around!

“Don't put it on the table,” he said as I
started to take the glass off the tray.

He looked up at me, then.

“Kneel.”

I felt my eyes widen.

“There,” he said, pointing at the floor just
to the right of his chair.

I was startled by the order, and unsure what
to say or how to react.

“Mrs. James informed me you were gifted with
the ability to understand English,” he said.

I gulped and knelt down, holding the tray and
glass, and his eyes dropped to me.

“Sit on your heels,” he said.

“But – .”

“Now,” he said coldly.

I gulped and sat gingerly back on my heels,
my face heating again. Of course, the short skirt slid higher on my
thighs, and while I didn't look down I had a terrible fear that I
was actually flashing him!

“Now raise the tray up in both hands and bow
your head low.”

Was he fucking kidding?!

But maybe he was looking for an excuse! Or
maybe he was just testing me!

I did as he ordered, at least able to
reassure myself that my skirt was still covering the essentials,
keeping my face expressionless from long practice, holding the tray
out as I bowed my head. After several seconds, I felt the weight of
the glass being removed from the tray and looked up.

“Did I tell you to look up, girl?”

“N-No, sir!” I gulped, dropping my head.

“Then why did you?”

I had no answer for that!

“I don't want you doing anything I don't tell
you to do. Is that understood, girl?”

“Yes, sir!” I said.

“Straighten up and lower the tray.”

I could feel my pulse racing as I obeyed, and
I have to say that at that point I didn't have a sexual thought in
my head. Instead I was determinedly not reacting, just as I had in
school when people were mean to me.

Then he sat up and then stood up directly in
front of me. I turned my face away then rapidly back as his fingers
came down to skim along the edge of my hair.

“You look good on your knees, girl,” he
said.

What!? What the fuck did that mean!?

“Give me the tray.”

I handed him the tray, fighting to show as
little reaction as possible.

“Put your hands on the floor.”

I stared at him in confusion.

“Behind you. On the floor. Put your hands on
the floor.”

Why on Earth would I do that!?

Because he was taunting me, that was why! And
hadn't I been taunted for years? I would simply show no reaction.
That was all!

I leaned back, my hands falling behind me
until I could feel the floor.

“Don't hunch over. Draw your head back. Arch
your back.”

Oh fuck!

I felt a sudden breathlessness and my face
got much hotter. My pulse raced as I knelt there with emotions
whirling wildly inside my head.

“Now,” he said coldly.

I slowly did as he ordered, pushing chest out
and letting my head fall back. I couldn't see him now as he looked
down at me, but I imagined him staring at my breasts and naked
thighs! What was I going to do if he touched me! What if he wanted
to sleep with me!?

I felt something against my knees – his foot!
I gasped as he forced it in between my knees.

“Spread your knees, girl.”

“Sir I – !”

“Obedience is a requirement for your
position, girl,” he said in that soft, deep voice.

Heart thumping, face burning, I let him press
my legs apart, feeling a terrible fear that the skirt was rising
too high!

And then I knew it had!

“White panties don't look as well against
your skin tone as other colors would, girl,” he said calmly. “The
colors my wife has chosen for your … uniform.. look well on you.
You should find panties which match it.”

OhmyGod!

Then he walked away!

I held my position for long seconds, then
slowly raised my head, staring after him, feeling shaken and more
than slightly freaked out. What the FUCK had that been!?

I stood up, then left the room, went up to
'my' room, closed the door, and locked it. I couldn't keep still,
but paced back and forth, still feeling shaky. My mind was fuzzy
with confusion and emotions.

I eventually went to the walk-in closet. At
the far wall inside was a huge mirror. I looked at myself in the
tight orange dress, then knelt before the mirror, sat back on my
heels, then leaned back, arching my back. I shifted my knees apart,
and tried to see myself as he would have seen me, but it was
difficult with my head back.

Inspiration struck, and I got my laptop, then
put it on the low counter behind me, aimed at the mirror. Then I
recreated the position as exactly as I could. Heart pounding, I got
up and checked the laptop, face heating as I saw the crotch of my
panties appear, as I saw how taut the thin dress was across my
breasts as I arched back!

I was... horribly embarrassed! At the same
time, though, I began to feel a wild dark rush of some other
emotion. I looked... hot! I looked so hot like that! And suddenly
this massive wall of sexuality kind of gathered around me and I
felt myself reliving the moment, the poor girl on her knees,
breasts displayed to the cruel, menacing man!

If I discounted the occasional quick gropes
I'd had in high school halls, that was probably the most sexual
moment I had ever experienced with another person!

He hadn't touched me, but at the same time,
he had touched that dark side of my mind by seeming coincidence. My
breathing was shaky as I felt a wild swirl of what-ifs, of what he
might have done, of what he might do next time, of what I would do,
or could do!

It was an hour before I left my room, and
looked around warily as I walked along, still breathless and
anxious.

Mrs. James was right about her husband! But
what was that going to mean for my continued employment here!?
Would the woman even care if I told her about what had happened? I
doubted it. I was beneath her notice. And hadn't she said, our
first meeting, that she didn't care if I fucked her husband?! I had
taken it as nonsense at the time, but now wasn't so sure!

I was shaken by what had happened, but it
filled me with a wild sense of sexual anticipation, as well as
trepidation. In the shower, and later in her bed, I masturbated
wildly to thoughts of Mr. James doing cruel things to me!

*

SPA.

I instantly felt my chest tighten as I looked
down at the Blackberry's screen. I hadn't seen Mr. James since
yesterday. He'd slept late, then presumably showered – or not. He
didn't require me to prepare his breakfast, and I had been
overseeing the pool guy and gardener. Actually, I'd been chatting
with the pool guy.

I saw them both out, and was on my way to the
kitchen when the Blackberry had pinged.

I turned and headed towards the spa, my
stomach already fluttering as I wondered what he wanted, and if it
would be more of the sort of thing he'd started yesterday!

I didn't see him inside, and that made me
even more nervous. There was a narrow hall, and I went through the
spa and peered to the left, but the hot tub was empty. Then I
turned to the right, and yes, I could see through the glass wall
and door that he was in the sauna.

I drew a deep breath and then opened the
door.

“Yes, Mister James?” I asked, in as perky a
voice as I could.

“Come inside, girl. Don't let the air out,”
he said.

It was a... reasonable request, or order, I
supposed. But it meant I had to go into the sauna, and it was, of
course, very hot and very humid inside. I did so, almost
immediately starting to feel the heat – and in more ways than one.
It reminded me of my sweaty sexual bondage games in the hot
attic.

The center of the sauna was a square black
onyx block. There was a pool of water atop it, and a fountain
bubbled up about six inches before falling back down. On either
side were layered benches, I guess you could call them. Mr. James
was lounging on one, wearing a towel, and, apparently, nothing
else. I noted that he ha a nicely muscled chest with very little
hair before I jerked my eyes away and purposefully focused on his
face.

“I want a drink, girl,” he said.

“Yes, Mister James,” I replied, then
waited.

And started to sweat.

“What kind of drink, Mister James?” I asked
finally.

“I'm thinking,” he said.

I waited, the air so moist I could
practically drink it!

“Get me a bloody mary, girl,” eh said.

“Yes, Mister James,” I said, turning
hurriedly and leaving.

Jesus, it was hot in there!

I hurried back to the bar and made him a
bloody mary, my stomach churning all the while as I remembered what
had happened the last time I'd gotten him a drink. Still, it hadn't
really amounted to anything, had it? It wasn't as if he'd touched
me or anything.

Still, I was extremely nervous, and slightly
breathless as I made my way back to the sauna, holding the drink on
a tray this time. I braced myself, then walked into the spa, over
to the sauna, and opened the door, a cheerful and helpful smile
fixed to my face, giving, I hoped, no sign of how my pulse
raced..

I held the tray out to him and he raised his
eyebrows at me, but made no move to take the drink. I felt a sudden
tense thought that he'd make me kneel again and hold the tray up
for him, but finally he took the glass off the tray and I felt a
wave of relief.

Premature, as it turned out.

“Sit down, girl,” he said.

I blinked in surprise and opened my mouth but
he motioned me to sit on the edge of the onyx block facing him. I
sat gingerly. The stone was warm, and held the tray across my
lap.

“Put down the tray.”

Flushing, I obeyed. He looked at me as he
sipped from the drink, and I felt my nervousness growing.

“Are you an obedient girl?” he asked.

“I-I... yes, sir,” I gulped.

He leaned back against the raised tier behind
him and continued to look at me.

“It's... very hot in here, sir,” I
gulped.

“It's good for the pores. Do you exercise,
girl?

“Uhm, not really, sir.”

“Do you do anything which makes you
sweat?”

“Not until now,sir,” I gulped, giving him a
feeble smile.

He did not smile back.

“If you don't use your body it will decay,
girl,” he said.

I had no answer to that!

“Put your fingers behind your neck,
girl.”

I stared at him, startled, then, my chest
tightening, drew my hands up behind my neck.

“Elbows back, head back.”

I felt my heart pounding as I obeyed, as I
felt the clothe tightening against my breasts.

“Spread your feet apart on the floor,” he
said softly.

Fuck!

I hesitated.

“Now,” he said coldly.

I was sweating a lot now, and not just from
the heat of the sauna! My pulse was racing and my mind spinning as
I tried to think of what to do! The only thing which came to mind
was to do what he told me. So... so I did!

I could feel the short elastic hem sliding
further up my thighs, and now he wasn't standing over me but
sitting down in front of me! I had little doubt he could see my
panties easily!

“I did tell you, girl, that your panties
ought to match the color of your dress, did I not?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I said in a strangled
voice.

“Yet you're wearing black panties with a
powder blue dress. Why is that?”

“I-I don't... didn't have time to – .”

“Did you try? Did you go out shopping?”

“No, sir!”

I know. I know. I should have been glaring at
him and asking him what the fuck business it was of his what color
my panties were. But amidst the wild turmoil of emotions it didn't
even occur to me to do so.

“Is that a thong or a G-string, girl?”

“I-I... it's... it's a t-thong, sir,” I
gulped, blushing furiously.

“It doesn't cover much skin. Spread your legs
wider.”

And I did, feeling another terrible blast of
raw, unfocussed emotion as I did so!

“No, it doesn't cover much,” he said slowly.
“Do you shave all your pubic hair, girl?”

I felt another powerful jolt.

“Answer the question.”

“I-I... yes, sir!” I gasped.

He stood up and I gasped, straightening.

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

“No, sir!”

I resumed my position as he sat down next to
me, on my right.

“You don't exercise at all.”

“No, sir!” I gasped, heart pounding.

If felt his hand slide in under my skirt and
jerked violently, but didn't change position. He didn't touch my
thong or the flesh beneath it. Instead his hand, big, warm, and
slick with the perspiration on both his body and mine, caressed my
abdomen, then moved up my belly.

“Elbows back, girl,” he ordered.

I arched back more, my mind spinning, as I
felt his hand sliding up and down against my belly, stretching the
hem of the skirt up.

“I don't feel any muscle definition,” he said
with disapproval in his voice. “You need to start exercising,
girl.”

Since I was still sitting on the back of the
dress there were limits to how high his hand could go, but he
didn't seem interested in raising it a lot higher. He was slowly
caressing my lower belly and abdomen as I sat there awash in shock
and a helpless sense of confusion and uncertainty.

I have to admit, though, that not all the
heat came from without.

“Are you an obedient girl?” he asked.

“Y-yes, sir!” I gulped.

“Say it. Say you're an obedient girl.”

“I'm an obedient girl, sir!” I said, moaning
dazedly in the sweltering heat.

“Spread your legs wider, girl.”

Another jolt hit me but I obeyed. His hand
came off my stomach, and instead I felt it on my right leg, on my
inner thigh! It slid up and down slowly, caressing me, sliding in
and down and around and over, but never going so high as to touch
the crotch of my panties!

“You need to work these thighs and legs or
you'll get fat and soft when you get older, girl,” he said.

I gasped as I felt his fingers in my hair,
behind me, then felt them tugging down.

“Arch back, girl,” he said.

I moaned as I felt my head pulled farther
back.

“Don't move,” he said.

And then his other hand slid down the front
of my thong!

I didn't move. I didn't move because I froze,
a shock hammering my brain as I felt his fingers slide down past
the elastic band, down along my lower abdomen, down across my
clitoris and over my naked pussy!

His fingers rubbed calmly up and down as I
sat there with enormous eyes, my mind battered by shock, heat and
uncertainty, and now by a sudden raging flood of sensation which
grew so rapidly I could hardly believe it possible!

“Very soft,” he said. “Thought laser hair
removal would be better.”

Two of his fingers pressed in against me,
trapping my now swollen clitoris between them, rubbing against it
from either side. Then I felt the fingers gripping the loose
tendrils of hair behind me widen and push into the thicker mass of
hair so he could fill his fist with it. I shuddered as he tightened
his hold, pulling my head back even more.

His fingers began to rub directly against my
clitoris, and about five seconds later a massive orgasm exploded
within me!

I couldn't not move! Although his tight hold
on my hair kind of kept my head in place. My hips jerked
convulsively as, if anything, I arched back even more! I could hear
my breath coming in rapid sobs and gasps as my head tried to jerk
and twist and roll, but only succeeded in pulling my hair against
his scalp.

I trembled and shook against him, pulling
against my hair repeatedly, my hips grinding wildly as my insides
boiled over with sensations. And then the orgasm faded and left me
dazed and breathless, moaning, sagging, or trying to,
shattered.
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My eyes were glazed over and I felt my body
going rubbery and limp even as he held me in the same position. I
moaned weakly as I felt him tugging up the side of the dress on
either hip. Then I felt the dress rising up my belly, and before my
mind could function well enough to even decide whether this was a
good thing or not he'd released my hair, gripped the dress in both
hands, and pulled it up over my head and off.

No man had ever seen my bare breasts before.
Not even a doctor, for I'd kind of stayed away from them. I started
to bring my arms down reflexively, woozy and moaning, but he caught
them, drawing my wrists up and back behind my neck once more and
holding them there with one large hand.

“You have excellent breasts,” he said. “No
need to hide them.”

I felt the thin elastic band at the side of
my thong snap, and then he jerked it away from me. Despite my dazed
state another wall of shock rolled over me! OmyGod!

“Legs apart, girl,” he said as if
impatient.

He slapped at my inner thigh and I gasped,
jerking them apart.

“Wider,” he barked.

I spread my legs wider still, even to the
point of having to raise my feet onto my toes.

“Don't move,” he said.

He forced my back to arch so sharply I was
tilted back on my buttocks, then released my wrists and moved away.
I sat there, trembling, dazed, gulping in air, sweat trickling down
my body as he sat across from me and sipped from his drink.

“An obedient girl,” he said. “An excellent
find.”

