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So... I'm not that great a skier. I told Chad
that right at the start, when we met at the club, when he invited
me to come up to his chalet and do some skiing.

“Hey, it's not hard, and I'll show you.”

So what the fuck. Why not? Hey, who had a
'chalet'? I'd never even seen one. I figured he meant cabin. But
no. Fuck me, he meant a huge chalet, like one of those ones with
massive windows looking out at the snow, and a high peaked roof. I
should have figured when I saw his car was a BMW.

Not that there's not a lot of BMWs around
Bakersfield. That's where I live. It's a fair-sized city, but
nowhere near the ocean, and about two and a half hours north of
LA.

Chad was hot-looking, smooth, cocky, and had
a lithe, athletic body. Add rich to that and there wasn't a lot I
wasn't willing to do.

As to why he invited me, a girl he'd only met
on the dance floor. Well, hey, I might not be rich and smooth but
I'm really good-looking myself. I was wearing this short, tight,
midriff-baring tank top which showed a lot of cleavage, and a
low-riding skirt which showed a lot of thigh.

I mean, when you go clubbing without a guy
you need some bait, right? You need to look hot. I work in an
office as a junior clerk, and believe me I don't wear anything sexy
there. But when I let my hair down (literally) and show off my body
I don't have trouble getting offers.

Most of them are just to fuck me, though.
Offering to take me to a chalet for skiing is not something I get a
lot of.

And it worked out fairly well for the first
day. Chad enjoyed showing me how to ski, the way guys do, you know,
playing the expert. And in bed that night he was okay, if a little
drunk. I mean, he didn't last all that long, but he was clean and
had a nice body and at least made the effort. A lot of guys
don't.

And then the next morning I hurt my ankle
trying to ski.

So where was Chad now? Not here. He'd
shrugged and gone out to play with the other rich people who owned
chalets. There was a pile of them around us the first day, so I was
sure he was busy showing off to some blonde ski bunny now.

And here I was left alone in the chalet.
Yeah, it was a nice place with great views, but I hadn't come up
here to watch TV and surf the internet. I resented it that he'd
been so quick to dump me and go play. But I was resigned to the
fact all he wanted me for was sex. He didn't need me to go skiing
with him to get that.

I had settled in the bedroom rather than
downstairs. The bed was huge and comfortable, and I could prop my
foot up easier. The view from the second-floor window was even
better than from the first floor – and the window was right next to
the bed. And there was a flat-screen in a kind of chest at the foot
of the bed that rose up at the push of a button so I could watch
TV.

So why go downstairs?

Maybe when he came back – probably trailing
his friends, I'd put on some clothes and hop down the stairs to
join them. Though I'd felt kind of out of place the first day, them
all being rich. They chatted about the colleges they went to, and
the places in Europe and Asia and Africa they'd visited, and the
great restaurants in New York and Los Angeles I didn't know.

I've never really gone anywhere. My parents
aren't rich, like theirs. I grew up in an apartment, a rented
apartment. Money was hard to come by. We sure didn't use it going
on vacations to Europe.

Anyway, I was sitting there in my underwear
watching a movie, with a laptop open beside me surfing the
internet, when Chad got back. Or so I assumed. I checked my look,
and tossed the covers aside more. I was wearing a very small purple
thong with thin strings angling up across the hips, and a tank top
without a bra. The tank top was thin and almost but not quite
see-through. It didn't hide the size or shape of my breasts.

There was a brief knock at the door, which
surprised me, because Chad hadn't struck me as overly considerate,
to be honest, and then it opened and a man who wasn't Chad stood
there. In fact, it was a man a lot older than Chad but clearly
related to him. They both had strong jaws. This man's face was more
squarish than Chad's, though. He had broader shoulders and was over
twice his age.

He looked at me in surprise, but not a lot,
and then he looked at me. You know. The way men look at girls in
lingerie.

I looked back in surprise, then gasped and
whipped the sheets over myself as he wandered into the room.

“So,” he said. “Who would you be?”

“I-I-I'm Brooklyn!” I gulped, my voice
squeaking a bit.

My face was hot and red.

“And why, Brooklyn, are you laying in my
bed?”

I could feel my jaw drop.

“Uh... am I?”

“Yes? Unless you're a present from the gods
or something?”

I gulped and tried to sit up.

“I came with Chad!” I exclaimed. “I thought
this was his room!”

He snorted.

“This is the master bedroom. Chad is not even
master of himself. And where is he anyway? What kind of a fool son
have I raised that he'd wander off and leave someone that looks
like you alone in his bed half-naked?”

I flushed anew but felt a little glow of ego
satisfaction. I mean, hey, it was a pretty nice compliment. And he
was an old guy, but pretty good looking, in good shape, and of
course, rich.

“He went skiing,” I said. “I hurt my ankle so
I couldn't go.”

“Hurt your ankle how?”

“Uhm, skiing?”

He gave me a stern look. “Has anyone looked
at it?”

“Oh, I just twisted it a bit. It's …
fine!”

I gasped as he whipped back the covers and
sat down on the edge of the bed! He ignored me, though, looking at
my ankle instead, then reached out and slid a very large, warm hand
down to gently feel along it.

“It's only a little swollen!” I gulped,
squeaking again, and cursing myself silently for it.

I was trying to pull the top of the covers
over the top part of my body even though he was ignoring it. That,
of course, pulled the lower part, too, and he impatiently batted it
back.

“Stop being silly,” he said calmly. “I've
seen what you've got already and what you've got is certainly
nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I blushed, but he continued to stroke my
ankle with his fingers and ignore the rest of me.

I liked what he said, though, and the offhand
way he said it. Like, it was a compliment but he hadn't even meant
it as one. You know what I mean? Like he was just stating a
fact.

“It's not too bad,” he said. “You should have
put something cold on it, though. How long ago did you twist
it?”

“Uhm, yesterday afternoon,” I gulped.

“More than twenty-four hours, then. Cold
probably won't help a lot.”

He turned and looked at me, my face, that is,
not the rest of me.

“Just stay off it as much as you can for a
few days.”

“Uh, I thought I might be able to ski
tomorrow,” I gulped.

“No, not a chance. You'd risk hurting it
worse.”

He let his eyes slide lower, with that calm
look on his face which still showed he appreciated the view. It
was... odd. It wasn't the usual way guys looked at me. I mean,
usually it was either furtive or ogling, with nothing in between.
This was just a calm look at what I had.

That made me flush on the inside. I mean, he
was a good-looking guy and had this deep voice that did strange
things in my chest.

“So, Brooklyn, how long have you known my
son?” he asked.

“Uhm, well, not long,” I said. “I mean, to be
honest, we just met the other day at a club.”

“I see. And how's that going?”

I shrugged helplessly, very self-conscious
under his gaze but not daring to pull the covers over myself
again.

“You haven't made a judgment on a guy who
brings you up here then abandons you when you hurt your ankle?”

I shrugged again, blushing a bit because,
well, yeah, I had.

“You have. Good. Because a guy who does that
obviously is either a dick or just shallow and self-centered –
which is kind of dickish too. Maybe if you hadn't had sex with him
last night he'd be trying harder to please you. But he's obviously
already taking that for granted.”

I flushed and started to object, or try to,
but honestly, it was pointless. This was a smart man.

“Didn't your mother ever tell you that men
won't buy the cow if they can get the milk for free?”

“I wasn't looking to sell myself,” I said
indignantly.

“Of course you were. All girls are. You're
looking for a permanent relationship. That's why you put up with
all the guys like Chad. You have to try them out one after another
to find a match, a fit, someone who isn't too much of a dick.”

“You're calling your son a dick.”

“All twenty-year-old guys are dicks,” he
said. “Great big walking dicks with little on their minds but
fucking and playing. It's the nature of the beast. So tell me about
yourself.”

I gulped, feeling a little alarmed.

“Uh? Me!? I mean, uhm, I'm nobody!” I
exclaimed.

“Everyone is somebody, by definition. Do you
go to school?”

I shook my head uncertainly.

“Why not?”

“Because it costs a lot of money.”

I flushed and felt a surge of resentment.

“You can get loans and grants, you know.”

“And owe a fortune when I'm finished and then
just hope I can find a decent, well-paying job so I can pay it
back. No thanks. Besides, I have no idea what I want to do.”

“How old are you?”

“Nineteen,” I said, wondering why he was
sitting there questioning me.

Maybe because I was in my underwear! He
certainly wasn't hiding his approval of my body. That gave me a
strange flurry of emotions, from anxiety to a kind of breathless
energy. I mean, I was just sitting here, laying back on a pile of
pillows, wearing this tiny top and my thong! And he was sitting
right next to me!

I felt a flutter of sexual energy, of sexual
tension under his gaze.

“So what do you do now?”

I shrugged again. “I'm a junior clerk at an
import company.”

“Like it?”

I gave him a look.

“So what DO you like to do?”

“I dunno,” I said helplessly.

“How much do you make as a clerk?”

I looked at him warily. What was he after
here?

“Why?”

“It's in my nature to fix things, to never be
satisfied with how something works, to always want to improve it,
to improve my life, to improve the lives of those I know. I make a
great deal of money because I'm very good at seeing where things
could be improved.”

“I'm fine,” I gulped.

He let his eyes look down again before
raising them.

“You are indeed.”

I gulped and felt that flutter of energy
again, felt the sexual tension inside myself get worse. Was this
guy really hitting on me?! I mean, I'm his son's … uhm... date!

Sort of.

“So how much do you make? Minimum wage?”

“Fourteen dollars an hour,” I said.

“About two grand a month,” he said. “Less due
to taxes and other deductions.”

I shrugged.

“Do you know what this chalet costs?”

I shook my head, really getting confused.

“Two million seven. I bought it for
occasional use, and for an investment, and to occasionally hold
meetings here which I can deduct on my taxes. I've got a place in
Malibu that costs six times more. I only use that occasionally too.
But it's a good investment. They're not making any more
coastline.”

I looked at him in confusion. Was he
bragging? Because he didn't seem the type.

“Where do you live now? Your parents?”

“I.. have an apartment,” I said.

“Can't be much with what you make.”

“I don't know where you're going with this,”
I said.

He grinned at me.

“I'm in the market for a house sitter,” he
said.

“Uh, a what?”

“Someone who will basically live in the
Malibu place, or shift over to this place, depending on where my
kids might be interested in going at any given time. The insurance
company doesn't like me leaving these places empty.”

“You want … me... to live in a house... a
multi-million dollar house.. in Malibu?!” I asked, gaping at
him.

“I think you'd make a fine addition to the
house,” he said.

He reached out then, with that big hand, and
slid it up along my cheek and through my hair.

“Have to be a salary to go along with it,
though. Say, fifty dollars an hour.”

I blinked, feeling a sense of astonishment
and confusion.

“I work out of San Francisco most of the
time, where our main house is. I don't get to the Malibu place more
than once or twice a month, if that,” he said. “It would be nice to
have the place looked after.”

“I... I... I...!”

I had no fucking idea what to say!

“Fifty dollars an hour would be about
seventy-five hundred dollars a month,” he said. “Or about
eighty-five thousand a year.”

Eighty-five thousand!!?

“Dollars!?” I gasped.

His big hand slid back down along my cheek,
and his big thumb stroked lightly along my lower lip.

I was shocked enough I didn't bat his hand
away.

“I can put you on the payroll as a consultant
or technician or something,” he said.

Was this guy crazy!?

His hand slid down my throat, then down along
my shoulder, down my side – with the thumb stroking lightly along
the side of my breast! It slid lower, along my bare side, and bare
hip and then curved gently over along my thigh, and then I gasped,
grabbing instinctively at his wrist as his hand moved in and cupped
my pussy through the thin thong!

“You know what twenty-year-old guys are not
known for,” he asked softly. “Being skillful, and patient and
knowledgeable in bed.”

His index finger was resting right along the
naked line of my sex, with only the thin fabric of the thong
between it and me! And it was lingerie, not underwear. It was very
thin, and his finger was rubbing gently, right... right...
there!

“I... I... Mister – .”

“Sterling,” he said.

“I... I'm not... I'm not some... some –
.”

“Everyone has a price, beautiful. Life is all
about trading something you give for something you can get. And
when the thing you can get is worth more to you than what you
give... then the deal is struck.”

He leaned in, his other hand sliding through
my hair, and then gripping it behind my head. I gasped as he tilted
my head up just as he bent forward. His mouth met mine, his lips
seeming to melt against me, even as they pushed insistently against
me. I felt my lips giving way almost instinctively, as if I was
surrendering to his need.

His lips moved moistly against mine even as
his finger rubbed me down there, and his tongue dipped out
to delicately brush against me.

My mind was absolutely spinning. This was
Chad's father! And he was offering me a job for a ridiculous amount
of money and to live at a big house in Malibu! And what he wanted
in exchange was... obvious!

But I had never even thought about giving my
body to someone for a job or... or money... or anything! Well,
except in flights of fancy. It was wrong! On the other hand, God
that was a lot of money! And living in Malibu!? On the coast!? In a
fucking mansion!?

And by the way, this guy knew how to kiss! I
had tried to pull away at first, but his hand held me by the hair
while his mouth kind of gently... ravaged me! I'd never been kissed
like this before! Chad sure as fuck wasn't nearly as good a
kisser!

And that hand rubbing me was producing a
growing thrum of energy down there! It moved up and I didn't try to
stop it since that was – in theory – what I had been trying to do.
But as soon as it moved up enough his fingers pushed down inside
the elastic band at the top of my thong and found my bare
flesh.

I gasped aloud into his mouth, my hips
jerking convulsively at the touch. At the same time, my legs jerked
apart out of pure instinct! I felt my heart pounding as my pulse
raced. And his finger rubbed me in a circular motion the thrumming
pressure inside me grew way more intense, and flooded up through my
belly and into my chest!

I felt myself starting to shake, and I
abruptly realized I was feeling more... aroused, more excited than
I had during the previous night with Chad. And all his father had
done so far is kiss me and rub my clit!

Why!?

Because that had been just routine sex. No
different than usual. Some kissing, groping, some sucking of his
cock, then fucking, and then done. Nothing set it apart from any
other guy I'd fucked. He was better than some, worse than
others.

Not that I'd fucked a lot of guys, you
understand. I mean, I'm talking like, five.

But I'd sure never fucked a guy like Mister
Sterling!

And I barely knew him! And he was old! And he
was offering me a fucking fortune!

He pulled his lips away from mine and I
gulped, heart pounding wildly as he looked at me. Then he dropped
his gaze, and his hand, gripped my thong, and peeled it down my
legs and off!

I squealed, instinctively, and clapped my
hands over myself.

He grinned, then gently lifted my left leg,
which was the one with the bad ankle, and pulled it aside. Way
aside! He got into bed and knelt before me, then dropped low and
began to lightly nibble at my thigh!

Holy fuck!

He kissed my inner thigh, moving upward. Then
he kissed the backs of my fingers as I held them against myself. He
gripped my hands and gently but firmly pulled them apart, then. He
held them down and then his tongue licked up the neat line of my
sex!

“Fuck!” I gasped.

“Eventually,” he replied.

He slid his tongue down harder, then licked
right over my clitoris. His hands abandoned my wrists and gripped
my thighs, his thumbs spreading the lips of my sex. Then his tongue
and lips moved directly against my clitoris.

None of the guys I'd had sex with had been
terribly interested in performing oral sex on me. And the ones that
were hadn't done much of it and hadn't done it very well.

I was lost in the sensations Mister Sterling
was giving me almost from the start! His tongue licked seriously
against me, sweeping up and down, side to side, and around and
around! Every now and then he'd press his lips in and suck
rhythmically too.

My whole lower body was starting to burn like
fire!

Then he shifted his right hand and a long,
thick finger pushed up inside me. Now when guys put their fingers
in me it usually hurts, mostly because they do it before I'm very
excited. Also, they push it in too fast. Mister Sterling slid his
in gently and then began to kind of rub the pad of his finger up
and down against the top of my sex.

I shuddered and lay my arms back, basically
surrendering to the wild rush of sensation which was overpowering
my mind. I stared at him, gulping in the air, as he added a second
finger. And they were thick enough to make me groan, as thick as a
few of the cocks which had pushed into me, to be honest.

He rubbed and pressed against the top wall of
my sex, against the underside of my abdomen, actually, even as he
licked on my clitoris which was above them.

The sensations made my entire body tremble
with the pressure inside it. My mind was melting in the heat and
pleasure of it. And then the orgasm hit and I cried out in helpless
pleasure, my hands jerking down atop his head as my hips began to
buck up against his fingers and mouth.

It was an incredible orgasm! It just blew me
away and left me dazed, my body trembling and shaking on the bed as
he licked and sucked and fingered me all through it!

And I thought WowWowWow! Is this what
sex is supposed to be like!?

It left me breathless, my chest heaving as he
rose up on his knees. He grinned at me, then reached for my tank
top and peeled it up and off.

“Gorgeous,” he said, admiring my breasts.

I stared up at him, eyes wide.

I can't believe I'm doing this! I
thought dazedly.

He peeled his sweater up and over his head,
dropping it behind him, and I felt this dark, animal jolt of
admiration. He had a powerful chest! It wasn't shaved like Chad's.
It was a man's chest! And it appealed to something animal inside
me.

He jerked the covers wider and moved me
further from the side of the bed by simply lifting me and moving
me.

“Now then, I can't have you interfering with
my work again,” he said sternly.

What? What... what did he mean?

“I... I don't – .”

He grinned and got out of bed, then removed
his shoes and socks. He went to a dresser and opened it, pulling a
tie out. A tie?

He climbed into bed, kneeling between my
spread thighs.

I felt another of those strange rushes of
animal heat, having this big, powerful man kneeling right there
while I lay down naked with my legs spread!

He gripped my wrists and pulled them up and
then put them down on my stomach, crossing them. Then he took the
tie and looped it around my wrists and tugged it tight.

I gasped and tried to pull my wrists free but
he swept the tie around and across and around and across.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I gasped!

“Keeping you from interfering.”

“But... but – .”

“And adding a little bit of dark thrill to
things.”

He tied my wrists together! And then he
lifted them up and back over my head and tied the tie to the
headboard!
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Holy shit!

Sterling slid forward atop me, then, and his
lips came down firmly against mine as his muscled chest pressed
against my breasts!

I moaned into his mouth, then gasped as I
felt his hand come in between us, cupping and kneading my breast. I
noted again that he didn't squeeze it harshly the way most boys
did. He was squeezing it firmly but much more gently.

This guy knew what to do in bed!

His fingers continued to knead my breast as
we kissed. Then he moved downward, and his mouth encircled my
swollen nipple. His lips closed, and he began to suck even as his
tongue teased my nipple.

I shuddered, then gasped as his teeth bit
lightly into the soft flesh of my breast. His other hand was
kneading my other breast as his right hand slid down and began to
finger my clitoris again.

I was... bewildered. I was having sex with a
guy I didn't even know, who was way older than anyone I'd ever even
considered having sex with, and my body was crackling with sexual
electricity! Not to mention my wrists were tied to the fucking
headboard!

He made my breasts swell and burn as he
shifted his lips from one to the other and back again, taking his
time. Then he licked and chewed his way back down to my pussy and
began to drive me insane again there as his fingers slid into
me.

He rose up and back onto his knees and then
jerked his pants and shorts down. I gaped as his cock sprang up,
hard and thick and red, and thick, and long, and... and... Did I
mention thick!?

It was most definitely the biggest cock I'd
ever seen in my life. And I gaped at it as it lay along my abdomen.
It looked like, if it was going to go into me it would have to
practically thrust its way through my stomach!

I stared breathlessly as he gripped it in his
hand and let the head rub up and down along the line of my sex. He
pressed harder and harder, spreading me open, rubbing it against my
clitoris so that I gasped and whimpered. Then he found the angle
and began to push against me. The pressure grew and eased, grew and
eased, but it never relented.

I could feel the ache in the mouth of my sex
growing as the pressure slowly forced me wider and wider. I let out
a little cry as the sting grew worse just as the head of his cock
sank into me. I stared at the sight of my sex gripping him so
tautly, amazed.

