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“And there it is.”

Lexi looked out the window and saw the house
coming into view well past the tall iron fence.

“It's huge!” she said.

“Big jobs mean big money,” her father
said.

She took off her rimless glasses and looked
again, then pulled up her phone to take a picture. Of course, since
she was far-sighted she had to then put her glasses on again to see
the screen – which was annoying.

“It sure is beautiful,” she conceded.

And a daunting idea that they would renovate
such a huge house. House? It was more like a hotel! A sprawling old
mansion!

The car stopped at the gates. Her father got
out and unlocked them, then drove them through and down a bumpy,
broken driveway to stop in front of the huge overhanging
portico.

She jumped down from the Explorer and looked
up at it.

“Lot of work to be done,” she said.

“Lot of money to be made doing it,” he
replied.

She conceded the point. They had never done
anything this big before, but there was certainly profit to be had
in renovating old buildings, especially under contract to someone
else willing to pay for everything.

She followed her father and Step-mother up
the stairs to the huge main doors, which her father unlocked. They
stepped inside, into darkness mostly, an intimidating darkness.
With flashlights darting about, they walked through the main floor,
then explored the second and third floors, noting damage and needed
repairs.

“Well, what do you think?”

Lexi pursed her lips, not sure what to say.
From a distance, the old mansion had seemed awesome. The grounds,
though overgrown, had a lot of potential once they were cleaned up.
The house had been abandoned for over twenty years, though, and it
showed.

Even calling it a mansion was an
understatement. It was the kind of country home wealthy barons and
earls had once kept in previous centuries. A dozen bedrooms, not
counting servant quarters in the attic, fourteen baths, a huge
library, drawing rooms, parlors, multiple kitchens, a ballroom and
others were spread over three floors and sixty thousand square
feet. It also had greenhouses and an orangerie.

Every room seemed over-sized, with
fifteen-foot high ceilings. Every wall had wallpaper or paint
peeling and often rotting floors. It was dark and dusty, with many
strange, narrow corridors and pitch-black rooms. Garbage was strewn
liberally about, along with the signs of recent animal
inhabitants.

“Little elbow grease and it'll look
splendid!” her father said.

But then, her father was more than slightly
insane.

“If by a little, you mean elbow grease
brought in giant tanker trucks,” she said. “Many of them.”

She gazed around at the lobby. It was
enormous, with balconies overlooking it from the second and third
floors and a ceiling fifty feet above.

“Once I hire a crew of laborers to come and
scrub the place down – .”

“And peel off the old wallpaper and scrape
off the old paint, and clear out the bugs and rats,” she
interjected.

“Yes, and that, and then we can get to work
renovating it.”

“Furnishing it is going to cost a fortune,”
Sandra, his second wife, said.

“You love shopping!”

Sandra was tall, blonde and beautiful. Lexi
had no idea what she was doing with her father, though the two
seemed to get along well enough.

The woman scowled at him now. “Do you have
any idea how much furniture will be needed? Is this client of yours
willing to settle for modern reproductions or is he going to insist
on antiques? Because I'd need to raid every antique shop in the
country to find enough, and even then they wouldn't be of the same
era.”

“He seems like the reasonable sort.”

“You said he reminded you of a mass
murderer.”

“Well, yes, but just because he's got that
deep voice and is so serious and he has a sort of... scowl
sometimes.”

“I've met him,” she said. “That's not a
scowl, that's the look of a mafia don who's about to offer you a
deal you can't refuse.”

“And he did,” he said with a shrug. “He's
willing to pay a lot of money to have me renovate this place and
then furnish it.”

He glanced at Alexandra.

“And Lexi can help shop.”

Lexi made a face. She was more interested in
her father's side of the business than her step-mother's. His
involved the guts of renovation, from rewiring and plumbing to
fixing floors, windows and ceilings. Sandra selected color schemes,
artwork and furniture.

“This is a big job,” she said.

“Big jobs mean big money,” her father
said.

“And big problems,” Sandra added.

*

Lexi was given the task of charting out the
floor plan on her tablet. There was already one on record but her
father didn't trust it, and she didn't blame him. The blueprint was
a hundred and twenty years old and any number of changes might have
been made to it over the years.

Since there was no power, and so no lights,
she wore a hardhat with a miner's lamp attached, and bound her long
hair up underneath – away from bugs and spiderwebs. She started in
the attic, which was enormous, with steeply sloping ceilings, and
accessible through two narrow staircases on the north and south
sides of the house.

It was hot, stiflingly hot. In fact, the
whole house was hot as it sat in the warm sun with no power and all
the windows shut tight. The attic, though, was much worse.

She took off the helmet then peeled her light
sweater up and off. She was wearing a tank top underneath, but she
could still feel the heat starting to make her sweat.

It was quiet and dark and dry as a tomb, with
dust covering every surface. The area she was in had obviously been
used for storage, and she took several pictures of the old
furniture left behind. She also searched for electric outlets and
noted their location on the floor plan she was building.

She moved further along into the area which
had held servant quarters, which were each small bedrooms just
large enough for a bed, a dresser, a small writing desk and chair.
All the furniture had been left behind, probably because it was
cheap.

In each room she noted where the electric
socket was, and whether there was a window and if the window needed
to be replaced.

She was literally dripping wet before she had
half-finished, with sweat trickling down her forehead, and down the
inside of her shirt. She finished as rapidly as she could, then
gasped with relief when she reached the next floor down. It was
still hot, but nothing like the attic.

She made her way down the hall, inside and
out of the rooms, and down side corridors which led to cupboards,
closets and workrooms, as well as bathrooms. Then the second floor,
which was easier principally because all the rooms were enormous,
so there were fewer of them.

She was feeling fairly good about her work by
the time she finished the first floor. But as she stood at the head
of a narrow staircase heading down into the dark pit of the
basement she felt fresh doubts. What kind of bugs or rats would she
find down here? Could rats even survive here? What would they
eat?

The staircase was old, narrow, and creaky.
And frankly, spooky. And it got worse when she reached the bottom.
The windows were small and covered in dirt and dust, letting in
very little light. Her headlamp threw out a beam which lit up the
nearby area, but left everything beyond in darkness.

Like the attic, junk had been left behind as
being without much value. That included furniture, old lamps, jars
full of some moldy stuff on shelves, and boxes she didn't bother to
open. Further on she found an enormous old furnace, a giant boiler,
empty oil tanks, and an electrical room that looked like it was old
when her father was born.

She made her way back up top and found her
father in discussion with Sandra about what kind of chandelier to
get for the lobby. Which was, to her way of thinking, putting the
cart well before the horse. It would be months before they could
really even consider putting anything expensive in here.

“Ah, Lexi, good,” he said. “You're done?”

She nodded, pulling her helmet off and
rubbing the back of her wrist across her sweating forehead.

“I'm heading home,” she said. “I need a
shower.”

“Well, all right, but I want you to stop by
and drop a copy of the revised floor plan off at the client.”

She opened her mouth to object.

“All you need to do is pass him the
file.”

“I don't have any... uhm, portable drives or
anything.”

“I'm sure he has some.”

“I'm not exactly presentable!” she
objected.

“You've been crawling around a musty, dusty
house. He's not a fool. He's not going to expect you to be in a
suit.”

She scowled but gave in, which she knew, she
did all too often.

“It's on the way.”

It was not, of course, on the way. It was
just in the same general direction. She drove quickly, with the
windows open, irritated because the eight-year-old Jeep's air
conditioning had been busted for a week now and she hadn't had time
to get it fixed.

The client lived in a much more modern and
updated version of a mansion, no more than ten thousand square feet
or so in size, she thought, sitting on the edge of a river,
complete with boathouse and dock. Lexi looked enviously at the
water as she drove up and parked alongside a Mercedes SUV.

Why anyone would want to move from this place
to that pile of moldering stone was beyond her. She'd love to get
up every day and see the river. Yes, the other place had a big pool
– once it was cleaned and refurbished, but that wasn't the same
thing.

She went up to the door, nervously trying to
comb her brown hair back with her fingers. She was sure she looked
awful after tramping all over the damned house in the heat.

The door opened before she could knock, and a
man looked out at her through disconcertingly blue eyes under thick
black eyebrows. He had tousled black hair, a square-jawed face and
a light beard and mustache.

Those eyes made for a penetrating gaze and
Lexi instantly felt intimidated as they looked at her with a silent
demand to justify her presence.

“Uhm, hi,” she said. “Mister Stuart?”

He nodded minutely.

“I'm Alexandra Jameson. You asked my father
to look into renovating the old Brixmore place?”

He nodded again, then backed up and gestured
her to come in.

Lexi licked her lips and stepped through the
door to find the lobby here was everything the other lobby was not;
bright, clean, beautiful, with polished marble floor and chandelier
hanging over a gold and glass table in the center.

“My father asked me to bring you the revised
floor plan for the existing structure,” she said. “There are only a
few changes from the last one.”

“What do you think of the place?” he
asked.

He had a deep voice, with a kind of exacting
tone which brooked no refusal to answer.

“It's uhm, big,” she said.

His eyebrow raised, and she flushed.

“I mean, everything about it is very
old-school, very high ceilings, the rooms much larger than modern
rooms, the corridors wide and long. It's been left alone a long
time, though and will need an awful lot of work to bring it up to
anything resembling this sort of shape,” she said, waving her hand
around.

She held up the tablet.

“I can show you on this or email you the
plans, unless you have a cable or something to transfer it to you
now.”

“May I?” he asked.

She handed the tablet to him reluctantly. He
looked old, maybe forty. Did old people like that know how to
handle technology?

He walked away and she followed, eyes darting
around appreciatively at the décor and beauty of the mansion as she
followed him into what she supposed was the great room. Certainly
it was great, given the height of the ceiling and how big it was,
not to mention the huge windows looking out on the river.

Temporarily distracted from what he was
doing, she turned to see him doing something with the settings on
the tablet.

“Uhm... Mister... Stuart? I uhm, can find the
file for you if you...”

He ignored her, tapping something into it,
and he was taller than her making it impossible to see what he was
doing. Then the wall next to her began to slide up and she saw
there was a large flat-screen monitor behind it. The monitor came
to life suddenly and she realized he'd tapped into the house's Wifi
or bluetooth and was transferring the file.

It came up on what looked like a one hundred
inch screen and he examined it.

“What's this?” he asked.

She saw the pointer resting on one of the
rooms on the second floor.

“That's a bathroom,” she said.

He squiggled a line across the wall of the
bathroom and the adjoining closet.

“Take these out,” he said.

He squiggled across the next wall over. “Take
this one out.”

Now he drew a new line in.

“On the left will be the new bathroom and on
the right will be the dressing room.”

“Uhm...”

She looked closer at the screen.

“That room was one of the bedrooms,” she
said.

“It's got plenty to lose.”

“Yes, but it was, let me see... thirty by
thirty-five feet. When you add in the bathroom and closet that's
forty-three feet. So this will give you a bathroom which is about
twenty feet wide by thirty feet long, and then a closet which is
twenty-three feet by thirty.”

She looked at him expectantly. Her
expectation being his understanding that was far too much space.
Instead he looked back steadily.

“I mean... that's a pretty big bathroom,” she
said, since he didn't seem to be understanding.

“Come with me,” he said.

He walked out of the room and she followed
down a corridor, then up a flight of stairs to the second floor.
Her eyes kept darting around in admiration. This was some kind of
house! He led her into a bedroom, and then, walking past a huge
four-poster bed, into a... bathroom.

Lexi stared at it in astonishment. She'd
never seen a bathroom as enormous as this, with a huge curving
shower cabinet that was so large it had a marble bench and a sink –
in case, she supposed, you wanted to have a drink while showering.
The tub was an enormous thing with tall posts coming up from the
corners, much like the bed in the other room.

“This is kind of gaudy,” he said. “But you
get the idea, right? The size involved is not unusual.”

“I uhm, yeah, I uhm, guess so,” she said.

His damn bathroom was bigger than her
apartment!

He turned those intimidating eyes on her.

“You haven't done a place for the wealthy
before, have you?”

“Well... no.”

“Raise your sights. Consider that with enough
wealth, money, at least as far as a house goes, is almost no
object. For those with more money than they can spend, getting the
best is more than worth it, no matter the cost.”

“Uhm... yes, sir.”

His eyes flicked up and down as he looked at
her and for a moment she felt a familiar twinge of anxiety,
wondering if this guy would hit on her. But then, he wasn't a guy,
he was a man, a really old man, even if he did look to be in really
good shape. He looked... strong, in fact.

Very strong.

“The house, I take it, has a lot of
accumulated dirt.”

She flushed, looking down at herself
again.

“Well, yeah,” she said.

He ran a large finger along her bare upper
arm, where dust clung to her skin.

“And hot, I take it.”

“Well, there's no power and the windows are
locked tight,” she said defensively.

She felt like a grubby urchin fetched up in
front of this intimidating and elegantly dressed man. His suit
probably cost more than she made in a year!

He looked at her, then at the room.

“Take a shower here,” he said.

Lexi's eyes widened and she shook her head.
“Oh no, no. I'm on my way home and – .”

“I'm going out. Give your clothes to the
maid. She'll have them freshened and dried in twenty minutes.

“No, no, really – .”

He turned those eyes on her. He clearly did
not like being told no.

“You don't have any experience with the type
of luxury you're going to be working with,” he said. “I want you to
shower in this room, to let your mind imagine it's yours, to
experience the luxury first hand so you'll be of a better mindset
in working on the new place.”

“Oh, my father's wife is way better at
choosing – .”

“And you'll be assisting her, correct?”

“Well – .”

“Then take some time to get acclimated to the
sort of thing I expect.”

“But – .”

“I'll send the maid,” he said, walking
away.

“But... but really!” she called after
him.

He was already gone from the bedroom!

Lexi looked around at the place. Take a
shower here!? In this... golden palace of a bathroom!? The shower
was actually in the middle of the room, not against a wall. It was
a huge oval glass thing you could put a bed in!

The counter was off to the right, perhaps
fifteen feet long, with double sink and huge mirror. On the other
side was a makeup table and mirror, with chair, and past them a
room with a door that had a toilet and bidet. Then there was the
huge shower, which looked like it was out of some old Roman villa
or something.

The maid, a plump Hispanic woman showed up,
smiling ingratiatingly. Lexi felt helpless to refuse now. She
undressed, passing her clothes to the woman around the nearly
closed door, then closed and locked it.

Naked! She was naked in this huge room with
massive mirrors all around! And it was so brightly lit too! She bit
her lower lip and padded across the floor to the shower cabinet. At
first she didn't see how to open it, but then pressed a button and
a large piece of the glass wall slid aside.

Well, of course, rich people needn't open and
close the doors themselves. They should have buttons to do that,
she thought sarcastically.

She was impressed nonetheless.

There were other buttons on a panel next to
it and she investigated them, then pressed one which simply said
'on'. Water began to spray from an overhead rain shower. There was
a digital readout giving the temperature, and it started at 98
degrees. She supposed rich people didn't like to have to let the
water run before it turned hot.

Experimenting with the buttons brought the
temperature up to 110. She looked around nervously. She was, after
all, completely naked in some strange man's house! Then she stepped
into the shower and pressed a button on the inside so the door slid
shut.

It did feel good to get all that dust and
sweat off her, though, and with a little more experimenting she got
more shower-heads active, turning on the body sprays. She'd never
had a shower with more than one shower-head before.

There were nozzles on the wall across from
the shower which gave shampoo and body wash. She used them, soaping
herself up, still somewhat nervous, but starting to understand what
Stuart was getting at when he suggested familiarizing herself with
luxury.

Taking a shower in here was nothing like
showers she'd had before!

The glass shower walls didn't even fog up!
Nor did the mirrors on both sides of the shower, which continually
reminded her what she looked like naked – and alone in a strange
man's house!

Boys had been pursuing her for years. They
made her nervous, the way they looked at her, the way they talked
to her, the way they acted around her. They were like wolves trying
to eat her! They all wanted to see her naked and touch her and do
all kinds of stuff to her! And they didn't really hide that they
had nasty fantasies about her either!

All of which confused Lexi since she didn't
quite understand why they were so eager to sleep with her. It
wasn't like she was a tall, gorgeous blonde, after all. She had
brown hair and it was, well, okay. It was straight and hung past
her shoulders nicely and neatly. But it was hardly anything to get
excited about. She had an okay body, she supposed. Her body was
trim and slim and her breasts were, she admitted, pretty good, but
lots of girls had bigger.

Mine are perfect, though, she thought
to herself, a trifle smugly.

She looked at herself through the glass wall,
and raised her hands up through her hair, arching her back and
posing for herself in the mirror. Yes, guys really liked this sort
of look, all right. They certainly enjoyed it when she let them see
and fondle her breasts, becoming almost uncontrollable.

And scary!

They got so... excited and eager and their
hands raced all over her!

There was an undeniable sexual tinge to being
here naked like this in this huge bathroom in a strange man's
house. But it also made her quite anxious, nervous about discovery,
even though the door was locked.

She finished up quickly and stepped out of
the shower, pulling a towel around her from what turned out to be a
heated towel rack. She also quickly realized the floor was heated
beneath her bare feet.

It was indeed nice to be rich, she thought
ruefully.
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The old Jeep Renegade bounced over the ruts
in the drive as she headed up to the old house. She muttered to
herself as she hung on grimly to the wheel. It had rained the other
day but the workmen's trucks had still come in and out. Now the
ruts had hardened, and the Jeep was tossing back and forth like an
old sailing boat in high seas.

She stopped in front and got out with a sigh.
She had intended to come by earlier, but other projects had
interfered. She needed to inspect and take pictures of the latest
work accomplished to show her parents. And it had to be done today,
not tomorrow, even if the sun was close to setting.

She walked up to the giant door, took out the
key in the new high-security lock, and let herself into the dark,
bare interior. The door boomed in the giant lobby as she closed it
behind herself, echoing down the empty corridors.

She shivered. This place looked ideal for a
ghost story! It had few lights for there was no furniture, and the
wall lighting was very expensive and not something her father
wanted to be installed while clumsy workmen were trudging back and
forth with ladders and other equipment.

The laborers had gone through the old mansion
and taken away the garbage, swept away the cobwebs and rat
droppings, and stripped off the peeling wallpaper and paint. The
tradesmen had come next. The plumbers and electricians and roofers.
Walls had been torn open to give access to new wiring and plumbing.
The roof had been almost entirely replaced.

The place was now an absolute mess that
looked worse than before. But it was a mess with a proper roof,
plumbing and wiring. The rest, as her father said, was just
'prettying up'. The prettying up required a lot more consultation
with Mr. Stuart, who made Lexi nervous the way he always directed
those cool blue eyes at her.

Some of his ideas were beautiful. Some were
just... odd.

But whatever his ideas, he was very unlikely
to allow anyone to change his mind. Mr. Stuart wanted what he
wanted, and they and the contractors were there to do his bidding.
He was polite enough about it, if cool, but got progressively
chillier the more anyone argued.

Thus his picture of the massive master
bathroom and closets were breathtakingly beautiful, however
extravagant they were in their use of space and marble. But his
desire for another large bathroom attached to another bedroom was
strangely dark and resembled something from a scary old movie set
with its tiny dark tiles and antique wall sconces.

Lexi had directed the tile people to it last
week, along with their dollies filled with tiles. Stuart wanted the
walls and floor and even a large sunken tub tiled in the same dark
blue marble imported from Morocco.

The tub was a round hole in the floor three
feet deep. The men had just finished applying the tiles to it the
other day. The tiling was now done throughout this bathroom,
including the six-foot-high, eight feet long projecting wall built
in the corner to block water from the shower from spraying out.