My groin felt cool at first, with the removal
of the damp cloth across it, but it began to warm quickly, along
with the rest of me, for as my mind snapped back another flood of
emotions surged through me, not the least of them a sense of
terrible embarrassment at sitting like this naked in front of
him!

“Have you spread your legs for a lot of men,
girl?” he asked casually.

My body was burning up, and I swayed
weakly.

“Answer,” he barked.

“N-no, sir!” I gasped.

“How many?”

I was silent, trembling lightly.

“How many, girl?”

“N-No one, sir,” I said in a choked
voice.

“You can't mean you're a virgin,” he
said.

He moved forward and sat beside me again, and
I jerked as I felt his fingers tracing the line of my sex. Almost
instantly, a flood of sensations began to churn within me.

“Nice and tight,” he said as his fingers
slowly pushed in between my pussy lips, then up into the mouth of
my sex.

I moaned helplessly, and felt his other hand
in my hair again, jerking back sharply so that I arched back
more.

“Nice and tight inside too,” he said as his
fingers squirmed and twisted and pushed deeper and deeper into my
pussy.

“I don't feel any sign of a cherry, girl,” he
said. “Why is that?”

I couldn't answer him! How could I answer
him!?

I moaned as his fingers pushed deeper, and
felt the tension and strain in my pussy lips as they twisted and
turned inside me. I felt a sudden awful feeling I was going to
orgasm again! Then his thumb began to brush across my burning
clitoris!

“Answer me, girl.”

I came, arching and jerking, my head rolling
as my hips ground desperately against his fingers! I felt them
thrust up hard, then felt his thumb come down much harder against
my clitoris and stroke roughly and quickly across it. I cried out
in helpless pleasure, the orgasm redoubling within me as my body
exploded from within!

I felt my vision swimming as I jerked
convulsively, my eyes rolling back in my head as every beat of my
heat sent a fresh wave of ell-encompassing pleasure rushing up
through my body!

I had put my fingers inside myself many
times, needless to say, but it had never felt like that!

I slumped dazedly, moaning, despite his pull
on my hair.

“A very responsive girl,” he said in a
satisfied tone.

He released my hair and stood up, then
gripped my arm and thigh and kind of dragged me to the side along
the onyx block. I moaned dazedly, not caring, but realizing he'd
placed me right on the corner. He slapped my inner thighs to get
them to part more, and combed his fingers through my very damp hair
as he drew my hands up together once more.

“Are you feeling over warm, girl?” he
asked.

“Y-yes, sir!” I whispered, barely enough
breath to do that.

He tugged on my head so that I arched more,
so that I was facing the ceiling. Then I saw a kind of ladle, like
you would use with a soup bowl. He dipped it into the water behind
me, then let it fall slowly over my face.

I suppose the water was warm, but given the
air temperature it felt cool as it trickled down over my forehead
and face. He dipped the ladle in and filled it a second time,
pouring it over my head, soaking much of my hair, then a third
time.

The third time he let the water pour slowly
down my body. I felt the cool rivulets trickle down across and
between my breasts, down my chest and belly and in between my legs
The feel of it trickling over my clitoris made me gurgle
helplessly.

“How many cocks have you had inside you,
girl?” he asked in the silence.

I trembled and didn't answer.

He put down the ladle, and I felt his fingers
at my breasts. I gasped as he took my very, very hard nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers and rolled them firmly from side
to side.

“When I ask a question, I expect an answer,
girl,” he said, closing his fingers until they were pinching
me.

I moaned, the pressure against my nipples
making them ache and then burn hotly!

“None, sir!” I cried weakly.

“None? You expect me to believe you're a
virgin?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“What happened to your cherry?”

I moaned helplessly and felt him pinching
harder, stretching my nipples out before me!

“Please!” I gasped.

“Answer me.”

“I … I used a … a dildo!” I cried weakly.

He snorted and released my nipples.

“Why would a girl with your body and your
looks, who could have sex any time she wanted by simply snapping
her finger, use a silicone cock instead? Are you a man-hating dyke
like my wife?”

“N-No, sir!” I moaned, starting to feel
light-headed again.

“Let us go somewhere more comfortable, girl,”
he said.

He put his hand into my hair again, grasped a
thick mass of it, and then pulled my head abruptly forward and
down. I cried out weakly, bent over between my legs, then jerked my
hands forward and down to the floor as he pulled me off the block.
He held my hair firmly as he headed for the door, water trickling
down over my head, and while the pull against my scalp ached, I had
no choice but to hurriedly move after him.

On my hands and knees.

“Please, Sir!” I gasped helplessly.

He held his drink in his left hand, my hair
in his right as he pushed open the door and walked out, half
dragging me with him as I crawled desperately along.

Gloriously cool air hit my soaking body and I
moaned in relief, even as he continued to pull me along on all
fours. He crossed the narrow hall and pulled me by the hair into
the other room, which had that huge hot tub.

The hot tub was not one of those things you
buy at a store and install in your back yard. This one was quite a
bit larger, and built in. The walls of the room were round, like
the tub, lined with gray tiles. He stopped, holding me there on all
fours, then bent over and unbuckled my shoes, then pulled them off
before leading me in further.

At the edge of the hot tub, or whirlpool
bath, or whatever it was called, he pulled up and back on my hair,
raising me off my hands.

“Sit on your heels, girl,” he said. “Legs
wide apart.”

Dazed, I let myself be positioned, let him
draw my hands up behind my neck again, arching my back, pulling
back my elbows. He looked down at me a moment, then picked up his
drink, where he had set it down, then climbed into the tub with a
sigh of relief.

He turned and sat back, the water up to his
chest, and I realized he'd left the towel behind.

“So tell me about how you masturbate,” he
said.

Was he kidding!? Who asked these kinds of
questions!?

“Spread your legs wider,” he said.

I jerked, then obeyed, spreading my knees
until the tendons in my thighs were tight and ached.

“Are you particularly religious, girl?”

“N-No, sir!” I moaned.

He sipped from his drink.

“If I go to your room will I find your dildo
there?”

I blushed and jerked again at the awful word!
How could a man I barely knew be talking to me about my dildo and
masturbation? How could I be kneeling here naked!? But what else
was I to do?! And to be absolutely honest, my mind was battered
with conflicting impulses. I was horribly embarrassed, and had a
sense of outrage, of indignation at him.

At the same time, the two massive orgasms
still echoed through the back of my mind. This was the most wicked,
wanton, darkly thrilling sexual experience of my life! And as much
as what he was doing filled me with anxiety and embarrassment I was
also almost transfixed by the thought of what might happen
next!

He put down the drink and stood up, but my
head was tilted back too far to really see him as he moved across
the pool to me. I flinched as he seized my nipples.

“Where is it, girl?” he demanded.

“I-In the closet, sir!” I gasped as his
fingers began to pinch down.

“Where in the closet?”

“I-I-In my suitcase!” I blurted
helplessly.

“I'm going to go and see if you were telling
me the truth. I don't want you to move one inch. Stay in this exact
position. Do you hear me?”

“Yes, sir!” I almost whispered.

He climbed out of the water and walked away,
and I stared at the ceiling, gripped by a sense of disbelief. What
was happening!? What was I doing!? Why was I doing this!? What was
he going to do to me!? Was he going to fuck me!?

That last held fear and a wild, churning
sense of anticipation at the same time. Yes, I was on the pill,
though more to regularize my months than any other need – though
hope always sprang eternal. Even admitting I had such things was
humiliating!

I cringed at the thought of him looking in my
suitcase and finding my dildo – God and my vibrator!

And then I heard him return and my pulse
raced. I made sure I hadn't changed my position as he walked past
and slid into the water.

“Well, this is a nice good size,” he
said.

I felt more heat rush to my face.

He sat down on some kind of bench which
circled the tub under the water, sat almost in front of me, his
body half turned. I gasped as I felt the head of the dildo rubbing
up and down the neat, tight slit of my sex. I felt the pressure
mounting, then felt my pussy lips give way as the dildo slid
through them, found the angle, then pushed up into my body.

I closed my eyes, my mind still overpowered
by it all as I felt the soft, elastic walls of my pussy stretching
out as the nose of the dildo pushed deeper. I gasped helplessly as
he angled it up and drove it in almost to the hilt, so the nose
pushed hard against the back wall of my pussy and it ached!

“Does that feel good, girl?”

I moaned weakly, until I felt his fingers
grip my clitoris and start to close on it. Pain burned into me!

“Yes, sir!”

His fingers released me, then stroked lightly
across my clitoris.

“You like having a big cock inside you, do
you?”

I whimpered helplessly.

“Say it, girl. Say what I just did.”

“I-I like having a big cock inside me, sir!”
I gasped.

“Then why haven't you had one before? I'm
sure there have been plenty of big cocks that wanted to slide into
this tight little pussy of yours. Explain yourself.”

The only sound was my ragged breathing.

“Am I going to have to punish you for
disobedience, girl?”

“I... no, sir!” I gasped.

“Then why haven't you had any big cocks
inside this lovely, tight, wet little pussy before?” he asked, his
fingers brushing lightly across my swollen clitoris.

“I-I'm a virgin!” I blurted.

“Clearly,” he said in a dispassionate voice.
“The question was why?”

“I-I'm shy!” I moaned.

He snorted in amusement. “What have you got
to be shy about?”

I felt his hand sliding up my taut body,
gliding easily on my soft, damp skin, moving up over my left
breast, up and over and around it, circling it, then kneading it
delicately. The sensation took my breath away! It was as if every
nerve ending in my breast was crackling like a live wire!

“Lovely full breasts,” he said, his hand
plucking at my nipple. “Cute pink nipples”

His hand slid down my belly and I felt the
muscles in my thighs spasm as his fingers brushed over my clitoris
again.

“A nice, responsive body. A good slut's
body,” he said in that casual voice.

I gasped as his fingers pressed up against
the dildo and I felt the nose jamming up against my insides.

“You're not a slut, obviously. Yet you have a
slut's body,” he said. “A body designed to arouse men, and draw
them to you, a body which clearly enjoys the touch of a man's
hand... and a good hard cock.”

I felt the dildo sliding slowly back, the
tight, moist walls of my sex clutching at it. It twisted and
turned, then pushed back up inside me so that I moaned
helplessly.

“Very responsive,” he said in approval.

Water splashed as he stood up before me, and
I stared at him anxiously, eyes wide as he looked down, then moved
closer. He apparently climbed up onto the bench which circled the
inside of the tub, and that put his groin within my vision, despite
my head being back. I felt my pulse race.

He was big, bigger than my dildo, though not
enormous. He was thicker, too, and I gasped as he reached down and
caught at my hair, drawing my head forward.

“No, leave your hands where they are,” he
ordered.

I hesitated, then slid my fingers together
behind my neck once more as I stared at his cock. It was fully
erect, pointing at me menacingly!

“And have you experience with pleasing a man
with your mouth, girl?” he asked.

“N-No, sir!” I squeaked.

“Absurd in this day and age,” he said.
“You've been neglecting your duties, girl. Such a pretty mouth,
too.”

His finger caressed my lower lip, then he
brought his cock forward and rubbed it up and down my cheek, then
across my lips.

“Push your tongue out, girl. Further. As far
as you can and keep it there.”

He looked down at me, and I rolled my eyes
up, heart pounding.

“You'll need to do better than that. But the
tongue can be stretched, or at least, the muscles can, and we'll
see you get that exercise.”

He pressed the head of his cock against my
tongue! I stared at it as he rubbed it up and down against my out
thrust tongue.

“Mouth open.”

I dropped my tongue, moaning as his head
pushed against my upper lip, then slid along my tongue and into my
mouth!

“Just keep your mouth wide. Don't do anything
until I tell you to.”

His cock was so thick it was almost touching
both upper and lower lips all the way around! It slid along my
tongue, in and out, in and out, as he rubbed himself against it. I
moaned and gagged slightly as he pushed deeper.

“Now close your lips around it, girl. And
start to suck. Suck gently at first. I'll tell you if you're too
strong. Move your tongue against the underside of the head.”

I stared at his cock, fascinated, elated,
enthralled, terrified, humiliated, excited, my mind swirling and my
stomach churning as I sucked.

“Move your head in and out. I'm sure you've
seen it done.”

I began to, sliding my lips down the length
of his shaft as deep as I could before gagging, then sliding back
up, sucking as my tongue licked.

“Faster.”

I obediently moved faster, and then his grip
tightened in my hair, slowing me. His hips began to move in and out
instead, pumping into my mouth and along my tongue as I sucked
anxiously. I gasped as he pulled tighter on my hair, tilting my
head to one direction. He pushed the head of his cock in against my
inner cheek on the left side of my mouth, then shifted to the left,
then twisted himself around in my mouth.

He pushed in deep once more, and began to
pump with long, steady strokes as I did my best to lick at him. And
then, shockingly, he thrust in too deep, the head of his cock
pushing into my throat! I gagged, and my hands came up to push
against him, but he simply dragged me forward by the hair as he
thrust into me.

I found my lips sliding down the shaft, and
then they were wrapped around the base as I twisted and struggled,
panicking, gagging!

“Be still!” he barked.

I couldn't! At least at first!

“Be still. Put your hands at your sides,
girl!” he ordered.

I was slapping at his stomach, pushing at his
hips, but I couldn't move him at all, nor could I draw back! My
head pounded and my chest burned! I was becoming light-headed.

“If you don't drop your hands to your sides
we're going to stay just like this,” he said.

Desperately, I dropped my hands to my sides,
where they stayed, trembling and jerking as my chest screamed. Then
he slowly drew the long, thick length of him back up my throat and
out so that I could gulp in deep, desperate breaths of air.

He rubbed his saliva coated cock back and
forth over my face as I gasped for air, too breathless to
speak.

“You have a lovely mouth, full, soft lips, a
delicious soft tongue. Your mouth is made to pleasure men, girl.
But to do it properly your throat needs to learn how to swallow a
man whole.”

He jerked back on my hair and I cried out
weakly.

“And I intend to give it that training,” he
said.

I moaned and pushed at his stomach and he
growled and jerked forward and to the side on my hair, pulling me
down onto all fours again. Then he turned and walked out of the
room, still clutching my hair and forcing me to scramble along
beside him on all fours.

“It is a responsibility, training a virgin,”
he said. “All of the no-doubt hundreds of men who will sheath
themselves in your body over the coming years will see their
pleasure increased or decreased based upon how well I teach you,”
he said as he dragged me along.

I was still gasping and panting, still
light-headed, and couldn't bring myself to speak other than to gasp
and moan as he pulled at my hair. He led me, crawling, through the
exercise room, then up the hall and up the stairs.

He pushed open a door and led me into a
bedroom, then up to a large bed, and up over the foot. He pushed my
face down hard into the mattress then slapped my bottom
sharply.