He took my legs and gently lifted them up
into the air. He took particular care with my left leg, as he
forced my legs back against my shoulders, my feet over my head! He
spread them wider, wide enough the tendons in my thighs ached, then
his cock pushed deeper, slowly, as if it had to grind its way
through my opening.

I stared at it, entranced, watching the shaft
disappearing inch by inch, feeling the head going deeper and deeper
into my quivering body.

“Oh God! Oh God! OhgodOhGod!OhGod! OhGod!” I
gasped.

His cock slid deeper and deeper, stretching
the elastic walls of my sex wide as it pushed up inside me.

I cried out as the head jammed against what
felt like the back wall of my pussy. He felt so deep inside me! He
drew back and pushed forward again. And again. And again! He wasn't
in a huge hurry, which was... a new experience to me. Guys were
usually awfully eager to pound themselves into me.

He was being gentle, but... at the same time,
my wrists were tied above my head, and his big hands on my legs
were very firm, forcing them back more as he leaned forward. He let
his heavy body force my legs back so they were pressing against my
shoulders, crushing my breasts against my ribs as he kissed me.

His hips ground against me, then rose and
fell, rose and fell, ground against me, and rose and fell. Again,
it wasn't like with the guys I'd had sex with. And that mouth of
his was devouring me again! I just let my lips part and gave myself
to that incredible kiss!

But under his weight, tied up, with him
inside me, I felt utterly and completely owned by him! I was
helpless and his to do with as he chose! It wasn't even something I
thought, just a... a feeling, and I'd never had it with guys
before!

The head of his cock was hitting the back
wall of my pussy hard enough to ache, but not hurt. It kept jabbing
against me, then pausing as he ground himself into me, then jabbing
against me again.

I was feeling an incredible rush of
sensations, especially every time he thrust his big cock into me.
My body was pulsing with heat and sexual energy, and a growing
sense of wonder was filling my mind.

He began to thrust harder, then straightened
his arms, lifting his body above me. He let my legs up and back,
though, propped against his chest and shoulders. His hands kneaded
my breasts as he thrust into me.

“Tell me you're my bitch, Brooklyn.”

I gasped, staring up at him in confusion.
Words? I was supposed to talk? I was too fixated on the sex.

He gripped my nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers and pinched them, tugging them up so they stung.

“Ow! Ow! Don't!”

“Tell me you're my bitch, little girl.”

Oh wow! This was nasty and hot!

“I-I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

He rolled and pinched my nipples.

“Say 'I'm your bitch, Mister Sterling, sir,”
he growled.

Yikes. This was wicked!

“I'm your bitch, Mister Sterling, Sir!” I
gasped.

He dropped a hand down my belly and his thumb
started to stroke my clitoris, sending another rush of sensation
through my body.

“Beg me to fuck you harder.”

“Please... fu-fuck me harder!” I moaned.

He pinched my nipple again.

“Say sir,” he ordered.

“Ow! Please fuck me harder, Sir!” I
cried.

And then he did, grinning, pushing my knees
back again, his hips moving faster and harder, rolling from side to
side. And then somehow or other his hips were slapping against my
buttocks as he buried every inch inside me! It ached, but it ached
in a dark, thrillingly hot way that made me shudder and moan.

He drove my legs back over my shoulders
again, back into my shoulders, folding me, bending me, crushing me
as he held his arms straight so his body was above me. His hips
slapped against my buttocks hard enough to send me down into the
mattress and bounce me up to meet his next thrust!

I was being pounded!

And then the second orgasm flared up into
existence, growing into an all-consuming howl of pleasure and
passion as I cried out in dazed ecstasy!

He leaned into me, abandoning my legs since
his own chest would pin them back. He gripped my hair and crushed
my lips with his. His other hand went down around my throat, and I
gasped into his mouth as I stopped being able to breathe! My eyes
bulged and my head felt ready to explode as the orgasm screamed
higher and higher. My entire body was vibrating with the intensity
of the incredible orgasm consuming my mind!

I felt even more in his control, his bitch,
as he crushed me beneath him and hammered his hips into me so hard
I was bouncing and shaking. His cock was a hard, hot spear of flesh
driving achingly deep into my belly with every powerful thrust!

I just... surrendered myself to it all,
laying back as if floating, basking in the rapture of that
screaming, endless wave of pleasure rippling through my mind and
body.

His cock kept thrusting into me and my mouth
was wide as I gulped for air and moaned helplessly. This was the
first time I'd ever come with a guy before! And boy, was it ever a
big one! Just like his cock.

“Hot, sexy little girl,” he said.

He buried himself in my aching, throbbing
pussy and ground himself slowly against me, then he slid his hand
up along my jaw and let his thumb caress my lower lip. It pushed
forward into my mouth and I was... confused.

“Close your lips.”

I did so, and he pumped his big thumb slowly
in and out.

“Lick.”

Wow! This was all so wild to me!

I licked his thumb, then sucked on it, too,
as if it was a cock in my mouth.

He had eased back some, though his cock was
still buried inside me. He grinned at me and his left hand kneaded
my breast as his right dropped down so his now slick thumb could
rub my clitoris. I moaned again, staring down at it, then up at
him.

My legs were propped up and back by his
chest, my feet in the air on either side of his head.

“Do you like my cock, little girl?”

Was I supposed to answer that?! Was I
supposed to talk!?

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

He drew his hips back, his cock back, the
thick, hard length sliding slowly back out of me until only the
head was inside, then he thrust it slowly back in as I stared,
spellbound.

He kneaded my breasts with both hands now as
he slowly fucked me, his fingers caressing my nipples, then rolling
them, plucking and massaging them.

“You have the best breasts I think I've ever
seen,” he said. “And I've seen a lot.”

I could believe that, given his looks, his
body, and his money!

He drew his cock out of me completely and
then let it slide up so it was laying on my abdomen and belly. I
stared at it, wondering where such a big cock had even found room
inside me!

Then he slid backward on the bed, his hands
coming off my breasts onto my legs. He lowered and spread them
wide, again taking care not to move the one with the injured ankle
very suddenly. I gasped as the tendons in my thighs were strained
by how wide he forced my legs.

Then he was down on his belly between my legs
and his tongue began to work on my clitoris again. Holy fuck! Why
was he doing this again!? Not that I minded, you understand! But in
my experience, guys went down on me as a sort of obligatory chore
they wanted to get through before they could fuck me. No one had
ever stopped fucking me to start licking me again!

He wasn't just licking, either. His lips
closed on my clitoris, massaging it, sucking rhythmically, his
tongue poking out now and then as I felt the wild dark heat
spreading through my body. He shifted to licking me once more and I
closed my eyes, my back arching as I tried to roll my hips up at
him.

Then he was on his knees again, his big cock
making me ache deliciously as it slowly pushed into my body. He
slid his heavy body atop me, gripped my hair firmly, and then
kissed me as he settled into place. His hips rolled up and down and
from side to side, and he fucked me with hard, steady thrusts that
soon had me in a feverish sexual heat.

I came again! It shocked and delighted me,
and I cried out as he crushed my lips with his and kissed me
savagely while his cock speared up into my trembling, overheated
body!

*

I was still full of doubt about what I was
doing. But I was too excited to say no. Going to live in LA, in
Malibu, in a beach house, and being paid fifty dollars an hour was
too incredible to turn down. I should have felt more guilt, even
shame, because I knew what was really happening was he was paying
me to be his... bitch.

Like a whore.

But given how incredible the sex had been I
just couldn't feel much guilt. I'd have sex with Mister Sterling
anytime! For nothing! Fuck, if I had money I'd pay him! So it
didn't really feel as if he was selling my body for money.

I didn't even have to drive to LA! He
arranged for me to fly there in his private jet! Holy fuck! I'd
never even flown before and now I was flying in a private jet! I
dare you to say you'd turn all that down! Go ahead!

I was met at the small airport just outside
LA by a guy driving a chauffeur-driven limousine! Wooooow! He put
my stuff into the trunk, then drove me to the coast, and finally
stopped before a pair of gates, which slowly opened. We drove into
a small parking area and he got out and helped me out.

The doors opened of what looked like a kind
of plain-looking two-story house, and a slender blonde guy in a
suit greeted me.

“Ms. Foster? Do come in. My name is Jefferson
Wild. I'm one of Mister Sterling's assistants. I'll show you
around.”

I blushed a little, wondering what he knew,
and what he thought. But I was too excited to really care much as I
entered the house.

It was way fancier on the inside than the
outside! The floors were marble, and the ceilings were eighteen
feet high. The rooms were huge, and the view of the Pacific Ocean
through huge glass walls was insanely gorgeous!

“Call me Jeff,” he said.

“I'm Brooklyn,” I gulped.

“Brooke?”

I shrugged.

“Well, welcome to Malibu, home of the stars.
And you can see why.”

He waved his arm at the view out through the
glass wall. Then he went to it and pressed a button and the wall
slid aside. The whole wall! He led me out onto a huge deck with a
pool and hot tub.

“Wow!” I gasped.

“Not bad, huh?”

He showed me a stairway that lowered to the
beach, then rose again at the touch of a button.

“Unfortunately, it's public access.
California doesn't allow private beaches. But it's not like there
are a lot of poor people living around here. So we don't get a lot
of visitors.”

I, of course, was poor. So I kept my mouth
shut.

He led me back into the house, then showed me
the kitchen and then the games room, with a pool table and upright
video games and pinball machines against the wall. He led me along
the hall to a closed door.

“Mister Sterling's office. You don't need to
enter.”

I nodded.”

We looked in on a den, then home gym which
had tons of fancy equipment.

“Make sure you work out regularly. Mister
Sterling will pay for a trainer to come and visit and set up an
exercise routine for you.”

“Oh wow, really?! Cool!” I said.

I thought he was being very generous, then I
realized he just wanted me to keep in shape because... he was
paying for a hot girl, right?

There was a hot tub and sauna adjacent to the
gym, as well as a massage table for visiting masseuses, I
figured.

“Do you know how to give massages,
Brooke?”

“Uh... uhm, not really,” I said
uncertainly.

“We'll have someone come and teach you,” he
said.

I blushed at that, because... how much did he
know anyway? What was he thinking?

Next came the home theater, with a big screen
on the wall and a projection system attached to the roof and
controlled by a computer. He sat down with me to show me how it
operated and put a manual on the table.

We went upstairs and he passed by another
pair of closed doors.

“The master bedroom,” he said.

I nodded anxiously and he led me further up
the hall.

“This is Chad's bedroom when he's here,” he
said, pointing to a room on the right. “And this will be your
room,” he said, pointing at another one.

My room was ginormous! It was bigger than my
apartment! And it had a walk-in closet all the clothes I owned
couldn't half fill! Not to mention a huge bathroom which
glittered!

“You may make what changes you wish to this
room,” he said. “But the rest of the house should be kept largely
unchanged. A crew comes in to clean once a week. They're very fast
and efficient.”

He showed me out onto a small deck through
the glass wall of my room which slid aside, then leaned against the
rail.

“You'll get a text message warning you when
Mister Sterling is expecting to arrive,” he said. “You must ensure
you're available at that time.”

“Okay,” I said, blushing again.

“Mister Sterling might, from time to time,
send you things to wear,” he said. “It would be a good idea to wear
that when he arrives.”

Yeah, there wasn't much doubt this guy knew
what was up.

I suddenly realized, given how well-practiced
and comfortable this guy was, that this probably wasn't the first
time he'd done this.

“This doesn't seem like the first time you've
shown this place around,” I said.

He smiled slightly. “No, nor likely to be the
last.”

“How long did the uh... other... people
stay?”

“It varies. Mister Sterling is a wealthy man.
He doesn't feel he needs to make compromises. The best path to a
long stay would be to accommodate him in whatever he desires and
obey his directives quickly and faithfully. Then again, isn't that
the way most jobs are? I assure you it is with my job.”

“Mister Sterling is a very attractive man,” I
said. “I mean... uh – .”

“Why isn't he married? As I pointed out, he's
a man who doesn't want to make compromises. Marriage is about
compromise, sharing power. Mister Sterling likes what he likes and
that's that. He doesn't share power. With anyone.”

He waved his hand at the beach and ocean.

“This is a gorgeous place. Please Mister
Sterling and you'll stay here for quite some time, perhaps long
enough to accumulate the money to buy a place of your own. Oh, not
a place like this, perhaps, but there are a lot of lovely condos in
LA with views of the ocean.”

He ushered me back inside.

“Mister Sterling is a conservative type,” he
said. “He generally doesn't like new things. As long as what he's
got pleases him he's not likely to go shopping for something
better. He wears shirts he wore ten years ago. Why change, is his
motto. As long as it fits and is comfortable... and looks
good.”

He led me back into the kitchen and pointed
at a list on a counter.

“This is my phone number, as well as other
contact numbers. If you have a problem with something, call the
appropriate number and it will be taken care of.”

He put a set of keys on the list.

“Keys to the house. There's an Audi in the
garage you can use.”

“I can't drive!” I exclaimed.

He shrugged. “You have lots of time on your
hands. Call a driving school and learn.”

He went to the front door and pointed at the
alarm panel.

“What's your birthday?” he asked.

“Uh, why?”

“I'll set it as one of the alarm codes.
You're more likely to remember it.”

He plugged my birth date in and had me think
of a code word in case I set it off by accident and the alarm
company called. Then he was gone, leaving me... alone. Alone and in
possession of this incredible, glorious, enormous house on the
beach!

HO-LY fuck!

I walked all around it, elated, looking into
every nook and cranny. And that included the master bedroom. It
wasn't locked and I was curious. Boy, the size of his walk-in
closet was huge! The master bathroom was amazing! Wow! It was the
biggest bathroom I'd ever seen.

I wandered back up the hall to my bedroom
where I discovered that the chauffeur guy had delivered my bags and
boxes. So I unpacked, put on a bikini, and wandered outside onto
the deck. I dipped my toes in the water of the pool and let myself
pretend I was rich and this was my house.

The house on the left of this one, which
might have looked at the pool, was blocked by a row of tall, green,
narrow potted trees. The one on the other side was blocked by an
outcrop of rock, for we were on a low hillside. That meant no one
could see me. I swam back and forth a few times, vowed to get some
inflatable toys, maybe a mattress to lay on like some rich
bitch.

Then I got daring and swam naked for a
bit.

I wondered how often Sterling would show up.
And what to do in the meantime. Well, I could take driving lessons.
I went down to the garage and looked at the Audi. It was sleek and
gorgeous and black. Yeah, I wanted to drive this!

I came inside and continued to explore. The
den was locked. But I checked out the theater and found an
easy-to-use menu on the computer which controlled it. It had just
about every streaming service there was. Not to mention top-tier
cable. I guess if you're a zillionaire you don't need to pick and
choose.

The downstairs had several large storage
rooms, a door to the beach, a big room with stuff like the furnace
and water treatment, and HVAC systems. There was also a pump and
filter thing for the pool. I found another couple of locked rooms
and wondered what was in them, then some kind of tool room or
workshop. I wondered if Sterling used it. I mean, wouldn't he just
call someone to fix anything?

There was some food in the kitchen, but not a
lot. Or at least, not a lot that would rot or go bad. There was,
however, a contact number on the list for food. It also had a
website to order stuff. On the other hand, that Wild guy had given
me a credit card, which he said belonged to the house. I didn't
know how a house could own a credit card, but he said I could
charge anything I ordered, including food on it.

So why would I make my own food when I could
order it for free!?

Exactly!

So I got to act like a rich bitch and order
whatever I felt like and have Doordash deliver it. I paid with the
card and then ate on the deck. I went inside, watched some TV, then
put on my bikini and went down to the beach to walk along the ocean
and watch the sunset.

What a fabulous day! The only way it would
have been better would have been if I could have showed everything
off to my friends. But there was no way I could explain what I was
doing here without causing a lot of suspicion and rumors.

I was in the theater later when I got a text.
It wasn't from Sterling, though, but from Wild. It said a trainer
would be stopping by at ten the next morning. Then, at noon, a
woman named Golov would be coming by to teach me etiquette. Like,
huh? Then I got another text. A masseuse would be stopping by the
following day to teach me massage. Then a woman named Raven Smith
would be coming to teach me dancing.

It looked like I'd at least be busy.

Dancing? I already knew how to dance, but I
figured that meant the sort of dancing old people did. You know,
like, formal type dancing?

I slept like a princess that night and woke
up not long after dawn. I went out front, had a smoothie, then put
on my bikini and wandered along the beach enjoying the rising
sun.
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The trainer, when she arrived, was a tall,
athletic blonde woman in her mid to late twenties named Shauna. She
had very short hair and a skintight Lycra workout outfit which
showed a fabulously fit body. She was all business, though, and
seemed to know the way to the gym.

“Well, you can't exercise in that,” she said,
looking at my jeans.

“Sure I can.”

She gave me the evil eye.

“Don't contradict,” she growled. “What do you
have in the way of exercise wear.”

“Uh... nothing.”

She snorted. “I'll have Mister Wild order you
something.”

“I can get stuff. I just was – .”

“Take off your clothes.”

“Huh?”

“I want to see your muscles, to see what
needs to be worked on,” she said. “I can't do that through your
clothing.”

“Uh...”

“Surely you're not shy,” she said.

“I'm not shy but uh, I'm just not used to
...”

“I get paid by the hour. Snap it up,
girly.”

I'm not the brightest but it seemed obvious
to me this woman wasn't worried about me firing her, or even
complaining to anyone who could.

“You have some kind of attitude,” I grumbled,
peeling my tank top off.

“I do indeed. That's why I get the big bucks.
I get to pick and choose among those who want my services. You
could learn from me.”

What did that mean!? Did she know... that I
was... uh... like... an 'employee' for Mister Sterling?!

That would explain her rudeness.

I felt self-conscious, then, not just because
she seemed to be a dyke but because I suspected she thought I was
some kind of, well, paid whore.

I undid my jeans and slid them down and off,
blushing under her eyes. I was wearing lingerie because, well, it
made me feel sexy. It was a lacy black thong along with a matching
bra.

She looked me up and down.

“I don't think you can exercise in that
either. You must have something stronger. Maybe a bikini.”

“Yeah but...”

“Make a muscle.”

“What?”

She took my arm and drew it up and out.

“Make a fist.”

I did that while she dug her fingers into my
biceps – such as they were.

“Phht. Hardly any muscle at all,” she said
dismissively.

“Yeah, well, I'm a girl,” I muttered.

“And I am what?”

A dyke, I thought but didn't say it.

She took both my hands in hers.

“Squeeze my hands as hard as you can.”

I did that, feeling self-conscious again as
she looked at me. I knew I couldn't squeeze very hard.

“Phht, weak,” she said.

I glared at her and she ran her hands over my
shoulders, squeezing them, then put a hand against my stomach.

“Draw in your stomach muscles.”

“Huh?”

“Squeeze in,” she said, poking her finger at
my stomach.

“Ow!” I complained.

She sniffed and dropped to her knees right in
front of me. Given I was sure she was a dyke that made me
self-conscious again, especially given I was wearing a lacy little
thong. But I also felt this strange little flutter of... not
exactly excitement, but definitely something sexual.

I mean, I was practically naked, right? Plus,
she was acting very mannish. And I suspected she was a dyke.
Sterling had been the first guy to perform oral sex on me, and it
had been great. But how well would a lesbian do it? I couldn't help
wondering.

Her hands slid along my thighs, but
clinically, not romantically, digging into my legs. Then she got up
and took my arm, turning me around. Her hand cupped my buttocks and
before I could squeal and move away she slapped my ass
stingingly.

“Pah, flabby and weak,” she said.

“Ow! Hey!” I exclaimed.

“Get a bathing suit on. Something to hold
these in place,” she said, poking a finger into the center of my
left breast.

“I could have you fired, you know!”

She laughed, grabbed my arm, spun me around,
and slapped my butt again.

“No, you can't, deary. But if you don't
cooperate I'll put you across my knee and spank that pretty little
bubble butt of yours.”

I gaped at her. “You wouldn't dare!”

