
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


Illegal

 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2016

 


Smashwords edition

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 





Chapter One

 


 


 


It was, quite literally, a dream job for
Erin. Like a lot of young Irish girls she'd fled the high
unemployment and low prospects at home and traveled to the United
States, where it wasn't at all difficult to find work in bars and
restaurants, or as nannies and housekeepers. Of course, she had no
work permit, but that didn't seem to matter to many of her
employers.

It wasn't what her liberal arts degree had
led her to expect, but at least it was a living, and she got to see
something more interesting than the same old territory she'd grown
up in. And she got to meet a lot of new and interesting people.
Interesting, of course, was a word with many facets.

Jacob Ross was... interesting, in a number of
different ways. First, he was a large, powerfully built, highly
intelligent, rich, and handsome man. That was all to the good.
Unfortunately, he was also arrogant, domineering, and didn't seem
to have a lot of respect for women – particularly younger
women.

Since his company happened to employ many
thousands of young women, that made for a high degree of
frustration on his part.

The MR Corporation was wholly owned by the
Ross family, and run by his father, Martin. It, in turn, owned not
merely a chain of clothing stores, but multiple such chains across
the country, consisting of thousands of stores. And since most of
them were aimed at women, most of the employees were, too.

Erin was not hired to work in one of those
stores, however. She was hired to work on Mister Jacob Ross'
estate. An estate in Texas near the coast, as in two hundred acres
of forest and lakes, a golf course, a private lake, a trout stream,
and of course, an enormous chalet style house on the lake with two
levels of wraparound decks and floor to ceiling windows.

Attached to the house was a twenty car
garage, and a stable where riding horses were kept.

Her job was to look after the horses. She'd
always been mad for horses, loved them, and had ridden whenever she
could back in Ireland. Now it was her job to ride the horses
every day so as to give them exercise! It was fabulous!

She didn't spare much thought as to why a
Texas billionaire would be hiring an Irish girl – an illegal one at
that – to take care of his horses. There were, after all, an awful
lot of Texans with the same capability. She was just delighted to
have the job, especially at the high rate of pay it had come
with.

And that pay rate, much higher than she'd
gotten at any of her other illegal jobs, didn't even count the fact
she had room and board thrown in!

There had even been a suggestion, perhaps not
more than a hint, that if she did well the Ross family would be
able to get her a green card! Wouldn't that be absolutely
fabulous!? American employers were willing to hire the Irish easily
enough, but partly because they knew they could treat them however
they liked, under pay them, and fire them on the slightest
pretext.

The estate was isolated, nearly completely
encircled by a large national park to the east and north, with
swamp and wetlands further to the south and west. It was beautiful
land, though. But getting to it had required a long ride by jeep
through a road that wasn't in the best of condition, and really
showed how in the middle of nowhere the place was.

She had only gotten a brief look at the main
house, when she'd been dropped off in the rear in order to meet
with the estate manager. Of course, she'd only seen a small bit of
the employee area in the back, not the mansion itself, which was
disappointing. It looked like a fabulous house.

She had gotten a look at one of the maids,
though, and that had been an eye opener. The woman was beautiful,
and wearing the traditional black and white maid uniform – sort of.
This maid uniform was scandalously low cut on top, showing the
woman's ample chest, and the skirt barely covered her bottom!

She wondered, with a sort of inner smirk,
what 'other' duties the maid had besides cleaning!

“Miss O'Brien,” the estate manager said,
shaking her hand.

“Good morning, Mister Conway,” she said,
putting an eagerness into her voice.

“Come. I'll show you to the stable and
explain your duties.”

He got into a golf cart and she hurried
around and got in the other side. There was a paved path running
along the rear past the garage and then to the stable, and the cart
zipped over there in very little time.

The stable was immaculate. Erin was very
impressed!

“There are four horses,” he said. “They've
American quarter horses with some Arabian thrown in. They're
inspected by a vet once a week or whenever you see anything that
requires attention. The stables are to be kept clean, and fresh hay
put down daily.”

He led her into the stable and introduced her
to the four horses, showed her wear the supplies were kept, then
the stable office. There was ample room for them, and for
everything else.

Her room was above the garage, and he led her
over there, and up the outside stairway. It was a lovely room, with
a huge old fashioned four poster bed, heavy old dressers with
glossy dark brown wood. It was large enough to have a sofa, a desk,
and a TV, and a full bath with both a shower and a soaker tub.

Erin could hardly believe she'd have such a
place to herself! She was elated!

She decided to have a shower, for it had been
a long, dusty trip, so locked the door, stripped off, and went into
the bathroom. It had all the toiletries she would need, she found
with delight, including some wonderfully scented soap!

It was only when she got out of the bathroom
that she discovered the catch.

She squealed in shock as she found someone
waiting for her! At first she also felt a jolt of fear, but that
eased as she realized it was a woman, a tall, shapely woman, a
virtual amazon, in fact, with wide shoulders and full breasts.

“Erin O'Brien?” I'm Veronica Kirkland,” the
woman said, thrusting a hand out at her.

Kirkland looked like she was about six feet
tall, but was wearing high stiletto heels, which made her seem even
taller. She was clad in a tight, low cut halter which showed off a
lot of creamy flesh, and low-slung, super-tight jeans.

“Uhm, hi!” Erin squeaked, taking her hand
while holding the towel tight around her otherwise naked body.

“I've come to ensure your uniform fits
properly.”

“Uniform?” she asked in surprise.

“Perhaps outfit would be a better term,” the
woman said. “Mister Ross is filthy rich. Mister Ross can afford to
indulge himself and his fantasies and whims. That means secret
passages in the house, for example, and bringing in rare marble
from Italy and Greece, as well as, well, a stable.”

She went over to one of the dressers and
pulled out a drawer, then took from it a pair of chaps. They were
dark leather, and Erin looked at them in surprise. She'd never worn
chaps in Ireland, of course.

“This is for when I'm riding the horses?” she
asked hesitantly.

“For all the time.”

Erin frowned. “Why wear chaps all the time? I
mean, they're practical if you're riding through tall grasses and
such but – .”

“Because Mister Ross desires it,” the woman
said, giving her a hard look.

Erin shrugged.

The next thing the woman brought out was a
leather halter, or more like a vest, with a fringed bottom. Then a
black leather cowboy hat - made of straw, so at least it would be
lightweight, a pair of high leather boots with very high heels, and
finally, with pursed lips, a black thong.

“Put it on,” she said, folding her arms
across her ample chest.

Erin stared at the garments, her jaw
dropping.

“Uhm... but... “

“This is all you wear,” the woman said. “But
don't worry. You're mostly alone here, anyway. This is just meant
to impress the boss's guests whenever they drop by to look at or
ride the horses.”

“All I wear!? Are you trying to say I don't
wear trousers!?”

The woman raised her eyebrows. “You seem to
have an excellent body, Miss O'Brien, with a very attractively
shaped bottom. You have nothing to be embarrassed about showing it
off and I'm quite certain you've done so many times before.”

“But – !”

The woman snapped her fingers. “Chop, chop.
Get to it. I don't have all day.”

“I'm not wearing this! I mean... I mean, I'll
wear it but not without trousers!”

“You, will do as you are told,” the amazon
said, thumping her finger into Erin's chest.

Then she gripped the towel and yanked
suddenly, startling Erin, who grabbed at it, and failed.

She squealed again to find herself naked in
front of the woman, who looked her up and down quickly before Erin
managed to clamp her arms over herself, then laughed at her.

“Shy, are you? I wouldn't have expected that
from a European. You've never been to the beaches in France or
Spain?”

“This isn't a beach!” Erin said hotly, face
flushed.

“Well then, get dressed.”

She picked up the thong and tossed it to her.
Erin glared and started to move around her, then halted.

“Where's my clothes?”

“Oh, those. I gave them to Juanita to take to
the laundry,” the woman said with a smile.

“What about my suitcases?”

“Oh those. Juanita took them. They should
have been checked by security first. You'll get them once they
ensure there are no dangerous or contraband items. Now get
dressed.”

Erin glared at her, but standing there naked
wasn't much of an alternative, so she turned and stepped into the
thong. It was quite small, with little more than a low, narrow
pouch in front, with high angled strings curving up across her
hips. If she wasn't neatly shaved her pubic hair would have
shown!

The woman tossed her the fringed halter and
she pulled that on too. It had a built-in bra, and it was the right
size, though extremely tight, and showing a lot of cleavage as it
squeezed her breasts up and together!

“Now the boots.”

“I don't need boots!” she said sulkily.

“Do as you're told. I'm also in charge of
discipline and you won't like me when I'm angry, Erin.”

Erin gulped at the woman's hard face, and
shrugged. There was certainly no harm in donning boots. They fit
perfectly, as it turned out, though it felt strange wearing boots
and a thong but no trousers!

The woman held out the chaps and Erin folded
her arms across her own ample chest.

“No. Forget it.”

“Mister Ross doesn't like taking no for an
answer, O'Brien. Neither do I. Did I mention that I'm in charge of
discipline?”

“Well stick your discipline!”

Kirkland snorted, then her long right arm
swept our and her big hand caught at the pony tail hanging behind
Erin's neck and jerked tight.

“Ahh!” Erin gasped, as her head was jerked
sharply up and back!

The woman forced her forward and then down as
she sat on the edge of the sofa, pulling Erin across her lap!

Crack! Her other hand slapped sharply
down across Erin's naked buttocks!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack!

“We do not permit foul language from the
staff.”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it, you fucking cow!'

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nor do we accept impertinence.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand smacked down sharply across the soft
rounded curves of Erin's bottom while Erin squirmed wildly, but
uselessly!

“Bitch! Cow! Cunt!”

“If you insist on acting like a child, you'll
be treated like one,” the woman said.

With that she tugged Erin's thong down so
that she lacked even that modesty, causing her face to flush even
more darkly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The woman was spanking her! And doing it
hard! Each blow of her hand sent a sharp jolt of stinging pain into
her mind and left her tender flesh hot and pink! The more blows
landed the hotter her bottom got, and the more the pink turned to a
bright red!

“Let me go! Stop it!” she cried.

“I'm doing my job,” the woman said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Mister Ross – ” Crack! “... is aware
– ” Crack! “... many young women today – ” Crack!
“... are spoiled rotten – ” Crack! “... by both their
families – ” Crack! “... and society – ” Crack! “...
into thinking they're – ” Crack! “... practically
goddesses.”

Erin's bottom was now flaming hot, and aching
more and more! The soft skin felt raw and each additional slap
brought an even sharper sting as she kicked her legs and fought
frantically to stave off the woman! But Kirkland was so strong that
her efforts felt as feeble as that of a child!

In desperation she tried to pry the woman's
hand away from her hair. That simply caused the big blonde to halt
her spanking briefly, so that she could grasp both Erin's hands and
pin them together. Then, holding them like that with one large
hand, she took a thin length of leather cord and tied them tightly
in place!

Erin gasped, shocked as she pulled feebly
against the strong leather cord. Then the spanking continued.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please stop!” she cried.

“My name is Ms. Kirkland. Use it.”

“Please stop, Ms. Kirkland!” she cried.

“Ah, so you can show manners if driven to
it,” the woman said, halting her spanking.

Her hand, instead of spanking Erin's bottom,
was now stroking lightly across her buttocks in a way which, while
much less painful, also made her mind squirm! Then her fingers slid
down between her buttocks and stroked lightly along the narrow line
of her sex!

She gasped and started squirming again.

“Don't!” she cried.

Kirkland chuckled softly, her fingers sliding
lower to lightly rub Erin's clitoris.

“No? Well, if you don't like to. But it can
be boring out here with just the horses. You might reconsider at
some point,” she said.

She withdrew her fingers, though, much to
Erin's relief, then gripped her pony tail and jerked her head – and
then her shoulders up and back so that the startled girl cried out
as her scalp ached.

“We run a tight ship here, little Irish
girl,” the woman purred. “You have duties to perform. Do them and
you and I won't have a further problem.”

“And do those duties include sleeping with
the boss!?” Erin demanded, gasping.

Kirkland smiled.

“Maybe,” she said, which was not the answer
Erin wanted to hear!

“But you've had worse then him, I guarantee
it. You're no virgin. Mister Ross is a very sexy man and very
skilled. I should know. Besides, a lot of other foreign women would
do a lot more to get a green card.”

She pushed Erin off her lap and onto her
knees on the floor, still holding her by the pony tail, though, and
still forcing her head up and back enough to force her chest out.
She grinned, looking her up and down, as the red-faced girl gulped
in air and sniffed back tears, then reached out and undid the
fringed halter, letting it fall apart to bare her breasts.

Erin flushed even more deeply, heart pounding
as the woman looked down at her.

“Very nice tits,” she said. “If you ever want
to reconsider, little Irish girl, I bet I can make you scream in
pleasure, rather than pain.”

Then she pulled her forward sharply, and
reached down to untie her wrists. As soon as she'd done so Erin
scrambled up and back as Kirkland laughed, getting to her feet.

“Your list of duties is posted on the
clipboard in the stable. Attend to them. I'll be watching, and if I
need to warm your pretty little bottom again I'll take considerable
pleasure in doing so.”

Then she walked out, leaving Erin gulping and
staring with wide eyes at the closed door!
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Erin's first thought was to leave, of course,
immediately. But that wasn't possible. She had no clothes, for one
thing, and was in practically the middle of nowhere. She couldn't
leave the estate without someone driving her somewhere!

That meant she had little choice but to go
along with whatever they wanted her to do! That meant wearing what
she'd been given, and going down to the stables to look after the
horses. At least until she could get her clothes, and get out, she
told herself.

Kirkland was scary!

It felt very weird being in a stable,
brushing horses and sweeping out stale and horse droppings clad as
she was. Half her breasts were bare, as were her sore buttocks and
most of the rest of her body.

Of course, she did look sexy in the silly
outfit, she'd found, for she'd looked at herself in the big mirror
in the bathroom in her room, and the black looked very good with
her pale skin and long, reddish brown hair.

But what would happen if the boss came by and
insisted she 'perform her duties' on him!?

Well, she told herself. It wasn't like it was
a fate worse than death. She'd had lots of sex in her twenty two
years. And a lot of it wasn't very good sex, especially when she
had been drunk, or the guy she was with was drunk, which was most
of the time.

And Ross was extremely good looking and well
built. Sleeping with him was something she would have considered at
first sight if she'd met him in a pub. Well, if it weren't for the
arrogance. That was a turn-off.

And, now that she'd calmed down somewhat, the
cold, analytical side of her mind said that sleeping with a guy
that looked like that was a pretty small price to pay to get a
green card, if that really was in the offing.

It wasn't like she hadn't endured bad sex in
her life, even sex she hadn't really wanted, but had done to shut
up whiny guys who wouldn't leave her be. She could do Ross, if it
came to that. But her self-respect complained about the whole
idea.

Yes, she'd slept with guys before she didn't
want to. But that had been her decision. Ultimately, it was
her choice to fuck them instead of putting up with their endless
begging and whining. The implication here was that she had to do
it, as part of her 'duties', which made her what? A prostitute?
She'd never stooped that low!

Well, not quite. Was it really that different
to resignedly sleep with some guy so she could stay the night at
his place when she was in between jobs and had no money?

But that was just a guy! Ross wasn't a guy he
was a... well, a man! She'd never slept with someone that old
before! The man was in his thirties!

Sleeping with a man, an older man was more …
daunting, especially if he acted all arrogant like she had no
choice!

And Kirkland! God! How had that bloody woman
gotten into her room!? Clearly she had a key, which really
shouldn't have surprised her. Would she come in again, perhaps in
the middle of the night, and … do whatever she wanted!?

Probably not. She'd taken no for an answer,
after all, and then made the offer, making it clear it was up to
Erin to choose to take it up. Kirkland seemed more masculine than
many of the guys she'd slept with!

But she was attractive, and shapely and there
was something a little breathtaking about how stern and strong of
body and will she was. That was disturbing in itself! Erin had
never done a girl before, much less a woman. Kirkland was in her
late twenties, she guessed, but there was nothing girlish about
her!

Working in the scanty outfit, now that her
heart had calmed down, made her nervous but it also made her feel
very... sexual, very aware of her body and her surroundings. At
first she kept looking over her shoulders in fear someone would
stop by and see her.

After a couple of hours she'd stopped that.
She was aware of where her bare bottom was aimed, though, at all
times. Anyone in front of her wasn't much of a problem, except for
the cleavage. Well, she'd shown cleavage before at clubs and pubs,
if not quite so much.

Her breasts were bait when fishing for guys,
after all. They weren't as big as Kirkland's, but they were full
and round and still very, very firm with youth. She had a flat
belly, from the manual labor she'd done for the last six months,
strong legs, and a very nice, toned bottom. So she wasn't exactly
embarrassed to be seen in very little, depending on the
context.

A beach, sure. A pub or club, well, okay. A
private party? Sure. A stable, which was her work place, where
anyone could come in and see her bare bottom? No!

Of course, anyone could and had seen her
bottom at the beaches in France where she'd worn a thong. But
again, that was different!

So when Conway came into the stable she
gasped and quickly twisted around to hide her bottom!

“Getting along all right, O'Brien?” he
asked.

“Uhm, uh, yes, sir!” she gulped, blushing
hotly.

He frowned. “You're not wearing the hat.
That's a demerit point, O'Brien. You must wear all parts of your
uniform. Where is it?”

“U-Up in my room,” she gulped.

“Go and fetch it and wear it at all
times.”

Then he turned and left. Erin licked her lips
nervously and went to the door to make sure he was gone. He was,
his little cart already back at the house. She bit her lower lip
and glowered after him, then went back to her room and got the
hat.

She looked at herself in the mirror, making a
face, then went back to the stable.

A demerit point? What did that mean? How many
demerit points did it take before she was... punished? She felt her
heart race a little. Would that mean another spanking by Kirkland!?
The blonde woman had said she was in charge of discipline!

What would sex with her be like, she wondered
helplessly. The woman seemed so... confident, so knowledgeable, so
strong. She probably had a ton of experience in bed. Since Erin had
none, at least with a girl, the thought was awfully intimidating
even on top of the strange, squirmy sort of thought of what sex
with another woman would be like.

She was brushing down one of the horses when
Kirkland showed up, and the woman was silent enough she was able to
come deep into the stable before Erin knew she was there. She
gasped and whirled around to find the tall woman smiling at
her.

“Nice ass, O'Brien,” she said.

Erin blushed hotly and glowered up at
her.

“What? It's a compliment,” the blonde said
guilelessly.

“You shouldn't be enjoying such... sexist
uniforms!”

Kirkland shrugged. “I don't mind, given I get
paid three times what I'd get anywhere else. And like I said, Ross
is a pretty sexy guy anyway.”

“Well I prefer to choose my own lovers, thank
you very much, Ms. Kirkland!”

“Yeah? How's that going for you?” the blonde
woman asked in amusement.

“Quite well!”

Kirkland laughed and turned to go.

“Uhm, wait.”

The blonde turned and raised an eyebrow.

“Do I... that is... dinner. I mean, do I have
to...”

Kirkland smiled deeply. “Of course,” she
said. “Don't wear your work chaps, of course. They'll probably
smell of horse. There are nicer ones in your dresser for wearing to
the house.”

She turned to go. “And don't forget the
cowboy hat,” she said over her shoulder.

Erin frowned at her as she disappeared then
took a deep breath, which made her stomach grumble and remind her
she'd put in a lot of work, and suffered a lot of stress, and
needed food.

She finished brushing down the horse then
headed for her room, looking around nervously as she crossed the
yard. It was so odd to be walking around with no pants on and her
bottom hanging out!

She made it upstairs without anyone seeing
her, though, and into her room. She quickly removed the entirety of
what she was wearing and took a quick shower. Then she returned and
began pulling open drawers. There wasn't a lot of variety. One was
full of chaps. Another was full of halters, and a third was full of
thongs!

Among the 'nicer' one she thought Kirkland
was referring to was a pair of chaps which were light brown, made
of suede, and a cream colored pair with lots of fringe dangling
down the backs of legs. She chose those, since they came with a
halter which was slightly less revealing.

Then, cowboy hat perched atop her head, she
went back downstairs and headed for the house, her stomach bubbling
with anxiety about being seen in the ridiculous and slutty outfit.
She walked in through the rear entrance and almost ran into
Conway.

She blushed, of course.

“Uhm, er, I was looking for the er, kitchen,”
she gulped.

“Down this hall turn left and go through the
swinging door,” the man said.

She nodded tightly, hoping he would turn
away, but he didn't, so she had to brace herself, and walk down the
hall, certain his eyes were on her bare bottom. She got to the
kitchen quickly, however, and found it be enormous, filled with a
long wall of stainless steel appliances, including a pizza oven and
a pair of big gas stoves.

The cook turned out to be a tall, muscular
and intimidating looking black man who had come from Cameroon, of
all places, and had a thick accent. He pointed across the open area
beyond the cooking blocks to a table where a woman dressed as some
sort of slutty schoolgirl sat.