“You will raise your bottom high,” he said,
and keep your face and chest low. Draw your stomach in against your
thighs and then spread your legs to properly display your
assets.”

Crack!

He slapped my bottom sharply and I gasped in
pain.

“Wider, girl,” he said.

He released my hair and I knelt there, still
gasping, my heart pounding, my head still aching, though starting
to feel better.

“Don't move,” he said.

My breasts were pillowed out beneath me, my
cheek pushed flat against the bed, my arms stretched out before me
as he moved away. I wondered frantically if he was going to fuck me
now, If I was finally going to lose my virginity – however
technical that virginity was. The dildo was still embedded within
me, making me feel full and hot inside.

He returned and bent over me, grasping my
wrists and drawing them back behind me, then crossing my wrists at
my lower back.

“Keep them in place,” he ordered.

I felt something going around my right wrist,
and a little shock hit my stomach. Then it tightened, a kind of
soft, thick cord, and wound around my other wrist.

He was tying me up!

The realization sent a pulse of fiery heat
through my groin which spasmed around the dildo again and
again!

I felt loop after loop criss-crossing my
wrists, then pulling tight until they were firmly locked together.
When his hands moved off me, and caressed my buttocks instead, I
pulled against it, pulled repeatedly, desperately aroused at how
tightly my wrists were locked together!

I felt his finger against my ass! It felt as
if he had lubed it up as it rubbed, then pushed steadily into me,
twisting and turning and pumping in and out as I knelt there
wrapped in a crackling storm of sexual energy.

I felt him pulling the dildo out of me, then
pressing it against my back opening. I moaned helplessly, groaning,
doing my best (I had some experience at inserting objects back
there, after all) to keep my muscles loose as the dildo pushed into
me.

Crack!

“Oh!”

The slap distracted me, and he thrust deeper
with the dildo, then pulled it back, twisting it around as he
did.

Crack!

“Ah!” I gasped, as he thrust it deeper.

I ached inside, but it was a dark, delicious,
thrilling ache! The dildo slid deep into my belly, to the point I
started feeling cramped!

Crack!

“Oh!”

He pumped it in and out, working it deeper,
until the pain grew to the point I had to start squirming and
begging.

Crack! “Hold still, girl,” he
ordered.

But he didn't try to push it any deeper.
Instead I felt what had to be his cock rubbing up and down against
my pussy! Then the pressure mounted and the head pushed inside!
Every facet of my attention was focused on that thick cock as it
pushed deep into my belly, the long, slow, steady thrust almost
driving me into orgasm!

He was fucking me! That was all I could think
of. He's fucking me! He's fucking me!

“Yes,” as I thought, he rumbled in a
satisfied tone, “A good, warm, tight slut body.”

I cried out as he seized my hair and jerked
my head up and back sharply.

Crack! His hand slapped against my
bottom stingingly as his hips began to work in and out harder and
faster.

“You like this, don't you, girl,” he said in
a tone which clearly indicated he was not asking a question.

His free hand slid over my buttocks, then
down along my side and under to firmly cup and knead my right
breast as his hips worked in and out. His big cock was moving fast
enough now that his hips began to slap against my buttocks with
some authority, making me jerk forward with every deep stroke.

Of course, his pull on my hair ensured I
jerked back to meet the next thrust.

“I have many uses for a girl with a good slut
body,” he said, fingers digging into my hot, swollen breast.

I hardly paid any attention to his words, to
be honest. Almost all my attention, save for my stinging scalp and
throbbing breast were on that cock pushing in and out of me! I
could hear myself gasp every time it pushed into me!

God, it felt so... good! It was so right! It
was so exciting, so thrilling! I gloried in those deep, hard
thrusts! They left me gasping, and before I could moan in the
denial I felt at his cock sliding back out, there came another deep
hard thrust that made me gasp again!

Every thrust pushed a rush of heat and
passion into my belly, which then flooded up into my body! I kept
pulling against the ropes binding my wrists, the tightness, even
the pain of rope burn as I twisted my hands harder thrilling
me!

The pleasure was a pulsing energy which rose
quickly, becoming an incredibly powerful pressure inside my skull,
one which had me trembling and gasping and moaning as he fucked me.
And then it exploded with an intensity which caused me to cry out
loud!

My voice rose in a wild, undulating cry of
dazed animal passion as the orgasm tore through my body and mind! I
felt my hips jerking back against him as I gloried in the dark heat
and pleasure of his pounding cock! Nothing else mattered but this!
Nothing could possibly be as wonderful a thrill ride of wonder and
passion!
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“As I said, a true slut body,” he said as he
moved away.

I was twitching and gasping for breath, my
mind still dazed as I knelt there, face against the bed, bottom
raised high, eyes glazed over.

He didn't move far, only to the side of the
bed, where he reached out and grasped my hair again, using it to
literally drag me forward and to the side so that I lay on my belly
on the bed, my shoulders on the edge and my head lifted up and
back.

He dropped my head and I saw him hold a
length of black rope in his hand. It was about as thick as my
little finger, and he leaned over me, grasping my right ankle and
lifting it up and back. I felt the rope going around it, looping
around once, then going tight. He lifted up my other ankle, then,
and tied the rope around both several times.

I moaned as he gripped my wrists, and tied
the rope there, pulling it taut, taut, taut! I felt my shoulders
forced up and back as my back bowed, and cried out weakly, dazedly,
as he forced my ankles and wrists together and tied off the
rope.

He gripped my hair and I stared dazedly up at
him, mouth wide as he pulled at my scalp.

His cock, still fully erect, pushed into my
mouth and slid along my tongue, then drove straight into my
throat.

The weird thing was that it slid in so
neatly. Before I really understood, he was already deep in my
throat, and I hadn't even gagged. I gagged then, of course, but it
didn't ache as much as it had the first time.

I twisted wildly anyway, instinctively, but
given how tightly bound I was there was really nothing I could do
unless I bit him, and that thought didn't even occur to me.

He gathered up my hair in a tight mass,
holding it in his left fist as he ground himself against my
face.

I was still so dazed, my mind still swimming
in a turgid mass of heat and shock, that I wasn't even gagging very
strongly. Then he drew himself back out and I gasped and coughed,
saliva pouring over my lower lip.

“We'll acquaint your throat with the feel of
a man's shaft, girl,” he said, “for it will experience that touch
every day from now on.”

The next some minutes were not exactly
pleasurable. I gagged, choked, gasped, and felt varying degrees of
discomfort and sometimes panic. I was often short of air,
light-headed, and my head and chest ached as he drove his cock deep
into my throat again and again.

But I have to admit, it did indeed get easier
as he 'acquainted' my throat with the feel of his cock. When it got
to the point I could handle him reasonably well, he upped the ante,
and started to pump in and out, using my throat as he'd used my
pussy!

“My wife,” he said, at some point, “would
never use her mouth to please me. Mind you, she rarely showed much
interest in pleasing me in any other way either.”

He pulled out, still holding my hair and I
just looked at him, eyes glazed, gasping, gulping in air. Then he
pushed back in, and started pumping in and out, doing it with
deeper, faster strokes this time. I felt his right hand, which was
on my breast, tighten almost painfully as his breathing became
audible.

Then with a deep, shuddering gasp, he
released my breast, buried himself in my mouth and throat, and put
both hands behind my head to jam my face tightly against his groin.
I heard a soft guttural curse as he spent himself in my throat,
then his hands slowly loosened.

He stepped back with a gasp, almost
stumbling.

“Excellent,” he said.

He turned and left the room, and my head hung
down now, my wet, tangled hair dangling around it. After half a
minute I realized this was uncomfortable as the blood started to
rush to my head, which was already pounding. I squirmed back and
around and rolled onto my side, moaning weakly.

He returned, still naked, and I gasped and
rolled my head up at him to see he had my vibrator in his hand!

He rolled me casually onto my belly again and
I groaned as he forced my thighs apart. Then I felt the pressure of
the vibrator against my pussy! I was hot and wet, and he slid the
vibrator smoothly up into my pussy until it was almost buried
inside me. Then he slapped my ass again and rolled me back onto my
side before leaving the room.

My throat ached. But even so I felt a strange
sort of sense of victory, of conquest. He had taught me how to deep
throat. It had been a harsh lesson, but I knew I could do it now,
especially if it was just a matter of swallowing him, rather than
him fucking my throat.

The vibrator buzzed inside me. It was not...
quite... pressing against my clitoris. But the way my thighs were
pulled together by my position jammed the lips of my sex in tight
around it, and I could feel the vibrations inside me there,
resonating throughout my entire lower belly!

Laying there, I finally caught my breath, and
my eyes began to clear. My back and shoulders began to ache,
though, or perhaps they had been aching already and I hadn't
noticed. I groaned weakly, but felt a prickle of heat growing
inside as I looked down the length of my bowed body.

I was all tied up, after all, and I had come
to acquaint even my mock efforts at tying myself up with dark,
nasty, thrilling pleasure.

And this was not pretend! I really was tied
up! By someone else! I was tied up tightly! Even... even cruelly!
My discomfort grew worse over time, but the heat rose in tandem as
the dark side of my mind reveled in such misuse. I wriggled,
moaning softly, arms aching, shoulders aching, pulling against the
ropes which bound me.

The dildo he'd shoved up my ass was a
constant, delicious ache inside me! The vibrator was even more
exciting. God! How had this happened so quickly!

Mister James had fucked me! He had tied me up
and fucked me! OhmGod! I was astonished by that, by everything he'd
done!

A shimmering cloud of heat formed around my
body and mind as I lay there, and my breathing became more and more
ragged as my aching body became more and more aroused, partly from
the dildo and vibrator but mainly through the state of my own kinky
mind.

I wondered how long he intended to leave me
like this. Was I supposed to get myself untied? I felt a sudden
pulse of fear that he would leave me like this and Mrs. James would
come home and find me! God! In addition to the idea of that being
totally mortifying, she'd fire me on the spot!

Then I felt another shock as I remembered
what he'd said earlier. He'd called his wife a man hating dyke!

Was she really a lesbian!? And if she was...
what would she do to me if she found me like this!?

I'd never really thought much about women,
that is, about being, well, molested, if you will, by a woman. My
dark fantasies had all figured around men. I wasn't entirely
certain what I thought of the idea of a woman abusing me, but Mrs.
James was such a cold bitch that it was hard to even imagine!

Or, rather, it was all too easy to imagine
her being a bitch to me! It was hard to imagine the experience
being anything I'd want to go through, though! Ugh!

And then he came through the door, fully
dressed again, looking like he always did, with that calm,
unemotional mask on his face. He didn't say anything as I rolled my
eyes up at him, but walked to the bed, grasped my ankle, and
dragged me to the side of the bed.

Then he shifted his grip, and it seemed to be
to the ropes tying my ankles and wrists together. He dragged me off
the bed and I gasped aloud as I fell – or at least, almost fell to
the floor. But I didn't. He was holding me just above the floor as
he turned and walked out of the room, carrying my bowed body in one
hand!

Holy shit! I thought. This guy is
fucking strong!

I didn't even hear him breathing heavily!

I rode along, my breasts skimming the floor
occasionally as he carried me up the hall, then down the stairs! He
walked down the broad hallway, and then turned up a short, very
narrow hall to a set of double doors. Mrs. James had dismissed it
as a storeroom, and I knew it was locked because I'd tried it. It
wasn't locked now, though, and he pulled open the door and carried
me inside.

If it was a storeroom it was an awfully empty
one. And a damned luxurious one, too. The floor was covered in
black marble with jagged lines of white and gray. The walls were
mirrored. The ceiling was black. There were pot lights running
along the edges, and an enormous round ring of light in the center
of the ceiling. Inside the ring were mirrored tiles.

Mr. James set me down on the floor, then
knelt with a knee on my back. I felt him untying the knots, and
groaned with relief as my legs unfolded and I was able to
straighten my body at last. James shifted, sliding over atop me so
that he was, in effect, sitting on my buttocks as he untied the
ropes around my wrists.

“Don't move your wrists, girl,” he
ordered.

A moment later, as the rope came off my right
wrist I felt him sliding something else over it, something thicker
and softer and leathery. My heart pounded as it tightened, then he
turned to my other wrist.

A moment later I felt his fingers in my hair
and cried out as he forced it up and back.

“Are you an obedient girl?” he asked
softly.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Stand up and put your hands above you,” he
ordered, getting up and pulling on my hair.

I got to my knees and then to my feet,
gasping, hands trembling at my sides as I sought to keep from
reaching up and back to grasp my hair. I stumbled forward a foot,
and he released my hair.

“Hands up above you,” he ordered.

I obeyed and then gasped as I saw the black
metal bar hanging there above me from a chain. I stared,
open-mouthed, as he guided my wrist to one end of the bar and I saw
the leather restraint around it. I felt a rush of heat and
disbelief as he locked it in place, then jerked my other hand wide
and raised it up to the other side of the bar.

I cried out as I felt my hair grasped again,
my head jerked back roughly. Then something leathery or rubbery was
shoved against my open mouth. It was malleable enough that he could
squeeze it past my teeth, where it expanded inside my mouth to fill
it!

It was, of course, a ball gag, and I felt a
wild wave of heat and astonishment as I realized that fact. Fear
followed, and anxiety, as he drew the strap behind my head and
buckled it.

I stared up above me at my arms stretching up
and out to the bar, and the chain holding the bar aloft. The room
was dimly lit, the ring of light on the ceiling not producing a
lot, and the pot lights along the edge of the ceiling very narrowly
focused.

He went the wall, and the pot lights turned
off, then the round ring in the ceiling greatly brightened. I
blinked my eyes and dropped my face, staring at myself in the
mirrored wall even as he pressed another button and there was a
humming sound.

I yelped as the chain lifted me higher, up to
the balls of my feet, then higher still, until my feet were pawing
feebly at the floor a few inches below! I felt the weight of my own
body pulling down at my aching wrists, and felt my breathing grow
ragged at the wild dark passion and excitement which gripped
me!

“Have you ever stopped to consider,” he said,
coming up behind me, “How much you look like my wife?”

I gaped at him, staring at him in the mirror
across from me.

“Oh, it's superficial, I grant you,” he said.
“But you both have somewhat oval faces, slender bodies, and blue
eyes. And your hair, of course, is quite similar to hers. Do you
not think that is one of the reasons you were chosen for employment
here?”

I hadn't even considered it!

“You could, in other words, be seen as
something of a substitute for my wife,” he said, his voice growing
amused.

I thought back to how Mrs. James had ordered
me to cut my hair like hers and dye it blonde, and stared at him
and myself in the mirror.

He was standing behind me, and his arms slid
around me, cupping my breasts, lifting and squeezing them together
as my breathing became more ragged still. His right hand slid down
between my legs, to where the vibrator still buzzed away, and began
to stroke against my clitoris.

