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Lexie woke up slowly, snuggled into bed,
luxuriating in the warmth, and in the lack of urgency. There was no
rush today. She had been fired yesterday, after all. That didn't
concern her a lot. It wasn't the first time, after all, and she'd
find something – eventually. And in the meantime there was welfare.
She'd never canceled it when she found a job. Why would she? Jobs
didn't last long in her experience.

After twenty minutes or so of daydreaming and
waking up slowly, she finally sighed and threw back the covers,
then swung her legs out of bed.

It wasn't a long swing. Her mattress was on
the floor. The sheets were expensive and delightfully soft, but
she'd been able to steal those from a job at a bedding store.
Stealing a bed was orders of magnitude more difficult. And Lexie
didn't DO difficult. Not if she had a choice, anyway.

She was naked, because she liked to sleep
naked. She didn't like the unpleasant sensation of clothes bunching
up against her body as she moved, especially under the sheets.
Besides, she slept alone. There was no one to offend – not that
offending people was a particular concern of hers anyway.

She ran her fingers through her thick, soft
hair. It spilled luxuriously down across her shoulders, but it
could be a pain. She'd often thought of cutting it, but too many
men liked long hair. And men were... useful for a lot of things
when you had little money.

She slipped her feet into a pair of sweat
pants and then slid them up her legs, leaning way back on the
mattress and lifting her legs high in the air to raise her butt up
so she could tug the pants over it, then let her legs fall back
and, yawning, stood up, rubbing her eyes.

It was around tennish, she thought, surprised
she'd gotten up that early. If she had a particularly thought-out
or stated philosophy it might well be 'Why wake up when you can lay
in bed comfy and warm?' or perhaps 'If at first you don't succeed –
well fuck it.'.

Persistence was simply not in her. She had
dropped out of school at sixteen because it was boring and she had
discovered online gaming, which was not. She didn't want to go to
bed early so she could get up early and go to boring classes to
talk about shit she had no interest in anyway.

She was content to stay home and watch TV,
smoke pot and play video games, but her parents ordered her to find
a job. She had found lots of jobs. Keeping them was proving to be a
problem. Three years later she'd had lots of jobs, and been fired
from at least a dozen, for everything from lack of punctuality to
theft, from gossiping instead of working to being caught smoking
pot on her breaks, from stealing food from customer's plates before
delivering them to cursing and throwing things at her
co-workers.

Well, fuck them all. They were all
stick-up-the-ass types who couldn't take a joke and who thought
everyone should act like a robot. Life sucked. The price of pot
kept going up, and nobody wanted to give her a nice paying job
doing interesting things she liked doing. The only way she was even
able to get the pot was stealing it off various male friends she
gave blow jobs to.

Lexie was depressed. Nineteen wasn't sixteen.
It was close to twenty. And Twenty was OLD! Next thing you knew
she'd be an adult! And then what!? After a fight with her parents
she'd stormed off to live with her friend April, but got tossed out
for not paying her share of the bills.

Was it her fault she kept getting fired!? She
didn't think so.

She'd got welfare, sure, but that paid shit.
And it was hard to get jobs without much of anything on her resume.
She sure couldn't give the names of her past employers. So she had
to make ones up. And they often checked.

She yawned and stretched, looking out through
the small window onto the street below. She was in an attic
apartment of a century old house. It was pretty bare, but pretty
cheap, especially with Caitlin, her roommate. Caitlin worked from
nine to five every day, so she was already long gone.

She wandered across the floor in bare feet
and into the little kitchen area. It had a tiny stove, an even
tinier fridge, a few cupboards and a sink. The place was a dump,
but it was cheap. Still, she resented it. She looked at those
fabulous mansions on TV and wondered why she didn't have one.

She also looked at the bitches she saw on the
street in their fancy clothes and felt like punching them out.
Snotty sluts. Probably fucked people for money. Especially the
blondes. Her friend Haley was a stripper. That was as far as Lexie
could imagine any self-respecting girl going. And even that, given
most of the guys were fat, old and ugly was just a big “Eewww!” to
her.

Oh, she knew she could do it, physically. She
had a great body. Her tits could be bigger, but they were pretty
good, and really firm. Her ass wasn't huge like those slutty
Kardashians but she was slender and without fat on her hips. She
would probably have to dye her hair blonde like Haley, since guys
really liked that, but she could do it. Her skin was fair
enough.

But the thought of grinding herself against
some fat middle aged bald guy with glasses was just too gross to
contemplate. She wasn't that desperate, thank you very much.
Besides, Haley said they ran a pretty tight ship, and often had mob
or biker affiliations. She'd never been good at taking orders, and
didn't want to fuck with people like that.

She needed a job. She was out of pot, and
guys were starting to notice that when she came over their pot
supplies seemed to dwindle in an unnatural manner. Plus the rent
was due in two weeks and she'd spent her last paycheck on an
upgrade for her laptop.

Her laptop – which she'd stolen from another
job.

Lexie had no qualms about taking things from
rich people or organizations. They'd barely notice and could
certainly replace it easily. She, on the other hand, was poor. So
she felt justified – not to mention resentful for being poor.

She poured a bowl of Frosted Flakes into a
bowl and then dropped heavily into a leather sofa with only a few
duct taped cuts to the leather, picked up the remote, and turned on
the TV. There wasn't much on but she needed the background noise as
she pondered what to do next.

Clearly she needed to get a job, and fast.
She had a lot of experience in getting jobs, and they rarely came
quickly. Even if she interviewed today it could be a month before
she heard from them. And that's with an interview today. She would
need a short-term job, just something to tide her over.

She dropped some flakes onto her breasts, and
absently reached down to pick them up and pop them into her mouth.
The best place to find short-term jobs was the university. They had
a bulletin board there for students. That she wasn't a student was,
to her, irrelevant. Why should they get priority for jobs over her?
Those fuckers had money to go to college. SHE was poor!

She sighed and emptied the milk jug down her
throat, then wandered to their little bathroom and stripped off the
sweat pants. The bathroom was closet sized, with a tiny shower, a
tiny sink, and a toilet in the corner. She made a face at herself
in the mirror, brushed her teeth, used some of Caitlin's mouthwash,
then stepped into the little shower.

She could move, she thought, as she soaped
up. Jimmy Doyle had a nice place. But Jimmy Doyle was kind of a
dick. More importantly, he would want a lot more attention to his
dick – such as it was, than she'd been willing to offer up so far.
It wasn't that she'd never fucked guys to get her way before, but
Jimmy Doyle wasn't much of a fuck, and he didn't have that much to
offer. And she wasn't that desperate yet.

She used Caitlin's blow dryer and brushed out
her hair – which was black now. She'd dyed it black when she was in
a bad mood last week, and thought it still suited her. Maybe she
could have people call her Raven, or something else that sounded
ethnic. She'd tried to get people to call her X for a while,
instead of Alexandra, but nobody had bought it. Lexie was the most
they would go for. And that didn't sound either ethnic or
mysterious.

She sighed and wandered back to her 'bed' and
the boxes next to it, fished out a thong and stepped into it, then
found a bra and pulled that on. They didn't match, but matching
lingerie cost too much given bras lasted longer than panties.

She pulled on a pair of yoga pants. Flashing
a nice ass was sometimes useful, and anyway, they were comfortable.
She pulled a football jersey on over her head, and then found shoes
and headed outside to catch the bus.

*

She tried not to glower at everyone around
her as she walked across the grounds of the university. They were
all rich bitches and assholes, and she was deeply jealous of them.
They were going somewhere. She was going nowhere. And it wasn't her
fault!

She found the student union office and walked
in as if she belonged here, then found the bulletin board and had a
look at what was available for temporary jobs. The part-time jobs
always went like hotcakes, but the short-term ones sometimes stayed
a bit, since students didn't like to adjust their schedules.

There wasn't much there. And most of it
required actual knowledge that you'd have had to go to college to
learn. She wished she could go to college, but that would probably
be boring as shit. Unless it was something neat, like how to make
video games. But she'd have to get her high school first. And there
was probably math stuff, and she hated math stuff.

And then the name suddenly shouted to her.
Zylon Software! That was the company that made Slaughter Board, her
current favorite online video game! She stared at the little index
card, and then skimmed the details, feeling a sudden wild sense of
hope. It was kismet!

They didn't even want anything! It was to
reorganize files! Who couldn't do that!? All you needed to be able
to do was read and write and maybe type a little!

She snatched the index card down, even though
the big sign overhead said not to do that, but to take the number
inside. Fuck that! She didn't want anyone else calling this
number!

She found a quiet place and called Zylon
Games and arranged for an interview, then raced home and rummaged
through the boxes which were own 'file storage' system, coming out
with the fake college transcript she and her friend Chloe had
doctored. It was actually from Chloe's sister, but they were able
to change the name so it looked like it was Alex.

She got her fake resume together, then looked
through what clothes she had which might be presentable. There
weren't many, of course. Her options were severely limited. She
mostly just wore whatever was comfortable, which consisted mainly
of yoga pants and sweatshirts or long t-shirts.

She did, however, have one good pair of black
high heels her mother had bought her a few years back. She had a
white blouse which buttoned down the middle, and a pair of simple
black skirts. The first skirt was thin, tight and short. The second
was knee length, and went over the top of the first.

She also had a couple of foam inserts which
she might or might not put into her bra depending on who she was
going to be interviewing with and how interested in her she wanted
them to be. She wasn't sure since they hadn't given her a name. But
she wanted to be ready.

If it was a place for game programmers it was
a place full of nerds. And mostly male. That would suggest she wear
the short skirt and the inserts. But HR might be a woman. Maybe it
would be a lesbian, she thought. If it was a lesbian should she
wear the short skirt? She'd considered the idea of having sex with
girls a few times. After all, none of the guys she'd had sex with
had done anything much for her.

Not that she was going to fuck anyone to get
the job, of course. But she didn't mind flirting. She flirted very
well, and got a lot of goodies that way. She had no issues with
promising what she didn't deliver. If people expected something
from her she hadn't explicitly told them they'd get that was their
problem.

At least Zylon wouldn't give her any problems
about her piercings. She had a pierced lower lip, and a pierced
tongue – neither of which she could hide. She also had pierced
nipples, a pierced naval, and a pierced clit hood, but that was
something people wouldn't notice

Well, if she wore a really tight shirt they'd
notice the nipples. But that wasn't going to happen with her
current blouse.

She pondered her hair. It reflected her mood.
In her opinion it nicely contrasted with her pale skin, but it was
vaguely goth-like, though she wasn't a goth, and some people didn't
like goths.

Still, it was a little late to do anything
about it now. She'd have to run out to the drug store and buy
something else and dye it tonight and hope it turned out all right
for tomorrow. And that was a lot of fucking trouble (not to mention
the cost of the dye) for a job she probably wasn't even going to
get.

Fucking nerds would probably hire some nerd
college student.

For the interview the next day she brought a
larger purse than she usually ever carried. There wasn't much in
it, but if she whipped off her longer skirt she'd be able to fold
it and jam it in there. Fortunately it was raining, so she was able
to wear a long raincoat she 'borrowed' from her roommate (who was
going to be pissed when she woke up and found it gone).

That let her go into the office, all smiles,
and report to the receptionist, give her name, and then, look
around. She had come early on purpose, and she sat next to a sour
looking prune of a girl with thick glasses and a briefcase. She
didn't look any older than Lexie so Lexie figured she was there for
the same job.

She had figured from past interviews (she'd
had a lot) that whoever was interviewing would allot 30 minutes per
person. Thus the girl was called, and got up and was greeted by a
nerdy looking guy shortly after Lexie arrived.

A guy! A nerd guy!

Lexie got up and went to the ladies room,
pulled her long skirt off, folded it and put it in the purse, then
opened her blouse and stuffed the foam inserts in under her breasts
to make them stick up and out more. That made the chest of the
shirt tighter. She pondered her look, then left one extra button in
the blouse undone before putting the raincoat back on and going
back into the office.

When she was called she breezed into the room
with a broad smile and a wide-eyed look of intense interest in the
nerdy man who shook her hand.

And immediately began talking about how much
she loved Zylon's games, and in particular, Slaughter Board. She
was as friendly as she knew how to fake, and made sure that when
she wasn't leaning forward she was sitting up straight with her
shoulders back and chest out.

She also said that she had a thing about
punctuality, that she had no problem working overtime, that she
loved to learn, and that her one fault was 'perfectionism'. She'd
read these were good things to tell people during job
interviews.

Laurence, the interviewer, was very nice to
her, and she had high hopes.

“There is one thing, Alex,” he said. “These
files are located in Mister James' office. Mister James runs Zylon.
It's a big office, and the files are over on one side, but you'd be
expected to work very quietly, and to ignore whatever was being
said or whatever was being done in the office while you
worked.”

“No problem!” she assured him. “I'll just
wear my headphones.”

He shook his head. “That wouldn't be allowed,
I'm afraid, since it might distract you.”

Well THAT was dumb. But she smiled. “Well,
then I'll just focus on what I'm doing.”

And that was how she got the job.

*

The problem was she really didn't have many
clothes suitable for offices where there were big shots. Since the
short skirt and white blouse had worked on the HR nerd, she figured
she'd wear that, at least for the first day. She'd get a better
idea after that. She'd also bring the longer skirt in her purse,
just in case.

She was sent up to the fourteenth floor to
see a Ms. Morgan. Ms. Morgan turned out to be a six foot tall
blonde with very short hair. The hair didn't even cover her ears.
It was more like a mans haircut, which to Lexie meant only one
thing 'dyke'.

The woman also had an attitude, looking down
on Lexie both literally and physically, pursing her lips. She made
a sort of shrugging gesture, then jerked her head.

“Inside,” she said.

Lexie followed her, making a face at her
behind her back.

The office drew her attention, then. It was
huge! It had floor to ceiling glass walls on two sides, and a
massive desk in the corner between the glass walls that looked like
it was made of marble or some other kind of stone.

In the corner to the left was a sofa and
chairs of white leather facing a huge flat screen on the wall.
Straight ahead from the door was a long glass table with eight
chairs, and to the right, were several book cases, and then a half
dozen filing cabinets.

She tried to listen to what the dyke was
saying as she explained what was wanted, but it was hard not to be
distracted by the gorgeous office, and the view. This was the kind
of office SHE ought to have!

“Ms. Carter, are you listening?” Morgan said
in an icy cool voice

“Yes, Ma'am!” Lexie said, beaming up at
her.

Bitch, she thought.

“Then how do you propose to start?”

“Uhm...”

Lexie looked at the filing cabinets
uncertainly.

“At A?” she said.

Morgan glared at her.

“I would suggest you start by going through
the files by date. Remove anything more than four years old, and
keep it separate, both in alphabetical and numeric order. I will
review them to see which should be discarded. Once we have pruned
the older files then we can reorganize the newer.”

“Uh, so like, why do you even need paper
files? Shouldn't a place like Zylon have everything on computer?
Like, just scan it and – .”

“Some things need to be kept for legal
reasons, whether we scan it or not,” Morgan said.

Lexie shrugged.

“Mr. James will be in meetings much of the
time. When he is not he will be at that desk, and will be focused
on his work. Do not speak to him. Do not ask him questions. Do not
even look at him. Am I clear?”

Lexie blinked. “Uhm, what if I have a
question?”

Morgan pointed her finger at her chest just
above what looked like large (fake!) breasts.

Morgan left and Lexie gave the finger to the
closed door.

“Bitch,” she said.

She pulled her Ipod out of her purse, clipped
it to her waist, and then pulled the headphones on. She sighed and
opened the first drawer on the left. At least this way she was
right in the window looking out on the great view.

She tried to concentrate on the sorting, but
it was boooring. And this office was so kewl! She had to dart over
and sit behind the desk. The chair was like a freaking sofa! She
swiveled around a little, and then pushed it back, putting her feet
up on the desk.

“Yo, dyke bitch, take a letter,” she said
into the air, waving her hand loftily.

Fortunately, she had already finished talking
when the door opened and Morgan came in.

Lexie felt a jolt of anxiety and jumped up
from the chair as the woman strode across the wide floor.

“What are you doing!?” she demanded.

“Uhm, I was just uh, seeing what is was
like,” Lexie said, flushing.

Morgan grabbed her by the arm and yanked her
back towards the files, and then slapped her ass sharply enough to
make Lexie yelp and leap forward a step.

“Get to work! And stay away from Mr. James'
desk,” she growled.

She went back to the desk and pushed the
chair in while Lexie glared at her a little, but refused to rub her
stinging bottom. Then she went out, leaving the door ajar.

Lexie gave the door the finger several times,
thinking what she'd like to do to the dyke bitch.

Her butt stung, but that wore off sooner than
the sting of embarrassment. The embarrassment was at being caught,
more than getting slapped on the ass, though. In fact, the thought
that the bitch dyke had smacked her ass struck Lexie as...
interesting.

Was that because she thought Lexie was sexy
and she wanted to touch her ass? She had a great ass, or so she'd
been told. She always mocked those who said it (unless she wanted
something from them) but it seemed to be agreed by everyone. Was
the dyke hungry to touch her ass? She could maybe make something of
that if she flirted with her.

Not that she was into sex with a girl, not
really, not yet anyway, and sure as fuck not with a scary bitch
like Morgan, who was ten years older than her and, well, a bitch.
Oh, she was pretty enough, but those fake tits were so pathetic!
Probably that had gotten her the job, she sniffed to herself.

She herself didn't need fake tits. Her tits
were great. They might not be huge like the blonde, but every guy's
eyes lit up whenever they saw them. Her tits were the perfect size.
Any bigger and they wouldn't be as perky and firm as they were.

As it was she had no problem getting looks,
even without wearing a push-up bra or foam inserts. But she only
had cheap bras, and she didn't have a shirt with decent cleavage to
show herself off in – not one she could wear to work anyway.

She sorted through the files in the file
drawer, and then Morgan the bitch told her she could go for coffee
break. That suited her, so she wandered downstairs, enjoying the
looks the men gave her short skirt, and found the cafeteria.

That let her figure out pretty quickly that
everyone here was richer than her and had a better wardrobe. There
weren't a lot of women at all, but the ones they did have were
dressed sharply – and not revealingly.

On the other hand, they mostly looked like
nerds. Lexie couldn't quite cut it as a nerd. She knew about
computer games, and something about computers and cosplay (those
weirdos who dressed up as superheros and anime characters) but she
didn't really have much interest in anything beyond the games and
some science fiction stuff like Star Wars.

It would be so kewl to have a light saber!
People would walk carefully around her then! And if she had the
power of the Force everyone would have to be respectful and
impressed. Those robes looked pretty comfortable too. It would be
like going around in your bathrobe, except people wouldn't think
that was weird.

She sighed and looked at the boring files and
tried to sort through them, wondering how long until she could get
out of here.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Lunch was useful. She met several nerdy guys.
They probably made a lot of money, and she persuaded one of them, a
guy named Allan, to show her to his cubicle. The office area was
filled with top notch computer gear! His laptop was way more
powerful than hers, and she looked at it enviously.

If she could steal that, or one like it, then
she could ditch this place, then sell her own laptop to tide her
over for a bit, and use this one.

She flirted with Allan, who did his best not
to stare at her tits, and had him show her something of what he did
while asking things like what hours people worked and did security
stop them if they wanted to come in and out at any time. She
learned then of the little chips in their badges which would open
the doors at any time.

So if she could steal one of those
passes....

She herself only had a temporary pass. She
didn't have to ask anyone to know it had no chip and wouldn't do
shit for her. She was very much a second class citizen here. On the
other hand, she was hot, and that meant all the guys were very
impressed with her. She liked that.

Unfortunately, that made her late getting
back to her filing. And that bitch Morgan was glaring at her when
she stepped into the outer office.

“Sorry,” she said. “I got distracted by
talking to some of these engineers who were telling me all about
their work. It's really fascinating, don't you think!?”

