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My friend Amy talks about how hard it is to find a guy who likes her dog. I mean, seriously? That’s your big problem? Other women talk about how impossible it is to find a guy if they have a kid. I’m not impressed.

When I was in high school, I had an attitude. Okay, I still do. When I was six, my father said I had a smart mouth, and if I didn’t learn to defend myself, I’d get beaten up a lot. So, he had me take martial arts training – specifically in Brazilian Jiujitsu. I hadn’t wanted to, of course, but he persisted. I’m glad he did.

It changed the type of person I would become. It gave me more confidence in dealing with people, especially guys. Because if you’re smaller, you’ve always got the possibility of violence, or at least force, in the back of your mind when dealing with guys who are unhappy.

And guys are usually unhappy around me. Mostly because I either won’t date them or won’t give them what they want on a date. I had a bit of a reputation as a tough girl, and somehow, they translated that to mean ‘whore’. Which I most definitely was not.

To me, whores are pathetic girls who give themselves to boys seeking approval, trying to get a boyfriend, trying to get status. I eschewed all of that. I had confidence in myself that didn’t require a studly boyfriend on my arm so that people would be impressed.

And, well, let’s face it, some of that confidence was also that I look pretty hot. I’m small compared to guys, but I’m taller than most girls. The martial arts gave me a very fit, athletic body. I’m good-looking, and I have nice, full, rich, thick, soft hair.

Yes, I’m proud of it. No, it’s not blonde. I wouldn’t want to be a blonde. They get targeted by the worst kinds of guys who equate hair color with sexual desirability and permissiveness. Yes, every blonde is a nymphomaniac. Didn’t you know? I didn’t, but then, I’m not a horny guy from the third world.

In fact, all guys have this thing about blondes and have this clichéd idea about blondes. But everyone who isn’t white seems to have a lot more of it. Black guys think blondes are a big status symbol to have on your arm. Hispanics think so too, but not as much. Africans think blondes are these unearthly creatures of sex they’ve been watching in porn videos since they hit ten. Indians and Arabs – just... forget it. They’re crazy.

Anyway, back to high school. I had attitude. I wore leather jackets. I was jaded. I was unimpressed with life. I’d seen it all. Even as a virgin. I don’t really know why I created that persona, but it seemed to work for me. I got a lot less bullshit from people as a result.

I wasn’t exactly the class cop, but everyone knew I wouldn’t tolerate much shit around me, including bullying. It irritated me, and so people who did it irritated me. It’s best not to irritate me. Because in addition to my black belt, I still have a smart mouth. My tongue has a black belt, and I’m not referring to oral sex. I can and do cut people down fast with just a few insults.

Getting into a verbal battle with me isn’t a good idea. I know lots of put-downs and have a great memory and a quick, flexible mind. People in my class learned that early.

So, I became a cop. Oh, not to boss people around (although I don’t mind that), but because it comes with a six-figure salary and I didn’t even need college. Hey, I started four years early and have no student loans to pay back!

Dangerous? Naw. Let me tell you, despite what you see on TV and in the movies, or even on the internet, ordinary cops don’t usually arrest many people. And when we do, 99% of them just come along peacefully. Mostly, what we do is take reports, write tickets, referee arguments between people, and order annoying people out of various retail and drinking establishments.

This also comes with a lot of time spent writing reports at the station. You can spend hours there if you arrest a drunk. 

So really, it’s a job with a lot of variation to it, sometimes some excitement, but not overly dangerous. Being a cop has never been on any top ten lists for most dangerous professions. Logging, fishing, roofing, heck, even being a garbage man is more dangerous. The biggest danger to police is having a traffic accident or being hit by a car while writing a ticket.

So anyway, back to getting dates, to meeting guys, I mean. I have two main problems. One is that my reputation is important to me. Which means, I’m not about to date somebody I work with. Cops are notorious gossips. What else do you have to do, driving around all day? 

The second problem, of course, is Kacey. Now, Kacey is kind of my opposite. She’s four feet, eleven inches tall, has long blonde hair, and wears a 38D bra. She also has a kind of squeaky, little girl's voice, while mine tends to be deeper and huskier.

And, while I did say it was a cliché, Kacey actually is kind of a nympho. Although that’s partly my fault. With a voice and body like hers, you know she was teased and bullied a lot in school. Up until I got there a month into the school term. Mrs. Henson met me at the door. I was transferring in October. She sent me in to the only empty seat while she talked with the vice principal.

When I walked up the aisle, this girl behind her was roughly jabbing her in the back of the head with a ruler. She was ignoring it, or trying to. I just snatched the ruler out of her hand and threw it out the open window next to us before sitting down.

I didn’t know Kacey, but the other girl, I’d met her kind before, and I’d never liked them.

Kacey was like this annoying puppy at school after that, trailing after me, eager for affection, not to mention protection from bullies. I put up with her. And yes, I tried to toughen her up a little, but she was hopeless. I tried to give her advice about guys, too, but she was way, way too gullible. 

You NEVER believe anything a guy says when it’s aimed at getting you out of your clothes! They’ll say literally anything. Needless to say, before high school ended, there were numerous pictures of her making the rounds in compromising positions. And she also got a reputation as a whore. And it was well-deserved.

After school, I went to the police academy, and she started working at a sports bar wearing a very short kilt and a very tight top. She made a lot in tips, believe me. She really is a sweet girl, aside from being easy on the eyes, and it came out when serving people.

But she’s also gullible about other things, too, and easily bullied when I’m not around. So she wound up with a roommate who was a deadbeat, who persuaded her to sign for a car loan, and then moved to another city, making precisely no payments and also abandoning the apartment they shared after putting Kacey off with a series of promises to get her half of the rent to her ‘soon’ for months.

Sad, right?

This led to Kacey being broke and my letting her stay with me in my then one-bedroom place, which led to her being in my bed, which led to sex. Why? Well, to be honest, I’d been curious for years but never wanted to risk my reputation by experimenting. And Kacey had this incredible need to have people like her, and so kept teasing and doing her best to persuade me to have sex until I gave in.