“That wasn't the only reason you were
selected, of course. My wife likes biddable girls, girls who are
sufficiently meek to accept her rudeness and arrogance without
complaint. I, of course, like meek girls, as well. They're... so
enjoyable to play with.”

What did THAT mean!? I thought
wonderingly

My arms were aching, my wrists hot as I hung
there, his body pressed against me from behind. My breasts were
aching as his hands shifted back and forth, roughly kneading the
soft flesh. My pussy was throbbing more and more powerfully as I
stared at myself with a sense of astonished disbelief.

He moved away, moving out of the round ring
of light into the dimmer light behind me, and a panel in the stone
wall slid aside. He brought something out and came back into the
light, or into the edge of the light and I moaned, eyes widening,
legs jerking instinctively as if I could run away.

He had a … a belt or a strap in his hand! If
it was a belt it was twice as wide as any belt ought to be! And
without a word, without any change to his facial expression that I
saw, he turned his left side more towards me, then swung his right
shoulder back and swung the belt around!

I didn't have to turn my head. I could see
him clearly in the mirrored wall! Then the belt swept in and
snapped up against the underside of my buttocks. The force was not
terribly heavy, but an instant or so after it struck I felt a sharp
explosion of stinging pain that sent my hips jerking forward as I
cried out in pain!

“What I'd like to do, of course, is have my
wife in here,” he said.

He swung the belt again, and again it snapped
up across the underside of my buttocks.

Crack!

I squealed in pain, jerking forward again,
swinging now, on the bar, which began to turn and sway so that I
swung in mid-air!

“That, unfortunately, isn't an option,” he
said.

Crack!

He paced around the room, keeping my bottom
to him as I swung and bounced and squealed into the gag, feeling a
sense of shock to the system!

I mean, I'd fantasized about such things
many, many times, but the pain... that wasn't something I'd ever
really been able to consider. I'd spanked myself before, though,
and even used a light belt on my bottom, so it wasn't entirely a
surprise. There was just... more of it! And unlike in my
masturbatory explorations, I had no control over how hard the belt
hit!

Crack! This time the belt struck
straight across my buttocks as I twisted and cried out into the
gag, my legs swinging wildly below me!

“Don't worry, girl, for I'd never harm my
wife.”

Crack!

“Or my toy.”

Crack!

“Hurt a little, well, that's another thing
altogether.”

Crack!

Each blow was an explosive release of sharp,
stinging pain! And as they landed my skin reddened as it warmed and
then began to burn!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

It was hard to cope, at first! I was hammered
by the stinging force of the blows, and a little panicked about my
lack of any control. I couldn't even tell him to stop if I wanted
to!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

But then something happened. I felt the
throbbing, burning ache begin to dull as a strange sense of
euphoria began to fill me. I stared at myself in the mirror, crying
out again at another blow, and felt a burgeoning sense of wild,
almost animal heat. This was my fantasy, after all.

He paused and turned away, going back to the
wall. He returned with something else in hand, something much
thinner and longer, something I could barely see until he was back
in the full light of the ceiling ring.

It was a kind of... it was a whip! I stared
at it as he swung his arm back. It wasn't like any whip I had ever
seen before. It seemed thinner, for one thing, and had a much
longer handle. He stepped back, out of the light, so that he was
just a shadowy form. Then I saw his arm swinging out into the
light!

The whip snapped across my back, its touch
even lighter than that of the strap. Yet the stinging pain which it
brought was even sharper!

This can't be happening, I
thought!

Crack!

Another blow cut across my back, slightly
lower, then another, each of them causing me to cry out and jerk
against the chains, my pulse racing, my heart pounding like a
drum.

Crack!

But the stings, I realized, weren't so
very... bad. They were sharp and painful, yes, in the way a static
electricity charge can be sharp and painful. And they began to warm
my back as the whip moved up and down its length, then down to my
bottom, then back up again, until my entire back was flaming.

He came up behind me again and gripped my
hair, pulling my head back as his lips moved along the nape of my
neck, biting, chewing, sucking and kissing. His other hand moved
around my waist, whip in hand, and began to grind the handle up and
down against my clitoris as I shuddered and trembled and moaned
dazedly, helplessly.

“I love the smell of you, girl,” he whispered
into my ear. “I love the taste of you.”

I cried out as his teeth dug into my flesh,
as he ground the handle of the whip harder against my clitoris,
jamming it down and in and back against the vibrator he'd buried in
my pussy. My legs were spasming and my mind spinning and swirling
wildly, pain and heat churning within me like a dark steaming stew
of sensation.

He drew back, leaving me shuddering,
trembling, gulping in air as I stared at myself.

“I want you to spread your legs, girl,” he
said.

I stared dazedly at myself.

“Spread your legs, girl,” he growled, his
voice hardening.

Why... what? I didn't understand why but with
some effort I was able to spread my legs to the sides as I hung
there. My eyes were fixed on my own pale, glowing body and just
caught the sight of the thin whip curling across my hip and down to
snap at my pussy.

I cried out in startled pain, legs snapping
together as my body jerked and twisted helplessly, a dark line of
fire cutting across my abdomen and down across the side of my
pussy!

“Spread your legs, girl. Wide,” he said in a
curt, determined voice.

Whimpering, but hardly thinking of disobeying
that voice, I drew my trembling legs apart, and the whip swung in
again, curling across my hip once more, cutting down between my
legs to snap at my pussy and the underside of my buttock.

I cried out again, legs jerking in together
as I danced and jerked and twisted on my burning wrists.

“Spread your legs, girl,” he ordered.

“No, No, No! I didn't want to!

“Spread your legs, girl!” he barked.

Whimpering, I jerked my legs out to the
sides, cringing as I waited for the blow. It curled across the
other hip, down across my abdomen and snapped across my pussy once
more with a sharp, stinging blow that left another burning line
behind! I arched back, crying out, dazed now as I
hyperventilated.

“Spread your legs, girl!” he barked.

I dropped my head, drooling around the
ball-gag as the whip cut across my hip again and snapped down
between my legs. Again I cried out, arching and twisting, dancing
in mid-air.

He was suddenly behind me. With one hand he
reached down and slid the vibrator out of me. With the other, he
gripped my right thigh, his hand big and strong and hot and tight
against me. He forced my leg out to the side, then I felt what had
to be his cock between my thighs, sliding hotly against my skin,
the head nudging up against my pussy from underneath.

He seized my other thigh, forcing them apart,
then drawing my lower body back as he thrust up into me. My pussy..
hurt... on the outside anyway. But as I stared at myself through
glassy eyes, I felt a sense of wonderment and heat as his cock
drove deep inside my quivering body!

There was nothing subtle in his thrusting. As
if his excitement was too great to restrain himself, he pounded
himself into me hard and fast, his hips slamming against my
buttocks with every deep stroke. Of course, that almost meant they
were pounding against the base of the dildo he'd shoved up my ass,
driving the head into my belly with sharp, painful blows.

I was stunned by the force at first, but felt
my eyes slackening, felt my mind melting, liquifying under the
storm of heat, emotions and sensations, my eyes glazing over as my
body jerked to the hammering of his hips.

The pulse of heat grew more and more intense,
flaying my raw nerve endings to send a flood of dark heat up
through my body. The stinging heat of my back and buttocks were
irrelevant, as was the pain in my wrists and shoulders. All that
mattered was the shock of knowledge that he was fucking me, that I
was being fucked – like this – like some of the wilder masturbatory
fantasies I had been filling my mind with for so many years!

And the orgasm swept over me in a stunning
wall of force that drew all the breath from my lungs in a long,
drawn-out guttural scream of mindless pleasure! My entire body felt
as if it was simply flaring, flaring wildly with a tremendous
explosion of raw sensation, of pressure, of heat, as if some hidden
essence of mine was exploding out into the room!
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There was no outward sign of what had
happened, except for a redness around my wrists, and a few thin
fading lines across my back and abdomen. I stared at myself in the
mirror in the bathroom which adjoined 'my' room, gripping the edge
of the cabinet for fear I'd sway and fall.

I could hardly think straight, for my mind
was filled with flashes of memories of what had happened to me, and
I still had the ache inside me, in my throat, in my wrists and
shoulders, in case I thought I might have imagined it all.

Had that all happened to me!? Me!?

Nothing like that happened to me! It just
didn't!

And what was I going to do about it?!

Somehow, one of my fantasies had come to
life. Oh, it wasn't the girlish one which looked for a gentle,
romantic lover, boyfriend and mate. No, it was the dark, nasty one
which had a faceless man abusing me.

And while Mr. James wasn't faceless he was,
in sense, masked. I had no idea what drove him, other than,
apparently, dislike of his wife. Did I really look like her?
Perhaps, superficially, in the dimly lit … storeroom.

Was I a substitute for what he wanted to do
to her? God knows she deserved to be whipped!

But I felt a swirl of guilt. I had fucked him
twice... well, actually, he had fucked me twice... and we weren't
even in any kind of relationship! I had let him tie me up and … and
do those things to me! What kind of a slut was I!?

He'd never even used my name, come to think
of it. All he ever called me was 'girl'.

And what had he meant comparing me to her and
telling me that was one of the reasons I was hired. Had his wife
hired me because she'd known it would provoke him like this? Had
she intended me to walk around in that tiny dress and simply be an
endless tease, or had she actually thought I would fuck him?!

She had to know about that room! What in Gods
name did she think of it!?

Why were they even married if they hated each
other!?

The Blackberry buzzed and I stared at it like
it was a snake that had hissed at me. Pulse suddenly coming faster
and faster, I picked it up.

“Dinner at six sharp on the terrace. I will
have steak.”

I stared at the words from Mr. James. Mrs.
James had already sent me a message saying she wouldn't be home for
dinner. I had contacted the chef service and told him he had no
need to come.

Mrs. James had far more complex dinner needs
than her husband. He was fine with what he called 'meat and
potatoes'. His wife sneered at that as crudity. She demanded
complicated, multi-course French gourmet dinners which often
consisted of several tiny plates of various carefully arranged
pieces of vegetable and meat.

I checked the time, and felt another jolt,
because I had to go out and start cooking now and couldn't hide in
my room if I was going to make sure it was ready on time.

I put on my 'uniform' again, and my high
heels and nervously headed for the kitchen.

There was no sign of James but I felt nervous
and anxious as I took out the New York strip and turned on the
grille.

How he liked his food done was carefully
detailed in my instructions, and was not overly complicated. So
precisely at six I carried a tray out to the deck which held the
steak, the salad which I had made with it, various condiments, and
a glass of ice water and a glass of wine.

He was sitting at a table by the pool,
looking out over the city as I brought the tray to him. I felt my
tension grow the closer I walked. I set the tray down on the table
and then slid his plate before him before lifting over the salad,
water and wine while he looked out over the city.

“Take off that dress, girl,” he said.

I felt the words hit me like a blow and my
chest immediately tightened.

He turned to regard me, eyes covered in dark
glasses again.

“Did you hear me?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I squeaked.

He stared me and, breathlessly, I reached
down and gripped the hem, then peeled it up my body and over my
head.

“The shoes as well.”

I bent and unbuckled the shoes and when I
straightened he held a kind of belt in his hand. It was much
thinner and shorter than the one he'd used on my bottom, but I
still felt a jolt in my stomach at first.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I turned and started to bend and he stopped
me.

“Not that way. Towards me.”

Surprised, I turned and bent and he motioned
me to keep bending. Then he reached out and slid the 'belt' around
my neck! I felt it pulling in snug around my throat, then being
buckled behind my neck.

“Straighten up,” he said.

I straightened, staring at him, feeling the
leather around my throat.

He picked up knife and fork.

“Sit there,” he said, indicating a chair set
back from the table. “Sit there as the other day, on the edge, legs
wide, back arched, hands behind your neck.”

I sat down, already feeling my limbs starting
to get shaky, then uneasily drew my fingers up and together behind
my neck, against the back of the … the collar around my throat,
before slowly arching my back.

“Legs wider,” he said.

I spread my legs wide, rising onto the balls
of my feet as he began to eat.

He didn't say anything. He simply ate in a
leisurely fashion, sometimes looking out at the city, sometimes
looking at me, sometimes down at his meal.

My pussy was thrumming as I sat there, my
nipples tingling, my breasts throbbing.

My back began to ache.

He just ate, calmly, not speaking. Soft
chamber music played from a recessed speaker.

“Do you swim, girl?” he asked.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“Go and do a few laps.”

I lowered my head, staring at him, and he
turned those dark glasses on me again.

“Do you need every order to be repeated?
Because I can assure you I'll soon cure you of that habit.”

“No, sir!” I gulped, springing up and turning
to the pool. I jumped in and then began to swim. It was a
reasonably big pool given it was a private pool on a roof, and it
felt strange to be swimming in it naked, the water sweeping along
my body in a very intimate manner.

I swam back and forth a couple of times, not
hurrying, wondering anxiously what he planned for me. Hadn't he had
enough for one day!? I stopped but he didn't say anything, so I
swam another couple of laps, then stopped.

“Come out,” he ordered.

I climbed out of the pool, water dripping off
me, and reached up for my hair.

“Don't wring out your hair. Come here and sit
down.”

I did as he ordered, my stomach swirling as
he pointed to the chair again.

I sat on the edge once more, spreading my
legs wide, sliding my fingers together behind my neck and arching
my back as the water trickled down over my shoulders and down my
chest and back.

Still he said nothing, just casually ate his
meal.

“You're a lovely girl,” he said, out of the
blue.

I blinked in astonishment. He hadn't said a
word in five minutes.

“Bring your chair closer.”

I lowered my hands uncertainly, as he pointed
at the floor next to him, then stood and picked up the chair,
moving it forward and to the side.

“Closer.”

I pushed it in a little more and he nodded,
then pointed at it.

Awash in anxiety and a prickly kind of sexual
anticipation I resumed my seat and then drew my hands up behind my
head once more. I spread my legs and then despite the ache in my
feet, raised up on the balls of my feet. Because the chair was not
particularly high that elevated my sex to some extent, leaving it
completely vulnerable to his gaze.

“Your breasts are very firm, and almost
precisely the right size for your body,” he said.

He laid a hand on my left breast, caressing
it gently. Then the hand slid down my arched body and the fingers
traced up and down along my sex.

“ Your pussy lips are neat and tight and
pale,” he said. “Very attractive.”

His two middle fingers pushed into me, and I
gulped helplessly as they circled around within the mouth of my
sex, his thumb rubbing against the outside of my labia as he
caressed me.

The fingers pushed up inside me then, not
just two but a third pushing in along side them, stretching me out.
I was... wet, though, and it only ached a little as his fingers
curved up. Then his thumb pressed down against my clitoris, pushing
it back against his fingers as they pushed in from underneath. His
thumb began to stroke from side to side as I sat there, my body
beginning to tremble.