To its left, a long, dark marble counter had
already been put in place. The sinks were in place, and antique,
gold-framed mirrors hung on the wall above. The wall sconces next
to them were antique, candle-shaped, with crystal droplets dangling
below.

The shower was even more strange. It was lit
by what looked like candlestick candelabras perched atop the back
wall.

The lighting and dark tiles gave the room a
strange, eerie feel like something from an old castle in Europe. On
the other hand, the shower itself was ultra-modern, with front and
back body sprays, overhead rain shower, plus hand shower.

That reminded her of the strange shower she'd
had in Stuart's house months earlier, a shower she now recalled
with an odd sense of eroticism. Perhaps because the more she saw
him and the more he looked at her, the more she got the idea he
wanted her sexually.

That was hardly a novel feeling for Lexi, but
normally it came from guys her age who were fairly obvious about
it. Stuart had not said one wrong thing, nor made one single
suggestion she could actually take as evidence of his interest. He
had made no effort to 'seduce' her, or even to flatter or impress
her.

But the evening she'd had that shower she'd
had a dream, and in that dream he had come into the room while she
was showering, had even walked right up to the shower and looked at
her as she stood naked, back arched, hands in her hair as she
rinsed the soap out.

And then he had slowly undressed as she, eyes
closed, stood under the spray rinsing the soap off her. The door
had slid soundlessly aside and he had stepped in behind her,
naked!

And then she'd woken up!

She'd woken up gasping, her heart pounding
with alarm. But she'd also woken up deeply aroused, her nipples
hard, her breasts throbbing, and decidedly wet between her thighs,
which she had been grinding together in her sleep.

And before the dream could completely fade
she had imagined it back into life and then continued it down a
darkly pornographic road, her fingers kneading her breasts and
rubbing frantically against her clitoris to produce an intense
orgasm in under a minute.

Every time she'd seen him since then her skin
had heated as she'd remembered that, and she'd let her mind fall
into dark fantasies several times since, wondering... wondering
what it would be like with a man his age, a big man, a powerful
man, a man of such strength of will and determination.

It would be unlike anyone she'd ever been
with before. She was sure of that! But the mere thought of it was
deeply intimidating, for he was far more sophisticated, cultured,
and experienced than she, and she'd feel like a cow trying to
roller skate compared to a man like that.

This shower was as unlike that one as any
shower could possibly be. This had an antique flavor compared to
the modern one in his mansion. This was, in her opinion, poorly
lit, compared to the brightly lit one she'd showered in. The tiles
were very small and dull, unlike the bright ones which gleamed and
shone in the other bathroom.

What this one did have was an atmosphere that
was dark and intimidating (much like Stuart). It looked like a
place to get murdered! Or perhaps attacked by a vampire! Yes, she
could easily see this room as a set for a vampire movie!

Lexi had no particular expertise in
renovations. She had certainly picked up an awful lot about
everything from plastering and drywalling to plumbing, carpentry
and tiling over the last couple of years. But her job wasn't to do
any work but to check on their work from the point of view of the
client.

It was her job to find lines which weren't
straight, faucets which didn't work, edges which weren't properly
sanded, floors which weren't even and smooth, tiles which weren't
exactly lined up, lighting which didn't work.

“Be finicky,” her father had said.

The HVAC system still wasn't turned on
because her father didn't want all the plaster and stone dust and
all the other garbage in the air sucked into it to be spread
around. Still, with the windows open it hadn't been hot that day.
Lexi was wearing coveralls due to the dirt, as well as her hardhat
with miners lamp.

She was also carrying a powerful LED lantern,
a laser measuring tape, and her tablet. The workmen had now
finished this room. But she needed to finish her inspection before
they could pay anyone.

She got down on hands and knees to make her
way across the floor, examining the tiling work up close with eyes
and fingers. She climbed into the tub to do the same, then ran her
hands up and down the walls as she inspected the tiling. She opened
the cupboard doors under the sink, then turned the sinks on,
testing water pressure and heat.

She did the same to the bathtub. And then..
came the shower.

The problem with showers was the only
accurate way to assess them was to take a shower. The feel of water
hitting your hand or arm was one thing, but only when it hit your
full body and head and face could you accurately determine if the
pressure was there.

She felt uneasy about this one, though, for
no good reason. Well, it was a huge, rambling old building still
only half completed. The halls were dark, or at best dimly lit. And
it was starting to get dark outside – and thus inside. And she was,
as far as she knew, alone in it.

Not that she could tell for sure. After all,
it wasn't like she had gone through the place searching. For all
she knew there were a dozen men hiding in the basement or attic,
all waiting for her to get naked.

All enough to make a girl a bit nervous even
if the bathroom itself didn't look like some sort of dark, Gothic
vision of Dracula meets the Twilight Saga.

She usually wore a bathing suit for this sort
of thing, but hadn't brought one today because she hadn't expected
to come here. She made sure the door was locked, then crossed to
the window and closed it before moving out of the line of sight of
anyone outside.

She pulled off the hard hat and turned off
the light, then knelt to untie the laces of her work boots before
slipping them off. She took her socks off, then went to the wall to
check the setting for the underfloor heat. It was off, and she
turned it on before going back to the counter and pulling the
zipper down the front of her coverall.

She looked over her shoulder a bit nervously
as she pulled the coverall down, pushing it over her hips and down
her legs, then stepping out and placing it on the counter. She told
herself she was being silly as she reached back and undid her bra
to free her breasts. Then she slipped her thumbs into the waistband
of her thong and slid it down, stepping out of it.

Naked.

She looked at herself in the mirror,
reinforcing her belief the lighting was too restrained here, then
padded across the floor to the shower and turned it on. Like the
one at Stuart's mansion, it was supposed to come on pre-heated by
the device behind the wall. It did and she stepped forward into the
streams.

She felt the same sense of anxiety mixed with
a strange eroticism she had when showering at Stuart's house. Her
nipples were hard, and her chest tight as she let the water hit
her. She ignored it as best she could, assessing the shower-head,
switching from one to another, raising and lowering the temperature
of the water.

She remembered when she'd stood in his shower
naked and the water had hit her, and she'd thought to herself that
he stood where she was every day – naked. That had given her an odd
little churning sensation in her stomach and made her feel a sense
of moist heaviness in her lower belly.

The reminder had the same effect now as she
slid her hands up over her breasts, then down her body. She
imagined him standing here one day, perhaps in a few months, naked.
What did he look like naked!? He had a strong looking body. He
sounded strong! He had large, strong-looking hands and broad
shoulders.

She shook herself out of her reverie, turning
off the water. Her chest felt tight and she felt a little breathy
standing there naked and dripping wet. The showers were fine, she
decided. She turned and checked to see how much water might have
sprayed outside the shower area, but almost none had.

Not that it was easy to see. She was
definitely going to report the lighting inadequate. Were it not for
the LED lantern she'd have trouble seeing things clearly.

Anyway, with the underfloor heating any water
on the floor would quickly dry.

And then, unbelievably, even as she stood
there naked, her eyes on the floor, the bathroom door opened!

Her reaction was instinctive, leaping back to
hide behind the projecting wall, shocked into total silence! It was
one of the workmen! Some crude, fat, middle-aged man who would leer
at her and then tell all the others what she looked like naked!

But it wasn't.

She peeked around the corner and gasped,
jerking her head back.

It was him! Stuart!

How!? Why!?

He walked into the room, as cool and aloof as
always, wearing a dark gray suit with a blue silk tie. He looked
around the room, then towards the shower stall. She gasped and
pressed the front of her body against the wall as he stepped
forward – and around it!

Her face burned and she kept it pressed to
the wall.

“Miss... Jameson,” he said. “Your father
informed me that you would not be able to make it out here today to
look over the work.”

Lexi found it very hard to speak!

“I-I... I found... some time!” she said, her
voice squeaking.

“Your father did not so inform me,” he said.
“I came out to look myself. I dislike paying for service unless
that service has been proven to have lived up to its promise. I
also hate to be late with a payment.”

Lexi found his casual attitude almost
unbelievable given the wild pounding of her heart! She was pressed
naked into the tiles while he stood a couple of feet to her side
looking at her without the slightest sense of awareness that he
ought to be doing anything else.

“I didn't tell him!” she gulped.

Should she have said that!? Now he knew that
no one was even aware she was here! He could kill her and bury her
in... in... well, somewhere!

“Is there some reason you're naked?” he asked
calmly.

She blushed even more.

“The only way... to tell if the water
pressure is acceptable is – .”

“To let it hit you? Yes, I suppose so. And?
Is it acceptable?”

She nodded jerkily.

“Not too strong or too weak?”

This was ridiculous!

“Would you please pass me a towel!?” she
exclaimed.

He turned and looked around.

“I see no towels.”

She hadn't brought it into the room! She'd
left it with her bag! Lexi cursed herself!

“Rather an oversight on your part, I would
think.”

“I-I forgot it in my bag!”

He nodded. She couldn't see much of his eyes
since the lantern was behind him, but he certainly wasn't turning
them away from her. Nor did he seem the slightest bit bothered by
her nudity. Nor aroused, for that matter. His calm was...
confusing.

“Stop staring at me!” she blurted out.

She imagined she saw his eyebrows raise.

“I'm looking at you, Miss Jameson. As one
does when one speaks to someone. Should I avert my eyes? Isn't that
an old-fashioned notion in this day and age?”

She bit her tongue.

“Besides, all you're displaying is your
bottom. And given the kinds of bathing suits women wear these days
you're not showing any more than you would at the beach. Unless, of
course, you turn around.”

She flushed and pressed her breasts even
harder into the tiles!

“Besides, men appreciate the lines of an
attractive and well-shaped young woman,” he said. “It's not a view
we generally turn our eyes from if offered.”

“I didn't offer it!”

“And yet here you are,” he said.

His eyes dropped for a moment.

“And I must say, as a judgmental sort of
person, I judge that your bottom is in excellent shape.”

Lexi blushed even harder.

“Yes, excellent shape, looks firm, nice tone
to your skin.”

His eyes slid up her back.

“Lovely back, too. You have an excellent
complexion to your skin.”

“Would you mind turning around!?” she
exclaimed.

“Would I mind? Well, to be honest, yes.”

He looked behind him, then turned back.

“The view here is far more to my liking than
the view in the other direction.”

She scowled at him. “A gentleman would at
least get me a towel or something to cover myself with!”

“I never claimed to be a gentleman,” he said
with a faint smile.

He moved back a bit and propped himself
against the side of the counter.

“I must say the way the droplets of water are
trickling down your back and down between your lovely buttocks is
quite visually appealing.”

“Stop that!” she said, her mind squirming
with embarrassment, but also... a strange, breathless sense of
anticipation and excitement.

“Why? You must know you're a beautiful girl.
You must know men like looking at beautiful girls. Especially naked
ones. We can't fight nature, Miss Jameson.”

“You're a... a... pig!”

“Demonstrably false. Pigs don't wear
clothes.”

“Oh ha-ha!” she said sarcastically.

“So tell me, do you find the bathroom
renovations meet your standards?” he asked.

“I'm not going to discuss it when I'm
naked!”

“Why not?” he asked lazily. “You've got
nothing else to do.”

“You... you're sexually harassing me!”

“Well, possibly, though I'm not the one who
was standing around naked in the workplace.”

“I wasn't standing around naked!” she said
indignantly. “I was testing the shower pressure!”

“Well, you could have worn a bathing suit for
that. Why, I bet if I was to be standing around naked you'd accuse
me of sexual harassment again! Maybe I should accuse you of sexual
harassment!”

Lexi's mind wasn't working well enough to
puzzle out the wrongness of what he said. It was true she should
have worn a bathing suit and it was also true he'd be sexually
harassing her if he was to be standing around naked, but still, his
whole answer was completely wrong! Somehow!

And it was very weird to be standing here
naked with him looking at her! Embarrassing, of course, but also,
now that the initial shock had passed, something strangely
exhilarating. She wasn't really afraid of him, not afraid he'd
attack her or anything.

And being naked like this before him,
exposing herself to him was like doing something completely
forbidden. And yet doing so in a way she couldn't actually be found
immoral or slutty for doing. She wasn't coming on to him at all!
She wasn't flaunting herself! She didn't do such things! No good
girl did!

“You could at least pass me my coveralls!”
she said.

He glanced behind him, then picked them up
and shook them out.

“But you're all wet, Miss Jameson. You'll get
them wet if you put them on like this and catch your death of
cold.”

She glared at him.

“You better not touch me!” she said
bravely.

He smiled. “Or what?”

“Or... or... I'll tell my father!”

He cocked his head to one side. “He works for
me,” he said. “Also, I'm bigger than him.”

“He'll call the police!”

“But I haven't done anything illegal,” he
pointed out.

“You want to!”

“Oh there you're very much mistaken. What I
want is to have you throw yourself at me and beg me to make love to
you.”

She gasped and her face reddened again.

“Not happening!” she exclaimed.

“Why not? I'm quite good looking, and women
find me charming.”

“Oh right!”

“It's true. I can be charming. When I want to
be.”

“Clearly you haven't wanted to be so far when
I've been around!”

“True enough. I reserve my charm for older,
more sophisticated ladies.”

Lexi glared.

“It would be a waste on a young girl like
you. You'd not be impressed by someone twice your age being
charming. Girls your age are all hormones and instincts.”

He shifted forward off the counter and Lexi
gulped as he moved to stand right next to her.

“You wouldn't be impressed by a man reciting
poetry and talking about Chaucer and Templeton,” he said. “You
don't even know who they are.”

He reached out and she flinched back, his
fingers sliding through her damp hair and combing it lightly
out.

“Your desires are much more focused on
earthier things,” he said.

His fingers traced their way down along her
bare shoulder.

“D-Don't!” she gasped, her voice squeaking as
an emotional jolt swept through her.

“Don't what?”

His fingers slid lightly up and down her arm
and she felt her chest tighten and her stomach swirl wildly.

“Don't touch me!”

“But isn't it my duty to help educate the
young and teach them things?”

His fingers slid back up along her shoulder
and eased her hair back from her neck, then stroked her there.

“I-I'll scream!”

“Why? No one is here.”

His fingers slid back along her shoulder.

“Besides, I can make you scream much louder,
much more intensely. Have you ever screamed out loud during an
orgasm, Alexandra?”

She gulped and forgot to breathe for a long
moment!

“Sometimes I have to put a gag on my lovers
so their screaming doesn't alarm the neighbors,” he said.

“More like so they don't cry for help!”

“Oh I never need help,” he assured her. “I
know my way around a woman's body.”

His other hand rose, and he used both to
gather in her hair, then wring it out.

Lexi felt another hot rush of that strange
mixture of embarrassment and heat as she felt the water trickling
down her back and knew he was watching it!

“Since I'm a businessman, what say we make a
little deal,” he suggested.

“Wh...wh... what kind of deal!?” she
gulped.

“Let me kiss you. And then if you want me to
leave, I'll leave.”

A part of her wanted nothing more! A part of
her, a dark, animal part of her, wanted him to yank her away from
the wall and have his way with her! She had been wondering what he
would be like in bed since first meeting him, after all. But her
inhibitions wouldn't allow her to do more than tell him no.

“No!”

“One kiss. Are you afraid of being utterly
seduced by a single kiss?” he asked, taunting her.

And then he pulled back on her hair, using it
as a lever to turn her head. He leaned in and kissed her, and since
her mouth was already open Lexi felt his lips locking firmly
against them even as she struggled to continue to press herself
firmly into the tiles!

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Lexi had been kissed in basically two ways in
her life – not counting chaste little pecks by relatives. She had
been kissed forcefully, hungrily, by boys who were too rough and
who actually threatened to bruise her lips while their tongues
thrust deep into her mouth in a way she found gross. And
hesitantly, tentatively, by boys lacking confidence or any real
idea how to kiss.

This... was not like those.

This was an entirely new kind of kiss, a kiss
which settled his lips against hers firmly, but surprisingly
gently, which had them moving lightly against her as his tongue
dipped and swirled and teased her own.

This was a kiss which startled her and which
took some time to analyze, which broke her concentration with
keeping her body hidden, which sent a rush of something electric
through her body and mind. This was a kiss which began to draw her
into it, into him, as if it were sapping her will-power and fogging
her mind!

And then she felt his hand, the one gripping
her hair, continuing to pull, inexorably turning her head further,
and pulling her body away from the wall. She felt a sense of
impending panic, but couldn't resist, and then he succeeded in
turning her completely around without ever stopping the kiss!

Now her back was to the wall, her arms across
her breasts as he continued to kiss her. He eased his grip on her
hair, his hands instead caressing the sides of her head as he
leaned in against her.

Lexi's heart was beating like a drum and her
mind was churning wildly with different thoughts and emotions. One
of them was unabashed awe at the kiss, for she'd never felt
anything so... erotic, so passionate, so exciting! It sent shudders
through her body!

His lips never stopped moving, but in a
strange, slow, hungry, exotic way she'd never experienced before.
She felt his passion, which was scary! But it also awakened heat
within her.

He eased back, finally, leaving her flushed
and gasping.

“Would you like to scream now?” he asked.

She gulped and tried to steady her pounding
heart, then mustered up a rebellious scowl.

“I've had better!” she said.

He smiled. “Liar.”

And then he kissed her again and she couldn't
bring herself to resist it as his lips melted against hers and
began to move against her with even more passion and heat!

His big hands slid down from her head,
caressing her bare shoulders and arms, and she finally shifted her
hands, at least, easing them off her breasts and pushing against
his chest. Or at least, that was her intention. Once her hands were
against his body and felt the heat of his firmly muscled body
beneath the shirt she found herself caught in indecision and
uncertainty.

And then his hands slid further down her
arms, then pulled them effortlessly up and back, pushing them
against the wall above her head!

Without his lips skipping a beat as they
moved hungrily against hers!

She moaned into his mouth, struggling weakly
and he finally eased back, pulling back enough to look down. She
blushed hotly as he held her pinned the wall.

“Like what you see?” she demanded.

“Very much so,” he said. “Would you like me
to make you scream yet.”

“You're so... full of yourself!”

“I'm confident in my abilities. Are you
confident I can't make you scream?”

She flushed and glared.

He shifted his hands up her arms to her
wrists, then pressed them together over her head, holding them in
one hand to free up his other.

Lexi turned herself to face the wall again,
then flushed at his soft chuckle of amusement.

“Why hide from me what I've already seen?” he
asked.

She gasped as his hand caressed her
shoulders, then slid down her side. She squeaked as his warm male
fingers stroked across the sides of her breast where it was pressed
against the wall.

“Your skin is so soft and warm it could turn
a dead man on,” he said.

Her mind swirled and churned even more
violently! She continued to be embarrassed but the strange, wild
thrill of this was overcoming her inhibitions. And as long as she
didn't say anything agreeable she could continue to deny she had
any interest and thus any shame in letting him touch her!

His hand slid down her side and caressed her
hip, leaving her breathless, then slid back up her side as he
leaned in to kiss the nape of her neck.

Lexi could feel a pulsing inside her, as if
her heart were beating louder and sending the blood racing through
her body. A sense of desperate need began to rise even as she
fought to do nothing to show him she was responding.

It was getting much more difficult, though,
as her breasts swelled against the tiles and her nipples crackled
with energy.

And then there was a pause, and his other
hand rose above her. She felt something like fabric against her
wrists and looked up to see what looked like his tie being wrapped
around them. Her mouth dropped open in surprise, then confusion,
then anxiety just as he tugged the loop closed!

“What are you doing!” she gasped.

“Relieving you of the burden of having to
pretend you're resisting.”