She took her dinner over there and smiled a
bit uncomfortably as the woman looked up.

“Uhm...”

“Hi,” the woman said. “Sit. I'm Wendy.”

Erin sat down across from her. The woman was
a little older than her, and had brown hair done up in a rather odd
looking pair of pigtails. She had large, very round eyeglasses, and
was wearing a very tight white dress shirt which was tied off just
below her breasts, and which was transparent enough to clearly show
her nipples through.

Below that she had on a very tight, very
short, very low slung black skirt and black shoes with five inch
heels and thigh-high black fishnet stockings..

“Schoolgirl?” Erin asked doubtfully.

“I'm Mister Ross' accountant,” the woman
said.

Emily blinked in surprise.

Wendy smiled. “I guess this is sort of uhm, a
secretary look. I don't actually wear glasses. These are clear
glass.”

“How often does Mister Ross... come here?”
Erin gulped.

“About once a week.”

“And how many... employees does he have?”

“You mean girls? Well, if you include
Kirkland there are now five of us.”

Erin considered the math on that.

“Of course, he usually has guests...”

Erin stared at her.

“Uhm, do you have to, uh...”

“Do whatever you're told? Of course. That's
the nature of the game here,” Wendy said with a shrug.

“Why don't you... leave?”

“Why would I? I get three times more here
than I would elsewhere, besides, Mr. Ross will get me a green card
if I'm here for another month.”

“You're not American? You sound
American.”

“Canadian, eh,” the girl said with a grin.
“I'm extra polite so I don't get much ahm, discipline. I think
Kirkland is disappointed in that. Sometimes Ross spanks me,” she
said, smirking, “But that's kind of uhm, hot.”

Erin snorted.

“If he's not even here why does he insist we
dress like... this?!”

“I'm not sure. Maybe he doesn't and Kirkland
just wants us to for eye candy. Or maybe he wants us to get used to
it. You do, by the way, get used to it. As long as you go with the
flow. Like, if you're in Rome you do as the Romans do.”

She shrugged and finished the soup she'd been
drinking.

“And the food here is marvelous,” she
said.

The maid came in, then. Her name was
Angelique, and she was from France. Like Wendy, and Kirkland, and
Erin herself, she was extremely attractive and well-built, and as
philosophical about her 'duties' as Wendy. The unemployment rate in
France was even higher than in Ireland.

There was a games room where they could play
billiards, darts, shuffleboard or cards, as well as some old
fashioned video games, and an indoor pool the girls were allowed to
use – though of course, they had no bathing suits. And a very
well-equipped gym with a sauna.

Erin was still uncomfortable being semi naked
around others, though, and more than a little disapproving of how
casual the other two were about the thought of sleeping with this
Ross guy or even his friends. She was still thinking she ought to
demand she be driven to the nearest bus station.

But where would she go? She had little
money.

There was a wall-screen in her room and it
had satellite cable, so that was good. There was also a computer
with a high speed internet connection. They weren't trying to keep
her from talking to anyone, then. They'd probably just deny
anything she said if she made a complaint, and she had a sneaking
suspicion the other girls would lie for them.

Bitches.

And she was illegal. She'd get deported back
to Ireland.

She sighed and explored the room a little
more. She opened all the dresser drawers and found one filled with
lingerie, teddies, bustiers, merry widow outfits, g-strings, and
even see-through lace catsuits. Another drawer had bondage stuff,
like fuzzy pink handcuffs and studded leather restraints and
collars, as well as straps and other odd implements!

And in the bedside table was a drawer filled
with dildos, vibrators and butt-plugs, all still encased in plastic
- new!

“Bloody hell!” she gasped, staring down into
it.

She closed it and then dropped herself on the
bed to glare at the TV, arguing back and forth about what she was
to do. She was naked, since she'd found nothing comfortable to wear
other than the slinky lingerie and she was defiantly not wearing
any of it.

Staying meant good money, really good, a
great job working with horses – and eventually having sex with Ross
and maybe even other strange men! God! How could she possibly go
along with that!? Maybe she could appeal to him, ask him to keep
her on but have sex with the other, more willing girls instead?

Going would mean, well, she wasn't sure.
She'd have to take a bus to the nearest city of any size and hope
to find a job. She only had enough money for maybe one night at a
cheap motel, though, so she better find one fast! It wasn't like
she could apply for welfare or anything.

Then the door opened.

She gasped, clamping her arm across her
breasts and crossing her legs, as Kirkland came in.

Her heart began to pound immediately, and her
face flushed.

“Ah, all ready, are we?”

“F-For what?”

“For your punishment.”

“What punishment!?”

“You got a demerit point from Mister Conway
today,” Kirkland said smoothly. “You know we take discipline very
seriously here.”

“M-My bottom is still sore!” she lied.

“Well, there are many ways of disciplining
bad girls,” the woman purred, crossing the floor to stand at the
side of the bed.

She cocked her finger at Erin.

“Come here, little girl.”

Gulping, pulse racing, Erin rose shakily on
her knees, one arm across her chest, her other hand clutching her
naked sex.

“Such a shy girl,” Kirkland said in
amusement.

Erin flushed and glared at her.

“Kneel at the edge of the bed, dear. Legs
wide.”

Gulping, Erin obeyed.

“No, sit on your heels. That's a girl. Now,
hands behind your neck.”

Erin flinched. “Why – .”

“Because I said so,” Kirkland growled, her
face suddenly becoming very stern.

Blushing furiously, Erin obeyed, exposing her
body to the woman's gaze.

“Arch your back, little girl,” the blonde
said.

Again Erin obeyed, heart pounding, the flush
spreading down her face and neck to her chest.

“Lovely body,” Kirkland said. “All so nicely
curved and contoured. You could use more sun, though.”

She turned to the drawer with the leather
gear, opened it, and took out something Erin hadn't really
understood the point of. It was a small, leather covered tube about
six inches long. Attached to it were a dozen very thin laces which
were perhaps another six inches in length.

“We wouldn't want to bruise that lovely
bottom, especially since you'll be needing it to ride the horses
tomorrow, and maybe ride – other things this weekend. But don't
worry, little girl, nothing I do will ever harm you.

She turned and leaned in. “That doesn't mean
it won't hurt,” she said in almost a whisper.

Why, Erin wondered frantically, was she not
cursing at the woman and telling her to get the hell out!? Why
wasn't she disdainfully demanding her clothes and refusing to
cooperate!?

True, she was very intimidated, but not
actually scared of Kirkland. But there was something else at play,
a kind of frozen emotional shock which consisted of equal parts
anger and dark heat. She couldn't really even admit it to herself
consciously, but there was a sense of desperate anticipation as she
wondered what this tall, powerful, beautiful woman might do!

And she was starting to realize that her
willingness to resist her was now very small. The idea of her and
Kirkland had been wriggling around in the dark recesses of her mind
all day, both terrifying and arousing her in equal measures!

“Wh-wha-what are you... going to do?!” she
gulped.

Kirkland gave her a catty smirk.

“Discipline you, bad girl,” she said.

She raised the little leather thing and then
swung it down so that the thin laces swept across Erin's right
breast!

Erin gasped and flinched violently, though in
truth the little laces didn't hurt.

“You are to remain perfectly still, girl,”
Kirkland said in a haughty voice. “If you attempt to move I will
start over. Do you understand?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Erin gulped.

“The phrase you want to use is yes Ms.
Kirkland.”

“Y-yes, Ms. Kirkland!” Erin gulped.

Kirkland swept the thin laces across her
breast again, and again, and now there was a faint ache to it, but
still, it was no big deal. Especially compared to the dark,
squirming heat, and outraged embarrassment which was swirling
within her mind.

Kirkland's eyes bored into her, and Erin felt
even more intimidated for some reason, gasping now as the thin
laces swept down across her left breast in turn. Kirkland wasn't
even really using her arm, just her wrist and hand, so that the
laces swept down very quickly.

And they were starting to ache. The first
blows were like nothing. The followup, began to pinken her skin.
The more the little laces truck her soft flesh the more tender her
breasts felt! They also felt awfully sensitive, pulsing, swollen as
she arched back, the skin tight across her body, her nipples, she
realized with horror, very, very hard.

“Bad girl,” Kirkland said, still sweeping the
laces down across her breasts, first one, then the other, in quick,
short motions.

Her breasts felt... very warm, and the fresh
blows stung now as Erin held her position. Her body seemed posed on
a hair-trigger, ready to fling herself back and away and angrily
curse at the woman, and yet she never quite did it!

The woman stopped, smiling.

“You see? I haven't caused any real damage to
your lovely breasts,” she said.

And as she did she dropped a hand down
lightly onto Erin's breast so that she could grasp her swollen
nipple between the pads of her thumb and forefinger, and roll and
caress it!

“See, everything is still functioning
properly.”

Her nipple suddenly pulsed like a live
electrical wire!

Her hair trigger finally activated, and she
jerked her hands down, slapping the woman's hand away.

“Don't touch me you... you queer!” she
cried.

The strange thing was, she realized, that she
had actually felt powerfully attracted to the woman's touch. Her
response was more for forms sake than anything else.

Instead of getting angry Kirkland only shook
her head and smiled sadly.

“How foolish of you. And here you'd done so
well as I disciplined you, and you go and ruin it by such
insolence. That's two more demerit points for you, my dear. I see
my being kindly hasn't worked out very well.”

She put the little leather lace thing down
and instead took something else out of the drawer, again, something
which had been on the bottom and which Erin hadn't even
noticed.

She gasped as the blonde held up a riding
crop.

“Assume the position,” she growled.

“Y-You can't!”

“Now!”

Erin gasped aloud, then, fearfully pulled her
hands in behind her neck again and arched her back.

“You will learn a proper degree of respect,
young lady,” Kirkland said coolly.

The riding crop was long and slim, and it had
a thin leather flap at its tip. The flap was shaped like a hand,
and the blonde pressed it against the center of Erin's right
breast, rubbing the leather back and forth against her tingling
little pink button.

Then she drew it back and slapped it down.
Only the thin flap struck her, but it stung compared to the laces,
and it stung her nipple in particular! Erin gasped aloud, face
burning. A sense of wild, dark outrage filled her mind but was
being drowned by a dark, wicked sense of heat!

As with the laces, Kirkland didn't swing her
arm, but just her wrist, so that the little leather flap slapped
against her nipple and the center of her breast in quick light
motions that were so fast the thing blurred as it moved.

Her nipple began to burn! Then the other one
did, too!

Dazed, her mind pulsing with a maelstrom of
emotions, Erin held her position, gasping and moaning as the woman
slapped the thing down on her nipples until the center of her
breasts began to grow painfully hot and sore!

“If you say you're sorry for being bad, I'll
stop,” Kirkland said.

“I-I'm sorry!” Erin moaned.

“Sorry for what?”

“I-I'm s-sorry for... for – .”

“For being a bad girl.”

Erin moaned. “I'm sorry for being a bad
girl!'

The little flap halted, then slid slowly
downward, criss-crossing her arched body.

“Ms. Kirkland,” the woman growled.

“Ms. Kirkland!” she gulped.

“The whole phrase.”

“I-I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Ms.
Kirkland,” she said in a strangled voice.

She sucked in a breath of air as the tip of
the crop slid down over her clitoris and rubbed back and forth
there! Then it descended, sliding down the line of her sex.
Kirkland pushed it in between her thighs, the let the handle, the
shaft of the crop push up against her there – and push up between
the lips of her pussy!

She sawed the crop slowly in and out.

“Are your nipples sore, bad girl?”

“Y-Y-Y-Yes!” Erin moaned.

Kirkland grinned. Holding the crop where it
was, she reached out a long arm to the night table where Erin had
placed a glass of ice water, then plucked one of the ice cubes free
and held it above Erin's arched breasts.

Erin shuddered, gulping in air, then gasping
as small droplets of water dripped from where the blonde held the
cube, onto the center of her breast! But she held her position,
trembling now with, she realized, arousal of an intensity she
couldn't ever remember!

The shaft of the crop was wrapped in leather,
and Kirkland was slowly rubbing it up and down between the lips of
her sex, at such an angle that the top part was rubbing against her
clitoris! Like her nipples, it was swollen and pulsing with
energy!

Then Kirkland lowered her fingers and the ice
cube touched Erin's nipple!

“Oh! Oh please!” she moaned, still holding
her position.

“Please what?” Kirkland demanded, rubbing the
cube slowly against her nipple.

“Please, Ms. Kirkland!”

The heat of her body was melting the cube,
and cold droplets of water were trickling slowly down the curved
surface of her pink breast, and then onto her ribs! Erin shuddered,
moaning, flinching as Kirkland shifted the cube onto her other
breast, rubbing it back and forth across her nipple.

“Isn't it soothing to your little nipples?”
Kirkland asked.

“It's too cold!” Erin cried.

“Oh, I'm so sorry.”

Kirkland took the cube away and dropped it
back into Erin's drink.

“Just trying to help. Here, I'll make it
better.”

Her left hand reached past Erin's shoulder
and caught at her slender wrists, then she bent almost delicately,
and closed her lips around the center of the Irish girl's right
breast.
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Erin shuddered at the raw heat which swept
through her. The feel of the woman's soft, warm, moist lips against
her chilled skin was indescribable, but the feel of her tongue
sliding across her rigid nipple was even more powerful! She let out
a sob of breath, her mind spinning as she felt Kirkland's teeth
beginning to dig into her flesh, felt her mouth sucking against her
nipple!

The rounded leather crop was moving faster
between her legs, rubbing up and down across her clitoris,
producing a wild storm of sensation that made her hips grind
uncontrollably! Then the orgasm swept over her, crashing down upon
her quivering mind like a tidal wave!

She heard Kirkland's throaty chuckle as she
jerked and writhed in the grip of the sweltering heat, and then
cried out as the woman abandoned her grip on her, shoving her so
that she fell back onto her back again.

Immediately, the woman was kneeling beside
the bed, roughly forcing Erin's legs wide with her forearms, then
licking up the line of her sex!

Erin gasped and jerked her eyes open, gaping
at the sight of the woman and her long tongue. When it swept across
her clitoris she felt a jolt of sensation, then another and
another! She whimpered as she saw and felt the woman slide a long
finger through her tight opening, and wriggle it up deep inside
her!

The orgasm having faded she started to regain
some fragment of her mind, and a sense of shame and anxiety rolled
through her. She pushed feebly against the blonde's head, trying to
twist her body free, and Kirkland snorted, then suddenly rose up,
gripping her thighs and flipping her onto her belly.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” she said.

“Oh! Oh don't!” Erin moaned.

Suddenly her wrists were being yanked back
together behind her back, and just as quickly tied together with a
thin leather cord.

“Don't you know how to hog tie someone,
cowgirl?” Kirkland asked mockingly.

And with that she was lifting Erin's ankles
up and back, and then tying them together too! Erin gaped, her head
twisting, trying to see over her shoulders, her mind awash in
confusion, uncertainty and... and a dark, thrilling heat!

“Wh-What are you doing?!” she gasped.

Kirkland bound her wrists to her ankles,
pulling tightly so that Erin cried out, her shoulders forced back
and her body bowed sharply. Then she was pushed to fall over onto
her side and Kirkland sat down beside her, grinning.

“Such a pretty little girl,” the blonde
purred.

Erin flushed hotly as the woman's hand
casually kneaded and caressed her breasts, then slid down her bowed
body so that a finger could rub lightly against her swollen
clitoris. She flinched and gasped at the surge of wildfire pleasure
as Kirkland's skilled fingers stroked against her.

The blonde stood up, grinning smugly, and
undid her blouse. She pulled it open and off, to reveal she was
braless beneath! Erin gulped, heart thumping, as the woman stripped
naked, her eyes flinching away from the sight of the powerful
woman, embarrassment burning her cheeks.

She climbed into Erin's bed and sat down with
her back propped up by the backboard, then reached forward to grip
Erin by the shoulders, rolling her onto her belly and then dragging
her up so that she was laying between her legs, her face inches
from the woman's sex!

“I-I can't... I don't...”

“You can. You do,” Kirkland said.

She filled her fist with Erin's rich, soft
reddish brown hair, and then jerked her face in against her naked
sex!

Erin shuddered as her face was ground against
the soft flesh, as her lips were made to rub over Kirkland's
perfectly smooth mons.

“Now let's get you trained,” Kirkland
said.

Trained!? Erin moaned aloud, then gasped
again at a sharp jerk on her hair.

“Let's see your tongue!” the woman barked.
“Push it out!”

Whimpering, Erin thrust her tongue out.

“That all? We'll have to see to it that it
stretches and gets stronger, give you some exercises.”

She pushed Erin's face in against her sex
again and Erin gasped as her tongue made contact with the woman's
flesh!

“You know what is required, bad girl. Get to
work or I'll tan that pretty ass of yours.”

Erin did indeed know, though she'd never done
it before. The idea was shocking, wicked, forbidden, and yet...
intriguing, fascinating, and darkly attractive.

But lesbianism was not nearly so fashionable
in very Catholic Ireland as it was in the United States, and she
was filled with inhibitions and prohibitions. Not the least of
these was that she didn't want to be seen as actually wanting to do
such a filthy thing!

She cried out as Kirkland yanked painfully on
her hair.

“Lick!”

Flinching, she obeyed, partly out of fear and
partly out of relief, for being forced meant Kirkland
couldn't pretend she had been eager to do it. That was a strange
mental block, but it was the one she was stuck with.

She licked at the woman's clitoris, her mind
squirming with discomfort at what she was doing, but Kirkland
yanked on her hair again and she continued, moaning, gasping,
whimpering and licking as the woman kept her fist filled with
Erin's hair.

In fact, in the position she was in it was
actually hard to keep her head up and away from the woman's sex,
and her neck was growing sore.

Kirkland got up, suddenly.

“Maybe you'd prefer something more
male-oriented,” she said over her shoulder.

Erin had no idea what that meant but as soon
as the blonde had released her hair her face had dropped down, and
was now pressed into the bed, her neck muscles thankfully
resting.

A sharp push dropped her on her side again,
though, and then Kirkland pulled her head closer to the side of the
bed.

Erin stared in confusion at first, then
realized that the big cock in front of her was actually one of the
dildos, and that somehow it was attached to a kind of leather panty
that Kirkland had pulled up her legs and was now wearing!

The blonde seized her hair again and jerked
her head back sharply. And as Erin opened her mouth to cry out, she
thrust the 'penis' into her open mouth.

“Suck this then, bad girl. Show me that you
have oral skills, even if they're meant for men.”

Before Erin could do any such thing the
blonde pushed forward further – and further, and Erin's eyes bulged
as the slick cock-shaped sex toy pushed into her throat and slid
straight down!

At the angle of her head the dildo could
slide smoothly down the straight passage, and it did so, until
Erin's lips were stretched tautly around the base of the thing,
pressed against the leather crotch of Kirkland's panty as the woman
chuckled down at her.

Her head was pounding and her stomach
churning wildly, as Erin gurgled and gagged and tried to twist free
– to no avail!

“Mister Ross will expect his cowgirl to
swallow every inch of his cock, after all, “Kirkland said. “He'll
be glad to know she's so skilled.”

The amazing thing, to Erin, was that that
long, thick penis thing was all the way down inside her and... and
she was taking it shockingly well! That was, she hadn't thrown up,
her stomach, while unstable, didn't appear to be ready to empty its
contents, and while she was trying to gag a little, even that was
settling down!

It ached somewhat, but not as much as she
would have thought, but she couldn't breath, and her head was
pounding, and her chest was burning, and she was starting to get
desperate for oxygen! Black dots danced before her eyes and her
vision began to get gray around the edges!

And Kirkland stayed in position above her,
holding her hair back tightly, a hand against her neck, her groin
grinding into Erin's reddening face as she smirked down at her!

Finally, she drew back, and Erin's glazed
eyes saw inch after inch after inch of glistening pink shaft
sliding forth until finally she coughed, sucked in desperate,
ragged breaths of air, coughed again, and then found herself
breathing rapidly, chest heaving.

“Hot little deep throat artist,” Kirkland
teased.

She rubbed the spit-wet head of the thing
back and forth across the dazed girl's face, then jerked back on
her hair and pushed it deep into her mouth and then down her throat
again! This time she simply held it in place for a few seconds,
until Erin's twisting, thrashing and bucking motions ceased. Then
she slid it back out to let her breath.

She let her gulp in air again as she toyed
with her breasts, then thrust it down her throat again – and
again.

“Please!” Erin gasped dazedly as it came
out.

“You have to learn your job, little girl. And
it's my job to teach you.”

By the time she relented Erin's head was
pounding and she was half conscious, gasping weakly as Kirkland
unbound her ankles and pushed her over onto her back.

Erin groaned, chest heaving, laying on her
back, not caring what the woman was doing just so long as she could
breath! Her legs were spread wide and she could feel the blonde's
tongue lapping at her clitoris but didn't care.

At first.