He twisted the fingers inside me from side to
side as my breathing grew shorter, as my chest fluttered, and then
he pushed up and back against the top of my pussy as he brought the
nail of his thumb down against my sensitive little button. I moaned
as he pushed it in harder, producing a sharp ache there.

“Lean back further, girl,” he said in a low
voice.

I arched my back further, drawing my head
back, feeling the skin tightening further across my breasts.

“More,” he said.

I leaned back until my head pressed against
the top of the backrest, gulping in air as he began to stroke his
thumbnail from side to side. Then his fingers slid deeper inside me
and I felt the pad of his thumb stroking rapidly against me.

I groaned helplessly, the sun in my eyes like
a huge gold ball so that I had to close my eyes. I felt the sun's
heat on my body, though, on my breast. A moment later I felt his
other hand sliding up my belly and over my breast as his fingers
began to thrust in and out of me.

The orgasm was like a sudden blossoming of
sensations, doubling and redoubling in an instant until I felt it
pulsing through my body with every beat of my heart! My hips ground
wildly against his fingers, my buttocks actually rising up off the
chair as my muscles spasmed repeatedly, forcing my hips up again
and again!

And then the orgasm seeped away from me and I
sagged back to the chair, moaning and gulping in the air I had
expelled during a long gurgling cry of pleasure. I sagged against
the chair as his fingers slid out of me and he turned back to his
meal.

“Go and have another swim, girl,” he said
absently.

*

They were slender silver bands, each about
two inches wide. They fit my wrists, ankles and neck perfectly, and
I wondered how that could be as they did not appear to be
adjustable. Then I remembered how Mrs. James had taken precise
measurements of my body. Clearly Mr. James had access to whatever
file there was on me.

Each of the bands was perfectly smooth,
gleaming and polished. They were marred by only a small ring set
into the outside, and locked together with two tongues on one side
fitting into two neat slots on the other. How they were to be
opened was beyond me. Mr. James simply attached them and then
left.

None of them showed under the 'uniforms'.
They were slim enough to not really be noticed under the sleeves of
the dresses, and the turtleneck collars easily covered the one
around my throat. Even the shoes, perhaps by coincidence, covered
that part of my ankles.

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror in
considerable fascination, holding up my hands, feeling a sense of
awe at how I looked. And it was perhaps the first time I'd ever
really looked at myself naked and thought I looked hot and
sexy.

I went to bed early since I had to be up at
five, and unlike normally, I slept naked, wearing only the collar
and stainless steel bands. It felt very sexy, and the wild events
of of the day filled my mind, making it difficult to fall asleep. I
found I had to masturbate, not once, but several times, adrift in a
strange world of sexuality and heat which the bands would not let
me forget.

I slept little, and got up around five to
shower and wash my hair. I found that during the night someone –
Mr. James, of course – had entered my room! For in the bathroom
were a pair of devices I had never seen before, though I recognized
each for what they were.

There was also a note. It said Every
day. That was all.

The devices were an enema bag, and a large
butt-plug!

It took my breath away and made my stomach
churn with heat and anticipation. And I obeyed the clear intent of
the note. I used the enema bag, which, trust me, was a novel
experience! Then I showered, shaved my legs and pussy, washed my
hair, then blow dried it, all feeling wrapped in a dark sexual
dream.

I lubed up the butt-plug and slowly worked it
up into my ass. It had a slim coin-shaped base which rested neatly
against my sphincter, but it would still be partly visible around
the slender strap of my thong if anyone saw under the short
dress.

I pulled down the red dress and then put on
the matching shoes, checking myself several times in the mirror to
ensure I didn't look – different, that the stainless steel bands
were invisible. Then I hurried out to check on the cleaners before
they left.

I'm not entirely sure what they thought of
me. They were all older Hispanic women, and didn't posses a lot of
English. They were efficient, and seemed to know their jobs. I was
pretty sure that Mrs. James was not the most tolerant taskmistress,
and the cleaning service knew that laziness would get them
complaints pretty quickly.

Nevertheless, I did a quick inspection,
because anything they missed I'd have to take care of unless I
wanted to risk Mrs. James spotting it and then taking out her mad
on me. Later on I'd do a longer, more careful inspection. It
wouldn't do to have them getting into the habit of missing little
noticed things, like the tops of doorways or the dust under
beds.

They'd be back, well, other cleaning ladies
would be back, in three hours, to do the bedrooms, which they could
not, of course, do while everyone was asleep. I checked my
blackberry but found no notes from the James' saying they were
sleeping in or anything so assumed they'd be up at six and seven,
as usual.

Mrs. James got up at Six. By ten past the
cleaning ladies were out the door and the coffee was ready. I
poured it for her, put in two cubes and one milk, and carried it to
her bedroom, then placed it on the table by the bathroom where she
was already in the shower. I turned and headed back for the
kitchen, but didn't need to make her breakfast. She didn't eat
breakfast. Mr. James would be awake at Seven and I would have his
coffee and a continental breakfast ready for seven thirty for
him.

I myself had some coffee and toast while I
was puttering around the kitchen in my high heels waiting for the
blackberry to buzz (as per the written instructions) to signal me
to bring the breakfast into the sunny day room which passed for a
second dining room.

But instead James appeared in the kitchen,
clad in a long, blue velvet dressing gown. I felt my stomach thrum
immediately as I turned my head. It was only five past seven!

“Are you ready for your breakfast, Mister
James?” I asked, my voice slightly trembly.

He walked over to me and casually gripped the
back of my neck, then pushed me down across the counter. I gasped
as I felt his hand yanking up the hem of my dress in back.

“Did I not tell you, girl, that your thong
should match the color of the dress?” he asked calmly.

“Yes but – oh! Oh please, sir!” I gasped.

He had gripped the back of my thong and
yanked it up hard, jamming the slender V of fabric in front up
against my pussy! It was like... a very strong wedgie!

“I do not make suggestions, girl. I give
instructions” he said.

I squealed as he pulled even harder on the
thong, so that he practically lifted me off my feet. Then the
string snapped and he pulled the thong off completely.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped as his hand slapped solidly
against my bare bottom.

“Henceforth you will not wear any
underthings, girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

I felt his finger against the base of the
butt-plug, and moaned as he pulled at it. The thick, rounded
butt-plug pushed against my sphincter muscle from the inside, and
then slid through. A moment later something not quite as thick
pushed into me, and I gasped, knowing it for his cock!

He pushed me down again as I had risen a bit
off the counter, crushing my breasts into the counter as he pushed
himself deeper into my ass. I felt a wild flurry of anxiety,
knowing that Mrs. James was still in the apartment! What if she
came in and saw this!?

Crack! He slapped my bottom again as
he began to pump in and out. I felt his hand shoving the dress up
higher along my waist, then higher still so he could reach up and
in and fill his right hand with my bare breast. He thrust harder,
deeper, ignoring my moans and gasps!

I was, of course, a virgin to anal sex with
another person, but my own dark fantasies had led me to
experimenting with it myself, and I knew how to keep my muscles
from clamping down – or thought I had. It was... different with
someone else doing the movements!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” I gasped now that he had
managed to get the full long length of him inside me!

Every deep thrust sent the head of his cock
achingly deep into my ass, jamming it into what felt like the very
bottom of my anal tunnel to cause me sharp, if momentary cramps.
Meanwhile his right hand was squeezing my breast over and over, his
fingers kneading the soft flesh like bread dough as his hips
slapped against my buttocks!

It didn't last long, though. It was a hard,
fast rutting that had me gasping and grunting and moaning as I
sought to adjust to it, and then... and then he was done, sliding
his softening cock out of my ass, replacing it with the butt
plug.

Crack!

He slapped my ass sharply again.

“Breakfast at seven thirty sharp,” he
said.

He turned and left the room. I was gulping in
air as I slowly pushed myself up and back off the counter, pushing
hair out of my eyes as I reached back and felt my aching
bottom.

God!

There had not been time to get me really
worked up, but of course, I had already been aroused. The rough,
outrageous nature of my first sodomy had left me feeling indignant,
and even more aroused. In fact, rather than the actual act, it was
the aftermath that aroused me, as I pulled down the dress again and
stared at the empty doorway he'd disappeared through.

Had he just done that!? What a pig! What a
nasty pervert!

And again, it was the outrageousness of it
which aroused me, which turned me on, because it made me feel
like... like I'd been treated badly, cruelly, in a sexual way. Did
that make me a masochist or just kinky?

By the time he returned, dressed this time,
and presumably having showered, and sat down calmly at the round
table, I was a lot more self-possessed, but I was also very
aroused, with my stomach fluttering as I served his breakfast.

I was nervous again. I wasn't sure if Mrs.
James would announce herself when she left or not but I knew she
was still in the apartment. I was worried he'd try something else
before she left. And sure enough, as I was starting to move away
with the tray he stopped me.

“Leave that,” he said. “Turn around.”

I felt my heart beating harder as I
obeyed.

“Bend over and grasp your ankles.”

I sucked in a deep breath of air, then slowly
bent over at the waist, way over. The elastic dress, a sweater
dress, remember, slid high and higher and I could feel it now
moving up past the bottom of my buttocks as I bent over. I got my
hands around my ankles and knew I would be obscenely displayed for
his eyes in this position.

I waited, heart thumping, for further
instructions, but he said nothing. I couldn't see him very well
like this, with my legs together and my head upside down.

“Put your hands flat on the floor in front of
you,” he said. “Keep your legs straight.”

I stretched myself further forward, and felt
the dress slide up higher, right over my buttocks, then, to bunch
around my hips. My hair was now touching the floor below as the
blood rushed to my head and began to make it pound.

For long minutes nothing at all happened, and
he said nothing, merely ate his breakfast. Then, finally, I heard
his voice, but it contained no new instructions.

“Did you enjoy having my cock inside you the
other day, girl?” he asked.

“Y-yes, sir!” I squeaked.

“I've taken your mouth, your throat, your
pussy and your ass. Normally I like the tightness of a young girl's
ass, but your pussy is extremely tight, given its lack of use. I
imagine a lot of men will soon start using it, but for now it is my
favorite orifice on you.”

How do you respond to that!?

There was another pause, and when he spoke,
he at first seemed to have something in his mouth – still
eating.

“I want you to repeat... after me,” he said.
“I love having cocks inside me.”

“I love having cocks inside me!” I
gulped.

“No, no, girl. I didn't say to whisper. Say
it loud and clear.”

“I-I love having cocks inside me!” I
said.

“Louder, girl.”

I cringed, not only at the words, but at the
possibility Mrs. James would hear, if she was still around!

“I love having cocks inside me!” I said in a
loud voice.

“Again.”

“I love having cocks inside me!”

“Say my body was made for men to use.”

“My body was made for men to use!'

“Say both sentences together.

“I love having cocks inside me! My body was
built for men to use!” I exclaimed, blinking upside down at him
past my lower legs.

“Keep saying them.”

“I love having cocks inside me! My body was
built for men to use!” I said. “I love having cocks inside me! My
body was built for men to use! I love having cocks inside me! My
body was built for men to use!”

I kept saying the words, over and over, and
over and over again, waiting for him to tell me to stop, but he
didn't! It was so weird! Saying them initially brought a rush of
heat to my face and my chest, even through the pounding in my head
from being upside down. But saying them over and over was like a
chant, and I began to kind of get used to it.
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Mr. James ate calmly as I chanted the words,
then casually turned and looked at me again.

“Spread your legs, girl.”

I felt another jolt at the worlds, but
shifted my feet apart on the floor.

“Wider.”

I shifted them further apart on the floor,
then further still. This was already an obscene position and he was
only making it even more outrageous!

“I love having cocks inside me! My body was
built for men to use!” I said repeatedly.

“Take the dress off. My wife has left.”

Another jolt hit me. I felt the warmth and
moisture of my throbbing pussy, and wondered if he could possibly
become erect again this soon after having an orgasm.

Because I wanted him to fuck me again! Like
this!

I took one hand off the floor and gripped the
neck of the dress, then pulled. It slid up around my face and head,
the rest of the dress pulling along my naked flesh until it was on
the floor just between my hands.

He stood up and a moment later I felt his
hand in my hair. I cried out in surprise as he abruptly yanked me
upright. The world spun around as the blood rushed out of my head
again, but he simply pulled over one of the chair and pushed me
into it. I sat down heavily, dazed, and he sat down again.

The chair was, like the others, wide, made of
wood, carefully sculpted. It had large wooden arms and a high
back.

“Drape your legs over the arms of the chair,”
he said, as he finished off a croissant.

I obeyed, flushing once again at how
obscenely that displayed me.

“Do you like your breasts, girl?”

Do I like them!? “Uhm, I-I guess so,
sir.”

“Do you or don't you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Hold them in your hands, girl.”

Flushed, I put my hands over my breasts.

“Slump down more.”

I was already slumped down so my legs could
go over the arms of the chair, but I slumped further.

“Squeeze them.”

Blushing, I did do as he watched, as he
chewed on a piece of bacon.

“Pluck the nipples.”

I again obeyed him.

“Your nipples are very hard, girl,” he said.
“I don't think it's because it's cold in here.”

I dropped my eyes, mind squirming.

“Stretch them out.”

I pinched my nipples, stretching them
out.

“Further.”

I bit my lip as they began to burn, as I
stretched them out further.

“Put your hand between your legs, girl, and
rub your clitoris.”

Again I felt a jolt, but obeyed, heart
pounding, blood racing now as I rubbed my fingers against my
clitoris.

“Put your fingers into your pussy. Three
fingers, girl.”

I obeyed, finding myself wet but very ready
for penetration. I felt my pussy thrumming hotly as I slid first
two, then three fingers into it, pumping them in and out as he
watched.

“Put four fingers in, girl.”

I gulped and moaned, trying to ease my a
fourth finger into my tight pussy. Getting them in wasn't hard, at
first, but getting them deeper, well, that forced the mouth of my
pussy wider and wider the deeper they went, until it was stretched
and aching.

“Deeper, girl.”

I pumped my fingers in and out slowly,
twisting my hand from side to side, moaning as I tried to push them
deeper.

“Now rub your clitoris with your other
hand.”

Breathlessly I obeyed, staring at him, heat
flaring wildly within me as my fingers began to stroke frantically
against my swollen clitoris! He watched me, or didn't. Sometimes he
cut a piece of egg and ate, sometimes he looked out the window,
sometimes he watched me. I felt like such a wild, kinky slut! I was
masturbating in front of him! Fuck!

“Stop.”

I moaned weakly, but my fingers slowed as I
gulped in air. He got up and moved past me, then returned and
placed something thick and long and... and green in my hand!

I stared at a cucumber! Was he fucking
kidding!?

I stared up at him.

“Yes,” he said. “Put it in.”

“But – !”

“Put it in,” he said sternly.