She gaped up as he tied the tie around some
projection at the top of the wall, then tugged her wrists against
the tie as he released them.

She was tied up! He had tied her wrists
up!

He spun her around and she cried out, staring
up at him! Then his lips were against hers again. She felt she had
to resist, or at least, show some resistance – how had he known she
was pretending!? He couldn't know. He was guessing! Arrogant
man!

He eased back and she stubbornly turned
around to face the wall again, which brought another chuckle. But
then his fingers were massaging her shoulders, and as they eased
her hair aside, his lips began to move slowly down her spine! She
squealed as she felt his tongue dipping out, and felt his hands
sliding down her waist.

Then he knelt behind her on the wet floor!
His hands slid down onto her hips and then curled around the front
of her thighs and suddenly jerked her hips back from the wall! His
strong hands effortlessly pulled her legs apart and then his tongue
and lips moved in along the backs of her thighs!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped.

What was he even doing!? Lexi had no
experience with this sort of thing!

She felt him nibbling on the skin of her
thighs and her mind churned with the sure knowledge that he was
looking right at her pussy! She felt an odd rush of relief as she
remembered she'd shaved only that morning!

He pulled her thighs further apart, which
forced her onto the balls of her feet as her breasts pillowed out
against the wall again. His tongue licked lightly along her inner
thighs just below her pussy. And then she shuddered and the muscles
in her hips jerked as his tongue moved up along the edge of her
sex.

He licked his way up and down along her mons,
lightly brushing the lips of her sex, and she felt an intense rush
of sensation flooding her body. The tip of his tongue ran along the
line of her sex and she felt as if her insides were beginning to
melt!

She tried to protest but her breathing had
become so shallow and ragged and her breath so fogged with heat and
hunger she couldn't focus on talking even if she could form the
words.

His tongue slid up and down along her sex,
lightly, at first, but then with more pressure.

Suddenly he drew back and then used his grip
on her thighs to flip her around. Lexi gasped as her buttocks
slapped against the wall, and stared down at the top of his head as
his mouth moved in against her.

Don't!

She thought the words, but couldn't bring
herself to speak them aloud.

She stared, transfixed as his tongue danced
along her sex, then pressed in firmly, forcing its warm, slick,
soft self up inside her! Her mind and body both squirmed as his
tongue pumped slowly in and out. Then his thumbs pressed firmly
against her and spread her lips apart.

His tongue slid upward and found her
clitoris.

Lexi sucked in a desperate gasp of air, her
head jerking back against the wall. She stared at the shower across
from her as she felt his tongue circling her clitoris. It teased
and taunted her as the nerve endings began to crackle and thrum
with energy. His tongue swept up across it then in long, confident
licks that made her hips grind helplessly against him!

She moaned dazedly, feeling the tightness of
the tie around her wrists and the power rising inside her. There
was something so darkly thrilling about this! All it needed was for
her to be shackled in a dungeon instead of bound to a shower wall,
and for there to be candles flickering instead of her LED
lantern!

His tongue swept from side to side in quick
little movements as she moaned low in her throat. The muscles in
her body wanted to stretch and preen like a cat, and she let out a
soft, helpless cry of pleasure as his hands slid up her body to cup
and squeeze her breasts.

Her hips began to spasm and she felt wild
rushes of sexual energy sweeping up through her body. A moment
later his finger pushed against her entrance and then slid up
inside her!

“Oh! Oh! God! Please!” she moaned.

His finger slid in and out slowly, as if he
were rubbing the front wall of her sex.

Lexi began to feel an increased rush of
sensation, and then her back arched as he closed his lips and
sucked rhythmically against her clitoris!

She gulped in air, the heat sweltering so
that her mind felt as if it were melting. Her entire body began to
feel as though it were filled with so much energy she couldn't keep
still. She felt a second big finger pushing up inside her.

And then the orgasm hit.

The sexual heat and pressure suddenly grew
more and more intense and then exploded. She cried out as it tore
through her body, her muscles spasming as her hips bucked against
his lips and fingers. Her back arched and her head jerked back,
rolling from side to side as waves of pleasure overwhelmed her
mind.

His fingers pumped harder, faster, and...
felt thicker! As if he'd added a third!

The surge of pleasure intensified and
convulsions wracked her body as she twisted and writhed in
helpless, wanton heat. It was the most intense orgasm she'd ever
had in her life!

And then it slowly faded away, leaving her
gasping, limp, and wrapped in a dark, dazed afterglow that made her
want to collapse into a boneless heap on the floor.

“Well, that wasn't quite a scream, but we're
well on our way,” he said.

He stood before her, gripping her hair to
lift her head back. His fingers caressed her lips, then slid into
her mouth, startling her.

“Lick,” he ordered.

And such was his tone and the commanding air
he had about him that she did so.

She rolled her eyes up at him as he slid his
fingers deeper.

“Suck,” he said in a softer voice.

She frowned rebelliously, but obeyed as he
pumped them slowly in. And then she realized as he pulled them free
that he'd had these fingers inside her.

He pulled them free and then returned them to
her sex, rubbing her clitoris lightly, his fingers moving in a
soft, circular motion.

“So what do you think, Alexandra? Would you
like to be my sex slave?” he asked in a low purr.

She felt a dark, thrilling jolt at the
outrageous suggestion.

“Y-You...You got a hope!” she gulped.

He grinned and his other hand slid down to
knead her breast.

“You have gorgeous breasts,” he said
admiringly.

He caught her hard nipple between thumb and
forefinger and began to roll and caress it.

Then he lowered his head, kissing his way
down her front this time, and Lexi held her breathe as his lips
moved onto her breast, then closed around her nipple! He began to
lightly and rhythmically suck as his tongue swirled and circled her
hard little button.

His lips spread wider, and she gasped as his
teeth dug in lightly, then not so lightly!

The fingers rubbing her clitoris rubbed
harder, and then slid down across it, curled inward, and pushed
slowly up into her body! Two long, thick, hard male fingers slid
deep into her body, deeper than before, and then his thumb found
her clitoris and began to rub it in turn!

This was so insane! Lexi could hardly believe
this was happening! But the heat was starting to flood through her
again, along with that dark, hungry sense of thrilled excitement.
It was pouring up through her body, even more powerful than
before!

Her hips began to roll against his fingers,
the muscles in her abdomen spasming and sending them bucking out to
meet his pumping fingers! His mouth was practically eating at her
breasts! His teeth were biting into her with something barely short
of pain, doing something raw and carnal to her mind!

Her nipples burned whenever he sucked and
licked them, and her body began to tremble and shake as the sexual
pressure built up to unbearable levels! Lexi felt as if she were
becoming intoxicated by the sexual heat, as if it were a drug
flooding her mind!

Another orgasm tore through her with
explosive force! She cried out again and again as he thrust his
fingers into her body, her hips bucking and grinding against him as
he bit into the soft, throbbing heat of her breasts!

She felt her head thrown back, felt her mind
rolling in the waves of heat, her awareness of everything outside
the storm of pleasure gripping her body fading away.

Again she sagged, this time only staying on
her feet due to the tie biting into her wrists. He kissed her
hungrily, but she was too dazed to care. She let him use her mouth,
let his lips force her lips apart, and felt a strange thought as
though his mouth was eating hers.

She moaned and he drew back, then roughly
twisted her around to face the wall.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped, jerking out of the soft,
cloudy haze of the afterglow by a sharp smack to her bottom.

“Push your bottom out, slave girl,” he
ordered.

“Don't!” she gasped, pushing her hips back as
ordered.

Crack!

“Spread your legs for your master.”

“Stop it!” she moaned, even as she jerked her
legs apart.

Then she felt something against her sex. It
was warm and slick, but certainly not his fingers. It was too...
soft for that, too thick. It rubbed up and down along the line of
her sex, up and down, up and down, pushing through her thighs until
it found her clitoris.

His right hand slid across her hip and down
between her legs as she stared down and saw the head of his cock
pressing up against her! His fingers gripped it, pressing it in
against her harder, rubbing it back and forth against her
clitoris!

His other hand jerked her head back sharply
and again she cried out as his lips found the nape of her neck.

This was all bewildering to Lexi. She felt
like a virgin again, like a girl with no experience in sex. She
wasn't, and yet she certainly had never experienced anything like
this!

Any of this!

That included a nearly suffocating heat which
had her feeling physically shaky as her pulse raced wildly. She
gasped and gulped in air at the rush of sensation as he ground the
head of his cock back and forth against her clitoris!

“Guess what I have for you, little slave
girl?” he said, his voice soft in her ear.

He eased the thing back, rubbing it up and
down along the line of her sex, pressing firmly enough to spread
the lips of her sex and glide between.

Lexis' heart pounded wildly as she felt him
push upward, felt the pressure growing, spreading her open as the
head lodged in the mouth of her sex. It pushed harder, and his
hands gripped her thighs, jerking them further apart even as she
felt the head push up inside her body!

She cried out weakly, gasping, eyes wide as
she felt him pushing deeper and deeper. She felt so stretched out!
She ached! But she ached in a dark, thrilling way as she realized
he must be very large! She felt the thickness of him as he forced
himself deeper, felt the soft, elastic walls of her sex stretching
wide before it as the head burrowed higher inside her!

She was breathing in ragged little gasps and
gulps as he abandoned her hair, both hands firmly on her thighs now
as he began to pump in short, slow strokes, the head always pushing
harder and deeper! The pressure of the tie around her wrists made
them ache now even as her face leaned in, her cheek against the
tiles.

His cock moved in longer strokes, faster, and
then she cried out as the head seemed to punch into the back wall
of her sex! Her eyes widened and she started to say something, but
had no idea what to say! Then it did it again, and again, and
again, battering against her insides as one of his fingers eased in
and began to rub her clitoris.

Her eyes rolled back as waves of pleasure and
heat rolled up through her body, and she whimpered as they rolled
her mind. Yet still the head seemed to batter away at the back wall
of her sex even as he shifted her body, forcing her down, then up,
spreading her legs, angling his cock in as if seeking a way around
that obstacle.

And then, somehow, it found it. She cried out
as his cock slid deeper, far deeper than anything she'd ever had
inside her before! And then she felt his hips against her buttocks,
felt them grinding against her as his cock seemed to shift around
inside her belly.

It felt so deep, so high inside her!

“Sex slave,” he said, his lips again next to
her ear, his breath hot against her skin.

He drew back and plunged in again, drew back
farther and slid deep. His strokes became longer and faster as his
hips began to slap against her buttocks with more and more impact.
Her lower body began to quiver and shake as his thick cock drove up
into her with hard, determined thrusts.

Lexi's eyes closed and she moaned, gasping
for breath, her cheek rubbing against the tiles as her lower body
was jerked up and back to meet his strokes. Her breasts were
pillowed out against the tiles, grinding and rubbing as they
throbbed hotly, but all her mind could really focus on was that hot
spear of flesh thrusting up inside her.

Sex slave! What a wild and outrageous but
darkly thrilling idea!

She felt like one, the way he was manhandling
her, the way he'd tied her up, the way he was using her!

She gasped and grunted and moaned as his cock
drove into her again and again, his finger rubbing her clitoris at
the same time. She felt the heat and sexual energy pouring up
through her nerves and sinews, overwhelming her nervous system and
sweeping through her mind like a storm.

It was so wild, so hot, so good!

And then another orgasm hit her, forcing her
to cry out again and again, heedless of her normal sense of
restraint around others. Always before she had been desperately
aware of how she presented herself, even to lovers, of how she
reacted and responded so they wouldn't think badly of her.

And so they wouldn't tell others they both
knew!

But none of that seemed to matter now, and
her mind floated free as the storm of pleasure howled within her.
Her hips bucked violently as his cock drove into her, and she
ground her breasts against the tiles on purpose, her mind shattered
by the torrent of intense pleasure.

And all through it came the hard, shuddering
blows of his hips against her buttocks, the hard, deep thrust of
his cock driving up inside her, and the harsh rubbing of his finger
against her swollen, hyper-sensitive clitoris!

On it went, on and on, until she thought that
it might actually be damaging her, that she might somehow die of a
heart attack or something. But she didn't care. This was ecstasy.
This was... rapture! She wallowed in it as it drowned her and her
mind lost its ability to think about anything but the passion and
pleasure.
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Lexi was bewildered afterward. She was
shell-shocked from the intensity of the pleasure, but then, her
mind began to function again, bewildered about how things had
gotten to this state. Even as he moved away, adjusting his clothes,
she turned her back to the tiles and stood there, chest heaving,
eyes closed, trying to regain her composure.

She felt something against her toes and the
oddity of it caused her to open her eyes and look down to see her
jumpsuit there on the floor of the shower. She stared at it in
confusion. How had it gotten there? It was all wet now!

Then she remembered him kneeling before her
as he had performed oral sex on her, and felt a rush of
understanding – and indignation! He had thrown it on the floor to
spare his own pants from getting wet!

She turned her head to stare at him,
outraged.

He turned around and raised his eyebrows.

“Yes?”

She scowled. “Untie my hands!”

He walked back, stepping on her jumpsuit, and
his hand cupped one of her breasts, then slid up to envelope her
throat. It squeezed only lightly, pressing up against the underside
of her jaw instead.

She gulped anxiously, warily.

“Are you afraid of me, little slave
girl?”

“N-No!” she gulped.

“Liar,” he said.

He slid his hand downward, squeezing her
breast again, then sliding down along her still-slick body, down
her belly, and in between her legs.

“Tell me little slave girl, what had you
planned on doing tonight?”

The question confused her. It was the sort of
question guys asked before asking her out. Except the whole point
of asking her out was in hopes of persuading her to have sex and
he'd already had sex with her. Plus he wasn't a guy. He was a man
twice her age.

And his fingers were rubbing quite skillfully
against her down there.

“I-I... don't know,” she gulped.

“If I hadn't shown up you would have finished
her and then what?”

“Gone home.”

“And what would you have done there?”

“I... I don't know... eat dinner,” she
gulped.

“And then?”

“Why?”

His other hand slid up and encircled her
throat, squeezing just enough to make her eyes bulge for a
moment.

“Answer, Slave girl.”

She gasped at the tone! Well, the tone
combined with his hand around her throat! It sounded so... it
sounded like he thought she really was his slave girl or
something!

“Watch TV,” she gulped. “Maybe go on the
internet and see what people are doing.”

“It's a workday. So you have to be back
tomorrow morning, yes? So you'd go home and do much of nothing.
Correct? TV and computers. How boring. Is that what a beautiful,
sexually desirable slave girl like you ought to be doing with her
time?”

“I'm not a slave girl!” she said, with as
much firmness in her voice as she could manage.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

He leaned in closer, his lips brushing
hers.

“But you will.”

She turned her head away and he moved his
lips along her cheek, then up under her ear.

“Sex slave,” he whispered in her ear.

“I'm not!” she gulped.

He drew back with a feral smile, then reached
up above her and untied his tie from the bracket there. She drew
her hands down, and pushed back against his chest, and he eased
back with a smile.

Her hands were still tied together,
though.

“I can think of a much more exciting evening
for you. At my place. Where I can teach you more about
screaming.”

“You are... an arrogant man!”

He shrugged. “I've been called worse.”

His hands gripped her upper arms, then,
squeezing in around them, then lifting her feet right off the floor
as he moved in closer.

“But I have a lot to be arrogant about,” he
said. “Want me to show you?”

“P-Put me down!”

“Ask nicely.”

Lexi licked her lips nervously. “Please put
me down.”

“Say master.”

She felt a strange jolt, a sense of
breathlessness She meant to ridicule it, to laugh it away, but her
toes still hung above the floor, and his display of... effortless
strength, was making her feel a swirling sense of excitement
again.

“Master,” she gulped.

He smiled and lowered her to the floor.

“We'll go to my place. Where you won't have
to find something to occupy your time like watching The
Bachelor.”

“I don't watch the Bachelor!” she said in
annoyance.

“Survivor?”

“I don't watch reality TV!”

“Too good for it?”

She frowned. “And what if I am?”

He bent and scooped up her wet jumpsuit, then
shook it out.

“You have some nerve throwing that on the
floor!” she exclaimed.

“I'll buy you a dozen more to replace
it.”

“It's not about replacing it!” she said as he
picked up her lantern and tablet. “It's about what am I going to
wear now!?”

“What you're wearing looks lovely to me.”

“Oh ha-ha,” she said.

He gripped the dangling end of the tie and
pulled her along as he went to the door.

“Wait! M-Mister Stuart!”

He opened the door and led her out into the
hall. It was wide, with a high ceiling. And of course, it was very
dark.

Lexi stared around anxiously.

“Is anyone else here?”

“I seriously doubt it.”

He pulled her along as he headed down the
hall, and she gasped and hopped on the uneven floor.

“Wait! Slow down!”

He halted and turned to look at her.

“Master,' he said, his voice a soft purr.
“Let me hear you say it.”

She looked at him, exasperated. “The floor is
still being fixed. It's uneven and there are loose boards
around!”

“Master,” he said.

“Master,” she said, rolling her eyes.

He tugged on the tie and walked away, pulling
her after him.

“Aren't you going to untie me?!”

“Well, I suppose I have to eventually, don't
I.”

He led her along as if the tie was a leash,
and Lexi's eyes swept from side to side, filled with anxiety about
who might somehow have stayed back and see her like this. They went
down the stairs and then through the front lobby to the front door.
There he opened it, pulled her through, then locked it behind
them.

Lexi looked around outside even more
anxiously. True, it was a large plot of land, and no one from the
road or neighboring properties would be able to see her. But it
still felt very strange being naked outside like this!

She saw a long, sleek car parked next to hers
as he led her down the stairs. The car lights flashed and he opened
the trunk to throw her things in. Then he went to her car. He had
her keys in hand, which he'd taken from her jumpsuit pocket. He
opened her car door and then smiled at her, waving her into the
driver's seat.

“I can't drive anywhere like this!”

“Why not?”

She glared at him. “Maybe you haven't
noticed, but I'm naked!”

“I noticed, believe me.”

“Someone else will notice!”

“Who? It's dark out. There are no sidewalks
around here, and very little traffic.”

He pushed her into the car.

“Just follow me to my place.”

“What if I decide to just drive home
instead!?”

“Do you live in an apartment?”

She scowled and nodded.

“Then you'll have to walk through the lobby
naked. I don't think you'll do that.”

He moved around to his car and got in the
driver's side and she glowered after him, then shut her own door
and started the engine.

What an arrogant, high-handed bastard he
was!

He drove off and she hurriedly followed. She
had nothing in the car to wear! She had to put the car in gear,
then shift her bound hands to the wheel before stepping on the gas
with bare feet.

She leaned forward and tried to bite at the
knot holding her wrists together as she drove. It wasn't easy, but
before long she managed to loosen the knots, and then pulled the
tie open enough to jerk her wrists apart.

Her mind swirled and churned as she drove,
trying to think about what to do. She couldn't drive home, not
naked. She couldn't drive to her parents. There were girlfriends
she could drive to and call them... no, the bastard had her phone!
Shit!

None of her friends lived in a house alone.
They were either with their parents or in an apartment of some
kind. She wasn't about to show up at the door naked! And even if
she could call one what would she say? That she'd been playing some
kind of kinky sex game with a guy?

Who could she trust not to pass on such a
juicy story?

She slumped low in the car as she followed
his, especially when anyone passed her. What was he going to do at
his house anyway? He'd already made her come three times! Fuck! And
yes, he'd already fucked her. That was what all the guys wanted.
And he'd gotten it! What more did he want!?