I have to say this. She is one enthusiastic and responsive girl. It’s easy to get a big ego making love to a girl who has screaming orgasms fairly often. This led to my gagging her, which led to bondage. And it turned out that what few inhibitions she has completely evaporate once she’d tied up. She becomes something of a masochist, too.

Not only does she like pain – within reason – but she likes being insulted, being degraded. I’m not going to take any psychology courses, but I don’t need to for me to figure out that goes with a certain amount of self-loathing or something. 

But being nasty to her turns her on. Which makes her one weird little chick.

So basically, she’s like my servant – practically my slave. She cooks and cleans, does errands, and licks pussy like a pro. 

And neither of us is gay!

We don’t relate on most other subjects. We don’t like the same music, the same TV or movies, don’t have the same hobbies, and don’t like the same fashion styles. She’s into reality TV like The Bachelor and Hollywood Wives, and reads romance novels. She follows the Kardashians and other celebrities obsessively.

So, she’s become a kind of pet. Like a dog, but one that cooks and cleans, and that you can have sex with while only being somewhat kinky, not totally perverted.

When she’s not doing an errand that requires her to stand up, she crawls on all fours. She has a butt-plug in her ass with a blonde tail sprouting from it. She also has pointed dog ears that affix to her head by one of those thin headbands, and does her hair to hide it and to hide her real ears. And yes, she barks and begs on command and even lolls her tongue out over her lower lip.

This wasn’t my idea. She found it all on the internet.

Needless to say, finding a guy requires ensuring he’s pretty open-minded about sex, including lesbianism (well, they almost all are) and isn’t freaked out by a little ‘bitch’ like Kacey.

When I got home that Friday, contemplating the date I was going to have that evening, Kacey was, of course, waiting for me as usual, sitting on her heels naked by the door, knees spread wide and hands behind her head. Two small silver weighted balls were hanging from her nipple rings.

Today, she also had a thick dildo sticking a couple of inches out from the mouth of her tautly stretched pussy, held in place by a small chain attached to the base that clipped to the butt-plug. She is quite visually attractive. And every hair below her neck has been lasered off.

“Getting ready for a big evening, little bitch?” I asked, running my fingers through her hair in a kind of petting motion.

“Yes, Mistress Caitlin!” she said eagerly.

Her job now is online porn. She has a fan account and makes more money than she ever did as a waitress. She’s already paid off her debts. All those very real orgasms she has for her viewers probably have something to do with it. And yes, I’ve helped with some of her videos, using the camera, and sometimes even appearing in them, though never above the waist. 

Mostly punishing her or riding her with a strap-on. Though I’ve also done some where she’s licking my pussy and I’m jerking roughly on her hair. We have a computer software program that disguises my voice as I call her names in those.

It turns her on to be called names. Don’t ask me why.

“Maybe this guy will like a threesome,” she said eagerly.

“All guys like threesomes, you little slut. That’s not what I’m looking for here. I’m looking for someone who doesn’t think we’re weirdos.”

“We are weirdos.”

“Speak for yourself, you little nympho slut.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, falling forward onto all fours to crawl after me. I went to the closet, and she moved in front of me and lowered her front as she gripped my ankle, then started to lick my shoe.

“Stop that. I’m in a hurry.”

I kicked off my shoes and went into my bedroom to get undressed. Of course, she followed. She has her own bedroom, with a cage where she sleeps, and cameras she uses for her internet porn. I wanted to take a quick shower and do my hair, but quick is hard with Kacey around.

It’s hard to discipline someone who loves being punished.

So naturally, she crawled into the shower with me, insisted on her soaping and lathering me up, and spent an extra amount of attention on my breasts and pussy. I’m not a nympho like her, but she’s gotten quite good at knowing how and where to touch me, and after rinsing me off, she pushed her face between my thighs and started to lick me.

How dedicated is she? When she started crawling around, she attached a weight to a five-inch chain, which in turn attached to a clip she put on her tongue. That tugged her tongue over her lower lip as she crawled around, and gradually, over days and weeks, stretched out her tongue.

She also did tongue exercises she read on the internet, and believe me, this girl gives oral sex like nobody’s business. Her freaking tongue can push incredibly deep into my pussy! There’s no way to resist her, and I didn’t even try to.

I told myself it was for the best, since I didn’t want to be horny when I met this guy. I wanted to assess him on personality and didn’t intend to give in and have sex. Most guys aren’t very good at sex anyway, until you train them.

Ryan, of course, proved to be the exception to that rule.

I was trying out older guys on the theory they’d be more mature and sophisticated. Ryan was in his late twenties, so not hugely older than my twenty-one. But he had broad shoulders and a very strong jaw. He had short brown hair, penetrating brown eyes, and a nice smile.

I was very impressed with his chest. I have to admit it. I’d never dated a guy this bulky before. If he was impressed with mine, which most guys are, he wasn’t letting on. I didn’t catch his eyes dropping once.

I was wearing a short, loose peasant dress in dark green that went well with my hair. It had puffy sleeves and a V-neck low enough to show I had cleavage without really showing much of it. It was more of a statement. Yes, I have decent boobs. That was about it. If he wanted to see or touch them, he’d need to impress me. 

Since he persuaded me to go back to his place, you can take it as a given that he’d impressed me. A lot.

It wasn’t just his powerful chest, which made itself as obvious as mine, despite him wearing a sports jacket. He moved well, danced well, and had this deep, rich voice that kind of caused reverberations in my chest. It was so sexy! And he knew how to talk with that voice, speaking softly, for the most part, but intelligently and with humor.

And without every third word being ‘uhm’ or an obscenity.

He was a security analyst, and he was kind of vague about what that involved.

“You don’t look very nerdy,” I said.

“I don’t feel very nerdy,” he replied.

“Isn’t a security analyst a computer geek?”

“Not necessarily. Certainly, I use computers. But then, almost everyone does. Including you, I assume. You said you worked for the city.”

“Uh huh.”

I had been kind of vague, too.

“So, are you the guy who monitors what I see on my computer to make sure I’m not downloading porn or something?”

He grinned. “I’m not worried about porn.”

“You don’t care if your employees are looking at it during work hours?”

“The people who work where I work have a job to do. If they aren’t doing it proficiently and in a reasonable time period, that’s when someone will speak with them. If they can handle their work while watching porn, then that’s just a clue that we need to give them more work.”