My hand trembled as I brought the rounded end
against my pussy, sliding my fingers out. I groaned as it pushed
against the tight lips of my sex, but my fingers had already
loosened it up somewhat. There was still a lot of pressure, an
aching as the cucumber slowly pushed into me, and another wild jolt
of heat hit me as he looked on!

I moaned helplessly, twisting the cucumber,
pushing and easing back, then pushing deeper. It was the thickest
thing I'd ever tried to push into my body, but I was burning and
wet and it slid slowly deeper and deeper until it was half buried
in me.

“Stop.”

I stopped, hand shaking a bit on the
dildo.

“Put your hands on the top of the chair.”

I had slumped down somewhat further, and now
reached up high to grip the top of the chair's back, slumped there
with my legs spread and the cucumber sticking out of my pussy.

He picked up a napkin, rubbing his lips, then
half turned his chair towards me, bent over and gripped the
cucumber himself. I moaned as he slowly turned it clockwise, then
back, then clockwise again, then back. He pulled it back an inch,
then pushed forward, and I let out a helpless cry of mixed pain and
heat as several more inches slid into me!

“What did I tell you to say before?”

I stared dazedly at him.

“You love cocks inside you. Do you
remember?”

“Y-Yes!”

'Say it.”

“I love cocks inside me!” I gasped. “I love
cocks inside me! I love co – oh!”

He had drawn the thing back a couple of
inches, but then thrust into me once more, and it hurt more as it
drove in deeper still!

“W-wait!” I gasped.

He ignored me, twisting the thing from side
to side, drawing it out a bit, then pushing firmly forward.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” I cried, my voice rising each
time!

My legs raised me upward, even as I pulled on
the back of the chair, as if trying to ease my pussy back from the
pressure. My bottom came entirely off the seat of the chair so that
my weight rested on my legs across the chair arms, and my hands
gripping its back.

“Oh! Wait! Wait!” I squealed.

He didn't.

My hips jerked up and back, my back arching
as if I was trying to pull myself up and away from him! But he
pushed the thing almost all the way inside me before stopping! Then
he reached up and grabbed me by the hair, pulling me towards
him!

I cried out, my hands pulled free of the back
of the chair, my body rolling forward on just my legs across the
chair arms until I could scramble off as he yanked me towards him
and then across his lap!

Crack! His hand slapped firmly and
stingingly down across my bottom!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“You mustn't try to tell me what to do,
girl,” he said calmly.

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

“Such a lovely bottom.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

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

He was spanking me firmly now as I wriggled
and twisted across his lap. My bottom began to burn, and instinct
send my hand back to try to protect it. He simply gripped my wrist
and pinned it against my back, then drew my other hand up and back,
and locked the two metal bands together before resuming his
spanking.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was soon burning hotly, throbbing
with heat as his hand came down again and again! Then I felt his
hand slid down between my buttocks and press against the cucumber.
I shuddered and cried out as he twisted it from side to side, then
pushed it even deeper!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down cruelly, the explosive
little bursts of stinging pain filling my eyes with tears now as I
twisted and writhed against the consuming pain!

Again he paused, his fingers tightening
around the base of the cucumber, and again he twisted it from side
to side. This time he drew it slowly back, fighting the tightness
of my pussy lips around it and the hot suction of my inner body. He
drew it out a few inches, and then drove it back in again –
deep!

Again I cried out, legs kicking feebly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The little explosions of pain continued to
burst within me as his hand made contact with my overheated
buttocks. But there was a level beyond which the heat could rise no
more, and a level where that throbbing heat began to screen other
sensations, to dull them.

More, like an echo of sound, the slapping of
his hand against my bottom began to resonate through my lower
belly, so that my pussy began to pulse in time to each blow. And
then, suddenly, he gripped me by hair and thigh, roughly twisting
my lower belly outward a bit until I found my legs dropping down on
either side of his own right leg.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down on my bottom again and
again, only now my wriggling, twisting body was straddling his
right leg, which he had spread wide, and that had the top of my sex
pressed down achingly hard against his thigh, had my own weight and
movements grinding myself against him hard, with that thick
cucumber still holding the lips of my sex wide.

A hot shudder ran through me as he continued
to spank me, as my body jerked and writhed in reaction, and that
hot shudder arise between my legs were I was being ground
mercilessly against the fabric of his trousers. It grew and
lengthened into a continuous ripple of increasingly intense
sensation which began to overshadow everything else that was
happening!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Every blow had my body jerking in time to it,
and almost without willing it I found myself grinding my pussy
against his thigh as the heat and pleasure soared.

And then his hand slid downward, and I could
feel fingers and palm sliding across my pussy, and across the end
of the cucumber. I felt a dazed sense of wonder at how little of it
seemed to still be protruding, and then he began to slap his hand
down directly against it!

Every slap produced an echoing pulse of ache
deep within me where the other end of the cucumber was jammed
against what was surely the very deepest part of my pussy! It also
produced a new burst of sensations from where the rest of his hand
was impacting against my pussy, including my swollen clitoris.

The overload of sensations was simply too
much, and I expelled all the air in my lungs in a long howl of
dazed pleasure as an orgasm fell upon me like an avalanche! I
sucked in fresh air and howled it all out again as my body bucked
and jerked violently.

It was an incredible orgasm, so intense, so
all-consuming my mind spun like a top and every thought in it but
pleasure was washed away in the flood tide of sensation.
Convulsions wracked my body and I would have simply fallen off onto
the floor had he not held me in position.

*

An hour later I had the dress on again, and
was directing the gardener out onto the terrace. I still had the
butt plug inside me, and, for that matter, the cucumber! It was
all-but buried in my belly, which ached and felt incredibly full
and swollen! But Mr. James insisted I keep it in, though I couldn't
sit down at all.

The cleaning service arrived to do the
bedrooms and attached bathrooms which had been inaccessible earlier
that morning. Neither group really needed overseeing, and I was, to
be honest, so shell-shocked I doubt I would have noticed a thing
anyway.

My buttocks remained hot and aching for some
time, and my pussy was sore and straining around the cucumber.
Oddly, my breasts also felt swollen, my nipples tender and sore,
though both remained stiffly erect.

After I saw the gardener and cleaners out I
made Mr. James his lunch and served it on the terrace. Again he had
me remove the dress. This time he locked the metal bands around my
wrists together behind my back and had me kneel on the floor beside
him, knees spread wide and a ball gag in my mouth.

As before, he ate calmly, spoke little, and
looked at me only occasionally. When he was done he freed my wrists
and had me remove everything, clean up and go back to the kitchen.
Naked, of course.

It was only twelve-thirty, so I wasn't
terribly worried about when Mrs. James would return, but it still
felt weird walking around the big, high ceilinged apartment naked.
Well, unless you counted the metal bands and the high heels as
clothing!

He had me keep the ball-gag in my mouth, too!
And that was a pain in the, well, it was annoying, because if you
have some artificially thing filling your mouth that tends to prod
your body into producing saliva. And while I swallowed most of it
some leaked out around the ball gag, which meant I had to keep
wiping my chin!

About half an hour later, saying absolutely
nothing, Mr. James came into the kitchen, wrapped my hair around
his fist, and then forced me to my knees, then to my hands and
knees, walking back out of the room while I scrambled along on
hands and knees beside him!

He led me down the corridor and around to
that narrow hall which led to the gray stone room where he'd
whipped me the previous day! He pushed down on my head, forcing my
face to the floor, then slapped my bottom.

“Down, girl,” he ordered.

I dropped to my belly with a gasp, and then
he turned me around and rolled me over. He grasped my wrists,
leading them up above my head and then, as I lay on my back, locked
them together, and also to something on the floor, a ring, I saw,
as I angled my head up and back.

Mr. James moved to the wall and pressed a
button. There was a humming sound and I turned to see the bar on
the end of the chain descending lower and lower.

He grabbed my ankle and raised my foot up
high and I saw that there were what looked like padded restraints
attached to the ends of the bar. The bar also seemed wider now, and
I wondered if he had replaced it or if the one bar was
extendable.

I watched him slide my ankle into the padded
restraint and close it snugly around it, then release my leg, which
of course, stayed in place. He lifted my other ankle, then,
spreading my legs wide as he strapped it to the other end of the
bar.

Moaning through the ball-gag, I stared as he
went back to the wall and pressed the button. The bar began to rise
and I gasped aloud as my hips were raised up off the floor, then my
lower back, and then... and then it stopped.

It stopped with only my head and shoulders
resting on the floor, the rest of me angled up towards the bar. The
grip on my wrists prevented my body from sliding along the floor so
that I would be directly under the bar, ensuring that most of my
body remained above it.

He then turned out all the lights except for
that ring of lights above me, and left. The sound of the door
closing behind me was jarring. It was a heavy door, with padding on
the inside as if it were soundproof.

I stared up at my body and up at the ceiling,
and around at the room, gulping in air and wondering what he
intended to do next. My legs were spread quite wide, though, and my
pussy was exposed and vulnerable, at just about the right position
to be penetrated by a man kneeling there.

If I wasn't already full, of course. During
the time I'd been moving around with the cucumber stuffed inside me
my body had somewhat stretched, at least enough that it didn't ache
as much as it used to, and it had even slid out a bit. But now, as
I lay there, my legs stretched up and apart, it began to slowly
sink back into my body.

It was difficult to measure time in that
silent room. My shoulders began to ache, though, and my feet began
to feel chilly. A soft, shimmering cloud of sexuality clung to my
skin, and my chest remained tight, my stomach fluttery, with a
mixture of anticipation and anxiety.

And then the door opened and I turned my head
breathlessly – and all the blood left my face as Mrs. James strode
through it! My legs jerked wildly as if I could somehow cover
myself, or at least close them, but it was pointless, of
course.

She looked down at me without surprise, a
smirk on her face.

“So predictable,” she said with a sneer.

My face burned and I turned my eyes away from
her, causing her to laugh.

She was wearing stiletto heels as she walked
slowly around me, looking at me, then stopped by the bar. She
gripped it, looking down for some seconds. I turned my head slowly
to see a look of smug satisfaction on her face.

“Did you think you were picked at random,
girl?” she asked. “Did you think in addition to your picture we
didn't have you investigated first?”

She casually stretched her right foot out and
I jerked as she pressed it against the base of the cucumber!

“We hired a private investigator to do a
simple check on the prospective candidates for this... position,”
she said, as she pressed down.

I squealed and my legs jerked, but there was
nothing I could do as her foot slowly forced the cucumber fully
into my now aching body!

“The great unwashed have little idea of the
information available on them, or the ease with which more can be
developed for a minor cost,” she said, her foot now twisting and
grinding against my pussy as if she was grinding out a cigarette on
the floor!

“Would it surprise you, girl, that the entire
contents of someone's home computer can be made fairly easily
available in order to create a psychological profile of the owner?
You think the cheap virus software is going to prevent that?”

She laughed and eased her foot off as my
chest heaved and sweat began to bead on my chest and forehead.

She leaned over, still smirking. “I know all
your dirty little secrets, girl,” she said in a soft voice. “I know
the kind of web sites you visited, the kind of pictures and stories
you looked at and read and saved.”

My face burned as she straightened with a
laugh and moved to the wall. She slid aside a panel and returned, a
whip in her hand. It was a short whip, and... quite different from
the one her husband had used. This had a number of thin black laces
attached, a thick mass of them.

She swung her arm down and they spread apart
somewhat, then slashed down against my pussy and inner thighs! Each
blow was nearly weightless in itself, and each one only stung a
very little. But there were a lot of them! A sparkle of stings
rained against my groin, against my pussy, and I cried out, my hips
bucking up wildly.

I know your fantasies, girl,” she said,
swinging the whip down between my legs a second time.

Again my hips bucked wildly as my body tried
to protect itself from that stinging discomfort, but all I could do
was briefly raise my shoulders off the floor and arch my back.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

She brought the whip, the flog, down between
my legs again and again as I writhed and bucked and twisted in
helpless pain, laughing in amusement all the while! My pussy, my
abdomen and my inner thighs were starting to burn like my buttocks
had earlier!

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“You have precisely the right body type my
husband and I both like,” she said. “And you'll make an ideal
playmate for my son.”

I gaped at her words even as I whimpered and
moaned and trembled.

Thwack!

“It's important for me to be seen as a normal
married woman, you see,” she said with a sneer.

Thwack!

“Lesbians are still looked at askance in the
business community, particularly down south.”

Thwack!

“And while I have a special... friend, this
sort of nasty, carnal indulgence is really not one I can exercise
freely on her. I wouldn't respect her if I could.”

Thwack!

“Likewise my husband enjoys dominating
women.”

She sneered widely as she swung the flog down
again.

“Then again, isn't that common among the male
gender?”

Thwack!

“My son is strong-willed. And he is my son,
so I don't wish to see him become weak and spineless, to see some
brainless slut of a girl use his own lust to manipulate him.”

Thwack!

“You will be a lesson in the humility he
should expect from his future partner.”

Thwack!

I twisted and bucked, my pussy burning!

She sauntered around to the side and then
swung the flog down across my breasts! Again I squealed into the
gag, but again, the only physical action my body could accomplish
was to buck upwards, arching my back momentarily – to meet the next
blow from the flog.

She amused herself by flogging my breasts
until they were red and burning, then put down the flog and stepped
across my body, straddling it, a foot on either side of my head.
Smiling, she sank down until she was kneeling on either side of me,
her buttocks on my upper chest.

She reached down and combed the hair out of
my face gently, then unbuckled the narrow strap which held the
ball-gag in place.

“Are you afraid of me, girl?” she asked, her
sharp fingernail sliding back and forth along my lower lip.

I jerked my head rapidly up and down and she
smiled.

“Good,” she said, working the ball gag out of
my mouth.

I gasped and worked my aching jaw as she drew
her skirt slowly up her legs, over her knees and back to reveal
that, like me, she was smoothly shaven between her legs, and wore
no underwear.

“My husband, I'm sure, has been teaching you
how to please him. Now you can learn a more important task; how to
please me.”

Her legs slid further apart and her pussy was
suddenly pressed against my mouth.

“Please me, girl,” she growled in a low
voice.

My mind raced for I had very little notion on
what to do as she rubbed her pussy back and forth across my lips.
But I could see her clitoris easily enough and pushed my tongue
out, trying to lick at it. She stopped her grinding, positioning
her pussy a scant half inch or so above my mouth as I tried to lick
her clitoris.

“You have the subtlety of a cow,” she said
with a sneer.

She leaned forward, and I cried out, for her
hands were, I realized, in my hair, pulling at my scalp, pinning my
head to the floor as she ground her pussy against my mouth
again.

“Shall I show you how to please me,
girl?”

“Y-Yes,” I gasped.

She pulled harder on my hair, enough to make
me cry out.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said in a throaty
purr.