As her immediate need of being able to breath
began to fade away, as she caught her breath, the sensations
swirling up from her lower body began to grow more powerful. She
shuddered at the way Kirkland's tongue caressed her clitoris, at
the way her long fingers stroked in and out of her moist sex.

This was all so... so dirty and nasty and...
kinky and wicked!

The orgasm arrived almost unannounced, for
she was still quite dazed. She shuddered and then cried out, back
arching as her hips ground frantically up at the woman's tongue and
fingers! Waves of pleasure swept over her and Erin sobbed as she
gulped in air, then cried out again at another sizzling rush of
overheated sexual energy!

She was going out of her mind!

She groaned as Kirkland rolled her onto her
stomach, then slapped her bottom.

“Raise your tight little ass up, girl!”
Crack! “Do it!” Crack! “Now!” Crack!

Gasping and moaning in protest, Erin raised
her bottom up high.

The woman forced her knees back to the edge
of the bed, then slapped her bottom again.

“Spread those legs wide! You know the
position I want!”

Gasping, she obeyed, her throbbing head
pulsing with dizzying rushes of energy, confusion, embarrassment,
anxiety and a dreadfully intense sense of hopeless, almost
desperate heat!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she whimpered as she felt
the thick dildo forcing its way inside her.

Crack!

“This is what you were made for, bad
girl.”

Crack!

“This is what you do best.”

The thick dildo pushed deep inside her, and
it was certainly thicker than anything else Erin had felt in quite
a long time! She felt so tight around it, the warm, soft, slick
elastic walls of her sex stretching and stretching as the thing
pushed deeper!

How much deeper could it go, she thought
wildly.

It started to move in and out, and then the
blonde leaned over her, her hands sliding up Erin's body, then into
her hair. The helpless Irish girl cried out as her hair was wrapped
around the woman's fist and yanked back.

Crack! Another sharp blow to her
bottom made her yelp.

“Ride em cowboy!” Kirkland said with a
laugh.

Her hips moved harder, faster, and the big
dildo pushed still deeper into Erin's quivering, overheated belly!
She cried out at every thrust, eyes bulging as Kirkland yanked on
her hair, slapped her bottom, and rode her with savage force!

Finally, Erin felt the woman's hips beginning
to strike her bottom, and shuddered to realize the entire long
length of the dildo was buried inside her!

It was all so raw, and rough and carnal and
filthy, and a part of her cried out against it, but that wasn't the
part of her which was reacting. Some churning dark heat and hunger
deep inside her was boiling over with forbidden lust as she was
used so roughly, so powerfully, a buildup of crackling sexual
energy making her want to scream!

The blonde's hips struck her bottom hard and
fast, the thick dildo impaling her again and again, punching deep
into that violently overheated cauldron of sensation and liquid
need! Erin suddenly felt a strange, almost dreamy sense of.... of
submission. There was no point fighting. There was nothing she
could do anyway.

She grunted continuously as Kirkland fucked
her, fucked her hard, grunted at the raw, powerful sensations the
hard thrusting brought to her, rolled her eyes as Kirkland
continued to pull back on her hair and slap her bottom.

She felt utterly out of control, almost a
passenger on a careening roller coaster with no tracks to guide it!
And then the powerful sexual pressure, so intense she was
physically trembling with it, burst free and another, even more
powerful orgasm exploded within her nervous system!

A part of her wanted to hide any sense of
response, any show that she accepted, much less enjoyed anything
about Kirkland's rude, crude sexual attack. But that part was
simply incapable of any real control. She heard screaming, knew it
was her, and didn't care, as the orgasm baked her mind and she
became little more than a sobbing, grunting animal, drowning in
pleasure.

*

She lay sprawled on the bed for some time
after the blonde had left, shell-shocked by what had happened,
tremors still making her flinch and tremble from time to time. She
felt horribly embarrassed, not so much from what Kirkland had done,
but at her own response.

And her inability to hide it. God, what kind
of a filthy slut was she to react so … powerfully!?

Sex, to Erin, was a soft, gentle thing of
kisses, caresses, and loins grinding together. It wasn't... animals
rutting in the wild! And yet, while she always enjoyed sex she'd
never had this kind of violent response! She'd never had such
massive, all-encompassing orgasms!

No lover had ever treated her so roughly, so
matter-of-factly, so cruelly, even, and she resented it, even if it
did reinforce the awe she felt about the blonde. It also, of
course, caused her resentment. Her pride was deeply wounded by
having the woman use her so easily.

Granted she was older and clearly more
sexually sophisticated, and bigger and stronger, but Erin had a
hard time reconciling being so utterly... dominated by another
woman. She'd never been manhandled like that, even by a man!

She finally sat up, and then got out of bed.
She stumbled to the door, feeling as though she were drunk or
something, and locked it, then propped a chair against it. She went
into the bathroom and stared at herself in the mirror.

She looked like someone who had just been
fucked hard and put away wet.

Which might have caused her a sparkly sense
of thrilled delight if it had been a man. But another woman!?
Damnit! That was just wrong on so many levels!

She had another shower, wincing a bit as her
slick hands moved over her breasts. Her nipples, in particular,
felt sore, raw, and very sensitive. How dared the woman hit them
with a riding crop!? She was crazy! She was a pervert!

And you just knelt there with your back
arched and let her, she thought, ashamed. And then you came
like a whore!

God, she needed to get out of here before she
lost her mind!

But once she was back in bed, feeling
cleaner, and a little more settled, she began to reconsider. All
the reasons for not doing that were still there. All the advantages
to staying, like the money, the place to stay, and especially the
green card, were still there.

But what if Kirkland made her... ?

And would that be so bad, part her sneered.
You whore! You loved it!

And God help her, some part of her HAD loved
it! She hadn't even known that part of her existed before tonight.
She'd screamed in pleasure! Agh! While a woman fucked her
with a dildo! Aggh! What a whore she was!

She got up, and tentatively began to explore
the contents of the drawers filled with restraints and sex toys.
She was gripped by a sense of dark fascination, but also a certain
sense of guilt, shame and disgust.

She picked up an odd looking thing from the
bedside drawer and stared at it wonderingly. It was red and purple,
slightly curved, quite thick and long, with an odd little sort of
angled branch near the base. She'd never seen anything like it, but
there was little doubt where it was supposed to go.

But what about the branch thing? She turned a
switch at the base and gasped as the thing began to buzz, to
vibrate! She licked her lips, tossing it down, staring at it
distrustfully, then picked it up again to turn it off, but
hesitated. What would this thing really feel like against her
body?

God, I'm such a whore, she thought as she got
into bed.

She sat where Kirkland had sat, with her
knees raised and spread wide and her back against the headboard.
Then, feeling guilty, she let the round nose of the thing press
against her clitoris. She gasped at the vibrations, pulled it away,
then pressed it against herself again.

She'd never tried a vibrator before. It
felt... weird! Not exactly sexual, either, maybe too
uncomfortable.

But then it did feel more sexual, and she
felt a surge of sensation from her lower body. She gulped, rubbing
the thing slowly back and forth across her clitoris, her breathing
getting faster as she stared at the thing in fascination.

She hadn't intended to actually insert the
device, but as her arousal blossomed she wondered what it would
feel like from inside, and though it was thick she stared at the
lips of her sex strained wide, forced wider and wider until the
thing slid into her.

She felt a rush of heat, staring at it,
pumping it in and out, sliding it deeper and then deeper, feeling
the vibrations deep inside her body, feeling them pulsing up
against her clitoris from the inside! Then she pushed deeper still,
and saw the little 'branch' nearing her sex.

And now she thought she guessed its purpose.
Shuddering, closing her eyes, she slid the big tube deeper, and the
little branch pushed against her clitoris, buzzing harshly.

“Oh God!” she moaned, throwing back her head,
gasping, staring up at the ceiling.

She held the thing in place, her hips
starting to buck, then gripped the vibrator with both hands, crying
out, jamming it in as deep as it would go, her hips bucking more
violently. Her eyes bulged and her back arched and she cried out as
an orgasm tore through her body and mind!
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She showed up for breakfast, flushed, wearing
the stupid cowgirl outfit, and hoped that Angelique and Wendy were
in ignorance of what she had done the previous evening with
Kirkland. She didn't want them to think she was some kind of queer,
after all.

To her relief, they mostly talked about quite
ordinary things, including the news and weather, and neither made
any inquiries about how her evening had been. She went back to the
stables, changed into her 'work clothes' and then decided to start
the day by giving the horses some exercise.

Since there were four horses and only one her
she thought she'd do them two at a time. She put saddles on two of
them, then rode them out into the field and out along the riding
paths, switching to the other horse every ten minutes before
putting them in the paddock, a broad, fenced field for them to
enjoy the morning.

She went and got the other two and did the
same, enjoying the riding, though feeling odd doing it in a thong!
But no one else was around.

At least, until she got back to the paddock.
She gulped, suddenly anxious, as she saw Kirkland there. She
couldn't bring herself to speak to the woman, and her face blushed,
so she simply ignored her as she got down off the horse and turned
to undo the saddle.

“Ah, our little cowgirl,” Kirkland said.
“Enjoying the fresh air?”

That required an answer!

“Y-Yes,” Erin gulped.

She yelped and rapidly twisted around at the
slap to her bottom.

“Ms. Kirkland,” the blonde said.

Erin's heart sped up. “Yes, Ms. Kirkland!”
she gulped.

“There, see? You can be polite.”

The woman was standing uncomfortably close,
but Erin was backed almost into the side of the horse as the blonde
looked down at her.

“You're going to get your pale Irish skin all
burned if you spend time outside without suntan lotion, little
girl,” Kirkland said.

Erin flushed. She knew that, of course, but –
she'd been more than slightly distracted and –

“This is Texas, not Ireland,” Kirkland said.
“Fortunately, as a blonde, I have a somewhat similar problem.”

She took a plastic squeeze bottle out of her
pocket and brought it out before Erin, then held the nozzle just
above her chest. A green gel squirted out over her, and the blonde
quickly raised her other hand, spreading it over Erin's upper
chest, then down – over the curving swells of her upper
breasts!

“I-I can do it, Ms. Kirkland!” Erin gulped,
reaching for the bottle.

Kirkland fended off her hands, and instead
gripped her wrists, pushing them up and back to hold them against
the side of the horse.

“But I want to,” the blonde said in a soft,
purring voice.

She managed to hold both Erin's slender
wrists in one large hand as the other spread the slick gel down.
And Erin gasped aloud as she tugged the strings of her halter so
that the garment sprang open. She moaned, face heating rapidly, as
the blonde woman spread the gel over her bare breasts, her fingers
squeezing and kneading them casually.

Erin was deeply embarrassed, filled with a
sense of panic about what to do, and yet could feel her body
rapidly rousing at the woman's touch! And Kirkland was just as
tall, strong and intimidating as she'd been yesterday!

Kirkland squirted the gel onto her belly and
then let her fingers slide down through it, down into Erin's low
thong.

“Oh! Oh please!” she squealed, her hips
jerking helplessly.

“We wouldn't want you getting burned
anywhere,” Kirkland said with a smirk.

Erin's lower body was almost instantly
igniting into a fiery, throbbing mass of sensation and heat! Erin
whimpered and dropped her eyes, turning them aside then drew her
head up and back to stare at the sky as she felt the woman's
fingers stroking skilfully up and down against her clitoris and the
raw heat began to churn more and more violently within her.

The woman pulled her hand back up, and Erin
gasped in relief, able to breath again, but almost immediately
Kirkland spun her around to face the horse, letting her oiled hand
caress her bare buttocks, working the lotion into them, then up and
down her back and over her hips.

“Such lovely skin you have, dear. We wouldn't
want anything to mar it,” she murmured.

Her fingers slid down over her buttocks, then
pushed in under her thong, her fingers rubbing against Erin's
pussy, then angling up to thrust into her.

“Oh please! Please, Miss!” Erin gasped!

“Push your bottom out, dear. Further. That's
it. Spread your legs.”

Erin whimpered and moaned, but obeyed as fire
consumed her body. The woman's slick fingers were thrusting up into
her again and again and again, twisting and squirming as Erin's
legs threatened to collapse under her.

Her hips were thrusting back now, grinding
helplessly against the blonde, who was chuckling softly so that
Erin felt even more shamed. Then the woman pulled her fingers free
and Erin gasped as she felt a hand in her hair, yanking her up and
back against Kirkland's powerful body.

She felt her head bent back as Kirkland
leaned in to kiss and suck gently along her neck. Meanwhile the
woman's other hand plunged down into the front of her thong and
found her clitoris!

Erin cried out, her hips bucking more and
more powerfully, then the orgasm hit and she gurgled in dazed
pleasure, eyes rolling back in her head as the world dissolved into
a flashing kaleidoscope of lights and sensations.

Kirkland chuckled and left her there, and
Erin sank to her knees, panting for breath as the golf cart drove
off.

God, what a slut she was!

She tried to analyze what it was about
Kirkland that had her so quickly aroused, what aspect of the way
she treated her made her nerve endings tingle and tightened her
chest and nipples. It wasn't simply that she was a woman and she
had some sort of repressed lust for girls. She knew that much.

No, it wasn't Kirkland's body that attracted
her at all. It was... it was what she did to Erin. It was her
attitude, her control, her strength, and how skilled her fingers
and tongue were. Somehow Erin was putty in her hands, and she was
dismayed and wildly confused about it.

It was also driving her more than slightly
crazy! She didn't like the woman, didn't want her touching her,
didn't want her looking at her and didn't want to have anything to
do with her! So why did she feel a tightening down in abdomen, and
a thrumming sense of sexual anticipation every time she thought
about her!?

At lunch she headed up to the house and in
through the back door. The cook, Marcus Njeunga, had a broad smile
for her, as he usually did, and roving hands which had Erin
squirming uncomfortably. In most situations she'd have slapped away
such hands and cursed the man who they belonged to, but this was a
strange situation!

She didn't normally walk around in a thong,
for one thing, or showing such cleavage! And she didn't worry about
getting spanked for being rude either!

Then again she supposed she could hardly
blame the man given what she was wearing, what she and the other
girls were wearing. She doubted girls dressed like this in
Cameroon.

Usually the other girls were already here,
but she had arrived early and they were alone in the kitchen, which
made Marcus bolder, even as he dished out her food onto a pair of
plates. It was good food, of course.

“And today we have Mediterranean Salad with
Grilled Shrimp and Olive Vinaigrette,” he said, showing huge white
teeth as he handed her the plate.

“Mmm,” she said.

“And also French onion soup!” he said,
ladling soup into a china bowl.

“Sweet onions under a blanket of perfectly
melted cheeses,” he said, smiling broadly.

“Uhm, thanks,” she gulped.

He frowned down at her. “But you did not
clean up for lunch,” he said, tsk tsking.

“I washed my hands!” she protested.

“But I see dirt on your... uniform,” he said.
“But I need not report this. I will simply clean it off for you,
Mademoiselle!”

And with that he dropped to his knees in
front of her, and with Erin hemmed in against the counter he
gripped her bare hips and began to lick at a spot of dust on the
front of her thong!

“Oh! Oh please!” she squealed. “Please
don't!”

“It will only take ze moment!” he said,
licking strongly, his big tongue sliding lower so that it was
licking her clitoris through the thin fabric of the thong.

Erin held the bowl of soup in one hand and
the salad and grilled shrimp plate in the other, and gasped
helplessly as Marcus lapped strongly at her through her thong! She
stared around her with wide eyes, then down at the big man as his
fingers kneaded her buttocks and his tongue licked down lower along
the line of her mound!

“Please!” she moaned.

“No need to beg!” he chuckled.

He tugged her thong aside and licked at her
directly, and the sudden surge in sensation made Erin cry out as
his big tongue lapped up across her sex and over her clitoris in
long, eager strokes! He hummed as he licked, so that his lips
seemed to vibrate, and despite the shock filling her Erin felt a
wild rush of sensations rolling up her spine!

But then he gave her clitoris a kiss, tugged
her thong back into place, and stood up, beaming at her.

“All clean!”

She staggered off, almost dropping the plate
and bowl, and made it across the room and over toe the far corner
where the table was, sitting down, eyes wide, just before Wendy
came in.

Her heartbeat began to settle down as she
squirmed a little in her seat, and watched Marcus fondling Wendy's
bottom as he served her. She seemed to take it in stride, though,
and came over to sit across from Erin.

“God,” Erin said. “He's all hands today!”

She didn't mention his tongue.

“He usually is. I suppose you can hardly
blame him given how we're dressed and where he's from,” she mused.
“He's harmless, though. At least he doesn't have a strap for your
bottom if you get demerit points.”

She leaned in, then, and lowered her voice.
“And he has a huge cock!”

Erin gulped, staring at her.

“How do you know?” she demanded.

Wendy laughed, not the least embarrassed.
“He's a strong guy and well built. Hey, why not get a little on the
side now and then? You think I want to watch TV or play video games
every night?”

Angelique came in and got the same treatment,
then joined them, and Erin marveled at how casually these girls
treated such things.

After lunch she went back to the stable, but
was a bit shaken by her experience with Marcus. It wasn't so much
she was offended, either. She was actually more shaken by how his
tongue had felt against her, and how quickly her body had
responded. What was she turning into anyway!?

She swept out the stalls and then the floor,
then set about examining and cleaning the tack used on the horses,
the bridles, saddles and other gear.

And then Kirkland walked in.

Erin gasped and jumped to her feet, her heart
immediately racing and her nipples tightening.

“Well, bad girl,” the woman said. “Who's been
acting up?”

“I didn't do anything!” Erin exclaimed.

Kirkland snorted.

“Mister Conway says you arrived for lunch
smelling of horse.”

“I uhm... well, I washed my hands!”

“So?”

“It's not reasonable for me to shower and
change before every meal!” Erin exclaimed.

“What's reasonable got to do with it? This is
the home of a wealthy man and he pays extra for his little wishes.
Aren't you being paid?”

“But... it takes so long - .”

“Ah, I see. Well, we can take care of that.
Strip.”

“Wh-what?!”

“Strip. Remove your clothing.”

“But... why?”

Kirkland raised an eyebrow. “Because when I
give you orders you are expected to obey them or suffer the
consequences.”

Erin gulped, heart beating faster, but she
undid the top and removed it, then, hesitating a moment, undid the
chaps and let them fall off before taking off her thong, blushing
hotly as Kirkland watched her.

“Boots too.”

“But – !”

“If you've kept the floor clean that's not a
problem,” Kirkland said with raised eyebrow.

Erin stepped out of her boots, as well and
the woman took them all.

“You can keep wearing the hat,” she said as
she turned to go.

“Wait! You can't expect me to work
naked!”

Kirkland smiled over her shoulder. “I expect
you to do as you're told. Nothing more, nothing less. If you feel
it takes too long to shower and change for meals I'll make it
faster for you.”

Erin glared after her, then around at her,
then down at her naked body, all the way to her bare feet. She
cursed, then went and got the cleaning supplies, especially a pail,
which she filled with hot water and lots of soap. Then she scrubbed
the floor.

Which was ridiculous in a stable, she
thought, but if she was going to walk on it barefoot...

She went back to cleaning tack, but felt even
more weird doing it naked than she had in a thong and halter. At
least showering later would be simple and quick!

She usually went to the kitchen for a cup of
tea on her break, but not this time. She certainly wasn't going
there naked, and it was a waste of time to go up to her room and
shower and put on something just to go for tea.

Whether she was paid or not!

She was shocked, however, when Marcus showed
up with her tea in hand, a little after the break would normally
have ended.

She was walking towards the stable door when
he came in and squealed, turning her body rapidly away from
him.

“Marcus!” she protested.

“You not come for tea so I bring to you!” he
said jovially.

“I-I don't need any tea today!” she exclaimed
in an embarrassed voice.

“Tea is always good!” he said, beaming.

“Uhm, set it down on the table, please!” she
said desperately.

“Of course!”

He set it down and came over to her and she
gulped, heart beating faster and faster as she held herself tightly
against one of the stall gates.

“You have lost your cowboy outfit!” he said.
“But you still look very pretty!”

“I-I... I'm... you shouldn't... Oh! Marcus!
Don't!” she gasped, as he squeezed her bottom.

“Such a lovely bottom you have!” he said
appreciatively.

And then, just as he'd done in the kitchen,
he dropped down to his knees, this time behind her, and began to
lick at her! This time his strong hands forced her thighs apart and
his tongue pushed against her wrinkled back passage as her eyes
bulged!

“Marcus!”

His warm, slick, moist tongue circled and
swirled, dipped and stroked at her back opening as Erin was wrapped
in stunned amazement and trying to squirm away! But then his hands
gripped her thighs and jerked them back and apart, and though she
clung to the stall gate her bottom jerked out behind her and his
mouth then enveloped her mons!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Marcus! You can't!” she
squealed.

He chuckled and made appreciative sounds as
if he was eating something very tasty while his big lips massaged
her sex and his tongue squirmed shockingly deep into her pussy!
Erin found herself clinging to the gate, gasping, moaning and her
body trembling as a wall of heat rose around her and she felt her
inhibitions melting away!