Morgan had come out from behind her desk
while she talked and sort of loomed over her.

“What's fascinating is a girl with a cell
phone that has the time can't tell the time.”

Lexie rolled her eyes, and then yelped as
Morgan grabbed her by the arm again. Fuck, the woman was strong!
Morgan yanked her to the doorway and pulled her inside, then
delivered another sharp, stinging slap to her ass that made her
yelp and leap forward.

“Get to the filing or I'll see to it HR
deducts time from your pay,” she growled.

Cunt, Lexie thought angrily. But she
didn't say it. She did rub her butt now that the woman was out of
sight, and wondered again if the dyke wanted her bod. Maybe she
could seduce her, promise her something, get a pass, maybe a job by
stringing her alone... Hmm. It would serve her right when she found
out Lexie had suckered her!

She was sitting on the floor sorting through
files when the door pushed open and a man came in, with Morgan
right behind him, talking to him. Or more like talking at him. He
didn't seem to be paying her much attention, though she didn't act
like there was anything wrong with that.

The man was startlingly big. Morgan was
probably six feet, and this guy was half a foot taller than she
was! If he was a nerd he sure didn't look like it! Aside from the
earring he looked pretty normal. Well, normal and rich. A quick
glance told Lexie the suit he was wearing probably cost more than
what she made in a year.

He had a square jawed face with short brown
hair parted on the left. He was somewhere north of his
mid-thirties, and looked kind of like Brad Pitt from that Oceans 13
movie. She'd seen it two nights ago on TV. Only he was taller he
had these cool gray eyes and majorly huge hands!

They both ignored her as Morgan talked about
several phone callers who had left messages. She called him Mr.
James, which told Lexie he was kind of a dick. After all, if she
was like his secretary you'd think he'd let her use his first name.
Also, he was ignoring her, even as he sat down and looked at his
computer monitor.

Morgan went through the list and stopped, but
got only a curt nod before turning and heading for the door. She
gave Lexie a glare, as if to warn her to get to work, and she
quickly turned her head back to the files.

Morgan had said she shouldn't talk to him or
even look at him. Man, that must mean this guy was incredibly
arrogant and stuck up! Rich bastard probably thought she was like a
bug, and if she wasn't careful he'd step on her and have her kicked
out.

So she did her best to ignore him. It didn't
even occur to her to try and flirt with him. He gave off this sort
of silent, dangerous aura. Plus he was probably around twenty years
older than her, which was like, twice her age. She'd flirt with
middle aged men if she had to, but only ones she wouldn't be seeing
again.

Of course, he was a lot better looking than
most guys nearing forty, and looked to be pretty well-built too.
Plus he was rich, if this office was any indication, and she was
sure it was.

She was working on the files, when something
hit the cabinet next to her head. She looked up, startled, then
whirled around to see him looking at her. She looked back and saw
it was an eraser. Frowning, she pulled the earphones out of her
ears.

“Get me the file for the Michigan project,”
he said.

Lexie stared at him, startled, then her head
whipped around to stare at the door, before looking back at
him.

“Me?”

“Do you see anyone else in the room?”

She stood up, uncharacteristically nervous
under those gray eyes.

“Uhm, I'll ask Mrs. Morgan.”

“She's on her break.”

“I'm not sure... where stuff is,” she said,
turning to look at the rows of cabinets.

“Do you spell?”

She turned her head back. “What?”

“You can spell, correct?”

“Uhm... yeah.”

“Try the cabinet marked M.”

She flushed, not used to strangers acting
snotty to her like that, but bit down a reply and turned to look at
the cabinets. She moved over several cabinets and opened the drawer
around waist height, backing up and leaning forward as she sorted
through the typed file names.

“What's your name, girl?” he asked.

She straightened and turned her head. “Uhm,
Alexandra Carter... sir. But people call me X,” she blurted.

He looked at her without expression and she
flushed again and turned back to look for the file. She found the
file. It was very thick, pulled it out, and turned to walk it over
to his desk. He wasn't looking at her. He was looking at the
monitor. She stood in place for long, uncomfortable seconds,
uncertain what to do, then finally leaned forward and slid the file
onto his desk.

He ignored her.

She turned and went back to the files.

What a dick, she thought as she tried to
refocus her attention on them. No wonder Morgan was a bitch working
for a dick like that. She wondered how long before she said
something and got fired? Not long, she was sure. She should maybe
consider stealing that laptop. But how? Maybe if she stayed over
after everyone left, someone will have left their laptop behind,
and she could come out, steal it, and take off!

Unfortunately, she didn't find anywhere that
looked safe to hide in, not in the time she had. She went home at
the end of the day, and put it all from her head, thinking on what
she could do that evening to party and have fun.

*

It was a gray sweater, much like a
turtleneck, except it had short sleeves. And instead of a
turtleneck, the collar sort of curved down and in, and then was
held in place by two gold buttons. It was a bit tighter than it had
been the last time she'd worn it, but that was okay. Maybe Morgan
the bitch would be impressed. She seemed to like big boobs.

More to the point, it wasn't a sweater. It
was a sweater-dress, and it was shorter than she recalled from the
last time she'd worn it, the hem pretty high on her thighs. Still,
it had the benefit that it would be sexy and comfortable. And she
would be alone almost the whole day except for lunch – where the
short hem would really impress the guys she'd met the other
day.

The problem, she discovered when she sat down
in the bus. The sweater was clingy and tight, but when she sat down
the hem slid up her thighs pretty darn high. It still covered
everything that needed to covered, but only just! Still, she wasn't
going to be sitting at work except in the office alone, or on a
chair with her legs under a table or desk or something.

Anyway, this was only a three day job. This
was the second day so they weren't likely to fire her and then find
someone else to replace her. Even if that bitch Morgan didn't like
it.

And she didn't. She didn't say anything, but
she gave Lexie the look.

“What?”

“Nothing. At least you're on time. Get
inside.”

Lexie sidled sideways and then strode to the
door, keeping her ass out of Morgan's reach. She went inside and
closed the door behind her.

“Bitch,” she said.

“Do you have a problem, Ms. Carter?”

She gulped and halted, startled to see James
there at his desk.

“Uhm, no, sir!” she said.

He cocked his finger at her and she felt her
stomach starting to clench. Was he going to fire her for saying a
bad word?

She moved forward across the long floor and
halted at his desk while those cold gray eyes looked at her.

“How would you like to make some more
money?”

She was so startled she didn't answer at
first.

“I have a large collection of books in my
library, along with documents. The books haven't been alphabetized
in a decade. The files... most of them are old and can be tossed. I
just have never found the time to bother sorting through them.”

“Uhm... yeah, sure!” she said cautiously.

“Ms. Morgan will put you in a taxi. You can
go now. Just find the library and start alphabetizing the
books.”

“Uh... but...”

“The taxi will take you there and the doorman
will let you in.”

Doorman?

She shrugged. “Okay. Whatever. What about
these?”

“They can wait.”

That sounded good to her. She went back out
front and Morgan gave her an address.

“The taxi is already taken care of. Just get
in and get out.”

Lexie shrugged.

“And don't touch anything but the library,”
Morgan said, pointing a finger at her.

“Sure,” she replied.

The taxi took her right downtown, stopping in
front of a huge glass tower. She got out and went inside to be
greeted in a large, fancy looking lobby by a doorman directly in
front of her, and a guy in a suit standing behind a counter.

“Uhm, my name is Lexie Carter...”

The doorman nodded, and another man in a suit
appeared, smiled briefly, and then led her to an elevator. They
went up to the forty ninth floor, and he got out.

This place reeked of money!

He unlocked a double door and gave her a
little nod of his head, then left. Lexie stared after him, then
went inside.

“Holy shit!” she said, gaping.

She moved forward very slowly, head
swiveling, staring up at the ceiling 18 feet above, and the huge
chandelier there, then aside to the open doorway of a small room, a
den perhaps, with a big stone fireplace. She moved past that and
turned to see a wide marble staircase heading upstairs, but then
was distracted by the huge room straight ahead with its glass
wall.

She wandered into what she could only think
of as the living room. On the right was a rippling black wall, huge
and wide, leading down to a foot wide pool of water. There was a
fireplace in the middle of the wall, but again her eyes were
distracted, for the room stretched out to the left well beyond the
big triple sofas gathered around a giant table near the
fireplace.

There was a waist high, foot wide wall
defining the living room, with plants growing out of it, and past
that an open area which had tables and chairs on the left, and led,
on the right, to a huge bay window with more chairs. Past that was
a dining room with chandelier overhead and a polished stone table
that looked like it could seat twenty.

Again she was distracted, and went to the
glass wall in the living room, then tried to open it. She knew it
could open because there was a deck out there with chairs, but it
didn't seem to want to move. She went back and explored the dining
room, then a kitchen like none she had ever imagined.

Out the other door of the kitchen was a
smaller eating area, then past that a library. The library had
thousands and thousands of books, and not just fancy ones either.
She was surprised to see all the paperbacks, with science fiction
and spy and western and war stories.

There were huge leather armchairs to sit and
read, and a big, old fashioned walnut desk that looked ancient and
sat in front of a big picture window looking out over the city.
These, then, were the books she was supposed to alphabetize, she
thought.

But she was way too curious about the rest of
the house for that!

“Fuck me!” she cried as she found a bathroom.
It was so bright, so... shiny! It had a bathroom counter made of
black onyx which looked like it was twenty feet long! Above it was
a massive mirror with glittering square crystal sconces sticking
out along its length.

To the left was a shower that could have
slept several people comfortably! When she thought about her
dingy, dinky shower at home, just barely big enough for her to
stand in, she could only shake her head and then glower
jealously.

Beyond the bathroom was a games room, with a
big billiard table, a ping pong table, and old fashioned, stand-up
video games and pinball games along one wall. There was also a card
table, and dart board, as well as a bar. Then next to that was a
movie theater! It had huge leather armchairs and a giant
screen.

“Fucking rich people,” she muttered.

Upstairs were fabulous bedrooms with beds big
enough for a car to park! More huge bathrooms attached, and walk-in
closets bigger than her apartment! She shook her head and continued
to explore. This place was like a dreamland!

She went up the hall and turned a corner,
opening a big door. Inside things were hot and humid, and filled
with plants and trees! It was like a giant greenhouse! The ceiling
was glass, and there was a narrow path made of interlocked stone
that meandered around, stopping at various little ponds and
waterfalls with benches.

“Fuck, this guy is rich,” she muttered,
following the path to the far end.

She opened the door there and found herself
on something far too large to be called a deck. It was made of
wood, though. The floor was very like a deck, in fact, and with
wooden edging along the side of the building. There were wooden
benches, and then a huge pool surrounded by plants!

She looked around at the view, marveling, and
at the pool. Imagine living here and being able to sit here like
this! Why would anyone ever leave!? There were nearby buildings,
but only a few were taller than this one, and they were blocks
away.

She looked at the pool, and a delicious idea
came to mind. Maybe she should take a dip! She had no suit, of
course, but that just added to the thrill of the idea. Because no
one was here but her, and while there were lots of glass windows in
those buildings that could see her, they weren't close enough to
see her as bigger than, say, a thumbnail at best.

It was unlikely, but a possibility someone
might have binoculars or a telescope, but again, that just added to
the wicked thrill of the idea.

She peeled the sweater dress up and off, then
slipped off her shoes and thong before undoing her bra. She felt
her nipples hard as rocks. She was naked outside! Where people
could see her! She felt her chest tighten as she looked around,
fighting the urge to try to cover herself with her arms and
hands.

It wasn't like she had a body that she ought
to be ashamed of anyway! At nineteen she was slender and lithe,
from dancing and jobs that kept her on her feet, if not from
exercise, and got appreciative looks wherever she went.

She jumped into the pool, now, and enjoyed
the deliciously sensual feel of the water sliding along her naked
skin as she twisted and turned underwater, then came to the surface
again, gasping. She swam to the far side, climbed out, then dove in
off the diving board.

If this were my place, she thought, I'd have
inflatable stuff to play with. Old people don't know how to have
fun!

She swam back to the shallow end and climbed
out, dripping wet, then reached up and back to wring the water out
of her long hair.

She remembered, then, that she had no towels.
Tsking, she looked at her sweater-dress sitting on a bench. She
certainly couldn't put it on while dripping wet. On the other hand,
it was a warm day. The sun would dry her! And it was exciting to be
naked outside!

She wandered along the edges of the 'deck',
feeling like an exhibitionist, looking down at the windows of the
other buildings that were lower, smirking smugly as she thought
about someone looking up and seeing a naked girl here. It wasn't
likely, of course, and they were too close to identify her.

At the far end was a sort of canopy bed! It
was right in the corner, and she shook her head, marveling at the
thought of sleeping out here! Of course, it was probably just made
for people to relax in and lounge around. The mattress was an
outdoor type cushiony thing rather than what you'd find inside.

She leaned over and looked down at the street
far below, then straightened again, reaching up to her hair and
deciding it was going to take too long for it to dry. She'd really
have to find a towel. She turned around, and came face to chest
with James.

She frozen, her head jerking up to meet his
cool gray eyes, and abandoned her hair with a squeal of
embarrassment, whipping her hands down across her body, and then
turning away from him.

“May I ask what books you think you're
alphabetizing out here, girl?” he asked.

“I-I was just looking around!” she cried.

“And how many books have you
alphabetized?”

“I just got here!”

“According to the doorman you got here half
an hour ago. Turn around.”

“I'm naked!”

“Do you think I'm an idiot? I can see you're
naked. Turn around,” he growled.

Something in that voice compelled her to
obey! Face flaming, Lexie turned slowly, her right arm across her
breasts, hand clutching her left breast, her right hand over her
groin, feeling mortified.

He continued to look at her coldly.

“Why are you naked, girl?”

“I-I... it was warm and... and I... I had a
dip in the pool!”

“Is that what you're paid to do?”

She gulped, face burning.

“Is it!?” he barked.

“N-No, sir!”

“Is it your pool?”

“N-No, sir!”

He snorted.

“Can I please get my dress!?”

“You're very wet, girl. If you put your dress
on now it will get wet. You didn't think to get a towel?”

“I couldn't find one,” she gulped.

“Kneel.”

She stared at him uncertainly. What had he
said?!

“Kneel!”

Again, there was that growling voice which
seemed to command her to obey, and it was certainly true if she
knelt down she could cover herself better! She sank to her knees,
her thighs tight together!

He looked down at her.

“Girl, I'm a very rich man. Had you
noticed?”

She nodded her head.

“Rich men are often targets of thieves. So
all employees who come anywhere near me are subjected to a quick
background check. You being only a temporary employee it was pretty
lackadaisical and slow. Do you know what it found?”

Lexie shook her head helplessly.

“A long list of jobs not listed on your
resume from which you were fired.”

She cringed even more.

“Also, no record of your having attended or
even applied for the university in which you claim to be a
student.”

She dropped her eyes. So she'd been found out
and was about to be fired. Well, it wouldn't be the first time. It
would sure be the most humiliating, though!

“Normally we'd fire you instantly, but I'm
inclined to not do so.”

She raised her eyes a little, feeling a bit
of hope.

“Do you know why?”

“B-because you want to give me second
chance?”

“You've had lots of second chances and blown
every one of them,” he said dryly.

She bit her lip, unable to disagree.

“No, it's because I like challenges. You are
a challenge. You seem, on the surface, to be a lazy, shiftless girl
with no self-discipline, no sense of responsibility, little
education or skills. Am I incorrect in my assessment?”

She would have liked to say no, and resented
the fact she really couldn't. Well, she could, but that tone of
voice and those eyes said she had better damn well not try. Not
with her real resume in his possession. And anyway, her mind was
kind of frozen by the wild shock of finding herself naked in front
of this... man! And with no way to hide!

“At the moment you're moving from one
unskilled job to another and cheating the government by claiming
welfare even while working. Oh, yes, the agency who does security
checks is quite thorough.”

“You're also something of a low level thief,
probably because you don't have the energy to try anything big and
because you haven't had the opportunity to steal anything more than
minor store and office supplies.”

“Your future at this point would be one of
continuing welfare abuse until at some point you get pregnant and
stop working altogether, move into a trailer park with an equally
shiftless alcoholic boyfriend who beats you up every Saturday night
after you both get drunk.”

“Have I misstated your likely future?”

Lexie shrugged resentfully, looking down at
his shiny shoes.

“So what are you good for, girl?”

She shrugged again. “Nothing. Maybe you
should just throw me over the side, then.”

“That would be a waste. You might not be of
much use but you can be of some use, provided you can be
trained. Of course, that requires a measure of discipline you have
thus far shown no indication of possessing.”

She said nothing.

“Look up at me!”

She gulped and raised her eyes, heart
thumping, to briefly meet his gray eyes, then shifted hers over his
shoulder.

“Where there is no self-discipline,
discipline must be imposed by someone else. I sense a certain
measure of arrogance in you, girl. You somehow have acquired the
idea, all evidence to the contrary, that you're better than other
people.”

“I have not,” she said, stung.

“Let's start by saying sir, when you talk to
me,” he said.

She rolled her eyes.

“That's exactly what I'm talking about. You
have an overweening sense of self-esteem and nothing to back it up
but ignorance and youth. Well, experience can cure both of those.
So let's see if we can start. I will let you stay here in one of
the spare bedrooms, and earn your keep by doing light housekeeping.
How does that sound?”

She gaped at him. Live here!? Here!? For
doing a little cleaning!? Suddenly her spirit was soaring, rising
from the depths of despair to extreme heights before abruptly
falling back to earth. Live here? With him!? She sucked in a breath
at the implications of that.

She was suddenly even more aware of being
naked!

“Wh-what else would I have to do?” she
gulped.

“Sir,” he snapped.

“Sir!”

“Ask the question again.”

Lexie licked her lips nervously. “What else
would I have to do, sir?”

“Anything I tell you,” he said in a cold
voice.

She felt her emotions give a lurch at that,
and what it suggested!

“D-Does that... does that include – ?”

“You can start by taking your hands and
placing them behind your neck.”

Lexie felt another jolt hit her.

“Wh-Why?” she squeaked.

“Because I told you to. Obedience, girl.
Discipline. You need to learn both. You also need to be taken down
more than a few pegs. You are arrogant and smug and full of pride.
You need to lose a lot of those things before you can get anything
out of being disciplined.”

“B-but...”

“Hands behind your neck! Do you think you've
grown anything new since I saw you two minutes ago?”

Gulping, face flaming, Lexie obeyed, putting
her hands behind her neck.

“Arch your back,” he ordered.

Pulse racing, she drew her shoulders back,
blushing furiously.

“Now spread your legs.”
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The words almost knocked the breath out of
her! Lexie stared at him, heart pounding, face hot, as he looked
down coolly, her mind spinning with uncertainty, humiliation, hope
and anxiety. It seemed impossible to obey that order! And yet, her
thighs pulled apart, her knees opening as she felt an almost
dizzying wave of confusing emotions roiling through her mind.

“Do you want to live here?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir,” she breathed.

“Do you realize what that means?”

She jerked her head up and down.

“Speak aloud, girl.”

“Yes, sir!”

“You have very little use at the moment. I
think both of us are aware of the single use you are to me. I
intend to make full use of you for that purpose. On the other hand,
I'm willing to bet you've never had sex with anyone as good as I
am. Stand up.”

Still reeling, Lexie stood up, her arms
starting to pull together in front of her again.

“Hands behind your neck!” he barked.

She jerked and obeyed.

“When I tell you to do something you keep
doing it until I tell you to stop. Is that clear, girl?”

“Y-yes, sir!”

“Feet apart, back arched.”

This was unreal! Lexie could hardly believe
she was standing completely naked in bright sunlight like this,
completely exposed before this man twice her age who she had barely
met! She felt so... vulnerable in her nakedness, so small and
helpless! He was so big and powerfully built, not to mention rich,
and standing there arrogantly in that incredibly expensive suit
with the shiny black shoes!