“I know a girl whose job actually is porn,” I said.

“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows, and I flushed a little.

“Not me!” I said in annoyance.

He grinned again. “Too bad.”

“Why too bad?”

“I’m sure your pictures and videos would be incredible.”

“They would be,” I assured him. “But Kacey seems to be very popular. She’s a busty blonde.”

“Busty blondes are overrated.”

“Oh?”

“No challenge.”

“Well, in her case, you’re right.”

“Brunettes are more challenging.”

“While men are not challenging at all.”

“Yes, we’re weak whenever we see sexy women with great legs in boots.”

I was wearing knee-high suede boots with my peasant dress,

“Good to know. Of course, women aren’t usually attracted to weak men.”

“Want me to show you my caveman club?”

“Is it big and hard?” I asked with a smirk.

“You’ll find that out if I drag you back to my cave by the hair.”

“I’m not sure a cave is likely to make me feel romantic.”

“Doesn’t matter. A big club solves all problems.”

“Only if the caveman knows how to use it. And most don’t.”

“Is that a challenge?”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. I liked him, and he seemed very sexy, and I’d worn sexy lingerie tonight just in case.

“If you’re that dangerous, maybe I should tie you up and drag you home to teach you some manners,” I said lightly.

“Cavemen don’t get tied up. They tie up their prey.”

“And what do cavemen prey on?”

“Sexy girls.”

I smirked at him, and he smiled back. Ten minutes later, we were in his car, a Jeep, headed for his cave. He promised it was a comfortable cave, and when we got there, it turned out to be a split-level house with a garage under it.

“I always feel like I’m coming out of the bat cave when I come out,” he said as we went down a steeply angled driveway.

“I thought you were a caveman, not Batman.”

“Batman lived in caves.”

“Oh, right. Well, sort of.”

The car stopped, and the garage door came down as he got out of the car. I opened my door and got out as well and found myself face-to-face with him – sort of. He was taller than me, after all. 

“Now that I have you at my mercy and you can’t escape,” he said as he kissed me.

It was not a gentle kiss, though it started as one. His hands slid onto my shoulders, and then as his lips began to move against mine, up through my hair. The kiss was a very good one, not tentative, but not rough. It was, however, growing in passion as he pressed me back against the car.

It left me a bit breathless as he drew back.

“Now that I have captured you,” he said, as he bent over and slipped his arm around my waist.

He pulled me in against his shoulder, then straightened, lifting me off the ground and dropping me belly-down across his left shoulder.

“Ack! What the – Ryan!”

“Ugh. Woman speak too much,” he said in a kind of slow drawl, like he was a caveman.

He turned and carried me through a door into the basement.

“Put me down you... loon!” I said, slapping at his back.

I got a smack on the butt in return that made me yelp.

“Ugh. Woman need learn respect for man,” he said.

He pinned my legs against his chest as he carried me easily up the stairs.

“Otherwise, man hit her with big club.”

“It better be big from all your bragging!”

I slapped his back again, and he slapped my butt again.

“Ugh. Woman need learn obey,” he grunted.

“Not in this life!”

We emerged in a kitchen, a galley kitchen, from the upside-down looks of it, then left it behind, went down a hall, and into a living room. There he put me down, pushed me up against a wall, and kissed me again, just as passionately as he had downstairs. Only this time, his hands went behind me and slid down to cup and squeeze my buttocks.

My hands slid up and down his chest inside his suit jacket, then up over his shoulders and behind his neck. That made it easy for him. The dress I was wearing, as I said, was loose. His fingers gripped the hem, and in one smooth motion slid the dress inside out up my body. It was already up to my shoulders before I even realized his intention! I gasped and started to pull my hands back, but by then the dress was sweeping up over my head to momentarily trap my arms, then it was off entirely.

“Ryan!”

“Ugh! Woman belong to man now!” he grunted.

He grabbed my wrists, pinned them to the wall above my head, and leaned in to kiss me again, silencing my protests.

They were kind of pro forma anyway. I mean, I knew why I was here, and so did he. It was just that he was moving a lot faster and with a lot more confidence and less restraint than most dates I’d had. It was leaving me a little breathless and overwhelmed.

He drew back, then bent and lifted me up over his shoulder again. This time, as he did, he slipped his fingers into the back elastic of my thong and jerked it down my legs and off.

“Ryan!”

“Ugh!”

He threw me up and back, but caught me so I landed in his arms like a baby before he sat down heavily at the end of the sofa, sitting across his lap.

“When you date a caveman, baby, you better be ready for action,” he said.

His big hand slid behind my back, tilting me in against him so he could kiss me again, his other hand sliding up through my hair.

I felt... strange, in that I was practically naked while he was still fully clothed, right down to the jacket and tie.

“How come only I get naked?” I gulped as he drew back.

“I decide who gets naked.”

“Oh, you do, huh?”

I reached for his tie and undid it as he popped the clip on my bra and pulled it off. Then his big right hand slid around my neck, closing firmly as his other hand slid into my hair. He tilted my upper body back, his following, kissing me hungrily as I pushed feebly at his chest.

The hand around my neck was a reminder of just how strong he was, though he wasn’t squeezing much. It still did something down low in my body that made me thrum with energy.

Then it slid down to knead my breast as our lips remained molded together, sliding delicately against each other. He leaned back, his hand continuing to knead my breast as he kissed his way along the nape of my neck, then over my shoulder, drawing me back upright again.

“Well, now that you’ve got me naked, what do you intend to do with me?” I gulped, a little breathless.

“Anything I want,” he growled.

“Anything I let you,” I sniffed.

“Ugh. Caveman teach cavewoman manners.”

And with that, he lifted me and leaned forward, sitting me on the edge of the coffee table. 

It was not a delicate table. It was a thick, round thing in dark brown wood.

“Kneel on the table.”

“What?! Why?”

“Because I tell you to and I’m the caveman.”

He stood up and gripped my hair, tilting my head back as he kissed me. The pull on my hair forced me to kind of half rise, but since he was pressed in so close, I wound up, almost by default, kneeling on the coffee table as the kiss went on.

He drew back, grinning down at me.