“Oh wouldn't I?” she asked in amusement.
“Here's a word to the wise, sweetie. Mister Sterling will
definitely find cause to turn you across his knee. So you'd
better not be shocked by a spanking.”

She smirked and I felt my face redden.

“I... you... he...”

“Don't sputter, deary.”

She took my arm and half dragged me out of
the gym, then down the hall and upstairs.

“Which is yours?”

“I... hey! I can find it myself!”

“You can do some things yourself.
Congratulations. But what you need to learn is to do as you're
told. That's what will make you successful at this job.”

She pulled me through the open door of my
bedroom and over to the nearest dresser.

“Hey!”

She turned and eyed me. “Want that
spanking?”

I stared at her. Surely she didn't really
mean... that was ridiculous!

“Where's your bathing suits. You must have a
few.”

I glared at her and opened the drawer. She
ruffled through them and took the black one, then thrust it at
me.

“Put it on.”

“Maybe you could wait outside,” I
snapped.

“I want to see your breasts.”

“Yeah, I'll bet you do!”

She grinned.

“I want to see what kind of work they
need.”

“My breasts don't need any work, thank you!”
I exclaimed.

“Do they sag?”

“No!”

She sighed and shook her head.

“If you haven't figured it out by now, kid,
your body is what's being paid for. The better shape it's in the
longer you'll have your... job. Saggy boobs don't please anyone. So
one of your primary exercises is going to be to strengthen your
chest muscles to hold the girls in place.”

She poked both my breasts with the index
finger of both hands then and I yelped and stumbled back.

“So let's see the merchandise.”

I glared but undid my bra and removed it,
then blushed furiously as she looked at my breasts.

“Pretty good,” she said almost reluctantly.
“Nice and firm for their size.”

Damn right, bitch!

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I say so and because you'll get a
slap on the bottom if you don't.”

I gulped and obeyed.

“Very good look,” she said.

It was freaky and weird having some strange
woman examining my breasts like this! I mean, it would be one thing
if she was a doctor or something, but she was some kind of exercise
trainer! And she was a lesbian! And here I was posing topless while
she looked at my boobs! That made my chest tighten and sent a
shimmering wave of sexual electricity through my body.

“Very nice breasts,” she said. “I can see
what Mister Sterling sees in them.”

I blushed even harder.

“Lower your arms to your sides.”

I did so.

“Stand straight. Never slouch. Now bounce up
and down a little.”

“What?!”

“I want to see how strong the muscles are.
The alternative is I could feel them.”

I gulped and bounced a little.

“Pretty good. They don't shake too much. But
then you're young. Well, we'll work on them so that they stay
looking like this for many years to come.”

She at least let me put my bikini bottom on
alone! Then I followed her back to the gym. My embarrassment eased,
though I kept watching her looking at me and wondering just how
clinical she was being. I mean, I was sure she was a lesbian!

And she clearly thought I was Sterling's fuck
toy. Which... I guess... I sort of was.

She had me do squats, which she
matter-of-fact told me would help tighten my vaginal muscles, for
example.

The exercises were exhausting, though. And I
kept feeling this sexual tension as she looked at me and touched
me. Especially since she slapped my butt several times when she
didn't think I was doing what she wanted me to do. There wasn't
anything I could do about it. She was bigger and clearly way
stronger. Kind of like a guy.

She worked on my chest muscles, explaining
how they would keep my breasts firm, and other muscles to keep my
butt trim and my thighs looking good. It was like she was really
just having me do exercises to make me look hot and sexy. Which, by
the way, I didn't mind. But it was kind of embarrassing given she
clearly thought I was some kind of paid slut.

Which I kind of was.

I was exhausted, panting for breath and
sweating by the time she called a halt to the exercise.

“Feeling sore and tired?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Good. That means you've been working. Do the
same things every day.”

She took my arm and led me past the massage
table and into the little hall behind it. She did something to the
controls on the wall, then slid aside the door to the sauna and
pulled me inside.

“Uh, that's okay,” I gulped.

She just pulled me in anyway.

“Your muscles are going to be sore later if
you don't,” she said. “That means they'll be even worse tomorrow
morning and you won't do the exercises.”

“I will!” I gulped.

She smirked and shoved me down on one of the
benches, then sat down on the one near the door.

“I'm not scared of you,” I gulped.

“Yes you are,” she said with a smirk. “You
think I'm a dyke and I'm going to have my wicked way with you.”

“I do not!” I exclaimed.

“That's good. Because I'm not a lesbian.”

“You're not?”

She laughed. “Why would you think I was?
Because of the haircut? I do exercise sessions all day. You think I
want long hair when I have to shower so often?”

She flipped my long hair out with her
fingers.

“Uhm, I guess not,” I said.

“You don't know what you've gotten into, do
you?”

“I don't know what you mean,” I said
warily.

“You need to learn how to be a good,
obedient, disciplined girl. That's what Sterling likes. That
includes not being embarrassed of your body or afraid of a little
sex.”

“I'm not embarrassed or afraid of sex!”

“Oh really? Take off your bikini top.”

I glared at her. Maybe she was a dyke. Then
again, she'd already seen my boobs. I stripped my bikini off
defiantly.

“Your face is getting red,” she said,
grinning.

“It is not! Anyway, it's getting hot in
here!”

She undid her sneakers, unzipped her Lycra
outfit, stood up, and peeled it down her body, stepping out of it.
She casually peeled off her sports bra and her thong and then
simply sat down naked as I blushed.

She smirked at me, not even keeping her legs
together.

She had a nice body, though kind of muscly.
Her breasts were small and hard. Her legs were long and
muscled.

She lay back against the next highest bench,
completely comfortable in her nudity.

I shrugged. I was starting to sweat more as
the steam built up.

“I've trained other girls for Sterling,” she
said.

“Y-You have?”

“Uh-huh. It's a pretty good gig, living here
and getting everything free. But Sterling is a dominant. He likes
submissive women. Are you submissive?”

I looked at her blankly.

“Obedient?”

“I don't know. I mean, he's the boss so –
.”

“Come here. Sit on my lap.”

“No way!”

“Would you say that to Sterling?”

“You're not him!” I exclaimed.

“Ah, but I'm acting for him.”

“Only to teach me exercises.”

“I'm a trainer,” she said. “So I'm helping
train you. And if you disobey Mister Sterling he'll pull you across
his lap and spank you.”

“Yeah well, I'd like to see him try!”

And she just reached out, real fast, grabbed
my wrist, and then yanked me sideways! I fell forward, my breasts
mashing against her abdomen and thighs as I sprawled across her
lap! Then she slapped my butt stingingly!

“Ow!”

I squirmed and twisted, but she easily held
me in place.

“Hold still,” she said.

Crack!

“Ow! Bitch!”

Crack!

“Show some respect, brat.”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack! Crack!

“Fuck! Stop!”

“You going to hold still?”

I sure wasn't getting anywhere! She had hold
of my hair and her other hand was holding my thigh so I couldn't
squirm or roll off.

Crack!

“I don't think Sterling will have much
trouble,” she said, her voice sounding amused.

“You can let me up now,” I grumbled.

My chest was tightening even further. Being
body to body, flesh to flesh like this was doing some strange, wild
things in my mind. I knew my nipples were rock hard, and I felt
kind of like I had with Sterling – helpless. Not scared helpless,
though, just... helpless.

“Do you know how to follow orders?”

I wasn't sure how to answer that. Saying yes
might seem wimpy. Saying no would probably get me a smack or
something.”

“Following orders is what you do as an
employee,” she said.

I gulped as her hand landed on my butt and
rubbed it.

“But in certain types of job, you have to
obey those orders absolutely. Like the military, for example.”

Her hand was caressing my bare bottom, and
sliding down along my thighs!

“Not only do you have to obey orders without
question in the military, you have to say yes, sir or yes, ma'am
every time you're given an order.”

Her other hand tugged on my hair.

“Ow!”

“Ever consider joining the military, little
girl?”

“No!”

Crack!

“That's no ma'am to you.”

“I'm not in the military!”

Crack!

“That's what YOU think,” she said in
amusement. “If you want this gig to last a while you better pretend
you are a lowly private, and Sterling is a general.”

Her hand gripped my thigh and pulled me in
closer to her abdomen, and the side of her hand, like, the side of
her index finger, pressed right up against my pussy!
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“So I ask again, soldier, are you ready to be
trained?”

“Y-Yes,” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Try again.”

“This is stupid!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! All right! Yes, Ma'am!”

“Much better,” she said.

And her hand slid right down between my
thighs and cupped my pussy!

Her hand slid up and down, stroking me there,
but her index finger pressed in more firmly, sinking in between the
lips of my sex, and sliding down to rub against my clitoris!

My body was already hot and sweaty on the
outside, and the way my body was pressing against hers and all the
sexual tension about what she might do had built up a a degree of
sexual heat on the inside which now surged upward!

“You have a lot to learn, little girl from
Bakersfield,” she said.

“I-I-I thought you said you weren't gay!” I
gulped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say ma'am. Try again.”

“I thought you said you weren't gay, Ma'am!”
I gulped.

“I'm not. But I do like to keep my options
open. You've never kissed a girl?”

She was doing a lot more than kissing me! Her
finger was rubbing smoothly against my clitoris, moving in a
circular motion, then from side to side.

“Just like training in the military, if you
don't obey you get punished,” she said. “Unlike training in the
military, your training can give you lots of orgasms.”

A second finger joined the first, and then I
felt pressure against my opening as a finger pushed slowly through
the tight lips of my sex and into my body. I didn't know what to
say or do. My heart was thumping wildly and my pulse was racing as
her fingers rubbed my clitoris and another slid into me.

That must be her thumb, I thought, as it
pushed in and then pressed down.

“Do you know where your G-spot is?” she asked
casually. “Probably not. I'm sure Sterling will find it. He's
awfully good in bed. Then again, he's an A-type personality. They
have to be the best at everything. It's in their nature.”

Her thumb was swirling around inside me, but
mostly rubbing against the inner wall of my sex, pressing down and
back towards where her fingers were rubbing my clitoris on the
outside. The sensations that was producing were intense, and
flooding up through my body.

I cried out as her other hand pulled my hair
sharply, forcing my head up and back.

“There's nothing wrong with enjoying sex,
Bakersfield girl. And if you enjoy it, you should be good at
it.”

I had instinctively reached up and back,
trying to grab at her wrist. She let go of my hair, then slapped my
bottom sharply.

“Don't resist. When Sterling pulls your hair
just go with it. You're an obedient soldier and you don't fight
what the general wants.”

She gripped a thick mass of my hair again and
pulled firmly but slowly, forcing my head up and back as I gulped
in air.

“Sex is all about what's between your ears,
not between your legs,” she said. “What excites us is more mental
than physical. That goes for men too. And what excites Sterling is
being in charge of a beautiful girl and her doing whatever he wants
without question.”

Her thumb was still pumping and rubbing
inside me as her fingers rubbed outside me, and that was causing a
rush of heat and pressure that were building up inside me. Her
fingers were slick and warm, not just with my own juices but the
sweat of my body – and hers.

I was gasping for breath, my head way back,
my arms not fighting her somehow. I was letting her... manhandle me
in a way which I had never done before – except with Sterling. And
that had sent such a shock-wave of pleasure through my brain I felt
a building sense of anticipation for more.

Shauna let go of my hair and pushed me off
onto the floor. I gasped and looked up in confusion as she slid off
next to me. She pushed me back onto my back and grabbed my left
leg, lifting it up as she straddled my right.

“Turn onto your side, Bakersfield,” she
ordered.

She pulled on my left leg, indicating which
side, and I kind of tried to roll onto my right. She slid herself
in closer, her pussy pressed against my right leg. My right leg was
forced up and back by her chest. Then I felt her pussy pressing
right against mine!

She reached out with her left hand and
gripped my breast, squeezing and kneading it as her hips began to
work. Her pussy rubbed hard and fast against mine, sending a
torrent of sensation through my body which met up with a sense of
something like thrilled awe in my mind.

I mean, holy shit! What the hell!?

She bent forward, forcing my leg back, then
reached down with her right hand wrapped my hair around her fist.
She pulled on it, forcing my head back, making my back arch as I
cried out in confusion and helpless disbelief.

I didn't do anything, though. The way her
pussy was rubbing against mine was sending an incredible thrill
through my body. I was feeling that pressure rising higher and
higher as I gasped and moaned and surrendered to her.

Why not!? If it felt this good!?

And again, it was like surrendering to
Sterling. And given how incredible that had turned out I felt my
inhibitions melting, along with any interest in resistance.

“Oh! Ugh! Uhngh!” I gasped as she ground
herself relentlessly against me.

“Are you going to be a good little bitch,
Bakersfield? Hmm?” she demanded.

I yelped as she tugged harder on my hair.

“Answer me.”

“Yes! Oh! Oh!”

“Yes, ma'am. Say it.”

“Yes, Ma'am!”

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she ordered.

I gasped and moaned, my body jerking and
trembling under her as she ground herself into me.

She jerked on my hair.

“Obey,” she snapped.

“I'm your bitch, Ma'am!” I cried

“Better.”

She eased her grip on my hair, but still held
it, using it, like my leg, to control me. I didn't care. I just
moaned and gasped and shuddered. And then the orgasm welled up
inside me and my whole body began to tremble and shake.

“That's it. Come for me, Bakersfield. Come
for the boss,” she said.

The muscles in my body spasmed again and
again as the heat flared wildly inside me. I took in what she said
but didn't care. All I cared about was that incredible pleasure
howling inside me.

I didn't know if she came. But she stopped,
releasing my hair and easing back as she let my leg come down.

“Being a bitch can be fun sometimes,” she
said in amusement.

We were both sweating like pigs, and I was
gasping for breath, my chest heaving.

“We'd better go somewhere that isn't this
hot. Come on. Time for a shower.”

She pulled me to my feet and I stumbled out,
gasping in relief at the cooler air in the hall. We didn't go far,
though, just into the shower. She turned on the water first, then
pushed me in. It felt cool, though it wasn't. She came in with me,
and I gulped anxiously.

Then she pressed me against the wall and
kissed me.

Sterling's kiss had been enlightening. It was
so much better than other guys. Shauna's kiss was too. She was
really good! And her mouth felt... softer somehow, as she pressed
her naked body against mine and kissed me.

I felt my heart thumping again, the feel of
her soft flesh against mine heating me up in astonishing time. But
she eased back and then squirted some cream from a plastic
container across my chest. She grinned and began to spread it over
my breasts, and it lathered up.

I almost told her I could do it, but her eyes
narrowed as if she knew, and I kept quiet. She was soaping up my
body for some reason that she wanted.

“Come here,” she said, pulling me away from
the wall.

I took a step forward and she turned off the
water.

“Hands behind your neck.”

I blinked, confused, then did as she
asked.

“Feet apart. Arch your back.”

I flushed as I did as she asked.

“I guarantee you Sterling will appreciate the
visuals when you do this for him,” she said in amusement.

Her hands slid over my body, soaping it up
more, sliding down my abdomen, then between my legs.

This was so wild, so weird, so sick, so...
hot!

I just stood there as she slid her soft hands
all over me. The soap made them slide slickly across my body,
making my breasts throb and my pussy pulse with energy.

She bent forward, her arms going around me,
kissing me again.

I wasn't sure what to do, so I kind of
awkwardly put my hands on her shoulders.

“No, no, no. Just do as you're told. Nothing
more,” she said. “Soldiers obey orders. They don't improvise.”

I put my hands back behind my neck, confused,
and she wrapped her arms around me, mashing her chest against my
breasts as she kissed me. Her hands slid up and down my back and
down onto my buttocks, then up my hip and ribs to fondle my
breast.

She had a lot of soap on her own body by now,
and a moment later she pressed me back against the wall again, then
lifted my leg, slid hers between, and began to grind her pussy
against me again! This time it was standing up, and the soap made
the sensation even more incredible.

She was also able to kiss me as she did it,
and in almost no time her movements became faster and even as I
felt the heat shooting up inside me she came.

Holy fuck!

She drew back at once, then turned the water
on. It poured down on us from several directions, and she rinsed
herself off, then me. But then she turned the water off and pushed
me back against the rear of the shower stall, where there was this
marble bench thing. I sat down heavily and she grinned and knelt
before me, her hands gripping my legs behind the knees.

She lifted my legs up and spread them wide as
I slid down into a slouch on the bench, and then her tongue licked
up and down the line of my sex.

“Pay attention, Bakersfield. You'll be doing
this yourself eventually.”

I gulped, but my body was already churning
wildly, and when her tongue started to work on my clitoris any
cares or concerns I had melted away. She spread my legs really
wide, and I wound up laying on my back on the narrow bench with my
head jammed forward by the wall.

Her tongue and lips soon had me gasping and
crying out, my hips bucking against her as she thrust several
fingers into me and licked me into another orgasm, then
another!

She grinned and rose up above me, then
reached up along the wall.

“Stand up, Bakersfield.”

“M-My name is Brooke!” I gasped, getting up a
bit shakily.

“Your name is whatever I give you.”

She turned me around and jerked my wrist up
behind me, and I felt something being wrapped around it.

“What are you d-doing?” I gasped.

“Whatever I want. You're my bitch, remember?
You said so.”

“You made me say that!” I gasped, trying to
pull my other wrist free.

She pushed me against the wall and then
wrapped whatever was around my right wrist around my legs.

“I'm tying you up. Because Sterling likes
tying girls up.”

Which I knew was sort of true. At least, he'd
done it that first time.

She spun me around and then pushed me down
onto my knees.

“Now, little slave girl, let's see how well
you learned your lessons,” she said.

She gathered up my wet hair and I stared at
her pussy before me anxiously.

I'd never performed oral sex on a girl
before. But I was still hot, still kind of blown away by all of
this, and anyway, it wasn't like I had a choice!

Or so it seemed, anyway, as she pulled me
forward.

“Lick, slave.”

Slave!? That was so kinky!

I licked tentatively, then more strongly. It
felt very, very strange being naked on my knees before her like
this with my hands tied. A strange sense of wild, thrilling
excitement was building inside of me and I didn't even really know
where it was coming from.

I licked up and down the line of her sex, and
she pulled me in harder, then reached down and spread the lips of
her sex.

“You better do a good job, slave girl, or
you'll be whipped,” she growled in a strange, menacing, but I
thought clearly feigned attitude.

Slave girl! Yikes! The words made my body
thrum and pulse with energy!

I mean, I was tied up and naked and on my
knees!

“Mash those lips in, slave girl,” she
growled, pushing on my head. “Make your mistress happy or you'll be
tortured.”

I moaned into her pussy, trying to suck on
her clitoris the way she had done mine, trying to sweep my tongue
around in circles. But it got tiring pretty fast.

“You need to exercise your tongue, slave
girl,” she said.

I managed to make her come, and she pulled me
to my feet.

“Not bad for a first try,” she said.

She slid aside the door and stepped out, then
began to towel herself dry. I groaned and got to my feet, then came
out, as well. I watched and waited because... well, what else was I
gonna do?

She finished toweling herself off and turned
to the counter, picking up a brush and hairdryer and brushing her
hair as she dried it.

“Uhm... can you untie me?” I asked
uncertainly...

“I'm sorry, are you talking to me?” she
demanded, glaring at me in the mirror.

“Can you untie me, ma'am?”

“Ma'am makes me feel old,” she said. “Call me
Ms. Shauna.”

“Why?”

“Because I told you to. Soldiers don't
question orders. They say yes sir and no sir.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Are you being impudent, Bakersfield? Because
that will get you spanked.”

“No, Ma – I mean, no Ms. Shauna,” I said.

She threw a towel over my head.

“Just stand there a minute being a good
soldier.”

This was outrageous! But... well, I wasn't
sure what to do. I hadn't thought of my 'job' as being like a
soldier. I mean, I knew I was here to please Mister Sterling, and
knew that would mean having sex when and how he wanted it. I hadn't
even thought about that. I knew it. But I hadn't really considered
it to be like some sort of soldier. Or... slave girl.

On the other hand, soldiers did act like
that, so it wasn't terrible...

She began to dry my hair, then my body as I
stood there doing nothing.