When he got his lips around her swollen
clitoris and began to suck rhythmically she gurgled and her hips
began to grind back against him despite her desperate desire to
have him stop! And then that desire shifted, as well, and became a
much more heated desire as sexual electricity crackled up and down
her body.

She gurgled helplessly as he turned her
around, falling back against the gate, a flush spreading down her
body as his big hands seized her buttocks and his tongue licked
furiously at her sex! Not only were her inhibitions melting but
Erin felt as though her bones were, too!

Her legs got rubbery, and she moaned,
clinging to the gate behind her, then arching back across it as she
cried out in helpless wanton pleasure! His fingers were pushing up
into her now as he licked and sucked at her clitoris and Erin's own
more modest sensibilities were swamped by the wild, bubbling flood
of churning sexual heat sweeping over her.

His hands left her buttocks and were suddenly
squeezing her breasts as her hips began to roll up and out in
perfect rhythm to his licking tongue. Erin grasped his wrists, eyes
slitted, moaning, whimpering, head lolling back as her hips rolled
forward harder and faster and the sexual heat became a fever which
took control of her mind!

An orgasm swept through her, a powerful one,
and her hips bucked violently as she cried out in wanton pleasure!
The power of the orgasm swamping her mind with a tremendous rush of
desperate pleasure! She felt intoxicated, her body trembling and
shaking as the release of pressure made her muscles spasm and nerve
endings crackle like live electrical wires!

She wasn't able to support herself, and
sagged against him, sliding down even as he shifted his hands to
clutch her waist. Then she found herself on her back on the floor
with him above her, grinning, beaming as he pulled down his
pants.

His cock was... enormous! Erin gaped at it,
long and thick and jet black, thrusting up and forward like a dark
spear! His big hands gripped her thighs and flipped her, rolling
her onto her belly as if she weighed nothing.

A moment later he jerked up on her hips to
raise her bottom and she whimpered as she felt the head of his
thick cock pressing against her sex.

She was still woozy, still dazed, and soaking
wet down there as his cock pushed insistently against her. Erin
groaned aloud, her hands pawing at the floor, slowly raising
herself onto her elbows, then her hands, then she cried out as his
thick organ managed to finally stretch her sex wide enough to slide
inside!

The force of his thrust dropped her back onto
her elbows, and she closed her eyes and shuddered as she felt a
shock-wave roll through her. The sensation of being stretched so
wide, of his cock pushing into her, such a thick cock, so hard and
warm and... incredible, filled her mind to the point of locking out
all other thoughts.

She panted heavily as she felt him pushing
deeper and deeper, her knees spreading wider as she began to make
soft, helpless cries at the deep aching inside her!

“So tight!” he growled. “Lovely!”

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh!” she moaned.

He pumped in and out, moving deeper and
deeper, and his big hands were now on the floor next to her
forearms, his heavy body coming down atop her, his mouth pushing
through her tangled hair to kiss and chew and suck on the nape of
her neck as his hips moved up and down, in and out.

His cock pushed deeper still, filling her,
making her feel utterly stuffed! But still he had more of it, and
still more, so that her ache deepened, approaching real pain even
as the sexual heat began to roll her mind.

On either side of her the horses watched,
watched her being mounted, she thought dazedly, mounted like a
bitch in heat as the big black man forced his cock ever deeper. She
cried out, impaled on the thick length of it, and her hips rolled
in and out in time to his thrusting!

God it ached! He was too big! But the heat
was deep and sweltering, her mind suffocating in sexual passion,
need, hunger and desire, and not caring about anything else! She
kept crying out at each thrust, little startled barks of pain amid
the roiling pleasure sweeping through her body.

What did pain matter compared to such
incredible sexual heat!?

Then, somehow, the long length of him managed
to force itself that much deeper, and his hips slapped against her
buttocks. The nose of his cock began to … punch against the back
wall of her sex, with hard, steady motions that soon had his hips
slapping against her buttocks at the same time!

He rose up behind her, his big hands
encircling her waist, his motions becoming more violent, his hips
striking her hard, sending her body lurching forward, only to be
yanked back by his strong hands to meet the next stroke!

He thrust so hard she screamed, and then the
next thrust brought her to orgasm again, throwing her forward off
her arms, her bones going rubbery as the orgasm lashed her senses.
Erin lost control of her body, dropping her soft, swollen breasts
to the floor, to pillow out below her as his steely cock continued
to drive into her aching belly.

She felt boneless, dazed, the air sobbing out
of her as her eyes rolled back in her head and her body shuddered
violently, convulsions wracking her slender frame. Yet he was
relentless, holding her bottom firmly in place as his thick black
cock speared her again and again and again!

Another orgasm rolled over her, and another,
and still he rode her, as she sobbed dazedly, as her fingers clawed
at the floor and her breasts were ground back and forth against the
rough stone, until finally, he let out a bellow of triumph as he
came, flooding her with his steaming hot seed, and his big hands
softened on her hips.

Erin was barely aware of the motion before
the door, though her eyes rolled upward to see Kirkland standing
there.

“Two demerit points for not wearing your
cowboy hat, bad girl,” she said. “I'll attend to you later.”
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Erin groaned as she showered. She was sore
all over, inside and out! Her belly felt as though it had been
churned into froth by the big African's giant cock! Her buttocks
felt pounded by him and her breasts felt bruised by his big
fingers!

And yet she also felt the wild aftershock of
heat so intense it had rocked her mind, a sensual, sexual pleasure
more powerful and more incredible than she'd ever even imagined!
God, it was like she'd been some kind of animal there in the stable
on all fours being... mounted!

And coming like a whore, she told
herself.

Her sense of self-esteem was shattered. At
least with Kirkland it had been a woman and not real sex, not
really. But this was a man, and there was no way to deny that had
been real sex!

And she'd let him take her like a slut!
Nothing but a few feeble protests, and even those had quickly
faded! Thank God none of her friends or family would know about
this!

And there was a deep reassurance in that.
This was like... another world. Whatever happened here wouldn't
impact her reputation anywhere else, and nobody else would ever
know!

She could go back to being a proper,
respectable girl as soon as she left!

But she was going to have to talk to
Kirkland, make some kind of arrangement. She couldn't go on working
stark naked!

Then she remembered Kirkland telling her she
had two demerits and shuddered. No doubt the woman would be by
tonight to punish her again!

The thought filled her with a sense of panic.
What should she do!? And yet, despite her anxiety she felt a dark
rush of anticipation wondering what kinky sexual things Kirkland
would do, and what dark thrills she would make Erin feel.

She was totally unprepared when the woman
showed up at the stable before the end of her work day. She stared,
frozen like a deer in the headlights as the blonde swaggered into
the room.

And she wasn't alone! Jacob Ross was with
her!

“And this is our new cowgirl,” the blonde was
saying as Erin gaped at them.

Ross wore faded blue jeans and a white shirt
sleeved button-up shirt. He was slender but athletic, with a
strong, square jaw and piercing blue eyes. His hair was dark brown,
and long, for a man, rather carelessly unkempt, though the look
suited him and the look of lazy amusement on his face.

“She looks kind of mussed,” he said.

Erin gasped and clamped her thighs together,
covering her breasts and her sex as Kirkland laughed in
amusement.

“And shy,” he said. “But why is she
naked?”

“She was finding it too time consuming to
undress, shower and then dress again before going to the kitchen
for meals and breaks. So I thought I'd make it easier on her.”

The man snorted and scowled at her. “Your
time is mine while I'm paying you, girl. If I want you to change
every ten minutes then that's what you'll do. Clear?”

Erin gaped at him.

“This is Mister Ross, in case you've
forgotten” Kirkland said helpfully.

Erin felt a shock, and then a new rush of
anxiety as the man frowned at her.

“Let's see my new employee,” he said.

Kirkland moved behind her and Erin gasped as
she felt her hair pulled sharply up and back. Her hands
instinctively jerked up and back over her head to grasp at the
woman's wrists, but Kirkland had anticipated that, pulling her
wrists back down and pinning them together behind her neck, forcing
her to stand there naked, her back arched as the man looked her
over.

Her face flamed, her heart pounding and her
pulse racing as the man's eyes looked her up and down coolly.

“Very nice,” he said.

“Spread your legs!” Kirkland ordered, jerking
on her hair.

Erin cried out and obeyed, and the man nodded
his head.

“Yes, she's acceptable. I thought she would
be. But you can hardly demand girls remove their clothes during a
brief interview. Clearly untrained, though.”

“She only got here the other day, Mister
Ross.”

“Say something, Irish girl,” the man
said.

Erin's mind was spinning. She had no idea
what to say!

“Let's try with your name,” he said.

Erin gasped as Kirkland tugged sharply on her
hair.

“E-Erin!” she cried.

The man raised his eyebrow.

“Full name.”

“E-Erin O'Brien, sir!” she gasped.

“And where are you from?” he asked, just as
if she wasn't naked and being held tightly by a blonde amazon!

“I-I'm from Dublin, sir!” she gulped.

“Ah, I've been there. Lovely town! You're a
university graduate, as I recall.”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“In what?” Kirkland snapped.

“M-My degree is in Social Policy, sir!” she
fumbled.

He snorted and shook his head. “Bleh. Should
have taken science or business. Still, we can work with that. At
least it's a degree from a recognized university. UCD, right?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“So what do you want to do here in the United
States, Miss O'Brien?”

Erin had never had a more bizarre
conversation in her life! She was standing before the man stark
naked, legs apart, back arched, and her arms down behind her being
held by Kirkland. And this man was … interviewing her about what
sort of jobs she wanted to do!

“I-I don't know. I thought I'd go to work for
a city social – oh!”

His hand had come up and was caressing her
breast!

“Continue,” he said.

“I-I-I thought I... would work for... social
services somewhere!” she gulped, heart racing.

“Lovely breasts,” he said, rolling a fat,
hard pink nipple between his fingers.

“Well, there's no lack of people who want
such jobs, and no lack of such jobs, I suppose,” he said. “I'll
have one of my people write something up for your application.”

Erin stared at him dazedly.

“You know, for your green card.”

Her mind lurched dazedly.

“Nice and round,” he said, pleased, his hand
gliding back and forth from one breast to the other, squeezing and
kneading them.

“And I love that cute little Irish
accent.”

He looked over her head at Kirkland.

“But I want her wearing the proper outfits,”
he said.

“Of course, sir. I didn't know you'd be
arriving today. I'll find another way to … discipline her.”

“Well, since I'm here perhaps I could assist
you,” he said with a smile.

“I welcome your assistance, Mister Ross,”
Kirkland said.

Erin gasped as she was pulled backwards along
the floor by the big blonde woman, then she felt her arms raised up
high and held above her. She saw Ross smile at her in a deceptively
friendly fashion, then go over to one of the cupboards, where he
took out a coil of rope!

He came back to stand before her, then
reached up and tied the rope around her wrists, wrapping it several
times before tossing the rest of the coil up above a ceiling
support beam. When it dropped down again he took it and pulled and
as Kirkland let go of her wrists Erin squeaked to feel the rope
pulling firmly upward until she was balanced on the balls of her
bare feet!

“Lovely,” Ross said, pleased.

He tied off the rope and then took something
else out of the cupboard, returning to her. Kirkland was stroking
her hair and pulling it back together, and now jerked sharply as
Ross pushed a fat leather – mass – against her open mouth!

Erin's jaw was already wide and now her eyes
rolled around her in a panicky way as the pressure against her
forced her jaw to open still wider. Ross pushed the thing, a sort
of spongy ball into her mouth, where it filled it top to bottom,
pressing down against her tongue and up against the roof!

A thin strap went behind her head, and
fastened there, preventing her from closing her mouth as Ross
dropped his hands to knead her breasts again quite casually, then
turned and walked away behind her. Kirkland came around in front of
her, eyes gleaming.

“Little horse girl,” she whispered.

Then she slid to her knees and pushed her
mouth in between Erin's thighs!

Erin squealed, dancing awkwardly in place as
the woman forced her thighs further apart, so that she could barely
keep her toes in contact with the ground!

Then the woman's strong, expert tongue began
to slide up and down the line of her sex, her hands kneading her
buttocks as she licked upward with strong, certain strokes!

Erin felt gripped by a shock of unreality, as
if this couldn't possibly be happening! Her head twisted from side
to side, looking for Ross, but he seemed to have disappeared! She
stared down at Kirkland's blonde head as the woman licked expertly,
her tongue swirling and stroking across her clitoris, then dropping
downward and pushing up into the mouth of her sex!

She whimpered and moaned, shocked at finding
herself unable to speak, at finding herself gagged! Despite the way
Kirkland had tied her up before or simply held her in place she
hadn't anticipated this level of kinky perversion!

Her head kept twisting around, trying to see
if they were still alone, desperately embarrassed at the thought of
Ross returning to find her like this, or worse, to find her
reacting to it! But her view of life had gotten some severe shocks
over the last couple of days, and she had sort of come to accept
the idea, if not in so many words, that the big boss would want to
sleep with her.

She just hadn't imagined Kirkland would be
there at the same time!

Where had Ross gone? Had he just decided that
tying her like this and leaving her to Kirkland would ensure enough
'discipline'? That seemed odd. It also seemed odd that he had been
so pleased at looking at her naked and fondling her and then been
willing to simply walk away!

She couldn't think of any guy she'd ever
known who would walk away from something like this! And Ross was
supposedly a pervert!

But despite her shock and embarrassment her
body was indeed responding to Kirkland's expert tongue and fingers!
She had, on just a few acquaintances, come to be kind of addicted
to the feel of a tongue against her down there and the deliciously
sensual feel of the warm, soft, slick flesh caressing the most
sensitive part of her anatomy!

It just felt so, so good! And now as Kirkland
began to work her long fingers up into Erin's pussy she felt how
slick and hot she was inside, and shuddered as she stared in
disbelief down the length of the stable, then up and back at the
rope binding her wrists!

And then Ross returned, and her face flamed
as he smirked at her. He was a good looking man, to be certain, and
almost seemed... nice, in how he talked with her, but she was far
from ready to have him witnessing this intimate and perverted
act!

And then she blanched at what she saw in his
hands! It looked like a pair of dildos!

Sort of...

The first was definitely shaped like a pink
penis, thick and long, but... it bulged near the base, and then
ended in a round white screw type bottom. The second one had the
same bottom, also bulging just above it, but was made of layered
balls, like an ice cream cone, only with each small ball resting on
a slightly thicker ball down to the screw type base.

Ross handed one of them to Kirkland, the
penis one, and then moved behind her.

Erin's wide eyes jerked down as she saw
Kirkland sliding her fingers out of her and then pushing the dildo
up in their place! And behind her... she gasped, jerking her head
around as she felt the other one pushing against her back
passage!

She shuddered and twisted, shaking her head
in denial as both of them pushed up inside her, twisting and
turning, pulling back and pushing forward, thrusting ever deeper
into the thrumming heat of her abdominal cavity even as her mind
spun wildly!

She felt the bulge in the one in front
spreading her wider, achingly wider, then groaned with relief as it
slipped into her, the tip of the dildo lodging high inside her! All
that protruded was the white screw type base about an inch
long.

Behind her, she felt the other one swelling
and forcing her wide, then felt her sphincter able to ease its
strain as it closed around the base. Then both of the things
started to buzz and vibrate inside her!

Ross came around in front of her, face a
pleasant mask of anticipation and contentment as he eyed her, then
reached out to knead her breasts. Kirkland continued to lick her
clitoris as Erin's face burned and her mind shrank from looking up
at the stranger fondling her!

Then she gasped as he gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back, forced to look at him.

“Such soft hair you have, pretty girl,” he
said in a soft voice. “And such soft skin, and hard nipples.”

She moaned into the gag, eyes rolling.

“I intend to strip away your inhibitions,
little horse girl, and make you into exactly what every beautiful
young girl should be – a highly skilled and unrestrained sexual
animal.”

He twisted and rolled her nipple as he
spoke.

“But of course, you must still be
disciplined. And discipline is always necessary to mold young
minds. You should see how they do it in the army!”

Kirkland rose from between her legs and moved
behind her as Kirkland bent her head back further, then bent over
and sucked and chewed at the center of her right breast! His right
hand slid down her body, swirling and circling, then his fingers
found her slick, swollen clitoris, and began to massage it.

Erin shuddered, closing her eyes, filled with
shock, embarrassment, indignation, outrage, heat, hunger and a dark
sense of thrilled, forbidden arousal!

Ross rose and then stepped back, eyeing her
with interest as she gulped in air through her nose and stared at
him, then dropped her eyes.

“Discipline,” he said. “A necessary prelude
to pleasure.”

“Definitely,” Kirkland said behind her.

Erin gulped and twisted her head around and
saw, to her shock, that the blonde was holding a long, thick strap
in her hand!

“She has a lovely bottom, sir,” she said.

Ross moved around to stand behind her,
staring at her bottom, and Erin shook her head frantically at
them.

“It is, isn't it,” he said.

He reached forward and caressed her buttocks,
squeezing them lightly.

“Perfect, and so nicely positioned.”

Kirkland let the strap dangle from her hand.
It was about three feet long, and would have made a rather wide
belt if used as such. Instead it was doubled in two, both sides
entirely flat. She grinned at Erin, then swung her arm back and
out.

The strap flew forward and struck sideways
along the underside of Erin's buttocks! Erin felt the blow, then
the loud crack of noise, followed an instant later by the
sharp stinging pain that made her cry out and lurch forward!

But of course, she was held in place standing
on the balls of her feet! The instinctive effort to jerk forward
quickly brought her up short even as heat began to roll through her
soft skin.

Crack!

Another blow cut directly across the center
of her bottom, and again she squealed and jerked violently.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap struck sharply and repeatedly, the
inside strap hitting her skin an instant before the outside hit it,
in turn. The affect was to stretch out the sharpness of the blow,
deepen it, yet without striking her tender skin twice.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Erin squealed and cried out, yelling, or
trying to, demanding Kirkland stop, but unable to really make
herself understood through the gag! Her body trembled and shook and
her hips bucked, but she was locked in place by the ropes around
her wrists as her bottom got more and more tender and more and more
overheated!

But while she should have felt nothing but
pain rippling through her nervous system it was accompanied by a
swirling, churning sense of deep sexual heat, excitement and desire
that almost tended to overwhelm the pain!

This was, after all, insanely kinky and nasty
and wicked, and forbidden, not at all the kind of thing a good
Catholic girl ought to be having anything at all to do with! At the
same time, it was enthralling to feel herself the subject of these
two people's twisted hunger and know she was helpless to do
anything about it!

Of course, not being able to do anything
relieved her of a good deal of the guilt she would otherwise feel
at willingly participating in such filthy things. And it also
appealed to some hitherto deeply repressed sense of fascinated
masochism she had barely known she possessed.

Oh it was true she'd always had such
fantasies, and often imagined herself being 'abused' by some hot,
hunky, bare chested guy who would torment her. But she hadn't
realized they were any more than occasional fancies.

And now it was real! And as much as her
bottom was starting to burn her mind was already aflame with the
shocking heights of depravity!

Ross moved in front of her, that lazy smile
on his face, and his hand slid down the front of her body and felt
the buzzing base of the dildo inside her. Then his finger stroked
almost idly across her clitoris as he pushed at the dildo a little,
in short, gentle thrusts that could not move it any deeper but did
make her feel the nose jabbing at her high inside!

Erin shook her head, shuddering, moaning,
crying out as her body and mind churned with a wildly schizophrenic
mix of sensations and emotions. She felt a sudden shocking fear
that she was going climax in front of them and that they would then
know what a slut she was!

She tried desperately to repress the
spiraling sexual heat and pressure inside herself, but as the strap
continued to snap down across her bottom and Ross continued to
fondle her sex she felt herself losing control!

Then in an act of stern possession, he raised
his other hand, a big hand, and gripped her around the throat!

Erin gurgled, rolling her wild eyes up at him
as his own dark eyes looked at her intently. His fingers squeezed
gently up against her throat, making it hard to breath, making the
pulse in her throat race

And then the orgasm hit her, a sudden massive
release of pressure that made her want to scream! Her body bucked
and twisted violently as the intensity of the shock-wave
overwhelmed her mind and left her dazed, her head jerking back
spastically and her body writhing and dancing in mindless
oblivion!

Were it not for the ropes around her wrists
she would simply have fallen over, but they presented that, and
left her all-but hanging by her wrists, dazed and head lolling as
Kirkland stopped the strapping and handed the strap to Ross.

Then she gave Erin a smirk and walked out of
the stables, leaving her alone with the man.
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And Ross was removing his shirt!

Erin raised her anxious eyes and then rolled
them away as he unbuttoned the shirt. But she couldn't keep them
from rolling them back as he shrugged it off and stood there in
just his faded blue jeans. She gulped, heart beating more rapidly
again as she helplessly admired the trim, athletic torso, the broad
shoulders, the smoothly defined pectoral muscles and flat
belly.

“My name is Jacob Ross,” he said. “You may
call me sir.”

He smiled, but it wasn't a smile of
amusement.