“Yes, mistress!” I gasped.

The words twisted within me in a dark, shaky,
but exciting way!

I had the... theory, I suppose, but having
never been on the receiving end I was more than relieved to have
her guide me in what she wanted. I was completely at her mercy as
she did so. She shifted her hands so that one grasped my hair to
pin my head down and the other was free to slap my face or reach
back to slap at my breasts whenever I failed to please her.

I failed to please her... often. At least at
first. But under her harsh touch I learned quickly. I learned just
how hard to lick, and where, and in what direction, and how to use
my lips and mouth in the manner she preferred.

It was a very strange, even bizarre lesson in
that I was still bound so tightly, my legs lifted high and apart,
and she rested her buttocks on my shoulders much of the time, which
was the only part of my body, aside from my head, which was in
contact with the floor.

I plunged my tongue between her pussy lips,
stroking up and down, trying to push it deeper – and failing.

“We will have to stretch out your tongue,
girl,” she growled.

I licked at her clitoris, sucked at it, and
mouthed it as she concentrated my attention by tugging on my hair
and pinching my nipples – hard!

You might find it strange that I never once
told her to stop, nor even considered doing so. In fact, it never
occurred to me that I even could ask or tell her to stop! I
was breathless and dazed and my mind and body were swept by heat
and anxiety in nearly equal measures as I underwent her training,
but finally, when my tongue could hardly move any more and I was
using my lower lip to reinforce it, she came with a low, hissing
curse of pleasure, grinding her pussy down harshly against my
mouth.

“You are barely acceptable, girl,” she said
afterward. “You will have to learn quickly. I will make sure you
do.”

She then slid off me, moved around and knelt
between my legs. Her eyes raked my body, then she bent to my
exposed pussy. Her hands caressed and kneaded my buttocks as she
began to lick at my inner thighs, to nibble her way up and down
along the outside of my mons.

She worked her way inward, her fingers
dancing across my body, sliding up to knead my breasts, then back
down to cup my buttocks again. Her tongue glided across my flesh,
then her fingers spread me open and it darted into me, widening my
eyes and taking my breath away as it twisted and squirmed within
the mouth of my pussy, against my labia clutched tight around the
cucumber.

She let it pull away, then slide up around
and around my clitoris before taking it between her lips and
sucking rhythmically. And with the state of mind I was in it took
very little time before the heat was filling my body and mind once
again. It didn't matter that she was a woman. I was breathless at
the feel of her tongue against me, and when she began to seriously
lick my clitoris the pleasure rolled over me in waves!

My hips ground up against her as my head
rolled from side to side, my body arching again and again as I
moaned in helpless pleasure. It was a darkly delicious pleasure, a
wild and feral sort of heat, but I reveled in it as her fingers
pressed down on the cucumber and her lips sucked my aching clitoris
until it felt ready to explode!

She backed up and away and I shuddered, my
body enveloped in a prickling, crackling fire of sexual passion as
she picked up the flog again and brought it sweeping down upon my
pussy.

I cried out, hips bucking violently, but the
laces of the flog came down again, and again, and again, faster and
faster and faster. I twisted and writhed and then exploded into
orgasm as the rush of sensations morphed within me to something
thrilling and explosively powerful.

I thrashed wildly as every blow of the flog
sent a new explosive wave of sensations through my body hips
bucking, back arching as I sobbed and cried out in mindless animal
heat and pleasure!
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I was... not quite unconscious after that
massive orgasm. I lay sprawled back, hanging by my ankles, eyes
glazed, chest heaving, moaning weakly as she moved away. She
returned to rub something over my breasts, something cool and wet
and faintly antiseptic smelling.

I cried out, but weakly, as the sting to my
nipple. I mean, the flog, as well as her pinches and slaps, had
already made them and my breasts throb and burn, and this was just
more heat, in a way. There was another sting to my other nipple,
and then a kind of twisting sensation, a kind of stretching
sensation to first one, then the other.

I hardly even looked, my mind still scattered
and dazed. I raised my head up with a startled cry, though, when I
felt another sharp sting at my pussy. Of course, that too was
screened, if you will, by the throbbing heat from my just recently
flogged flesh. So the pain wasn't particularly bad, and faded
quickly as I watched her doing something, putting a clamp or … a
ring, into my flesh.

I noticed then, still bleary, that there were
two large rings in my nipples. They were perfect rings the size of
silver dollars and, I thought, matched the bracelets around my
ankles and wrists...

She moved up my body, clamp in hand. It had
rubber teeth and she ordered me to stick my tongue out. I did so,
and moaned as she clamped it, then thrust a needle through.

That hurt!

But it was over quickly, as she placed a stud
in my tongue.

She returned to the wall and pressed the
button which controlled the chain. It rose and I moaned as my
shoulders, then head were lifted off the floor entirely. My body
went taut as I felt the sharp pull against my wrists. Then the hum
changed, and the chain moved forward, until it was directly over
me, before pulling taut again, this time with me completely
vertical – and completely upside down. She placed the ball gag back
in my mouth, doing up the strap behind my head.

Then she left.

I hung there for what seemed like hours. At
first, the blood rushed to my head, and I groaned dizzily, but that
process seemed to ease as my body adjusted to being upside down.
After a while, though, I began to feel cramps, longing to bend my
arms or legs or back, but completely unable.

Finally, Mrs. James came into the room. He
did not seem surprised to see me as I was, hanging upside down,
legs spread, thin red lines covering my chest, and pussy, abdomen.
He lowered me to the floor, removed the heavy padded restraints
from my ankles, unlinked, though did not remove the metal bands
around my wrists, then grasped my hair and led me from the room,
crawling, as he had done before.

It wasn't as if I had a lot of choice in
following after. He led me to a nearby bathroom and into a large
shower, then had me kneel on all fours as he soaked me, soaped me
up, and rather gently, bathed me. The feel of his hands skimming
over my wet, soapy flesh was surprisingly pleasant, given the
nature of the incredible mind-blowing orgasm I'd just experienced,
and even began to heat me up once again.

“Push the cucumber out, girl,” he said, his
fingers sliding up and down my pussy lips, spreading them open to
reveal the end of the long, thick vegetable. I moaned helplessly,
and did the best I could, groaning as I tried to work my pussy
muscles to push it out. His soapy fingers massaged my sore, aching
pussy lips, and spread them wide, and bit by bit the cucumber
slowly pushed back until he could grasp it and then pull it
entirely free.

Oh God, it felt sooooo good when it was
finally out of me! His fingers continued to massage my pussy,
especially my clitoris, as that sense of wondrous relief washed
over me. That hurt, but it hurt in a wild, dark, almost giddy way,
as they were so slick and slippery, and in a minute or so an orgasm
spilled through my senses as I trembled and shook and bucked back
against him.

He dried and brushed out my hair, then told
me I had forty five minutes to have dinner on the table or I'd get
a spanking.

And left.

It had been just after lunch when he had
taken me to the gray room, as I had come to think of it. It was now
quarter past five. Mrs. James had probably been in there less than
an hour, so I had hung upside down for almost three hours before he
had come to release me.

He hadn't given me my dress back, nor removed
the gag. So I simply padded to the kitchen in bare feet and made
his dinner. I did so in an almost robotic way, for my mind still
felt somewhat dazed, or perhaps overwhelmed by what had
happened.

I kept trying to swallow the strange lump on
my tongue, and kept looking down, staring at the rings piercing my
nipples and clitoris. I had heard of girls with piercings before,
of course, and seen them on the internet. Usually they just had
studs, as opposed to the actual rings.

Mrs. James had decided otherwise for me,
though. My nipples and pussy ached, and I examined them gingerly
with my fingers. The rings seemed both thicker (gauge) and wider
than those I usually saw in pictures.

The two in my nipples were big enough to hang
straight down from my stiff nipples, for my breasts were fairly
firm. The other one was actually piercing my clitoral hood, as
opposed to my clitoris, and it kind of framed or encircled my
clitoris as it hung against my bare pussy.

I did not see an opening or a clasp or ball
which would indicate how the rings might be removed.

Mr. James was at the table when I brought out
the tray at exactly six. My mind was more back to normal by then,
less blasted by events, if you will. But I was still naked, gagged
and wearing what were, in effect, a collar and shackles. So
everything I did was overtly sexual and my insides were quite aware
of that.

My pussy and breasts had lost much of their
redness, but the evidence of Mrs. James flogging was still readily
apparent in the multitude of thin red lines still standing out
against my pale flesh.

The first thing I noticed as I wheeled the
tray in was the strange thing sitting on the floor next to his
chair. It looked like a flat black square about two feet by two
feet. There was a sort of short protrusion near the front, kind of
like a very small dildo, though only two inches tall.

I placed his food and wine on the table,
silent, of course, given I still had the ball gag within me, and I
was not surprised to have him point to the little platform next to
his chair.

“Kneel.”

I slid to my knees on the narrow platform,
sitting back on my heels as I had gotten used to.

To sit on your heels is something of a
misnomer, by the way. You can't do it for long, for the pressure
against your feet as you bend them so will gradually make them burn
with pain. So to so sit for any length of time required that you
ease your heels apart until they slid along the sides of your
buttocks and the backs of your feet were pressed to the floor.

Thus you were sitting more on the bottom of
your heels than the tops. This, of course, meant you were
considerably lower than if you were sitting on the backs or tops of
your heels. In fact, it meant my pussy was practically touching the
platform beneath me.

“Forward more,” he ordered.

I moaned indecisively as I eased forward,
looking up at him again with a questioning look.

“Press your hot little pussy against it,” he
ordered, knowing what I wanted.

I didn't want to, for my pussy hurt from the
recent piercing, but I didn't think of disobeying. I eased forward
until I was pressed against the rounded little post, wincing at the
additional pain.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched.”

I obeyed, assuming the position he had had me
take before.

Then the thing between my legs began to buzz,
to vibrate... strongly.

It was stronger than my vibrator, and the
aching between my legs took on a new dimension, a kind of warbling
pain and aching. It was not pleasant, not at first.

“Knees wider, girl,” he said in between
bites.

I shifted my knees wider, feeling the strain
in the tendons in my inner thigh.

The vibrations were uncomfortably powerful,
quite aside from the ache in my pussy from both the flogging and
the recent piercing. And they had a particular affect on the ring,
as if it was vibrating in tandem, all around my clitoris.

He ate, slicing off pieces of roast, and
putting them into his mouth, eying me occasionally. Then he stopped
and snapped his fingers, making me lean forward. He reached behind
me and undid the strap holding the ball gag in place, easing it out
of my mouth. I gasped and licked my lips, breathing deeply through
my mouth.

“Head back,” he ordered.

I arched back again.

“Do you love cock, girl?”

I was breathing harder, my chest fluttering
by then.

“Girl,” he said.

“Y-yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Let me hear you say it,” he said as he cut
into his roast.

“I-I love cock,” I panted.

“Repeatedly,” he said.

“I love cock. I love cock. I love cock. I
love co – .”

“Louder.”

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock! I
love cock! I love cock!”

My entire body felt as if it was vibrating
now, and again I felt that strange sense of resonance with the
rings now resting against my taut breasts, my nipples tingling as
my breath quickened.

I kept chanting the words, wondering how many
times I had to do it. Until he told me to stop, I assumed.

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock! I
love cock!” I said, a dozen times, then a hundred times and still
more as I felt my chest tighten and my belly thrum, as I discovered
I was almost unconsciously grinding my pussy against the
vibrator.

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock!” I
gasped.

I wondered if he wanted to ensure I didn't
become a lesbian like his wife. Then I recalled what she said about
her son, and that he would be able to … to use me, too! God, I
didn't even know him or what he looked like or anything! The
thought that some guy, a guy MY age, would see me like this, would
be able to tie me up and … and do anything he wanted to me suddenly
sent a wild sense of dark hunger through my mind!

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock!” I
groaned, my pussy burning with a hot, aching pleasure as I ground
myself against the vibrator.

“Are you an obedient girl?” he asked,
interrupting me.

“Y-yes, sir!” I gulped.

“I order you not to orgasm without
permission.”

My eyes fluttered and I felt a startled sense
of denial, disappointment and then anxiety. I was very close to
climax by then, and the sexual pressure had built up within me to
that point where I was almost desperate for it!

“Did you hear me, girl?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

I eased back from the vibrator, and he saw
it.

“Forward a little further, girl,” he
said.

I hesitated, trembling a bit.

“Forward, girl,” he growled.

I pushed myself forward against the vibrator,
and tried to focus on the ache, tried to rid my mind of wild, dark
images, tried to restrain all that pressure inside me.

“Do you wish to have an orgasm, girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I whimpered.

“Beg for my permission.”

My mind felt kind of strung out, like I had
been enduring hot, humid air for too long.

“Please may I come, sir?” I gulped.

“No. From such a casual request I don't
believe you wish to climax enough.”

I moaned helplessly, my pussy burning.

“Please may I come, sir!?” I exclaimed.

“That's hardly any better.”

“Please may I come, sir!?”

“Still not adequate,” he said.

I had eased back a little and he noticed
almost immediately.

“Forward more, girl,” he barked.

Groaning, I pushed my pussy against the
vibrator.

“Please may I come, sir!?”

“That's not even a good as the last one.
Perhaps if you demonstrated your humility, I might be convinced to
grant you your wish.”

He pushed back his chair and turned it toward
me.

“Move back,” he ordered.

I eased almost reluctantly back from that
powerful vibrator, my body still trembling with the pent up heat
within me, and he casually pushed it aside with his foot.

“On your belly, girl, bottom high in the air,
as I've shown you.”

I groaned and fell forward onto my belly and
chest, shifting my knees apart in the position he'd previously had
me hold.

“Arms forward,” he said, looking down at
me.

I thrust my hands out before me, my breasts
grinding against the floor, nipples burning.

He raised his right foot and placed it on my
upper arms.

“Lick,” he said.

I stared at his shining leather shoe, the toe
near my mouth, then, moaning, whipsawed by a seething dark sense of
outrage, I leaned in and licked at the toe of his shoe.

“Lick harder, girl.”

I moaned, for my tongue hurt, but I licked up
along the side, up over the top, down along the other side as he
angled his foot from side to side. Then he tilted it up on its heel
and I licked at the underside, my pussy on fire despite not
touching the vibrator.

“Adequate,” he said, drawing his foot
back.

He reached down and grasped a fistful of hair
and I cried out as he literally dragged me forward and then up off
the floor. My knees scrambled for purchase as he yanked me up
across his lap and then slapped my bottom several times
harshly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

An instant later he plunged three fingers
into the sodden depths of my pussy and ground his thumb roughly
across my clitoris.

I came, screaming, bucking, twisting and
sobbing at the intensity of the wild, white-hot flaring eruption of
sensations which flashed through my body and mind!