“I could do this myself.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“What did I tell you earlier? Soldiers do as
they're told. They don't argue with their superiors or contradict
them or resist their orders or suggest different ideas.”

She pulled the towel off my head and toweled
the rest of me dry, then pulled me to the counter and began to
brush and dry my hair.

“You know why I'm doing this?” she asked from
behind me.

“No, Ms. Shauna.”

“I'm teaching you how to be patient, how to
be obedient, and how to be... a pet.”

“A pet!? I thought I was a soldier!”

“No, you have to be obedient like a soldier.
But a pet is closer to what your relationship with Sterling will
be. You're here to make him happy, to give him comfort, to be...
petted, and to relieve his stress.”

“How do you know so much anyway?” I
demanded.

She drew back and slapped my bottom with the
hairbrush.

“Ow! That hurt!”

“Don't forget to call me Ms. Shauna or you'll
get another. I know so much because I was in the same position
you're in about eight years ago.”

I stared at her in the mirror.

“He paid my way through school to become a
physical trainer, and set me up in the business, and recommended me
to other rich people. I own my own condo, and have a stock
portfolio.”

“Uh, how long were you uh, a house
sitter?”

She snorted in amusement. “About a year. I'm
kind of independent-minded. There's no reason you can't last longer
than that. You seem more the submissive type.”

“I am not submissive!”

I gasped as she bent me over the sink.

“Did you just argue with me?” she
growled.

“No, Ms. Shauna!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ohw! Ow! OH! Please! Ohw!”

“Remember, slave girl, obedience and
submission,” she said, pulling me upright.

“That hurt! Ms. Shauna!”

“It's supposed to. That's how you learn.”

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Given how wild and intense my morning
'training' had been I was still feeling a bit of shock after she
left. But I didn't have much time to absorb it because the door
rang and the woman named Golov was there to show me
'etiquette'.

She looked like a librarian. Her brown hair
was pulled back in a bun and she had large glasses. She was wearing
a black blouse with a high ruffled neck under a green jacket with a
half dozen large buttons going down the front. Under that, she wore
an ankle-length pleated beige skirt and big, clunky black
flat-heeled shoes.

“Meez Foster?” she said.

“Uhm, yes,” I replied.

“Ve haf leetle time,” she said, in some kind
of Russian accent.

She looked at me and wrinkled her nose.

“No, no, vill not do,” she said.

“Huh?”

She had a briefcase in hand and set it down
on the kitchen counter.

“Please to remove clothing,” she barked.

“I-I thought you were giving me etiquette
lessons,” I gulped.

“Indeed. Please to remove clothing.”

She opened the briefcase.

“But why do I need to take off my clothes for
– ?”

She took a thin round, flexible stick from
the briefcase, then swept me forward against the counter suddenly
so that I bent forward before I could catch myself.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The stick wasn't heavy. The blows were like
little flicks, but they stung!

“Ow! Ahhg! Stop!” I cried.

I struggled free and she thrust the thin rod
at me.

“Strip so we can begin,” she said with a
growl.

Then she took what looked like a purple and
gold bra from the briefcase and thrust it at me.

“Put zees on,” she ordered.

What the hell was going on!? I didn't know,
but I didn't want her hitting me with that rod thing again!

Taking off my clothes in front of Shauna so
recently made it easier to take my clothes off in front of this
woman. She was in her late thirties, I thought; attractive but very
stern-faced.

She thrust the bra at me as soon as I removed
mine. It wasn't the sort of bra I'd ever seen before. It was sort
of made of gold metal strips which were adjustable, and had green
fabric inside them. Golov had no shyness herself, and ignored my
half-hearted protests as she adjusted the bra over my breasts,
leaving plenty of cleavage.

She had me put on a tiny purple G-string,
then this weird golden plate thing with all sorts of carvings and
symbols on it and a purple lace... loincloth attached. The
loincloth pressed against my lower abdomen, just behind the plate
thing, and dangled to my ankles. The plate thing had two gold
straps that went over my hips and around behind me, where another
loincloth dropped down over my buttocks.

“What is this?” I exclaimed.

“Eez costume for role.”

“For role? What role?”

She took a gold bracelet and slipped it
around my wrist. It was very thin, and covered in engraved
patterns. It wasn't real gold, though, because it was way too
lightweight. A moment later she put another around my left wrist.
Then she took out a collar and slipped that around my throat.

“More good,” she said, examining me.

I looked down at my abundant cleavage, and
past that to the lacy purple loincloth hanging down the front of
me. It was barely wider than the thin gold plate thing. And that
was barely wide enough to cover the center of my lower abdomen. It
was sort of shaped like a half-moon, with the round part on the
bottom. It was about as wide as my hand was long, which was... not
very.

“Valk!”

I looked at her in confusion.

“Show me how jou valk!”

Since she picked up that thin rod thing I
scurried away.

“No, no! Valk smoothly, gracefully!”

I slowed down, nervously looking over my
shoulder as she followed me. I walked slowly along, and turned and
looked at myself in a mirror I passed. I gaped. Holy shit! Of
course! This was like, a slave girl costume!

Yikes!

Still, I did look awfully sexy in it.

“Sweeng hips more!” she said, bringing the
rod down across my butt.

I yelped and skipped a beat, but she hadn't
swung it very hard.

She had me put a book on my head and walk,
which was like, so cliche'd! But she didn't seem like a person I
could argue with. So I walked back and forth with a book on my
freaking head trying to move 'gracefully'.

After that she had me serve drinks to her. I
had to put a glass of water on a silver tray, carry it 'gracefully'
while rolling my hips – but not too much – and then instead of
bending over, I had to kneel, bow my head, and raise the tray up
high like I was presenting an offering to the gods or
something!

“This is goofy!” I protested.

She snorted. “Mister Steerling, he like hees
games, no? You play games, make much money, yes?”

I sighed and shrugged, and we moved on to how
to place dishes and glasses and utensils on a table and how to
remove them. Apparently, it mattered what side you passed people
their food, and what side you removed the empty plates from. It
also mattered what kind of fork and spoon you gave them for what
kind of meal.

It didn't matter to me, of course, but Golov
was insistent, and the thin rod made me do my best to remember.

When seated at a table, condiments and the
like were to be passed around counter-clockwise. Why? She didn't
say. I was to pass salt and pepper together, and not reach outside
an imaginary box that would require me to stretch for something. I
was to smile demurely – and yes, she insisted I practice that –
when men were looking at me. I was to never stare boldly back.

“If I'm supposed to be so shy why am I
wearing almost no clothes?” I asked.

Crack! The rod snapped across my
butt.

“Ow!”

“Do not question, just do.”

“Okay!”

“You haf high heels?”

“Uhm, yeah.”

“Get. Highest high heels.”

I shrugged.

Crack!

“Do not shrug!”

Cursing under my breath, I scurried off to my
room and pulled my stilettos from the closet, then brought them
back.

“You want me to put them on?”

Crack!

“Learn to speak. You say 'shall I put zem on,
Ms. Golov'. Say thees.”

“Shall I put them on, Ms. Golov?”

“Yes.”

I put on my high heels and stood up.

“Now take off clothes.”

I flushed. “Why?”

Crack!

“Do not question. Do!”

I flushed resentfully, but removed the little
bra and then the lacy see-through loincloth. She tapped her feet
so, flushing further, I slipped off the thong to stand naked except
for the collar and bracelet.

“Now valk.”

“Why do I have to walk naked?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Ees deefrent to valk naked. Jou must
learn.”

So, very self-consciously, I walked back and
forth naked in the high heels. Then did it with the book on my
head.

“Now, stand straight, hands behind you on
elbows.”

“What?”

Crack!

She moved behind me, pulling my arms back
together and raising my hands up to grasp the opposite arm as high
up as I could. This pulled my shoulders back and pushed my chest
out.

She walked around in front of me, examining
me and I gulped. She didn't seem like a lesbian, but this was
certainly starting to feel very... sexual.

“Jou hav excellent breasts and pretty
neeples,” she said, poking at my nipple. “Should be pierced.”

“Why?”

I braced for a smack from the crop but this
time she didn't bother.

“Ees good look. Now kneel.”

I knelt down in front of her.

“Did I tell jou to move ze arms?”

I hastily put my arms back behind me.

“Knees apart. Wider. Wider. As wide as jou
can.”

I flushed again. There was certainly no doubt
she knew about Sterling's interests!

“Now, on hands und knees.”

My mind squirmed as I fell forward onto my
hands and knees.

Crack!

“Head forward,” she said. “Now crawl. Crawl
like cat.”

Yikes!

I crawled slowly forward, face red.

Crack!

“Roll hips. Think of cat!”

Fuck! I tried to crawl like a cat would. This
was embarrassing! But it was also darkly sexual, and I could feel
myself starting to react to it, could feel my pulse racing and my
lower body starting to thrum. I crawled to the wall and then back,
and she took a thin chain from somewhere, bent over, and clipped it
to the collar.

“Heel,” she said, jerking on it.

Holy shit!

My jaw dropped, but I crawled along at her
side as she held the chain – like it was a leash – tightly and
walked to the wall with me, then back.

This was some freaky shit!

“Stop!”

I halted.

“Slide hands slowly forward unteel chest is
on floor. Keep bottom high.”

I blinked in confusion but then let my hands
slide forward on the floor.

“Keep tummy tucked in against thighs.”

She slapped lightly at my bottom, then at my
thighs as my breasts pillowed out against the floor.

“Pull tummy back more against thighs.”

I grunted as I bent my back more.

“Gut.”

She slapped the thin rod against my bottom
again.

“Now shift knees to sides.”

Oh boy! I knew what this was for now!

I flushed hotly as I shifted my knees apart
on the floor, feeling my heart thumping as I positioned myself very
obscenely for some guy to use.

The thin rod slid along my spine from my
shoulders back to my tailbone.

“A lovely curve,” she said.

She moved behind me and I cringed, then
gasped as I felt the tip of the rod move lightly along the line of
my sex.

“Very preety pussy. Nice und tight.”

What!?

There was a little flat leather flap at the
end of the rod, and she slapped it lightly against my wrinkled back
opening.

“Now ve speak of zis,” she said.

My eyes widened.

“Men like zis, yes? Jou must keep ready, keep
clean. Enema each day und plug to keep ready.”

Was she fucking kidding!?

“Are you fucking kidding?”

The little flap slapped stingingly against my
little round hole and I yelped.

“Do not use obscene words unless told to,”
she barked. “Jou are soft-spoken, yes? Jou are meek and
docile.”

I glared across the room then my eyes widened
as I felt that tip sliding up and down my pussy.

“Jou have role, yes? You have act? You are
actreess. Jou are entertainer. Jou are Courtesan. Jou dhu as role
requires.”

I wasn't at all sure I wanted to do as this
role required! Then again, the thought of kneeling like this with
Sterling behind me was... well, hot.

“Jou must prepare for vhen uh men ees to use
you.”

She had brought a briefcase, now she took a
box out of it and opened it. Out popped something which looked like
a pink egg with a tail.

“Ees vibrator,” she said. “Vill prepare jou
for man.”

I flushed again. “Uh, I don't need – .”

“Men like girls who are... excited, and not
just pretending,” she said.

“Look I – .”

Crack!

I winced.

“Do not move,” she growled.

She bent over behind me and I gulped as I
felt the thing pushing against my pussy. It got wider, and then
narrowed, leaving just the 'tail' sticking out.

Golov moved around in front of me and took
out her phone. I thought for a minute she was going to take a
picture and began to protest. But instead, she turned it away from
me and I could see her tapping something on the screen.

The egg thing started to vibrate inside
me!

I gulped.

“Do not move.”

She left the room, leaving me like that!

I looked wonderingly across the room, my
breasts throbbing beneath me as they were mashed against the floor,
my arms stretched before me, my back arched and my bottom raised up
so... obscenely, with my legs spread.

This was so nasty! And kind of sick. The
vibrator egg thing was buzzing but not steadily. It was going
through some kind of pattern. And while it wasn't touching my
clitoris directly the vibrations were resonating through my flesh
and making it quiver.

Golov returned and slapped lightly on my hip
with the rod.

“On knees.”

I pushed myself back onto my knees.

“Spread knees! Hands behind back.”

I obeyed, my face flushed, feeling very
self-conscious under her eyes. This was so utterly sexual! And yet
she was acting like it was nothing! Like it was routine and
normal!

“On hands und knees.”

I fell forward onto my hands and she picked
up the chain, the leash, and made me crawl along like a cat. The
'tail' of the vibrator thing dangled outside me and made me want to
squirm and reach back for it, but I knew what that would bring.

My mind was spinning over all this. A strong
part of me wanted to just stand up and refuse to take part in any
more of this kinky, sick shit. But on the other hand, I sure wanted
to stay in this house and make all the money I had been promised. I
was also kind of looking forward to more sex from Sterling. And to
be honest, I was aroused. If Golov hadn't been there I'd have been
rubbing my clitoris and having an orgasm.

Instead, she had me put my chest on the floor
again and my arms out in front with my bottom raised. This time she
showed me a butt-plug, which she lubricated then pushed into my
butt! That made my mind squirm even more but also aroused me
more.

She had me crawl some more, then had me lay
on my back, put my feet flat on the floor with my legs spread wide,
raise my hips up high and prop them there with my hands under them.
This was an even more obscene pose, really.

“Zees is worth much,” she said, tracing the
thin soft tip of the rode along my chest and stomach, and then over
my pussy. “Make much while jou can.”

She let the soft tip rub against my clitoris,
which was fucking outrageous and made me want to yell at her to
stop. But it made my clitoris crackle with sensations and filled my
body with sexual electricity even in the half dozen seconds she was
doing it.

Then she stopped.
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Golov left. I took the vibrator egg thing and
the butt-plug out of me and tried to consider just what the fuck I
had let myself in for. I mean, house-sitting, in a house like this,
was amazing. Heck, you could have gotten me to pay for it, let
alone getting fifty bucks an hour.

But of course, I'd known that money was for
sex. I just hadn't quite grasped what kind of kinky sex it was.
Still, hadn't Sterling tied me up already? And then what had he
done but give me amazing orgasms. So if he wanted me to act like
his little slave girl, well, okay. That wasn't so nasty, was it? It
was even kind of hot. At least, with him as the 'master'.

The doorbell rang, which surprised me since I
wasn't expecting anyone else. I threw on a robe and went to answer
it, but the door was already closing behind Sterling when I got
there. I felt a jolt as he looked me up and down and then swallowed
nervously.

“Enjoying your new apartment?” he asked with
a smile.

“It's amazing!” I said enthusiastically.

“I can't say I think much of your wardrobe,”
he said, coming closer and then running his finger along the collar
of my robe.

“Uh, well, I didn't know you would be
coming,” I said. “Whatsisname said you'd send a text when you were
in town.”

“That would be the wild man,” he said with a
grin. “Jefferson.”

“Yeah, him.”

“I did send you a text.”

I stared at him. “When?”

“Several hours ago.”

“Oh! I was busy with uhm, Shauna.”

He wandered upstairs and into the master
bedroom and I followed him.

“No excuse, slave girl. Take off that
robe.”

“That's what Shauna called me,” I said,
undoing the belt and then sliding the robe open.

I slipped it over my shoulders and stood
there feeling a rush as his eyes roamed up and down my body.

“Woof,” he said.

I flushed.

“Come here.”

I walked over and he took my shoulders and
then turned me to face the mirror over the bed. His arms slid
around me then up to cup and squeeze my breasts.

“Your breasts are as perfect as any I've ever
seen,” he said, as his fingers stroked and squeezed them. “They're
nice and big, but not too big to be firm, and with these cute pink
nipples.”

His fingers rolled and plucked at my nipples
as my insides started to thrum with energy.

Then he let go and moved to the side, opening
a drawer and taking out a wooden box. He opened it and I stared at
what looked like five-round rings, four the same size and one much
bigger. He took out the bigger one and I sucked in a breath as I
realized what it was.

“You really like this uh, slave stuff, huh?”
I asked.

“I find it makes things interesting,” he
said.

He drew the collar up and around me, then
opened it somehow and slid it around my neck. I gulped and stared
as he drew it closed and then fastened it behind my neck. I stared
at myself, at the wide collar and the big round ring dangling from
it, and felt another dark rush of heat at how … erotic and sensual
it looked on me.

“Slave girl,” he said, whispering in my
ear.

He gripped my shoulder and turned me to face
him, and then he had one of the smaller bands in his hand. He
slipped that one around my wrist. It was like a wide bracelet, made
of smooth silver, except the clasp had a key ring and it snapped
closed with a sense of finality.

I gulped but didn't resist as he put another
one on my other wrist. He turned me around and brought my wrists
together behind me as I stared at myself in the mirror, face
flushed. He let go and the bracelets stayed together behind me. I
stared at myself in the mirror, turning a little, sticking my
wrists out to the side to side while he took off his jacket and
tossed it on the bed.

He unbuttoned his shirt and it followed the
jacket, then he sat down and took off his shoes and socks. A moment
later he stood up and his pants slid off. He walked back to me in
black boxer shorts and then let his hands knead my breasts and mash
them together.

“Slave girl,” he said in a teasing voice.

There was a chain in the box I hadn't
noticed, and he clipped it to the ring in the front of the collar
and I felt another dark rush, for it was like the leash Golov had
used!

“Come, little sex toy.”

He tugged the leash and led me into the huge
master bathroom. It was all so bright and glittering! The floors
were white marble with these gray veins running through the stone,
and the counter was a light gray, probably also marble. The lights
were crystalline except for the overhead pot-lights, and when he
closed the door the whole back of it was mirrored.

“On your knees, slave girl.”

I gulped, heart thumping, and dropped to my
knees before him. The shorts were already bulging and when he
tugged them down his cock sprang up like a thick club pointing at
my face! He positioned me with my side to the mirror, which was
cool because then I could see myself by rolling my eye to the
side!

“Now, little sex toy, I'm going to
demonstrate my preferences,” he said.

“I usually do this with my hands,” I
said.

“But not today.”

He ran his fingers through my long hair, then
gathered up a thick chunk of it and jerked sharply enough to make
me gasp in pain.

“What is the most important sexual organ,
slave girl?”

“I uhm... uh... your... your cock?” I
gulped.

“Wrong. The most important sexual organ is
your brain. The point of power games, of domination and submission,
is to excite that particular organ. The bottom gets to act like a
slave girl, which means you don't have to care about how society
says you have to behave. The top gets to act however the top wants
to act, without any delicacies of seduction or permission. The
permission is, of course, implied.”

He pulled my face in against his groin and
them mashed it against him.

“The more realistic the game, the more
exciting it is for both.”

He jerked back on my hair, leaving me
gasping, then lifted his big cock up and back as he guided my mouth
in against his balls.

“Suck my balls, slave,” he growled.

Yikes!

I was breathless and my pulse was racing and
he hadn't done anything to me other than squeeze my breasts! I was
beginning to understand what he meant about how the brain was the
most important sex organ.

“No,” he said, jerking back on my hair as I
went to mouth his balls.

“Delicacy, slave girl. You're not in a hurry.
Nor am I. Start slow, with little kisses, then mouthing me with
your lips and work up slowly to sucking me into your sexy little
mouth.”

I licked my lips and then tried to do as he
wanted, kissing his balls a bit, giving them little light licks,
then closing my lips on them a little and massaging them. I slowly
sucked them into my mouth and began to lick them, to massage them
with my tongue, and work them around.

And even as I did I was getting more aroused
myself. I wasn't sure why, except that this slave girl thing was
kinky and hot! God knows I hadn't gotten this hot sucking any of
the boys off that I had done before.

He had me lick my way lightly up his cock as
he held in place, then mouth his balls again. He was sure in no
hurry compared to the guys I'd done!

I licked and kissed his thighs, then mouthed
his shaft sideways, sliding my lips up and down it as he let it
fall forward. Then, again with his instruction, I began to gently
kiss the head, pursing my lips and letting it push against me,
pushing forward more and more, slowly sucking on just the tip, then
the head itself, sliding my lips further and further down as my
tongue started to lick.