“Let me hear you say it.”

Erin blinked at him uncertainly. Surely he
knew she couldn't talk with the gag in her mouth!

He stepped closer, so that her stiff nipples
were pressing into his bare chest and she felt a warm tingle of
heat.

“Say it, girl,” he said softly.

“Thsir!” she moaned around the gag.

“Good girl. Learning to treat your betters
with respect is a necessary component of your... education.”

He cupped her left breast casually, his big
fingers caressing her skin as she moaned softly.

“We're all animals under the skin, girl. But
we try our best to hide it in public. I'm simply more honest, and I
want you to be honest too. I want you to be honest about the heat
and lust which fills you, and to honestly accept it as a part of
your life.”

His left hand slid down her back and she
gasped as the palm of his hand pressed against the thing he'd
shoved up her bottom.

“Your body belongs to me while you work
here,” he said. “I own it just like I do those horses in the
stalls. And I will do with it whatever I choose.”

Erin stared up at him in shock. What did he
think she was, some kind of... sex slave!?

The mere thought of the phrase, of the words,
made something inside her burn hotly!

“And any hesitation or disobedience will be
sternly dealt with,” he said.

He moved behind her and she heard his zipper
going down! She gasped, but refused to turn around, even as she
saw, looking down the line of her body, his jeans hitting the floor
right behind her heels and him stepping out of them!

Then, pulse racing, she felt him! His
erection pressed against her buttocks, and up along her body as he
pressed his hips forward! His hands caressed her ribs, then slid
around in front of her to cup her breasts, squeezing them up and
together as he pressed his entire body against her.

His warm flesh pressed firmly against her
back and buttocks as his fingers kneaded her breasts, and he leaned
in and around, his lips on the nape of her neck and up under her
ear.

“Bad girl,” he whispered. “We'll have to work
hard at reforming your attitude and making you into a proper little
sexual animal. But I think you're a natural.”

He eased his hips back, and she felt the
thing inside her, the dildo, pulling slowly back out of her bottom!
Then as it pulled free she felt a shock of understanding even
before the head of his cock pushed into her!

Erin had never been a fan of anal sex, and in
fact, had never permitted it! Now she moaned and halfheartedly
tried to twist away – if only to show her disapproval, as his cock
slid up inside her.

She was slightly shocked at how easily he
moved inside her, and felt a dark lust at the very thought of what
he was doing! The feel of him was also entirely different from the
silicone. The flesh of his cock was soft and warm as it pushed
deeper.

“Nice and tight inside,” he whispered. “A
tight, beautiful ass like yours was made to be used thoroughly, my
girl.”

His right hand dropped to finger her clitoris
as she whimpered and groaned, most of him inside her but more
pushing. She felt a deep awareness of the feel of him, of how thick
he was, of how stretched and full she felt, of the sensation of the
head pushing deeper!

Ohgod, ohgod, ohgod! she thought wildly.

“Ahh, so warm and snug,” he
groaned.

She felt his hips pressing against her
buttocks as he forced himself even deeper, and a kind of cramping
up inside her as the head jammed up against something high within
her abdomen!

“Deep, but I want deeper,”
he growled.

He slid out of her and then turned away,
walking over to the wall. He untied the rope there, and Erin
groaned in relief as she was able to settle her heels back on the
floor again!

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She refused to look at him at first, then
jerked her eyes around and gasped at the sight of the long, thick
club of flesh thrusting up from his groin! It was as big as
Marcus!

“Do it, girl or that bottom of yours will
feel the strap instead of my cock!” he growled.

Gasping, she obeyed, shifting her legs
further apart.

“Wider.”

She moaned, her feet going wider but now
having to rise on the balls of them again.

“Excellent.”

he released the rope a bit more so her heels
could hit the floor, then tied off the rope and came back behind
her.

Erin cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
even as the head of his thick erection pushed into the small,
wrinkled opening and began to slide deeper.

“Beg me,” he whispered.

Erin's mind raced dazedly.

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” he growled.

Erin wasn't going to do any such thing!

He drew back and picked up the strap, and she
squealed as it struck her bottom, sharply, painfully, the crack of
noise echoing off the rafters.

“Obey!'

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Obey!”

Crack!

She twisted and yelped as her bottom stung
and burned!

“Please fuck me!” she cried into the gag.

He put down the strap and moved in close
behind her, jerking back on her hair to force her head back.

“Again,” he said softly.

“Please fuck me!” she half sobbed into the
gag.

“Please fuck my ass,” he said in a patient
tone.

“P-Please fuck my ass!” she moaned.

“Sir,” he said, reaching around to pinch her
nipple sharply.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” Erin cried.

She felt him pushing against her again, and
slowly sinking into her body. She trembled and moaned, panting and
gulping in air, and trying to keep her saliva from leaking out
around the gag filling her mouth and holding her jaw wide!

His cock moved in deeper, lurching in and
back, in and back, even as he gathered in her hair and pulled her
head up and back sharply.

“Again,” he said, his free hand fondling her
breast.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she moaned into
the gag.

He jerked sharply, painfully on her hair.

“Louder!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

“Again!”

“Please fuck my ass sir!” she cried, her
voice barely intelligible through the gag.

His cock pushed deeper still, achingly deep
inside her, filling her to overflowing! His hands gripped her hips
and jerked her bottom back towards him, bending her slightly, and
he forced her legs wider so that she was up on the balls of her
feet once more.

His cock pushed even deeper now, and she
shuddered as it made her ache and cramp deep inside, but the ache
wasn't as bad as the strap cutting across her tender flesh!

She moaned and gasped, wide-eyed, staring
ahead of her as she felt his body pressed firmly against her own,
his hips jammed up against her buttocks, his cock filling her,
impaling her! His hands shifted down onto her hips, then, jerking
them back, and he began to thrust!

Erin squealed, then cried out at every
stroke, his hips drawing his long, slick cock back, then ramming it
up into her again and again, faster and harder so that her entire
body trembled continuously with the force of his strokes!

That her pussy was stuffed with the big dildo
inside her only made her feel more full and it buzzed as he jerked
her body to and fro! Her head lolled and she shuddered, feeling the
wonder and dark, helpless, burning thrill of being savagely used
like this!

Never had she imagined sex to be so...
carnal, so raw and... and violent! Yet it was setting her mind
aflame with shocked hunger! Her insides thrummed with growing
sexual pressure and a suffocating heat as his hips pummeled her
overheated bottom!

The tight ropes around her wrists burned as
more of her weight came down on them, her legs getting rubbery, her
muscles starting to turn melt as her mind was roiled by a sexual
fever like she'd never known before!

His right hand shifted down, pushing against
the base of the vibrator, jamming it up harder, his thumb flicking
roughly and quickly across her clitoris as she cried out in wanton
shock. He leaned in against her, growling, biting into the nape of
her neck as his hips continued to drive his thick, hard cock up
into her with savage, relentless strokes!

An orgasm exploded within Erin and she lost
her mind! An explosive release of pressure turned the dark,
seething pleasure into something like ecstasy, and she sobbed and
then screamed as it crackled through her body like sheet lightning,
muscles spasming wildly as she lost control of herself
completely.

She almost lost consciousness, her mind so
blasted by the power of the orgasm that as he slowly drew his
softening cock from her bottom she hung dazedly from her wrists,
eyes slitted, body covered in perspiration, chest fluttering as she
sucked in air through and around the gag filling her mouth.

She grunted as he untied the rope from the
wall and lowered her gently to the floor. He was naked now, as well
as she, but he seemed to have little interest in changing that.
Instead he drew the belt from the loops of his jeans and swept it
around her neck, then slid the end through the buckle to draw it
tight.

Erin gurgled but he quickly loosened it, and
then untied her wrists, as well.

“Come with me, girl,” he said, “And we'll
further explore the animal within you.”

He tugged on the belt again, and again it
tightened around her neck. Erin gurgled and pawed at it feebly,
then gasped, her eyes bulging as it tightened further! She pushed
herself up off her belly, which loosened the belt and allowed her
to breath again, but then he moved forward, pulling at it,
tightening it again until she scurried forward.

He walked towards the open stable door,
holding the belt firmly, and a dazed, panting, moaning Erin was
forced to crawl rapidly along at the end of the belt, even as he
led her out onto the lawn and across it towards the house!

She was still too thunderstruck by what had
happened, by the outrageous, scandalous sex and by her own insanely
powerful response to clear her mind, and, moaning, she continued to
crawl across the lawn naked, as Ross strode confidently forward
with no sign of care for his own unclothed state.

Halfway across the lawn her shattered mind
began to fit itself back together again, but she continued crawling
rapidly across the grass even as she began to think of how
outrageous it was that she was doing so!

I'm crawling like a dog, she thought
wonderingly, her breasts wobbling below her, the dildo still jammed
high into her sex and buzzing strongly.

I'm crawling like a bloody dog!

Yet she couldn't decide, her mind being
flustered and overwhelmed, what else to do for stopping meant
closing the belt so tightly around her throat she couldn't breath!
So she continued to crawl across the lawn as he used the belt as a
leash, until they reached the stairs leading up to her room.

He led her up them, still making her crawl,
and unlocked her door with his own key! Then he led her inside and
into the bathroom. He turned on the shower, then jerked up on the
belt so that she was forced to stagger to her feet.

He unwrapped the belt from her neck, seized a
fistful of her thick brown hair and then stepped into the big
shower, dragging her after him.

Once there he pushed her hard against the
wall, and as the hot water poured down his powerful body crushed
her against it, his hands seizing her head and his lips and teeth
moving in hungrily along her throat and up along the nape of her
neck!

Erin's mind was still fluttering like a bird
in a cage. She needed some time to quiet her thoughts and fit
herself back together, but wasn't getting it. Instead his warm,
soft skin over hard muscles was grinding against her as his tongue
dipped into her mouth and his lips moved sensuously against her
own.

His hands slid down her body, cupping and
squeezing her buttocks, then sliding up between them to fondle her
breasts. He reached up to turn off the water, and stepped back,
leaving her panting. She stared up at the sizzling heat in his eyes
as he picked up a squeeze bottle of soap and squeezed an enormous
amount of it down over her head!

Erin gasped, closing her eyes as the liquid
soap oozed down around her face and onto her shoulders, and heard
him chuckling as the ooze covered her upper chest and trickled onto
her breasts. Then his hands were there, spreading the soap, rubbing
it in, lathering her up, his hands working downwards so that she
was soon completely covered in a thick white lather.

Then his hands were all over her again,
gliding softly, or kneading strongly, moving skilfully over her
slick warm body, sometimes stroking and caressing, sometimes
scrubbing. His fingers, of course, put in extra time over her
breasts and bottom, to say nothing about her pussy!

Her pussy lips were still stretched wide
around the shaft of the vibrator, which still buzzed within her,
but his fingers rubbed her clitoris and jabbed achingly hard at the
base of the thing.

Hot water came on and sprayed into her face
and over her hair, and she felt the soap being cleansed from her,
or at least, her upper body, but then the water stopped, and his
hands brushed the dripping hair out of her eyes.

Erin opened her eyes, blinking against the
water, and saw him right up against her, then felt him as he pulled
her body against his and kissed her throat again. His hands slid
around her, caressing her still soapy back, and then glided down to
squeeze her buttocks.

He ground his own slick body against her
soapy one as he continued to kiss and suck and chew his way along
her throat, then stepped back, taking her wrists in a strong, firm
grip and pulling her soapy hands up against his chest. He stared at
her as he rubbed her hands up and down against his chest and over
his shoulders, then released them and handed her the bottle of
soap.

“Soap me up, girl,” he ordered.

She blinked at him in astonishment, then down
at his body, then down further, gulping in air, the gag still
filling her mouth so that she couldn't speak.

His eyes narrowed and she felt a jolt of
anxiety, then looked at the bottled soap and hesitantly poured some
into her palm. She rubbed it against his chest, eyes blinking
rapidly as her hand moved up and down.

The tactile sense of sensuous pleasure she
felt as her fingers caressed his well-muscled chest sent a quiver
of liquid fire down her spine, and the more she rubbed her hands
the more aroused she became. Her hand soaped up his strong
shoulders, then slid down his abdomen and then – .

“Keep going, slave girl.”

She gasped at the term, and jerked her eyes
up to see him grinning in amusement. So it was a joke. Ha ha. And
yet... and yet it was a dark, wicked, shocking, and thrilling joke,
at least in terms of playing out a fantasy went.

She soaped up his abdomen and then her hands
moved lower, sliding around his flaccid cock and soaping it up,
gently rubbing and massaging his balls, blushing as she did so,
until he turned his back on her. Then she soaped up his back and
then... his buttocks, before sliding lower to soap up his thighs
and legs.

He turned around and raised his right foot,
placing it in her crotch, down on her thighs as she sat on her
heels, and Erin soaped it up, then the other in turn.

“Stay on your knees,” hes aid. “That's an
excellent place for a little slave girl.”

Erin flushed as he turned on the water and it
poured down on him, and on her as well. Her heart was beating
faster and she was looking up at him with a kind of disbelief
gripping her.

Sex had always been fairly, well, vanilla for
her. This kinky stuff was totally beyond her experience and the
stuff of twisted fantasies and giggled teasing. To find herself
suddenly immersed in it was almost beyond belief!

He turned the water off and then reached down
to undo the strap going behind her head. She gasped as he then
pulled her to her feet by the hair and pressed her back into the
corner again. His warm, wet body enveloped hers, and this time his
lips were on her own as his tongue plunged into her mouth!

Her hands went up against his chest in
self-defense, but then merely rested there as his lips crushed
hers, before beginning to almost unconsciously slide up and down,
caressing his skin, the pleasure of that touch making her shudder
as she kissed back almost without thinking.

He drew back and she gasped aloud, gulping in
air, eyes wild. He pushed against her and forced her roughly to her
knees, then pulled her face in against his groin. Erin grasped at
his thighs but he quickly grabbed her wrists and pushed them back
against the wall, pushed her back against the wall.

“Pleasure your master, slave girl!” he
growled.

Erin gasped again at the obscene and wickedly
outrageous words! But they aroused her and thrilled her in some
dark core of her being, and she licked helplessly at his balls,
sucking them into her mouth as he ground his pelvis against
her.

His cock was hardening as it was ground
against her face. She could feel it getting harder, and then see it
thickening and lengthening as she sucked on his balls.

“Suck me,” he ordered.

And it was an order, not a request!

She shuddered, licking at it, then slipping
her lips around it as it hardened further. She began to suck, to
bob up and down on the first several inches, her head moving in and
out even as he continued to pin her wrists to the wall out to the
sides above her head.

His hips began to move, then, slowly, at
first, pumping in and out of her open mouth, getting even thicker
and harder as she moaned dazedly around it, licking as he pushed
deeper. She gurgled, her eyes rolling up at him anxiously, and then
he pressed forward, the back of her head now tightly pressed
against the wall, just as her body was.

His cock pushed forward, and she choked, then
gagged, as he entered her throat. He kept going, though, and his
cock slid remorselessly forward and down into her suddenly aching
throat! She could do little as he held her in place, as his cock
drove deep into her throat all the way to the base, until her lips
were wrapped around the base.

“Swallow every inch, you hot, sexy little
slut animal!” he growled.

Another jolt hit Erin, though her mind was
occupied in a wild flurry of anxiety and stress at having her
throat so thickly filled! She fought to keep her stomach under
control as he ground himself against her, then pulled back, inch by
inch, only to sheath himself in her throat again.

Again he pulled back, and she gurgled as he
thrust deep once more. Black dots danced before her eyes and the
world swam as she became more and more light-headed. Then his cock
pulled free and she gulped in air in deep, ragged gasps.

He let her gain her breath, then pushed into
her once more, sliding deep, pumping in and out as he continued to
hold her tightly in place, his legs pinning her body as his hands
held her wrists. His cock pumped in and out, in and out, using
longer strokes now as she gurgled wetly, eyes glazed.

He pulled out and she again gulped in air,
chest heaving. He jerked forward on her hair and forced her down
onto the floor, then slapped her wet bottom sharply. He gripped her
hips, shifting her roughly over into the middle of the large shower
stall before dropping to his knees behind her.

Another slap to her bottom made her moan,
then he jerked her knees apart. Then another sharp slap as he
gripped her wrists and jerked them downward along the floor next to
her knees, forcing her body to bend sharply with her head forced up
and back against the floor!

He yanked the vibrator out of her body, and
she felt a great emptiness, but only for a moment. His cock slid
into her, even thicker than the vibrator. And it was hot and hard
and slippery and made her cry out in dazed heat as he gripped her
wrists once more, jerking them back to fold her body in aching
half, her bottom raised high.

“This is what you were made for, slave girl,
to be taken and used by men, to give them pleasure and to receive
it in return.”

She gurgled dazedly, gasping and moaning as
he stroked in and out, her gasps becoming cries as his hips struck
her bottom and his cock drove deep into her thrumming, swirling,
churning belly again and again and again!

It was so raw and savage, like animals! And
the dark, bubbling, churning sexual heat was steaming away inside
her, had been steaming away inside her the entire time, with the
help of her own wicked dark hungers and the sensations his body
roused.

Now she was being ridden harder than ever in
her life, his hips pounding against her backside as his cock
speared her with hard, savage strokes that made her cry out at each
blow. But her mind was swamped by darkness, by a raging firestorm
of outraged heat, her pulse thundering in her ear as the orgasm
swept over her and turned her cries to a helpless screaming wail of
pleasure.
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She had to get out of here! But where would
she go!?

Erin paced back and forth in her room,
anxious and desperately trying to consider what she should do. Her
emotions – most of them – were telling her she had to run away and
do it now!

She was having a hard time justifying that to
herself, though. Yes, she'd been treated outrageously, shockingly,
with both Kirkland and now Ross (nor did she forget Marcus!) taking
sexual violent advantage of her!

Yet those events were accompanied in her mind
by an astonishing memory of wildfire pleasure and thrilling, almost
feverish sexual heat and hunger! She was still shocked by how
intense the orgasms had been, and how deeply aroused she had
been!

And there was so much Ross could do for her,
starting with getting her a green card! Why, if she got American
citizenship there was no telling what she could do!

But he was insane, dangerously insane!

Yet all he'd done is have her bottom strapped
and it wasn't like there was even any bruises to show. Her bottom
ached, true, but that was more from his hard hips smacking against
them. And her insides ached from the incredibly hard fucking she'd
gotten!

She had acted like the most horrible
slut!

Which was what really frightened her, not
that Ross, or Kirkland, or Marcus would do horrible things to her
again, but that she would … like it!

But again she comforted herself with being
far from home, far from anyone who would know, and that everyone
else on this estate seemed to have accepted the strange, dark
perversion of sexual hedonism.

Slave girl!? God, that was sick! Who did he
think he was!?

But even thinking the words made something
dark purr inside her.

Not that she had any interest at all in being
anyone's slave girl of course! Not in the least! Not in the
slightest! But pretending, well, acting out, hmm, playing a game of
sexual slavery held a dark fascination for her.

Obviously he wasn't serious either. He wasn't
really crazy. He was just... decadent and rich and able to exorcise
whatever whims he possessed.

That strapping had hurt, though! There'd be
no more of that!

Though even that memory, which made her
wince, was surrounded by the dark, wicked thrill of sexual heat and
pleasure...

And the truth was she had never been
particularly strong-willed, never really been good at standing up
for herself. That was true even against normal people, never mind
domineering people like Ross and Kirkland! Could she put her foot
down against anything they wanted to do to her and stand by it?

Even as she finally went to bed she felt
shaken, and raw and anxious, but the memories which kept flitting
before her eyes were the most wickedly pleasurable ones, the ones
which had seared themselves into her soul because of the intensity
of the emotions she'd felt at the time!

She only resisted getting one of the sex toys
out of the dresser and using them by force of will!

The next morning she put on her 'house chaps'
and went up to the house for breakfast, but Marcus shook his
head.

“You have to go to the blue room before
breakfast with the other girls,” he said.

“The... what?”

He took her shoulder and led her back into
the hall, then pointed up a set of back stairs.

“But – ?”

He went back into the kitchen so, feeling
nervous again, she went up the narrow staircase and found herself
in a large, carpeted hall. She heard voices just ahead, so walked
hesitantly forward, and saw a door open into an empty room with a
deep blue carpet.

She gulped as she saw Kirkland there, wearing
tight leather trousers, high heels, and a leather vest. Then she
saw Angelique and Wendy, sitting on their heels on the rug –
naked!

Kirkland waved her in.

“Get undressed and take your place,” she
ordered, in a voice which brooked no argument.

Erin hesitated, wanting to demand answers but
the woman's cold eyes intimidated her, and she was practically
naked anyway.. and the others were naked so... so it couldn't be
that bad...

She stripped, blushing, then settled on her
knees beside the other two girls.

Kirkland came over and glared down at
her.

“Do as the others do, new girl,” she
said.

