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I bought a white bikini at Victoria's Secret.
I looked fabulous in it, so fabulous I was a little reluctant to
wear it in public. I exercise to keep fit, to keep my body in
shape, and especially to keep my breast muscles in shape. I'm
generously endowed. I don't mean I'm enormous, but the girls are
definitely noticeable.

That's always been a mixed blessing. I look
great in a dress or a bikini – or even in a sweater. That's nice.
But I get noticed for my breasts before anything else. I put a lot
of effort into my hair and, depending on where I go, my makeup. I'm
attractive and my hair is, I think, lovely, but everyone's eyes
drop to my tits the first time they notice me.

Insert massive eye roll here!

I'm proud of my body and how attractive it
is, clothed or naked. Sure, why not? I'm a girl. I look at myself
in the mirror and pose and preen a little, knowing how hot I am,
fantasizing about things like being a porn star or a stripper or
something wild like that. Not that I ever would!

I try not to get too arrogant, not to be a
narcissist, but honestly, it's hard given the way guys look at me
and men talk to me! They're all so eager and so impressed and their
tongues are practically lolling out! Do you know how easy it is to
get a swelled head like that?

I've had to develop a hard heart, though,
because so many of them want me, and so many of them ask me out.
Even if I wanted to I couldn't go out with everyone! So of course I
prioritize. I go out only with the hottest guys. Why wouldn't I?
Would you do anything differently if you had tons of choices?

The downside of turning lots of guys down is,
of course, that they're always disappointed, and not all guys
handle disappointment with dignity. And some of them get angry and
resentful because they think that I think they're not good enough
for me.

Which, honestly, is exactly what I think. I'm
not putting them down. I'm just saying on a sliding scale, with all
the guys who want to go out with me, they're just not as good as
others. Like I said, I have to pick only the best!

But they resent that and some of them get
nasty and call me names. The most irritating is when they say I'm a
cock-tease. I mean WTF!? I'm not trying to turn you on! I'm just
dressing attractively! Don't you do the same!? Doesn't everyone
dress their best?

It's not like I'm prancing around in a
miniskirt with super deep cleavage sticking my tits out at everyone
and hoping to turn them all on. I get called cock-tease for wearing
baggy pants and a sweatshirt. I get called cock-tease for wearing a
turtleneck and ankle-length skirt.

If I'm out in a sexy dress, like a club
dress, something with cleavage, then I'm already with a guy. So
back to the white bikini. It wasn't particularly daring or
immodest. It had a cheeky bottom, but that's not unusual. The front
of the bikini bottom was decent coverage, with strings over my
hips. The top was a triangle, and would have seemed entirely modest
if I wasn't uhm, bigger than usual.

Because I was a Thirty-Six-D, my breasts are
kind of prominent in a bikini, and sure, I was showing some nice
cleavage. But my nipples were well-hidden, and there was only a
little side-boob.

Still, I looked... good in that bikini. I got
a lot of looks and second glances, and silent whistles and I knew
guys were talking to each other about me as I walked across the
sand with Elena and Harmony, my two BFFs.

Both of them were attractive. Both of them
were sexy. Elena was wearing a thong and had a great butt. Harmony
had fantastic legs and a beautiful face. But of course, the gawkers
were looking at my breasts.

Whatever!

We set up our stuff and lay down to enjoy the
sun. Let the guys nearby look. So what? I was used to being looked
at. Let guys walk by, their eyes skimming over us – me in
particular. Again, I'm used to it. It doesn't really bother me.

And then there was Rajiv.

Now I had no idea what his name was at the
time. I'd never met him, though I'd seen him often enough. He lived
on my street somewhere. I'd seen him at bus stops or walking on the
sidewalk, as well as at the corner store at the end of the block.
He was an Indian guy. India Indian, I mean, not native American. I
had never paid much attention to him. He was just another guy who
stared at me whenever he saw me.

He just stared more than most. I put that
down to culture. From what I'd heard of India it wasn't exactly
very respectful towards women.

Anyway, while I was at the refreshment stand
Rajiv turns up. He looked at me, then looked again, obviously
recognizing me from where we lived. And then he really looked! I
mean, his eyes bulged out of his head as they locked in on my
breasts and just gaped at them.