She let her mind consider the possibility of
some kind of relationship with Stuart. That seemed really odd,
except that he obviously found her hot. And, she admitted, she felt
the same about him. Especially given how incredible he'd been in...
well, not in bed but in sex.

He was good looking and sexy – and very rich.
All very good qualities! He was big and strong and knew what to do
in bed. But the idea was still ridiculous. He was so... stern
and... bossy! And they probably had no interest at all in common.
Other than sex, of course.

And he was twice her age! Her father would
have a cow!

And besides, she couldn't have a relationship
with someone that bossy!

Other than sex, of course. The sex was better
than she'd ever had in her life by a very long distance. Did he
want more tonight? Did she?

She gulped, feeling her nipples hard and
tingling. Her breasts felt swollen and hot. She was already aroused
and he wasn't even in the car with her.

Which was... bewildering.

Well, maybe it was just this being naked
outside business. That certainly gave her a great deal of anxiety
and emotional confusion.

They turned in through the open gate and went
down the long driveway to stop in front of the front doors. She
pulled in behind him, looking anxiously towards the mansion. Unlike
the one she'd left this one was brightly lit. What if that maid was
still here!?

He got out of his car and walked back to her
and she opened her door uncertainly.

“Is the maid still here?” she asked.

“No.”

He took her hand to help her out of the
car.

“And what have you done with my tie?”

“What have you done with my clothes?” she
sniffed.

He reached past her and took the tie out.

“I didn't say you could untie yourself, slave
girl.”

“Well I did anyway,” she said with a
sniff.

He tied a loop in the tie, then slipped it
over her hand.

“Hey!”

He jerked the loop tight around her wrist,
then spun her to face the car, gripping her other wrist and pulling
it up behind her.

“Mister Stuart!” she cried. “What are you
doooing!?”

She knew very well what he was doing. He was
tying her wrists together! Behind her back this time!

“Is that a serious question?” he asked.

“Why are you tying me up!?”

“Because it pleases me to do so.”

“Well it doesn't please me!”

“Not important.”

He let her turn around, then bent and lifted
her bodily up to fall, belly-down, across his left shoulder.

Lexi squealed in surprise, then found her
upper body hanging down his back as he gripped her legs and walked
up to the house.

“Hey! Put me down!”

“Slave girls don't give orders to their
masters.”

“I'm not a slave!”

“Sex slave,” he said, taunting her.

“Pervert!”

Crack! His hand slapped her vulnerable
bottom.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Sex slaves who act up are punished,” he
said.

“This isn't funny!” she exclaimed as she
stared down his back at the ground below.

“I'm not laughing.”

She wriggled and twisted, trying to get free,
and got another sharp slap to her bottom.

“Ow!

“Better learn to obey your master, little
slave girl.”

“You're not my master!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

He carried her into the house, into the great
room, then set her down on her feet.

Lexi looked around her anxiously while
tugging her wrists against the tie. This was so freaky and kinky
and sick and... hot!

Stuart turned on the TV, which was immense,
then disappeared around a corner, leaving her to her own
devices.

This was so weird!

She continued to struggle to get her wrists
free, looking doubtfully at the giant picture windows and wondering
if anyone outside was peering in at her.

“You know, it's kind of chilly in here when
you're naked!” she called.

He returned from wherever he'd been.

“I guess I'll have to warm you up, then.”

He gripped her hair behind her head and
marched her over beside a large, leather chair, then forced her to
her knees.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

“I'm not – ow!”

She shifted her knees apart and then he
showed her a cock.

It wasn't his cock. But it was an incredibly
realistic looking cock, far more so than any dildo she'd ever seen
in her life (not that she'd seen many).

“They say this is the most realistic looking
and feeling dildo made,” he said. “It's got two layers of skin,
with shadings and texture and veins like real skin. See these
testicles. The balls are actually free inside them.”

He rubbed the thing back and forth over her
mouth and then tugged on her hair, which caused her to gasp, her
mouth opening. He thrust the dildo into her mouth then.

“Suck.”

She glared at him and refused.

“You know you want to, sex slave,” he
taunted.

She bit it instead.

“That's not nice. You might have to be
punished for that.”

He pulled the dildo out and examined it.

“This cost over six hundred dollars, you
know.”

“I guess you had to pay a lot since you
didn't have a functioning one yourself!” she exclaimed.

He snorted, apparently not phased by the
insult.

“You seemed impressed enough with it when I
was fucking your brains out earlier.”

She flushed.

He slapped the base of the thing down on the
floor right in front of her, then used her hair to force her up and
forward – then down.

“Oh! Wait!” she gasped.

“If it's not as slick as it should be that's
your fault, slave.”

Lexi felt the pressure building against her
sex. The head of the thing was certainly slick enough with her
saliva. And she was not exactly bone dry inside either! All this
naked manhandling had kept her in a state of low broil, even after
he'd tied her wrists behind her.

She moaned as the thick cock-head slid up
between the lips of her sex. And with his pressure on her shoulder
she slid down further and further.

“Two inches diameter, nine inches long. And a
warming function with the battery inside. Just right for horny
little sex slaves,” he said.

“I'm not horny! You pervert!”

The feel of the thick dildo pushing up inside
her felt – delicious, though. It even felt warm like a real
cock!

Stuart forced her knees wider and made her
sit on her heels, the dildo jammed high inside her, then sat down
in the chair to study her.

Lexi looked back sternly, but inside she was
coping with a wild rush of emotions and sensations. The thick
'cock' up inside her was doing strange things to her mind. And
sitting on it like this, kneeling naked like a … a slave girl in
front of him was doing even more!

“Think I can't make you come again?”

She glared at him.

“How many times in your life have you come
three times in an hour?”

Never, Lexi thought, but refused to say.

“How many times have you come three times in
a day?”

Also never.

He picked up a remote control, and the
fireplace burst to life. Then he stood up and took off his jacket.
Looking down at her, he unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it open and
shrugged it off, leaving him naked above the waist.

He had a powerful body, and Lexi felt a
little flutter of excitement despite herself. She turned her head
away as if uninterested, and he untied his shoes, removing them and
his socks. He slipped his belt off and then unbuttoned his
trousers, and she rolled her eyes sideways, unable to keep from
watching as he slid his trousers down and stepped out of them.

Finally he slipped his shorts off and stood
up naked right in front of her.

Lexi gulped as she stared, then jerked her
head away again.

Stuart was a very impressive man! He had the
best body she'd ever seen on a guy. Not only was it fit and strong
and muscular but his cock was... nothing to laugh at.

She had always thought men looked goofy
naked. The ones she'd seen mostly had. Oh, she liked sliding her
hands over their skin, especially their chests. But when they
walked around naked, well, their little shrunken cocks just looked
– strange!

His, though, even though it wasn't hard,
looked thick and long, and she felt a sense of wonder at how big it
looked even when not erect.

Did it get as big as the thing she was
currently impaled on!?

And then he slipped the tongue of his belt
into the buckle to form a loop and dropped it over her head to
settle around her neck as he tugged it closed.

Lexi gasped, looking up at him as he held the
belt firmly.

“Now, slave girl, you're going to service
your master.”

Lexi suddenly felt at a loss for snarky words
as her heart began to thump again. She gasped as he tugged on the
belt (leash, she thought wonderingly) and pulled her in close.

“Suck my balls, you slave-girl.”
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That was such an outrageous but... darkly
thrilling demand!

Lexi felt a rush of dark heat and then moaned
as he pulled her head forward.

“Lick!”

She began to lick his balls, then sucked them
into her mouth, moaning as she did so. Every move seemed to shift
her body atop the long, thick cock inside her, and drove another
hot little spasm of sensation through her body and up into her
rapidly heating mind.

“Please your master or he'll whip you,
Slave,” he growled.

This was so perverted! But so wildly exciting
too!

She sucked his balls into her mouth, moaning,
rolling them with her tongue, sucking rhythmically, then licked at
his shaft as he tugged on the belt to pull her mouth higher. He
lifted his cock up, holding the head against his belly, then made
her lick her way up and down the shaft as it hardened.

Lexi found herself rocking and grinding
herself down against the dildo, the heat swirling inside her as she
licked his cock and balls.

He pulled back and squatted beside her, then,
and she gasped as he jerked back on her hair to force her head
back.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said.

His fingers rubbed at her clitoris and Lexi
gasped aloud, moaning low in her throat.

“You know you love having a big cock deep
inside you,” he said.

He pulled up on her hair and she slid up the
cock. Then he pulled down and she shuddered as she slid back down
to the base.

“You'll make an excellent sex slave,” he
said.

He stood up and then walked out of the room,
leaving her alone.

Lexi looked down and felt a rolling wave of
heat and hunger as she saw how the thick cock stretched her out.
She rose and slid down, rose and slid down, moaning as the heat
grew inside her.

This was all so wicked and nasty and sick!
But she felt a strange sense of freedom in him being a virtual
stranger to her. He didn't know anyone she knew other than her
father, and it wasn't like he was going to tell him anything about
what she was doing!

She was confused about what she thought about
him. He certainly wasn't boyfriend material! What was he then!?

He returned and stood behind her, then
loosened the belt and lifted it off to toss on the chair. A moment
later another belt went around her throat, this one thicker, and he
buckled it up behind her. Then he knelt behind her and she felt him
pulling her wrists away from her body, which made her bend
forward.

She felt something that certainly felt like
another thick belt going around her ankles, then around her wrists
just above the tie. He untied the tie and she jerked her hands away
and stared at them. She felt another wild rush of heat, shock,
confusion, doubt, anxiety, and arousal as she stared at the studded
leather restraints buckled around her wrists.

He moved around in front of her and when she
looked up saw him holding his cell phone. Before she could react it
flashed and she gasped, her arms jerking up and across her
breasts.

“Don't!”

“Why? Afraid someone will see how sexy you
are?”

“Delete that!”

“I only took it for you,” he said.

He showed her the picture and she felt
another wild jolt. The thing around her throat was a collar, as in
a bondage collar, as in a slave collar! And it matched the
restraints around her wrists!

He put the phone down and squatted next to
her, his fingers rubbing at her clitoris again.

Lexi gasped and grabbed at his wrist, but
that didn't even slow him down. His arm and wrist were so thick,
his hands so strong!

“Ride that cock, slave girl,” he said,
tugging up on her hair.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she moaned, rising up.

He lowered her, then pulled his hand away
from her sex, taking hers instead. He pulled her hand out to him
and licked her fingers, then slid them into his mouth, licking and
sucking them before pulling them out and pressing them against her
own sex. He rubbed her slick fingers against her clitoris, and Lexi
moaned and gasped in pleasure.

“Hot little sex toy.”

“I'm not a sex toy!” she moaned.

He tugged up on her hair, then tugged down,
then up, then down. Lexi's pussy slid up and down the dildo as her
own fingers rubbed against her. When he let go of her hair, she
continued to ride up and down, gasping for breath, overwhelmed with
heat.

He stood up and moved around in front of her,
standing back, watching her. He gripped his long, thick cock,
squeezing it, and Lexi stared with wide eyes, her breathing ragged
as she rode the dildo. Her fingers shook as they rubbed against her
clitoris with increasing speed and need.

He moved forward and his cock pressed against
her lips. Lexi opened them and moaned as his thick cock slid
through and over her tongue. She reached up with her left hand,
squeezing the shaft as she slid her lips further, sucking and
licking, bobbing forward and back.

He pulled back out of reach, then sat down,
watching her.

Lexi looked back, her eyes feeling hot, her
body trembling with sexual pressure as she moaned helplessly. She
rode up and down on the dildo, her mind squirming with the
knowledge he was watching her!

She had never... put on a performance for a
guy before! And Stuart wasn't even a guy! He was a man! A much
older man! Her mind was alive with hunger and passion as sexual
electricity crackled up and down her spine!

“Do you like that cock, Slave girl?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Say yes master.”

Lexi shuddered.

“Yes, Master!”

“Have you ever masturbated in front of a man
before, slave?”

Lexi halted, the words jarring, throwing her
dazed mind off its limited track of thought. Another psychic shock
rippled through her, and she moaned as she sank down and ground
herself against the phony testicles.

She was masturbating in front of a guy!
Putting what she was doing into bald words just smacked her in the
face with how outrageous it was!

It wasn't even like he was a long-time
boyfriend! She barely knew him! She didn't even know his first
name!

“Ride that cock, slave,” he growled.

Whimpering, she obeyed, and her fingers
returned to her clitoris, rubbing more frantically now. Her other
hand rose to cup and squeeze her breasts, staring at him as he
watched her. She gasped and moaned as she rode the dildo harder,
the heat pouring through her, threatening to drown her.

An orgasm erupted within her, and she cried
out, arching, riding harder and more desperately as her fingers
ground furiously against her clitoris.

Sensations flooded her mind, joining with the
wild, animal heat of watching him watching her! Convulsions wracked
her body as her hips bucked in and out even as she rode up and
down, up and down the long, thick cock!

She groaned and settled fully on the dildo,
impaling herself, trembling and gasping as the orgasm began to
fade.

Then he was there beside her, pulling her
wrists back together behind her again, locking the restraints
together somehow. He stood up and moved before her, gripping her
hair, rubbing his erection over her face.

“Service your master, slave girl,” he
growled.

Moaning, she opened her mouth and he pushed
forward.

It was a beautiful cock! She stared at it as
it slid through her lips, feeling a sense of awe and a deep flush
of eroticism and excitement. Her eyes fixed on it as it pushed
forward, as she felt it sliding through her lips and over her
tongue, filling her mouth. She sucked and licked as he pumped in
and out, and then rolled her eyes up at him just as he pushed
forward. She felt the head of his cock sliding into the back of her
mouth, into her throat.

She felt a shockwave roll through her! He
held her hair wrapped around his fist, and his other big hand came
up around behind her head, pulling her forward. His cock slid deep
into her throat, and even as she started to gag he yanked on her
hair, the sharp pain distracting her.

“Sex slaves always deep throat,” he said.

Her lower body squirmed instinctively, but he
held her firmly and easily in place with her lips wrapped around
the base of his shaft. She gurgled helplessly, her wrists jerking
uselessly against the restraints as she struggled to cope with the
thickness filling her throat. Her wrists were not only bound
together, she realized, but somehow locked to the ones around her
ankles too!

Her chest began to burn and her head began to
throb as she sought to breathe. Then, just as she started to get
desperate, he pulled back, and she stared at the glistening length
of his cock appearing before her, inch after inch, sliding out of
her mouth, impossibly long.

It pulled free and she coughed and gulped in
ragged breaths.

“See? You're a natural,” he said, rubbing his
spit-wet cock across her lips and chin and cheeks.

He knelt before her, then, jerking back on
her hair so that she found herself staring up at the ceiling.

“Perhaps you could use a little help,
though,” she heard him say.

She felt his fingers at her sex, then the
thing inside her began to vibrate. A moment later she felt his
mouth at her breast, sucking and licking at her nipple, chewing
softly at the surrounding flesh.

The dildo inside her wasn't all vibrating,
she soon realized. The lower part was, and the balls that they
rested against. Well, she rested against those balls too, or more
specifically, her clitoris did!

She felt his hand roaming up and down her
body as his lips moved from one breast to the other, and all she
could do was gasp and continue to gulp in air.

This was like nothing she'd ever experienced
before! This... manhandling! This being helpless and under
another's control! Not to mention tied up! Not to mention using sex
toys! Everything about this was way beyond her life experience!

Lexi felt as if she was riding a wild,
out-of-control roller coaster, but without any sense of assurance
that it would follow any predictable, not to mention safe path!

The vibrations against her soft, moist,
hyper-sensitive clitoris were sending waves of sensation up through
her lower belly. Her breasts throbbed as he sucked on them,
sparkling and crackling with tension and sensation. Her nipples
ached as his teeth dug into them.

Something inside her seemed to... relax, as
if her inhibitions and pride melted away. She felt herself simply
giving in, any sense of independence melting as she felt the
pleasure rippling through her. She was sinking into the swirling
flood of heat, passion and dark pleasure, and had no desire or will
to resist.

He stood up again, pulling her forward by the
hair. She swayed dazedly, moaning, eyes glazing over, mouth open.
He pushed the head of his cock against her lips, forcing them
wider, and her eyes focused on his shaft as it pushed forward.

She felt again that sense of awe at how
beautiful it was, how thick and hard and long, at how it felt as it
slid across her tongue. And even though she knew it was going to
push into her throat the anxiety about that could not diminish that
sense of... surrender.

And so when it did she gurgled weakly, but
somehow, did not gag, and felt it moving into her throat with a
sense of wonderment and a deep and growing feeling of heat so
intense it was melting her mind.

He buried himself in her throat, held her
tight, then pulled back halfway, only to reverse himself, burying
himself in her throat a second time, then a third, pumping slowly
in and out of her mouth, across her tongue, down her throat.

Now Lexi merely knelt in place, gurgling
weakly, her body feeling a crackling sexual electricity tearing
through it as she ground herself down against the vibrator. He
pulled back and she gasped even as he set her back onto her back on
the floor. The dildo/vibrator slid out of her, leaving her feeling
almost vacant.

Since her ankles were bound to her wrists her
legs stayed fully bent and spread apart as he knelt before her.
Lexi's chest fluttered as she gasped for breath, moaning low in her
throat as she looked up at him kneeling before her.

He rubbed himself along her sex, then he
drove himself into her, and Lexi cried out in a low, wanton sense
of passion and pleasure. As real as the other had felt, this was
the real thing, and it slid into her as he leaned over and stared
down into her eyes.

“Slave girl,” he said.

Laying on her bound arms, Lexi almost felt
like one! And that sent another wave of dark heat and passion
through her as he lowered his body atop hers. He seized her hair,
jerked it back, then crushed her lips with his as his hips began to
work in and out.

It was too much for Lexi, and another massive
orgasm tore through her, this one perhaps the most powerful she'd
ever felt in her life! She cried out all the breath in her lungs,
her hips bucking frantically against him as he drove his stiff cock
deep into her belly.

Rapture!

Lexi felt as if she was rolling over and over
again in mid-air, weightless, wrapped in a fiery cloud of
glittering pleasure so wonderful she wanted it to never end.

Of course it had to. She could not have
survived it otherwise – not that that was really a consideration at
the time. The pleasure faded, leaving her dazed and limp, gripped
by a torpid afterglow which left her wanting nothing more than to
sleep.

Unfortunately there was a man lying atop her
between her legs, thrusting his cock into her body, and he didn't
seem like he was going to stop any time soon.

The afterglow faded, however, and she found,
much to her surprise, that she was still aroused, her body still
flushed with heat, her nerve endings still crackling like live
electrical wires. She could feel his cock plunging through the soft
folds of her flesh deep inside her with every stroke.

And she could feel, again, how utterly
helpless she was in the restraints, with her ankles and wrists
locked together.

She moaned weakly as he chewed on her throat,
then again as his lips found hers.

He controlled her head by simply using her
hair as a leash. He controlled her body. He controlled everything
about her. Utterly.

Lexi continued to feel a strange wonderment
about that. Yet instead of indignation she felt a sense of peace
and comfort in it. For nothing was expected of her. She had nothing
to do for she could do nothing. She had nothing to say nor
instructions to follow. She didn't need to guess at what to do or
how to respond. All she had to do was lay there and absorb whatever
he chose to do to her.

Like a slave, a sex slave! Just thinking the
phrase sent a wave of heat and eroticism through her mind and body.
It was so kinky and dark and bespoke wicked fantasies where others
owned her body and used her for their own pleasure without regard
to what she wanted.

That, of course, was outrageous, but as a
sexual fantasy it was... thrilling.

He eased back onto his knees, then slid
himself out of her, rubbing himself up and down against the line of
her sex again.