Nobody had ever tried to show me how to suck
a cock before. I mean, boys expected me to know, and after watching
a few porn videos and talking with my girlfriends, I'd just done it
like that. And everyone had seemed happy with that. But this was a
grown man, an older man, a sophisticated man, and he obviously had
more sophisticated tastes.

I rolled my eyes to the side to stare at
myself with my lips wrapped around his thick cock, sliding them up
and down, going as deep as I dared.

The bathroom had a counter along one wall,
and then another in the middle of the room, kind of like a kitchen
island. He pulled me up to my feet by the hair, slowly so it didn't
really hurt, but firmly, then guided me to the island. He lifted me
up and sat me on the edge of the island, then pushed me back on my
back.

“Roll over, slave.”

He gripped my arm to help and I gasped as I
rolled over on the counter and he turned me so that I was laying
along it on my stomach. I was totally confused as he positioned me
laying with my shoulders right on the edge. But then he moved
around to stand in front of me, his hands gripping my hair once
more and lifting my head up and back so I was staring right into
his cock.

Okay, I kind of understood now, though not
really.

He pushed his cock into my mouth, though and
I knew what to do with that. I started to suck and lick. He
gathered my long hair up in a thick mass and held it in both hands
as he started to pump slowly in and out. I wasn't concerned by
this, except that now he was controlling how fast and deep his cock
went, and not me.

“To be a sex slave is to be an expert in
every aspect of sexual relations,” he said as he pumped.

“And one of those is, of course, oral sex.
But slave girls can't just be 'good enough'. They have to be
outstanding. They have to be amazing.”

Was he saying I wasn't!?

“Fortunately, all that takes is teaching,
experience, and some native enthusiasm.”

I certainly had the enthusiasm!

I gurgled weakly, though, as he pushed the
head too deep. He was pumping slowly, and I sucked on his shaft as
it slid back, then licked at it as he pushed forward.

“I love the feel of your tongue against my
cock, slave girl,” he said.

That made me feel good.

“But you probably don't realize just how long
your tongue is. It goes way down your throat, you know.”

His words confused me, and then his cock
pushed forward and right down my throat! My eyes bulged and I
started to choke, to gag, and to panic, as his thick cock slid
deeper and deeper into my throat!

“Swallow. Swallow it like it's a big piece of
meat. There's no reason your throat can't handle it.”

My throat ached! And I fought to keep from
gagging as he drove his cock all the way down my throat, right to
the balls, then held me firmly in place. My lower body trembled and
shook and writhed, my legs kicking, but he held firmly to my hair
and head, pinning me against him.

I quickly lost the need to gag as something
much more important took priority in my mind. I couldn't breathe!
My chest was already burning and my head was starting to pound. My
throat continued to ache and spasm around his thick cock, and I was
starting to become light-headed from lack of air!

And then he pulled out and I coughed
violently, gasping for breath.

“Your gag reflex is all in your head, slave
girl. Think about how easily you swallow things all the time, yet
gag when you put a finger too deep into your mouth. There's no
reason you couldn't swallow that finger without gagging, except
your mind tells you no.”

I was hearing him but not paying much
attention. Almost all my attention was on gasping for breath. And
then before I could properly prepare – or oppose him, he pushed his
big cock back into my open mouth again and I had only a split
second to realize his intent before the mushroom-shaped head was
pushing down my throat again!

Again I felt the urge to gag. My body writhed
in place, my legs kicking and feet flailing. But he held me tightly
against him as he buried his cock in my mouth and throat.

“This is the best way to learn,” he said.
“Because it's all psychological, this doesn't give your mind time
to prepare to gag.”

He slid himself out and once again I coughed
violently and gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air. My head was
pounding and I was definitely a little dazed. Which was why I was
once again unprepared as he shoved his cock back into my mouth and
straight down my throat!

I moaned helplessly, gurgling around his
cock, my lips pressed against his groin as he held me in place. My
head pounded again and it felt almost like the world was swirling
around me.

He pulled back and I gulped in air

“Deep throating is, of course, a necessary
talent for any slave girl,” he said. “A slave girl who can't master
deep throating can't master oral sex.”

He drove his cock back down my throat again,
and I had kind of given up any thought of fighting him as he held
me in place. He drew back quickly, then buried it in my throat
again. He drew back again, then buried it in my throat. My head was
swirling by the time he finally pulled it free.

He rolled me onto my back and let my head
fall back upside down off the end of the counter. Then he pushed
his cock back into my mouth and down my throat. Now I was even more
confused and dazed as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of my
mouth and throat.

I couldn't even see my body now, as my head
hung over the end of the counter, but I could feel his hands
kneading my breasts as he pumped his cock in my throat.

I was feeling less urge to gag or choke now,
as if my throat had accepted this new and foreign object sliding up
and down inside it.

“Relax your throat, slave girl, and you'll
find you can even breathe around a cock.”

I doubted that! And I didn't see how I could
relax anything!

He pulled out again and then shifted me back
onto the counter. I mean, shifted me back so my head was on the
counter. My chest heaved as I stared dazedly up at the ceiling. He
turned my body around, though, so I was laying across the island,
and then my head fell off the side as he lifted my legs up and
apart to position my bottom at the other side.

This was so strange! I was staring at the
tub, upside down, my head pounding as I felt his hands force my
thighs really wide. Then his tongue started to lick at my pussy. I
felt relief at him doing something else now, thinking I wouldn't
have to cope with his cock in my throat anymore.

His fingers spread the lips of my sex as he
started to suck rhythmically on my clitoris, and as I caught my
breath I became less dazed

He was a big guy, which meant his fingers
were long and thick. He wasn't just pumping them in and out,
though, the way most guys did. He was pressing up against the top
of my sex, or against the uh, front. At first, I wondered if he was
trying to make me more sensitive there since his tongue was licking
at me from the other side. But the tips of his fingers began to rub
against me.

Oh!

Shauna had mentioned a G-spot, and I realized
that he'd found it. I groaned as I stared at the tub, as his tongue
licked at my clitoris and his fingers rubbed and pumped.

I felt a sense of strange unreality to be
laying on my wrists, which were locked together by some kind of
kinky slave shackles while this man more than twice my age was
licking me.

Slave! Sex slave! I had a collar
around my neck! This was sick!

And dark and thrilling. His tongue was very
skilled, and my hips were starting to roll upward every time it
licked my clitoris. Suddenly he stopped licking, and I felt
something else pushing against me, something much thicker than
fingers.

I moaned in pleasure and heat as I was
stretched wider, as his big cock pushed into me. And in this
position, because I was a little higher than him, his cock was
pushing up against the front wall of my pussy as it slid into me,
rather than down, against the back as would usually be the case
when a guy was laying on top of me.

Which meant it was grinding over that G-spot
as he began to pump in and out of me!

I felt his hands sliding up my body and
kneading my breasts, then sliding back down, gripping my hips and
lifting them up off the counter. He pumped in and out smoothly,
deeply, and every time he slid into me he first lifted my hips up
off the counter so his cock would slide even more firmly against my
G-spot! Then he'd lower me to the counter as he pulled back, then
lift me up again!

My body began to heat up so heavily I felt as
though I was melting! Oh my God, it was good! I was gasping and
gaping at the tub, unseeing, all my attention inward. My entire
being was focused on the feel of that thick cock as it pumped
inside me, as it moved faster and harder and my body seemed to be
turning into a hot, steaming mush.

My head started to roll and jerk, my back
arching, my muscles spasming and my nerve endings twitching. The
heat was building up to an unbearable level and I was astonished at
how intense it was! Then the orgasm hit and everything else was
forgotten! I cried out in amazement, in pleasure, in desperate heat
as he thrust even harder and faster and my body began to buck and
heave.

The orgasm lashed my senses like a hurricane,
even more powerful than what I'd felt with him back in the chalet.
I was losing myself to the storm of sensation and passion,
convulsions wracking my body as his big cock plunged into me again
and again and again.

I'd never had an orgasm so intense, nor one
that went on as long as it did. It just went on and on until I
wondered if I'd pass out – or die! I didn't really care, though. I
didn't want it to ever end! It had to, of course, because I
couldn't have survived otherwise.

And yet he wasn't finished! He was still
hard!

He slid out of me and set me back down on the
counter, then moved around to the other side where my head hung
over. I was dazed, gulping in air when he moved in front of me –
upside down, of course, and then simply slid his cock into my open
mouth and straight down my throat.

I gurgled, my arms spasming as they tried to
pull out from under me, while he started to slowly pump his cock up
and down in my throat with long, slow strokes. His hands came down
on my breasts, in part to squeeze and knead them, and in part
simply to hold my body in place.

He pulled out, letting me gulp in air, then,
gripping my hair, used it like a handle to lift me up into a
sitting position. I was dazed and dizzy, and still gulping in air,
more than a little overwhelmed by all this. He undid the metal
bracelets so my hands came free, then slid me forward so I half
fell off the counter.

He gripped my arm to ease my way down. God
knows I wasn't up to standing just then! And then he gathered my
hair around his fist and tugged so that I fell forward onto all
fours. This time he used my long hair as a kind of leash to lead
me, crawling, out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom.

I gasped at little pinpricks of pain from
individual hairs as I hurriedly crawled after him.

“Into the bed and kneel on the edge, face
down, bottom high, legs spread.”

This was a position Golov had had me assume,
so I knew it well, and my mind was more than a little overwhelmed
with all which had happened. It was like I was running late on
processing it all. I was glad to be able to do something easy and
just let myself flop down on my face, though with my butt high in
the air.

I felt his hands on me, and then his cock
rubbed up and down along the swollen lips of my sex.

“Do you like my cock, Brooklyn?”

“Y-Yes,” I moaned.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.

“No, keep your hands forward on the bed,” he
said.

Moaning, I obeyed, though my head was now
tilted back sharply.

“I love your long hair. Don't ever cut
it.”

His other hand slid up my side and massaged
my breast.

“Do you like my cock, Brooklyn?” he asked
again.

“Y-Yes... Sir!”

He chuckled softly.

“I like that. Say 'sir' or 'Mister Sterling'
from now on. That is the proper way to address your employer, after
all, isn't it?”

“Yes, Mister Sterling!” I gasped.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,
beautiful.”

“I-I want your cock inside me, Mister
Sterling!” I moaned.

It pushed into me, firm and hard and yet soft
and slick and warm. I moaned as it drove deep into my belly, the
head pushing against the back wall of my sex so that it kind of
ached. I could feel how taut the lips of my sex were around it as
he ground himself into me.

“Hot little sex kitten,” he said, his free
hand sliding over my buttocks.

He eased his pull on my hair as he drew
himself back. But then he pushed forward with a long, smooth
stroke. And as he did so, he pulled back on my hair to raise my
chin up and back and back and back until his cock was buried inside
me again.

He was in no hurry! He pumped into me with
slow strokes like that as I slowly lost myself to the steadiness of
that plunging cock. My head rolled back and then forward, back, and
then forward in a kind of hypnotic way as he drove himself into me.
And as he moved faster my body began to heat up once again.

He buried himself inside me, grinding himself
against my buttocks.

“Beg me to fuck you, baby,” he said.

“Please fuck me, Mister Sterling!” I
gasped.

He pumped faster and his hips began to slap
against my buttocks with more and more force. Then he simply pulled
back on my hair and held it in place as his hips began to smack
solidly into me from behind. My body shuddered to the nearly
continuous impacts and it felt almost like the vibrations were
rolling through my body.

I came again, in a dark, swirling fog of
heat, my body flaring wildly as I gave myself to the sensual
excitement of what was happening. The pleasure rolled through me,
less intense than the first time, but all-consuming, as his hips
struck me hard and fast.

“Ahh,” he sighed in pleasure. “Tight and warm
and wet and beautiful. Just what a man wants.”
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“Don't move,” he said, before moving
away.

Since it felt like my bones had melted I
wasn't feeling any great urge to move. I groaned and let myself
settle down some as I knelt there. Then I heard the shower going on
in the bathroom. He came back and gripped my hair again, firmly, if
not particularly roughly, pulling me up and around and then off the
bed onto all fours on the floor.

He led me back into the bathroom and then
into the enormous shower, sliding the door closed behind him. I
blinked as water poured down around me, wondering if I should stand
up. Then he pulled me to my feet by the hair, pulling my back
against him as his hands slid up and kneaded my breasts.

“Do you know how fucking hot and sexy you
are, baby?” he asked.

Yes, didn't seem to be the right answer.
Maybe his question was rhetorical.

He stepped back and then the water turned
off. His hands slid up and down my back, feeling slick and
slippery. Soapy, in other words. He caressed my shoulders, then his
big hands slid up and down my arms before sliding around me to mash
my breasts together.

He soaped me up the way Shauna had. At first,
I wondered at the coincidence. Then I remembered that Shauna was
basically preparing me for him and that she'd been his... girl for
a year too. She knew what he wanted and liked.

Sure enough, he turned me around and started
to kiss me as his arms slid around me. My soapy body, including my
breasts, pressed against him, and I kind of subtly rubbed myself
against him as I let my own soapy arms slide around his body.

He was still a great kisser, and I did my
best to analyze and learn from him as we kissed. I slid my soapy
hands down and massaged his cock and balls. Each time I pushed my
hands up and I saw the metal bracelets around my wrists I
remembered the collar and felt a hot, squirmy sense of delighted
outrage at playing a sort of 'sex slave' for him.

I soaped up his back for him with my breasts
and body. Then he sat down on the bench and had me kneel before
him. I flushed as he raised his right foot and put it in my lap. I
soaped it up, even as he slid it slowly higher, up between my
breasts. I mashed my soapy breasts against it then, marveling at
how wicked this all was.

“So have you been enjoying the place?” he
asked.

“Oh yes! I love it!” I exclaimed.

“And started to have a few training
sessions?” he asked in amusement.

“Uhm, yes. That was... exciting. I mean,
Shauna... uh... well, she's very... fit.”

He grinned.

“That Golov person is... not as nice.”

“She doesn't have to be nice. She only has to
teach you a few things. There'll be others coming to teach you how
to act and talk around the wealthy. I'll be taking you with me when
I attend certain events, maybe even take you on trips to Europe and
Asia if you learn well.”

“I'm sure I can!” I said.

“Sir.”

“I'm sure I can, Sir!”

He slid his food down to the floor and leaned
forward, his arm reaching out. His big hand almost encircled my
throat and I gasped, my hands raising to grasp his wrist.

“No,” he said firmly. “Hands at your
sides!”

Gulping, I dropped my arms.

“Good, slave girl,” he said in amusement.
“Don't resist your master. Remember who you belong to.”

His thumb stroked the side of my neck.

“Always do as you're told exactly as you're
told and when you're told. Never refuse. Never question. Never
resist. Understand?”

“Y-Yes, Mister Sterling!” I said, my voice a
little raspy because his hand was squeezing my neck.

He released my throat and stood up, then
pulled me to my feet. The water poured down around us and rinsed
the soap off, and he stepped out of the tub. There were towels
hanging on a rack next to the shower – a metal rack which was
warmed, and so warmed the towels, as I quickly realized.

We toweled off. He finished first, of course,
but before he left the bathroom he bent me over the counter and
picked up the butt-plug.

“This should always be inside you when I come
to visit,” he said. “In case I choose to make use of your beautiful
little ass.”

That was so outrageous! But he was already
pushing it against me. It hurt! But then he slapped my bottom
sharply and I yelped. And while my body was distracted, I guess, he
pushed it into me.

He left the bathroom and I heard him getting
dressed. I had to blow-dry my long hair, which naturally took
longer. By the time I was finished he wasn't in the bedroom
anymore. I padded out the door and down the hall and found that he
had opened up the glass walls in the front room and was out on the
deck.

I hesitated, not sure if I should go outside
naked, but then braced myself and walked out through the big
opening. He was leaning on a railing looking out at the beach.

I looked around nervously. The deck had some
privacy from the houses on either side, but it wasn't total. So it
felt weird being out here completely naked. Worse than naked,
really, since I had the metal bracelets and collar on.

He turned and saw me and then his hand
reached out and caught me by the arm, drawing me forward to stand
against the rail with him.

Of course, he was fully dressed in gray
sweatpants and a black T-shirt, while I was naked. And there were
some people on the beach, but I gulped and didn't resist.

“So how much has Golov taught you so far,
slave girl?”

“Uhm, just, stuff about walking and poise and
uh... crawling,” I said, flushing a little. “And how to set a table
and uh, bring stuff to people on a tray and present it to
them.”

“Hmm, how much do you know about making
drinks?”

“Uhm, not very much,” I said. “I mean, I'm
not legally allowed to drink yet.”

He grinned.

“We'll have to do something about that. Tell
you what, go to the bar, get a shot liquor glass. Put three ice
cubes in, then one ounce of Scotch, and fill it up with soda. Then
bring it back to me.”

I gulped anxiously. “Yes, sir.”

He drew me back from the rail and then
slapped my butt.

“Run,” he said.

I gasped and scurried back inside as he took
out his cell phone to make a call.

I didn't drink so I hadn't really explored
the bar. It was fully equipped, of course. I got a glass, then
opened the ice chest and took out three cubes. There, that was
easy. I turned and looked at the bottles along the wall and plucked
down one with scotch. It had a kind of bulbous thing sticking out
of the neck and I'd seen bartenders using those so I upended it and
it poured some liquid into the glass before stopping.

I figured that must be an ounce. I opened the
refrigerator doors and took out a bottle of soda, then poured it in
after the scotch. I was pretty sure this was the way to do it, but
a bit nervous as I found a silver tray, put the glass on it, and
then carried it outside.

I flushed with a strange little swirly sense
of excitement as I knelt in front of him and then raised my hands
up with the tray, bowing my head.

I felt his hand on my head as if patting it,
then the weight of the glass came off the tray.

Okay, this was kind of degrading, but it was
darkly erotic, too.

I raised my head and started to move back but
he stopped me with a gesture.

“Just a second, Paul,” he said into the
phone.

He pressed a button, maybe muting it.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread. Now hold the
tray against your body just under your breasts.”

Confused, I obeyed, and he set his drink back
down, then took out the phone and started speaking again.

I blinked, wondering what was up. He was
talking about some kind of investment in a housing development, and
I didn't understand a lot. After a minute he picked up the glass
and took a drink, then set it back on the tray.

So it seemed I was a handy table. Well, this
was something new.

The tray wasn't heavy, even with the glass on
it. Then again my arms weren't very strong, and holding the tray in
position started to make them ache. He picked up the glass and
walked over to something which looked like an outdoor sofa and sat
down.

That left me wondering what to do. Until he
motioned for me to come and kneel in front of him. I stood up,
hurried over, and then knelt down, then uncertainly lifted the tray
and held it under my breasts.

He hung up the phone. His drink was on a
small table, so he didn't need me as one.

“Put the tray on the table, slave girl, and
lay on your back, feet flat on the ground, knees spread and hands
behind your neck.”

I gulped and did so.

“I think you should take a bartending course.
Also one in wine appreciation. Do you know how to cook?”

I shook my head and he scowled.

“No, sir!”

“We'll need to teach you.”

He stood and went inside, and I looked after
him, wondering what to do. The safest thing was to just lay there,
so I did. The sun was bright overhead, though, and I wished I had
sunglasses.

He returned with what looked like a little
plastic bottle, and a big... cock. Like a big dildo. A super
realistic-looking one, too!

He tossed the bottle to me as he sat
down.

“Put that on. I like your fair skin and
wouldn't want it to burn.”

It was a high SPF sunscreen. I squeezed some
onto my chest and started to spread it as he picked up the phone
again. He was watching me, though as I spread the slick, warm fluid
over my chest and down my body. I soaped up my legs and thighs and
of course, my pussy before sliding it up and down my arms and over
my shoulders.

“No, no, I don't think that's a good idea,”
he said to someone on the phone.

He leaned over and pressed the dildo against
me and I gulped as it slowly spread me open and began to push into
my body. He slid it about a third of the way in then sat back in
his chair and let the ball of his foot come down on the base of the
dildo.

“I think we can shave some points off the
management expense ratio,” he said into the phone. “Paul has some
ideas about that, and about rotating our investment.”