“Are you embarrassed about your body,
Girl?”

“I-I....”

It would be insane to say no.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Why?”

Why!? What a stupid question!

“Because I'm naked, sir!”

“So? You have a fine body. People would pay
money just to look at it. They have for many girls whose bodies
aren't as attractive as yours. Arch your back more.”

Gulping, she obeyed, drawing her shoulders
and elbows back further, pushing her breasts out at him, feeling
almost dizzy at how unbelievable this was! She flinched and jerked
her hands down as he reached out.

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

“Bu-but – !”

“Hands behind your neck, back arched!”

Heart racing, Lexie obeyed, and he reached
out with a big hand, laying it on her chest above her breasts.

“I can feel your heart pounding,” he said.
“Why? Because you're afraid? What's the worst that could happen to
you? That you get fired and scurry back to that hole you live in
and find some skinny guy to trade blow jobs for weed?”

Lexie jerked, shocked. How had he known
that!?

“But let's consider the up side,” he said.
“You might get to stay here, and use this pool, and other things in
this penthouse. You might learn self-discipline and skill to the
point people might be willing to actually pay you money so you can
survive and maybe get a nice apartment.”

His hand moved!

It slid down between her breasts – barely!
His big hand couldn't, despite the way she was positioned, entirely
fit between them. The sides slid along the insides of her breasts
as it descended, sliding down to caress her belly, then her
abdomen!

“Soft. You need exercise,” he said. “The only
thing you've got that's any good is this body. You should take care
of it, tone it. You're lazy. I don't intend to let you be
lazy.”

This was surreal! Lexie stood still,
trembling, as the man's hand slid over her abdomen, sliding lower
and lower! But then it slid back up again, easing the tension
somewhat – until it slid casually across her left breast!

She gasped, but held still as his hand
caressed her breast, even when his fingers found her stiff nipple.
He caught it between the pads of his thumb and forefinger,
squeezing it.

“How long have your nipples been pierced,
Girl?”

“I-I... T-Two years... sir!” she gulped.

He rolled the nipple between his fingers and
she felt as if it were burning!

Then he let it go and his hand slid downward
again, down, down, down, and she felt her hips jerk as his fingers
found her sex, sliding up and down the narrow line of it, then
spreading her lips apart to show her clitoris and the ring
there.

“And this? Did you get it at the same
time?”

It was simply stunning that he was talking to
her so casually, so sternly, even while his hand was... groping
her! In her experience, boys with their hands on her body could
hardly control themselves! Yet he was acting so... so... calm!

Then again – he wasn't a boy.

“Answer me, Girl,” he snapped.

“N-No, sir! I got it last year!”

His thumb was casually rubbing her clitoris!
And Alex, despite herself, felt a wild, raw rush of sensation
flooding through her nervous system!

“Why?”

She rolled her eyes wildly. This was
insane!

“Answer me, Girl!”

“I-I... my... my friend said that... that it
would... .”

“Would increase the sensations?”

She nodded jerkily.

“Speak aloud,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!”

“And the same with these?”

His other hand reached up and his fingers
rubbed her nipple.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“And did they?”

“I don't know, sir!”

He snorted.

“Maybe you wanted increased sensations
because the clowns you were having sex with weren't providing you
with many.”

That wasn't terribly off the mark, and Lexie
thought it was eerie how much he seemed to know about her!

“Let's go into the house.”

She nodded jerkily.

“Keep your hands behind your neck and your
back arched as you walk.”

She stared at him but then he turned and
walked away. She continued to stare at him, then started after him,
walking as if in a dream. She halted at her dress.

“Leave it,” he growled over his shoulder.

Gulping, she hurried after him. He opened the
door into the greenhouse and then followed her down along the
winding path until they got to the next door. He reached past her
and opened it and then followed her out into the corridor.

Alex's chest was tight and she felt a
breathless sense of anxiety along with her embarrassment. But
something else was rising, a strange dark sense of anticipation.
Even as he walked behind her she was excruciatingly aware of her
nudity, of his eyes on her bare buttocks, on the dark, vaguely
forbidding presence of him.

He turned into one of the bedrooms.

“This will be your room,” he said.

Lexie stared at it greedily, despite the wild
turmoil in her mind. She'd seen it during her earlier inspection,
but now she was looking at it from fresh eyes. She would get to
sleep here in that huge bed!? Look at the size of the window! And
it had that huge bathroom attached!

He walked into the bathroom and she
followed.

There were shelves to one side and he took a
towel off one and then began to dry her.

“Don't move,” he barked.

Trembling, Lexie held her position as he
casually ran the towel up and down her body, then wrapped it around
her head, rubbing at her hair to take most of the moisture out.

“Stand in front of the mirror.”

She obeyed, staring at herself, still
stunned. Her mind was swirling and churning with a wild array of
emotions, her pulse racing. What was he going to do to her?! Why
was she standing here like this instead of running!?

Crack!

She gasped at the stinging slap to her
bottom.

“Legs apart!”

She quickly shifted her feet apart on the
floor in obedience. And it was... strange. Usually she took orders
poorly, resentfully. This time she only felt anxious to quickly
obey! And it wasn't like a slap on the ass hurt that
much!

He pulled her damp hair out from under her
hands, then he picked up a hair brush.

“I presume the tongue ring is so you can give
better oral sex,” he said.

She flushed.

“What purpose does the lip ring serve? Or is
this even considered a lip ring? I mean, technically it doesn't
even pierce your lip. It pierces the inside of your mouth, and then
the outside just below the lip. So you have a ring which curves up
and over the center of your lip but doesn't pierce it. I'll have to
see how that feels on my cock.”

Lexie felt another jolt, especially at how
casually he said it! It certainly laid bare what he expected of
her. Why wasn't she more outraged!? Why was she cooperating like
this!?

He brushed her hair out and back and down,
then parted it in the middle of her forehead and picked up a hair
dryer, turning it on.

Why was he drying her hair!?

“Why is your hair black? This doesn't look
like your natural color.”

“I-I dyed it... sir!”

“Clearly. Why?”

“I... just... felt like it.”

He snorted.

“Blonde would suit you better. It would suit
your personality, too.”

She frowned at that. What was that supposed
to mean!? Was he crazy!? He didn't seem crazy. He seemed like a
very... authoritarian and powerful man, like no one she had ever
encountered in her life! He acknowledged she was attractive, but
didn't seem to give her much credit for that. He certainly was
doing absolutely noting to flatter or cajole her into liking
him!

He was an asshole, she thought anxiously.

At the same time, she was well aware that
everything he had said was pretty much accurate, and that his
forecast of her likely future was probably not far off either. If
fucking this guy would change that, would let her stay in a
fabulous palace like this and maybe let her make a lot of money in
future then she would damn well put up with it! She'd fucked plenty
of guys before she didn't particularly like, after all.

“Do you know how to obey orders, Girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she said anxiously.

He snorted in disbelief. “I shall test that.
Obedience is very simple when given simple orders, even for a
simple minded girl. It's hardly intellectually trying. All it
requires is discipline. I will supply that if you can't.”

He put down the dryer and then turned away,
going out into the hall.

“Come,” he ordered.

Her humiliation was wearing off, so Lexie
felt a blossoming resentment. What an arrogant prick! She followed
him, though, keeping her elbows back and chest out.

They went back to 'her' bedroom.

“Feet apart.”

She shuffled her feet apart as ordered and
felt a wild fluttering of emotions as he inspected her body.

“I will be back. Stand in this position. Do
not move.”

He turned and left the room, and Lexie rolled
her eyes at the doorway, then glared at it before shifting her eyes
and head and looking around the room. Her room! She could stay
here!? The comparison with her shared room in the attic of the old
house on Bedford was ridiculous.

Everything about this room was clean,
sparkling, new, rich. It was like no bedroom she had ever slept in
or even visited. No one she had ever known had a room this classy,
this big. And it wasn't even the biggest bedroom in the
apartment!

He returned and she stiffened, feeling a
sudden jolt of anxiety as she saw what he held. It was a slim rod
of some kind, about two feet long, with a sort of flat square thing
at the end.

“Do you know what this is, Girl?” he asked,
holding it out before her.

“N-No, sir!” she gulped.

“It's a riding crop.”

Lexie sucked in air sharply.

“It's a good one,” he said, examining it.
“Leather covered, fairly lightweight. It's designed to sting
without causing any damage.”

He looked up at her coolly. “You have fine,
unblemished skin. I assume that's because of genetics and not any
kind of particular hygienic efforts on your part. But I like your
complexion. I don't want to see cuts or bruises or welts on it, and
I shall not inflict any. Is that understood?”

That, at least, sounded pretty good to
Alex!

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He thrust the thin crop between her thighs,
suddenly, and let the narrow shaft press up against the lips of her
sex strongly enough to wedge between them! The shaft was at an
angle, with the front much lower than the back, so that as he
slowly slid the thing upward it stroked along her soft pink flesh
within the cleft of her sex.

And over her clitoris.

“There is a saying you might have heard of:
spare the rod, spoil the child. It is clear you have been spoiled.
I am not in the habit of spoiling children, or people who act like
children.”

As he spoke he slowly slid the thing in and
back, letting it stroke against the most intimate part of her body.
Every time he thrust it forward he lifted his hand so the angle
would jam the thing against her. The pressure was making her ache
down there, but it was also producing a strange dark, roiling heat
within her lower belly.

He pulled it out and then laid the tip
against the center of her left breast, directly against her nipple.
The tip was that soft flat leather flap thing, and Lexie rolled her
eyes downward nervously as it rubbed against her erect nipple.

“Do you have sensitive nipples, girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she gulped.

He drew the tip back a little and then
slapped it down against the center of her breast.

Lexie gasped, her hands instinctively jerking
forward from behind her neck.

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

“I – n-no, sir!” she gasped, jerking her
hands back into place.

He rubbed the square against her nipple
again, and then slapped it down.

Lexie flinched a bit, for the blow stung. But
really, it was no big deal, she thought frantically. It was just
that she wasn't used to any sort of pain there unless someone bit
her too hard.

He slapped her again, and she flinched again,
though not as much. He shifted the thing over to her other nipple,
and slapped that, several times, then several more, watching her,
using just the tip as he watched her reactions.

Slap-slap-slap-slap to one nipple,
then slap-slap-slap-slap to the other! The center of her
breasts began to darken, getting pink as her nipples began to throb
hotly.

“Do you often replace those studs with rings,
Girl?”

“I-I... no, sir!” she gulped.

He snorted in disapproval.

Slap-slap-slap-slap

She winced and clenched her teeth. He was
trying to make her move! She would show him! She wasn't going to be
scared or disobey because of a little stinging! Even in such an
outrageous place!

There was more, though. This was... kinky,
nasty, perverted. It was the kind of thing she was only vaguely
aware of guys talking about, mostly from porn sites. She considered
herself to be an extremely sophisticated person, and certainly not
shy or naive in the least. But she'd never actually come across
this sort of thing in person!

He let the soft, pliable flap slide down her
belly, then halt over her clitoris, where it rubbed against
her.

“What about this one?”

“No, sir!”

He continued rubbing the top of her sex with
the flat leather, looking at her face.

“Push your tongue out.”

She obeyed nervously.

“There are particular types of tongue rings
which are aids to oral sex. Do you use any?”

“Uhm, no, sir.”

“Because you don't need to make extra
efforts? Stick your tongue out as far as you can.”

She was pleased to do that, feeling
rebellious as she stuck her tongue out at him.

“Not very far. You should stretch that tongue
so it can be more useful. Have you ever performed oral sex on a
woman?”

She felt a jolt at that.

“No, sir!”

He slid the flap upwards, then threw his arm
out to the side.

“Kneel on the edge of the bed, facing away
from me.”

Nervously, she obeyed, hands still behind her
neck.

“Fall forward onto the bed, keeping your
bottom high.”

Again Lexie obeyed, feeling a rush of new
embarrassment about the obscene position.

Crack!

She cried out at the blow from the crop. This
time it was the shaft, not just the flap, and it cut across her
raised buttocks with a sharp, stinging burst of pain!

“Spread your legs, Girl.”

She obeyed, heart pounding wildly.

“Now we see more of your talents,” he said
mockingly.

Lexie flushed hotly. She felt the rod push in
and up so the shaft slid between the lips of her sex again, then it
pulled back and she felt the flap rubbing against her before it
rode down along her sex and up between her buttocks. It slapped
against her back passage and she gasped again!

“Have you been sodomized often, Girl?”

Lexie felt another wild jolt of emotion, of
embarrassment, of anxiety.

“N-No, sir!” she squeaked.

“Why not? You have an excellent ass. It
should be well-used. I'm sure many men have wanted to. Have you
selfishly denied them the pleasure?”

Why the fuck would she let guys fuck her ass
when they could fuck her pussy, Lexie thought wildly. It hurt to
get fucked in the ass!

Crack!

She gasped again at the stinging blow of the
crop across her raised buttocks.

“Well, as I adjust your mind you will lose
your inhibitions in this regard,” he said.

She should tell him to go fuck himself, get
her dress, and storm out of here! She should! Why wasn't she!? He
was a bastard!

She felt his hands on her waist jerking it
back, even as his groin pressed against her buttocks to hold her in
position. Her upper body slid back a little, making the angle
sharper as her buttocks raised up a bit.

“Keep that ass high and those legs wide,
Girl,” he said.

Lexie felt his hands against her sex, and her
pulse raced as she felt something push into her, penetrate her. Was
it him!? It didn't feel right! No, it was a finger. It twisted
around in the mouth of her sex, then pushed slowly further.

“Feels hot and wet here,” he said.

Lexie felt a new rush of embarrassment, her
mind squirming as his finger pushed deeper.

“Nice and tight,” he said, pumping it slowly
in and out.

He pulled it out and she felt his fingers on
her clitoris, stroking it.

“Can you imagine what this position is best
used for, Girl?” he said.

Lexie had no difficulty whatever in imagining
that!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“When I ask a question, you answer it,” he
barked.

“Yes, sir!”

“What is this position best used for?”

“For... for fucking, sir!”

“Baldly and crudely put, as I would expect of
you. More precisely, Girl, this is an excellent position for a
female to submit to a male's sexual attentions. It assures the
deepest penetration of the male organ into her body. It is a
position of female submission.”

Lexie didn't think that sounded like
something she would really want to embrace.

She felt pressure against her back passage.
It twisted and rubbed against her, then pushed. It was... slippery,
and insistent!

Crack!

“Oh!”

The crop cut across her buttocks, startling
her with the burst of pain, and as it did her muscles relaxed and
the whatever-it-was pushed into her. Not all of it, but enough. And
more was coming behind it, spreading her wider as she gulped in air
and her eyes got wider and wider!

It didn't feel like him, though. It felt cool
and hard and with almost no texture, not like skin.

She gasped as she felt her internal muscles
sort of suck the thing in. Her opening closed behind it. Or wait,
did it? No, there was something still there, something very thin!
And there was something it was attached to pressing against her
outside of her small opening, like a coin!

“The colloquial term for what I just inserted
into your body, Girl, is a butt-plug,” he said.

Lexie cringed at that.

“It's designed to get the muscles used to
penetration so that it's easier to use your bottom thoroughly when
someone so desires. Without something like this it takes time to
soften the muscles and this causes pain and possibly damage to the
recipient. I do not wish to cause damage to you, and the pain I
cause will be deliberate, not inadvertent.”

Lexie felt pressure against her sex, now, and
trembled as she felt something slowly forcing the lips of her sex
in and then back, stretching them wide, making her body's opening
strain wide around it! Again, it didn't feel like him, but
something hard and cool – though much less hard than what he'd put
in her butt!

This had texture, and she gasped and moaned
as it twisted and turned and pushed slowly into her. A dildo, she
thought, or something like it! This guy, this snooty, arrogant,
rich guy with his fancy suits, seemed to have a lot of sex toys in
his apartment! Why did a guy who looked like him even need
them!?

Maybe he had a really tiny penis, she thought
viciously.

The dildo slid deep into her body, deeper
than any cock she'd ever taken, making her ache as it turned and
twisted from side to side. Then something on the base pressed
against the outside of her sex, denying it further depth.

A moment later there was a buzzing sound and
a vibration right against the top outside of her sex, over her
clitoris! A vibrator!

“Close your legs, girl.”
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Panting, Lexie obeyed, feeling her thighs
squeeze in around the base of the thing he'd pushed inside her!
This was so sick and perverted!

She should have been outraged, and was, but
that outrage was softening in the face of a kind of dark
fascination with what was happening. His deep, rough voice
projected a sense of ominous determination, one she quailed before.
Her own obedience was confusing her! At the same time she was
starting to feel a sense of awed excitement.

God, he was treating her like some kind of
sex slave! And that was a sense of victimhood she could wallow in.
After all, she'd been doing so for years now. It was a different
kind of victimhood, though, a sexual one, and Lexie was starting to
feel a sense of thrumming heat between her legs at what he was
doing.

It wasn't just the vibrator. It was the whole
outrageously kinky and perverted thing! The guys she'd had sex with
had pretty common wants and wishes of her. They wanted her naked.
They wanted to grope her all over. They wanted a blow job. They
wanted to fuck her. That was pretty much it.

This was just … wild! Why was he doing this!?
Why wasn't he just fucking her!? Did he just want to humiliate her?
Well, he had already done that! What more did he want!?

“Don't move, Girl.”

He left the room again, and Lexie knelt
obediently in place, her mind squirming almost as much as her
insides! This was kinky and nasty and dirty and... degrading! She
should tell him to fuck himself and leave!

Of course, then she would have to go back to
her shitty room and wonder how she was going to pay the rent.
Instead of living in this fabulous apartment.

The vibrator squeezed between her thighs was
making her even more breathless as her sex clamped down on the
thickness of it and it buzzed strongly right against her clitoris!
Then there was the weird unfamiliar feeling of fullness from that
thing he'd put in her ass!

He returned and she gulped as he came up
behind her her again. She felt his fingers in her hair, combing it
back then saw something in his other hand as he placed it on the
bed in front of her.

She gasped, recognizing it. Oh, she'd never
seen one in person, but she'd seen pictures of girls wearing them!
It was a collar! It was a big, thick, studded leather collar,
complete with a big ring set in the front!

He opened it and then slid it in under her
neck, pulling on her hair to lift her head up and back a little.
The leather curled up around her neck, and he drew it together,
combing her hair out of the way again as he buckled it together
behind her back.

Lexie felt that sense of awed excitement
again, along with not a little smidgen of increased anxiety! He
might say he wouldn't hurt her, or at least, 'damage' her, but she
had no guarantee of that! On the other hand, realistically, given
how big he was, he could do whatever he wanted to her.

She felt the collar under her fingers now,
then felt his hand gripping her right hand. Something slipped over
it, pulling in around her wrist, then tightening, and she felt
another jolt. It had to be like the collar, one of those studded
leather restraint things!

He put one on her other wrist, too, then drew
her arms back along her spine, releasing them. When he did, she
found they were locked together by the things around her
wrists!

This was getting even kinkier, and more
dangerously... exciting!

For yes, she understood now, she was getting
aroused. Her body was aroused, the sexual pressure making her
insides throb hungrily. Her sex kept squeezing around the vibrator
even as the muscles in her hips sought to jerk and move her
body.

She felt his hand squeeze her there, pressing
the base of the vibrator against her and kind of grinding it
against her soft flesh. She moaned helplessly in response as his
hand released it and then slid over her buttocks.

Crack!

She gasped at the sudden stinging blow of the
crop across her bottom.

“Now, let us get into your many faults,
Girl,” he said.

Crack!

Lexie gulped at another stinging blow!

“You're dishonest.”

Well, she couldn't honestly argue that
one.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You're lazy.”