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

Lexi only moaned weakly.

“Do you? Sex slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she gulped.

“Say it.”

She stared at him uncertainly.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Master!”

The outrageousness excited Lexi further. And
when he pushed into her and thrust deep she shuddered, her back
aching.

He pulled out again, rubbing himself up and
down, up and down.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yeesss,” she moaned.

His hands slid up and kneaded her
breasts.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!” she exclaimed, her
eyes wide and filled with excitement.

He drove himself deep into her belly again
and ground himself against her.

“Unhgghh, God!” she moaned, head rolling
back.

“Hot little slut puppy,” he said, sliding out
and rubbing his head along her sex again.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned
breathlessly.

His fingers kneaded her breasts, then rolled
her nipples between thumbs and forefingers.

“How hard, slut puppy?”

She groaned as his cock moved slowly inside
her, far too slowly, far too gently.

“Haaard!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me hard, Master!” she said, some
dark side of her elated at how dirty and nasty and sick this
was.

He drove himself into her again, then his big
body slid down atop her, only his elbows keeping him from crushing
her beneath. His hips worked in and out as he seized her hair once
more and ravished her mouth. She moaned dazedly, gasping and
moaning as his hips drove into her harder and faster, his cock a
spear of heat plunging up and down deep inside.

Every thrust sent a wave of heat sweeping up
through her body, and her mind became lost in a feverish heat as
she exulted in the pleasure and passion of a dark fantasy come to
life.

She felt utterly conquered, at his mercy, his
slave girl to do with as he wished, and that thought was like a
drug sweeping her into a dark, hazy fantasy. His bitch, his slut,
his slave girl! Helpless and possessed!

Another orgasm swept over her and she cried
out as she gave herself to it with joy and wild abandon.

*

“Can't I even put on a thong?” she asked,
partly annoyed, partly self-conscious.

“I like my slaves naked.”

She sniffed but didn't fight. It was...
weird, but he insisted on continuing his kinky game.

She was still wearing the collar and
restraints, though he had unlinked her ankles, at least.

He sat on the chair with a coffee table
before him. She knelt next to it as he ate.

And fed her by hand.

This was sooo kinky! It was beyond kinky! It
was so kinky it was beyond anything she'd ever even fantasized
about!

Stuart was a freaking pervert!

But the sweltering heat and multiple orgasms
he'd given her were more than sufficient reason for her to cut him
a lot of slack.

“You get to wear clothes,” she said.

“Are you arguing with me?”

“No, Master!”

He slapped her bottom every time she did, and
though it was only a slap it did sting.

It was weird, and, she supposed, degrading
letting him feed her by hand. But she didn't feel degraded. She
felt... curious, fascinated and excited, and tight chested by his
little game. Boys had always just wanted to fuck her and then go
their own way. She'd never imagined doing some sort of long,
involved sex game with them pretending to be other people.

Although if any guy had suggested it she'd
have laughed and rejected it while thinking he was simply
weird!

Stuart was weird! But he was also a stern,
sophisticated, rich, confident and very good looking older man.

He hadn't been content to simply put on a
robe or some sweat pants. No, he'd put his suit back on and even
tied his tie. While she knelt beside him naked and collared, her
arms locked behind her back.

It was a statement about just who was in
charge, not that she had any doubts there.

She leaned forward and let him slip another
piece of steak into her mouth.

They'd started with him letting her take them
off a fork. But he'd soon decided to let her lick them out of his
fingers or out of the palm of his hand. Maybe he thought that was
more intimate. It felt that way to Lexi.

But it was still weird being naked like this,
especially with her wrists bound together behind her. She hadn't
spent much time naked in the last ten years, especially since she'd
developed. Her breasts moved as she moved, and her nipples stayed
hard and felt alternately chilly and tingly.

She'd been naked since she'd taken off her
clothes at the other house, she thought. And that was... almost two
and a half hours ago.

Had it only been two and a half hours, she
thought, marveling at how much had happened in that time.

What was she going to do about this? That was
the thought which preoccupied her. Stuart was a grown man, and not
boyfriend material. This then was a purely sexual relationship, and
she'd never been in one of those, nor wanted to.

It was too hot, too exciting, too thrilling
to want to end, though. And she felt a feeling of freedom, too.
Unlike with boyfriends, all of whom she knew well and who knew many
people she knew, Stuart was completely outside her social circle.
Nothing she did here was going to be gossiped back to anyone she
knew.

Whatever happens in the mansion stays in the
mansion, she thought.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Lexi spent the evening with him. Naked. That
again was beyond her experience. She got used to being naked, but
it still continued to feel... odd, and very, very sexual. He never
broke out of his role as 'the master' and insisted she stay in hers
as 'the slave girl'. But that didn't get boring at all.

She didn't like what he was watching on TV,
and began to get restless and to act up deliberately to provoke a
response. It did. He put her to work cleaning his bathroom. It
looked plenty clean to her already, but he made her clean it all
again.

And he produced a long, thin switch to
persuade her. The switch was about three feet long and quite thin
and flexible. It made a swishing noise when he swung it through the
air. And though it didn't appear to do any damage it stung when it
hit her bottom.

“You will clean this bathroom so well you can
eat off the floor. And then you will prove it's clean.”

“Prove?” she asked uncertainly.

“By licking it.”

“No way!”

“Just scrub carefully, slave, or you'll wind
up being strung up by the wrists and whipped.”

She looked at him in disbelief and
indignation, but also felt a breathless thrill at the very idea!
She felt a dark, delicious fascination with the idea of being a
“sex slave”. She'd cleaned many a bathroom in her life, but never
naked, collared and wearing restraints. And that made a great deal
of difference.

For instead of a dull, annoying job she had
to do, it became a part of the dark fantasy he was wrapping her in,
and she let herself sink into that role with a sense of eager, and
somewhat breathless delight.

He had given her no mop. She had to wash the
floor by hand, on all fours. That made her breasts wobble and shake
below her as she scrubbed.

And then, shortly after she started, he'd
come back to make it even more outrageous.

He bent her over the counter and then worked
a dildo up inside her. With that in place he used some slippery
jell on his finger and ignored her protests as he worked it into
her bottom. A second finger soon joined it, then another dildo.
This one was short, and had a very abrupt end to it as it sat on a
narrow stem. The entire thing was sucked into her bottom save for
the stem, which was held in place by a flat round base on the
outside of her body.

That flat base had a slim cord attached to
the base of the dildo in her pussy to hold it in place.

“Now get to work, Slave.”

And so she did, kneeling and scrubbing, her
breasts wobbling, the dildos a reminder of her role – kinky slave
girl! She felt a thrumming heat the whole time, a sexual need and
hunger, even as she scrubbed faucets and sinks. She felt daring and
kinky and wild and sexy, and paused often to stare at herself in
the mirror.

Sex slave!

Not that she would ever want to be one in
real life, of course! You'd have to be crazy to want to be a slave!
To give up your freedom and hand it to some... some guy who would
beat you if you disobeyed!

Of course, the mental image of herself
hanging by her wrists naked while she was 'whipped' was scalding.
But she was under no illusion she would feel terribly aroused while
feeling extreme pain!

No way was anyone whipping her! Phht! The
idea was absurd!

What if he really made her lick the floor,
she thought doubtfully. Well, she could refuse, she supposed. Then
he'd probably spank her bottom, which stung, or use that stick
thing. That was worrisome. And yes, she could outright refuse to
let him, but then the game would stop and she'd have to leave. And
she wasn't ready to give up exploring this kinky bondage slave
stuff yet.

She certainly wouldn't be able to find
someone else to explore it with! Certainly no guy her age could do
it. The idea was laughable. Nor could she have let herself be...
well, degraded, like this by someone her own age, by someone she
knew.

She made sure she scrubbed things carefully,
just in case. Of course that took more time and effort but that was
just the way it would have to be.

It did occur to her more than once or twice
that she was basically scrubbing some guy's bathroom for him, and
why the fuck should she do that. But it felt hot and steamy to do
it. And since the bathroom already looked extremely clean it wasn't
even gross.

He came back as she was scrubbing the
toilet.

“Stand up, Slave,” he barked.

She looked around, startled, then got to her
feet.

“When your master enters the room you stand
up straight, put your hands behind your neck, arch your back and
spread your feet apart,” he said sternly.

Lexi flushed but did as he ordered, and felt
the tautness of the skin across her breasts and the tingling
excitement of hard nipples as she obeyed. He had the switch, she
noted anxiously, and she felt him press it against her breast and
slide it slowly back and forth.

“Should I whip your lovely breasts, Sex
slave? Just for fun?”

She said nothing, though she told herself
there was no way she would let him, even if he was hot, and even if
this was an incredible turn-on that made her heart thump and her
breasts throb!

“Maybe I'll just decorate them instead.”

She frowned as he put down the stick and took
a gold chain from his pocket. It had small rings at either end. He
gripped her left nipple between thumb and forefinger and let the
pads of his fingers rub and roll the stiff little pink button,
plucking it a few times and giving it a pinch.

“Such lovely, sensitive little pink nipples,”
he said. “Do you know that a woman can have an orgasm simply
through massaging and stroking her breasts and nipples.”

Lexi didn't know that and found it hard to
believe, but said nothing as he brought one end of the chain up
against her nipple. The small 'ring' slipped over her nipple
easily. Then he turned a little screw and she felt it
tightening.

She gasped as the pressure grew and grew, the
ring closing tighter and tighter until she winced at the way her
nipple was aching and starting to burn.

“That... hurts!” she gulped.

“Of course it hurts. It's supposed to hurt,
Slave. But fear not. It will ease up soon.”

He slipped the ring on the other end of the
chain around her other nipple and began to tighten that, too. She
winced and then clenched her teeth, almost ready to jerk her hands
down to push him back.

“Of course, the upside for you is that after
I remove them your nipples will be extremely sensitive,” he said.
“More sensitive than they already are.”

He shifted his fingers to the other ring and
tightened it further, and then tightened the first so that her
nipples felt as if they were burning!

“Now get back to work, Slave,” he said.

He left her alone and Lexi pulled her hands
down and dropped her eyes to her breasts. She could barely see her
nipples, surrounded as they are by the gold rings. Just the tips
protruded. But she could see they were very tight around the base
of each nipple.

The chain hung between them, and as soon as
she moved she realized what that would mean. It wasn't very heavy,
but the chain would still tug and pull against her nipples as she
worked. She wondered about loosening them, and searched for the
little screw he had used, but didn't see it. Instead she saw an
empty hole where it had been.

She gasped, staring at both nipples. Both
screws were gone, which meant she couldn't even remove the thing
without... pulling at it.

She gave that a try, lifting up the chain and
tugging lightly, then a little harder. She winced and gasped at
each pull, which yanked on her nipples. That hurt! And it didn't
seem to do any good!

She shook her head, marveling at what a
pervert Stuart was, and amazed at herself once more at cooperating
with him. Still, despite the way her nipples burned and ached she
couldn't deny that this just made things even more amazingly wicked
and kinky – and hot.

She reached down between her legs, feeling
the lips of her sex stretched tautly around the dildo there, and
turned to stare at the plug in her bottom.

This was crazy!

The most amazing thing was she'd already had
multiple orgasms, very powerful orgasms, and yet she was still
aroused! Why did this sick stuff turn her on so much!?

She didn't know, but it did.

She returned to scrubbing, wincing more now,
and having to hold the chain still on many occasions, which meant
just using one hand to scrub.

And then he returned. She gulped and stood
up, then brought her hands behind her neck and arched her back.

“So, slave, are you done yet?” he asked,
sliding the thin shaft of the switch back and forth over her
breast.

“Almost, Master! It's a large room!”

“Do you think I can't see, Slave?” he
demanded, thrusting the thing down between her thighs, then
bringing the shaft up against her pussy.

“No, Master!”

“Do you think I'm dumb?”

He brought the thing up along her body and
slapped it lightly against her breast.

“No, Master!”

He brought another chain out of his pocket,
then reached up and clipped it to the ring on the front of the
collar.

“Get down on all fours,” he ordered.

Gulping, heart beating faster and faster,
Lexi obeyed, feeling a dark, kinky rush of heat as she knelt before
him and looked up along the chain.

He tugged and she crawled forward.

“Do you think this floor is clean, little
slut puppy?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

Her mind was still sifting through the
outrageous and scalding idea that she was on all fours and he held
a leash attached to a collar around her neck!

“Prove it. Lick the floor.”

She moaned as a wave of heat rushed over her.
She lowered herself so that her breasts pillowed out against the
floor, then licked it lightly.

Crack! The stick came down across her
buttocks.

“No, no, Slave. Long, hard licks!”

Gasping, she licked harder.

“What about the shower? Did you clean
it?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

He pulled her over to it by the leash and she
licked the glass. Then he jerked up on the leash so that she rose
on her knees, hands against the glass, and licked it higher up.
Finally, he drew her inside the big shower and made her lick the
floor!

As she did so Lexi was feeling an incredible
rush of outraged heat and arousal. This was sooo nasty! It was like
she was some kind of slave!

He led her out of the shower, tugging on the
leash, and made her lick the floor elsewhere, cracking the switch
down across her bottom when she failed to lick eagerly enough. Lexi
knew she ought to be outraged, but her body was so filled with
sex-heat that she could hardly breathe, let alone think
straight!

He pulled her to her feet then gripped her
buttocks, lifting her up and sitting her on the counter between the
two sinks. He gripped her legs and jerked up, dropping her back so
her shoulders fell against the wall, and set her feet flat on the
counter, spread wide. Then he reached in and unfastened the little
cord that linked the dildo to the one in her bottom.

Then he stood back.

“Masturbate for me, Slave.”

The word jolted her. Even though she'd
already done it by riding that dildo out front and rubbing herself
while he watched. Her hand reached for the dildo and she gasped,
her heart beating wildly as she drew it out.

She was sopping wet!

She pumped it and out, then reached down to
rub her clitoris, gasping at the surge of pleasure, her head
rolling back.

He stepped forward, then inserted the little
screws into the sides of the rings gripping her nipples and removed
them.

Shuddering, Lexi continued, rubbing her
clitoris as her burned and her breasts throbbed.

“Stop!” he ordered.

She gasped, halting, raising her glassy eyes
to him.

“Squeeze your breasts, rub your nipples.

Moaning, she obeyed, shuddering as her
fingers dug into the soft flesh. Her nipples were starting to
tingle with pins and needles now, and as she gently rolled and
stroked them the heat rolled through her in delicious waves!

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!” she gasped
breathlessly.

“Tell me you're my slave.”

“I'm your slave, Master!”

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!' she moaned,
squeezing harder.

“Shove that cock into your horny little
pussy, Slave while I watch you masturbate.”

He was using that word deliberately she knew,
but it didn't matter. She pumped the dildo in harder and faster,
whimpering and moaning against the growing intensity of the sexual
heat gripping her like a fever. Her knees drew back and apart
wider, and she gulped in air as her hands raced over her body.

“Draw your knees back further, slut.”

Gasping, she obeyed, sliding down further so
that only the top of her shoulders was pressed against the wall and
she was laying mainly on her back. She drew her knees back further,
pumping the dildo and rubbing her clitoris, hardly able to breathe
as the heat threatened to suffocate her.

He pulled his zipper down and drew his cock
out, and he was hard again. He reached in and gripped the base of
the dildo in her ass and tugged slowly, forcing her sphincter to
give way, forcing it to stretch wider so that the thing could slide
out of her!

Then he pushed the head of his cock in.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, Slave,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she sobbed.

He slid his hard, warm cock deep into her
ass, and Lexi trembled and shook, then gurgled as he reached out
and gripped her by the throat. Her hands instinctively gripped his
wrist but it was like trying to bend iron.

“Hands down, Slave.”

She dropped her hands, moaning weakly as he
loosened his grip.

“Keep masturbating.”

She did, moaning, eyes going glassy as she
looked up at him, the heat an inferno now as he pumped his cock in
and out of her ass. He pushed himself deeper with every thrust
while Lexi rubbed her clitoris frantically and squeezed her
throbbing breast.

The orgasm fell upon her like a tidal wave.
She cried out, again and again, her body writhing and bucking and
thrashing as he thrust harder and tightened his grip around her
throat. Her knees jerked back violently again and again while she
squeezed her breast as hard as she could and her fingers raced
frantically back and forth across her clitoris!

She couldn't breathe but didn't care. The
orgasm was so massive it overwhelmed her mind and body, and all she
could do was tremble and shake as her muscles spasmed and
convulsions wracked her body.

He managed to force every last inch of his
big cock into her ass while she twisted and jerked. It ached,
sending cramps through her body. But that only seemed to deepen the
heat gripping her sodden mind. She was lost in a world of hunger
and pleasure, drunk on the pleasure.

And when it finally faded, it left her dazed,
shell-shocked, slack-jawed, and slumped bonelessly as he drove his
cock into her ass again and again.

*

Lexi had felt dirty before after having sex.
But then, those times the sex had been somewhat painful, messy and
ultimately not very satisfying. What had happened that evening had
been... astonishing. She'd never felt such depths of arousal and
pleasure!

It had been a whole long evening of dirty sex
games with her wrapped in heat. It had been a wild, thrill ride.
And she knew somehow that his outrageous words and acts were
largely designed to arouse her – successfully, as it turned
out.

With the guys she'd had sex with she had
sometimes come away feeling used, as if they had only really wanted
to fuck her for their own pleasure. She didn't think that was the
case with Stuart. He could have just done that at the old house.
He'd put some effort into his dirty game of slave and master even
after he'd fucked her twice.

God! He'd even shoved his big cock into her
throat! She'd deep-throated him! That was a marvelous thing all on
its own! Granted, he'd done all the work while she was tied up, but
she'd been able to take his big cock fully into her throat. That
meant she could do it again, to anyone.

She still felt vaguely guilty, but not for
the sex. She felt guilty for letting him walk all over her, letting
him degrade her. The problem was that had been a part of what had
made it so exciting! She'd never been involved in such dirty stuff
before! Was there something wrong with her that she found them so
incredibly exciting?

She thought about it on the drive home,
thought about it while getting ready to bed, and thought about it
while she lay in bed. But she couldn't really come to any
conclusions. All she knew for sure was that she wanted to try more
kinky stuff like that with him.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Lexi woke up the next morning, and her
memories flooded in. She marveled at some of the things she had
done, and even the memories made her nipples (which still ached a
little) hard. She let her fingers stray down between her thighs,
moaning as the images passed through her mind.

That had been so sick!

She had let a guy fuck her in the ass! And
she'd crawled like a dog on a leash! And licked the floor! She'd
deep-throated a guy! All of it was so sizzling and overwhelming she
had to masturbate right then and there.

Then she had to rush to get ready for work –
which was back at the old house. She felt a jolt of anticipation
and anxiety as she thought about Stuart. Would he show up again!?
What would he say? What would she say?!

She put on her sexiest black lace bra and
thong under her clothes – just in case. Then she put on a pair of
cute short-shorts which showed her bottom off nicely, and a
midriff-baring tank top. Then she took them off again.

He might show up today, though he rarely did.
But she would be working around tile layers and carpenters and
plasterers and she didn't want them all staring at her and
imagining her naked all day long.

Stuart knew what she looked like under her
clothes. She didn't need to advertise. She put on a t-shirt, then a
pair of overalls, the kind with the bib up the front and straps
going across her shoulders. The lacy black lingerie underneath
seemed oddly out of place but she kept them, for they reminded her
of how sexy she had been the previous evening.