Flushed, Erin looked at the other two and
rearranged her position somewhat. They had the backs of their feet
pressed against the floor, and were sitting on their heels. She did
the same, then, flushing even more deeply, spread her knees wide as
they were doing.

“Back straight,” Kirkland said.

Erin gulped anxiously, as she saw the blonde
had now acquired a long black stick!

She made sure her back was straight too.

“Hands behind neck.”

The other two immediately draw their hands up
and back behind their necks, so after a brief hesitation Erin did
so as well.

“Fingers intertwined, back arched,” Kirkland
said.

The stick, Erin saw, was rounded, like a
tube, and about three and a half feet long. It had a small round
silver thing on the end, like a table tennis ball, and she frowned,
wondering what it was for.

“Now, repeat after me. “I love cock.”

“I love cock,” Angelique and Wendy repeated
dutifully.

Erin gaped at her and Kirkland stepped
closer.

“Are you being a bad girl?” she asked, her
voice a dangerous purr.

“No I uhm. I just … I was – oh!” she yelped
as the round tip of the black rod pressed lightly against her right
nipple and delivered something akin to a snap of static
electricity!

Her hands jerked down as she cupped her
breast.

“Hands behind neck!” Kirkland growled.

Gasping, Erin obeyed, her stomach churning
wildly as she stared at the black tube warily.

“Now, repeat after me. “I am a slut.”

“I am a slut,” Angelique and Wendy said.

Again Erin gaped, and the round little ball
sent another little shock into her, this time making her left
nipple sting!

“Hands behind head,” Kirkland barked.

Moaning, she put her hands behind her head
once again, and then arched her back, eyes wide.

“Repeat after me. “I am a slut,” she
growled.

“I am a slut,” Angelique and Wendy said
confidently. Erin said the words, too, but in a quivering
voice.

“I love cock,” Kirkland said.

“I love cock,” the three naked girls
repeated, though again Erin's voice was less controlled than the
other two.

“I love feeling a big cock inside me,”
Kirkland said.

“I love feeling a big cock inside me,” the
three girls repeated.

Erin gasped as the woman pointed the rod at
her, and then let the little white ball press up against her sex.
Instead of a shock, though, instead it vibrated.

“Do you love feeling a big cock inside you?”
she asked as she rubbed the ball up and down against Erin's
sex.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Kirkland!” Erin gasped, face
red.

The woman sniffed, and drew the rod back.

“On your faces, sluts.”

The other two girls fell forward onto their
faces so Erin did the same. She quickly positioned herself with her
bottom high, like theirs, knees apart, and her belly tucked in
tight against her thighs, with her arms stretched out before
her.

“I am ready to be used,” Kirkland said.

“I am ready to be used,” Angelique and Wendy
said.

“I am ready to be used!” Erin gasped, about
two seconds late.

Kirkland had moved slowly around behind them,
and Erin suddenly felt the little round ball pressing directly
against her puckered back opening. An instant later she felt a
shock, again, something like the sort of thing you got when wearing
a sweater in winter and touching a light switch.

“Ahhg!” she gasped, jerking forward.

“Position!” Kirkland barked.

Moaning, she resumed her previous position,
heart pounding.

“Please fuck me,” Kirkland said.

“Please fuck me,” Wendy and Angelique said,
with Erin following them a second late.

“Please fuck me hard,” Kirkland said.

“Please fuck me hard,” the three girls
exclaimed.

“Please fuck me hard, master,” Kirkland
said.

“Please fuck me hard, master,” the three
cried, though again Erin's voice quivered.

“This whore needs your cock, master,”
Kirkland said.

Erin gasped as she felt the ball rubbing up
and down along the line of her sex, but repeated the words with the
other girls.

“Again.”

“This whore needs your cock, master!” Erin
exclaimed.

“Again.”

“This whore needs your cock, master!”

The little ball rubbed up and down her sex,
buzzing violently, then pushing through the lips of her sex to
nestle tightly just within, only to be pulled out again and rubbed
along her clitoris.

“This slut animal was made to be used,
master,” Kirkland said.

“This slut animal was made to be used,
master,” the three girls repeated.

Erin felt a wild thrum of building tension
within herself, partly anxiety, and partly a wild, animal heat
which was still wrapped in a sense of disbelief and outrage.

“On your heels, sluts.”

The three girls straightened up and sat back
on their heels and Kirkland dropped a plastic bottle in front of
Wendy, and then in front of Angelique.

“Put it on,” she ordered.

The two girls picked up the squeeze bottle
and squeezed out a thin stream of something liquid onto their
chests, then began to spread it around so that it glistened. It was
some kind of oil, Erin thought, wondering why she hadn't been given
any.

The two girls oiled up their chest and arms
and legs, and of course, oiled themselves up between their legs as
Erin knelt nervously, pulse racing.

“Hands behind your head, back arched,”
Kirkland said, pointing the rod at Erin.

She gulped and obeyed.

“Now oil up the new girl,” Kirkland said.

Erin gasped, eyes widening as the other two
turned to her. Wendy giggled and Angelique smiled reassuringly as
their oily hands began to spread the liquid over her chest. Erin
felt her flush deepening as their hands kneaded her breasts and
massaged the oil into her skin down lower.

She sucked in a breath of air, mind churning
with anxiety as Wendy's hands spread the oil down between her legs,
her fingers sliding up and down along the lips of her sex and over
her clitoris! Her other hand caressed her buttocks, oiling them up
as Kirkland looked on impassively.

Erin was feeling a wild sense of emotional
discomfort, and on the edge of protesting, of pushing their hands
away, but Kirkland frowned at her as if just waiting for the
opportunity to give her another shock!

And... well, the feel of the other girls'
hands on her skin was undeniably pleasant, stroking and caressing
and working the oil into her body.

“Make her come for you,” Kirkland said.

Erin squeaked as she felt one of Wendy's
fingers pushing against her back passage, and then one of
Angelique's hands slid down to finger her clitoris! Wendy and
Angelique both bent to suck and lick and chew at her nipples, their
tongues swirling and licking as fingers pushed up into her sex and
bottom!

Erin shuddered as they both sucked on her
nipples at the same time, and Angelique worked several fingers up
into her pussy as her thumb rubbed and stroked across her clitoris!
This was absolutely outrageous and she kept trembling on the point
of bursting out in loud objection, and yet the pleasure was
undeniable and the heat rising very, very quickly inside her!

In fact, if she didn't do something quickly
she was going to have an orgasm right in front of them all!
Kirkland moved forward with what looked like thick leather studded
belts in her hand. She bent behind Wendy and slipped one around her
neck, then drew it back as the Canadian girl ignored her, still
licking and sucking and fingering Erin.

She moved behind Angelique and put a similar
belt around her neck. It was a collar, Erin thought frantically, a
collar with a large metal ring in the center! It was thick and wide
and...

And Kirkland moved behind her as she knelt
there trembling and put one around her own neck, drawing it in
firmly, pulling her hands back out of the way so she could do up
the buckle! Erin swayed, the wild dark erotic heat burning away at
her mind even as her self-consciousness grew more intense!

Then Kirkland was putting similar bands, but
smaller, around her wrists! Erin shuddered as she felt them
tightening, then felt her wrists locked to the back of the
collar!

Kirkland turned away, leaving her to the
other girls, and Erin's heart continued to beat wildly as a
powerful sexual pressure grew inside her, spreading a seething wave
of heat which swept across her like a narcotic! She moaned
helplessly, her hips jerking, flinching against Angelique's fingers
as her nipples pulsed wildly in their mouths!

The orgasm hit her with a jolt of sexual
electricity and she cried out weakly, hips bucking as the sex heat
flamed hotter. She grunted and moaned and trembled, her body
burning up with a sexual fever as the two girls used skilled
fingers and mouths to driver her over the edge into an intense
storm of orgasmic release!

Which was only the start.

They pushed her back onto her back and
Angelique knelt between her legs, her tongue now sweeping across
Erin's clitoris as her fingers pumped in and out. Then Wendy
straddled her face, sitting on her upper chest and shoulders, then
leaning forward and grinding her naked pussy across Erin's
face.

“Show us what you've learned, slave girl,”
Kirkland ordered.

Shuddering, Erin began to lick, then licked
harder as Wendy ground her pussy up and down across her mouth. She
could feel Angelique's fingers thrusting into her, sure now that
she had four of them inside her now!

She sobbed dazedly, licking at Wendy as
Angelique licked at her, knees straining wide, the tendons in her
thighs aching as the other girl pressed down on them. She felt
drunk on sexual heat as she lapped at Wendy, whimpering and moaning
as the sexual heat rolled up and down her own body again.

Another orgasm sent her back arching and made
her cry out in helpless pleasure, then another, as the two girls
changed places, and Wendy licked at her instead. Then it was
Angelique's turn again, only now she had a vibrator to help her, so
that Erin's hips bucked frenziedly up again and again!

After multiple orgasms, the two girls lifted
her back up onto her knees and held her firmly as she swayed
weakly. Kirkland stood over her, and now wore... a dildo.

It was shaped like a penis, though a bit
peculiar since it was narrower at the front and got thicker down
the shaft. It was curved slightly, covered in thickly carved veins
and gleamed wetly as the woman stepped forward and gripped her hair
to draw her head forward.

“Now please my nice hard cock, slave girl,”
she ordered.

Erin moaned weakly, then gurgled as the
blonde pushed the big black cock through her open lips and deep
into her mouth. Kirkland held her hair tightly as the two girls
held firmly to her shoulders and arms, and then pushed the dildo
deep into her throat.

The woman twisted her fingers in Erin's hair,
forcing her to roll her eyes up as she buried the last inch of the
mighty black cock in her throat.

“You love cock, slave girl. Remember that,”
she said.

She pumped the dildo in and out of her throat
as Erin gurgled helplessly, then pulled free.

“Position her.”

the two girls bent her over and put her face
down on the floor, then raised her hips up high and spread her
legs, holding her tightly, even though Erin was too dazed to resist
if she'd wanted to. Erin shuddered as she felt the thick black cock
pushing into her, then cried out as it was thrust deep.

The two naked girls held her tightly, one
reaching under to stroke her finger against her clitoris, as
Kirkland fucked her with deep, steady strokes until an orgasm shook
her body and made her sob in mindless pleasure. Then the finger
drew back and was replaced by a vibrator as Kirkland continued,
thrusting harder and harder.

Another orgasm tore through her, then
another, and finally a whole series of them that had her shaking
and sobbing and wailing in unrestrained pleasure, drunk on the
feverish sexual heat as the blonde woman rode her with hard, savage
strokes!
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That was only the start of the wildest day of
sexual adventure of her life, however. The other two girls pulled
her into an adjoining shower and giggled as they soaped her and
themselves up, then they brushed and dried their hair – and hers,
as she remained bound by the leather restraints.

Only then did Kirkland look her over
approvingly, and guide her to her knees before her. The blonde was
naked now, and she gripped Erin's hair as the Irish girl licked her
to orgasm. Then, satisfied, she sent her on her way.

She and the other two girls went to the
kitchen for late breakfasts, and Erin found it hard to meet the
other girl's eyes, at first. But they were so calm and casual she
finally worked up the courage.

“Don't you find that sort of thing...
shocking?” she asked, half pleading.

Wendy smiled and shook her head. “You get
used to it,” she said.

“Is that something we're supposed to get used
to?” she asked.

“I don't know, but once you stop worrying
about your reputation and whether guys will respect you in the
morning or whether your friends will think badly of you, well, it
can be a tremendous amount of fun.”

“It's like Disneyland,” Angelique said, “A
sex Disneyland.”

“Where you can do all the stuff you're not
supposed to do and nobody thinks badly of you,” Wendy added.

“They think we're sluts!”

Wendy shrugged.

“But they're sluts too, so does it matter?”
Angelique asked.

“Everyone here is a slut. The difference is,
we're all allowed to act the part without any sort of uhm,
punishment.”

“There's something wild about doing the
forbidden, about doing stuff all your friends would be horrified
for.”

“Stuff that is usually only things you …
think about, or fantasize about,” Angelique added.

“I don't know about you two but I never had
fantasies about having kinky sex with two girls,” Erin
grumbled.

Wendy laughed. “No, but it was fun, wasn't
it?”

“It wasn't … fun... exactly!”

“But you enjoyed it.”

“Well... well yes in the end.”

“Nobody fucked you in the end. Though Ross
likes to do that,” Angelique said, causing Wendy to giggle.

“You're getting to try all those foods you've
heard about but never sampled before,” Wendy said. “And when you
leave you'll know what foods you don't want and what you find
really... tasty.”

Erin went back to the stables and rode the
horses, then brushed them down. She had barely time for that before
lunch. Lunch was comparatively mild, though she was still feeling
strange and self-conscious about what she'd done. But then again,
the other girls had done it too so...

She went back to the stables and a short time
later was visited by Ross.

She gulped and felt her breathing coming
quicker as she turned to face him.

“Good morning, Miss O'Brien,” he said
pleasantly.

“G-Good morning, sir!” she gulped.

“I think I'll take Charger for a ride. Saddle
him.”

“Yes, sir!”

She moved quickly to saddle the horse,
nervous as he watched her, very much aware, intensely aware, of how
few clothes she was wearing.

When the horse was ready he looked up from
his smart phone.

“Oh and strip,” he said.

She stared at him, feeling a jolt of energy
rush through her, her face flushing.

“Sir?”

“Strip. Naked.”

She gulped and then hesitantly removed her
halter, baring her breasts, blushing as she undid the chaps and
slipped them off. She slipped her thong down and off, as well, then
removed her shoes.

“Excellent. What a magnificent body,” he
said. “I especially like these lovely breasts of yours.”

He moved forward to place his hands beneath
them, caressing the undersides then lifting and squeezing
gently.

He picked up a coil of rope.

“Hold your arms out together.”

Startled and anxious, Erin obeyed, and felt
another jolt as he wrapped the rope firmly around her wrists,
binding them tightly together. Loop after loop swept around them,
then he tied it off and walked over the horse, letting the rope
uncoil behind him.

He climbed into the saddle, then grinned at
her.

“Come along, slave girl,” he said.

That word caused her another hot jolt, and
she felt her lower belly starting to churn as he set off at a quick
walk. He wrapped the rope around his saddle horn and Erin hurriedly
stumbled after him!

Keeping up with the horse wasn't easy. It was
moving too quickly for her to walk, too slowly for her to run. She
had to scurry forward, then slow, then trot then walk again, her
arms stretched out ahead to the horse ten feet in front of her.

Ross led her along one of the trails through
the field and into the wood, and her bare feet trotted over the
ground as she began to sweat and pant with effort. Her breasts were
starting to ache from the trotting, for while they were firm they
were also a good size, and moved as she moved.

Ross was whistling to himself as he moved
along and hardly seemed to even look behind him at her as she
struggled to keep up. But then he did look around and halted,
reeling her in by pulling in the rope. When she reached the side of
the horse he reached down and caught her arm and then yanked her up
across the horse before him, settling her on her belly.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped down across
her shapely bottom.

“No talking, slave girl.”

The horse moved off again, at a faster pace
now. It still didn't run, but Erin felt herself gasping and moaning
as her arms and upper body hung down one side, upside down, and her
legs down the other. Up above her she could feel his hand idly
caressing and kneading and occasionally slapping her bottom, not to
mention pushing in between her thighs to finger her pussy!

This is so insane! she thought
wildly.

They stopped beside a lake, a favorite spot
of hers, as it happened, when riding the horses. He got down, then
helped her down, picked her up, and threw her into the lake!

Erin gasped, rising, sputtering to the
surface, and felt the rope yanking on her wrists, pulling her back
to shore. She slid out of the water, then rose to her knees, then
her hands, stumbling the rest of the way onto the bank as he threw
the rope up above an overhanging tree limb and then tied it off,
leaving her there.

“You can rest here a bit. I'll be back,” he
said.

He got back on the horse, grinned at her,
then rode off, picking up the pace. She heard the horse starting to
run as it rounded the corner, and stared around her at the quiet
glade, panting, water dripping down her body from her soaking
hair.

Her arms were bound firmly above her, though
at least her heels were firmly on the ground this time!

But... she was alone, entirely alone in the
woods, naked and tied, exposed helplessly to the eyes of...
anyone who came by!

She knew intellectually no one was likely to
other than Ross, but it still had an emotional impact!

Yet below the anxiety was a throbbing,
pulsing sense of sexual anticipation which had her nipples hard and
tingling, and her clitoris swollen and sensitive. He hadn't brought
her here so she could look at the pretty scenery, after all!

No, he was going to use her, and he'd simply
placed her out here, left her here to await his pleasure! That was
breathtakingly arrogant, but then again, if she thought of herself
as a 'slave girl' or something similar, she supposed it was almost
normal.

But I'm not a slave girl! she told
herself.

Anyone coming upon her might have doubts, of
course, given her present position, and she was starting to waver
in her certainty, as well! Perhaps she was a sort of temporary
slave girl – kind of – but only because she didn't have the spine
to tell him to drop dead!

Nor had she worked up that spine by the time
he returned. On the contrary, she felt a flush of heat sweep over
her as she heard him approach, and felt it deepen as he came into
view atop the horse.

When he got down, however, she sucked in a
breath, eyes widening, as she saw him clutching something that
looked rather like a riding crop!

It was much longer, though, she saw, and then
realized that while there was a two foot long section which was
slim and firm, the other three feet were made up of a single thin
leather cord.

As he walked towards her Ross swung the thing
back and forth, and the leather cord swished through the air with
the sound of cutting paper!

“Now then, slave girl,” he said with a smile.
“How should a slave girl address her master?”

Erin gaped at him, her head swirling, and
opened her mouth to speak, but he swung his wrist, and the thin
rode in his hand swept in and around. It didn't touch her, but the
thin cord on the end swept around her hip and snapped down across
her buttocks with a stinging impact that made her yelp and
jump.

“How?” he asked softly.

“M-M-Master!?” she squeaked.

“Excellent!”

He moved closer, his chest pressing against
her breasts.

“Kiss your master, slave girl.”

Heart pounding, Erin rose on her toes and
kissed him. He was standing still, hands behind his back as she
kissed, and she drew back slowly, gulping.

He frowned, and his arm swung the rod. The
thin leather cord swept around her and snapped across her bottom
again!

“Ow!”

“I didn't say to stop, slave girl.”

Erin rose on her toes and kissed him again,
harder, then softening it, her lips sliding against his as her
breasts pillowed out against his chest. One of his hands slid
around her, stroking up and down her spine, then kneading her
bottom, and he kissed back as she continued to slide her lips over
his, and continued to feel her stomach thrumming with energy.

He finally stepped back, and she staggered
back, letting her heels down and licking her lips.

He smiled at her.

“Not bad,” he said. “The rope isn't too tight
around your wrists? Your hands aren't feeling numb?

“N-No,” she gulped.

He swept the whip forward and the thin
leather cord swept around her again, this time cutting across the
middle of her back!

Erin yelped, back arching briefly, startled
not just by the blow but that it wasn't on her bottom. Hitting her
back... as she stood there like that with her arms bound above her,
suggested a much darker, more wicked sort of kinky game!

“Master,” he chided her. “Say it.”

“M-Master!” she gasped.

He snorted and moved around her, looking down
at her bottom.

“Lovely. You have a lovely back and bottom,
slave girl. Lovely everything, in fact,” he said.

His fingers combed roughly and casually
through her damp hair, then he moved around and cupped her breast,
his thumb and forefinger pinching her nipple lightly.

“What a body,” he said admiringly.

Erin flushed in pleasure, despite her
anxiety.

“And all the more reason to bring a measure
of discipline to you,” he said.

He swept the stick forward and the thin
leather cord cut across her back again, higher.

Erin winced, but she had come to realize it
didn't really hurt that much. It stung, but the sting was brief,
and only left behind a slightly throbbing line.

And the thought of herself being … being
whipped, was darkly erotic and thrilling!

As long as it didn't hurt much, at
least...

He moved off the side, and then swept the
thing forward again... and then again, and then again!

Erin gasped and yelped and moaned as the thin
cord cut across her upper, middle and lower back!

“What is your name, slave girl?”

“E-Erin, Master!”

Crack! The next one cut across her
bottom!

“Wrong. Your name is slave girl. I haven't
given you a name yet. What is your name?”

“Uhm... uhm...” Crack! “Oh! Slave
girl!”

Crack!

“Ow! Slave girl,
master!”

“Good.”

His finger traced the line of her sex,
rubbing her clitoris.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

Flushing anew, she obeyed, rising onto the
balls of her feet.

“Arch your back. Push out your lovely
breasts.”

Erin obeyed, pulse racing, as his eyes
flicked over her, and his left hand followed, kneading her breast,
then sliding down her belly and abdomen and rubbing at her
clitoris.

“Nice and wet, just the way I like my slave
girls,” he said.

Erin flushed.

He flicked the whip and the thin cord cut
directly across her out-thrust breasts!

Erin let out a startled cry of pain as the
thin cord stung her tender flesh, then felt another burning rush of
outraged heat!