Lexie felt resentful, but again, knew it
would be hard to argue.

Crack!

She winced.

“You're arrogant.”

As if he should be accusing her of that! He
was the most arrogant basta –!”

Crack!

“You're selfish.”

Crack!

“You're disobedient.”

Crack!

“You're disrespectful.”

Alex's bottom was starting to feel hot and
sore from the slow, repeated blows! Her breathing was becoming more
ragged and the sharp pain was mounting! She felt a strange sense of
unreality, then, almost like dizziness, as she realized she was, in
effect, tied up, helpless... like a prisoner! Like a sex slave!

A dark rush of liquid heat bubbled through
her lower body and then swept around her mind.

This was so wild and outrageous and
nasty!

Crack!

“You use your body to get what you want.”

Crack!

“But you rarely give anyone much in
return.”

Crack!

You're shallow.”

Crack!

“Uneducated.”

Crack!

“You use drugs.”

Crack!

How did he know, she thought dazedly.

Crack!

She moaned in pain. This was so unfair! The
world was always so unfair to her! Everyone was always being mean
to her!

“You have no discipline.”

Crack!

“You don't stick to anything.”

Crack!

Her bottom felt very, very hot! It throbbed,
and each new blow stung more! She could easily imagine her bottom
was a mass of angry welts and cuts! Except he had said the crop
would not do any such thing, and she found him oddly convincing and
believable.

“You're a slattern.”

Crack!

“Do you know what a slattern is, Girl?”

“N-N-No, sir!” she moaned, panting, aching,
wincing.

Crack!

“A slattern is a lazy, untidy, promiscuous
woman.”

Crack!

“The kind who lives in a cheap trailer park
with a drunken biker boyfriend.”

The thin rod was rubbed up and down against
her flaming bottom as Lexie felt herself sinking into a strange,
unfamiliar, yet oddly comforting role; helpless and submissive. He
was calling her a whore, from what she could gather, and that was
certainly not an unfamiliar description. Her own mother had used
it.

So what? So what if she was a whore? Fuck
them all!

Crack!

Let them beat her or treat her like a slut!
She didn't care about any of them anyway!

Crack!

Everyone was always treating her like
shit!

Crack!

Maybe that was what she deserved!

Crack!

Maybe he would strangle her and her body
would be found in an alley somewhere!

Crack!

And everyone would be sorry, then, for
treating her so badly!

Crack!

She trembled, her entire body flushed. A
wild, confused mass of emotions staggering her. She felt
increasingly sorry for herself as the pain mounted. At the same
time she felt the strange dark fascination with the kinkiness of
this making her lower belly thrum more and more powerfully.

She felt his hand gripping the base of the
vibrator and trembled softly as he slid it slowly out of her body.
She gasped as it came free, then felt the head rubbing up and down
along the line of her sex before pushing against her once more. She
groaned as it slid into her – deep – and then he ground the
vibrating base thing against her!

She felt him pulling at the base of the
butt-plug, and felt the pressure against her from inside. Then she
was opened up and the smooth, slick plug slid out of her, spreading
her open. It came free, and then, like the vibrator pushed into her
once more until it too was buried inside her.

The sense of dark, fiery sexual heat was
growing within her, so that her body began to feel as if it were
throbbing with every beat of her heart.

Crack!

She shuddered.

“Do you think you can learn to obey,
Girl?”

Crack!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped breathlessly.

Crack!

“Do you think you can learn
self-discipline?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

She clenched her teeth together at the
stinging pain, feeling more and more determined to outlast him. She
felt him gripping the vibrator and pulling it back again, pulling
out again, rubbing the head up and down against her trembling body,
then penetrating her once more and sliding it deep.

“Wet. You're very wet, Girl,” he said. “Why
would that be?”

Crack!

“I-I don't know... sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Wet and tight. I like that in a girl.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“But not unless she learns obedience.”

Crack!

“And humility.”

Crack!

“Would you like to feel my cock inside you
now, Girl?”

Crack!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned, her buttocks
flaming hot.

“Beg.”

Panting, gasping, Lexie stared at the bed
before her, and the window across from it uncertainly. Did he mean
that she should – ?”

Crack!

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“Put more feeling into it.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she cried, blinking
tears from her eyes as the pain grew hotter.

Crack!

“More emotion.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

She felt him gripping the vibrator thing and
sliding it out of her, and waited, gasping, moaning weakly, her
bottom throbbing. Then she felt something else rubbing up and down
against her sex. This felt softer, warmer, and she could hardly
breath! It pushed against her then, stretching her open, stretching
her – wide!

Surely this wasn't him...?! It was too...
too... thick! Too wide! She gasped as her entrance strained wider,
and then felt it, whatever it was, pushing into her. Still warm,
still soft but... hard at the same time. She shuddered as it pushed
deeper and deeper, forcing is way along the narrow, elastic length
of her sex, stretching it wide as it filled her up to
overflowing!

Was this really him!?

She gulped in air in ragged gasps as she felt
his hands on her upper arms, pulling back. The pull forced her
shoulders up off the bed, raising her upper body up and back until
her tingling, swollen nipples were barely touching the surface.

“Ungh!” she cried as the thing pushed
impossibly deep, achingly deep!

But she felt the fabric of his trousers
against her aching buttocks now!

The pressure eased as she felt him withdraw,
sliding backwards several inches. Then he pushed forward again, and
the pressure returned. He pulled back, then pushed forward, and she
gurgled helplessly as he buried himself, his hips grinding against
her bottom. God, it was so big, so thick!

He drew back again, still holding her arms
firmly as he moved in and out. And the aching strain within her
lessened as her body became used to the size of him. Lexie had
never felt anything so big inside her, and marveled at the feeling,
at the sensation.

The dark heat, and an almost masochistic
sense of being used, of being a victim, of being a prisoner, began
to grow again in her mind. She let herself sink into that feeling
of helplessness, of having no choice, of being overpowered. There
was an absolution there, a lack of responsibility – and ultimately,
lack of responsibility was something she had always craved.

She grunted as he thrust into her, gasping,
moaning as her body was jerked in and back by his powerful hands.
She felt the dark hunger growing, a sense of wild, raw animal
excitement starting to grip her body, flowing in from her mind and
back again.

He shifted his hands downward, gripping her
wrists together in one hand. That left his other free to reach
under her and roughly grope her right breast, then slide up and
through her hair.

“Huhh!” she cried as he gathered in a thick
fistful and yanked back.

Her head had been hanging down, but now was
forced up and backward, her scalp stinging as he continued to
thrust into her. His hips struck her bottom more and more
forcefully, and Lexie felt her mind swirling and churning, felt the
sexual need and heat taking over, pushing everything else
aside.

She was startled by the strength of it,
shocked by her arousal. She'd had sex a lot of time but couldn't
remember ever feeling quite this excited by it! And she didn't even
like this guy! He was a bastard! But her body had surrendered,
filling her mind with lust as powerful as a narcotic, and her eyes
began to lose focus as she rocked to and fro, that big cock
spearing deep inside her again and again and again.

Lexie had never been used like this, never so
roughly, so wildly, so savagely! It... hurt! But it hurt in a way
which made her burn! Even the ache in her scalp and buttocks seemed
to be sucked into the dark heat enveloping her mind and body.

And then the orgasm hit, and she opened her
mouth to cry out, gurgling and gasping as the orgasm swept over
her. Yet, impossibly, she felt it suddenly becoming even more
powerful! She cried out then, dazed and enraptured by the force of
it as her body flared with a long, powerful, overpowering rush of
animal pleasure!

It blew through her like a storm, like a
hurricane, a long howling blast of energy that battered at her mind
and sucked her whole being into a world of pure pleasure, where
nothing and no one else mattered.

He halted, releasing her hair and arms,
letting her upper body fall limply to the bed. She felt him sliding
out of her, rubbing himself along her entrance, then pulling away.
She felt the vibrator against her then, the head buzzing as he ran
it back and forth over her clitoris.

She groaned a protest, her body shifting,
trying to get away, the intensity of the sensations on her raw
clitoris too powerful. He gripped her wrist and buried the thing
inside her, then moved back. She heard movement but ignored it,
groaning weakly, literally drooling on the cover below, eyes
closed.

She was gripped by a soft, delicious
afterglow. She felt boneless, her nerve endings all seemingly as
stunned as she was by that tremendous rush of sensation. The only
disturbance was that vibrator buzzing uncomfortably against her
clitoris.

Yet in startlingly quick time her clitoris
began to vibrate in tune with the sex toy, or so it seemed. The
discomfort of the sensations morphed, eased, and Lexie felt the
sexual heat seeping into her muscles and flesh.

And then he appeared in front of her,
climbing into the bed. She gasped as he gripped her hair and
pulled. The jerk against her scalp was painful, lending her a
sudden burst of energy so that she jerked upward to kneel upright
before him as he stood on the mattress.

Naked.

Lexie gaped at him. She had never seen a
naked man as... big as him. She had never seen one as muscular as
him, as broad chested as him, with shoulders like his – or with a
cock as shockingly large as his! She stared at it, open-mouthed,
her eyes rolling upwards along that powerful masculine body until
meeting those cold gray eyes.

He shifted his grip in her hair, gathering up
more of it, then he gripped his cock in his other hand and rubbed
it over her face before pulling it back against his abdomen and
drawing her face in against him.

“Start at the bottom, Girl.”

The bottom?! She gasped as her face was
ground into him, then started to lick at the base of his cock.
Until he gave a sharp jerk to her hair that made her gasp in
pain.

“Lower.”

She licked lower, as he drew her face in,
licking right below his balls.

“Take them into your mouth.”

She moaned as she licked at his balls, then
sucked them into her mouth. She closed her lips around them,
sucking rhythmically, licking at them.

She was... confused. She had given oral sex
many times. But always before it had been her in control. Now she
had no control whatever. Instead of granting some grateful, eager,
panting boy the attention he so desperately craved for his cock she
was being ordered, directed in what to do and how to do it by that
deep, commanding voice and his ruthless and total control of her
body!

She gasped as he pulled back on her hair,
then guided her to the shaft, having her lick her way up its
length. He released the head and it fell forward. She moaned, her
lips widening as she took it into her mouth and sucked. She stared
along the length, marveling that he'd gotten this entire thing
inside her!

She felt a wild flame of excitement as she
remembered how deep it had been, how full it had made her, how
stretched out she was! No wonder! She slid her lips along its
length, taking the head and more of the shaft into her mouth.

Of course, it was too deep to take much of it
in, but it was the head that really mattered anyway.

He pulled back and jerked her forward,
putting her face down on the bed again as he climbed off and moved
behind her. Lexis gasped as she felt him gripping the vibrator,
grinding it against her, then pulling it out. She felt vacant, and
then there he was, pushing into her body!

She cried out weakly, dazedly, feeling him
filling her up again. This time, though, she knew just how big it
was, how long and thick, and a dark sense of fascinated excitement
gripped her mind as she felt it driving deeper. When she felt his
bare flesh against her buttocks a dark shock-wave rolled through
her mind!

She had it all inside her! God! She
had that whole thing in her body!

He started to thrust and she closed her eyes
and moaned, reveling in the sensations, in the fullness and dark
heat as it spread over her. Her breathing became more ragged again
as the creeping sexual fever settled around her mind, and by the
time he was thrusting into her with enough force to smash his hips
into her buttocks she was dazedly crying out at every stroke.

And, incredibly, another monster orgasm
crashed down on her! Lexie gave herself to it totally, savoring the
feeling of being completely lost in the storm of pleasure, all
cares and concerns blown away by the cleaning fire of it!

He continued to thrust into her body as she
writhed and shook and cried out, jerking back on her arms to pull
her in to meet each fresh thrust as her head lolled drunkenly, then
dropped her face against the mattress, his big hands coming down on
her shoulders, pushing in hard as his hips hammered her upraised
buttocks.
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Lexie's mind was spinning. This was all like
a wild fantasy come to life! First had come that shock as he had
caught her naked, the humiliation, the anxiety, the wild emotional
blows. Then that incredible sex which had simply blown her
mind!

And then... and then James... Mr. James, had
told her to get to work. Wearing nothing at all but the collar and
restraints – which he had, at least, unlinked so her hands were
free, and with that butt-plug thing still inside her, she had then
had to spend the rest of the day in the library sorting and
alphabetizing books!

James had gone back to work, leaving her
alone. The temptation to spend time exploring the place again
instead of working was great, but she had no idea when he might
return, and she most definitely did not want more of that crop
thing! It took hours before her ass stopped stinging!

It took a lot longer before she no longer
felt as if her insides had been turned to jelly by that pounding
cock of his! It left her feeling awed and amazed. And in a
continuing flutter of sexual delight and anticipation. She even
left the butt-plug inside her as a constant reminder!

She had gone out to find her dress, shoes and
underwear, but it was all missing. James had told her to remain
naked anyway, to get used to it. And in truth, every time she
looked at herself in a mirror she felt a sense of amazement, her
nipples tingling with the hot, nasty kinkiness of it all!

She got hungry around noon, and figured if
she lived here now she had the right to feed herself. Besides, it
was her lunch break! So she padded naked up the hall and into that
huge kitchen, the tiles gleaming underfoot as she examined the
contents of the many cupboards and not one but two
refrigerators.

There were two ovens and stoves too. One was
gas and one was electric. There was also an island big enough to
park a car on, and a walk-in wine cabinet. She was not much into
making food, though. She was looking for something quick and
easy.

That turned out to be soup. She found a pot,
and a can opener, opened the can of soup, poured in some water, and
then turned on the stove. She found a bowl and spoon, and spices,
and then, a bit nervously, went out on one of the decks to eat.

Naked.

Sitting on the butt-plug wasn't much of a
problem, but she did notice it, and wondered if she oughtn't to
remove it. He'd told her to keep it in but she could take it out
and then put it back when he got home. Of course, that supposed she
knew when he was going to get home. She suspected if he came home
and found her not wearing it she'd get her ass cropped again. And
that stung!

It still felt seriously weird being naked
outside! And more than a little exciting! Her nipples were
certainly hard as she sat down on the cushioned chair and set the
bowl on the table. The view of the city was amazing as she sipped
from the soup.

Afterward she dove into the pool a few times,
swimming around, then climbed out, realizing she had, again,
forgotten to arrange for any towels. She rung her hair out, got
most of the water off, then padded inside, where she found her
bathroom and a towel to complete the job.

A little worried over how long she'd taken at
lunch she went back to work in the library. It was hard, though,
doing boring work when her mind was filled with the the wonders and
excitement of being in this incredible apartment, and the thought
of staying here!

Not to mention the memories of that harsh,
rough, incredible sex! God, he had pounded her! But it had
felt so amazing! She often let her fingers slide down to stroke her
clitoris and slide along the line of her sex, remembering,... and
anticipating.

She stopped at what would normally be her
time to go home – more or less – well, mostly less, and then felt a
sense of anxiety. Should she go home? But he had said this was
where she'd be staying. He hadn't specifically said immediately,
though. But then she couldn't find her clothes so she felt a sense
of relief at that. She could hardly be expected to go without
clothes.

It was a little later that she discovered she
couldn't remove the leather collar or restraints. They were locked!
That produced some anxiety, but also more of that dark, nasty
excitement.

She went to her room and explored it, found
the remote for the TV and figured out how to get it to work. The TV
was tied into some kind of database with what seemed like thousands
of movies available on demand, not to mention she could get Netflix
too!

She picked up her phone, then. She hadn't
been texting anyone about what was happening, not at all sure how
much she wanted to tell anyone about this... weird situation. But
she did text her roommate to tell her she wouldn't be home
tonight.

She wished she had a picture of that big
cock! She'd for sure text that to a few of her friends!

She got up and wandered through the
greenhouse, shaking her head in amazement. This guy was sooo rich!
This place was bigger than most people's houses!

She went up the hall and into the theater,
then spent some time trying to figure out how to make it work
before giving up. She played around with the pinball machines a
little in the games room, then went to the living room and found a
remote there.

Some experimentation got the big glass walls
to slide open, much to her delight, and also started water
trickling heavily down the wall near the fireplace and into that
long, low pond along its base. A little more got the TV on the
other wall to light up.

She found popcorn in the kitchen and made it,
and then longed for some marijuana. There wasn't any around, but
there was a lot of liquor, and she experimented with different
kinds of alcohol which she was less than familiar with. That left
her feeling more than a little drunk, but happy by the time James
got home.

It also left her somewhat unaware, so that
she didn't know he had gotten home until he was standing over her
as she sat sideways across a large, upholstered chair, her back
against one arm and her legs over the other while she watched
TV.

“So, have you made productive use of your
time, Girl?” he demanded.

Lexie squealed in surprise and spilled the
glass of tequila she was holding.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Sorry! Shit!”

She jumped and ran to the kitchen to get
paper towels to sop up the liquid. Her path was necessarily less
than straight as she weaved and wobbled a lot, but she did manage
to get some paper towels and wipe up the liquor on her belly and
abdomen, as well as what had spilled onto the chair and floor.

“Are you quite done?” he asked coldly.

“Uhm, sorry, uh, Mr. James,” she gulped.

“Did I say you could consume alcohol? Alcohol
clouds the mind and leads to indiscipline.”

“Well... you didn't say I couldn't! Anyway,
you drink it!”

The next moment she was yelping as he seized
her hair behind her neck, jerked it back and then marched out of
the room and up the corridor.

“Hey! Stop! Wait! WhatdidIdo!?”

He guided her up the stairs and down the hall
to an empty room. It had been locked when she explored, and now he
pushed her inside. The odd thing was it was empty. It had no
windows, and was the size of a very large closet. There were tracks
running along the ceiling though, and chains dangling from
them.

James took locked her wrists behind her, then
got a much thicker leather restraint from a shelf and then forced
Lexie to sit on the floor before lifting her ankle high and fitting
the padded restraint around it.

She stared up at him, panting, gulping in
air, confused, and gripped by both anxiety and sexual anticipation.
She had no idea what he was doing.

He dragged her across the floor by her ankle,
and she yelped as her buttocks slid along the cool tiles. He
reached up for a chain, attached it to the ring set in the thick
leather restraint around her ankle, and then moved to the wall and
pressed a button.

Lexie heard a machine-like sound, and then
gasped as her ankle was lifted higher! She fell back onto her back
as her foot was raised higher, then onto her shoulders, then she
was dangling helplessly from one foot, her head just above the
floor!

“Hey! What! What are you doing!?” she
cried.

“Teaching you that actions bear
consequences.”

And then... he left! Lexie gaped at the
closed door, then around her at the mostly empty room, then up at
her ankle held above her. Way above her!

“What the fuck – !” she gasped.

Her head was starting to throb as the blood
rushed to it, and she was having a hard time keeping her leg – the
one not being held aloft, from falling so far open the tendons in
her thigh strained to the breaking point. In some ways it would
have been better had she been hung by both ankles. It would have
been less uncomfortable.

At first she thought this was the prelude to
something which would happen soon, that he would come back and do
something sexual, but nothing happened. She hung there by one
ankle, moaning weakly as the time passed, and as the time passed
she got progressively more unhappy.

Whenever Lexie got unhappy she began to feel
sorry for herself, of course. She was being treated unfairly! She
was always being treated unfairly by everyone!

Her nose began to itch, which was bad,
because she couldn't scratch it. And the more aware of it she was
the more it seemed to itch. It was infuriating! Her free leg was
also annoyingly heavy! It kept flopping down, making her tendons
ache! How long was that asshole going to leave her hanging like
this!?

Quite a while, as it turned out. And that was
a terrible punishment for Lexie. Because there was absolutely
nothing she could do to amuse herself. Lexie hated to be bored!
Everywhere she went she had internet on her phone, or on her
laptop, had a video game to play, or someone to gossip with, or
something – anything – to occupy her mind!