“Sit on your heels.”

“W-why?” I gasped.

“You ask a lot of questions for a sex slave.”

“A what?!”

He smirked and pushed down on my shoulders, forcing me to sit back on my heels. Then he sat on the sofa before me. He reached forward and put his big hands on my knees, then, like he was opening curtains, slowly forced them wider and wider apart.

He stood up, gripping my wrists, raising them up and back behind my head, then held them there in one fist as he leaned in and kissed me again.

He let go of my wrists and gripped my arms instead.

“Don’t move.”

“What? Why!?”

“Because I said so.”

I snorted but held still, blushing a little under his gaze, especially as he sat down. I felt like some kind of statue placed here for his enjoyment. I’d never posed like this for a guy before. Not for more than a second or two anyway. 

“You really are fucking gorgeous,” he said, the first time he’d used an obscenity.

“You’re fucking right, I am,” I replied.

He grinned and leaned forward, slipping his hands under my ankles, pressing them in under my buttocks, and then lifted me like that, pulling me onto his lap straddling him as he sat back. Of course, I swayed and grabbed his shoulders to steady myself. 

He gripped my wrists, taking them off his shoulders, putting them back behind my head again.

“Elbows back. Show me your stuff, Wo-Man.”

His hands gripped my hips and slid up and down my sides, across my ribs. One of his hands slid up, and his fingers traced my lips. Then, when I licked at them, he slid two of them into my mouth. I licked and sucked lightly at them, looking into his eyes as he looked into mine.

He pulled them out, then dropped them low, and I gasped as his thumb and ring finger parted the lips of my sex and his index and middle finger found my clitoris. He brushed it lightly, then rubbed steadily as he looked at me. His other hand slid up to cup and squeeze my breast, then slid up higher, around my neck again, closing, squeezing lightly as he drew my head down to kiss me.

My hands dropped onto his shoulders to support myself as I kissed back with a growing sense of excitement. Whatever this guy was, he wasn’t boring. And his fingers definitely knew what they were doing down between my legs.

His fingers probed at the mouth of my sex, where I was already getting wet, and pushed up inside me, making me gasp and moan into his mouth. Then his thumb started to stroke skillfully across my clitoris, and it was all I could do not ride up and down on those thick fingers!

The hand around my neck began to squeeze more, and then pushed me up and back.

“Hands behind your neck,” he growled.

Panting, I obeyed, not sure why, but with no reason why not. I could hear my breathing now, a little raspy because of how he was lightly squeezing my throat. But what I was really paying attention to was the way his fingers were sending waves of raw sensation sluicing up through my body like liquid heat!

The two big fingers inside me had become three, thick and long and fat, thicker between them than a lot of guys’ cocks. They were kind of pressing forward as they rubbed, pressing in against the front wall of my sex in behind my clitoris, which his thumb was rubbing steadily in and back.

“Do you think I can make you come, slave girl?”

“Wh-Where’s your big club?” I gasped.

He chuckled softly.

“You have to beg for it.”

Which was a ridiculous statement, given that it was men who practically begged women for sex!

God, I was sopping now! His fingers, despite their thickness, were thrusting up and down inside me, sometimes pushing all the way to the knuckles! And his thumb was rubbing harder against my clitoris. I could feel it pushing the soft, throbbing flesh back against his fingers inside me!

He pulled me in just from the pressure of his big hand around my neck, in towards him until he could get his lips around my left nipple and suck. He licked and sucked hungrily, his mouth opening wider so his teeth could dig into the soft flesh of my breast.

I gasped as his teeth bit into me just a little shy of actual pain. It felt... raw and animalistic! Especially since he sucked harder as his tongue swept back and forth across my rigid pink nipple.

And then I came! I don’t normally come that quickly, but then I’d never had this sort of wild, wicked sex before! Especially not with a big, strong older man who made it clear to me, even on a subconscious level, that he was in charge!

I couldn’t keep still. My hips rose and fell as I tried to ride his fingers, my hands still behind my head, gripping my own hair as my muscles spasmed and my nerve endings crackled and burned with an overload of sexual energy!

I dropped my hands at last as I half collapsed against him, gasping for breath. He slipped his fingers out of me, pushed my hips back, sliding me off him and onto the floor. I needed no further instructions. I leaned in, still panting, and undid his belt, then opened his pants.

He grinned down at me, pulling the belt completely out of the loops of his pants as my fingers felt a long, thick, hard cock inside under black boxers. I pulled them down and felt a surge of excitement. He hadn’t been bragging for nothing. He really did have a big club!

I hardly paid attention, at first, as he dropped the belt, now in a loop, over my head and then tugged it tight around my neck. It startled me, then, but then it became obvious he was holding it like some kind of leash, and I felt a dark wave of excitement. This... ‘I am in charge of you’ stuff had never done more than irritate me before. But somehow, it was different with him, different during sex.

I licked at the head of his cock, tugging his boxers down further, pulling them and his trousers off completely. God, everything I saw looked sexy and gorgeous!

I licked lightly at his inner thigh on one side, then the other, as I gripped his lovely cock and lifted it up and back. Then I leaned in and started to lick his balls. He wasn’t completely shaved, but was very neatly trimmed, and I was able to kiss and then suck his balls into my mouth as my other hands gripped his cock and lightly rubbed under the head.

Every now and then, he pulled the belt tighter as if to remind me about how it was looped around my neck and how he was in charge. He also reached down to fondle my breasts and to roll and rub my nipples as I licked my way up his shaft and under the head.

He was finishing untying his tie as I slid my lips over his cock and started to bob up and down, sucking and licking as I did. I loved how thick and hard it was, and how warm and slick it felt in my mouth! And I wanted it inside me!

I slid my lips low and then back up again to lick at the underside of the head. That was when he pulled on the belt and also on my arm, kind of drawing me up and off his cock, pulling my head in across his left side.

He had drawn my arm behind me and was wrapping something around it. I felt a jolt as I realized his intent, then froze, not sure whether to resist it. I mean, if he actually wanted to, there wasn’t a lot I could likely do unless I really went crazy on him. And then the moment had passed, and he was tying my crossed wrists together behind me with his tie!