She drove to work, still trying to sort it
out in her mind. It was all still just a nasty, exciting sex game
as far as she was concerned. She hoped Stuart thought the same. She
was far too young to be any sort of girlfriend for him. Everyone
would simply assume she was after his money. And how could she
explain it to her parents!?

No, no, too much fucking trouble. The sex was
great but what did she know about him outside of that? Nothing. Nor
had he seemed much interested in having a boyfriend-girlfriend type
conversation. He was just using her for hot, nasty sex. Well, that
was all right. She was doing the same to him!

Sex slave! He called her that, or 'slave
girl', and always said it with a kind of ironic tone, as if he were
winking, as if she shouldn't take it seriously. And she hadn't,
except as a dirty, kinky game. But what if... what if he actually
thought he could make her his sex slave! For real!

Not the kind of sex slave who was kidnapped
and kept prisoner. No, that wasn't the sort of thing a man like
Stuart would want or do. He would want a sex slave who stayed
around because... because it was so hot and thrilling and
exciting!

What man wouldn't want a pretty young girl at
his beck and call, able to use her body any time and in any way he
wanted? Stuart was rich, but you couldn't buy that! Well, you
could, in a way. There were a lot of high priced prostitutes, she
supposed. But his arrogance would probably cause him to decline to
pay someone for sex.

Nor had he offered her any money. Nor would
she have accepted any, she thought indignantly.

But playing his 'sex slave' from time to
time? Wow! That was another thing entirely! That was putting a
whole new definition of the term 'casual sex'.

She spent the day trying to keep her mind off
the incredible events of the previous evening, focusing on the work
that had been done and conferring with Sandra on paint, wallpaper
and furnishings.

It was early in the afternoon when she
checked her phone and saw the message. It was from no number she
knew. But the name attached to it was “Master”.

Stay late, it said.

It took her breath away and left her chest
tight and her heart pounding!

He had driven home with her phone, she
remembered.

Who is this? she demanded.

You're a bright girl, it said.

Mr. Stuart?

It annoyed her that she didn't know his first
name and hadn't gotten around to checking.

Is that how you're supposed to address
me?

I have things to do this evening, she
lied.

Yes. Here. You have to pleasure your
master.

You're not my master!

I will be.

God, what an arrogant man!

She put the phone away, glaring around her.
She would not stay late! Why should she?! Because an arrogant man
wants sex and is too full of himself to ask or even try to persuade
her?

Her resolve did not last long, not in the
face of the prospect of more scalding heat and dark, thrilling
sexual games like those of the previous night.

She continued on with her work, trying to
forget his demand. But it brought the whole wild, dark sexual game
back into her mind again, and made her uncomfortably aware of just
what a... well, it sounded arrogant to even think it but... what a
sex object she was to men.

Certainly the tradesmen she moved around and
talked to were polite, but there were very few women around so
their eyes were on her whenever she was nearby. She had little
doubt about what they wanted to do to her! She felt like a sheep
walking around groups of wolves, wolves licking their tongues and
thinking of how tasty she would be!

She'd always known she was attractive, of
course. That wasn't new. What was perhaps new was that Stuart had
really brought her awareness of what men... grown men... might want
to do to her! Combined with the thrill of dark heat and hunger
she'd experienced for literally hours yesterday that really
had an impact!

She'd spent all evening naked doing kinky
sexual things with a man twice her age! Holy shit! She felt a sense
of bewildered wonderment whenever she thought about it! This wasn't
the sort of stuff she ever got involved in! She was boring!

The later the day became, the more her
stomach swirled with butterflies, anxiety, nervousness and
anticipation filling her with tension.

A strong part of her wanted to just go home
and relax, sit in her comfy PJs in front of the TV, and munch on
popcorn or something. But she was afraid of what she might be
missing out. And after all, how often in her life would she get a
chance at this kind of wild, kinky adventure?

And so when her father left she made some
excuse about wanting to check something out upstairs before going.
Most of the workmen had already left, and those who remained were
soon packing up. She wondered when Stuart would show up, and
anxiously looked outside often.

She also cursed herself for not bringing
something sexy, even if she had to leave it in her car. She could
have rushed out to get it and changed before he arrived. She could
at least go into one of the completed bathrooms and wash her face
and brush her hair. It was another hot day and the HVAC was still
not turned on, though at least the windows were opened.

Then her phone chimed and she pulled it
out.

Go to the attic.

She stared at it breathlessly. How did she
know it was even him!? But who else could it be!?

Are you here?

There was no response.

Bastard!

She climbed the stairs to the second floor,
then made her way up to the third. She walked down the hall to one
of the doors, then opened it and flicked on the lights to the
attic. The lights, as yet, consisted of nothing more than a string
of bare bulbs, but it was still better than it had been when she'd
first come here.

She climbed up the stairs and realized that
while the windows had been open below, they were all closed here,
and the place was almost as stifling as it had been when she'd last
been here.

She looked anxiously around moved down the
narrow corridor.

“M-Mister Stuart?” she called.

There was nothing but silence in the shadowy
attic, and she was starting to sweat.

She scowled but moved further forward. She
could, at any rate, go through the attic and then go down the
opposite stairs then text something snide to him. She headed
forward, wishing she'd brought her helmet with its lamp, or one of
the LED lanterns.

She had a momentary sense of movement to her
left, then a hand clamped over her mouth from behind and a large
arm swept around her, pinning her arms to her sides. She tried to
scream, but the sound was muffled as her eyes bulged.

“Slave girl,” was whispered into her ear.

She felt a surge of anger and indignation,
but couldn't turn around to see him. She was sure it was him
though... probably! The voice was certainly male and... while it
whispered it was... probably him!

She was lifted up and carried into one of the
rooms. It was darker here, for it was a storage room without
windows.

The hand pulled away from her mouth as his
other gripped her arm and yanked it up high above her head.

“What are you doing!? You scared me!”

“What are you afraid of, little slave?” he
asked softly.

At least it was definitely him!

“Men who think it's funny to jump out at –
what are you doing!?”

She felt something solid, but... puffy..
being wrapped around her wrist, wrapped tightly! She tried to twist
away but he abandoned her arm to grab the other and pull that up
and out, then wrap something around her wrist there too! It was
cool, firm, and gripped her wrists tightly enough she couldn't move
away.

And then the tall figure turned on a lamp. It
wasn't an electric lamp but an old fashioned oil lamp. She jerked
her eyes up and saw her wrists encased in black leather restraints
– padded ones.

“So... you're my prisoner, little slave
girl,” he purred.

Lexi's heart had already been pounding. Now
she felt another spike of anxious energy, but in another
direction.

“Now what shall I do with my little slave
girl?” he asked.

“I'm not your slave girl!” she said
defiantly. “And you can let me go!”

“Why on earth would I do a silly thing like
that? You're worth a lot of money. I could sell you and make a
fortune.”

She snorted disdainfully.

“Not looking like that, of course,” he
said.

He slipped what felt like a thick strap
around her throat – which she recognized as the collar from the
previous evening. He unhooked the denim strap going over her
shoulder, then the other, and the bib of her overalls fell to her
hips.

Lexi flushed as he tugged it down over her
hips, sliding it down her legs. Then he yanked her legs out from
under her, making her yelp as all her weight came down on her
wrists! He lifted her legs up as he pulled the overalls off, then
yanked her shoes and socks off too!

He let her feet down and grinned at her, now
wearing nothing but a thong and T-shirt. A moment later he seized
the front of the T-shirt and tore it open!

Lexi's pulse rate shot up and she cried out
as he tore the shirt completely off, leaving her in her bra and
thong!

“I-I... that was... that – .”

“I'll buy you a dozen more. Speaking of
which.”

He pulled a knife from somewhere, and Lexi
gulped as he let the flat of the blade slide slowly down along her
cheek, then along her throat! A moment later he slid the edge
through the shoulder strap of her bra on one side, then the other,
yanking it off.

“Hey!”

“Did I ask for comments?”

“You can't – !”

He gripped her hair and tugged it sharply
back and Lexi gasped, her mouth automatically opening. At the same
time he pushed something against it, something like a hard ball. It
forced her jaws wider and filled her mouth to the point she
couldn't close her mouth again! It was hollow, though, for she
could breathe through it somehow!

She tied a strap behind her head and then
moved around in front of her, a shadowy figure with the lamp behind
him.

“Oh yes,” he said.

He stepped forward again, slipped his fingers
down the front of her thong, then tore it off her.

Lexi cried out, moaning as he stepped back.
He turned his back on her and did something there. He pulled on
what looked like a rope or chain, and she gasped as she felt the
pull on her wrists grow stronger. She jerked her head up and back
and saw her wrists were encased in restraints which were themselves
attached to opposite sides of a three-foot-long bar.

The bar was hanging by a rope which her eyes
followed up to a hook in the ceiling – and then down to where
Stuart was! And as she stared she felt her toes lifted up off the
floor so that she was hanging freely by her wrists!

“There,” he said. “Much better.”

He wound the rope around a hook in the wall
and then turned to look at her.

Lexi stared back, astonished, overwhelmed.
Then she gasped as he lifted his phone and took a picture! He came
forward and brought the picture up to show her.

“What do you think? Does this look like a
proper sex slave?”

Lexi gulped as she stared at it! She was
completely naked and hanging suspended by her wrists! And she had a
ball-gag in her mouth, a black one with straps going across her
cheeks! It had holes in it, though, which made it easier to breathe
through her mouth.

That was a good thing since her heart was
pounding wildly and her pulse racing and she was gulping in
air!

“Perhaps this could still use some
improvement,” he said.

He put down the phone and then slipped
restraints around her ankles. Lexi moaned as he pulled her ankles
out to the sides, then tied them down. She was now spreadeagled
naked in mid-air in the dark attic!

He took another picture and showed her, then,
humming to himself, he turned away from her to get something else.
He turned around again and waggled his eyebrows as he showed her a
large dildo! It was long, thick and black, but it had a strange
branch right at the base which curved up and in along the
shaft.

“This is a marvelous invention from...
someone,” he said. “It's a vibrator, but more. See this hole?”

He showed her the little branch which curved
up.

“Apparently this is supposed to suck on your
clitoris while the rest of it vibrates. Let me know how it works
out. I have my doubts about some of the claims since they're
quite... enthusiastic.”

She was already wet, inside and out. She'd
hardly paid much attention but perspiration was already beaded on
her forehead and chest, and was slowly trickling down her body. Now
he pushed the head of the black cock slowly up into her body,
twisting and turning, pumping it slowly, but easing it ever
deeper.

It seemed to reach as deep as it could, but
he shifted the angle, and she gasped as it pushed up even deeper!
She felt utterly stuffed by the thing even as the little 'branch'
slid up across the top of her sex. He adjusted it there, then took
a pair of thin black cords and pulled them up across her hips, then
together behind her.

He stood back and picked up his phone again
as Lexi stared down. The whole damn thing was inside her with just
the base holding the lips of her sex wide, and that little branch
going –

She jerked sharply as he turned it on,
gasping and pulling her eyes up to stare at him as he worked at his
phone! The thing was vibrating strongly! And more. She could
actually feel the part pressing against her clitoris sucking
on her!

“I'll be back in the morning,” he said.

She gaped at him as he grinned at her, then
left.

She cried out but he ignored her and she
stared down her body again at the base, then up at the lamp, then
up at her bound wrists! He couldn't mean that! Of course he didn't!
He was fucking with her head! He wasn't going to walk away without
getting his cock into her one way or another!

This was insane! He was crazy!

The thing wasn't merely vibrating. It was
pulsating, and the suction was rhythmic. Already her clitoris felt
swollen, the nerve endings burning!

What was that man doing to her!?

She shuddered and strained against the ropes,
a powerful rush of sensation sweeping through her body, centered
between her legs. She moaned around the ball-gag, gasping for
breath, the heat growing both without and within.

The more her body crackled with sexual
energy, the more her heart pounded, the harder she breathed, the
more she sweated. Heat wrapped around her body and mind as she
trembled and writhed in place. Her wrists ached, despite the
padding of the restraints, but she didn't care about that.

The orgasm which hit took her out of her body
so that she seemed to float in mid-air. She cried out in helpless
pleasure, twisting and bucking and shaking as the climax made her
muscles spasm uncontrollably.

It was the first of many.

*

She groaned as Stuart gripped her damp,
ragged hair to lift her head up. Her eyes were glassy as he peered
at her, and she'd been drooling around the ball gag down the front
of her chest.

“Having an interesting experience, little sex
slave? Better than watching reality TV, I hope.”

He reached behind her and undid the strap
holding the ball in place, then worked it out of her mouth.

“There now. That's better, isn't it?”

He lifted a bottled water container to her
lips and she drank thirstily. Then he pulled it back and up and
poured the remainder down over her head and body.

“Ready to start?”

She stared at him dazedly.

He undid the cord holding the vibrator in
place and slid it slowly down out of her body, then knelt himself
before her and began to lick on her swollen, hypersensitive
clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh, please!” she
gasped.

His tongue circled and swirled, lapped and
licked, then flicked quickly from side to side as Lexi twisted and
trembled, the sensations overpowering her almost immediately. Her
clitoris was so swollen it ached! And now his tongue was making it
ache and... and burn!

Another massive orgasm tore through her, and
she shook violently, her voice rising to a long, undulating wail of
pleasure as his tongue threatened to drive her out of her mind.

He stood up before her. Hanging as she was,
she was almost the same height. He pulled his cock out, rubbing it
up and down against her, then slowly slid it up into her body.

His fingers roughly gripped her hair, jerking
her head back, and he began to kiss her as he worked his hips in
and out. Lexi's mouth was slack, surrendering to him as his lips
moved against her, his tongue dipping and darting along her lips
and in against her own.

His arms slid around her, his hands gripping
her buttocks, and he thrust up harder and faster as her head lolled
onto his shoulder and she moaned helplessly. The feel of his warm
hard cock was utterly perfect after the harsh, remorseless
vibrations of the silicone vibrator.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair.

“Who is your master, slave?” he demanded.

He jerked on her hair again, then again.

“Y-You are,” she moaned.

He thrust in harder and another orgasm tore
through her, taking her nearly to the edge of darkness as her body
was enveloped in what she could only think of as pure ecstasy! She
felt her entire body vibrate as if the machine was still in her,
all her nerve endings crackling wildly, her muscles spasming
helplessly as his cock thrust up into her again and again.

He grunted and gasped and then bit into the
nape of her neck, sucking fiercely as she gurgled and trembled and
then went limp, her muscles all slack, her eyes slit.

He drew back with a sigh, then bent over and
did something to the floor. A moment later he untied the ropes
binding her ankles so her legs closed. And then she began to
descend. Only... her feet never touched the floor. They went
through the floor, and then the rest of her body followed.

She stared up at him in bewilderment as he
got taller and she got shorter, and then she finally realized she
was being lowered through a trap door! Her head came through and
she gaped at the floor far, far below! She was in the great
entrance hall, with the railings for the second and third floor
circling around and looking down on the front door!

She squeaked and stared down at the floor far
below, but she kept descending, past the third floor, then past the
second. Her heart began to ease as she came down with her feet
finally touching the floor of the front hall, and she stared up at
the trap door high above.

The rope was thrown down so that it hit the
third floor, then the second before landing in a mass on the floor
in front of her. The trap door was closed. She dropped her arms,
then sank to her knees on the floor, moaning weakly.

Stuart appeared and removed the rope, then
took it away. He came back and removed the bar. He clipped a chain
to the ring of the collar around her neck.

“Come,” he said, jerking on the leash.

Still dazed and weak, her mind blasted by the
heat and intensity of the orgasms, Lexi crawled across the hall to
the door, then outside. He locked the door, then led her, still
crawling, down the broad, shallow stairs.

She groaned, the stone hard against her
knees, but then she was crawling through dirt and sand and mud.

“Can't I walk?” she moaned.

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Because this reminds you of your place.”

She groaned and kept crawling as he tugged on
the leash. They moved along the house to the side, to where his car
was parked. He turned and pushed her to the ground, then drew her
wrists and ankles together behind her and tied them tightly before
picking her up.

He set her on the back seat, then slammed the
door, got in the front, started the engine, and headed...
somewhere.

“What about my car?” she groaned. “Or are you
going to buy me a dozen of them?”

He looked at her in the rearview mirror.

“Slave girls who get snippy find their
bottoms very sore,” he said.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


They went to his mansion, of course. She had
to crawl up and inside, with him smacking her bottom when she
complained. Being out of the stifling heat of the attic was
reviving her mind, even if her body still felt drained and
exhausted.

Her mind just felt... numbed.

She felt as if every nerve ending in her body
had been overloaded again and again so that her whole body felt
raw. And yet she was still gripped by a breathless, squirmy sense
of excitement. She was awed at what she'd done and was doing
despite anxiety that she really shouldn't be doing it!

He brought her to that massive bathroom, the
one where she'd showered before. Only this time to the tub, not the
shower. It filled up astonishingly quickly from a veritable
fire-hose of a faucet (which reminded her to check to ensure the
faucets were high-powered at the new house).

He stripped and got into the big tub,
dragging her in with him, and then spent some minutes stroking,
caressing and kneading her body under and above the water. That was
something Lexi found quite pleasant, though uncharacteristic for
him.

Why was he being nice?

“You're being... nice,” she said.

“You say that like it's odd.”

“It is.”

He shrugged. “A man can appreciate the
tactile pleasure of caressing a beautiful young slave girl's soft
skin.”

She snorted.

“And a man can show affection for his
dog.”

She felt a jolt of indignation.”

“Your dog!?”

“Bitch in heat?” he asked in amusement.

She tried to sit up only to be yanked back
again.

“Relax, Slave Girl. Would it make you feel
better if I said a man can feel affection for his pet?”

“I'm not your pet!” she said indignantly.

“Pets occupy a very special place, you know.
A man might dump his girlfriend, but how often does he dump his
pet?”

“Sometimes he just has it put to sleep if it
gets annoying,” she replied.

“Not if it's a very rare and expensive pet.
Those would just be sold to another master.”

“You can't sell people!”

“We've been buying and selling people for
centuries – eons.”

“Well, nobody's selling me!”

He smiled. “What if you were sold to a young,
handsome man who would treat you like a princess?”

She sniffed disdainfully. “I'm not a
princess. You just finished calling me a bitch in heat!”

“So you agree?”

“No!”

“But you do very well at it.”

She scowled.

“There is a freedom in being a sex slave –
real or pretended,” he said.

“That sounds ridiculous.”

“Women in our culture are constrained in how
they can enjoy their bodies, in what they can or dare do in sex.
But a sex slave, well, she can do anything her master tells her
to.”

“She's still a slut,” she muttered, feeling
guilty again.

“No. A slut is one who sleeps with anyone. A
slave girl only sleeps with her master, and whoever her master
orders her to. And if her master orders her to sleep with several
men, or even a dozen of them, she has no shame because all she's
doing is obeying her master. It's not like it was her idea or she
had any choice.”

“She can say no,” she growled.

“No. Slave girls don't get to say no. If they
try they're beaten, whipped. Would you like to be whipped, Slave
girl?”

“No thank you!”

She gasped as he tightened his grip in her
hair, jerking it back a little.

“No thank you master,” he said softly.

“N-No thank you, Master!” she gulped.

“The thing about the punishment,” he said, as
his other hand caressed her breasts, “Is that the punishment is
what makes the Slave girl unable to say yes or no. And that in turn
means she's not responsible for anything she does.”

He ran his fingers back and forth along her
lower lip.

“Have you ever had the kind of sexual
pleasure and excitement you've had with me?”

She scowled and wanted to say yes, but
couldn't.

“No.”