But now, there was nothing to look at or
listen to or DO!

And to make it worse she was feeling
physically uncomfortable and unpleasant hanging here like this!
Lexie did not DO physically uncomfortable things!

It seemed to last forever! Had he gone to bed
and left her like this! What time was it anyway!? Surely he'd want
to come and fuck her at least!

What a crazy pervert he was!

Finally, finally, the door opened and he
walked in, that familiar scowl on his face. At least, as far as she
could tell from upside down.

“Be silent!” he growled as she babbled her
plea to be let down.

Gulping, she obeyed.

“Any unsatisfactory conduct on your part will
always bring prompt punishment. You should accept this as an
unalterable fact of life now.”

“But I didn't – !”

“Silence!”

She shut up.

“Evidently I have not made it sufficiently
clear to you just what I expect of you. So I shall do so now.”

He found another of those thick leather
restraints, fit it around her other ankle, and then pulled it up
and out to the side, before attaching it to another chain. This was
something of a relief for Lexie since it took half the weight off
her first ankle and also took her mind off the effort of
controlling a leg which kept wanting to do the splits.

Of course, it also left her suspended upside
down with her legs spread obscenely wide.

James took something off a shelf and then
knelt next to her. He gripped her and jerked it tight, making her
gasp, as he then let thin leather cords slide across her face.

“I will make it crystal clear to you, Girl,
what you may do when I am not here. Anything else you do will draw
punishment.”

He let those thin leather strings slide
across her face repeatedly as he held her. They were in a bunch,
like a thick handful of boot laces, only attached to a handle for
some reason. He released her hair and stood up, and a panting Lexie
stared up at the confused, upside-down picture of him
uncertainly.

She saw his arm draw back and then come
forward, and the thick mass of leathery laces swept up and around
and then hit her between the legs! There was a thick blow there,
but not much pain, really. But the tips of the laces spread out
from there and snapped down against her buttocks in a way which
stung! In fact, it stung about twenty times from twenty separate
laces!

“Oww!”

“You may sleep in your bedroom.”

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“You may use the bathroom there for showering
or bathing.”

Crack!

“Owh! Don't!”

“You may use the hall bathrooms for bodily
functions.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

The laces were about two feet long or so.
They stuck the area between her sex and back opening all together,
then spread out – again and again, the thin laces snapping
stingingly into her inside and underside of her buttocks, then
spreading wider to one side or the other as he aimed his blows.

“You may sit on any of the decks and use the
pool.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You may wander on the paths through the
greenhouse.”

Crack!

“You may use the theater.”

Crack!

“You may use the gym.”

Crack!

“You may use the games room.”

Crack!

Lexie's bottom was starting to really burn!
It felt raw from the continued sharp little stings of dozens of
little leather strips! The things struck almost the entire surface
of her bottom and even her hips and back just above her
buttocks!

They also struck directly down against her
sex, but there they were bunched together. Instead of a separate
mass of stinging snapping thongs they hit in a mass to produce a
dull, throbbing ache. The ache was growing worse, now, though, as
her sex felt hot, the lips swollen.

“You may go to any of the areas I have listed
when your work is done.”

Crack!

“And only when your work is done.”

Crack!

“Have I made myself clear, Girl?”

Lexie moaned helplessly, chest heaving,
whimpering at the soreness to her bottom and the pounding in her
head.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Answer me, girl.”

“Yes!”

“Now I will state what you must do, as
opposed to what you are permitted to do.”

Crack!

“You must answer sir whenever you address
me.”

Crack!

'You must address me in a respectful
tone.”

Crack!

“You must do all assigned tasks.”

Crack!

“I will prepare a list for you and update it
as necessary.”

Crack!

“You must also obey all orders given
you.”

Crack!

“Instantly.”

Crack!

“Without hesitation or question.”

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

“You forgot to say sir.”

“Please, sir!”

“Have you understood everything I've said,
girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“You are certain? Because doing anything you
are not specifically permitted to do, or disobeying any of the
requirements I have set out will draw instant punishment.”

Panting, gulping in air, Lexie tried to think
of what he had said.

“Can I... go into the kitchen, sir?”

“Only for cleaning purposes. The same goes
for other parts of the apartment.”

“But...”

“You will be fed before I leave for the day
and when I return. You may prepare a lunch in the morning and
consume it at the noon hour. There is a small refrigerator in your
bedroom.”

He turned away from her, and Lexie, gasping
and trembling, knew a wild hope he was doing punishing her. When he
returned, though, it looked like he had some kind of black club in
his hand! At least, it looked like that from her upside down
position in the short moments she could see it!

He stepped closer to he and she felt fingers
at her sex, then pressure from something which was slick and
slippery. She gasped at any touch, for while her entrance felt sore
and battered, if not as raw and tender as her buttocks!

He forced apart the lips of her sex, and
something pushed into her. Another vibrator or dildo, she thought,
with more relief. Perhaps, like before, the sex would follow the
punishment. And certainly the sex had been worth the punishment the
last time!

She'd never had sex upside down before,
though!

Like the earlier vibrator this thing
stretched her and slid deep, deep into her belly, then it had a
sort of base of some kind which started buzzing as it pressed
firmly against the outside of her sex.

James turned and left, and once again, while
Lexie expected him to come right back, he did not.

She groaned as she hung in place. Her bottom
felt sore, but that thing he'd shoved inside her made her ache with
a familiar fullness, one which resonated through her body and
provoked her to memories of earlier today. The thing vibrated
against her sex, too, and her clitoris, sore and sensitive,
quivered in tune to it.

Everyone was so mean to her, she thought
forlornly. But this time the sense of being ill-used had a sexual
heat to it, something not far from masochism. It was so outrageous
that she should be treated like this! She was a helpless prisoner
of a cruel, evil man!

And her head ached.

Her body began to heat up, to thrum with
sexual electricity. She moaned dazedly, wanting him to come and let
her down and fuck her like he had before. The vibrations turned her
on, but the vibrator wasn't moving at all. Just holding it against
her, without much pressure, was extremely arousing but not enough
to push her to the edge and then drop her over the side.

It made her entire body quiver, though,
tightened her chest, and left her feeling somewhat breathless.

He returned – finally – and brought with him
another club! This one was much longer, way more than a foot long!
It wasn't as thick, though.

“Time for you to learn a new skill, Girl,” he
said.

Lexie moaned in response.

He knelt next to her and wound her thick hair
around his fist again, then jerked it back. Lexie gasped, and then,
instead of staring at the upside down door ahead of her she found
herself staring at the floor a foot below her. And the club. The
club – well, dildo – was pinker than the first one, but had had a
very distinct looking head, just like the ones she'd slipped into
her mouth before.

Pulling on her hair had pulled on her scalp,
which had her mouth open wide as he maneuvered the head into
it.

“Swallow, Girl,” he said.

Swallow? What did he – ?”

The head pushed deep into her mouth, and then
her eyes bulged as it pushed into her very throat! She squealed and
twisted violently, or tried to, as the head not only made her gag
but pushed remorselessly up through her throat, inch after inch
after inch, until more than a foot of it was inside her!

“Swallow,” he said several times.

Swallow! Her throat ached from the dildo
inside it, spasming repeatedly as she sought to gag on the choking
toy cock which was still being pushed deeper!

“It's not impossible. Many girls learn. You
will too,” he said, holding the wriggling, twisting, naked girl
firmly by the hair.

“It is a necessary skill which will enhance
your value.”

Lexie's head pounded even more! Her chest
began to burn, and black dots danced before her eyes as she began
to panic from lack of air! Everything else was of secondary
importance as her lungs began to burn. Then she began to feel
faint, her eyes glazing over.

The thing slid slowly back out of her, and
her glassy eyes watched inch after inch after foot of it slide into
view before it came out and she could suck in deep, frantic breaths
of air!

“See? Not difficult.”

Lexie wasn't in a position to argue as she
desperately filled her lungs again and again. Her throat still
ached, but not so much, and more importantly, she could breath now!
At least, she could until, without warning, he shoved the thing
into her open mouth and straight up into her throat again!

Again she gagged and jerked violently and
twisted as best she could, and he ignored her as he fed almost the
whole thing up into her and held it and her firmly!

The gagging eased as her breathlessness
continued, and then stopped until he slid it out again. She gulped
in deep, ragged breaths of air, as he held the thing below her.
Then he pushed it back into her throat a third time, held it, and
pulled it free. The head came out of her mouth with a flood of
saliva but she was beyond pride, gasping and gulping in air.

“You will learn,” he growled.

She tried to close her teeth on it when he
shoved it into her again, but a sharp jerk on her hair forced her
teeth wide and then he slid it deep again, and this time he started
to pump it up and down! The feel of it caressing the insides of her
throat was like nothing she'd ever imagined before!

For what felt like an eternity, he kept
sliding it into her mouth and then up her throat, as Lexie's vision
blurred and she became more and more dazed from repeated oxygen
deprivation. The gagging and choking faded, but her throat still
ached.

He stopped, leaving her to dangle dazedly,
drooling, and then worked the vibrator thing in and out of her,
grinding the base against her as she groaned dizzily.

He went to the wall, then, and she began to
sink downward. She wound up on the floor, panting, chest heaving,
flushed, head aching, with her legs in the air. He removed the
ankle restraints, then put her on her belly with her bottom in the
air as he had this morning.

The vibrator thing was still inside her as he
lifted her upper body off the floor by gripping her hair, kneeling
in front of her, and then pulled his stiff erection out of his
sweatpants.

“Now service me, Girl.”
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He pushed it into her mouth – open as she
panted, and as he pulled on her scalp, and she gurgled as it
slipped inside.

“Suck.”

Lexie sucked at once, moaning helplessly,
hoping she could make him come before he shoved it down her
throat.

She couldn't.

His cock pushed deep into her throat, and she
gurgled and gagged, but not that much, surprisingly, and in fact,
she found the soft flesh easier to get down than the dildo had
been.

“That's it,” he said, shoving himself in to
the balls. “That's what I want. Good girl.”

Oddly, dazedly, the words comforted her.

She still gurgled and gagged a bit as he
started to pump in and out, but he moved slowly, and she found, to
her astonishment, that she could cope.

“Your mind tells your throat what it can
safely swallow,” he said. “That's why you don't choke when you're
eating, but you do if your finger even comes near the back of your
mouth. It's all in your head. Once you know you can swallow
someone's cock your mind will calm down and then your gag reflex
will relax.”

And so it proved, though it wasn't quite that
easy. She was constantly being deprived of oxygen, which made her
head pound and her chest burn, and left her feeling sweaty,
frazzled and light-headed. She was relieved when he pulled out
entirely, lowering her upper body to the floor and moving behind
her. She felt his fingers at the little coin-shaped plug sitting
against her bottom, then felt him pulling the fatter thing inside
her.

She moaned as it came up and out, feeling
vacant, though not for long. His cock slid into her, smooth and
slick and warm, and she was amazed at how easily it penetrated her.
It didn't even hurt! The times she'd let boys fuck her ass it had
hurt!

“Keep your legs upright, straight up,” he
said, tugging on her waist to pull her buttocks back towards him.
But spread your knees a little more. That's it, Girl.”

His big cock was pushing deep into her belly.
It ached, but not terribly, and the sense of fullness was
incredibly erotic, especially in tandem with the thick vibrator
thing he'd stuffed up her pussy. Still gulping in air and light
headed, her eyes slitted, Lexie groaned as the cock moved in and
out of her, getting deeper.

His hips began to strike her upraised
buttocks, jarring her body, sending a shudder through her that
seemed to resonate through her body to her groin. The vibrator
thing was still pressed against the outside of her sex, buzzing
powerfully against her clitoris, and Lexie felt herself relaxing to
the steady buzzing there, as well as the steady blows against her
buttocks.

She grunted dazedly at each thrust, eyes
fluttering, her upper body grinding against the floor a little now
as the thrusts got harder. That just made her chest mash her
breasts back and forth under her, which made them feel more hot and
swollen.

She gasped as he buried himself in her ass,
grinding his hips against her soft flesh, then felt her hair
pulled, forcing her head up and back.

“You have a tight, warm and delicious ass,
Girl,” he said. “It's well-made for pleasing men.”

She groaned as he pulled back a few inches
then slammed himself home again.

“A snug home for any man's cock,” he
said.

Again he drew back a few inches, then thrust
home.

“Tell me, Girl, do you feel a sense of
it?”

He drew back and slammed home, and Lexie
gasped again as he ground his pelvis against her buttocks.

“Do you sense your purpose in life?”

Again he drew back a few inches and then
rammed himself home.

“Oh!”

“Do you begin to see your arrogance was
pointless?”

He drew back and slammed himself into
her.

“Ridiculous arrogance?”

“Oh!”

“Your ass belongs to me, Girl.”

“Ah!”

“Your ass will be well-used henceforth.”

“Ungh!”

“As will the rest of your body.”

He drew his big cock all the way back down
her tight tunnel and pulled free, then penetrated her once more and
slid himself deep.

“Do you feel arrogant now?”

He jerked harder on her hair, enough to force
her head up and back and actually lift her upper body off the
floor!

“Who is in charge here, Girl?” he demanded,
roughly groping her right breast.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Who?!”

“Y-You are, sir!”

“And are you better than me?”

Crack!

“No, sir!”

Crack!

He slapped her breast! It stung and made
Lexie cry out.

“Are you my equal?”

“No, sir!” she moaned.

His hand went around her throat now, almost
completely encircling it, and she felt her eyes bulge as he
squeezed briefly before relaxing his grip.

“Are you feeling humble, Girl? Are you
feeling how weak, how helpless, how poor, how unimportant you are?
Are you feeling how low you are?”

Crack!

Lexie gasped at the sharp slap to her bottom,
then the rough groping of her breast.

“In the animal world, Girl, the female has
little say in who mounts her and uses her. The bull uses who the
bull will, or in a pack, it will be the dominant males. She submits
to the power and strength, as nature intends.”

He dropped her hair and Lexie gasped as her
upper torso hit the rug again, then he started thrusting into her
harder and faster, his hips slapping against her upraised buttocks
once more, jarring her body and making her shudder repeatedly.

“You're a beautiful little bitch,” he said.
“And you will submit to me.”

Lexie wondered what he thought she was
already doing! She'd never had a guy talk so much while he fucked
her before! Or usually at all! It was strange, but his words seemed
both insulting and blatantly obvious at the same time.

She knew she was weak. She knew he had the
power. She knew she was submitting to him. And this degrading,
helpless position, with her bottom raised so high into the air and
her legs spread while he sodomized her could not possibly make that
more obvious.

So she felt no flare of resentment at his
words, but simply a very deep awareness that it was the truth, that
he was the big man, the bull, the powerful, dominant male, and she
was just a weak little female who had to submit to him.

It was almost... natural.

Oh, her friends might find her position
demeaning, and Lexie might have once herself, but now it just
seemed to be a completely normal thing. Whatever he wanted, she had
to do. He was the boss. Not in the sense of being her employer –
for she'd never had much respect for them. No, it was something
much more primal.

He was using her like a bitch animal, like a
whore, and instead of feeling ashamed or angered she felt a strange
sense of something like complete acceptance. He was spearing his
big cock achingly deep into her ass again and again and again, his
hips slapping against her buttocks repeatedly.

But she felt no shame and no concern about
things she usually did when having sex, like would he gossip about
her, or respect her or stuff like that. She didn't even feel the
need to do or act in a way that would make him think she was hot
and sexy, the way she usually did to bask in her own sense of being
an object of every man's desire.

He wasn't a guy like … like someone
she wanted to date or someone she wanted to impress. He was a man,
her boss, but... but something more that she didn't quite have a
word for. And all she had to do was exactly what he told her to do,
which was kneel here and... submit to him.

His cock was so big! She felt hollowed out
inside by its steady thrusting! Not to mention that big vibrator
thing stuffed up her pussy!

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap. His hips kept
striking her buttocks, sending shudders through her body.

He paused, buried in her, grinding himself
against her buttocks so his cock kind of twisted around inside
her.

She groaned as he gathered in her hair and
pulled it back.

“Are you going to be a good girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm going to be a good girl, sir!”

“How will you be a good girl?” he
demanded.

Lexie didn't quite understand, as his big
hand groped her breast.

“A good girl obeys. Are you going to obey,
Girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“A good girl does exactly what she is told.
Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“A good girl submits. Are you going to be a
good girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she panted.

He let go of her hair and her chin and chest
sank back onto the floor. He gripped her hips, yanking them up and
back a little more.

“What am I doing right now, Girl?”

“Fucking my ass, sir!” she moaned.

“Correct. Why am I fucking your ass?”

“Because... because you want to?”

Crack!

“Sir,” he snapped.

“Because you want to, sir!”

“Excellent. Good girl. Yes. I'm fucking your
ass because I want to fuck your ass.”

He started pumping again.

“What does a good girl do when a man wants to
fuck her ass?”

“She... lets him... sir?”

Crack!

Lexie winced.

“She bends over and submits.”

All this talk was very weird to Lexie,
especially while that big cock kept moving inside her, and that
buzzing sex toy kept her lower belly thrumming with energy. But the
talk was also strangely arousing too for some reason. She'd have
laughed at any guy she was sleeping with who said such
things. But with this man it didn't seem funny. It seemed
very... real. And that was outrageous!

Which was... swirly and confusing and almost
mesmerizing!

And she finally sort of understood why. He
was talking like she was some sort of sex toy that he owned. Like a
sex slave! That was darkly, violently arousing! A part of her felt
she deserved it. A part of her wallowed in the sense of being a
victim the thought brought. And a part of her found it deeply
comforting to think he owned her. Because that meant he
would look after her.

And no one else would.

This would show her parents! Look what their
cruelty had brought her to! Insisting she get a job, forcing her
out of the house (she ignored the fact she had stormed off in a
huff) and mocking her for being lazy! And now look at her! Tied up
and helpless, face down while some ruthless man fucked her ass like
she was his slave bitch!

They'd be horrified if they knew what their
callous treatment was putting her through!

There was a great sense of satisfaction at
that.

But she still felt hollow, still gasped and
moaned as he continued to pound himself against her. Her body
continued to shudder to the blows of his hips. And she was rapidly
heating up now, gasping and moaning, her breathing becoming more
ragged as her face flushed.

This was so dirty and nasty and kinky and
slutty! But none of it was her fault! She was just a poor,
helpless, noble victim of the cruelty of others!

She wallowed in that sense of masochistic
excitement now, and the buzzing vibrator made her entire body
vibrate. She felt deliciously full as her vaginal muscles squeezed
down on the thing again and again. And that big cock kept pounding
into her!

The dark heat climbed higher within her mind
and spread up her body like a wildfire, and her eyes slitted as she
savored her own cruel, savage use, and then she felt the orgasm
sweep through her. Her body began to jerk and tremble as her
muscles spasmed. Convulsions tore through her as she cried out in
helpless, wanton, uninhibited pleasure.

For it wasn't like she had to cover anything
up now. Not the way she would with a lover, with some guy. No, she
had no secrets and had no need to impress or convince or deceive.
Gripped by a dark feverish lust she opened herself up to the liquid
fire of the explosive release of sensation and let herself drown in
it.

*

He left her like that, putting the butt-plug
thing back into her.

“We want to keep all my semen inside your
body,” he said.

That was dirty and nasty and icky in a way,
but also darkly arousing.

He was a cruel man, she thought. She didn't
think it in fear or resentment or alarm, but in an odd way, in
fascination, and no small sense of excitement.

She was the helpless prisoner of a cruel
man!

There was no sense of resentment in her. She
didn't find herself impatiently waiting, pouting, bored, wanting
him to come and do something else with her. She was strangely at
peace with herself as she knelt there, bottom raised and knees
spread.