He stood up with me in his arms, hefting me up across his shoulder again. I gasped, dark heat rushing through me as he carried me out of the room, naked, hands bound.

It was clear he liked bondage anyway! He probably wouldn’t object to Kasey!

His bed was large and masculine, more of that heavy, dark wood. He tossed me onto it, then unbuttoned his shirt as I lay there on my arms, staring up at him. I felt another rush of heat as he peeled shirt and jacket off together to reveal that powerfully built chest I knew was underneath. I felt a twinge of disappointment, though, because I wanted to run my hands across it!

He peeled off his socks and stood there naked, as if daring me not to admire him. I couldn’t. 

He grinned and gripped my ankles, dragging me forward and off the bed onto the floor, then shifting his grip to the belt that was still around my neck. He pulled on it like it was a leash again, then slapped his big cock across my cheek.

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

Oh wow! He really was into this stuff!

I licked at his cock, then took it into my mouth as he gripped a thick fistful of my hair and jerked it tight. I felt another jolt at how... helpless I was! How under his control I was! 

My hands twisted and pulled against the tie binding them together, not trying to pull free but almost as a continuing reassurance of how helpless I was.

The thing is, with all the bondage stuff I’d done with Kasey, I’d always been the one doing the tying up. It had never occurred to either of us to have her tie me up. But the thought of Kasey trying to dominate me was laughable. 

This was not!

His cock pushed deep into my mouth, almost to my throat. And as he pumped it in and out, I braced myself, knowing he was going to try, and wondering if I could do it. I’d certainly done it before on other occasions, but he was quite a bit thicker than normal!

The difference here was that I had no hands to use to control him! I had no control at all!

And then the belt tightened around my throat as he pulled me forward. The hand in my hair pulled as well, and I gurgled as his long, thick cock slid into my throat and then smoothly down deep!

I had never experienced oral sex like this before! I mean, being... used like this as though I was some kind of sex toy!

Sex slave! He’d called me that! Sure, it was a joke, but it sent a dark rush through my mind and then my body as my lips slid lower and lower and then were wrapped around the base of his cock.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

This time, he sounded like he meant it!

The hand in my hair moved down behind my head, pulling firmly, making it absolutely clear to me that I wasn’t moving until he decided to let me! His cock filled my mouth and throat. It was making my throat ache with the fullness inside it, but something inside me was burning wildly at being so helpless, so much like his cavewoman pulled home by the big, powerful caveman!

The thing is, it’s always turned me on to have my hair pulled during sex. 

My head was pounding, and my chest was starting to burn. I tried to pull back but couldn’t budge. He could sense it, though. He held me anyway for another couple of heartbeats, then pulled back on my hair. His slick cock slid out of my mouth like a sword from a sheath and then pulled free of my mouth entirely.

I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as he gripped me under the arm and lifted me up off my knees, half throwing me onto the bed. He took the belt off my neck and arranged me on my back, my butt on the edge, my chest heaving as he ran his hands up and down my body. His big cock sat on my belly, staring at me as he squeezed my breasts.

He pinched my nipples, and I gasped. Then he gripped his cock, rubbing the slick head up and down the line of my sex before pushing himself into me.

God, it felt good! He was thick, stretching me wonderfully, making me ache. But the dark heat gripping me didn’t care. I moaned as he pushed himself into me. His hands gripped my legs behind the knees, lifting them up and apart, then pushing them back further and further as he leaned into me.

His cock pushed deep enough to make me cry out at a deepening ache high inside. Then he slid back, his hands moving down my legs to the ankles. He leaned further over me, forcing my feet back against the bed above my head. Then he started to thrust. He moved slowly at first but rapidly picked up speed. 

Soon his hips were hammering my buttocks, pounding me down into the mattress as his big cock was driven almost painfully hard and deep into my trembling body. It was so wild, so raw! I’d never had this kind of experience before! 

Feeling helpless and used should have made me feel angry or miserable, but instead, it was thrilling me! It was so intense! And he was just so... powerful! I didn’t at all feel bad at him taking control of me, of him using me, of him ravishing me! It felt natural! It felt right! It felt like I should be treated like this in some dark way!

I was crushed beneath him! He was the world! He filled my vision, his heavy body squashing me in two, his cock stabbing into me again and again! My spine ached as it was bent so tightly, my buttocks raised high so I could actually see his big cock pumping in and out of the super tight entrance to my body.

I could feel him forcing my feet in closer to my head, closer together. And then he managed to squeeze them together above my head so he could hold them in one powerful hand. The other hand dropped down and went around my neck, squeezing slowly as his intense eyes looked down at me.

And again, on some dark, subconscious level, this thrilled me. He was showing me just who was in charge, who was the boss! He was making it clear I would do whatever he wanted me to do! And I didn’t even resent that in the slightest. Some part of me just thought that was perfectly right and correct.

My mind was drowning in liquid heat! The passion held me in thrall. I wasn’t capable of any conscious thought beyond my own excitement and the sensations tearing through my body. I felt them suddenly spiking higher and higher, and then another orgasm hit. I cried out weakly, dazedly, and he tightened his hand more so that all I could do was gurgle mindlessly, my eyes glassy, my body trembling and shaking beneath him as he continued to crush me beneath him.

The power of the orgasm raged inside me, shutting down all higher orders of thought, reducing me to instinct. The pleasure was incredible! It washed over me in a long, undulating wave as I gurgled and trembled, my mouth open like a fish, my eyes glazing over.

He loosened his hand on my neck, then used his hand to slap my face, once, twice, before his hand went around my neck again to squeeze. I cried out at each slap but was only somewhat aware of them amid the intoxicating rush of pleasure. But with his hand going back to my neck, they conveyed an unmistakable message about power.

When he halted and drew back, easing my legs down, they dropped to the bed bonelessly. I just lay there dazed, shell-shocked, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling.

But he was not remotely finished.

He lifted my legs up and apart, then dropped low, his tongue and lips on my clitoris as I lay in a semi-haze. I groaned weakly as his tongue slithered and slid and swept across my quivering button, as he closed his lips and sucked rhythmically, then licked some more.

He was not going to allow me to cool down at all! I lay there on my bound arms, gasping weakly, my mind starting to come down from that wild rush into a simmering, bubbling heat that he was intent on growing into another storm of passion.