He didn't press hard, but the pressure was
steady as the thick dildo slowly pushed downward into my body. The
deeper it pushed the more sexual energy kind of thrummed through my
body. He pushed it halfway in, then two-thirds, then
three-quarters, and I was aching inside but the sexual electricity
was crackling powerfully.

This was sick! And hot!

He drew his foot back and slipped off his
shoe, then pressed his bare foot down and I gasped as the dildo
pushed still deeper. It was almost buried inside me now as his big
toe pressed in against my clitoris and started to rub against
me.

Fuuuuuuck!

He hung up and put the phone down.

“Tell me you love having big cocks inside
you, Brooklyn.”

“I-I love having big cocks inside me, Mister
Sterling!” I moaned.

“Dirty girl,” he said in amusement.

He drew his toe back, leaving me
breathless.

“Pump the dildo in and out of your hot little
pussy, slave girl,” he said.

Shuddering, I reached down and gripped the
base, then started to slowly pump it in and out.

“Draw your knees up and back and spread them
apart.

I did that too, and then started to rub my
clitoris with my other hand's fingers as he watched me.

Fuck! This was so incredible!

I pumped the dildo in and out as I rubbed my
clitoris, masturbating while he looked down, sipped his glass, and
smiled.

“Stop.”

I hesitated then stopped, panting.

“Sit up on your heels. You see the hollow
base? Press it firmly against the tile. It's a suction cup.”

I sat up, rising to sit on my heels, then
pressed the base down against the tiles.

“Ride it.”

I moaned and obeyed, riding slowly up and
down on the cock.

“Rub your clitoris. Let me see those breasts
rise and fall, slave girl.”

I obeyed, my breasts trembling and wobbling
as I rose and sank, rose and sank, rose and sank again.

“Tell me you love riding big cocks,
Brooklyn.”

“I-I I love to ride big cocks, Mister
Sterling!” I gasped.

The orgasm came upon me and I cried out,
riding faster and harder, bouncing atop the big dildo, impaling
myself on it, again and again, aroused beyond reason by him simply
sitting there watching. Because masturbating for an audience was an
astonishing new concept for me. And it seemed shockingly, wickedly
outrageous.

I sank down at last, flushed and overheated,
my insides aching.

“Go have a swim and cool down,” he said,
picking up his phone again.

I slid slowly up off the dildo and then
padded over to the pool and jumped in. I groaned as I rolled around
under the water, thinking of the time I'd just spent drying my
hair, and how that was a waste of time.

I had regained some of my energy and thinking
as I climbed out, so I tried to climb out like some of those
Hollywood scenes, sliding my hands up and back through my hair to
wring the water out of it. I walked back to him and then when he
pointed, I knelt before him again. He looked at me expectantly and
after a moment I jerked my arms back behind me and held my arms
together.

Boy, if my friends knew a tenth of the stuff
I was doing here they'd be freaked out!

“Legs spread wider, little slave.”

I jerked my knees further apart,
flushing.

This was kinky shit!

“Now then, there's a problem with you
forgetting to check your phone and thus not being prepared for
me.”

“I'll be sure to check it more often from now
on,” I said anxiously.

“And you didn't have your butt-plug in.”

“Uhm, sorry,” I said, blushing.

“And you keep forgetting to call me sir or
Mister Sterling.”

I flushed, mildly insulted. I mean, I'd just
fucked him and I needed to call him Mr. Sterling? That was
dumb.

“Sorry... sir,” I said.

“Not accepted.”

Huh?

“Punishment is in order, I'm afraid.”

I blinked uncertainly, then licked my
lips.

“Uh, what kind of punishment, sir?”

“What would you recommend?”

I pursed my lips. What the fuck did he
mean?

“Uh, I'm not sure.”

“Stand up, turn around.”

I did as he told me and he gripped my wrists
and pulled them together, then clipped the bracelets together so
they were trapped. I gasped as he scooped me up in the air and then
dropped me belly-down across his lap!

I felt his hand caressing my buttocks,
squeezing and kneading it, then slipping between my thighs and
massaging my pussy.

“Slave girls need to learn obedience and
discipline,” he said.

I gulped as his big thumb pushed into my
pussy.

“Hmm, you forgot to apply sunscreen again
after drying off, slave girl.”

He eased me off his lap again onto my
knees.

“Go pick it up and bring it back here.”

I looked at him in surprise because the
plastic bottle was only like five feet away. I knee-walked over to
it and then hesitated.

“Just pick it up in your mouth.”

I bent over and took it gingerly between my
teeth, then straightened, turned around, and knee-walked back to
him and deposited it in his hand.

“Now stand up and place yourself across my
lap.”

By now I could feel myself starting to heat
up again since this was more of his kinky sex stuff. I was still
wary, though, since I wasn't all that thrilled with what he
obviously had in mind, which was a spanking. Those likely hurt!

But I did as he told me and he pulled me over
his lap once again and began to run his hands over my body. He
kneaded my breast and then opened the little bottle. Instead of
squirting it on me, though, I guess he squirted it on his fingers,
because then I felt them at my pussy, rubbing me there. His thumb
pushed slowly into me, then pumped in and out.

It was a big thumb! It was sure way bigger
than mine!

My pulse rate was picking up as that thumb –
as big as some cocks, pumped slowly in and out of me, rubbing
against the front part of my pussy.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
asked.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“So say then.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Mister
Sterling!”

“Bad girls need to be punished.”

Well, that didn't seem fair given he'd just
made me confess!

His thumb was rubbing and pumping slowly
while his oily fingers were rubbing and massaging my clitoris. His
other hand, with no oil on it, was sliding up and down my body,
pausing to knead my breast every now and then.

“I expect you to learn from your tutors,
Brooklyn, and apply what you learn to the task at hand. If you
fail, then you certainly deserve punishment.”

His left hand slapped my butt sharply and I
gasped at the sting of it.

“Don't you agree?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“I'm glad we're on the same page, then.”

Crack!

I gasped as his hand slapped my butt a second
time, my body flinching.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I hissed and gasped and moaned as his hand
began to spank me. But at the same time, his other hand was doing
some pretty amazing stuff to my pussy! The dark rush of excitement
and pleasure that was bringing both masked the sting of his
spanking and also made it seem... not pleasurable, exactly, but
exciting. In a kinky way.

“Bad little girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My butt was starting to heat up, but I didn't
really feel all that bad about it because this was so hot, so
kinky, so thrilling. And because his fingers were rubbing and
massaging my clitoris in a way that was making my pulse race.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He was starting to slap harder, and I winced
and gasped and yelped as his big hand struck my buttocks. They were
starting to get hot and sensitive now, but the way he was fingering
me still seemed more important.

He paused, his hand sliding up my back and
ribs to knead my breast. His hand seemed to pause, too, with his
thumb a couple of inches inside me and rubbing lightly against the
wall of my pussy. I moaned, my body thrumming with a dark sense of
passion, my hips rolling back against his thumb.

I know I'd just had an orgasm, but that
didn't seem to have settled the dark, roiling excitement within me
brought about by being... by acting like a naked sex slave around
him.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl,
Brooklyn?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say so.”

Crack!

“Oh! I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Mister
Sterling!” I moaned.

“Beg me to spank you.”

Whaa?!

“Please spank me, Mister Sterling!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His thumb started to pump into me as I ground
myself against it. The blows from his other hand were heating up my
bottom pretty fiercely, but it didn't seem to matter to the dark
lust gripping my mind and body.

He stopped and eased me off his lap and onto
my knees on the ground.

“Get the dildo and bring it to me, slave
girl,” he said.

I turned and saw the thing still stuck to the
stone so I knee-walked to it and bent to take it into my mouth. It
was stuck, though, so I had to kind of twist it from side to side,
taking it deeper into my mouth as I did. I slid off it then gripped
it near the shaft, with my butt pointed at Sterling.

I managed to get it loose and then, gripping
it between my teeth like a dog with a bone, I rose and knee-walked
back to him. He took it and examined it.

“Open your mouth, slave,” he said in a
suddenly growly voice.

I blinked but obeyed and he slid the head
into it, then pushed it deeper.

“Let us see how well you learned your
lessons.”

I felt a sudden jolt of anxiety, and gulped
in air, trying to brace myself.

“I'm not going to move it. You are going to
slide your lips forward until they can touch my fingers.”

Oh shit!

“Now, slave girl.”
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He'd introduced me to deep-throating, but it
wasn't like I was an expert! I mean, I knew I could do it now, but
that didn't mean it was something to look forward to. I bobbed my
lips up and down the dildo, forcing myself to go further and
further down its length, gagging a bit as I did, and trying to tell
myself that I needed to just swallow it like a piece of meat.

Finally, I closed my eyes and just forced
myself forward. I gagged, of course, but not as badly as I would
have thought, and I was able to resist the impulse to jerk back. I
forced myself further and further down the length of the thick cock
until they were touching his fingers. Then I held there, trembling,
before pulling back.

I almost threw up, but I didn't!

“Good girl!” he said, his hand ruffling my
hair like I was a dog or something.

Still, I felt victorious. I'd done it! Yay
me!

He put it down on the stone, pressing it so
the base locked in place, then directed me to straddle it and slide
my pussy down like I had before. Then he pulled his cock out of his
shorts and I started to work on it, licking and sucking as he'd
started to show me earlier while he fondled my breasts.

Of course, once he was hard I had to then
repeat the deep-throat effort, but again, though it wasn't easy, I
did it, taking his big cock deep into my throat several times! And
that seemed to break something free in my mind. Because after the
first few times, where I struggled, it started to actually excite
me to swallow it!

I mean, the sight of it, the knowledge of
what I was doing, and the sensation as the slick cock slid down my
throat were all incredibly exciting! I was actually disappointed
when he pulled me back by the hair and had me kneel with my chin to
the ground like I'd done earlier in the bedroom.

He plucked the dildo off the stone and then
pushed it into me to the hilt, which made me just go uhhhhhhhh!
Because it made me feel so filled up!

He slid to his knees behind me and then I
felt him pulling the butt-plug out of my ass! I gasped, and braced
myself as his cock pushed against me. But it didn't hurt like I'd
feared it would. My butt still tried to clamp down on it, but just
like in the bathroom he slapped sharply, stingingly, like he was
punishing my body, and drove his cock deeper and deeper.

“You have an ass which is not only beautiful
but deliciously tight, Brooklyn,” he said. “And to think I hired
you before I even saw it.”

I gasped as he drew back then pushed forward,
drew back, then pushed forward.

Crack!

“Just like when I use your pussy, squeeze
down as I draw back, and loosen up as I push forward,” he said.

I did, and he worked his cock even deeper, to
the point I was feeling cramps in my abdomen from how deep inside
me it was! Plus I had the big dildo in my belly, too, and it just
felt like I was so incredibly full down there now!

“Tell me you love having my cock buried in
your ass, Brooklyn,” he said.

“I-I love having your cock buried in my ass,
Mister Sterling!” I groaned.

He was gathering in my hair and I let out a
little cry as he jerked it back, forcing my head back.

“You are the prettiest little sex toy I think
I've ever seen,” he said.

What's weird is I actually felt pleasure at
his words. I mean, imagine feeling flattered by having some guy
call you a sex toy!

His cock moved in and out of me with more
ease, as if the muscles in my ass had been battered down, and then
he pulled up harder on my hair, forcing my head back so far I had
to rise up and back. Which, I guess, was what he intended.

He had his big cock jammed up deep into my
belly as he spooned me from behind. His left hand came up to
encircle my throat, forcing my back against his chest, and
squeezing to make it hard to breathe.

“I love your ass, Brooklyn,” he growled.

His right hand, the one with the slippery
fingers, found my pussy and started to rub me, also pushing on the
dildo so it didn't slide out. Meanwhile, he fucked my ass
slowly.

Fuuuuck! This was wild and nasty!

My heart was pounding, my pulse racing, and
heat gripped my mind and body as he alternately squeezed my neck,
and loosened it. That was making me light-headed, but I didn't
care. His fingers rubbed my clitoris and his cock pumped up into my
ass, and I was starting to thrust back against the latter as my
body burned with a rising sense of delicious dark passion.

And then the phone rang. Not his, the house
phone. It was, of course, a cordless phone, and I'd brought it out
here earlier before Shauna arrived. See, I'd been out here this
morning, first walking on the beach, then laying by the pool, and,
of course, took the opportunity to call one of my friends to taunt
them on how great it was here.

“Now who is interrupting my pleasure?” he
said in annoyance.

He reached over and picked up the phone, then
looked at the number in it.

“Oh... th-that's my parents!” I gasped.

“Really? You think they'd like to talk to
me?”

“No!”

“That seems unfriendly.”

He pressed the accept button on the phone,
and then the speaker button, and held it up in front of me. I
stared at it in disbelief and some confusion for long seconds.

“Hello? Brooklyn?” my father's voice
said.

“H-Hi, daddy!” I gulped.

Sterling started to thrust his cock in and
out of me again in long, slow strokes. The hand he'd had around my
neck moved to my breast, kneading and caressing it and rolling the
stiff nipple.

“How are things on the coast, Brook?” he
asked.

“F-fine!” I squeaked.

“You getting set up properly?”

“I-I'm all set up. I'm... signing up for
courses,” I said.

“What kind of courses?”

“Uhm.. dancing?!”

Sterling leaned his head in and began to gnaw
on the side of my throat.

“Well, I guess if you don't have a job that
requires much work you have time for that sort of thing,” he said.
“Though you might consider taking something with more of an
economic payoff. You're not going to be paid to house-sit forever,
you know.”

“I-I know, daddy!” I said.

That man who hired you hasn't shown up, has
he?”

“Uh... Mister Sterling?”

“Yes. I have to admit I have my suspicions
about why he'd hire a young girl like you for that.”

Sterling chuckled and chewed on my ear, his
fingers rubbing my clitoris.

“I... he... we met... because I was... dating
his son,” I said.

“Just so he doesn't expect more from you than
watching the house,” he said.

“I'm sure he won't!” I squeaked.

“You have to remember you're a beautiful
girl, Brook, and men don't stop being men just because they get
older.”

Sterling ground himself into my buttocks, his
cock high inside me making me gasp as it caused a kind of cramping
sensation.

“I can... take care of myself, daddy!” I
exclaimed.

“You only think you can,” he said. “Just
remember to call me if you need anything at all.”

“I will!”

“And your mother says not to spend all day
out at that pool you sent us pictures of or you'll get burned, even
with the sunscreen.”

“I won't! I have to go, daddy. There's a
serviceman here! I'll call you back!”

Sterling snickered and hung up.

“Serviceman, huh? It's you who services me,
slave girl.”

His hand gripped my throat again and jerked
my head back against his chest and then began to thrust his cock
harder into my ass. He squeezed tightly enough to make me gasp for
breath as his fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Think daddy would like a picture of you
right now?” he asked, chuckling again.

The heat was swelling and spreading within
me, baking my mind as a kind of fever began to grow within me. This
was all so wild and far from character for me. I'd never been
involved in anything nearly as exciting – or nasty. And to be tied
up like this and having sex with a man twice my age out here in the
sunshine just seemed unreal.

He bent me over again, and now both hands
completely encircled my neck as he held me bent forward at the
waist. His hips began to strike my buttocks with growing power as
his big cock speared into me with hard, fast strokes that had my
body trembling and shaking.

And I couldn't do anything. I mean, you're
supposed to do stuff in sex, not just... lay there, or kneel there,
or whatever. But there was nothing I could do even if I knew to do
it. There was nothing even to think about doing. Which, in a
strange way, made it more exciting because I could focus all my
thoughts on what I was feeling, and how dark and thrilling this
was.

Sterling didn't squeeze hard around my neck,
just hard enough to make it harder to breathe. And given my heart
was pounding wildly and my blood racing, that was starting to make
me light-headed again. But that just made the wild thrill of it
even edgier.

It was like I was just... a … a slave girl,
completely at his mercy, to do with as he chose! Bent over, my
breasts wobbling as they hung below me, his hips pummeling my
already sore buttocks, and that big cock thrusting, thrusting,
thrusting...

Another orgasm hit me, and I marveled at it
as it swelled up and the pleasure exploded. Another orgasm! I'd
never had one with a guy until him and now I was having them in
bunches! I cried out, or tried to, but his tight grip on my throat
kept me from making much noise. Oddly, that made me feel more
uninhibited, like I didn't have to even try to hide my reaction, to
maintain my dignity or whatever.

I could just lose myself to the pleasure
screaming through my body, sink into the churning liquid heat and
let it drown my mind. And so I did, gurgling and gasping and
whimpering and bucking back against his pounding hips as he drove
me into a huge orgasm that threatened to consume my brain!

I felt like I was screaming, my mouth open,
but nothing coming out but gurgles. Then the orgasm faded, and
Sterling lowered my chin to the ground again. I groaned, feeling
boneless, limp, gripped by the afterglow. Sterling, though, slid
his hands up to my hips and attacked me even more fiercely!

My chin was rubbing against the smooth stone
beneath me as my body shuddered and jerked back and forth. My
glazed eyes tried to focus on the pattern of the stone just because
it was right there and I couldn't think of anything.

He finished... I guess, burying his cock in
my ass with a final flurry, then slowly pulling out again.

“Don't move,” he said, a little
breathlessly.

Then he went inside.

I groaned, feeling... hollow inside. I
mean... damn, he had really pounded me.

Yeah, I don't think daddy would have been
happy to know this.

After a few minutes, Sterling returned. I'd
been starting to feel fidgety and indignant, but was wary of
another spanking, so had kept in position. He came back and pushed
the butt-plug into my ass, then sat down and put his feet up on my
butt.

My eyes widened at the outrageousness of it,
but I didn't move because I couldn't quite absorb it immediately,
and wasn't sure what to do.

“You have a great little ass, Brooklyn. Make
sure you keep it ready for me.”

*

It was a brief visit. He left soon after, and
I had another visitor. This was someone to teach me how to cook.
This was a guy, a gay guy at that. He was a chef somewhere, and
taught me simple, basic recipes for food for Sterling. We went over
each one and then he made the food while I 'helped'.

I didn't mind. My understanding of cooking
was fairly basic, after all, and it was a good thing to learn.

Over the following days, he returned, as did
Shauna, who taught me not only physical exercise but how to please
her pussy. Another guy came to teach me about making drinks. And
then a Black girl named Raven came to teach me how to dance.

By which I mean how to strip, and how to give
a lap dance. Because that was what she was teaching me! That was a
bit embarrassing, at first, but after a while, I got over it. I
mean, it was useful information, and not just for Sterling.

I went to a salon and had laser hair removal.
That was embarrassing, but it was just routine to the girls who did
it, so I eventually relaxed. Hey, if it meant I wouldn't have to
keep shaving my legs and pussy it was worth it.

Golov returned too. I was wary of her every
time she showed up. She always brought a thin, flexible crop with
her and wasn't hesitant to use it on my butt whenever I failed to
instantly obey one of her directives.

She was always brusque and stern, and she
irritated me, but she also somehow managed to turn me on every
single time. Maybe it was the idea of training to be a 'slave girl'
which did it. Or just being naked around a person. Or the way she'd
sometimes stick the crop between my legs and let the shaft push up
between the lips of my sex to slide in and out across my
clitoris.

Or maybe it was just that she acted like she
had every right to do it because... because I was a slave girl!
That was such a wicked, kinky (and weird) idea that it never seemed
to fail to arouse me.

“Deesipline!” she growled as she stood before
me. “Deesipline!”

She circled me slowly as I stood in place,
feet apart, hands gripping my elbows behind my back.

I winced as the crop flicked out and cut
across my buttocks.

“Chest out, shoulders back, head up, eyes
unseeing!”

She moved around me and the soft flap at the
tip of the crop rubbed my right nipple, then slapped it.

I winced but didn't move.

“Slave girls obey,” she growled. “Whatever ze
order! Eenstantly! Do jou understand!?”

“Yes, Mistress Golov!” I cried.

She slapped the other nipple and I flinched
but didn't move.

“Yes, Mistress Golov!”

“Knees!”

I dropped instantly to my knees, sitting on
my heels with my legs spread wide and my hands gripping opposite
elbows.

“Face down!”