“Because you've done things you'd never dare
do with anyone else. Because I pushed you, and because you didn't
have to worry about anyone finding out. What? You think I'm not
aware of what goes on inside that pretty little head of yours? I
know the female mind very well. It's filled with fantasies of
things you'd like to do but can't because you're afraid you'd be
called a slut.”

“I'm not a kinky perve like you.”

He jerked back on her hair again and she
winced.

“Master!” she gasped.

“You've never wondered what it would be like
to be with two men at once?”

She felt a fluttering in her stomach.

“I might have but not seriously!”

“Because you wouldn't dare with strangers in
case they harmed you, and wouldn't with friends in case they told
on you. Whereas I will never harm you and never tell on you. And I
know any number of young, clean-cut, rugged-looking men who would
love to get their hands on you and their cock inside you.”

She felt that fluttering get much wilder.

“Are you... are you suggesting I have sex
with some stranger!”

“You had sex with a stranger the other night.
Me.”

“You're not a – .”

“Really? How much do you know about me? How
much time had you spent with me before then? What had we talked
about? Do you know anything about me? Do you even know my first
name?”

She flushed.

“And yet you climaxed how many times?”

He jerked back on her hair again and she
gasped as he forced her head farther back.

“You've been willing to crawl on a leash
naked across the ground because of the heat and passion and
pleasure you've felt. Because you've never felt it with any man
before while engaged in what you might consider more 'normal' sex.
You've been willing to crawl because while you're playing a sex
slave the expected rules of behavior are all different. You get to
do things that would scandalize your friends and horrify your
family.

“And you get to surrender to a man. That's
not something society says you should do any more. It's not even
something you can do with most men, at least the ones your age. You
want to be seen as their equal, their partner. You know that's not
even an option with me.”

His right hand kneaded her breast, then slid
up around her throat and squeezed until her eyes felt as if they
were bulging. Lexi grabbed his wrist, but it was like gripping
steel under soft leather.

“Drop your hands away,” he said softly.
“Surrender. It's not like you can do anything anyway.”

Her heart pounded and she felt a rush of
anxiety and even some slight fear, but she obeyed and his grip on
her throat loosened. She gulped in air and he tightened his grip
again. Her arms stayed at her sides as she stared up at him, and he
loosened his grip once more.

He released her hair, then got to his knees,
his grip still firm around her throat so that Lexi had to struggle
to her knees as well. He kissed her roughly, while still holding
her by the neck, and she moaned into his mouth as his lips crushed
hers.

“What's my name?” he growled as he pulled his
lips back.

“I-I... M – .”

She gurgled as he tightened his big hand
again.

“Master,” he said. “Say it.”

“Master!” she gasped.

“Again.”

“Master!”

He stood up, his hand still firm around her
throat, and she stumbled to her feet as well. His dark eyes bored
into her, then he released her throat and picked up a towel.

*

At least he let her walk to the great room.
Her knees felt sore from the crawling. He did not, though, allow
her to get dressed. He also put a new collar on her, and new
restraints. These were made of padded leather on the inside, but
stainless steel on the outside. Lexi stared at herself in the
things in his bedroom mirror and felt a dark prickle of thrilled
excitement make her nipples tingle.

If her friends were to see her in this!
Wow!

He locked her wrists behind her and attached
a leash to the ring of the collar, then led her along the hallway
to the great room. There he had her kneel on the soft rug.

“You haven't eaten yet, have you, Slave?”

“No... master,” she said.

“I had food prepared. Pet food,” he said with
a smirk.

He got up and left the room, then returned
and picked up the leash.

“Come, Slave.”

He gave her a tour of the house, which was
very impressive.

“I don't know why you want to move out of
here, Master,” she said.

“I needed more space.”

“You live alone!”

He slapped her bottom.

“Master,” he said.

“Ow! You live alone, Master.”

“So? A man of my eminence deserves space. The
grounds are much smaller here than in the other house, and there's
very little room for greenhouses. Nor does it have an indoor
swimming pool. It also lacks a certain... traditional style.”

“You'll need servants over there.”

He opened the door and she swallowed
nervously as he led her outside.

“A cleaning crew can come when I'm away.”

“But it's so big you won't even know if
something is wrong somewhere unless you inspect the house every
day.”

He slapped her bottom and she gasped in
pain.

“Master!” she said in annoyance.

“Maybe I'll have a slave girl do that for
me.”

She sniffed, but felt a strange little jolt
of confusion. He wasn't really thinking that, was he? That she'd
move into that place!? With him!? As a slave girl!?

“Have you ever thought about dancing naked in
front of a crowd of people?” he asked.

“What? No!”

The thought was alarming!

“Liar,” he said with a smirk.

“I have not! I mean... I mean not
seriously!”

He slapped her bottom and she gasped in
pain.

“Don't lie to the master.”

“I'm not! I mean, sure I've had little...
fantasies about... like... being in a strip club and stuff, but
there's no way in hell I could ever do something like that!”

“Why not?”

“Because I'd be mortified!”

He slapped her bottom again.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Every time you forget to say master you'll
get a slap. And slaves don't give orders to masters.”

He gave her bottom a squeeze.

“You'd be mortified at people seeing this
beautiful body of yours? Why? It's as nearly perfect as I've seen
in a long time.”

She flushed at the compliment, because it
sounded so honest.

“You've got a great body too, Master. I bet
you don't want to dance naked in front of people.”

“No, but I'm not an exhibitionist.”

“Neither am I! Master.”

“All women are exhibitionists, especially the
pretty young ones. And why not? Our entire culture tells them how
beautiful and desirable and sexy and wanted they are. They're
surrounded all their lives by pictures and videos of beautiful
girls posing and being admired. Why wouldn't they want to? Because
they're inhibited, that's all.”

He pulled on the leash and brought her back
inside.

“We'll see what we can do about those
inhibitions of yours, Slave.”

He walked her into the great room, where she
found a blonde woman waiting. Lexi squealed instinctively and tried
to twist away, but he had tightened his grip on the leash and now
gripped her hair behind her neck as he forced her forward.

“Dinner is in the oven, Master,” the blonde
said.

The blonde was naked. She was also wearing
the same collar and shackles as Lexi. Her nipples were pierced,
though, with the same sort of rounded stainless steel ring as the
one dangling from her collar.

Stuart gestured the girl forward, gripped her
hair behind the neck, then jerked her roughly in to kiss her
passionately.

Lexi gaped, watching, stunned, her face
flushed and her mind a swirling jumble of confusion, embarrassment
and anxiety. He pulled back on the girl's hair, then turned his
head. A moment later he jerked forward on her hair and kissed her
just as roughly!

He pulled his head back, then jerked them in
against one another! Lexi gasped as the blonde kissed her as
passionately as Stuart had, her full round breasts pillowing out
against Lexi's, the nipple rings slightly chilly against her warm
skin.

He pulled them both back, then kissed Lexi
again, then kissed the blonde.

Lexi's mind was spinning wildly as she tried
to understand what was happening and then tried to figure out what
her response should be. She felt a surprising surge of jealousy at
the blonde's presence, and an even stranger sense of disappointment
that the 'slave' he was talking about in the other house was the
blonde and not her.

She also, of course, felt a wave of outrage
and indignation, not to mention embarrassment! Some stranger seeing
her like this, naked, with her wrists shackled behind her back and
wearing a collar would, on the face of it, be humiliating! Except
this was a girl roughly her age and as naked as her and wearing the
same collar and restraints!

Should she consider this another wild,
shocking, wicked experiment in sex? It wasn't like she hadn't been
looking for such an experience – with another girl – if only
casually. She was... curious about what it would be like, but not
about to alienate or offend her girlfriends by suggesting
anything!

Now she had that opportunity to satisfy her
curiosity, and the blonde was certainly pretty enough. But she
didn't even know her name!

There didn't seem to be any inhibitions
gripping the blonde, for at Stuart's urging she kissed her again,
running her hands up and down her body, kneading her breasts and
then sliding her arms around her to pull her in tight!

The blonde's wrists were free, unlike her
own, and she used her freedom to pull the bewildered girl to her
knees, then shove her back onto the soft rug. She fell atop her,
still kissing her, her hands sliding through her hair and kneading
her breast.

She landed with her own soft, naked sex
pressed against Lexi's right thigh, and her own right thigh
pressing against Lexi's warm, sensitive pussy. Now she began to rub
and grind her leg down as her lips moved hungrily and passionately
against Lexi's.

Lexi never had a chance, never had time to
think, to decide what to do. And the longer the blonde's hands and
lips and body were pressed against her the less able she was to
object. Her own body was quickly responding and her mind was saying
'oh well, we might as well see'.

She'd never felt so much soft female flesh
pressed against her body! Not naked! The feeling was, as Stuart had
said earlier, very pleasant. Even without the girl's leg rubbing
against her now moist sex. Even without the girl's soft breasts
pillowed out against her own, rubbing and mashing against her. Even
without her mouth ravishing her own, and a tongue which dipped and
darted.

And after all, her wrists were locked
together behind her back! What was she supposed to do anyway!?

The girl's body slid downward, and Lexi
gasped as she licked and sucked and chewed on her rigid nipples.
Her soft fingers were already rubbing against her sex now, and as
her head moved lower, one, then two slid up inside her.

Lexi's face was flushed with both heat and
embarrassment. But the heat began to win the day as the girl's
mouth moved against her. She had an astonishingly long and agile
tongue, one which pumped and twisted and stroked within the mouth
of her sex, then stroked and swirled and lapped at her
clitoris.

The heat which rolled up her body grew more
and more intense, and her inhibitions began to melt away in the
face of a rising tide of desire, passion and excitement. The
pleasure the blonde's mouth and fingers were raising within her was
making the muscles in her abdomen spasm!

The girl halted and slid up her body again,
but gripped her thigh, forcing it up and back – and back, until she
moaned at the strain to her tendons. The blonde held her leg back
as she ground her warm, moist pussy fully against Lexi's.

A flood of raw, carnal sensation poured up
through Lexis' body and she trembled and shook. She saw Stuart
watching and felt another hot pulse of heat that brought on the
orgasm. She arched and twisted, her hips grinding up against the
blonde, who was panting and moaning as she ground herself down.

Then the blonde fell atop her, kissing her
passionately again, letting her leg slowly slide down her body
until her foot was on the floor again.

The girl rose, gasping, and she saw Stuart
was pulling her by the hair. He drew her wrists in behind her back
and locked the restraints in place, then bent over and lifted Lexi
up by gripping her arm.

“Dinner must be ready by now,” he said.

He pulled both girls to their feet and
marched them into the kitchen, then pushed them down onto their
knees on the floor.

Still panting for breath and flushed, Lexi
saw the blonde automatically pull her knees wide as she sat on her
heels. She self-consciously imitated her as Stuart went to the
stove. The blonde looked... serene, which she knew was a
contradiction to her own wild-eyed, panting confusion.

She felt another flicker of jealousy, and
wished she had her hands free so she could at least comb her hair
back!

Stuart came over to the table and sat down,
carrying a large bowl. He took what looked like a small meatball
out with his fingers, then held it out to the blonde. She slid her
lips over them, her eyes on him, and made a soft, appreciative moan
as she pulled the meatball away.

“Are you – .”

“Don't speak unless spoken to, slave.”

“But – .”

“Or you'll get a spanking. I might even have
Tammy give it to you.”

Lexi gulped. Tammy was undoubtedly the blonde
now chewing on the meatball. Stuart held one out to her and she
self-consciously pulled it off his fingers the way the blonde had
done.

This is so freaking freaky, she
thought. I can't believe I'm doing this kinky shit!

He fed another meatball to Tammy, then
another to Lexi.

“What is the purpose of a slave girl?” he
asked, looking at the blonde.

“The purpose of a slave girl is to bring
pleasure to others with her body, Master,” the blonde said
happily.

Lexi rolled her eyes, then flushed as Stuart
looked at her.

He fed them each another meatball.

It was irritating her that the blonde was so
smooth and casual, and that she had such large, firm breasts and
long, soft blonde hair.

Whore, she thought. Cow.

Stuart fed them another meatball.

“What is the duty of a slave girl?”

“To submit to her master, Master,” Tammy said
promptly.

Lexi snorted.

Stuart opened his mouth wide for a moment and
the blonde then did the same, holding hers there. Stuart then
reached out and tossed the meatball into her open mouth. The girl
promptly began to chew.

Lexis' mouth opened in surprise and then
amazement, but a moment later she widened it as he held a meatball
before her. He tossed it and she caught it in her mouth and began
to chew.

He was feeding them like... pets, she thought
suddenly, both outraged and darkly thrilled by the realization.

Like animals, dogs... bitches in heat!

That was so outrageous! So degrading! This
was so perverted! But... it was so wicked to think of herself as
some sort of sexual pet, some sort of animal! A dark thrum of
excitement grew within her, and only got worse when he tossed a
meatball at Tammy and it missed. Because the girl promptly dropped
forward and licked it off the floor.

Like an animal!

This was so degrading it was scaldingly
hot!

Soon he was simply tossing the meatballs onto
the floor! She and Tammy were crawling over, then bending way over
to lick them off the floor.

Like animals!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Stuart chained her, spreadeagled on the bed.
Then Tammy spent some time licking her way up and down her body
before starting in on her pussy. She was using a dildo as she
worked, pumping it in and out as she licked and sucked. When she'd
brought Lexi to several orgasms she climbed forward and straddled
her face, lowering her pussy against Lexi's mouth.

Lexi licked anxiously, feeling a dark,
quivering thrill of the forbidden as her tongue swept across the
blonde's clitoris. Tammy had given her an example of how it should
be done, and Lexi now returned the favor, even with the dildo still
buried inside her.

Then she and Lexi, wrists locked behind their
backs, gagged, knelt on the edge of the bed side by side, their
legs spread. Stuart took turns, burying himself in each girl's
pussy in turn, thrusting hard and fast to make her body rock and
shudder to the blows of his hips.

He brought his bare foot forward, pressing it
down on Tammy's face, jamming it against the bed as he rode her,
and Lexi turned her head slightly, staring, aghast, inflamed,
watching as the blonde was pounded, as she was used so... so
degradingly!

Then it was her turn, and she gasped and
moaned and grunted as his cock thrust deep into her body, as his
hips pounded against her upraised bottom, as his foot pressed down
on her cheek!

When he wasn't fucking her, he was using a
dildo on her, trading them back and forth as he moved back and
forth himself. Lexi was overwhelmed by how darkly sexual and
outrageously sexist and kinky it all was!

He pulled out and shifted them so they were
bottom to bottom, then fed double-headed dildos into their pussies
and into their bottoms. He had them work themselves closer and
closer together until their buttocks were pressed against one
another, then attach short chains to their wrist restraints to bind
them together. He locked their ankles together, then drew their
long hair back and tied to together.

Tammy began to roll her buttocks, then pull
them in and back, and Lexi gasped and moaned, eyes wide, heat
rolling through her in waves.

Stuart stepped in front of her, then thrust
his cock into her open mouth and straight down her throat.

She gurgled, wide-eyed, trying to back away,
trying to pull away, but of course, unable to do so as he buried
every inch in her throat, then began to pump slowly in and out. Her
vision blurred and her head pounded from lack of air.

He pulled out and she coughed and gulped in
air as he moved around to the other side of the bed. Then he must
have done the same to Tammy judging by the sound. She thought in
consternation that it sounded like Tammy was handling it better
than she had. No doubt she'd had more practice, the slut!

He came back around and she braced herself,
gulping in air before he shoved himself down her throat again.
Meanwhile, Tammy continued to grind and roll her hips back at her,
slapping her buttocks against Lexi's as Stuart pumped his cock in
her throat.

It left her breathless and light-headed every
time he did it.

Finally, he had the two of them crawling down
the hall on leashes, one in each hand, and led them into a room
that contained what looked like nothing more than a wildly oversize
cage! The cage was a little under six feet long, and perhaps half
that wide and high.

Stuart opened the door and Tammy crawled in,
wriggling her hips a little to get through the door. Lexi, crawling
behind, had an excellent view of her bare bottom and shaven sex, as
well as the little round base of the butt-plug Stuart had put into
both of them earlier.

She crawled in, as well, and Stuart closed
and locked the door, then turned out the lights and closed the
door.

This is so insane, she thought.

The floor of the cage was at least padded,
and she was grateful for that given her sore knees as she rubbed
them.

“Your knees will get used to crawling,” Tammy
said.

They'd not been able to really talk at all
when Stuart was there, and Lexi raised her eyes to the blonde.

“Uhm, I don't think so,” she said warily.

Tammy smirked. “Yeah, because you're not
getting off on this kinky shit.”

Lexi blushed a little.

“How long have you been... doing this?” she
asked.

“You mean being his sex slave? About a year
or so. It's pretty hot. He's pretty hot.”

“Well, yeah but... doesn't this all – ,” She
waved her arms around at the bars “make you think there's something
seriously wrong with it all?”

Tammy shrugged. “Fantasy is fantasy. Fun is
fun. And this is weird as shit but it's also hot as fire. I sure
never had this kind of fun with any other guy I ever slept
with.”

Lexi wrinkled her jaw, but couldn't disagree.
She felt she ought to, though.

“Plus he's freaking rich so I get anything I
want. I mean, clothes, laptops, cars, you name it.”

“He gives you stuff!?”

“Sure. Money like that doesn't mean anything
to him anyway. I also get a big allowance. And in exchange, all I
have to do is have the wildest, kinkiest, hottest sex of my
life.”

“What do your friends and family think?”

Tammy smirked. “They think I'm his personal
assistant. Which is not totally untrue. I mean, I do sometimes do
stuff like make phone calls and reservations and run errands for
him. The only downside is if I do something he doesn't like.”

“What happens then?”

“Then I get punished like a slave girl. Like
a spanking or a strapping or a flogging. But the orgasm always is
way more intense than any pain he causes so it's a bargain.”

Lexi stared at her. “Strapping!?
Flogging!?”

“Strappings hurt, true. But hey, little kids
used to be strapped. It's not like it killed them. And the flogging
is mostly just pretend-flogging. I mean, do you see any welts or
bruises on this body?”

Lexi didn't have to look given she'd spent
hours looking at the girl.

“Being a slave girl is a pretty good deal,”
Tammy said. “You'll find out.”

“Oh no. I'm not like... doing this for long.
I'm just... experimenting a little.”

“Suuuure. How many times did you come
tonight?”

Lexi shrugged.

“Do you think you'll ever come so much with
another guy? Ever?”

“Maybe.”

Tammy sniffed derisively. “You'd never let
your inhibitions go with another guy, like with a boyfriend. That's
if you could find one who didn't think you were a crazy slut for
asking him to tie you up and stuff.”

Tammy had been sitting with her back propped
against the bars, like Lexi. Now she crawled over to her.

“Plus you don't get to experiment with hot,
sexy blondes like me whenever you want.”

“There's slutty blondes all over the place,”
Lexi said.

Tammy kissed her and Lexi put her hands
against the girl's shoulders. But she couldn't really deny that the
kiss felt... good. Then she was sliding down the bars until she was
lying on the floor of the cage with Tammy atop her as both kissed
and caressed each other.

The blonde's body was warm against her own
and they took their time gently kissing and stroking and kneading
each other's bodies before Tammy guided her into a sixty-nine, the
first of her life. Lexi would have thought she couldn't possibly
come again after all the wild heat of the evening, but she would
have been wrong.

*

Waking up naked in a cage was definitely a
new experience. She sat bolt upright with a gasp that wakened the
blonde, and Tammy grumbled and yawned.

“Oh my God!” she said, staring through the
bars.

“What?” Tammy sighed.

“My car! I left it at the mansion!”

“Your car is out front.”