I wanted to say something, and then didn’t. It was just too easy to lay there and let him do whatever he wanted. It was clear that he knew what he was doing down there. He didn’t have Kacey’s long tongue, but his was certainly knowledgeable.

When he started to slide his fingers into me, they were as skillful as they had been earlier, pressing up and in behind my clitoris as they stretched me out and his tongue swept over me.

And then he rose up above me like a big, masculine mountain, slid me off the bed onto my knees before him, seized my hair, and rubbed his big cock all over my face.

“Tell me you love my cock, baby,” he growled.

“I-I... I do!” I moaned weakly.

He jerked back on my hair, forcing my head back, and I gasped in pain.

“Call me sir,” he said with a grin. “Say it.”

“Sir!” I gasped.

The height of the bed was just about at the top of my shoulder as he forced my head back further and leaned way over. His other hand was around my neck again as his mouth crushed mine, his hunger such it felt like he was trying to force his way into me! My lips spread wider, like I was just... submitting to whatever he wanted.

He straightened, pulled my face forward and against him, and I opened my mouth to take his balls inside, sucking and licking at them, massaging them against the roof of my mouth as he held his semi-hard cock back against his belly.

I yelped as he jerked my head back again.

“Would you like to suck my cock, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes! Ah!” I gasped as he jerked on my hair again.

“Sir,” he half whispered. “Say it.”

“Sir!” I moaned.

“Would you like to suck my cock, slave?”

“Yes, Sir!”

I didn’t really get into this sort of thing with Kacey. I did the tie-up stuff and let her invent new ways to make her a kind of slave. I didn’t think of her that way. I thought of her as a kinky girlfriend who was great at oral sex, and who only required me to tie her up, spank her on occasion, let her act like some kind of slutty bitch dog, and do all the chores for me.

Really, she was more of a pet. A human-shaped pet that also liked me to ride her with a strap-on. And, come to think of it, she wanted me to ride her hard, not gently, much like Ryan had done to me.

I now recognized the attraction!

In fact, I was starting to understand a lot more about Kacey and her kinks now!

Anyway, I didn’t get into it that much, but I certainly recognized what he was doing. And it felt strange to be on the receiving end of it even as I started to lick his cock like I was a cat, my tongue sliding up the length of it as he held it in place.

“Beg.”

Beg? That just felt weird! As if any girl ever needed to beg a guy to let her suck his cock!”

“Please may I suck your cock,” I gulped.

He jerked my head back by the hair again and slapped my face – not hard, but enough to make me gasp.

“Did you forget to call me sir again, slave?”

“Uhm... Sir!” I gasped.

“Again.”

“Sir?”

“Now beg.”

This was so strange!

“Please may I suck your cock, Sir!?”

He jerked my head forward by the hair, letting his cock fall, and I slid my lips over it. There wasn’t a lot of time to suck it, though. He pumped it in and out a few times, then pushed it forward as he pulled on my hair and head and drove his cock deep into my throat.

He held me tight against him, then drew back and pushed in again, drew back and pushed forward, fucking my throat! I gurgled weakly, completely in his control as he pumped his cock up and down in my mouth and throat.

When he pulled out, I gulped in air as he pulled me to my feet and then roughly threw me onto the bed and flipped me over onto my stomach. 

Crack!

The slap to my bottom was a lot harder than the ones to my cheek, and I yelped in pain.

“Lift your ass in the air.”

Crack!

“Ah! Don’t!” I gasped, struggling to raise my hips high.

Crack!

“Slaves don’t tell their masters what to do.”

He gripped my thighs and jerked my hips higher, then drove his cock into me. He buried it inside me, grinding himself against me from behind as his hands slid down and gripped my waist. He pulled it back, forcing my hips higher, bending me tightly. My breasts throbbed as they slid along the blanket covering his bed, the nipples tingling.

His hands slid up and down my shoulders as he fucked me slowly, steadily, using the long length of himself. Then they slid into my now-tangled hair, drawing it back, his fingers combing through it, and then kind of twisting it together.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair, his hips thrusting faster and harder now, shifting directions, shifting speeds.

I just knelt there, gasping and moaning, the pull on my scalp sending sharp little darts of pain through my skull. They were overwhelmed by the dark, fiery heat, though, the feel of his big cock driving into me, and the slapping of his hips against my buttocks.

He let go of my hair, letting my face hit the bed. I panted weakly, then gasped as his bare foot came down on my freaking head!

Again, I recognized instantly what he was doing. He was communicating in no uncertain terms just where we each stood, just who was the boss! I didn’t object. I just gasped and grunted as his foot pressed down harder, as his cock punched into me, as the dark heat rose to intoxicating levels again.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp sting. This time it wasn’t his hand. He’d picked up the belt and doubled it in his hand.

Crack!

“Ahh! Oh! Don’t!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Slaves take orders. They don’t give them.”

He halted.

“Ride my cock, slave.”

I did! I slid myself back all the way, taking him deep, my hips working faster and harder as I impaled myself on his slick shaft.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Ah! I-I’m your sex slave!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say sir.”

Crack!

“Ah! I’m your sex slave, Sir!” I cried.

He put the tongue of the belt through the buckle to form a loop again, then slipped it over my head and down around my neck. When he pulled it back, I gasped, my eyes bulging a little as it tightened around my throat, then raised my upper body off the bed. The belt pulled my head back further, but I didn’t fight it. I could have raised myself higher to ease the pull, but somehow, I didn’t want to! 

He started to thrust into me again, hard, fast, using me, owning me, pounding me! My mind drifted lazily on the hot steam of the bubbling heat. And then another orgasm hit me, blowing away what was left of my mind as I embraced it.

I rode the waves of pleasure for all I was worth, basking in the heat as it washed over me. 

I mean, sure, I was kind of strangling myself. I was actually pulling against the belt to tighten it. But I wanted it. I wanted the total awareness of how much under his control I was. Don’t ask me why.

He loosened the belt and let me drop to the bed again, then folded his body atop mine. I felt his warm breath against my neck, against my ear.

“Sex slave!” he growled.