She still felt kind of hollow, though now she
ached inside. She'd never been fucked in the ass by such a big
cock, let alone fucked so hard. He'd pulped her insides! God! What
other nasty, kinky, cruel things would he do to her, she thought
with dark sense of wonder.

She was such a whore!

Of course, that just meant she deserved it
even more. It wasn't like she was good for anything except
fucking.

He returned!

“Stand up, Girl.”

She grunted as she awkwardly forced herself
up and back onto her knees, then stood up.

“Legs always apart. Shoulders back, chest
out.”

She complied and he reached for her right
nipple. She started to look down instinctively, but his hand
slapped her chin.

“Head back!”

She obeyed, and felt him unscrewing the stud,
then tugging it out of her nipple. A moment later she felt another
one, a little thicker, being forced into the hole. She felt her
other stud removed, and replaced as well. These were not studs,
though, she thought. They were heavier.

He dropped to his knees and she felt his
fingers at her sex, opening her up. She felt him undoing the stud
there, and then replacing that, too. Whatever it was he replaced
the stud with was much bigger.

He undid her collar and removed it, then, but
then put something else around her neck. She got a brief glimpse of
it, even with her head back. It was a gold collar! Sure enough, he
went behind her after that and replaced the leather bands around
her wrists and ankles with gold ones.

A moment later he pulled the butt-plug out of
her and replaced it with another. The fat part moved into her, and
then narrowed to almost nothing, just like the first one with the
little base on the outside. She was sure it was gold too.

She saw him handling something, then felt
something like a slim gold band go around her hips, with something
dangling down between her legs. Sure enough, she felt him pull the
something in between her legs and up between her buttocks. He
seemed to be doing something around the butt-plug, then the whole
thing jerked in tight!

She gasped as she felt it pulling in sharply
against her sex. Then he gripped her hair and jerked her across the
room until she could see herself in a mirror.

Lexie stared in disbelief.

The collar around her throat was...
beautiful! It seemed to glow! It had a thick center band that was
richly molded with outlines of girls naked bodies in various
positions, and a center part right in front of her neck that said
“Girl” in big letters, then a thick ring hanging from it.

Like a slave girl!

Her nipples were adorned with large gold
rings. They weren't like the ones she was used to. They were a
thicker gauge, and she didn't even see any little balls for
unscrewing them. She wondered how they came out.

What really drew her eyes, though, was the
thing strapped around her waist. It was a flat gold band just at
the top of her hips, narrower than her little finger. It dipped way
down to a richly carved dragon right at the top of her sex, and was
attached to the tips of its outstretched wings.

The body of the little gold dragon descended
directly along the line of her sex, curving slightly, as her body
curved, pressing in between the lips of her sex, and resting there
to hide her before the gold band underneath pulled up between her
buttocks.

There was a circular opening right at the top
of the little dragon, where it's mouth would be, and that was over
her clitoris. The stud she'd had in the hood over her clitoris had
been replaced too. It was now a ring from which a tiny gold bell
hung and was displayed in that tiny circular hole.

Lexie was entranced!

And, despite that incredible orgasm –
aroused!

“Now, let us inspect the work you have done
today,” he said.

He drew her wrists together behind her and
Lexie gulped as she felt him working with the metal bands. A moment
later he let go and her wrists remained locked behind her – as if
they were in handcuffs!

“Come, Girl.”

He walked out of the room and, feeling her
chest very tight, Lexie scurried after.

It amazed her how incredibly wild and wicked
and nasty this all was! She'd thought herself world-weary and jaded
about sex, a sophisticate who could not really be impressed. But
now she felt as wild and thrilled as if it was all entirely new!
Well, certainly THIS kind of thing was entirely new!

They went to the library and he demanded to
know what she'd accomplished thus far, then they went to his
bedroom, unclipping her wrists again.

“Undress me,” he ordered.

Lexie gulped, but hesitantly reached forward
and helped him off with his jacket.

“There, in the closet.”

She went to the huge walk-in closet, and he
followed, showing her where to put clothes which had been worn.

“These will be taken away by a service,
dry-cleaned, and then returned,” he said. “You can then hang them
up or put them away.”

He showed her where different kinds of
clothing was kept on the many shelves, and in the cupboards and
drawers, then had her kneel and undo the laces of his shoes, taking
them off. Then she took off his socks, rose, undid his belt and
pulled it free of the loops of his trousers, then undid his
trousers and unzipped them.

They came down and he stepped out of them as
she pulled them off. She hesitated, looking at his black
boxers.

“Yes, these too.”

Gulping, she pulled his boxers off and his
thick cock hung free, making her pulse race. He showed no sexual
interest, however, and she stood, then removed his tie, then undid
the buttons of his shirt and pulled it off.

When she had put everything away he pointed
where he kept the more comfortable clothing he chose to wear around
the house. She took out a pair of sweatpants, helping him on with
them. Then she got a loose t-shirt and helped him on with that.

With that done he clipped her wrists together
behind her once more, and she followed him out into the hall. They
went to the home gym, and he put her on a treadmill, turned it on,
and then got on another piece of equipment himself to exercise.

As she walked, the bell dangling from her
clit ring tinkled faintly. It also tugged a little at her flesh as
it swung. After a while he unclipped her wrists and had her doing
other exercises, including stretching exercises much like yoga, and
then working with one of the weight machines until her arms
ached!

She was sweating and exhausted by the time he
had her follow him through the greenhouse and out onto the pool
deck. Then he jumped into the pool. Lexie hesitated, but at a
signal from him she jumped in too. It was good to feel the cool
water wash over her!

This was not playing, though, but more
exercise. He swam from end to end and insisted she do the same.
Then, when they were done they walked through the greenhouse and
back inside, then to the main bathroom.

He turned on the shower, stepped inside, and
pulled her in with him, then undid the wrist clips so she had her
hands free.

“Wash my body, Girl,” he ordered.

He turned the water off and gave her a bottle
of soap, and Lexie hesitantly squeezed it out into one hand and
then began to spread it across his chest.

Letting her hands slide up and down over his
shoulders and chest, and down over his stomach, and back started to
make her body thrum again. And if that hadn't, then squeezing out
more soap and soaping up his cock and balls, and his ass, certainly
would have! She had to drop to her knees to clean his legs and
feet, too, and then he jerked her to her feet by the hair and
kissed her very roughly and powerfully.

His big, soapy hands wrapped around her,
pulling her against him as his tongue and lips ravished hers, and
Lexie, breathless and heart pounding, simply stood on the balls of
her feet as they kissed, moaning into his mouth until he finished
and then turned on the water to rinse them off.

He dried them and then she followed him up
the hall where he clipped her wrists together once more, and had
her kneel in the corner of the kitchen while he made dinner.

“Keep your shoulders back and chest out at
all times, Girl,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“And keep those legs spread wide.”

She flushed but obeyed. It was weird being
naked all the time, or worse than naked, especially around a hot,
powerfully built man like this!

He made steak, which didn't surprise her. A
man as rich as him could probably have steak every day of his life.
No box of Kraft Macaroni and Cheese Dinner for him! He seemed to
know what he was doing, and handled knives with ease as he pulled
spices and vegetables from various cupboards and the
refrigerator.

The room was soon smelling so great Lexie's
mouth watered. It felt weird to be aroused and also hungry at the
same time. But then, she'd never experienced anything like this,
and her mind was all confused, she thought.

He left the room for a minute, and she stayed
as she was, fairly certain she'd get some kind of punishment if he
came back and she did anything else. To her unhappiness, he
returned with that big double-headed dildo in his hand.

“No better time to practice than with an
empty stomach,” he said.

He had her stand, gripped her hair firmly
behind her neck to tilt her head back, then slid the dildo into her
mouth.

Lexie felt a sense of anxiety and her stress
level rose markedly.

“Remember, you have already done it. You can
do it again. It's all in your mind. If your mind tells your throat
it's all right, then your throat will accept it.”

He pumped the head and some of the body in
and out of her mouth, and every time the head pushed too deep in
her mouth she gagged again, but he always drew it back. She started
to get used to it being deep in her mouth, and then he abruptly
jerked sharply, stingingly on her hair, which caused her head to go
back further even as the thing slid down her throat!

She gagged again, jerking and straining
against him, but to no avail. He was so strong! The big, twenty
inch long silicone cock slid deep into her throat, until only a few
inches remained. He held it in place as she trembled and shook,
then pulled it slowly up and back.

It felt very strange! Her throat ached, but
the feel of the long, slick dildo caressing her tonsils in one
continuous movement started to almost relax her throat as he pulled
it free again.

She coughed violently and gulped in air, and
he gave her time to catch her breath, but then pushed it down her
throat again – and again, and again, until he had to give up and
let her sink dazedly to her knees as he attended to dinner.

“You'll get used to it, Girl. It will be a
talent which will see you in good stead for the rest of your life,
and please many men, including me, which, of course, is most
important.”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


The steak was enormous, and he placed it and
some plates of vegetables as well as wine on a tray, then pushed it
out of the room, with Lexie following. He placed it all on the
dining room table and sat down, directing her, with a pointed
finger, to kneel beside his chair.

By then she had recovered her breath, and he
wiped her face for her, then began to eat as soft orchestra music
played somewhere.

Lexie looked up at him, her mouth starting to
water, wondering if he would even let her eat.

He cut a piece and then picked it up in his
fingers, lowering his hand so it was flat before her and the piece
of steak laying his palm.

Feeling a small jolt, Lexie bent forward and
licked it from his palm, and he withdrew his hand to cut himself
another piece.

And that was how she ate. It felt weird to be
licking food from his hand, or taking it from his fingers, but on
the other hand it was very good steak, and tasted delicious. It was
also weirdly sexy and exciting. She felt like a slave girl! Her
body simmered softly as she watched him eat, and as she took food
from his hand.

After dinner he brought her to the main
bathroom and brushed her teeth for her! That was weird, too!

She followed him to the living room where he
watched the news while she lay belly down across his lap, a bit
nervous but also excited. His hands caressed her bare back as well
as her bare bottom, and now and then his fingers slid in between
her thighs to stroke her there as she trembled breathlessly.

But she was also, of course, in a perfect
position to be spanked, and her bottom still felt tender.

“Tell me, Girl, what faults have you
identified in your character,” he said, after the news was
done.

Lexie gulped uneasily.

“Uhm... I uhm... I'm lazy,” she gulped.

His fingers kneaded her bare bottom and
glided over its rounded curves.

“And?”

“I'm... dishonest and uhm... I uh, am
disrespectful and selfish.”

“And?”

“I'm a slut?”

“And?”

“Uhm... I'm selfish?”

“And?”

Lexie felt the stress rising, even as his
fingers stroked her clitoris.

“I'm uhm... uh... stupid?”

Crack!

She winced.

“Stupidity is not a character trait, Girl.
It's a function of low intelligence. I do not believe you have low
intelligence.”

That felt good. It was almost a compliment,
though Lexie doubted he was right. She'd always sort of felt
stupid.

“Character traits are flaws in your
personality,” he said, his fingers caressing her bottom. Would you
like me to list the ones you have forgotten?”

No, she wouldn't, but Lexie couldn't think of
the others!

“Y-Yes, sir,” she gulped.

Crack!

She gasped.

“You're disobedient.”

Crack!

“You're inconsiderate.”

Crack!

“You're prideful.”

Her bottom was starting to burn, but oddly,
the dark heat within her was growing at the same pace.

Crack!

“You're shallow.”

Crack!

“You use drugs.”

Crack!

“Perhaps your worst flaw, Girl,” he said, his
fingers gliding over her hot buttocks, then in between her thighs.
“Is that you use your body to get what you want from men, but
rarely give them much in return.”

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

Lexie yelped and moaned and whined and
wriggled as his hand continued to slap sharply down on her bottom.
This was a real spanking, and she knew there was nothing she could
do or say to stop it!

“Please!” she gasped anyway. “Please,
sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please, sir! I'll be good!” she cried.

“How often have you made promises in your
life and not kept them, Girl?” he growled.

Lexie hesitated, because the only truthful
answer was 'many, many times', and she didn't want to give it!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! I'm sorry! I'm sorry, sir!” she
cried, her bottom burning hot!

“Are you really sorry, Girl? Because to be
sorry one has to recognize ones own flaws and condemn them, then
attempt to do better. And you seem to have forgotten many of your
flaws. Without this first step you can't improve.”

Crack!

“I'll remember them, sir!” she cried, her
bottom flaming!

She was starting to get desperate!

“See that you do,” he said.

He stood up, with her in his arms, then
hefted her up higher and dropped her, belly down, across his left
shoulder. Gasping, sniffling a little, Lexie stared upside-down
around her as he carried her from the room, upstairs to 'her'
bedroom, then threw her on the bed.

He knelt on the edge of the bed, rolled her
onto her back, and unclipped the restraints.

“Put your hands above your head,” he said as
he rolled her back onto her back.

Lexie obeyed and he tugged her up a bit, then
locked her wrists together again. A moment later he chained them to
a short chain which apparently was already in place, attached to
the middle of the headboard.

He lifted her legs up and back, raising her
ankles – with the gold shackles around them, up and out to either
side, wide to either side! There were more chains attached to the
posts above her, and he attached her ankles to either post so they
were spread achingly wide out to either side, and her feet were
actually behind her head!

He left the room and then returned with a big
dildo with straps on it. A moment later he worked it deep into her
pussy, ignoring her moans of pain as he filled her to overflowing,
then drew the straps up around her hips and buckled them in
place.

He plugged an electrical cord into the base
of the dildo, plugged it into the wall behind the bedside table,
and the thing started to vibrate. Then he left the room again,
closing the door behind him.

Lexie moaned helplessly. She was relieved her
bottom wasn't being struck any more. And while it would have stung
to sit down or even lay on it, he'd clearly found a way to keep it
elevated! The tendons in her thighs ached somewhat, but that wasn't
so bad.

The vibrator was buzzing uncomfortably
powerfully, though. What was worse it was moving! Not the entire
thing jammed high in her belly, but something at the base. It was
like it was on a little swivel and was rubbing from side to side
against her.

Against her clitoris, to be exact.

This guy James was such a pervert!

Or were all adult men this perverted? She'd
had no clue! She didn't spend much time talking with men this old!
Why would she? And she certainly didn't talk to them about sex!
Well, unless she was flirting with them, but nothing ever came of
that flirting. She only flirted to get what she wanted.

Which was one of her character flaws, she
realized.

Ungh! This thing was so big! She felt so
stretched! And it was buzzing so powerfully! It was way more
powerful than any vibrator she'd ever felt before! She'd never had
one that plugged into the wall, though.

As the stress from her spanking faded her
body and mind began to flood with heat once again. This was far
more like the kind of punishment she wanted, Lexie thought, with
growing excitement. If punishment was what it was...

Her hips began to jerk, her muscles to
twitch, and she became more and more breathless as her chest got
tighter and tighter. Then the orgasm swept over her and she jerked
and bucked, gasping and crying out softly, a flush spreading down
her face and chest as her body overheated and exploded.

The feel of her pussy spasming around the
thick vibrator made her mind swim in dark liquid heat, and she
closed her eyes and let her hips buck helplessly against it as the
orgasm ran its course.

It faded, leaving her panting and
groaning.

But the vibrator didn't stop, and instead of
being able to relax in the lazy, comfortable afterglow, the thing
continued to buzz against her and to grind uncomfortably against
her now-exquisitely sensitive pussy and clitoris!

Was this the torture!?

It didn't last long, though. The
uncomfortable sensations morphed into something entirely different,
and she found herself pulsing with heat again, dark fantasies and
memories sweeping through her mind as the thing continued to make
her nerve endings tremble and spasm.

Another orgasm tore through her body and
mind, and then another, and then another and another! Lexie had
always been lazy in sex, and even lazier in masturbation. She'd
never climaxed more than once. Now the orgasms were rolling over
her again and again, with less and less time between them!

It was glorious! But also exhausting! And her
inner muscles spasmed so much they were aching!

Another orgasm tore her mind apart, and
another, and still the thing remained jammed hard against her sex,
buzzing, vibrating, rotating, rubbing, making her body explode!

She was half conscious, sweating heavily, and
gasping for breath by the time James returned for her. He removed
the big vibrator, entered her himself, and pounded her
remorselessly, just as he'd done before, his big body crushing her
as his hips slammed into her with hard, brutal thrusts.

Lexie could only groan, eyes slitted, jaw
slack, as he rode her, as he used her body. When he was done he
unfastened the chains from her ankles, letting them drop to the
bed, then left, closing the door behind and turning out the
light.

Lexie slept.

She wakened in the middle of the night,
bleary eyed, confused, body aching in multiple places, not the
least of which was inside her abdomen. But the aches weren't
powerful, and she fell back asleep, wondering why her arms wouldn't
move.

She woke again with daylight filling the
room, and tried to sit up, only to realize her wrists were chained
above her to the center of the bed. That produced a wild rush of
anxiety, but also a dark hunger as she worked her way up into a
sitting position – her hands up and back behind her head, and
looked around at the room.

Her room!?

It was so gorgeous! And the view was
amazing!

She looked down at her body and shuddered
slightly.

Sex slave!

That was what she looked like a felt like!
The idea was only a little scary, though, because it was kind of
silly. She could leave any time she wanted, after all. So instead
it was... wickedly hot and deliciously nasty!

And sure, James was old, twice her age,
probably, but he had a great body, and he was incredibly sexy! Not
to mention great in bed – if on the rough side.

Besides, if she got fed up she'd just wait
until she was alone, steal some stuff, and leave.

He entered the room and she felt her breath
leave her as he looked at her coolly.

“Lay down and spread your legs.”

The words jolted her, but she slid down until
she was flat on the bed and spread her legs.

He looked at her and Lexie looked back, heart
thumping.

“Draw your knees up.”

Again she obeyed.

“Now spread them out to the sides.

Lexie flushed, spreading her knees as far as
she could to either side.

Her mind squirmed to display herself like
this while he watched!

“Roll onto your belly and raise your ass into
the air. Present your body for use.”

She flushed again, feeling another wild jolt,
but rolled over and raised her bottom high, trying to imitate the
position he had put her in several times the other day, spreading
her legs as the flush spread down her chest and her pulse
raced.

“Put your legs together.”

She obeyed, gulping, panting raggedly.

“What are your flaws, girl?”

“I-I'm lazy and selfish and arrogant and...
uneducated!” she gulped.

Crack!

The blow across her bottom was not as sharp
as from the crop, nor as light and stinging as the flog he had
used. He was holding up an ordinary belt in his hand, about an inch
wide and doubled up.

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Sir.”

“Please, sir!”

“Your flaws.”

“I...I'm disobedient and dishonest and I make
promises I don't keep!”

Crack!

“Sir. What else?”

“I'm shallow and... and I do drugs, sir!”

Crack!

“Doesn't that sound like a horrible
person?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

The belt snapped down hard! Lexie cried out,
her bottom already flaming!

“Does that not sound like a girl who needs
and deserves to be punished?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Lexie shuddered and moaned, wide awake now,
as her bottom burned hotter and the sharp pain of the blows made
her hips jerk and her body flinch and tremble!

“Are you going to be a good girl now?”

“Yes, sir!” she exclaimed.

“We shall see, Girl. Spread your legs.”

Lexie eagerly obeyed! For it meant he might
be done using the belt on her and would have sex with her instead!
Sure enough, he climbed onto the bed behind her, and she felt his
fingers caressing her raw buttocks.

His fingers stroked up and down the line of
her sex, which felt very soft, sensitive and swollen, and when a
finger pushed into her she was startled to feel how wet she already
was! She moaned as he pulled his finger free, and something much
thicker pushed against her.

She felt a hot rush of bubbling liquid heat
as his cock drove into her belly. She wasn't sure why she felt
quite so aroused, unless it was just that she was a slut, but his
cock pushing into her felt soooo good, so right, so natural! It
filled her up, even if she did ache from the fullness, and the
sensation sent the heat notching up higher and higher as he worked
his cock deeper and deeper.