She dropped her eyes to see a thin pink line
across her breasts, amazed again that he would dare to do something
so wicked and outrageous!

He flicked the whip again, and then again,
and she cried out, gasping, moaning, as the thin cord swept down
and slapped across her breasts, making them sting. But raw,
seething heat was gripping her now, a storm of sexual lust and dark
passion churning in her mind.

“What do slave girls do?” he asked.

“I-I... don't know, master!”

Another negligent flick of his hand and the
thin cord cut across her belly!

“Whatever they're told to do, slave
girl.”

Flick! And the whip cut across her
abdomen!

“Slave girls are there to serve.”

Flick. And the whip cut across her
breasts again!

“Of course, there are slave girls and then
there are slave girls,” he said.

Flick. The cord cut across her
belly.

“A sex slave is of course, different. A sex
slave's purpose is to bring pleasure to others with her lovely
body.”

Flick. The cord cut across her breasts
and Erin gasped and jerked.

“A sex slave must be thoroughly familiar with
the uses of her body.

Flick. The cord swept around her and
bit at her back.

“Skilled in the use of mouth and hands.”

Flick. The cord cut across her taut
belly.

“A sex slave must know how to move her body
to excite and entice.”

Flick. The cord snapped down across
her breasts, striking directly at her hard left nipple, and Erin
cried out dazedly.

“A sex slave has the perfect body and
maintains it.”

Flick. The cord curled over her hip
and bit down at the underside of her buttock!

“Please!” she moaned.

Flick. The cord cut across her
breasts, harder than before, and she yelped in pain.

“Please master,” he corrected her.

“Please, master!” she gasped.

Flick-flick-flick. The whip cut across
her back three times quickly.

“A sex slave must be willing to do anything
her master wishes, anything which brings pleasure to others.”

Flick-flick-flick. The cord cut across
her breasts three quick times, and they ached hotly!

“Oh! OH!”

There were enough thin red lines now that her
breasts were pinkening, as was her belly, the skin becoming warmer
and more tender.

“A sex slave must be utterly
uninhibited.”

Flick-flick-flick. Three quick snaps
of the cord cut into her abdomen and lower belly, and Erin yelped
and gasped, her hips jerking back as her chest rose and fell
faster.

Flick-flick-flick, the thing sliced across
her upper and middle back and he moved around behind her so that
the next blow cut diagonally between her shoulder blades, causing
her body to jerk forward.

“Now then,” he said, coming up behind her and
gripping her hair.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I love cock!” she gasped. “Oh!”

He jerked her hair back painfully.

“Master,” he growled.

“I love cock, master!”

“Are you a slut?”

“I...y-yes! I'm a slut, master!”

His right hand kneaded her breast, then slid
down between her legs, his finger rubbing at her swollen
clitoris.

“Are you my slut.”

“Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, master!”

“Are you my whore?”

'Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I'm your whore, master!”

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, master,” she moaned. “I'm your sex
slave, master!”

She heard his zipper go down, and gasped,
then felt his thick erection between her buttocks, sliding up and
down, and up and down, squeezed between her buttocks.

“Do you want a cock inside you, slave
girl?”

“Yes, master! Please fuck me, master!” she
moaned. “Ungh!”

He jerked her head to one side, biting into
the side of her neck, sucking hungrily as his fingers rubbed her
clitoris.

“Hot little sex slave,” he whispered, chewing
on her earlobe. “You were made to be used like a slut.”

His cock was now sliding up and down the line
of her sex, and his right hand pushed against her abdomen to force
her buttocks back as he guided himself into her.

Erin groaned as his cock slid up into her
pussy, as his hands gripped her thighs and jerked them up and back.
She felt his big cock sliding deep into her hungry, slick,
overheated sex, felt herself being filled up with him, and
shuddered as the rope tightened around her wrists and she half hung
from her aching arms while he started to pump into her.

His hands gripped her thighs high up, pulling
her back to meet his thrusts, so that she was bent forward at the
waist, up on her toes as his hips slapped into her bottom. Now his
thumbs stretched inward and caught at her clitoris, rubbing and
grinding it between them as he drove himself into her with harder
and deeper strokes.

It was all so insane, so wildly, thrillingly,
impossibly kinky and dark and outrageous! Erin's mind was aflame
with the shock and wonder of it all, and the crackling sexual
firestorm running up her body from between her legs only built that
flame higher.

“Come for me, you hot little sex slave,” he
growled, his voice deep as he pressed his lips under her ear. “Come
for your master, slut!”

And Erin did, pushed over the edge by the
wanton, carnal shock of it all, by the rush of physical sensations
and the churning volcano which had built up between her legs. She
cried out, then lost her breath, shaking and trembling as he rode
her, her every breath a thrilled gasp of deepest pleasure as her
body went limp against him save for her bucking hips and spasming
muscles.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


What other girl had things like this happen
to them on their job, she wondered dazedly, as she stumbled behind
his horse on the end of the rope line. The man was crazy, but it
was a white hot kinky sort of crazy which had enthralled her to the
point of abandoning her inhibitions and much of her pride.

In exchange she had massive, extended orgasms
that almost blew her mind out!

Not an entirely unfair trade, she thought
weakly.

He had whipped her, she thought, still
amazed. Okay, it wasn't the sort of whipping which left deep welts
or cuts or anything like that. But it had still stung! Her skin
felt tender all over, particularly her breasts! Though some of
that, she conceded, was just soreness from them jiggling up and
down as she trotted naked behind the horse.

And the fact he hadn't used a real whip, one
of those big nasty ones, tended to demonstrate he wasn't entirely
lost from reality. So she probably wasn't in any real danger of
physical harm... probably.

It was hard to think around the state of
dazed incomprehension left behind by that monster explosion of
orgasmic pleasure. It had simply rocked her brain! She was amazed
she hadn't lost consciousness in the force of such an intense
emotional strain.

She'd never even imagined orgasms like that
were possible! Of course, she'd though the same about the orgasms
she'd gotten yesterday too...

Which, she thought, tended to demonstrate
just how inexperienced she really was compared to how sophisticated
she had thought she was. Maybe, she mused, there was a psyche paper
in this...

The reached the stables, and she flushed anew
to see Kirkland there watching and waiting.

“Good afternoon, Veronica,” he said as he
stopped and dismounted.

“Good afternoon, Mister Ross,” she said. “I
was waiting for her.”

“Oh, going to discipline her for
something?”

“Not especially. I brought something for her
to wear.”

“Oh, something sexy I hope.”

“A chastity belt. Your cook has been sampling
her charms.”

Ross snorted. “I've spoken to him about that
sort of thing before.”

“Yes, well, kind of hard to blame him,” she
said.

“Correct. And he's a hell of a cook.”

He walked over to the golf cart he'd arrived
at.

“Make sure she's cleaned up for the evening's
fun,” he said.

“Of course, sir.”

Erin started, wondering what kind of 'fun' he
meant, but then turned her attention to Kirkland as the blonde came
forward.

“All right, slave girl, let's get you
properly outfitted.”

Erin dropped her eyes, not fighting, as
Kirkland removed the rope from the horse's saddle horn, then used
it to pull Erin into the stables. She threw the rope up over a roof
beam and then let it fall, pulling it out casually until her arms
were up-stretched.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Erin obeyed, flushing even more darkly, her
insides squirming as the blonde tied off the rope, then picked up a
strange looking belt from a counter.

“Your pussy and ass are made for more
important people than cooks,” she said.

It looked like one belt joined to a second,
at right angles. Except the second belt had two thick, silicone
tubes built into it. One was clearly a butt-plug, while the other
was a dildo, which was narrow at the top, thickened quite a bit,
then narrowed at the bottom, just before it was attached to the
belt.

She held the thing beneath the slender Irish
girl and then pushed up. Erin gulped as she felt the dildo part
pushing through the lips of her sex, then felt the butt-plug
pushing against her bottom. It was, at least, lubricated, she
thought as she moaned at the simultaneous penetration of both her
lower orifices.

Both of the things narrowed to the thickness
of her little finger just before the flat belt pressed up against
her body. Kirkland pulled the belt up along her abdomen in front
and up between her buttocks in back, then swept the other joined
belt around her waist to fasten it together, low on her hips.

She looked down and noted the front of the
belt had a grilled opening above where the dildo entered her, then
a completely open area above that. This would not only let her
urinate but gave free access to her clitoris.

“We aren't going to punish you, of course,”
Kirkland said, stroking her clitoris idly. “It's not up to you to
say yes or no when someone wants to fuck you, after all. Nor do we
want you to think you should be making decisions like that.”

The breathtaking arrogance of such a
statement made Erin's jaw drop a little, but also sent a strange
dark crackle of sexual electricity up her spine.

The blonde woman jerked back on her hair and
Erin cried out as her back arched.

“Your body is for the use of anyone who wants
it, you hot little slut,” she said, roughly groping one of her
breasts. “You don't get a say in that.”

She untied the rope from her wrists and then
slapped her bottom.

“Get your horsey gear on then go take care of
that horse.”

All Erin could do was obey!

Kirkland left, and she put on the chaps, the
boots and the halter and hat, then got to work on brushing down,
watering and feeding the horse. She was in something of a state of
uncertainty as she did it, of course, her mind still more than
slightly aghast at what had happened, at what was happening, and
her body still remembering the hot, seething storm of pleasure
which had overwhelmed her.

And, of course, she was wearing a bloody
chastity belt! She couldn't open it either! The very notion was so
utterly outrageous!

And yet wearing it was a continuing reminder,
as if she needed one in this outfit, that kinky sex was an
intrinsic part of her job. Of course, having the dildo and butt
plug inside her also served to keep her on edge, sexually speaking,
her body simmering with heat as she moved about doing her many
tasks.

She was weary by the time she closed up and
went back to her room. She stripped and showered, though of course,
she couldn't remove the belt. Soaping herself up and rinsing off
was a bit of an extra chore, too, but doable – barely. But then the
belt wasn't designed to keep her from touching herself, just to
keep anyone's big cock from entering her.

She put on the house outfit and went up there
for dinner. She wasn't surprised, however, to have Marcus, after
opening her halter to fondle and suck and chew at her breasts, and
fingering her clitoris, tell her to go upstairs to the same room
she'd been in that morning.

She showed up, panting, and was again ordered
to strip like the other two girls.

Kirkland removed the chastity belt with a
key, and then had her kneel next to the other three, then raise
their bottoms and put their bellies down low, with their arms
stretched out before them.

Erin was caught in a state of mind which was
not up to resistance. She had gone along with everything so far,
and it was simply too late to object at this late stage of the
game. What more, she thought, could happen anyway?

“Reach back, grip your buttocks, and hold
them apart,” Kirkland ordered.

Erin's face flushed and her eyes rolled to
one side, then the other, but the other two girls seemed to find
nothing shocking about the order, and were already doing it. She
hurriedly imitated them, afraid the vibrating little ball would
deliver a shock instead!

Kirkland moved around in front of her and
went to a cabinet off to the side of the door, pulled open a
drawer, and took three... puffy brown balls from it. Each was the
size of a softball, though brown, except they seemed to be attached
to a smaller ball, rather like a golf ball.

Kirkland moved behind them, and bent over
beside Wendy, then moved forward and bent behind Erin, and Erin
felt something pressing against her puckered back passage, then
felt it spreading her open and pushing inside, something round...
like a golf ball!

It popped inside her, and Kirkland moved on,
and Erin felt the puffy brown ball resting firmly against her lower
buttocks with a sense of utter disbelief!

“On your heels again, sluts.”

The other two girls rose up and sat back on
their heels, and Erin did the same, though she twisted her head
around to try to see the thing behind her.

Then she yelped as the round ball on
Kirkland's rod gave a little shock to her nipple.

“Eyes front, slut, and hands behind your
head.”

Kirkland pushed a sort of silicone bone into
her mouth. It didn't fill it like the ball gag, and didn't even go
all the way inside. Instead it rested between her teeth as the
woman drew a strap around behind her head. She put one in Wendy's
mouth next, then Angelique's.

“On your backs, feet high.”

The other two girls rolled back onto their
backs on the rug, so Erin did the same. They raised their legs up
high, straight up and together, so she did the same, and Kirkland
slid what at first looked like long brown socks over their feet and
down their legs.

The 'socks' were quite fuzzy, though, thick
and fluffy and made to look like fur. The socks slid down past the
girls' knees, and most of the way down their thighs. When all three
girls were wearing them Kirkland went back to the cabinet and
returned with leather – bands, which she fastened around Wendy's
ankles, then around her own, and finally around Angelique's.

Erin stared, wide eyed, noting they were sort
of like the collar, thick, leather, with rings on the sides,
buckling firmly around her ankles.

“On your knees.”

The other two girls sat up and then knelt
upright, not sitting on their heels, and Erin did the same. At
least the furry socks made it easier on her knees!

“Hands forward.”

The two girls thrust their arms forward, and
Erin did the same, not surprised when Kirkland slid furry brown
mittens over the hands and arms of the other two girls. These went
almost up to their elbows. And then the leather restraints Erin
wore were placed around their wrists, as well.

Kirkland looked down at her with hard eyes as
she undid Erin's wrist restraints, then slid the furry mittens up
her arms before putting the leather restraints back again.

Mittens, of course, had thumbs. These did
not, she realized. They were furry on the outside, and soft, but
padded on the inside.

She fastened similar leather bands around
their wrists. Then she moved behind them.

The next object Kirkland took out of the
cabinet were rabbit ears. The kind playboy bunnies used to wear,
thick and fluffy and attached to slim, flexible wire bands she hid
beneath the girls' hair.

Erin's mind was racing, and she wished she'd
objected earlier – to something anyway! Now it was too late! And
she was certain that any protest or refusal would get her demerits
and a hard strapping!

“Bottoms up, heads down.”

All three girls dropped low, their breasts
against the floor, their bottoms high.

“Legs spread.”

They spread their legs as Kirkland moved
behind them, and Erin flinched as she felt herself being
penetrated. The lips of her sex stretched slowly and widely as she
moaned around the bone gag, then something pushed into her,
something thick and hard, inch after inch sinking into her body as
she stared along the rug in front of her.

Then it disappeared inside her! No, not
quite, she realized. Or did it? She was confused at what she was
feeling at first, then felt the undeniable pressure of something
pressing firmly against the flesh at the top of her sex.

“Heels,” Kirkland said.

Erin pushed herself back up onto her heels
and stared down between her legs, eyes blinking rapidly. There
was... a very thin... clip protruding from the top of her sex, from
inside her. It rose up and encircled her clitoris, pressing into
the soft flesh there like a spring clip. She could feel it was
attached to the thing inside her.

At first she wondered if it was designed to
prevent the dildo from falling out, yet that was fully buried
inside her so why would it need... And then Kirkland pressed a
button on a small box she held and Erin gasped as the round thing
began to buzz, to vibrate.

It was very thin, and looked made of metal,
no thinner than a wire coat hanger, but it encircled her clitoris
very firmly and very tightly, and she could see her clitoris
swelling out inside it even before the thing started to buzz.

She shook her head again, appalled and
admiring at the same time.

Kirkland snapped a leash to the collar around
Wendy's neck, and then jerked the girl forward onto hands and
knees. She walked away with Wendy crawling alongside her, walked to
the wall, then back again, looking down, assessing how the girl
crawled.

“Good,” she said. “Heels.”

Wendy sat back on her heels and Kirkland put
a leash on Angelique's collar and led her around the room.

If Ross hadn't made her crawl the other day
Erin would have been stunned. As it was she was still aghast and
outraged, not to mention anxious since she knew she was next. But
she wasn't as startled, and she watched how Angelique crawled to
make sure she did the same.

Of course, she didn't, or couldn't, at first.
And Kirkland still had the little ball on a stick, which she used
to deliver little shocks to Erin's nipples as she corrected
her.

“Keep your bottom high, slave girl, and your
head up and back. Don't stare at the floor as you crawl. No, too
high. Keep on your forearms as you crawl.

The little stick shocked her multiple times.
It might not deliver anything like the power of a taser but then
even static electricity shocks were unpleasant, if brief, and Erin
did her best to follower her instructions.

It was totally bizarre, unbelievably bizarre,
and she was, despite her earlier experience with Ross more than
slightly stunned as she found herself crawling carefully along at
the woman's heels, even as the vibrator thing continued to buzz so
that her insides began to tremble in tune!

When Kirkland was satisfied with her she put
leashes on all three girls and took them out into the hall, then
walked them down its long length, only stopping to open a pair of
double doors at the end.

Erin's eyes were glassy as she crawled, and
even if the bone was not drawn firmly in between her jaws she would
been open mouthed in stunned amazement as she crawled along naked
on a leash through the hallway!

But at least the other two girls were doing
it too! That was some comfort!

And then the door opened and Kirkland drew
them forward very firmly. Her eyes went wide and another massive
shock swept over her! She'd almost expected to see Ross, but she
hadn't expected him to have company!

The room was set up like a den or library.
There were built-in book shelves, a huge fireplace, and a thick red
rug on the floor. The walls were all heavy oak paneling, and the
heavily overstuffed leather chairs faced each other across a
leather ottoman.

There were half a dozen men there in suits,
and Erin's face went instantly beet red as she froze. Kirkland
simply dragged her forward, however, and it was either move her
arms or strangle!

“Three slave girls for your pleasure, Mister
Ross,” Kirkland said.

Erin was so mortified she was stunned! She
dropped her eyes low until Kirkland dropped the bar and pressed the
ball against one nipple. Then she jerked her head up quickly. Not
only did she not want a shock she didn't want to be... singled
out!

There was at least some comfort in being part
of the group! If she started fighting she would single herself out
as being … different, and draw all their attention! But her eyes
rolled wildly because she couldn't bring herself to look any of the
men in the face!

The three crawled in on hands and knees,
Kirkland holding their leashes, and Erin found herself dazed again
by the sheer outrageousness of it all. The girls crawled before the
men to be patted and stroked and, of course, groped.

The men all laughed and joked, and the three
girls soon found themselves the center of attention. Wendy and
Angelique had wide eyes, but seemed to be feigning their
helplessness. Erin's of course, was very real, as firm male fingers
cupped her breasts and squeezed upward, squeezed her bottom, and
rubbed her clitoris!

“This one has lovely breasts,” a man said as
he squeezed her right breast repeatedly.

“They all do,” said another.

“I like these. They're not too big and
they're amazingly firm.”

“The strength of youth,” said a voice behind
her.

Erin gasped as she felt her hair jerked back
sharply, forcing her rise up on her knees and her back to arch. She
instinctively reached back for the hand holding her hair, then had
her hands slapped by Kirkland.

“This is Fluffy, our newest bunny,” she heard
Kirkland say. “She's not entirely housebroken yet.”

There were chuckles from the men around
her.

“Does that mean she piddles on the floor?”
someone asked.

“No, though she does get very, very wet,”
Kirkland replied.

Once again Erin found herself overwhelmed, in
a state of dazed disbelief, as hands roamed her body and the men
discussed her as if she was some kind of pet... or animal!

But despite her sense of near panic, despite
her deep embarrassment, a seething sexual storm churned within her
mind and lower belly. She was utterly naked, after all, and worse,
for she had been presented to these men as a sexual animal for
their enjoyment, voiceless and helpless!

Yet none were moving quickly to use here,
merely to fondle and caress her soft skin and squeeze her full
young breasts. Fingers rolled and stroked her hard nipples, and
stroked her swollen clitoris as the clip of the vibrator buzzed
strongly all around it.

She was drawn up across a man's lap, the man
next to him grinning and groping her breasts as the first man
slapped her bottom lightly and fingered her clitoris. Then Kirkland
came over and drew her wrists back together behind her back,
fastening the restraints together.

Her head twisted and turned desperately this
way and that, looking away from grinning male faces, and then all
the hands dropped away as Kirkland gripped her hair and dragged her
back onto the floor. She yelped as she was raised to her feet,
feeling the blonde woman's body pressing against her from behind.
Her head was jerked back a bit further, so that it pressed against
her shoulder, and then Erin's rolling eyes saw the woman's right
arm come around in front of her clutching the stick thing.

The round knob rubbed against her clitoris,
buzzing strongly, lending its vibrations to those of the clip
pinching into the flesh all around her clitoris. Erin gasped at the
increasing sensation flooding into her groin, whimpering helplessly
as the blonde woman kept her tightly held and rubbed the ball up
and down against her hyper-sensitive clitoris.

In truth she had been simmering inside for
some time, almost since Ross had left her at the stables, and
certainly since she had stepped into that room with the other three
women. And while she had come multiple times as the other girls had
taught her how skillful and experienced their tongues and fingers
were, her own sense of dark sexual heat had only been
reinforced.

She was gripped by the sense she was in a
whole other world, a world of dark erotica, with different moral
rules and obligations which exempted her from having to worry about
the normal female demands of modesty and avoiding doing 'slutty'
things.

She whimpered helplessly, her eyes rolling
away from the staring eyes on her naked body as the quivering,
buzzing ball rubbed up and down against her, but crackling sexual
electricity was rolling through her belly, through her body, and
wrapping itself around her dazed mind!