His hand slipped under my neck, then up past it, up and back until my neck was caught in the crook of his powerful arm. His other hand went under my hip and found my clitoris. I gurgled and moaned and whimpered as he continued to ride me, continued to pound me, continued to ravish me as still another massive orgasm tore through me.
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I introduced the topic of Kacey afterward, when we were talking. I didn’t tell him everything. I just said I had a girlfriend who was into that kind of thing, a blonde, of course. I kind of laughed about it. A little later, I mentioned she was my roommate. I still didn’t mention there had been anything between us.

I don’t know if he suspected. He probably did. Guys always think that two attractive girls are sleeping together.

On our next date, he came over to my place. Kacey was supposed to be out, the way roommates found somewhere else to go when you brought someone over.

As it was a date with food (we ordered out), not much more than some necking and petting on the sofa happened at the beginning. It was after dinner, when we’d returned to the sofa and were watching a movie but not really watching it, when she ‘unexpectedly’ returned.

She was wearing her work uniform. Which consisted of a very short tartan kilt, and a tight, white, low-cut blouse that would have shown cleavage even if it didn’t come with a vest that squeezed her breasts in and up.

“I thought you were going to go to Amy’s after work,” I said, as if annoyed.

“She’s a bitch,” Kacey said. “We had an argument. So, introduce me to the hot guy.”

I thought she was a pretty good actress, but maybe we weren’t really fooling Ryan as much as I’d hoped.

“This is –.”

“The only name you need for me is sir,” he said to Kacey.

Her eyes widened, and then she opened her mouth to say something snotty, and he grabbed her wrist and yanked her forward so she fell across his lap!

Since that put her face pretty much in my lap, I was as startled as she was. 

He lifted her skirt, yanked her thong down, and then started to spank her right then and there!

Both of us were startled, and Kacey started to yelp and cry out as his big hand cracked down on her bare bottom, not once or twice, but a dozen times. He ignored her squirming and cries, maybe because she didn’t even try to tell him to stop.

Then he flung her onto the floor!

“Get your clothes off,” he barked, glowering at her.

I was kind of stunned, and so was she. Well, she was kind of tearful, too. I could tell that the spanking had hurt! 

But she picked herself up and quickly took off her clothes.

“Hands behind your neck! Feet apart! Elbows back!” he barked.

Gasping, red-faced, she obeyed as he looked her up and down calmly.

“Very nice. She’s obviously born to be a sex slave,” he said.

He snapped his fingers at her.

“On your knees, slut.”

She gasped at the word but knelt.

He pointed at me.

“Lick her pussy.”

She didn’t hesitate. 

She shifted sideways, pushed my legs apart, and pushed my skirt up. She gripped my thong and yanked it down my legs, and then she went to town on my pussy as he watched.

He leaned over me, gripping my hair and jerking it back as he kissed and nibbled his way along the nape of my neck, then undid my own blouse and pushed his hand in the front to cup and squeeze one of my breasts.

Between the two of them, I was heating up rapidly!

He released me, though, and got up.

“Where do you keep your rope?” he asked calmly.

“I-In my bedroom!” I gulped.

He pulled Kacey up by the hair, drawing her to her feet.

“Go and get it. And don’t be wearing anything when you return.”

My heart was pounding wildly as I moved quickly to obey. He was already folding his hand around Kacey’s throat as he kissed her.

He was still kissing her when I came back with the black bondage rope Kacey herself had bought. He took it from her and looked at me.

“Hands behind your head,” he barked.

Gasping, I obeyed, posing as I had the other night.

He released the gasping blonde’s throat and spun her around, then drew her arms behind her and tied her, but not like he’d tied mine. He had her bend her arms so her hands were high on her back, then wrapped a double loop of rope around her arms to pull them back tighter and tighter until her elbows were almost touching.

He tied several loops around her arms, then fed the doubled-up rope around her ribs and under her breasts, pressing up against them, then around back again, wrapped it around her wrists to bind them together, then continued it around her and then across the top of her breasts.

From there, he curved it around the outside of one breast, then across and around the outside of the other breast. When he was done, her breasts were wrapped tightly so they were hard and taut.

“You have more restraints?”

“Uhm, Y...yes.”

He slapped my face, and both Kacey and I gasped.

“Sir,” he barked.

“Sir!”

He undid his tie and removed it, then wrapped it around Kacey’s neck and used it like a leash to pull her along behind us as I led him into the bedroom.

He shoved Kacey onto the bed and had her kneel, with her butt on the edge, like he had me do the other night, then took the vibrator and worked it into her already very moist pussy. There was more rope, and he wrapped it around her waist, then drew it down between her legs and up firmly against the base of the vibrator, forcing it deep and holding it in place as he fed it up between her buttocks and tied it to the loop around her waist.

He didn’t turn it on, though.

He gripped both of us by the hair and led us back out into the front room, then opened the bag he’d brought. In it was a studded leather collar he slipped around my neck, matching restraints he put around my wrists, and a chain to lift my wrists up and back, though not as high as Kacey’s were, and attach to the back of the collar.

He gagged me with a ball-gag! Then he shoved me onto the sofa and had me slump down and lift my knees up and back.

Then he put Kacey onto the coffee table and lifted her ankles up and back. He tied them to the ropes around her arms, hog-tying her, then drew her hair in and tied it into a loose braid before pulling it sharply back to hold her head in position so she was looking forward. Another rope was tied around her hair, then fed back to her ankles.

And then he turned on the vibrator.

He knelt in front of her, pushed his big cock right through her open lips and into her mouth, pumping in and out as she sucked. Before long, he was driving it deep into her throat, then pumping it slowly in and out before pulling it free. That left her gasping as he turned around and thrust himself into me, then lifted my ankles up and back above my head, leaned over me, and proceeded to absolutely pound me!

It didn’t take long before I came. It was ... weird having him fuck me while Kacey watched! Obviously, this wasn’t something I was used to having an audience for! Weird but wildly exciting.

Then he turned and drove his cock down Kacey’s throat again. And shortly after that, she started to scream – in pleasure. She was coming! Yes, she had a vibrator inside her, but it wasn’t actively moving, much less touching her clitoris. But it was enough, it seemed.