I threw myself forward, breasts pillowed out
on the floor, arms thrust out behind me, bottom raised, legs
spread.

“Stand! Present!”

I stood again, this time with my hands behind
my neck and back arched.

“Take your ankles.”

I bent over and gripped my ankles as she
moved around me.

Crack!

“Spread feet wider!”

I shifted my feet apart on the floor.

“Dog.”

I dropped to my hands and knees.

“Crawl to the corner and stand.”

I did as she ordered and she followed behind.
I stood up and she smacked my bottom with the crop.

“Take your hair in your hands and gather it
up above your head, then hold it there.”

I blinked in confusion, but obeyed, lifting
my long hair up above me as I pressed myself into the corner.

“Up on the balls of your feet.”

I obeyed and the crop flicked down across my
bottom, then across my back, which made me gasp.

“Do not move. Deesipline!”

I stood in place against the corner.

“Heels down. Push bottom out. Feet apart”

I obeyed again.

“Now rise on balls of feet.”

I obeyed, though now I was in a kind of
awkward position, my chest against the corner, my back bent as my
bottom thrust out behind me.

Crack!

“What is your purpose?”

“To serve, Mistress Golov!”

Crack!

“Who do you serve?”

“Whoever I'm told to, Mistress Golov!”

Crack!

I gasped and flinched.

“How do you serve?”

“However I'm told, Mistress Golov!”

Bitch!

“Straighten and turn.”

I gratefully settled back to my heels, the
balls of my feet aching, and turned around.

“Present!”

I jerked my wrists up behind my neck and
arched my back.

“Deesipline!”

She smacked the tip of the corp down on my
right nipple, harder than before, then again, then again, then she
sort of rained stinging little smacks on it, the tip of the crop
moving in a blur. My nipple and the flesh around it began to
burn!

She shifted to my other nipple, glowering at
me suspiciously, waiting for me to move. My nipples got pink, then
red, throbbing hotly, but I didn't move.

She stepped closer and thrust the crop
between my thighs, bringing the shaft up hard between my pussy
lips, and then started to rub it slowly up and down, grinding it
against my clitoris.

“Do jou theenk jou have deesipline, slave
girl?” she growled.

“Yes, Mistress Golov!” I said.

“Ha! Vee shall see!”

She went to her briefcase. She opened it took
out a thin, filmy piece of fabric which she tossed to me.

“Put on!”

It turned out to be two filmy pieces of silk
in pale violet. The first piece was a halter. It was made of very
thin silk but it had a hard border in gold along the bottom, and
another at the collar. The collar fastened around my throat, and
then the lower one fastened in around my chest. The halter, though,
was made so that there were soft... cups over my breasts. Cups is
the wrong word. It implies something hard. These were more like
bags or sacks.

The halter was flat against my chest between
my breasts, but the 'sacks' held my breasts just like, well, soft
bags. They sure didn't leave anything to the imagination,
especially with my nipples poking out.

The second piece was basically a G-string of
the same fabric, attached to a thin golden belt that went around my
hips. There was more to it, and she handed me two thin gauzy pieces
of silk which turned out to be 'sleeves', of a sort. They had
elastics at the top, which went a little above the elbows.

Then there was a kind of half-skirt made of
the same gauzy material which attached to another of those thin
golden fabric belts. It went around my waist, and the gauzy, lacy
material hung from it down to my ankles. The thing is, it didn't
come down front and back, but only on the sides, which seemed goofy
to me.

But then the whole purpose of the outfit was
to make me look sexy, and I had to admit, it accomplished that.
Golov had me walk around in it, with a book on my head again. She
had me fill a glass with water, carry it on a tray out to the
dining room, kneel and present it to her as she sat at the table,
then had me lay empty plates before her as if serving dinner.

Then she made me go in the corner again, this
time leaving my hair alone, but standing with my arms raised
high.

I heard her voice murmuring behind me but
knew not to turn my head until she told me to.

“Now vee are going to do thet again,” she
said, “Und I expect proper deesipline. Turn.”

I turned around and froze, my face reddening.
There was a man there with her! He was a complete stranger, and I
felt a wild sense of shock and shame as he looked at me.

He was an older man, maybe fifty, with salt
and pepper hair, wearing an expensive suit.

“You will get Mister Evans a glass of water,
girl,” Golov ordered.

I wasn't naked. But I was wearing only a
G-string and he'd seen me from behind! Also, my breasts might as
well have been in soft cloth sacks, for the halter couldn't make
them more obvious!

“Now, ghirl!”

I hurried across the room to the kitchen,
desperate to get away from his eyes.

“Stop!”

I had become conditioned to obey her commands
and stopped.

“Come back!”

Blushing hotly, I turned and walked back,
cringing as she made me walk right up in front of where Evans
stood.

She gripped my arm, turned me, and whacked my
butt with the crop.

“Valk like lady!” she growled.

Wincing, I walked to the kitchen the way
she'd taught me, my face so red it was a wonder it didn't burst
into flames!

My hands shook as I picked up the glass of
water on the tray we'd used earlier, tried to control my breathing,
and then turned and walked back into the other room. I kept my eyes
from meeting Evans as I approached, tray in hands, then cringed
mentally as I reached him and then... knelt down, holding the tray
up in my hands.

He took the glass, and then sat down at the
table, and I had to serve him empty plates and bowls, pour water
from a wine bottle, and generally act like a slutty slave waitress!
Later he moved to the living room sofa and I had to repeat the
little demonstration. My face wasn't on fire by then, but I was
still extremely self-conscious, and incredibly relieved when they
left!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


One of the lessons I learned from Sterling's
next visit was not to tease him when I wanted sex. I mean, it
wasn't like he didn't have sex with me, because of course, he did.
But then he had other things to do and after a while, his presence
in the house combined with my wearing basically nothing but the
collar and restraints made me get horny and want him to do more
stuff to me.

That was how I learned what was in one of the
locked rooms downstairs.

It wasn't exactly the red room of pain, but
it had a bunch of scary stuff there, along with some weird frames
and platforms I could only barely figure out the purpose for.

One of the platforms was a glossy dark brown,
made of thick wood. It had a cutout in the middle like in those
pillory things the puritans used to punish people with. It was
lower, though, and I had to bend over and put my head and arms
through the holes, which then closed to lock me in place.

He pulled my hair up and back and fed it back
through a hole just above my head, then fastened it somehow on the
other side of the wood. My ankles were spread and chained in place,
and then a thick dildo pushed into my pussy. He walked around to
the front of the pillory and moved a machine forward. It too had a
dildo attached. This dildo was very long and kind of flexible. He
fed that into my mouth.

He went behind me and I felt something
rounded pressing up against my pussy as I bent over. Then it
started to vibrate and move. The dildo in my pussy started to move
in and out, too. Then the one in my mouth did the same, pushing the
dildo deep into my throat before pulling it slowly back.

I felt his fingers on my breasts behind the
frame, then something like small suction cups were attached to them
around the nipples! They started to suck rhythmically as the dildo
in my pussy sped up. I heard the door close and then, as far as I
knew, I was alone.

The dildo pumped in and out of me, going
deeper and deeper, and then a kind of padded crosspiece near the
bottom started hitting my buttocks. It felt like it was about a
foot wide and eight or ten inches high. Soon it was hitting my butt
hard and fast as the dildo skewered me!

The longer dildo in front moved slowly, but
it was really long, and plunged deep into my throat with every
stroke. It didn't stay in my throat too long, but even so, the way
my heart was pounding I started to get light-headed again.

Meanwhile that cock was pounding me, and the
vibrator was rubbing and grinding against my clitoris.

It didn't take long for the first orgasm to
tear through my body. This seemed less a punishment and more some
kind of incredible automatic masturbation machine!

But of course, I couldn't move or stop it,
and it kept fucking me, and the vibrator kept grinding against me.
I had another orgasm, then another, then another. They were
starting to exhaust me, and the muscles in my stomach and abdomen
were starting to ache from all the hard spasming.

But I couldn't do anything as the thing kept
fucking me – hard! My body shook and shuddered to the blows of the
flat padded thing just as it would if Sterling was fucking me. But
Sterling couldn't have lasted this long!

I don't know how many orgasms I had. I lost
track. I started to get too dazed to count or to remember.

He came back, though I didn't realize it, at
first. I only noticed when his hand squeezed one of my throbbing
breasts.

“Are you enjoying yourself, slave girl?” he
asked in amusement. “You seemed to really want to have more sex so
I gave it to you. Maybe next time you'll be careful what you wish
for.”

I felt his fingers at the butt plug as the
dildo halted. There was a delay while I panted and moaned and then
gurgled as the dildo in front pushed into my throat again. Then the
one behind started again, only now it had two dildos. The second
one pushed into my ass – deep into my ass!

I heard him chuckle, then the door closed,
and the two dildos fucked me hard, sometimes together, sometimes
separately, one thrusting in as the other pulled out.

And I had another bunch of orgasms which left
me dazed and aching.

He returned after I don't know how long. I
was even more dazed and breathless and only noticed when the dildos
pulled out and halted and the vibrator drew back. He unchained my
ankles, then released my hair and lifted up the top part of the
wood so he could pull my head and hands back.

I promptly sank to my knees, dizzy and
dazed.

“I hope you enjoyed the sex,” he said.

I had, of course, but then again, I
hadn't.

“Perhaps you'll be able to relax now, and not
bother your master for more sex.”

I was fairly sure I wouldn't be bothering for
sex any time soon!

He gathered up my hair, wrapping it around
his fist, and then jerked on it to pull me off balance. I gasped,
falling forward, catching myself on my hands, and then as he
pulled, crawled along at his side as he walked out of the room and
back up the hall.

Apparently, he didn't need a leash given how
long my hair was!

“Always bear in mind that the house, and
everything in it, is here to please me, not the other way around.
The pool should not complain if I don't swim in it, and the theater
should not pester me if I don't choose to watch movies that day. I
want them to be available to me, but am under no obligation to make
use of them except at my choosing.”

I had to crawl up the stairs at his side, my
long hair held up high above me in his hand. He walked me up the
hall to my bedroom and put me in it, then closed the door behind
me.

I groaned and crawled to the bed, then
climbed into it and lay back. My pussy ached from the long,
continuous thrusts of the dildo. My ass wasn't feeling much better.
And my nipples and areolas were swollen and throbbing. I was still
twitching from time to time, my muscles and nerve endings
recovering from way too many overloads.

How many overloads I'd had astonished me. I
hadn't even known it was possible to have so many orgasms at
one time!

But I took his message. I was here to please
him whenever he wanted sex, or sex games, or whenever he wanted to
be waited on hand and foot. When he was busy I would need to find
something else to do with myself. I understood and accepted that,
but it still left me a little miffed. Weren't guys supposed to be
eager to see me and touch me all the time?

*

The next day another trainer arrived.

It was another woman, and I looked at her
warily.

“I'm Andrea,” she said, as if that meant
something.

I looked at her.

“I teach erotic massage?”

“Oh, right!” I stepped back.

Wait. Did she say erotic massage!?

She was blonde, busty, and had a thick mass
of wavy hair tumbling down around her shoulders. It wasn't long
like mine, but certainly attractive.

“You're Brooklyn, right?”

“Uh-huh,” I said.

She carried a large bag and walked right
through the house as if she'd been here before. She headed straight
for the gym, passed through it, and dropped her bag on one of the
tables in the massage room.

“I'm to teach you how to massage men and
women,” she said. “We'll start with women since it's the easier to
do when you actually are one.”

She giggled a little at that.

“There are several things to bear in mind
during a massage. The important one is that the journey is more
important than the arrival. We don't rush it. The idea is to relax
the client, relax their muscles, put them in a state of complete
openness to the experience. Take off your clothes, will you?”

I blinked and then blushed, but hey, it
seemed like I was doing it repeatedly. I peeled off the tank top,
then the sweatpants.

“Climb up on the table and we'll get started.
Nice boobs,” she said.

I flushed. “Uh, thanks.”

She put something into a microwave on the
shelf and then washed her hands.

“I don't need to wash my hands, by the way. I
want them warm, though, and they got a little cool on my bike. You
always make sure your hands are warm before you touch anyone.

“Uh, you came on a bike?”

“Harley Davidson,” she said with a grin.

She turned off the water and wiped her hands
on a towel and the microwave pinged. She took a jar out and then
tested it with her finger before coming over to the table.

“Are you ready for your bones to be melted?”
she asked with a grin.

“Uh, I kind of need my bones,” I said
warily.

“Not for the next little while, you
don't.”

She poured a thin stream of whatever was in
the jar down onto my chest. It oozed, and felt warm, almost hot.
She slid her hands down onto my chest and began to gently spread it
over my upper chest and shoulders.

“Relax,” she said. “Don't think of anything.
Let your mind float.”

Easy for her to say!

She kneaded my shoulders and then let her
hands slide down onto my breasts! Her fingers caressed them and
gently massaged them, but not like anyone else ever had. There was
a lot more gentleness to her fingers, almost as if this wasn't
sexual. Well, until her oily fingers caught my nipples and rolled
them between them.

I was pretty stiff, at first. I mean, Shauna
had introduced me to lesbian fun so I wasn't really freaked out.
But it wasn't like I'd had a lot of time to get to know this girl!
Still, if the point was 'erotic massage' then she was just doing
what she was paid to do.

She slid her hands lower, pouring more oil
onto my belly, and oiled up my lower body.

I gulped and lay there, pulse rate growing as
her hands neared my groin, but she bypassed it, her fingers
stroking up and down along my leg, then my other leg. She massaged
my feet, then, taking her time as she gently dug her fingers into
me.

“Relax,” she said softly.

She was giving a very good foot massage! Then
she slid her hands upward along my hips and over my belly. She
gently spread my legs apart and then her hand slid down over my
pussy. I tensed up, but it slid back up again, then down.

She had me roll over and then peeled off her
top, then opened her skirt and let it drop. She wore nothing
beneath, and I felt my heart skip a beat as I realized she was
naked! She climbed onto the table, then, and straddled me, sitting
on my thighs! I felt the oil being poured on my back and she slid
her hands up and down it to spread it out.

She kneaded my shoulders and slid her hands
along my ribs, then downward onto my buttocks. Her hands slid
upward then and I felt her body coming down as she leaned over.
Then her bare breasts were rubbing against my back! They slid up
and down my back as she moved her body lower, and I could feel my
inner heat starting to really build up rapidly!

She slid off the table.

“Roll over.”

I rolled over and she massaged my thighs
again, then her fingers began to slide lightly up and down on
either side of my pussy. A slim finger pushed into me, followed by
a second one. I moaned as they pumped slowly in and out. She slid
her hands down my thighs again, then up my body to massage my
breasts, clearly in no hurry.

Her hands moved smoothly, fluidly, kneading
the muscles of my shoulders, then sliding down my body once
more.

“I hope you're paying attention,” she
said.

I gulped and kind of nodded, remembering I
was supposed to be learning this so I could do it myself. Who was I
supposed to massage? Shauna!?

Her hands slid back down, rubbing up and down
along either side of my pussy, then sliding into me once more. Like
everyone else here she seemed able to find my G-spot very easily,
and my hips started to jerk as my muscles spasmed. But again, she
wasn't in a hurry, sliding her fingers back and then massaging my
thighs, then my breasts.

The next time they reached my pussy she
started to rub my clitoris, but not the way I would when
masturbating. She rubbed her fingers on either side of my clitoris,
squeezing it between them, while the fingers of her other hand slid
inside me once again.

My chest was rising and falling heavily as my
body pulsed with energy. I wasn't far from orgasm as she slowly,
gently worked her fingers into me and against me. But once again
she slid her hands away, which was so frustrating! How long did she
intend to keep this up before letting me come!?

She stopped, then.

“All right. Off the table, and show me what
you've learned.”

Yikes!

I licked my lips but obeyed. And I wasn't as
reluctant as I might have thought to slide my hands over her body.
I was very much aroused by then!

I poured the oil on her as she lay down and
then gently massaged her with my hands. Of course, unlike me she
didn't keep silent, continually telling me to rub harder, or less
hard, to press in more, to move faster or slower. She had decent
breasts herself, and I kneaded and massaged them, a bit fascinated
since I hadn't done that with Shauna – or anyone.

Rubbing her pussy was also new to me. Shauna
had tied me up so I couldn't even touch her! So it felt weird
sliding my fingers up inside her pussy and pumping them in and out.
But she kept up a steady stream of instructions on what I was doing
wrong, and how to improve. It wasn't as exciting as me laying on
the table, but it was very sexual. So my arousal bubbled and
simmered just beneath the surface.

I couldn't tell if I was turning her on, or
if she was so jaded that having a girl rubbing her clitoris and
pumping her oily fingers in her pussy was just routine for her. And
then the doorbell rang. I turned to look at the door in
confusion.

“Oh, that's probably my assistant, Chris,”
she said.

She got up and slipped off the table, quickly
wetted her hands under the faucet, wiped them on some paper towels,
and tossed on a robe.

“Wait here,” she said over her shoulder.

I wondered why she needed an assistant. Maybe
so she could watch while I massaged this other girl? Well, of
course, I found out when they returned. Chris wasn't a girl! I saw
this tall young guy behind her and squeaked, my face turning bright
red as I spun around.

She laughed softly. “Oh, don't be shy. Chris
is just our model, like a dummy.”

“That's me, dumb Chris,” the guy said in
amusement.

“Strip off and lay down, would you?”

I was blushing fiercely, an arm over my
breasts, and my other arm down so I could cup my pussy with my
hand.

“You need to get used to being seen naked,”
Andrea said in amusement.

Chris was already removing his clothes. He
had a very nice body underneath, and didn't seem the least bit
embarrassed to have two women seeing it. Then again, he was a guy.
He seemed quite comfortable naked, and hopped onto the massage
table, and lay on his stomach. Which was a bit of a relief, at
least.

“All right, I'm going to let you start on his
back,” Andrea said with a smile.

She grabbed my arm and pulled me over beside
the table, then handed me the oil.

“Get started.”

Of course, I knew I had to learn this. It was
clearly so I could give Sterling massages. But I was still pretty
nervous and embarrassed and intimidated at first. I poured the oil
on his back, though, and under Andrea's directions spread it slowly
up and down his back and over his shoulders.

I blushed even more as I slid my hands
downward over his hips and then, bracing myself, spread the oil
over his buttocks. Yikes! Was this what I signed up for!?

His legs were easier, until Andrea told me to
climb up on top of him! I gulped, heart-thumping, but obeyed, and
sat straddling his thighs, then leaned forward and with Andrea
guiding me, slid my bare, oiled breasts up and down against his
thighs, then his buttocks, then up higher along his back.

I slid them up and down, up and down as my
hands massaged his sides and ribs and then his shoulders. And,
frankly, it was impossible to do that and not get aroused again! My
nipples were hot little pinpoints of tingling excitement as my
breasts slid up and down against his soft skin.

“Rise up on your knees, Brooklyn,” she said.
“All right, Chris, turn over.”

Yikes again!

He turned over, grinning at me, and of
course, he had an erection! It sprang up hard and red and hungry as
I fought not to stare at it.

“Don't touch his cock with your hands, at
first,” Andrea said. “Slide your body up and down.”

Oh boy!

She poured oil over my upper chest and
breasts, then pressed down on my shoulder and my breasts came down
to mash against his cock and balls. They rubbed up and down against
it gently, then I was sliding up higher along his belly and chest.
She had me slide up so I was straddling his cock! My thrumming,
hungry pussy slid up and down, up and down along the shaft as my
hands caressed his chest and shoulders.

And I could hardly breathe!

At one point I slid slowly back and the head
of his cock pressed up between the lips of my sex so that as I slid
back his cock pushed right up inside me! I felt a wild rush of
sexual energy that brought me almost to the edge of orgasm!

“No, no, no,” Andrea said. “That's not the
idea. “Best come off the table now.”

Pulse racing, I slid up and off him and then
climbed off the table.

“Now, use your hands, gently massage his
balls.”

I tried to get my breathing under control and
slid my hands up to massage his balls, still startled by the fact
that this guy I didn't even know had had his cock inside me!