Lexi turned to stare at her.

“I drove it here. I was in his car when he
went to get you.”

“But... how – .”

He got the keys out of your purse, of
course.”

She sat up and crawled over to her then began
to run her hands over her body.

“I-I... I should get ready for work,” Lexi
groaned. “I don't even know what time it is!”

“Call in sick.”

Lexi gasped as she felt soft, slick fingers
pushing into her pussy, and a moist thumb rubbing against her. At
the same time, the blonde was licking and sucking at her breast as
she pushed her back down.

The door opened then and Stuart came in.
Tammy pulled away from her and then knelt, sitting on her heels,
legs spread and hands behind her head. She gave Lexi a significant
look and she assumed the same position, her body already pulsing
with rising heat.

Stuart opened the door and they crawled out,
to be leashed, and then led back up the hall on all fours. This
time their food was served in plates – on the floor. Taking her cue
from Tammy, Lexi knelt, lowering her chest to the floor, with her
arms before her, and ate from the bowl without using her hands.

A sharp slap to her bottom made her gasp in
pain.

“Legs spread, slave girl,” Stuart
ordered.

Lexi gulped and spread her knees wider.

This was so sick!

After breakfast they were allowed to walk –
though with their wrists bound behind them – down the hall and
upstairs to his bedroom, then into his bathroom. There he brushed
their teeth in turn. They used the toilet – without privacy, thus
making her face burn, then they showered together.

Stuart's cock got hard as she soaped it up
and massaged it, and she felt her pulse race as he pulled her in
tight against him and his cock rubbed back and forth along her sex.
After they rinsed off she knelt to take his cock into her mouth –
and down her throat. Tammy knelt behind him to tongue his wrinkled
back opening – an idea which shocked Lexi.

Stuart came in her face, then he stepped out,
leaving the two together. They were soon soaped up again with their
legs scissored and their soapy pussies grinding and rubbing
together. Then, after rinsing off and drying off, they went out
into the bedroom where Tammy donned a strap-on dildo and took Lexi
the same way Stuart had taken the two of them the previous night,
including jamming her bare foot down against Lexi's cheek as she
rammed her silicone cock deep into her belly.

She had texted her father to say she was
taking the day off. Then she was treated to one bizarre,
outrageous, kinky and perverted thing after another! That included
her first spanking, though it was Tammy who delivered it rather
than Stuart.

Still, the way the blonde fingered her pussy
while she was doing it meant that Lexi came explosively despite her
hot, burning bottom.

She had never been so... immersed in sex
before. She could almost feel it shifting her boundaries even as
she and Tammy giggled over some of the costumes available in the
blonde's closet. Then Tammy dressed them both in near-identical
slave girl outfits.

They were very revealing, but given she'd
been naked for some time, they seemed blessedly modest. They had
gold-colored bras, though they were more like half bras, shelf-bras
which cupped her breasts but barely rose high enough to cover her
nipples.

There were also little golden plates, or at
least, they were supposed to be golden. They were lightweight
enough she figured they were simply tin or aluminum painted gold.
They were about the size of one of her hands, wider than they were
tall, and held across her lower abdomen by golden cords across her
hips.

The thing covered her pussy, and not much
else, but a gauzy purple loincloth was attached to its rear and
fell to her ankles, with another covering about two-thirds of her
bottom in back. The outfit also came with a golden collar and
golden restraints on her wrists and ankles.

It looked very Arabian Nights to her, which
added to the impression she was playing a role in a play, or at
least, a game. Certainly everything which had happened to her since
she'd met Stuart was unreal, absurd and outrageous.

She and Tammy wandered down the broad marble
halls, making her feel again as if she were in some sort of Arabian
Nights fantasy where she'd wound up in a harem or something.

This morning, it seemed, they were the ones
to serve breakfast to Stuart, acting the part of slave girl
servants. That was a bit of a relief but, oddly, also disappointing
in a sense. The kinky way he had fed them the last couple of times
had been degrading but helplessly exciting.

Of course, wearing this outfit and calling
him 'Master' was kind of kinky too. She and Tammy made breakfast,
then she went out to find him in the great room.

“Breakfast is ready, Master,” she said.

He nodded without speaking, and she went back
to the kitchen.

“We serve in the dining room,” Tammy
said.

“How come?”

“Slave girls do not ask. They obey,” Tammy
said.

Lexi sniffed but helped carry plates and
bowls out to the dining room and set them up.

Nothing very sexual happened during
breakfast. She and Tammy ate in the kitchen, and acted more or less
like servants who Stuart largely ignored. Still, just wearing the
outfit made her feel sexual and sexy. They washed up and put things
away and then they went upstairs to the master bedroom and changed
the sheets.

“Do we do laundry?” Lexi asked, frowning.

She wasn't being paid for this, after all,
and she hadn't taken a day off work to do someone else's
chores.

“No. All the laundry is sent out. We just
change the sheets each day. Working as a slave girl isn't exactly a
strenuous job, you know, even if you're alone.”

“Well, I'm not being paid to work as anything
today. This is my day off.”

“Slave girls don't get days off.”

“Phhht. You're the slave girl. I'm just
visiting.”

“It's a pretty nice place to visit,” Tammy
said. “You should consider staying.”

“I have a job.”

“Does it include hot, kinky sex?”

Lexi didn't answer that.

“Does it include going to London, Paris,
Rome, Tokyo, Beijing and Melbourne with your boss?”

“You get to travel with him?”

“Sure. Why would he want to travel without
his slave girl? I'm pretty handy to have around, you know.”

“I doubt he'd need two slave girls.”

“Oh, you'd be surprised. He likes to watch us
putting on shows. So do his friends and clients.”

“Ugh! No way!”

“Why? It's pretty hot having several guys
watching you.”

“Not to me!”

“You're just lying to yourself. I've seen how
you react. You'd come like a whore if you had two or three guys
touching you and fucking you at once.”

The idea, despite what she said to Tammy,
was... intriguing, at least on a fantasy level. She had, of course,
had fantasies of doing two guys at once. Though she'd never
expected them to come to life. The closest she'd come was sucking
Stuart's cock the other night while Tammy fucked her from behind
with a strap-on.

And that had been fucking hot!

They didn't have a lot of other chores, so
Tammy showed her the theater and how to pull up any of thousands of
movies or TV shows on a huge screen. Then they went out back and
swam a little before going back inside.

Tammy did her hair so it looked as close to
the same style as Tammy's.

“Master likes my hair long and straight and
parted in the middle so it curves out and down to frame my face and
then falls across the shoulders,” she said.

She talked about living as Stuart's sex
slave, and some of the things she did. That included lap dances,
which she demonstrated on Lexi. That was both amusing and sexy, as
far as Lexi was concerned.

The blonde then had her hold a dildo between
her thighs and pretended to give her a blow job, which was also
both amusing and sexy. Tammy was an expert at deep throating. Then
the blonde straddled her again and sank her pussy down on the
dildo, her arms going over Lexi's shoulders as she kissed her
hungrily.

She ground herself down against her thighs,
then began to ride the dildo, getting more and more excited as
Lexi, feeling a rising heat herself, kneaded her breasts and kissed
her back with growing hunger.

After Tammy came it was Lexi's turn, and she
knelt before the blonde girl, trying to act as sensuous and erotic
as Tammy had. She brushed her cheek and hair against her inner
thighs and licked her way slowly, teasingly up to where her 'cock'
was, then began to tongue it.

“Just relax your throat and swallow,” Tammy
said, as she slid her lips down its length.

That was easier said than done, but Lexi was
determined to get as good as Tammy was, and the more she ground her
now-bare breasts against Tammy's thighs the more aroused she got as
she sucked her 'cock'. Then she straddled the blonde and rode the
dildo as they kissed and caressed each other.

With their outfits back in place they went
out to make lunch for Stuart. That was simple enough, and not at
all exciting, until Stuart walked into the dining room accompanied
by another man.

Lexi's face went hot and she hurriedly
glanced down to reassure herself her nipples were covered (if
barely) and that the loincloth was actually hanging straight down
to cover what it needed to before jerking her eyes up again.

Tammy, of course, wasn't surprised nor
embarrassed, and greeted them in a perky voice as they sat down at
the dining room table. Then she and Lexi served lunch, which had
Lexi blushing and breathless as she moved around self-consciously
in the slave girl outfit.

The other man's first name was Jason, which
she knew because Stuart used it. He certainly didn't introduce the
man to his 'slave girls'!' He was around Stuart's age, though
neither as tall nor as broad-shouldered. He was a handsome man,
though, with short brown hair and a square-jawed face.

Lexi couldn't meet his eyes, at first, and
flushed every time she noticed him looking at her. She tried to
move very slowly, well aware by then that the light little
loincloth would sway and move in the breeze of her walking. She
only barely resisted the urge to run out of the room and hide!

Still, after her initial shock and
embarrassment, she began to adapt, feeling a rising sense of sexual
tension that began to fill her with both alarm and excitement. The
alarm came from the sudden thought that perhaps Stuart would expect
her to... to do something... around this man!

Her pulse raced at that thought! At first she
decided with great determination that she absolutely wouldn't! But
as the minutes ticked past that determination began to melt away.
Not only was it deliciously sexy to be parading around like a slave
girl in front of a strange man but the thought of 'just do it!'
kept sliding through her mind.

Wasn't this, after all, a part of that
exciting experimentation she had already told herself was a once in
a life time opportunity?!

She wasn't sure if Stuart intended anything
or not. That was part of what created the tension and anxiety. Nor
was she sure what she would do if he 'ordered' her to have sex with
this man! That would be outrageous! But doing outrageous things was
proving to be desperately exciting these days!

After breakfast the men went to the great
room while she and Tammy cleaned up. Lexi felt a sense of relief,
but also a vague sense of disappointment. Nothing, after all, had
happened.

Then again, it still could!

“You might have told me!” she whispered.

“Why would I do that?”

“Still feeling shy?”

“I'm not as used to showing off my body to
men as you obviously are!”

“That just makes it more exciting for you,”
Tammy said with a smirk.

The men were having wine, Tammy having
served. But after they'd finished putting everything away and
cleaned up she all-but dragged her back to the great room where the
men were seated on leather wing chairs on either side of a small
table.

“Can we do anything for you or your guest,
Master?” she cooed.

“You could entertain Jason here.”

“Of course, Master!”

Lexi gulped.

Tammy turned on some music, then began to
dance. She danced over before Jason, then began to climb onto the
chair, straddling him, giving him provocative looks, then starting
to perform a lap dance.

Lexi had been watching for about a minute
when Stuart gestured to her. She gulped, feeling her heart skip a
beat, feeling her chest tighten, but she moved forward and
hesitantly began to dance for him, then, filled with anxiety and
tension, straddled him and began to give him a lap dance.

There was nothing particularly difficult
about it, nor particularly outrageous – except that Jason sat right
next to him and she barely knew the man!

Then again, how much do you know Stuart, she
thought breathlessly.

Her tension rose when Jason undid Tammy's bra
and pulled it off, then began to knead her breasts! Sure enough,
not long afterward Stuart did the same thing to Lexi. She blushed
hotly, certain that while he was mostly occupied with Tammy, the
man wasn't going to be completely oblivious of her as she ground
herself against Stuart!

Jason's hands began to move over the blonde
girl as she ground herself against him, and he began to lick and
then suck and bite at her breasts. Stuart did the same to Lexi,
making her heart hammer and her pulse race. His hands slid beneath
her little loincloth to caress her buttocks and rub her clitoris as
she felt the heat rising to envelop her.

Then she noticed Tammy had lost even her
loincloth, and shortly afterward she lost hers too!

Tammy got up, then, even as Stuart pushed
Lexi up. The blonde girl winked at her, pulled her into a
passionate kiss, then pulled her aside and pushed her against
Jason's chair! She straddled Stuart and began to grind herself
against him. Lexi felt a wild, emotional jolt, but didn't feel she
had a lot of choice!

She straddled Jason, feeling weirdly shy, and
began to grind herself down on him! This heated her blood up so
much she felt as if it might burst into fire! She moaned helplessly
as the man kneaded her breasts and then began to suck and chew on
her nipples!

She could feel his erection under her as she
ground herself against it. She was facing away from him, having
stood up and then sat back just as Tammy had done. Then he gripped
her wrists, pulling them together behind her back, and she felt the
golden restraints locked together.

She felt her heart beating faster, and saw
that Stuart was doing the same to Tammy. Then Tammy stood up,
turned and knelt before him as he spread his legs aside. She slid
her face up and down against his thighs, then ground it against his
crotch as Jason pushed her off too!

OMG, she thought dazedly.

But she turned and knelt, heart-thumping,
imitating Tammy, rubbing her cheeks along the man's thighs, then
her face against his crotch. He unzipped and pulled his cock out,
and she licked at it, then began to suck. She bobbed up and down,
even as Tammy did next to her. Then they switched, then switched
back!

She was electric with sexual excitement, and
when Tammy rose up to straddle Stuart she did the same to Jason,
shuddering, and then coming as his cock pushed up inside her! She
rode up and down wildly, crying out in pleasure as he thrust up
into her and sucked fiercely on her nipples.

It's like I'm a fucking sex slave or
something! she thought wildly.

That just turned her on even more!

Jason's hands jerked up on her buttocks to
help her ride him, even as his mouth tried to devour her breasts,
sucking and licking and chewing at them hungrily!

This was even more intense, even more
shocking than having sex with Stuart had been, for she didn't know
this man at all! She was having sex with him while all shackled and
collared because... because... it was like she was a slave! And
that was a desperately thrilling fantasy!

She whimpered and moaned dazedly as she felt
his cock pushing deep inside her, as she ground her buttocks
against his thighs, then rose only to plunge down once more – and
again, and again, gasping as he chewed and sucked on her
breasts!

The orgasm had done little to restrain her
heat as the wild, carnal passion gripped her mind and body. But
then the man gripped her buttocks and stood up, turning around to
lower her onto the seat below. He lifted her legs up and back and
began to thrust into her hard and fast as Lexi writhed and trembled
on the seat, gulping in air.

Then Stuart was next to her, gripping her
hair and pulling it to the side. He thrust his cock into her open
mouth and she moaned dazedly, sucking instinctively as he pumped in
and out.

Two men were fucking her!

At the same time!

This was so stunningly slutty she could
hardly believe she was even in the same room, let alone
experiencing it herself!

Stuart pumped in and out, driving his cock
deep into her mouth, then her throat, jerking on her hair to turn
her head towards him as Jason pumped faster, his hips slapping
against her buttocks with enough force to make her bounce on the
chair!

Tammy was on her knees on the other side of
the chair, stretching out an arm to bring her long fingers in
against Lexi's clitoris and rub expertly.

Lexi cried out as another orgasm tore through
her. This one was not only intense but extended so long she thought
she'd been driven out of her mind! Her mind and body were bathed in
pleasure so raw and wild it must surely only be called ecstasy as
she trembled and shook and lost her ability to even think, much
less talk.
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Lexi wore no clothing all day. But her sense
of self-consciousness had given way to a smug sense of sexual power
and beauty. Being a collared sex slave was hot! Being able
to prance and preen and pose for the men as if that was something
natural was a deeply exciting experience and almost made her
giddy.

Later on that day, though, another man showed
up. His name was Michael, and she felt instantly self-conscious
again. But her embarrassment wasn't as deep, nor did it last as
long. She acted the part of a servant, serving drinks and snacks
for the men as they played pool. And if Michael wanted to bend her
over the pool table and do her right then and there, well, she
certainly had no complaints!

The next day was a Saturday, so she stayed
over, still naked, still collared, still playing the slave girl.
Stuart had a couple over for brunch. Once again she felt the flush
of embarrassment, squirming under their eyes, deeply
self-conscious.

But then she gave the man a lap dance, at
Stuart's order, culminating in kneeling before him and bobbing her
lips up and down on his cock. Stuart then locked her restraints
behind her back and sent her off with the couple to one of the
guest rooms!

Alone, without he or Tammy, Lexi felt
self-conscious again, and also deeply aware of how helpless and
alone she was with a couple she had just met!

The woman was a tall redhead, and she
glowered at Lexi.

“Did you enjoy sucking my husband's cock,
slut?”

Lexi's mind squirmed, then she gasped as the
woman slapped her bottom sharply.

“Answer me, slave!”

A rush of heat swept through her at the
word!

“Y-Yes...” she gulped.

Crack! The woman slapped her bottom
again.

“Yes Mistress,” the woman snapped.

Another rush of heat swept through her!

“Yes, Mistress!” Lexi gulped.

“Then maybe you should get him hard again,
you filthy little slut.”

The man stripped and sat on the bed while
Lexi knelt and began to lick at his flaccid cock. She sucked his
balls and rubbed her face against his thighs while the woman stood
behind her calling her names which alternately shamed and aroused
her.

Then there was a soft hiss of sound and
something thing and flexible hit her bottom, making her gasp at the
sting.

“Suck harder, Slave!” the woman barked.

Lexi moaned and obeyed.

Thwick! The thin switch in the woman's
hand cut across her bottom again.

“I better see him get hard soon, slut!”

Thwick!

Lexi gasped, sucking the man's balls and
rubbing her face over him.

Thwick!

“What a pretty little ass you have.”

Thwick!

“I bet my husband would love to fuck you in
the ass,” the woman growled.

This was so perverted! Lexi was trembling
with heat as the man began to harden, but also relief, for while
the blows were darkly exciting, they also stung!

When the man got hard, though, she had to
perform oral sex on the woman. And the man, rather than entering
her, used the switch on her buttocks once more.

“Lick harder, slut,” he ordered.

Thwick!

“Make my wife come, you whore.”

Thwick!

This is insanely perverted! Lexi
thought dazedly.

Finally the man knelt behind her and pulled
the butt-plug out of her, then drove himself into her to the balls
while the woman jerked on her hair, roughly groped her breasts, and
demanded she lick harder.

Slave girl! she thought, her mind
awash in dark heat and excitement.

Oh it was a heady thing to be a slave girl!
To be so free to do what she had only ever fantasized about! And
later that day two men came to visit Stuart, and she again gave
them lap dances, then knelt on all fours as one took her from
behind while the other plunged his cock into her throat.

Then a third man came, and suddenly she was
straddling one as he thrust up into her pussy, while another buried
his cock in her ass and the third gripped her hair to control her
head while he shoved his cock down her throat.

Slave girl!

Her days and evenings were filled with hot,
kinky sex all weekend, to the point it seemed odd, come Monday, to
don clothing again! She went to the old estate to do her work, then
returned to Stuart's mansion to play the deliciously exciting part
of a sex slave once more.

What could her boring old apartment offer up
to compete with the dark thrill of carnal heat she experienced
there, after all? And when the old estate was finally completed and
Stuart generously tipped her parents for their excellent work she
went to work for him as his 'personal assistant'.

She lived in one of the large, beautifully
decorated old rooms, and traveled with him and Tammy around the
world. She didn't think of herself as a sex slave so much as a girl
playing the role of one. But the heat and thrill of offering up her
body for the use of anyone Stuart told her to never seemed to wane,
regardless of their age, sex or numbers.

In return, Stuart provided her with endless
orgasms, living the lifestyle of the rich and famous, and an
'allowance' in six figures which was far higher than she could ever
have earned doing anything else.

Anything else legal, that was.

More importantly, she couldn't imagine a job
being more fulfilling, more exciting, more pleasurable, more
just-plain-fun as being Stuart's sex slave. She was in a world
where all the rules had been changed, and where she could exult in
her youth, beauty and sexual skills.

And as long as her parents and friends never
found out, she was determined to stay here!

 


END
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