He pushed the table up against the sofa and pulled her face in between my legs.

“All right, slut, get to work,” he growled, jerking Kacey forward and down by the hair and bending her in between my legs.

She started licking immediately.

She was clearly very excited, and her tongue swept across my clitoris hard and fast, then pushed deep inside me.

He calmly undressed, and I got pretty excited too as I watched him! When he was naked, he came and sat down next to me, took my hair, and jerked my head around so his mouth could devour mine. His other hand roughly kneaded my breasts as Kacey continued to lick my pussy.

It wasn’t long until I was close to another orgasm too!

He lifted me up as if I weighed nothing, then slid himself in front of Kacey and sat me down atop him, facing her, spreading my legs. He bent me back, then fit his cock against my pussy and slid up inside me. Soon, he was gently thrusting up into me as Kacey continued to lick my clitoris!

She was doing so quite voluntarily, but he still reached past me and wrapped her hair around his fist, pulling her in more sharply. At the same time, he reached up and grabbed a thick fistful of my hair and jerked back on it, then used it as a kind of handle to force me to rise up and then fall back on his cock.

The guy was treating us like he owned us!

And it was all so intense that I came again, gasping and moaning around the gag, bouncing up and down on his cock as Kacey licked frantically. What a wild ride! He flung me aside and dragged Kacey forward by the hair as she squealed and cried out in pain. When he got his fingers down between her legs, though, she started to tremble and shake and was soon having her own orgasm.

A strong one, from the looks and sounds of it. And I knew just what that looked and sounded like.

He untied her hair and ankles, then lifted her onto the sofa, dropped her onto her back. He pulled aside the rope holding the vibrator inside her and drew it out of her, then drove his own big cock into her to the hilt.

It was a strange, fascinating thrill to watch as I half sat, half slumped there on the sofa, as he rammed that cock into the petite blonde. Because he was doing her much like he had me. He was rough and aggressive, a savage! He slapped her breast! He put his hand around her throat and choked her while his fingers rubbed her clitoris.

And she came again! She was bucking and twisting and gurgling and whining as the orgasm tore through her. And I knew from my own experience with her that now that she was in that place in her mind, she’d have multiple climaxes.

And she did.

He was rough and treated her like it was more of a hate fuck than lovemaking, and she really got off on it! 

He pulled the gag out of my mouth, put me on my knees in front of her, and had me lick her pussy. Then he knelt on the sofa, gripped her hair in both hands, and face-fucked her, sliding that long, thick cock up and down her throat.

He came again – on her face. And then I had to lick it off. Gross!

He took a break, exploring the sex toys in Kacey’s room. Given the camera and tripod setup there it came out that she did porn vids and he wanted to look at them. Then, of course, he wanted to make his own videos.

He set up the camera on its tripod on the right, then held another in his hand as the two of us knelt side by side and licked and sucked his balls and cock at the same time.

“Slutty little bitches,” he growled, tugging on our hair. “Suck that cock, slave, or I’ll whip your ass.”

It was clear that Kacey was loving this, and I couldn’t disguise the fact that it was an incredible rush for me, too.

Needless to say, Riley was enjoying himself, as well.

When he got hard again, he pulled us down all the way, making us swallow every inch – first her, then me, then her, then me. Then he threw us down on our knees and faces side by side and fucked me while he used one of her biggest dildos to fuck Kacey. He switched after a minute, then switched again, all while the camera watched.

After that, he fucked me on camera in various positions. I was too aroused to say no, despite my avoiding getting my face on video before. And when I came again, I was as noisy as Kacey!

Well, as you’ve probably figured out by now, I had found a guy who was quite unfazed about me and Kacey, one who actually seemed delighted. He also seemed to enjoy being a cameraman and director, deciding on how many more videos should be taken of her.

Before long, he had me posing for every naked and pornographic picture he could think of, including some with his cock jammed down my throat or up my ass. I was a little reluctant, but since I’d already done the videos, well...

And then there were more videos, of course, with lots of lesbian stuff with Kacey, and even me masturbating. He had friends he brought in to gangbang Kacey on camera, pretending to tie her up first and use her roughly. Her screaming orgasms were not acting, though. They were real.

And then he brought several guys over to fuck me!

“N-No way!” I squeaked when he told me about it.

He just smirked. “You know why it turned you on to tie up Kacey? Because the idea of sexy girls being tied up excites you.”

“Does not,” I lied.

“Because the idea of you being tied up and used roughly excites you. And don’t even bother to deny it. I watched you when your little blonde friend was getting gang banged, and it turned you on.

So, several guys came over, and I wound up straddling one, riding his cock, while another guy sodomized me, and the third one fucked my throat. All while Riley moved around us, taking videos.

Kacey stayed at his place a lot when I was working. She got a pretty heavy workout while there, including getting more punishment than I ever would have given her. Riley introduced her to riding crops, flogs, and paddles, and since she liked acting like an animal, he trained her like she was one.

It was the kind of training that melted her little blonde mind.

Watching her on amateur night at the strip club was darkly exciting. Riley had ‘ordered’ her to do it, and she was wildly anxious, incredibly self-conscious, and then got into it so much she had an orgasm on stage. Needless to say, she was a hit and got lots of tips while giving lap dances. She became a regular there.

That also increased her online membership, since every man who had a lap dance wanted to see her in nasty porn videos.

And yes, he eventually ‘ordered’ me to do a stint on amateur night, too. And I was also terrified, wildly anxious, and wildly excited at the thought. But let me tell you, once I was up there dancing naked in front of a room filled with men, my blood was on fire!

I didn’t come on stage, but I did while grinding myself against some guy’s cock. Soon, I had an online membership account, too, and then I quit my job and became a stripper. The money was just too good not to! It was more than I was making as a cop for half the time!

It’s funny how things go wildly out of your control once your emotions and instincts take over. I had thought sex was ‘okay’ but nothing special. Riley taught me differently, and I became nearly as much of a nympho as Kacey. I even dyed my hair blonde! Well, when a man is in charge, a girl has to do as she’s told.

END
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me and have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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Also by JJ Argus
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform: Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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Taylor’s New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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Nerd Girls: Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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The Temporary Harem Girl: It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask: When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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