She felt her hips beginning to roll wantonly,
her body spasming out of control, her eyes rolling back as a
sweltering heat made breathing difficult for her tight chest. The
orgasm rose up around her and she cried out, then again, then
thrilled to a sense of euphoria as the orgasm spiraled higher and
her body trembled and shook.

The dark heat drowned her inhibitions and
when the orgasm faded Kirkland released her hair and gave her a
push that sent her stumbling into the arms of the nearest men.
Those arms welcomed her gladly, and she found their hands racing
over her body as she sagged bonelessly to her knees.

Someone pulled the gag free and her mouth
opened slackly, then her glazed eyes blinked into life as a thick
cock pushed past her lips. She moaned around it, startled, then
almost automatically started to lick and suck as hands gripped her
hair and the hips attached to that cock started to pump in and
out.

It didn't occur to her to look up, to see who
was looking down. She didn't want to know and didn't care. She
moaned wearily, her insides aching from the strength of the muscles
spasms which had accompanied the orgasm, sucking on the man's cock
until he pulled her face forward and buried it in her throat.

Then she held still, eyes blinking against
his groin, moaning around the cock filling her throat, waiting for
it to be withdrawn so she could breath again. It slid back and she
gulped in air as her hair pulled forward and the man backed up.

Then he was sitting, pulling her mouth down
on his cock, and behind her, hands gripped her hips and jerked them
back. She swallowed the man's cock again as someone slapped her
bottom. Then the bunny tail thing was pulled from her bottom and
replaced by someone's cock.

And it didn't matter who that belonged to
either. Erin was a sexual animal, getting drunk on the dark heat
and the thrill of the forbidden. She gurgled around the cock in her
mouth as another slid deep into her ass and started to pump in and
out. There was no pain, and hands kneaded her breasts, making them
pulse and throb, making her nipples tingle.

She was aware of others around them, noting
Wendy, in her peripheral vision, straddling a man and riding up and
down on his cock. She was sure Angelique was doing something too,
from the sounds behind her. But that didn't matter.

All that mattered was that she was in a
different universe, a place of unrestrained, uninhibited sexual
gratification, and whether she wanted to be there or not, well, she
was.

She gasped as she was pulled up off the man's
cock so she could breath, her body shaking as the hips of the man
sodomizing her slapped violently against her buttocks. Then her
mouth was guided back down onto the cock before her as she sucked
and licked it.

When he came in her mouth the man behind
gripped her hair and yanked her head up, then twisted to pull her
back and away. Her face dropped to the floor as he continued to
ride her, gasping and moaning as his cock pistoned inside her and
his hips slapped hard against her upraised bottom.

Angelique was squealing in pleasure somewhere
to her left but she didn't care as her glassy eyes grew smaller and
smaller, until only two slits looked out at the world as she was
bathed in heat and pleasure and lust. Then a rapturous wave of
pleasure rolled over her and she cried out repeatedly, as her
clitoris buzzed and her insides burned.

Someone pulled on her leash, the man behind
her apparently having finished, and she was half dragged to the
side to where Wendy lay on her back on the ottoman, and her face
bent over her groin. She started licking at once, moaning to
herself as the dazed girl groaned and spread her legs wider.

She licked Wendy to orgasm, then took her
place and Wendy licked her as Angelique fucked Wendy from behind
with a dildo. Wendy was given another dildo and pulled the vibrator
out of Erin's pussy, and the men stared at the warm liquid heat
trickling out of her before the big dildo thrust up in its
place.

Erin sobbed dazedly, laying on her bound arms
as her hips ground up desperately and another orgasm swept through
her. Then Angelique moved into place as Wendy lay down, straddling
the other girl's face as she pulled the dildo out of Erin and
replaced it with three of her fingers.

She licked and sucked Erin's clitoris as her
fingers pumped in and out, adding a fourth finger, and then, as the
eager men watched, her thumb. It was hard getting the thumb in, and
Erin cried out weakly, dazedly, as the lips of her sex strained and
ached.

But finally the heel of her hand slipped
through, and Erin's pussy opening clamped around her wrist.

Erin shuddered, feeling an entire hand up
inside her with another sense of shock, outrage and amazed heat.
She could feel each finger moving individually, then the mass of
them sliding deeper. They pulled back into a fist inside her, and
that first turned clockwise, then counterclockwise, then – pushed
deeper.

All the while Angelique licked at her
clitoris and the storm of sexual passion and heat raged within her.
Another orgasm made her spasm and shake, and then another, as the
French girl pumped her fist in and out with slow, deliberate
movements.

Half her forearm was buried in Erin's sex now
as the Irish girl came again, and then again, screaming in
pleasure, writhing helplessly as convulsions wracked her body.

Someone dragged her further along the ottoman
so her head hung over the opposite end, and then thrust a hard cock
down her throat, fucking excitedly as the hand twisted and pumped
in her belly. Then the hand was slowly withdrawn and the dazed girl
was allowed to sit up – lifted up.

And sat atop a hard cock, straddling a man
she had never met.

She swayed drunkenly, then groaned as her
hair was used to yank her head forward and down, her face turned to
the side as another cock pushed into it. At the same time, a third
pushed into her bottom and six hands mauled her soft flesh as the
men cursed with excitement and thrust wildly into her trembling,
shaking body.

The orgy, or whatever it was, went on for
hours, leaving her exhausted, her mind shattered by too many
orgasms to count. She and the other girls crawled around before the
men, licking their shoes, being fed snacks which they licked out of
their fingers or hands, and begging like dogs, or running to fetch
things thrown on the floor for them.

The men got drunk on various types of
alcohol. The girls got drunk on sexual lust, passion and the
euphoria of total sexual abandon.
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Looking after the horses was not exactly a
full-time job. She had wondered at that the first few days, but now
she saw other tasks being given to her – and to the others – to
help fill up their days.

Exercises were among those tasks, supervised
by Kirkland, of course. Then there was 'training' which basically
meant more time in the blue room learning to obey the woman
instantly or get a stinging blow from this or that strap or crop,
or a shock from the wand she often carried.

The training wasn't hard, though, and as long
as she reacted instantly there was little pain. So, like the other
girls, she learned to obey instantly. It wasn't like it was hard to
position her body the way she was told to, after all.

Then Kirkland taught them pole dancing! That
was a bit of an eye-opener, but kind of fascinating, really. She
didn't really have the arm muscles for it, but Kirkland promised
she would get them through the exercise program.

She didn't wear her 'horsey' outfit in the
house any more, but changed, or rather, stripped as soon as she
came in, wearing nothing but collar and restraints. Of course she
still wore the chastity belt whenever she wasn't around Kirkland,
but she got used to that fairly easily.

And the woman came to remove it every evening
– and give her further training.

“You're newer and further behind than the
other girls,” she said, as she straddled Erin's face while the
Irish girl lay tied spreadeagled to the bed.

It is truly bizarre what you can get used
to, she thought at how she simply accepted all the outrageous
requirements, demands and orders given her.

She didn't even find lesbian sex a problem
any more. In fact, it was as wildly exciting as the regular kind,
if lacking a certain something.

Except with Kirkland, who seemed as masculine
as Ross, and who had that big black strap-on to ride her to orgasm
after orgasm, and seemed to be mightily amused by doing so and
leaving her gasping, moaning, dazed, and sweating and trembling
with exhaustion.

Kirkland seemed to take a particular interest
in her, using her every evening, and toying with her during the day
after Ross returned to wherever he spent most of his time, so that
Erin's days were guaranteed to have multiple orgasms in them.

But it wasn't Kirkland who showed up at the
stable one morning but a fairly ordinary looking middle aged man in
jeans and a golf shirt. She gasped, startled, her eyes widening as
he came in and looked at her, but when he snapped his fingers she
hurried over.

“Saddle Andromeda for me,” he ordered.

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

She quickly prepared the horse for him and
then led it out front. He examined the tack and then her.

“Strip,” he ordered curtly.

Erin had no idea who he was! But she was
fairly sure he wasn't on this estate by chance, so quickly stripped
naked as he ordered.

“Why aren't you wearing a collar?” he
demanded.

Then he seized her hair and marched her into
the stable. He apparently knew exactly where Kirkland placed such
things, and quickly fit a studded collar around her neck, then
placed restraints around her wrists and locked them together behind
her back.

He got a rope and tied it to the ring in the
front of the collar, then pulled her outside and got on the horse.
Like Ross had done some days earlier he wrapped the rope around the
saddle horn and then set off.

This time Erin had to trot with her hands
behind her back, gasping as the collar forced her forward. The man
moved faster, too, forcing her to run continuously until she was
sweating heavily, her chest heaving and barely able to avoid
collapsing.

He stopped and reeled her in.

“Obviously not in very good shape yet,” he
said.

Like Ross, he gripped her hair and arm and
yanked her up across the saddle before him. Erin was sure that was
no coincidence. But she was too grateful at being able to breath
and stop running. She gasped for breath as the horse moved quickly
down the trail, past where Ross had stopped,

He stopped at a small cabin by a river and
dumped her off, then dismounted.

The cabin was small and spare, not meant to
seem luxurious at all. It had a small living room, a pot-bellied
stove, a bare little kitchen and a small bedroom. He unlinked her
wrists and then pushed her into the kitchen.

“Clean this place and then make me coffee,”
he ordered.

Well, fuck you! she thought, though
didn't show it.

He went out the rear of the cabin to where
there was a small dock by the river, while she put coffee on and
got cleaning supplies out from under the sink and started cleaning
the kitchen counters

She went out through the door to see him
looking through fishing gear.

“Uhm, how would you like your coffee, sir?”
she asked.

“One sugar, two milk,” he said gruffly.

Arrogant bastard, she thought, turning
and going back inside.

He had gotten a lawn chair and set it on the
dock by the time she brought back his coffee and presented it.

He looked up at her and scowled. “Is that how
you were taught to present food and drink, slave girl?”

She flushed, then sank to her knees and
raised the drink high, dropping her eyes.

“Better.”

He took the coffee, sipped, then handed it
back.

“Pull over that table over there,” he said,
and put it on that.”

She hurried over to where a small plastic
table sat against the wall, picked it up, carried it back, and put
it next to the chair before setting the coffee on it.

“Now get your ass in there and make sure
everything's clean or I'll take a strap to it.”

How rude! she thought, hurrying back
inside.

She was deeply confused. The man was a
complete stranger, and he wasn't making little smirking comments or
suggestions. He was acting as if, well, as if he was her boss, or
her... master or something! He was ignorant and rude and simply
gave orders like he expected her to obey them instantly!

And yet she was doing just that. She didn't
know what else she could do. And she started to feel a strange
bubbling sexual euphoria as she obeyed him, as she behaved, in
effect, like the sex slave Ross and Kirkland pretended she was.

“Slave girl!” he called.

She hurried outside to find him sitting in
the chair fishing.

“Blow me,” he said.

She felt another jolt at his rudeness, at his
arrogance, but instantly sank to her knees, reaching for his zipper
and tugging it down, opening his trousers and pulling his cock out.
She bent over and licked at it, tugging his pants lower to expose
his testicles so she could suck and lick at them, drawing them into
her mouth and massaging them with her tongue as her thumb stroked
along the underside of the little helmet head.

He hardened quickly, his free hand groping
her breast now and then as she began to bob up and down on him,
sliding her lips all the way down to take him into her throat, her
lips squeezing and caressing as her tongue wriggled against the
underside.

When he came he grunted, thrusting up into
her throat, pulling down on her head as he released himself deep
inside. Then with a sigh, he yanked her back by the hair.

“Get back to work, slave,” he said
rudely.

God, he was so arrogant!

She climbed to her feet and hurried back
inside, breathless and blinking her eyes wonderingly.

This was so... vile! And yet it was so
darkly, dazzlingly wanton and hot! It was like she was some kind of
slave, or animal! It seemed to her like Ross and Kirkland played
the domination and submission thing like a game, but this guy acted
like it was real!

Why, not even a prostitute would tolerate
being treated like this, she thought wonderingly.

When he came back in, it was to inspect the
cleanliness of the cabin. He made her get down on her knees,
attached a leash to the collar around her neck, then led her around
the cabin, examining things.

“Do you call that clean?” he demanded,
pointing at the floor.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Lick it.”

She stared up at him, and he slapped her
bottom.

“You say it's clean! Lick it, slut!”

Gasping, she dropped her head, licking the
floor as he watched, her heart beating faster and faster. He led
her into the kitchen and made her lick the floor there, then led
her to the corner, pushed her back into it, and drew her wrists up
above her head where he fastened them with a short chain to a ring
set in the wall.

He put a ball gag into her mouth, then placed
a very large silicone dildo under her, pulling on her hair to force
her to rise, to squat there in the corner, then positioning it
against her sex before releasing her hair.

The pressure of the dildo against her sex was
a dull ache, and Erin moaned, holding herself up somewhat to keep
the pressure from getting to great, too fast. But it was an awkward
position, and there was only so long she could maintain it before
the pressure grew and grew and the ache deepened.

It was very thick, but lubricated with
something, and thus slippery, and slowly, the aching lips of her
sex were forced wider and wider until the thing could push inside.
She shuddered at the thickness as it stretched her out, as her body
sank slowly down onto it and it impaled her!

He put a blindfold over her eyes, then she
felt a strap going around her right leg, then her left, just above
the knees, pulling them wide, forcing each knee back against the
wall on either side of her and pinning it there.

He didn't speak after that. But she could
smell something cooking. It didn't smell like fish, though. She
wondered if he had actually caught anything. Or maybe he did but
didn't like cleaning his own fish. She had no idea how to do it
herself.

And she was a lot more focused on the thick
dildo pushing up high inside her. She hadn't been able to keep her
torso up for very long, and it had now sunk down so that the thick
dildo was deep inside her belly. She felt utterly stuffed, and her
body was thrumming with sexual arousal because of it.

She thought wonderingly at how quickly, how
easily and how intensely aroused she got now as compared to only a
week ago! But kneeling here impaled on a dildo with her legs spread
and some strange man wandering around was a wickedly dark and
thrilling experience.

She felt a presence after a few minutes or
so, and then a touch, a buzzing sensation, a vibrator! She gasped
as it rolled up and down and side to side across her clitoris, and
a rushing flood of sensations spilled through her nervous
system!

She moaned into the gag, her hips grinding
against it as her body thrummed with growing pressure. She was
panting and moaning into the gag, her chest fluttering as she
groaned at the deep penetration of the thick dildo.

She raised herself a bit, then sank down,
shuddering, raised herself, and sank down, raised herself a bit
more, then groaned as she slid down. It was so thick and it felt
sooo deliciously erotic inside her!

The vibrator followed her movements as she
rose up and down on the dildo until the orgasm tore through her.
There was no way to hide that, and she squealed and moaned and rode
the dildo until the pressure broke, then she sank back down
bonelessly, panting for breath, the straps cutting into her wrists
to keep her from falling on her face on the floor.

The vibrator went away, and she sensed him no
longer near her. Was he eating? She didn't know. Nor did she
particularly care. She was still blindfolded, bound, gagged, and
impaled, and the ache inside her forced her to finally begin to
move a bit, to raise up to ease the pressure on both her wrists and
on the back wall of her sex, where the nose of the dildo was
jammed.

But then her weak muscles forced her down
again. She groaned, pushing herself up a bit, holding it, then
sliding down to another groan. Slowly, the sexual heat began to
build once again, until she began to ride the dildo, gasping,
sucking in ragged breaths of air, sobbing heatedly as the dark
pleasure threatened to consume her mind.

And then did.

Two orgasms later she heard him approaching,
felt his hands at her knees, undoing the straps. She groaned around
the gag as the hands shifted to her wrists. Then her wrists, still
strapped together, jerked up and forward. She gasped as a hand
gripped her hair too, forcing her up, then up higher so that she
slid her aching sex up and off the dildo.

He held her arms aloft by holding to whatever
was tying her wrists together, and Erin was forced to crawl – on
just her knees – across the floor then raised up and lifted into a
bed. He put her on her back, tied her wrists above her, then spread
her legs.

There was no foreplay, but then he hardly
needed any. She was sopping wet, and he thrust into her hard and
deep, his hands roaming her body, mauling her breasts as he began
to thrust in and out. He was big, but she was more than prepared,
and simply gasped and moaned as he used her.

It was... pleasant... but not especially
skillful. What aroused her, though, was once again, the
outrageousness of it, of being tied up gagged and blindfolded,
helpless, at his mercy, not even knowing his name, not even being
asked.

His hips slapped against her as he she drew
her knees up and back, gasping and moaning. She felt his hands on
the backs of her knees, then felt them jammed down into the bed on
either side of her, lifting her buttocks so that he could thrust
harder.

She almost came. She was near the peak when
he simply stopped and then left her alone to lay there, panting,
chest heaving, moaning into the gag.

He returned, unfastened her wrists, removed
the blindfold, and pulled her up and forward.

“Go saddle the horse,” he ordered.

She stumbled out the door and did as ordered,
and then he came and locked her wrists behind her, attached the
rope to her collar, mounted, and set off back home, forcing her to
run along after him.

*

She spent more time in the big house, either
with Kirkland or Ross or people Ross knew. Sometimes she never even
knew their names. No one ever asked her for permission for
anything. There was an assumption, one which she strangely shared,
that her body was free for the use of anyone who wanted it.

Wendy left after a month and was replaced by
a blonde Ukrainian girl named Anastasia. Erin had no idea where
Wendy went, nor where the French girl went the next month, to be
replaced by a sleek looking Spanish girl named Nicole.

Sometimes Ross or Kirkland strapped her, or
whipped her, sometimes for punishment, sometimes because they
simply wanted to. Sometimes there were orgies, or threesomes or
foursomes, and sometimes she and the other girls put on shows for
Ross or his guests.

It was amazing, Erin thought, how easily she
got used to it all, how she came to accept it as ordinary, even
though it made her body thrum with sexual excitement. She had more
sex in the three month period than she'd had in the rest of her
life combined, and her body became extremely fit and toned, which
allowed her to do a lot of complicated moves on the stripper pole
to entertain Ross and his friends.

And then one day Kirkland simply told her it
was time for her to go.

“What?”

The woman handed her a small envelope. In it
was a plastic card with her picture on it which said “Permanent
Resident”, an airline ticket, and a bank card.

“Mister Ross likes a continuing turnover
among his employees. He likes novelty,” Kirkland said. “So do I, as
a matter of fact. It livens things up. You'll find your pay on the
card. The pass number is 6969.”

She handed her a business card. On it was the
name and address of a “gentleman's club” in Miami.

“This is where you'll be going. They pay very
well. Your ride leaves in an hour.”

And that was that. She was driven to the
airport and dropped off. She used the card to find tens of
thousands of dollars in an account under her name. She hadn't made
many decisions in the last three months, and none really about
herself. She wasn't used to it any more than she was used to
wearing clothing, which she now thought was rather unnatural and
uncomfortable.

She took the flight to Miami and then a cab
to the club where she asked to see the manager.

He was a tall, slender, Hispanic man.

“Let's see the body.”

She stripped quickly, not really
self-conscious of nudity any more.

“Very nice,” he said. “Nice and toned and
nice tits too.”

He reached out and squeezed them, lifting
them and squeezing them together. Then he turned her around and
bent her over the desk. He slapped her bottom and she gasped,
spreading her legs as his hand slid between her thighs and fingered
her.

“I love obedient girls,” he said.

He wasn't very good nor did he take his time,
but Erin didn't care. He had one of his employees take her across
the street to an apartment building and set her up there in a nice
apartment. Of course, he also had sex with her, but again she
didn't have a problem with that.

He provided her with her schedule, then
returned to the club.

Erin spent some time wandering around her
furnished apartment. It was really quite nice, and a lot bigger
than her room had been on the estate.

She developed a dance routine in concert with
the other strippers, and started working that evening. It paid very
well, and she found she loved the attention, the hungry, staring
eyes. Only it turned her on and she wasn't allowed to have sex with
the clients. At least, not in the club.

She spent her shifts in a haze of heat, and
then usually had sex with whatever employee, male or female, wanted
her afterwards, before going home and banking the money.

There was a lot of it.

She got better at dancing through experience,
better at reading her clients and flirting with them to get more of
it, and was soon pulling in two thousand dollars a shift.

It rarely occurred to her that the thought of
being a stripper would have horrified her only a few months
earlier, or that she might wish to find something else to do now
that she was legally entitled to work and had a social security
number. What could be better and pay better than stripping?

During the day, she partied, went to the
beach, learned to surf, to windsurf, and generally enjoyed herself.
Since she wasn't in the habit of saying no she had a lot of sex
with a lot of people, but she didn't see that as being a fault,
especially given how sexually charged her mind was she usually had
monster orgasms.

Her life was nicely ordered, with her living
across from the club, and Manuel, the manager, always told her what
she needed to do and when she needed to do it, which was...
comforting. It meant she could immerse herself in a life of
pleasure without concern for anything else.

And what could possibly be better than
that?
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