This Chris guy had some kind of stamina,
because I spent like fifteen minutes massaging his balls and his
cock, rubbing my hands slowly up and down, squeezing lightly.

“Don't go too fast or he'll come,” Andrea
said.

“Isn't that the idea?”

She grinned. “Eventually. Now pour more
oil.”

I poured oil gently down over his erect cock,
then massaged it with my hands again before climbing up atop him
once more. Now I slid up and let my breasts squeeze together around
his erection, using my arms to press my breasts in together as they
throbbed wildly.

Since the both of them were acting very...
casual, I was trying to do the same and not look like some kind of
slutty bitch in heat, but I knew my face was flushed.

“Slowly, slowly, and not too much pressure or
he'll come,” Andrea said.

Then she let me slide up further, with my
breasts sliding along his belly and over his chest. Once again my
pussy slid back and forth over his erection. And once again, his
helmet head pushed against my opening. I did nothing to discourage
it, and shuddered as his cock pushed up inside me.

“Oh, very well. He's pretty close to orgasm
anyway. Bring him and we can start over again getting him
hard.”

I felt a moment of dazed astonishment. Like,
had she just given me permission to fuck this guy!?

Chris raised his hand off the table and his
thumb found my clitoris.

I jerked and began to ride his cock, harder
and faster with every passing second, the heat flaring wildly
within me. That another woman was standing there watching me fuck
this stranger seemed unreal and astonishing. But while it was
intimidating and embarrassing it was also darkly thrilling to do
something this... slutty!

Holy shit! I was fucking some stranger while
another stranger watched me! Was I crazy!?

No, just incredibly fucking turned on! And
his thumb rubbing my clitoris had me on the edge of orgasm in
seconds!

I rode my pussy up and down his cock, gasping
and panting, leaning in so that he reached up and roughly squeezed
one of my breasts. The orgasm hammered into me like a freight
train, and it was all I could do to keep from screaming out
loud!

And again, someone was watching me do this,
watching me have an orgasm! That sent the outrage factor even
higher, and somehow made me even more aroused! Chris came inside
me, then, gasping and gurgling as his cock spat a flood of heat up
into my spasming pussy.

“Now that you're both calmed down we can
start again,” Andrea said.

I groaned as I finally eased up, chest
heaving, gasping for breath.

“Climb down, Brooklyn and we can start using
our fingers again.”

So that was what I did, massaging Chris,
getting him hard again, and this time bringing him with my hands so
that he sprayed his cum up against my belly and chest.

“This is just the first lesson, of course,”
Andrea said. “You have a lot to learn yet.”

Yikes!
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Over the next month Josef the chef taught me
more about cooking. Shauna worked to tone my muscles. And Golov
taught me how to comport myself like a proper obedient, disciplined
serving girl – as she put it. Raven, the 'dancer' had a stripper
pole put into the exercise room, now that Shauna had built up my
muscles, and she started to teach me pole-dancing.

There was also a guy named Mike who taught me
how to make drinks, a woman named Fay who taught me hair and
makeup, and, of course, Andrea and Chris returned several times to
improve my understanding of erotic massage. Which was a good thing,
since that was apparently something Sterling liked a lot. The next
time he arrived, about five weeks after the previous time, that was
the first thing he wanted.

As he lay naked on the table he asked me
about what I'd been doing with my time, and how all the separate
classes were going. I was straddling his hips, sliding my hands
slowly up and down his chest at the time, and feeling very smug and
cocky about my ability, about the improvement in my expertise. I
told him about all the courses and what I'd learned even as I bent
over and slid my breasts up and down his chest and belly.

Of course, the massage ended much like the
first one with Chis. With me riding up and down on Sterling's cock
as he kneaded my breasts and rubbed my clitoris.

We washed the oil off, and I followed him
into the front room to make him a drink, then I went back to my
room to wash my hair and wash myself more thoroughly before donning
that sexy outfit Golov had brought me, the one with the halter
which cupped my breasts like a pair of sacks holding melons.

I didn't bother him for anything, though. I
was simply available if he wanted anything, like his drink
refilled. I had discovered that the right golden band had a little
electronic chip in it so that it buzzed softly against me whenever
he chose to activate it through his phone. Then I would know he
wanted me without him having to find me.

And then the bell rang.

I blinked in consternation, then quickly
grabbed a robe. I was the one who was supposed to answer doors,
after all. I hurried back up the hall only to see him already
there.

“You won't need that,” he said, flicking his
fingers at the robe.

Flushing, I took it off and quickly tossed it
into a side room, then feeling my stomach swirl, I went to the door
and opened it.

There were two men there, two complete
strangers. I felt extremely self-conscious, especially since their
eyes immediately went to my breasts. But Golov had brought a
different man every week to get me used to being seen by strangers,
and given she, Raven, Shauna, and Chris all regularly saw me naked
I was a lot less shy about my body than I had been.

“Greg, Alex,” Sterling said, coming forward
to shake their hands.

“Michael,” Alex said.

“Nice place you have here,” the other said,
his eyes not leaving me.

“I deserve only the best, as you know,”
Sterling said with a complete lack of modesty. “Come on in.”

They followed him into the living room as I
shut the door behind them, then reluctantly followed them, doing
the best to school my features.

“What can I get you?” Sterling said.

“Rum and Coke,” the one called Greg said.

“Just a beer. What have you got?” the other
one said.

Sterling didn't answer, but simply looked at
me.

I quickly stepped forward and recited the
list of beers we had as they both stared at my breasts again. One
of them, the guy named Alex, was already getting an erection. Which
was... flattering, in a way.

I turned my naked bottom to them and strolled
across to the bar as they all sat down, then got Alex's beer and
made a rum and coke for Greg. I put them on the silver tray and
carried them back to them, feeling a wild swirling confusion of
emotions that ran from embarrassment to excitement.

I cringed a little as I reached them and then
knelt on one knee and held the tray up to them with my head
bowed.

“Holy fuck!” one of them said.

I felt the weight removed from the tray and
pushed myself back as I lowered the tray. I stood and carried it
back to the bar, then returned, because Golov said I was to always
be nearby unless Sterling indicated otherwise.

I stood back, arms behind my back, with a
slight smile on my face as they chatted. The men kept looking at
me, obviously very distracted.

“Where did you get your uhm... maid?” Greg
said.

Sterling smiled. “She's not my maid. She's my
slave girl.”

The other two stared at him while I blushed a
little.

“What? You don't have a slave girl? How sad
for you gentlemen,” Sterling said smugly.

Now both men were trying to hide
erections.

“But your wives probably wouldn't approve,”
he added.

“Not hardly,” Alex muttered.

Sterling asked about their families and they
asked about his. Chad, it seemed, was fine, though not applying
himself. Keaton, whoever that was – a daughter, I gathered – was at
Harvard. And Nicole was usually in London or Paris. I had no idea
who she was at first, but I started to suspect she might be
Sterling's ex wife!

I hadn't even considered before that he might
have been married once!

After going through mutual gossip they
started to talk about a business deal. I mostly tuned it out,
except to get them fresh drinks, presenting them as I had before,
and removing the empties with a smile.

I was getting used to them seeing me like
that, and less self-conscious about it. Which meant, of course,
that I was starting to get turned on by just how obviously
attracted they were to me.

I was half-naked with a butt-plug in my
bottom around two strange, not unattractive men. And while they
might be a lot older than me, well, so was Sterling and that hadn't
made any difference.

They left, and Sterling called me over to
give him a blow job.

“What would you have done if I'd ordered you
to do this to my visitors?” he asked with a smirk.

“I always obey my master,” I said almost
automatically, though the question jolted me.

It was outrageous, after all, and kind of
offensive, in a way. But outrageous things tended to turn me on
these days, and the idea of myself as a kind of brazen sexual slave
girl serving anyone I was told was darkly exciting.

“Maybe I'll do that next time,” he said in
amusement.

His words made me gulp anxiously, but there
was a dark rush that came with them. I wasn't sure if he was
kidding or not! And, of course, it turned out he wasn't! The next
day he had another visitor, a man named Ross.

“Hello, Jeremy,” he said, shaking hands.

“Michael,” the man said, smiling, then
looking at me.

“This is Tricia, my assistant,” Sterling
said.

I blinked but didn't respond otherwise. If he
wanted to call me Tricia to this guy I wasn't going to argue.

I was wearing a very short, pink, pleated
dress which was quite tight across the chest and backless. As well
as stiletto heels. My legs sure looked long in it! It wasn't as
revealing as the one I'd worn the previous day but I still had a
lot of anxiety as I greeted Ross because of what Sterling had joked
about the other day.

I fetched them drinks as I had the other day,
but then hesitated when I reached them because I wasn't dressed
like... well. I looked anxiously at Sterling and he gave me a
slight nod, so I blushed and then slid to one knee, lowering my
head and raising the tray up for them.

“Well now,” I heard Ross say. “Quite a
respectful assistant.”

“She's still being trained, but she learns
quickly,” Sterling said as the weight was lifted off the tray.

“Really? What's your secret? I find young
people can barely learn at all, much less quickly.”

I rose to my feet and moved back.

“A little encouragement to the backside has
always been a good teacher for the young,” Sterling said.

I blushed but since I was headed back to the
bar Ross wouldn't see it.

“I would think HR would frown on that,” I
heard him reply.

“Yes, well, HR has nothing to do with me
hiring a, er personal assistant.”

His voice rose. “Tricia. Come here.”

I licked my lips and obeyed, though it
sounded almost like he was calling a dog. My heart was beating
rapidly as I warily waited to see what he intended to do.

“Stand,” he said, though I was already
standing.

But of course, 'stand' meant something else
to Golov and him.

I flushed and brought my arms behind me,
grasping my elbows with my hands and arching my back somewhat.

“Present,” he said.

I cringed a bit under the stranger's eyes but
brought my hands up and back behind my neck, arching my back more
as I shifted my feet further apart on the floor.

“Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees, my pulse racing,
spreading my knees wide, and, of course, keeping my hands behind my
neck since he hadn't changed the order.

He was basically making me do tricks like a
dog in front of this man, which was humiliating, in a way. But
because I sensed it was the prelude to dark, outrageous sexual
stuff, my body was already thrumming with heat.

“Face down,” he said.

I cringed again but dropped to my chest, my
bottom raising high – pointed away from them – and shifted my knees
apart.

“All fours,” he said.

I rose to all fours, blood racing, face
flushed.

“Crawl up to where Mister Ross is
sitting.”

OMG!

I crawled forward to kneel in front of
him.

“Dance for Mister Ross.”

Yikes! Yikes!

I rose to my feet. There was no music
playing, but I danced to imaginary music in my mind as he looked up
at me. He didn't seem startled or even surprised, which was a bit
of a relief, at least. I mean, he'd be looking at me in
astonishment if he wasn't clued into what Sterling was going to
do.

“Now a lap-dance.”

I climbed onto his lap, grinding to imaginary
music, sliding my fingers through my hair, then rolling my head
from side to side. I could feel him hardening beneath me as I
ground myself against him.

“Service Mr. Ross.”

Oh, God!

I felt a brief moment of hesitation, but
Sterling's voice hadn't had any give in it. And the idea of doing
this was so fucking outrageous that my nipples were already aching
and my breasts swelling with excitement. I slid backward off him
and onto my knees, then I slid my hands along his inner thighs,
spreading them wider, then slid my hands up across his groin.

I could hardly believe I was doing this even
as I undid his pants and unzipped him. I pulled his cock out, hard
and red, and began to lick it like a Popsicle. I took it into my
mouth, then, bobbing up and down, pushing my hands into his pants
to force them lower and cup and massage his balls.

I bobbed up and down, up and down, always
going further, until I took him deep into my throat. It didn't take
long before he was exploding, pouring his come down my throat. Then
I eased back, smiling, and sat back on my heels.

“Stand there and present,” Sterling said,
pointing.

I moved to the side and did as he
ordered.

“Take off the dress.”

I wondered if my head might explode!

The dress was held up by two straps which
went over my shoulders and down behind me. I shrugged them off and
pulled the dress down. I wasn't wearing a bra or panties and
slipped the straps down to my ankles, stepping out of them, and
then resuming my position, stark naked.

My heart was pounding a mile a minute as the
two men looked at me.

“Wow!” Ross said. “You lucky bastard!”

That was good for my ego, of course, and made
me feel... hot... and appreciated and desirable and sexy.

“Turn around. Grab your ankles.”

I bent and grabbed my ankles, positioning
myself obscenely for them.

“Turn and kneel.”

I turned around, kneeling, knees wide, arms
behind me.

“Certainly an obedient girl,” Ross said.

“It's not yet instinctive but we're working
on her. I must say she shows considerable promise.”

That went back to talking business, then,
leaving me kneeling there, my pussy throbbing, my nipples hard, and
a dark, crackling charge of sexual electricity filling my body.

After Ross left Sterling put me in the face
down position, mounted me, and rode me like a bull as I came
multiple times, lost in the dark fantasy of myself as a sex
slave.

He showed me off to several other men that
week, and then went home. I didn't see him for several more weeks,
though Golov and Shauna and Raven and the rest continued training
me. When they weren't there I shopped, enjoyed the pool and beach,
and living in the fabulous mansion like I was rich.

Sterling sent me a text telling me to prepare
myself for exactly Two PM the next day. He hadn't given me anything
to wear so I wore nothing, and knelt in the proper position just
ahead of Two, with my arms behind my back, and nothing on but the
collar and restraints.

The door was unlocked, but instead of
Sterling, it was... a different Sterling. It was Chad! I gasped to
see him but he didn't seem surprised to see me, grinning – leering
down at me.

“Hello, little slave girl,” he said.

And he wasn't alone! A blonde came in with
him and gaped at me.

“Wow! You weren't lying!” she exclaimed.

“Naw, I told you. My old man keeps her here
to look after visitors, which is mostly him.”

My face was burning, but not as much as it
would have once.

“And she really does whatever she's
told!?”

“Present!” Chad barked.

I jerked my hands up and back behind my neck
without a second thought.

“Wow!” the blonde gasped.

Chad smirked and led her past me, then turned
his head.

“Hands and knees. Follow us.”

That was... humiliating, but I did it,
crawling after them as he led the girl into the living room,
bragging. The girl kept turning her head, staring at me in
disbelief.

“Want a drink, Taylor?” he asked.

“Uh, well, just a ginger-ale.”

“Ginger ale for the lady and a Scotch and
soda for me, slave girl,” he said.

He waggled his fingers at me and I rose and
went to the bar as he led her out onto the deck to show her the
pool and beach. I brought their drinks out on a tray and then
knelt, bowing my head.

“Wow!” the blonde said again.

Chad laughed.

“She's been trained well in the last couple
of months.”

They took the drinks from the tray and I
backed off. Not for long, of course. Chad led her back inside and
turned on some music, then gestured me forward.

“Show Taylor how talented your tongue is,
slave,” he ordered, leering.

I had pretty much expected it, and was,
despite my embarrassment, getting turned on by the situation. I
crawled in between Taylor's legs. She was wearing a short skirt,
and I slid it up and started to lick her through her thin little
thong. I mouthed her and rubbed my lips against her, then after a
bit, pulled her thong aside and started to lick her pussy
directly.

It had the expected effect, the effect Shauna
had demonstrated to me. I soon had her gasping and moaning and
cursing as my tongue teased and twirled around her clitoris.

I wasn't surprised to feel Chad's hands on my
buttocks or to feel his cock pushing into me from behind. He wasn't
his father, but I was a lot more excited than I had been the first
time we'd had sex. Because of the situation, you know, and I felt
the heat rising inside me as I licked Taylor to a climax.

We spent most of the day in bed. I fucked
Taylor with a strap-on while she sucked Chad's cock, giving her
another orgasm. And then we sixty-nined and rode a double-headed
dildo while Chad watched.

Chad took me down to that punishment room,
then, and strapped my wrists up and apart to chains, spread my legs
and locked them down, and had Taylor lick my pussy and pump a dildo
in me. Then he used a flog on my back and buttocks, something I
hadn't experienced yet. It stung, but the heat gripping me was so
great I didn't care.

I came repeatedly, even when he let the thin
laces swing around my ribs to snap at my tender breasts! My body
was absolutely covered in little red lines from the flog by the
time he drove his cock up into my ass and pounded me hard. Then he
strapped me into that pillory thing and set the machine up to fuck
me to the edge of unconsciousness as he took Taylor away to do
something else.

They were there for two days, and I was their
sex slave the whole time! It was humiliating and incredibly
exciting at the same time.

A week later an older woman arrived
unannounced. She glowered at me as she let herself in. I was
wearing a filmy see-through negligee as well as the collar and
restraints, and was startled, to say the least, to find someone in
the house.

“So,” she growled. “You're my husband's
newest slut.”

Uh oh. My heart sank and I gulped as my face
flushed.

“Well, you certainly look the part,” she
said. “What's your name, slut?”

I gaped at her and babbled my name.

“It hardly matters. Your name is slave,
anyway. Take that off. Now!”

I stared at her, flustered, but then pulled
the filmy negligee up and off.

“Present!”

Uh oh.

I did as she ordered.

“Follow me.”

I followed her, anxious and embarrassed, my
hands still behind my neck. She knew exactly where the riding crops
were kept and soon had me going through the various positions I had
been trained in. She was a lot faster to use the crop, though, and
harsher with it than Chad or his father!

So I was pretty anxious and on edge as I
hurriedly jumped from position to position. And when she had me
crawl after her into the master bedroom I did so without any
complaint. She stripped, and had an amazing body for her age. Then
had me perform oral sex on her.

I was relieved because that was a way to make
her happy, right?

She roughly kneaded my breasts while I
tongued her, then put me face down and rode me with a big-strap on,
rode me harshly while slapping my buttocks and the sides of my
breasts, and yanking on my hair. She called me 'slut' the whole
time like it was my name, and made me say I was too!

“Are you a slut? Are you?” she demanded,
yanking on my hair.

“Yes, Mrs. Sterling!” I exclaimed.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm a slut, Mrs. Sterling!” I cried.

She fucked me to an incredible orgasm. And
the rest of the time she was there treated me like a dog, making me
crawl except when I made her dinner. She also brought me to the
punishment room and used a long, thin, single-tailed whip – after
shoving a big dildo up my ass and a big vibrator up my pussy.

The whip sliced into my pussy and breasts
particularly, as well as my back and buttocks. It stung, and my
skin got hotter and hotter with every blow, but the vibrator and
dildo – and the situation – had me trembling with dark heat and I
came repeatedly.

I was the Sterling family house-sitter for
years, and acted the part of the slave-girl for Sterling when he
came, his ex-wife – who never came at the same time, and both Chad
and his sister Keaton – who were also never at the house at the
same time. I also provided sexual services to their guests.

But really, the house was empty about eighty
percent of the time, so I amused myself, including taking college
courses by internet. I was able to get my degree, in fact. I had no
bills and since Sterling was paying me under the table I had no
taxes.

The money in my bank account rose quickly. It
was a bank in the Cayman Islands so the IRS wouldn't get
suspicious. I learned to invest it and doubled my money. Sterling
was impressed enough that he offered to hire me for a real job. I
turned him down, though, enjoying my 'house sitting'.

Shortly after that he introduced a beautiful
blonde four years younger than me and had me help train her. I knew
my time as his house-sitter was coming to an end. I'd been there
over four years by then, but Mrs. Sterling then hired me to be her
'house sitter' at a penthouse in New York City.

“My lousy ex-husband might prefer teenagers,”
she said. “But I vastly prefer a woman with more maturity who knows
what she's doing.”

I was twenty-three by then, so hardly very
mature, but I stayed with her for over ten years. At double my
previous salary. Even when I became a millionaire I stayed on,
since Nicole and I got along so well. As a career, being a 'house
sitter' really couldn't be beaten. Great pay, great surroundings,
easy work with a lot of orgasms involved, and just the occasional
whipping. I heartily recommend it to every girl out there.
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a
high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her
punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that
was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl
more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one
interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to
teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a
kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom,
taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the
gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the
women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!

 




cover.jpeg
The House m Malibu

By JJ Argus





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