*

I was tired and achy the next morning, and
doing my normal washing took longer because of the care needed for
the piercings. Then, too, I had additional duties, as had been
communicated to me through my blackberry.

I did a quick inspection of the apartment,
breathlessly trotting around on the high, stiletto heels, my
nipples aching as the tight dress rubbed against them, and then saw
the cleaning ladies out. I was horribly aware that my rings were
quite visible through the thin material, but there wasn't anything
I could do about it.

With them gone I peeled the dress off,
removed the shoes, then hurried to Mrs. James' room with her
morning coffee. I opened the door, went over to her bed, set the
coffee on the nightstand, and wakened her as she'd ordered, by
standing next to the bed and calling her name.

She rolled over and yawned, then looked up at
me. She smiled faintly and pulled the sheets aside to show she
slept naked. She raised her knees and spread them apart, then
jerked her chin in an unmistakeable order.

Gulping, I crawled into bed between her legs
and began to lick her pussy. This to be a quick 'morning lick' as
she said, not a long, drawn out thing, so licked strongly and
repeatedly, ignoring the pain in my tongue. She reached down and
filled her fist with my hair, in the same way Mr. James often did,
grinding me into her pussy, and came within three minutes.

“Get out,” she said with a sigh.

I slid out of bed and closed the door to her
suite behind me, then found my clothes again. An hour later, I was
at Mr. James' bedside, waking him, and then, in much the same way,
crawling into bed and going down on him, taking him into my throat
as he, like his wife, gripped my hair tightly.

Then it was back to finish making his
breakfast. I served him on the terrace, removed my dress, and sat,
as I had the previous day, on the edge of a chair, knees up and
apart, feet balanced on my toes, back arched, fingers interlaced
behind my neck.

After breakfast, however, he handed me a
Porsche key ring, and a business card.

“Go to this address, and tell them you've an
appointment for James,” he said.

The card was for Advanced Laser. I licked my
lips nervously, awash in uncertainty. Was this really a Porsche?
Would I get to drive a Porsche? What would happen if it got
scratched!? And what was this place for? Clearly hair removal,
which was a daunting prospect given where the James' probably
wanted the hair removed from.

He was clear that I had to wear my 'uniform'.
So, blushing hotly, I took the elevator down to the garage – to a
private garage, just as the elevator was private. There were a
dozen cars there, one of which was a red Porsche. I was wearing the
red dress and shoes, as it happened, because I thought it showed
the rings less than the others.

There was private parking for the clinic. I
went inside, gave the name, and was shown to a room with a padded
exam type table, including stirrups. Ten minutes later I was laying
back on it, legs up and apart, dark glasses over my eyes, while two
women used lasers on my pussy!

Fortunately, the thin lines from Mrs. James'
flog had faded by then, but I was still horribly embarrassed, at
first. It was a long appointment for they moved all the way down my
legs, one girl to each leg, and while it wasn't particularly
painful it was … uncomfortable.

Then it was back to the penthouse in time to
start lunch for Mister James.

I knelt on the platform as he ate, my pussy
buzzing as I ground it against the vibrator. When he had finished
eating I begged to be allowed to come, was denied, then had to lick
his shoe again. Instead of being dragged across his lap, however,
he grasped my hair and headed towards the gray room, with me
scrambling along on hands and knees after him!

This time he had me stand, attaching the
padded cuffs on the bar to my wrists. He raised me up onto my toes,
then spread my legs so that I was literally hanging from my wrists!
He removed the butt plug, and instead worked an enormous dildo up
my ass! Even with the slippery lubrication he used I groaned and
gasped and moaned into the ball gag he'd filled my mouth with as he
slowly jammed it deep into my belly!

With that done, he stuffed a similar sized
dildo up my pussy, then left me in place. It was, as usual, silent
in the room – except for a very low voice.

“I love cock!” it said. “I love cock! I love
cock! I love cock!”

It was my voice!

I jerked my head around, staring at where I
through speakers might be hidden, wondering suddenly if he had
managed to record my voice, whether he had recorded, that is, taken
video of me at the same time!

I groaned weakly, spreadeagled in mid-air, my
feet several inches from the floor, wondering how long he'd leave
me to hang. I was quite aroused, and the two dildos jammed achingly
deep inside me did nothing to ease that hunger.

It was about twenty minutes before the door
opened again and Mr. James came inside.

He was not alone.

My eyes widened as I saw the young man who
followed him inside! He looked very much like James, only much
younger, and I realized with a shock that this must be his son!

The younger James, whose name I didn't even
know, was the same height as his father, but his hair was much
thicker, and longer, as well as being a lighter shade. His jaw was
a little stronger, his lips somewhat fuller, and he was lithely
muscled.

His eyes were as wide as mine, I think, as he
stared at me.

I twisted suddenly, violently, or tried to,
but of course, I couldn't really move much at all, and certainly
could do nothing to hide my body from his eyes.

“There's every kind of person in the world,
Michael. You just need to have someone search out the kind you're
interested in,” Mr. James said easily.

“Holy shit!” the younger man said as he
stared at me. “I can't believe this!”

“Why shouldn't wealthy people indulge their
whims?” James said. “Why should we have to seduce and persuade and
beg pretty girls to grant us their favor?”

I doubted the younger James had to do a lot
of begging. He was quite a handsome guy, though my mind shrank from
even looking at him, my face burning hot, mortified at being seen
like this, not only naked but chained up with big dildos protruding
from my pussy and ass!

“The thing to do, of course, is to find a
situation where your needs are met by someone else meeting their
own needs. This girl here has dreamed and fantasized about this
sort of thing for years. So she's the perfect girl, and quite
useful in a variety of ways.”

James moved around behind me, slapping my
bottom sharply, then grasped my hair and jerked my head up and
back.

“You don't have to treat this one gently,
Michael,” he said. “You can have your way with her, treat her
roughly, but you have to bear in mind there's an unspoken bargain
here. Ultimately, she has to like it on some level. Oh, not
everything, of course, but the overall position, the situation. She
has to like it enough to want more.”

He ran his hand over my taut breast, then
downward, caressing my belly.

“Feel how soft her skin is. It's incredible.
Despite all the money men have put into artificial materials over
the decades, nothing comes close to the tactile delight of running
your fingers along a young girl's skin.”

Michael didn't seem to have the steely
arrogance of his parents. Then again, the thought of growing up
with two such parents was daunting. I doubt I'd turn out bold and
brash either.

“Put your hand on her belly,” Mr. James
ordered.

Michael looked reluctant, but then seemed to
brace himself and put his hand on my stomach. I could see him
start, see his eyes lighting up.

“Higher,” his father said.

His hand moved up my body and I heard him
gulp as it slid over my breast. I saw the front of his pants
beginning to bulge as his father released my hair.

“You may introduce yourself to her as you
wish,” he said. “And use her as you desire.”

With that he left the room, closing the door
behind him.

I kept my head down. I couldn't look at him!
I was horribly embarrassed!

He didn't say anything at first, but just
looked at me. He moved around me and I gasped as I felt his hand on
my bare back, felt it sliding slowly up and down, up and down,
caressing my skin.

“Father was right about girls' skin,” he said
finally.

I flinched as he broke the silence.

He moved around in front of me again.

“Do you want me to release you so you can...
go home?” he asked doubtfully.

What I WANTED was for him to go away!

Release me? Send me home? The offer actually
confused me. I lived here. I liked living here. His father had put
me like this and I wasn't about to complain about it and demand I
be released any more than I would have at any of the other things
done to me.

I didn't know how to explain that to him,
especially since I was gagged. Anyway, the thought of talking to
him was too embarrassing just then. I kept my head down.

He moved around behind me again, and I felt
his hand slide up and down my spine, then down to knead my buttocks
before sliding up again – into my hair. I gasped as I felt him grip
my hair and then force my head up and back. He was standing behind
me and to the side, looking at me, and I rolled my eyes up and
away, still too embarrassed to look at him.

“Do you want to be released, girl?” he
asked.

I didn't move, just hung there, avoiding his
gaze, then gasped anew as his other hand slid up and down my belly,
then down between my legs! I felt his finger tracing up and down my
labia where it gripped the thick dildo.

“This is very big,” he said as his fingers
caressed me. “I guess you like them big.”

It's not like it was my idea! I
thought indignantly.

His fingers found my clitoris then, and raw
sensation crackled up through my belly as my stomach fluttered. His
hand skimmed up my belly, then, up under my right breast, cupping
it and squeezing it.

“Very nice,” he said. “Father only gets the
best, of course.”

His fingers plucked and stroked my nipple,
then slid over my ribs and down my spine. I jerked as he gripped
the base of the dildo in my ass and slid it slowly out.

“This is pretty big, too,” he said.

He pushed it back in and I moaned, then
gasped as he pushed it in harder, forcing me to twist and arch
helplessly.

“I love the way your body looks when you do
that,” he said.

He released the dildo and moved around in
front of me again, then gripped my hair and head to raise it up so
my face was pointing directly at him. My eyes darted here and
there, still unable to meet his gaze.

“You're a lovely girl, I think, without this
filling your mouth.”

One of his hands dropped down my body,
sliding from side to side, until he found my pussy once more,
stroking against my skin there.

“Very soft. I guess you lasered it off?”

He gripped the dildo and drew it slowly,
slowly down.

“This is tight,” he said in appreciation.

He pushed it up again and I shuddered,
feeling the ache growing as he pushed it deeper.

But it was a darkly exciting ache!

He pulled it down and slid it back up again,
laying his thumb across my clitoris as he did so. I moaned and he
jerked up on my hair, forcing my head back, and my eyes flitted to
him, meeting his. I felt my pulse flutter and my breathing quicken
as he caught my eyes, pumping the dildo slowly, in short arcs, his
thumb pressing firmly against my clitoris as he did.

He was … changing... in my mind, from a
spectator... to a participant. And that changed my attitude. I
found my awful embarrassment fading away as heat rose within
me.

He shoved it up suddenly, and I cried out
into the gag as he ground it against the deepest part of my pussy,
his eyes still locked on my face. Then he eased it slowly down
again.

“There's this wild... feeling... of freedom,”
he said, partly, I think, to himself, “Like I can do anything I
want to you. I don't have to ask or even care what you think. I
don't have to be polite or … anything.”

He buried the thing inside me and released it
and my hair, cupping my breasts and then squeezing them up and
together. He let his hands slide up and in and caught my nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers. The pads of his fingers brushed
from side to side with my nipples between them.

“Very stiff nipples here, girl,” he said,
then he laughed softly.

“I don't even know your name. I presume you
have a name. But you know what? Not even knowing it or needing it,
that's a very strangely exciting thought.”

He pinched my nipples and then slipped his
fingers into the rings and pulled slowly, watching me as I winced
and grimaced.

“You're just... the girl,” he said softly.
“The hot, sexy girl I can do anything I want with – or to.”

He looked around him, then released my nipple
rings, looking around the room.

“Never came in here before,” he said. “Father
said It was a storeroom full of old clothes. I suppose I should
have known better.”

He moved along the walls and then slid aside
a panel, inspecting the interior.

“My, my,” he said.

He reached in and took out a small riding
crop.

“So father likes to... discipline you, does
he?”

I moaned helplessly, writhing a little, my
arms aching, my body inflamed now.

He walked back to me, holding the small crop.
It was no more than eighteen inches long, quite thin, with a
leather slapper at its tip. He slid the slapper up and down across
my breasts, over my nipples, then down my trembling belly and
between my legs.

He let it rub up and down against my
clitoris, then moved slowly around behind me.

Crack!

I winced as the crop snapped down across my
bottom. It wasn't a harsh blow, but it startled me, and did sting a
bit.

Crack!

The next blow struck harder, and I moaned
into the gag.

Crack!

The third blow was harder still, and I cried
out into the gag.

“Wow,” he said. “The feeling I get...”

Crack!

I moaned, straining against the
restraints.

Crack!

Again I cried out, as the crop slid up and
down along my spine.

Snap!

I squealed as he reached around to slap the
crop against the outside of my right breast!

He chuckled softly.

Snap!

This time it was the left breast, and I
twisted and writhed.

Snap! He struck the right breast.

Snap! The crop hit the side of the
left.

Crack! It cut across my buttocks
sharply!

He moved around in front of me, his face
flushed, his eyes hungry and excited. The crop traced across my hip
and up and down my belly, then the soft, flat slapper at the tip
slapped lightly against my swollen clitoris. Then again, and again,
and again, faster and faster, though not striking hard at all.

Even so, small, sharp, explosive bursts of
sensation ripped through my belly as I twisted and strained against
the restraints.

“So hot,” he said, rubbing the thing against
my clitoris.

He dropped the crop and unzipped his pants,
and I dropped my eyes to see they were bulging! He reached in and
pulled out the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person! My eyes
widened, and he chuckled.

“Having a big cock isn't all its cracked up
to be. I have to work on getting girls ready for entry. Not you,
though,” he said. “Not this time. “Maybe not at all.”

He gripped the base of the dildo and slid it
slowly down and out, holding his own big, long cock in his hand,
rubbing the head against my clitoris.

As soon as the dildo was out he pushed
himself into me, then gripped my buttocks as he drove himself up
deep, deep inside me!

I moaned as I stared at him and as he stared
at me. His fingers dug into my buttocks as he leaned in and began
to kiss and lick the side of my throat. His hips began to work
then, in and out, up and in and down and out, the head jammed deep
inside me with every stroke!

His left hand jerked back on my hair as his
right gripped the base of the other dildo and began to pump it in
and out.

“I am going to enjoy you, girl!” he said
breathlessly. “I am really going to enjoy you!”

He thrust harder, forcing the dildo into me
at the same time, and the billowing heat of pleasure grew inside me
to a trembling, shaking sexual firestorm until with a scream, the
orgasm burned through my mind and my body trembled and shook
against him.

“Oh fuck! You hot little come slut!” he
gasped, chewing on the nape of his neck as he thrust harder still.
“Come for me, baby! Come for your master!”

I screamed in pleasure, every nerve ending
spitting fire as I writhed in the grip of a storm of ecstasy, the
world washed away under that all-consuming fire as I gave myself to
it and reveled in the knowledge more would be coming in the
future.

I wasn't a person any more, at least, I
wasn't to them. I was just a girl, a hot, sexy girl they all lusted
after, wanted and desired. And in that was a kind of freedom for me
to bask in the fire of possession and submission.

Who would call someone 'master', after all?
Who called people 'mistress'?

A slave girl!? I wasn't, of course, but the
idea was scandalously exciting and kinky! And it turned my blood to
fire as Michael James drove his big cock up into my burning belly
and sated his initial lust on my quivering flesh.

Now there were three of them, I thought, with
heady, dazed excitement. What more would happen in the near future?
What wicked, wanton, delicious things would they do to me?!

Only the future would tell.
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