Lexie stared along her arms to the gold bands
around her wrists, and then the chains holding them to the center
of the headboard. This was so perverted and nasty and kinky!

Slave girl!

She moaned as he used her, as his cock
plunged deep and his hips began to slap against her upright
buttocks. Sensations swept over her like waves, guided by the
rising sense of heat in her mind, and as her arousal deepened she
began to roll her hips back at him, gasping and groaning as his
cock impaled her again and again.

And then, astonishing herself, she felt the
heat rise higher, and an orgasm swept over her. So fast! And so
intense! She could hardly believe it as she gasped and moaned and
gurgled and her hips bucked back frantically onto his plunging
cock!

She felt utterly owned! With her wrists
shackled and his big hands on her hips, she felt as if she really
were a slave girl! And the thought was deliciously erotic and
thrilling!

She heard nothing from him to indicate he had
finished. She was nearly limp, gasping, eyes slitted, when he
stopped, and that was how she knew. He slid out of her, pulled the
band back up to set the dragon in place, then unshackled her
wrists.

She cried out as her gripped her hair and
jerked her up and back.

“Come with me, Girl.”

He pulled her to her feet.

“Hands behind your neck. Back arched.”

And so she followed him, marching downstairs
and down the hall to the kitchen. This time she didn't kneel in the
corner, however, but stayed at his side as he made breakfast,
listening as he demonstrated exactly how to make it.

Only then did she kneel to eat from his
fingers as he ate his breakfast.

Afterward, she accompanied him to his
bedroom, then the enormous master bathroom, where they both got
into the shower. He handed her the soap and she dutifully soaped
him up. Next she helped him dress, fetching clothes and helping him
put them on. And finally, saw him to the door.

“A list of tasks is on the kitchen island,
Girl. See to them,” he said.

Lexie spent some time in front of a mirror,
amazed and somewhat excited, before going into the kitchen and
examining the list. First it said to clean the kitchen.

She looked around and shrugged. The kitchen
looked awfully clean to her. She wiped a few crumbs off the
counter, then for good measure wet a clothe and ran it over counter
and island. There, done.

Next she had to clean the floor in the dining
room. That was already clean, so... done. The next item was
changing the sheets in his bed, then cleaning his bathroom. She
went upstairs and shook her head once again at his enormous four
poster bed. The sheets sure looked clean to her.

She pulled them back, examined what was
underneath, tightened the corners a little, then pulled the sheets
up and made the bed. Done. Next she went to the bathroom. She wiped
down the counters, ran water in the shower, looked at he floor, and
smiled. Done.

This wasn't so hard at all.

She went to the living room and turned on the
water wall thing, then turned on the TV and flicked through the
channels for a bit before opening up the glass wall and padding out
onto the deck. What a view it had! She went back to the kitchen and
got herself a drink of fruit juice, then returned and relaxed
before the TV for a while.

Her fingers kept descending to her nipples,
which felt hard and swollen and tender around the thicker gauge
rings. The rings were also heavier than the studs she was used to,
and the weight tugged lightly on her nipples whenever she
moved.

Something else which kept drawing her fingers
was the little dragon nestled in the tight little valley between
her labia. She had discovered the rear of it was made of some kind
of soft silicone substance, and I rubbed against her as she moved.
The little bell which was hanging from her clit ring also swung and
bounced against the metal, sending very light little vibrations
resonating through her groin.

That and this entire outrageous situation
kept her in a state of simmering heat the entire time, and she had
to pull the dragon away now to masturbate. She lay slumped in the
chair, legs spread, moaning as she rubbed herself there and kneaded
her breasts.

It took surprisingly little time or attention
before she had a great orgasm, and she groaned in relief and
relaxation, before putting the dragon back in place and continuing
to watch TV.

She got a little worried, after that, and
rinsed off the glass before putting it away, then went to the
library to sort books. She did that for a couple of hours, made
lunch, and ate it out on the pool deck with a laptop she took from
his den, in the shade below an overhanging umbrella, surfing the
internet.

Again she found herself getting aroused, and
went inside, found one of those big dildos, and then, just for the
dark, nastiness of the idea, went back outside to lay back on the
lounge chair next to the pool. She pulled the dragon thing off,
spread her legs, and used the dildo no herself, plunging it in and
out as she rubbed her clitoris to an even more intense orgasm!

After a relaxing lunch she put the laptop
back, bur explored the den more thoroughly, and found an Ipad in
its box in the closet. She pulled it out and found it was working,
and avarice gripped her. She could probably steal this without him
even noticing for a long while! Even when he did he'd just think he
misplaced it!

Of course, she had no clothes, so she
couldn't take it with her and pawn it. But the time would come, she
was fairly sure. For now, she put it back, then went back to the
library to work.

She thought she got a pretty good amount of
work done before knocking off at three-ish, then explored his
bedroom drawers and closets, delighted when she found a whole
collection of expensive looking watches! They were probably worth
thousands!

She wouldn't get nearly so much, of course,
but could certainly get a lot! She would take them, along with what
looked like gold cuff-links and the Ipad when she left – as
inevitably she would. She always did, after all. He would get rid
of her, just like every other employer she'd ever had, to say
nothing of every other boyfriend.

He owed her anyway, for fucking her so hard,
and for calling her names and telling her she was dumb and
useless.

Even if that fucking was wild and
thrilling.

She got the dildo and lay back on his bed,
smirking at herself, and used it to give herself another tremendous
orgasm before tugging on the sheets to make sure they looked right,
then putting the dildo back where she found it.
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“Have you made productive use of your time
today, Girl?”

Lexie gasped, scrambling off the lounger by
the pool as he appeared behind her.

“Yes, sir!” she exclaimed.

“Hands behind neck, back arched, legs
apart.”

She obeyed, flushing at once and feeling the
now-familiar thrum of sexual heat and anticipation roll through her
body.

God, she thought. I'm turning into some kind
of nympho slut!

“Did you accomplish all the tasks on your
list today, Girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

He let his hand slide up and across her left
breast, giving it a soft squeeze, then fingered her right nipple.
Finally his hand slid up into her hair and gripped it behind her
neck.

“Don't move.”

He pulled up, forcing her onto the balls of
her feet, then onto her toes as he drew her body against his and
kissed her for long, long, breathless seconds.

He released her and she sank back down onto
her heels, gulping in air.

“Follow, Girl.”

He turned and went inside and she followed,
hands behind her neck, back arched, nipples tingling. They went
through the greenhouse, then out onto the hall and across it to his
bedroom. There he went straight to the bed, and carefully pulled up
the sheet at the lower corner to examine it.

He turned and gave her a baleful look, and
Lexie felt her anxiety deepen.

“Did you change the sheets, Girl?” he
growled.

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

He reached behind her and gripped her neck,
this time, not her hair, then roughly jerked her forward and forced
her to bend over until her nose was jammed against the sheet.

“What is this?” he growled.

He pointed his finger at a hair on the
sheet.

“I-I don't know, sir!” she gasped.

“It's a hair, which I placed there this
morning. It would not be here if you had changed the sheets.
Therefore, you lied to me.”

“I didn't!” she blurted.

“And are compounding your lie by lying
again.”

“Please, sir!” she exclaimed anxiously. “I
did change the sheets! I don't know where the hair came from! Maybe
it was already on the sheet in the linen cupboard!”

He looked at her without expression.
“Follow,” he said.

He left the room and she followed, heart
beating fast, down the hall and into that empty room! She almost
fled, but... she had no clothes, and there was all that stuff she
could steal if she left when he wasn't around!

He removed the gold shackles and replaced
them with large leather restraints, then attached them to chains
and pulled.

Lexie gasped as she felt the tension against
her wrists, then felt herself raised onto the balls of her feet,
then onto her toes! Then her toes left the floor and she was
dangling by her wrists!

He removed the band from her waist, tugging
it down from between her buttocks, then pressed a button on the
wall. Lexie gasped as she stared down at her toes and saw something
coming up out of the floor! It was like a long, thick post, made of
stainless steel! It slid higher and higher right along the front of
her legs until the nose was almost level with her sex!

James then brought over a thick black dildo
and screwed it to the end of the post! Now it rested right up
against her body so she could feel the cool silicone pressed to her
skin, and could see just how high up inside her it might go! Not
that it could go that far, surely!

James pressed a button on a remote and she
squeaked as she was raised higher and higher, then he pressed
another and she slid down. He gripped her leg and pulled it aside,
and she felt the head of the dildo pressing against her sex!

She moaned as the pressure mounted, feeling
her entrance slowly forced in and back, stretching wider as the
thick, hard cock slowly pushed into her! James pressed the button
again and the machine made a sound once more as she was
lowered.

“Oh! Oh! Please, sir!” she gasped as she felt
the thing pushing higher. “I did make the bed! I promise! I swear
to God!”

He just looked at her, and the thing lowered
her further, slowly, her own weight forcing the thick dildo higher
and higher and achingly higher into her belly!

He went to the cupboard and returned with a
black ball. Lexie gasped as her gripped her hair and jerked her
head sharply back. And as she opened her mouth to cry out he jammed
the ball into it! He drew a pair of straps back along her cheeks,
then buckled them behind her head.

“If you can't tell the truth, then you
shouldn't be talking at all,” he said.

Then he turned and left the room!

Lexie moaned, staring at the closed door,
then down the line of her body, then up at her wrists and arms,
then down again, feeling a wild mixture of anxiety, disbelief, and
a rising sense of dark, almost masochistic excitement.

This was so nasty and wicked!

Yes, her pussy kind of ached, but that was
certainly bearable, and it was wickedly exciting to be so full!
Yes, her wrists ached, but that was nothing she couldn't cope
with.

She was hanging by her wrists! Like a
helpless prisoner! Like a slave girl!

And this... thing in her mouth! She
recognized it now from internet pictures! It was a ball gag! God,
she must look so sexy and so helpless! If only there was a mirror
she could see herself in!

She looked down and stared at the sight of
the black dildo gripped so tautly between the lips of her sex. The
thing was huge! And so much of it was up inside her! She could
hardly believe so much had fit into her body!

It looked so... dramatic! And it made her
feel again like a helpless prisoner and slave girl, being cruelly
treated by her evil captor! She let her head hang dramatically, and
and felt a shudder run through her body as she shifted a little
against the dildo.

Her body could move, but the dildo didn't!
That made her body sort of move around it, which felt very strange
inside her!

The minutes clicked past as she waited for
him to return. She groaned as the pressure inside her mounted, and
as she felt her arms aching more, felt her wrists aching more, and
felt a growing sense of energy being drained from her body. She had
no idea why since she wasn't really moving much at all.

But she was moving in one direction; down! It
wasn't quick, and she had no idea how, but even as the head of the
big dildo pushed firmly against what must surely be the very back
wall of her sexual tunnel, the lips of her sex continued to creep
slowly down the sides of the shaft!

And then they reached the base, which buzzed
strongly!

This was so perverted, she thought
breathlessly. She groaned into the ball-gag, feel achy all over,
her breathing shallow now as she continued to hang suspended above
the floor. Her legs seemed so heavy down below her! And her feet
were wayyy down there, as if disconnected from the rest of her, her
toes twitching instinctively.

And despite it all she felt the dark,
simmering sexual heat rising and growing, blooming outwards from
where the base of the dildo buzzed and vibrated against the mouth
of her sex. She found herself trying to grind her body against it,
gasping and moaning softly at the sparkling sensations of pleasure
rising there.

She squeezed her slender thighs tightly
around the post, groaning, and, almost accidentally, discovered she
could rise herself up a bit by straining her arms against the
restraints and using her thighs to hold her in place a little. It
wasn't much, but the feel of the big dildo moving in and out of her
set her mind and body aflame!

And then the door opened and James came
in!

Lexie halted her movements, gasping, moaning,
and staring beseechingly at him as he regarded her. Then her eyes
dropped to his hand, which held a flog, and she gasped and moaned
anew. It wasn't the same as the one he had used when she'd hung
upside down. This one had much smaller, shorter little thongs
attached to the handle. They were, perhaps, no more than a foot
long.

“Bad girls must be punished,” he said. “To
maintain discipline and teach order. Lying to me is unacceptable,
as is disregarding the tasks given you.”

His arm lashed out – quite literally in this
case – and the flog swept through the air to land across Lexie's
back like a sparkle of stinging nettles! She yelped and squealed
into the gag, her body jerking, lurching, her back arching
helplessly.

“You are a bad girl.”

Crack!

She squealed again, as what must be at least
two dozen thin leather strips snapped across her tender back. Then
again, and again, as he lowered his aim! Her mind fluttered like a
bird in a tiny cage, but was inundated with sensation again, from
pain to dark excitement!

She was being whipped! While hung from her
wrists! Surely that was the ultimate in kinky, nasty, wicked,
outrageous – !

Crack! Crack!

She yelped and moaned, but it wasn't like the
flog was taking strips off her back or anything. It stung, that was
all. Still, it did hurt, and she squirmed around the dildo buried
inside her, squirmed against the base of it buzzing and vibrating
in the mouth of her sex.

He halted, and then pulled a pair of chains
from the floor, spread her legs apart, then attached them to her
ankle restraints to hold her steady.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Lexie cried out dazedly, her body flinching
and jerking as the blows continued, her mind flooded by emotions
and sensations as she struggled to cope with them all!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows landed on her lower back and her
buttocks now, harder, stinging more, and she squealed and cried
out, her hips jerking convulsively!

“You must learn self-discipline and
obedience,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He swept the flog across her back again, and
Lexie shuddered and twisted, writhing both physically and in a
tormented frenzy of emotions.

She deserved this! There was no pretending
she didn't! She had lied to him and been caught and lied again! She
was such an idiot! No wonder she kept getting fired!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Poor her, she thought. Helpless naked and
tormented by a cruel captor.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She moaned and fell into the drama of the
moment, her flesh now throbbing hotly but her body pulsing with its
own fiery inner heat.

He moved around in front of the panting,
moaning girl, and she stared at him uncertainly, then felt a moment
of disbelief as he swung the flog. Yet with unerring aim the thin
laces snapped down across her taut breasts!

She cried out that time, in shock if not
pain. Yet there was pain, too! Well, stinging!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog was not landing as hard as it had
been on her back, but her breasts were warm and tender and
throbbing and swollen, and the thin laces snapped stingingly across
the surface as she twisted and writhed!

So cruel! So cruel to poor Lexie!

She gurgled and moaned as he shifted his aim
down onto her lower chest and belly, then back up again onto her
breasts! She could see her skin reddening all down her torso, with
thin darker lines crisscrossing each other everywhere!

He halted and gripped her hair behind her
head, jerking it roughly up and back. At the same time, his other
hand rubbed her clitoris hard, and a massive orgasm tore through
the helpless, shuddering, moaning girl's body.

Lexie bucked frantically, her body writhing
and twisting as she cried out again and again, back arching
violently as the sexual electricity crackled through her body and
made her muscles spasm and nerve endings snap.

He released her and she went limp, gasping,
her chin dropping to her chest as she gasped for breath. She sensed
him moving behind her, and felt his fingers at the base of her
spine, felt them pulling the butt-plug from her body. Then she felt
his cock pushing up into her.

She groaned and then gasped as he jerked back
on her hair again.

She was drooling, she realized, eyes
fluttering. Not that that seemed to matter as he began to thrust up
into her belly with his hard, hungry cock. One of his hands roughly
cupped her right breast too as his hips pumped into her, and her
glassy eyes stared sightlessly at the far wall even as another
orgasm, and then a whole string of them tore through her body.

*

The next day, Lexie tried to act responsibly.
But... not, perhaps, as hard as she could. After all, he hadn't
just 'happened' to find that hair there in the lower corner of the
bed. He had clearly put it there to trap her. Fine, she would make
sure there were no more hairs.

Today she did indeed change the sheets and do
the bed. She was supposed to vacuum the carpet but it looked fine.
Still, she did get down on all fours and crawl over it, staring
carefully to ensure there was nothing that showed. That done she
went into his bathroom and did the same. She wiped down the
counter, and then, smirking to herself, took his toothbrush and
used it on the inside of the toilet.

THAT would show him!

She did alphabetize the books, pretty much
finishing the job, but there was no way to hide not doing so. She
cleaned the kitchen in a desultory manner, then spent considerable
time in the home theater figuring out how to access movies and play
her favorites. She also wore one of his dressing gowns while doing
it. It was too long, but it did the job.

The little dragon thing nestled between her
legs continued to arouse her, though, dressed or not, as did the
tug of the rings against her nipples, and the way the little bell
tinkled and tugged at her clitoris. She masturbated three times
that day, using dildos she took from his cupboard, coming
powerfully each time.

I hope I'm not becoming a nympho, she thought
wearily, after the third release. But it didn't really bother her.
She simply felt a lot more sexual lately – which was hardly a
surprise given the wild, kinky things he had her do.

The things he MADE HER do, she thought. After
all, it was almost like she was a SEX SLAVE!

That thought didn't draw as much indignation
as it perhaps should have, but rather, made that little dragon
thing seem to pulse between her legs again.

She returned his dressing gown in plenty of
time before he came home. She felt rather smug about it when she
heard the front door opening and closing. She came out to greet him
a bit warily, though.

“Girl,” he said.

“Uhm... hi,” she said uncertainly.

“The phrase you are searching for is hello,
sir.”

“Hello, sir,” she said, flushing.

“On your knees, Girl. You know the
position.”

She flushed again but felt the dragon thing
seem to push tighter against her as she knelt right there in the
hall, arched her back, spread her legs, and put her fingers behind
her neck.

“Have you been a good girl today?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

He looked at her doubtfully, then arrogantly
waved his fingers up, indicating she should rise.

“Hands behind your neck,” he barked when she
started to drop them.

She followed him down the hall and up the
stairs to his bedroom, feeling a mix of smugness, anxiety, and
sexual anticipation. They reached the master bedroom and he
indicated she should remove his shoes and socks.

She knelt and obeyed, feeling somewhat put
upon. After all, was she some sort of servant?

She took them off, though and put the socks
and shoes away, then returned and removed his jacket. She undid his
belt and pulled it from the loops, but then he stopped her and her
hand him the belt. She felt a fresh wave of anxiety as he doubled
it in his hand.

He gripped the back of her neck and abruptly
shoved her down across the back of a table set against the
wall.

“Ankles together, Girl.”

“But... but I didn't do anything, sir!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

That hurt!

Crack!

“Oh! That hurts!”

Crack!

“Don't!” she cried, her bottom flaming
already!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She tried to rise, or to squirm away, but his
big hand held her firmly by the neck.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was flaming hot! Lexie cried out
again and again, panting and moaning as the heat bit into her mind
even as the belt bit into her bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please! Please, sir!”

“You are a bad girl,” he said sternly.

“I'm not! I didn't do anything!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tears filled her eyes. This was so unfair!
This was so unjust! Her ass hurt horribly!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Would you like to confess your sins,
Girl?”

“I-I... didn't do anything!” she half
sobbed.

She cried out as he gripped her by the hair
and yanked her upright, then marched her into the bathroom. He
plucked his toothbrush from the holder and then held it before
her.

“Open your mouth, Girl.”

She gasped in shock as she stared at it, but
then jerked her lips closed and twisted her head away when he
pushed it forward.

“Open your mouth.”

She refused and he snorted in disdain, then
bent her over the bathroom counter.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Lexie cried out and sobbed helplessly. How
could he know!?

“Now here is what you are going to do, Girl.
You are going to clean this bathroom thoroughly, so thoroughly you
could eat off the floor and drink out of the toilet. And you're
going to be doing both. Understand?”

He jerked her upright by the hair and shook
her slender body.

“So you had better do a good job,” he
growled.

He left her there and went back into the
bedroom, and Lexie sniffled and moaned and blew her nose.

Life was so unfair!

She got the cleaning supplies from the
cupboard and began to clean the bathroom – to really clean it.
Surely he wouldn't really make her drink out of the toilet, would
he!? But she couldn't be certain of that! And her bottom was still
flaming hot!

Those flogs and crops had stung, but the belt
really hurt!

She scrubbed the sinks and counters
carefully, polishing the faucets and wiping the mirrors. With that
done she sighed and started in on the huge shower stall, cleaning
the glass, then scrubbing the floor and even the walls. All the
while she tried to figure out how he knew about the toothbrush!

Either he had sneaked back somehow and spied
on her while she did it, or he had a hidden camera in this room!
She looked around anxiously but couldn't see one! But from all the
movies she'd seen she knew they could be made very, very tiny!

But what kind of a nut would put a camera in
his own bathroom!?

One who wanted to catch her not doing her
assigned task, she thought angrily. That was so unfair of him!

When she was done with the shower she cleaned
the tub, which was huge, and then, resentfully and warily, cleaned
the toilet. Surely he wouldn't really make her drink from it!

Still, she wasn't taking any chances. Maybe
there was a camera watching. If so she wanted him to see her
scrubbing everything really thoroughly!

She finished by scrubbing the floor. It was
quite a job! It took way more time than just wiping the counter!
But at least it was sparkling clean, and her butt didn't hurt quite
so much any more. It was still kind of tender, though. She pointed
it at the mirror and craned her neck over her shoulder to look at
it. It didn't seem damaged. The skin was still a bit pink,
though.

“So, Girl, have you finished your assigned
task?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” she gulped.

He nodded but his face did not look
convinced. Maybe there wasn't a camera, she wondered.

“Show me?”

She blinked uncertainly and then gestured at
the room. He snorted.

“Is this sink clean?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Lick it.”

She gulped, but bent over and licked at the
sink. God knew she had just cleaned it thoroughly!

“And this counter?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Prove it.”

She licked her lips, then bent and licked at
the counter.

“Is the shower clean?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Get inside. Lick the glass.”

She made a face, but obeyed.

“On your knees on the floor, raise your
bottom high and spread your legs. You know the position.”

She obeyed, starting to hope he would just
fuck her now.

“Lick the floor.”

The words were kind of outrageous, but not
entirely unexpected. She licked at the floor of the shower.

“Further in.”

She shifted forward a little, her breasts
cool against the tiles, and licked the floor again.

“Long, slow licks, Girl.”

She felt a small jolt, but obeyed, licking
long, slow licks across the tiled floor as he watched.

He was so cruel! She was so being abused!
But... weirdly, it felt kind of hot and nasty, as if it was sexual.
But it wasn't, was it? It was just about house cleaning...

Crawl out of there. Lick the floor.”

What an outrageous order! But she obeyed, her
breasts sliding across the floor as she licked it with long slow
licks as he ordered.

He moved to stand before her.

“Keep your bottom high and legs spread,
Girl.”

She obeyed, stiffening.

“Are you sorry for lying to me?”

She hesitated, but it was clear he knew.
“Yes, sir,” she said in a meek voice.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for lying to you, sir.”

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

“Yes, sir. I'm sorry for being a bad girl,
sir.”

“You have too much arrogance, Girl. You need
to be brought back to earth. Continue licking.”

Flushing, she obeyed, licking at the floor
just ahead of where he stood.

“Move forward.”

But... he was in her way...?

She inched forward as much as she could.

“Lick my shoes.”

That hit her with an emotional jolt that left
her breathless! That was so... so... outrageous! She wasn't going
to do that!

A flood of wicked dark heat swept through
her, though and she felt her resolution melting under a dark tide
of breathless hunger. God, that was so … nasty!

She licked at his shoe.

“Long, slow licks, Girl,” he growled.

Moaning, she obeyed, licking long, slow licks
up along his left shoe, down along the back, then around the toes
and over onto his other shoe.

“Keep licking, Girl. I wish to see that you
are coming to understand your position in life.”

She flushed at that, but kept licking,
feeling the solid pressure of the dragon against her sex again as
her clitoris seemed to swell and throb.

“Enough. Let us go and make dinner. Stay on
your hands and knees.”
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And so she had to literally crawl after him
out of the bathroom, through the bedroom and down the hall, and
then down the stairs and up the hall and into the kitchen! Again,
it was outrageous! And again she felt a sense of outrage, and again
it was swept away by a dark, liquid wall of heat.

Once in the kitchen she was allowed to stand,
again, and watch as he prepared dinner and instructed her in what
he was doing and why. Once again, she got fed by hand, kneeling
beside the table. Tonight, though, after dinner, she had to clean
the kitchen as she was told to clean it today.

And again, she had to lick the floor
afterward to prove she'd done it well, and then lick his shoes
again in apology.

After that he sat her down in front of a
computer and put on a porn video. Or at least, what she thought of
as a porn video. He left her alone and told her to memorize it.

It was more of an instructional video, she
soon realized. It was an instructional video in how to give a guy a
hand job. It was, in fact, kind of fascinating. She'd never seen an
instructional video so unapologetically graphic! She watched as the
girl in the video oiled up a naked man's cock and balls as he lay
on a massage table, then spent long, long minutes doing interesting
things with it.

The girl's hands never moved too fast, which
meant, she thought, that the guy wasn't as likely to come, at
least, not until she started pumping faster. But there was so many
ways to massage a man's cock that Lexie had never really put any
thought into! It was a real massage, and not just quick pumping to
get out of having to have sex.

It was an entirely new thought to her.

She watched it twice, fairly sure James would
require her to do the same to him soon!

Sure enough, he led her into the massage room
and he lay on a long massage table while she oiled him up and tried
to do the same as she'd seen in the video. It really was quite
fascinating! And arousing even though he wasn't doing a thing but
laying on his back.

She had to resist pumping faster, and he let
her know when she was massaging too hard or not hard enough as she
ran her oiled hands up and down from his scrotum to the head of his
cock, dragging it out for almost half an hour!

He beckoned her forward, undid the gold belt
and let the dragon drop away.

“Get on.”

She didn't need a second invitation! Playing
with his big, hard cock for half an hour had left her feeling
breathless! She climbed up onto the table and straddled him, then,
heart pounding, sank down onto his oiled cock with a groan of
pleasure, leaned forward, hands on his powerful chest, and began to
ride him!

“Slowly, Girl,” he said, gripping her
thighs.

She moaned. She wanted to ride him fast and
hard!

But she obeyed, pulse racing, riding slowly
up and down as he fondled her breasts, grinding herself against him
at his orders, arching back and rolling her hips up and down
slowly, tormenting herself with how slowly!

Finally he gave her permission and she
started to ride him for real, and within a minute her orgasm was
tearing through her as she cried out again and again, bouncing
joyfully atop his thick staff as her body flared with pleasure.

*

The hand job thing was a revelation to Lexie.
It was an aspect of sex she had never even imagined. And the next
night he added another video. This one was massage. This time she
used her own oiled body, sliding it up and down on his, slowly,
riding her breasts across his cock, then up along his chest as her
belly and groin rubbed back and forth against it.

She did his back, and then his front again,
panting hotly herself before he had her get off and start doing a
hand massage on his cock again, like she'd done the previous
evening. The order frustrated her. She was so hot! But she had to
obey, and take her time, until finally he let her scramble up and
ride him to several gleeful orgasms!

The next day she got another instructional
video. This was in how to perform oral sex. Again, it was
fascinating, for she'd never thought of doing all the things with
her mouth that the girl in the video did.

She was attending to her tasks properly now,
still unsure how he had found out, and determined not to get the
belt again! That hurt! Besides, she was feeling less resentment and
starting to feel a sense of liking her new role as a veritable sex
slave. She was feeling more sexual, more sensual, and more
accomplished!

That evening she started with the full body
massage, sliding her naked body up and down on his back, buttocks
and legs, her oiled fingers massaging his shoulders and ribs. Then
she did the same as he rolled over, using her slick, soft, warm
flesh to ride up and down across his cock, massaging it between her
breasts and letting her sex slide along it.

She got off and gave him a hand job, and
finally, started to tongue and lick him the way the third video had
shown. She was so hot and he was so slippery she took him deep into
her throat repeatedly with hardly any problem!

Thankfully the warm oil was edible!

How he held out for as long as he did she
couldn't guess. Every boy she'd had sex with would have come just
during the full body massage, with her breasts sliding over their
slippery cock. But he did, not coming until he was buried in her
throat and her hands were massaging his oiled testicles.

She felt a sense of victory at that, but also
disappointment! She wanted that cock inside her! But he sighed
comfortably and got off the table, then gestured her to get on. She
climbed on uncertanily.

“Face down, bottom high.”

She obeyed, flushing again, and felt his
fingers at her sex. They didn't simply stroke her or plunge into
her, but... and it took her a minute or so to realize it, started
to massage her in a version of the hand massage she had given
him!

His fingers stroked and massaged her sex and
clitoris as the thumb of his other hand rode back and forth across
her back opening. He took his time as she got hotter and hotter,
then his thumb slowly dipped into her ass as he slid a pair of
fingers into her sex.

She came convulsively, her hips bucking up
and back at him as she cried out in mindless, desperate
pleasure!

But he wasn't done. His massage continued,
his fingers doing tricky things which made her gasp and moan and
heated her up again – and again – and again, until she had climaxed
repeatedly!

Then they went into the shower and she
cleaned him and herself.

The next day there was a fourth video, and
she watched it in fascination, for it showed a woman giving the
same sort of massage she had gotten the other evening. She watched
the woman's fingers massaging the other girl's sex, then pushing
into it as she dipped a thumb into her ass.

Lexie had never really done anything with
girls but she found herself becoming aroused watching the massage!
Perhaps it was because she could so quickly identify with the girl
getting the massage, having been given one just the other
evening!

After watching it she went and got one of the
dildos, then watched it again and masturbated to a wonderful
orgasm.

She still had time to do a quick run around
the apartment to make sure she'd done everything properly, then the
front door sounded.

She walked up the corridor and out into the
front hall, feeling a sense of thrumming sexual anticipation. That
pleasant sense abruptly vanished as she saw James, and next to him,
that blonde from his office, Morgan!

She gaped, then yelped and ran off!

“Girl!”

His voice barked out at her and she froze,
but still hid behind a pillar.

“Come here!” he growled.

She peeked out from behind the pillar, face
flaming.

“Now!”

Morgan looked at her with a sneer on her
face.

“Do you want the belt again?”

Lexie gulped, then, mortified, she shuffled
forward until she was standing before them.

“Is that how you present yourself?” he
demanded.

Blushing furiously, she drew her hands up
behind her neck and arched her back, then spread her feet apart,
slowly, bit by bit, under James' steely eyed gaze.

“Nice body,” Morgan said. “Clearly built for
pleasure.”

“I was hoping you could give her further
instruction in that regard,” James said.

Morgan's lip curled up slightly. “I think I
can manage that.”

James moved up next to Lexie, gripping her
wrists and jerking them back a few inches.

“Elbows back!” he barked.

He reached down and unclipped the little
dragon thing, letting it fall away, and Lexie's face burned even
hotter now that she didn't even have that tiny bit of coverage! Her
body flinched, but she didn't otherwise move.

James glared at Lexie. “Kneel!” he
barked.

Gulping, Lexie obeyed, her chest fluttering
as her face burned.

“Keep those knees wide.”

“She's starting to learn to obey, is she?”
Morgan said.

“Starting. She's still extremely dishonest
and self-centered.”

He motioned to Lexie with his finger.

“Turn around.”

Lexie was glad to do that! She turned quickly
on her knees, presenting them with her back.

“Now present yourself for use.”

The breath caught in her throat and she felt
a huge emotional jolt as she realized what he had ordered her to
do! With Morgan there behind her! But then, another flood of
embarrassment sweeping over her, she bent forward, hands on the
floor, and let them slide forward along the cool marble until her
bottom was high and her breasts were pillowed out beneath her.

“Leg's spread!”

She shuddered as she spread her knees
wider.

“She has too much pride and arrogance,” James
said. “This sort of thing will disabuse her of her overweening
sense of self-worth.”

“I believe I can help with that, too,” Morgan
said.

“Rise, Girl,” James ordered.

Lexie rose and drew her hands up and back
behind her neck again, then James and Morgan headed up the
hall.

“Follow, Girl,” he ordered.

Dazed, pulse racing, Lexie followed them to
the spa.

“Climb onto the table on your belly, Girl,”
James ordered.

Lexie obeyed uncertainly, glad to have her
body mostly hidden but anxious about what was to happen.

James reached up to the top of the massage
table and pulled out a strap with a loop at the end. He took
Lexie's hands and pulled them forward, slid them through the loop,
and jerked it closed. Then he pressed a button on the side of the
table. The part just below her hips rose up a full foot. A moment
later her legs were spread apart and strapped into place.

“I'll leave you to it,” James said, much to
her horror.

He left the room and Morgan closed the door,
then removed her blouse, though she had a t-shirt on underneath.
She turned on some soft spa-like music, got some hot oil and stood
next to the table, before squirting some onto Lexie's back!

And then, Morgan began to massage her the
same way as the girl in the video had massaged the other girl,
Lexie realized! And there was nothing she could do about it! Oh,
she could demand she be released, but that would anger James, and
maybe it would get her kicked out of the apartment!

Besides, as Morgan's strong fingers slid up
and down her back, along her spine, around her shoulders, and down
her sides, she began to calm down. This wasn't so horrible a thing,
after all. At least it wasn't a strapping. She didn't like Morgan
much but she was certainly an attractive woman.

But as her fingers slid lower she felt the
tension rising within her, especially as they kneaded the muscles
of her thighs and slid up and down along her legs. Lexie waited
anxiously, remembering what she'd seen in the video, and then it
happened, and she gasped as the woman's fingers caressed her labia
and then slid up across her clitoris!

Her ankles and wrists jerked against the
straps almost instinctively, but she said nothing, waiting stiff
and anxious as those fingers slid up and down, focusing on her sex
now, caressing her, massaging her, stroking her.

Of course, she could only remain embarrassed
for so long before that embarrassment began to ease, and it was
doing so now as the minutes passed. She was also getting used to
the feel of the other woman's fingers sliding slickly along her
soft skin and massaging her sex.

With the fading of her embarrassment and
outrage came a more intense scrutiny of what the blonde was doing,
of how it felt, and a renewed thought of herself as a sexual
creature of skill and ability, of learning how to be some sort of
incredibly sexy slave girl.

As the minute ticked by and those fingers
slid up and down her body again, she began to slowly relax, and her
body began to relax, as well. When the fingers started caressing
her sex again she felt the first twinges of arousal, especially
when the thumb began to stroke across the entrance to her back
passage!

Then the fingers began to dip into her as
other fingers stroked across her clitoris. Lexie felt her breathing
getting short again as her body began to heat up. She closed her
eyes, struggling to show no sign at all of pleasure as the woman
silently continued her caresses.

She was very good, though, Lexie thought
helplessly. Every time Lexie's body started to cool down those
fingers would stroke her in such a way she heated up again. They
were only lightly probing her sex, but even so she could see she
was even better at this than James had been.

Her arousal deepened, and she began to lose
her concern about hiding it. She groaned softly as her body
thrummed with sexual tension, her hips shifting, lifting, rolling
slowly, and then suddenly a long, slim finger slipped deep into her
sex and began to stroke her there as well!

It was the first of many climaxes to sweep
over her, and her hips bucked convulsively as she moaned and gulped
in air.

Morgan showed no sign of even being aware of
her orgasm. Her massage continued, now adding a second finger,
sliding them deep, stroking the front part of her sex, searching
for and finding her G-spot to bring her to a second orgasm, then
three more.

Then Morgan moved away, stripped, and
released Lexie.

“Off, Girl.”

Gulping, Lexie slid off the table, panting,
flushed, as Morgan adjusted the table to flat, got on and lay on
her back, spreading her legs.

“Start.”

Lexie felt deeply uncomfortable, but also
aroused and fascinated as she started in on the woman's body. She
was, of course, nowhere near as good, and at first she was hesitant
in what she touched. She had to be guided by Morgan, but she
continued on, getting gradually more comfortable, until she started
to slide her fingers into the woman's pussy.

She felt a sense of victory, of conquest, on
bringing her to climax, and her arousal deepened further!

Which was a good ting because they changed
places again, and this time she was on her back and Morgan adjusted
the arms of the table so that Lexie's legs were wide apart, then
leaned in and began to perform oral sex on her. That was a
revelation! Lexie started climaxing within a minute, and came again
and again as the woman's lips and tongue and fingers brought her
screaming over the edge.

Then, of course, it was her turn.

But again, it was fascinating. She was
learning to be an incredibly hot, erotic sex slave!

And so it didn't seem quite as shocking,
after a couple of hours of this, when Morgan drew her into the
shower and they soaped each other up, kissing and sliding their
bodies together.

Nor even when, the next day, James brought
another man in, a very well-built man who lay naked on the massage
table as Lexie practiced her massages of his cock and balls. She
didn't even know his name! But it didn't seem to matter, as her
fingers closed around his big cock and she set to work with
determination.

After making him climax in her hands she
massaged him erect again then transitioned into oral sex, with him
guiding her on what he liked, and hardening further under her
attention. Then he came deep in her throat. As he was leaving, a
second strange man arrived, and after her initial seconds of
furiously blushing, Lexie started to give him a massage, too.

The next day Morgan took her to a clinic and
had her hair professionally styled and dyed – blonde, of course.
All the hair on her body was denuded by lasers, and she returned
back to the apartment to practice her massage and oral sex on
Morgan, then, afterward, on James.

James also continued to instruct her on how
he liked his breakfast and dinners done in the mornings and
evenings, while she did housework during the day. Whenever she
slacked off or lied she got the strap, and though she was certain
he had to have cameras around the apartment she couldn't find
any.

She learned to do her tasks properly. That
was especially true of cleaning the bathrooms, for he habitually
had her licking floors, sinks, counters, and even the rim of the
toilet.

Eventually, James bought her clothes to wear
– though only when she left the penthouse. They were, of course,
the bare minimum to prevent her being arrested. He also bought her
a car to use in running errands for him.

He never called her anything but 'Girl', and
she only complained once, got a strapping, and then never
again.

She came to feel a certain sense of pride in
her beauty and her sexual abilities. She was always somewhat
embarrassed when he brought someone new over, but that quickly
melted in the fires of her now-easily-provoked arousal.

Daringly, she tried calling him Master, once,
and when he didn't object, took to using the term because it
pleased her to think of herself as a sex slave. She was, after all,
good at it. And now that she had found something she was good at
and enjoyed she wallowed in the role.

She wasn't paid anything, but that hardly
mattered. She had everything she wanted in the penthouse, and even
got to go out on occasions, with James, to important events and
amazing places she never would have gotten into before.

That she wore very sexy and often revealing
clothes at these places made her only slightly self-conscious, and
that was a minor thing compared to the sense of preening delight
she felt in being appreciated, if not outright lusted after for her
beauty by so many people.

James even had her taught to dance by a
stripper, and, ultimately, had her perform at an expensive mens
club before hundreds of people. That nearly blew her mind, and she
had a small orgasm while grinding her naked sex along the pole!

Life was all about sex now, for Lexie, which
she certainly didn't mind, but also about obedience and discipline,
which she learned to accept as the norm. James seldom showed her a
lot of warmth, but sometimes she thought she detected affection,
and that was enough.

She had had many boyfriends. All had dumped
her. She had had many employers. All had fired her. James was
neither. Which made her feel more secure and confident. All she had
to do, she knew, was obey and please him.

And that was what sex slaves were best
at!

 


End

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
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company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
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that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
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It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
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Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
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displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls
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rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
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Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
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clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.
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involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
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Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.
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temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.
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When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
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aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
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watched around the world.
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prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
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services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
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