Like I said, I'm used to being stared at
sometimes, but this was a bit much! I had almost been about to
smile and wave, though I generally avoid showing any recognition to
guys in case it encourages them to think I'm interested.

“Oh my God!” he gasped. “Look at your
breasts!” in accented English.

I was startled, even shocked. I mean, guys
were sometimes nasty when I turned them down. And sometimes when I
passed them on the street they'd say something. But for a guy to
just stand there and stare at my breasts and then talk about them
was... unusual. I even glanced down as if maybe there was something
wrong with them. Like maybe one of them had popped out of the suit
and I hadn't noticed.

Nope, they looked fine.

I glared at him.

“You have magnificent breasts!” he
gasped.

I felt my face coloring.

“I love your breasts! I want to touch
them!”

“Fuck off!” I said.

I wasn't worried he'd attack me. I mean we
were right out in the open on a sunny beach and the refreshment
stand was six feet away.

“I want to squeeze them and suck on your
nipples and press them against my face!”

The weird thing was he wasn't even acting
like he was trying to insult me. You know, like, when guys say
dirty things they're usually sneering and leering and they know
perfectly well how insulting they're being. But he was acting like
this was some kind of normal conversation – about my breasts.

He wasn't even saying that silently. People
at the refreshment stand turned their heads to stare at us as I
ignored him and walked to the stand to order.

Rajiv followed me.

“You have a beautiful bottom! Your buttocks
are incredible!”

I felt my face flush again.

“Hey, asshole,” the guy behind the counter
said. “Back the fuck off!”

“But look at her magnificent breasts!” Rajiv
exclaimed.

“You want me to call a cop?”

“I want to fuck her so badly!”

“Get lost, you fucking foreigner,” one of the
women at the refreshment stand said.

Rajiv backed off some distance.

“You should call a cop,” the woman said to
the guy behind the counter.

“Perverts,” she said to me.

I got an ice cream cone and a Popsicle and
returned to our blanket, walking quickly as Rajiv stared at me.

“Pervert alert,” I said as I sat down.

“All men are perverts,” Harmony said.

“Yeah, someone in particular?”

“Some Indian guy. See him coming?”

Elen pulled her sunglasses off.

“He's got a boner?”

“What?” I turned and looked.

He very obviously did!

“God! He was yelling about my breasts at the
refreshment stand. The guy behind the counter threatened to call
the cops on him.”

“What was he saying about your breasts?”

“That I have magnificent breasts.”

“Well, he was right. I've seen you naked.
They are magnificent.”

“You're not helping.”

She took the Popsicle as I licked the ice
cream. Rajiv kind of paced back and forth about twenty yards
back.

“You should like, arch your back a lot,”
Harmony said.

“Yeah, yawn and stretch,” Ellen said.

“This guy lives in my neighborhood! I've seen
him in the local corner store and on the street!”

“Oh, that's not so good. Maybe we should call
the cops.”

“He looks harmless,” Harmony said. “Pathetic
but harmless. He probably doesn't weigh more than a hundred
pounds.”

Elena started to suck on a Popsicle as she
looked at him, and did so in a fairly obscene way.

I couldn't tell if Rajiv noticed or cared. He
kept staring at us, though.

Finally, he came closer.

“Uh oh,” Harmony said.

We weren't really worried or anything. It was
a weird situation, though.

“He's still got a boner.”

He came up to stand just a foot from our big
beach blanket and stare at me.

“Hey, get lost,” Elena said.

“I love your breasts!” he moaned. “I want to
touch them and lick them and suck on them!”

“Go take your tiny dick off and stick it in a
bowl of ice, India boy,” Harmony said.

He looked at her as if distracted. “You are
whore. Be quiet.”

“You can kiss my ass, pervert!” she
exclaimed.

“I want only the blonde. She looks pure and
clean. I want to fuck her very badly!”

“Go fuck yourself!” I said.

“Get the fuck away from us,” Harmony
said.

She threw some sand at him, and Elena rolled
sideways, picked some up, and threw it at him too.

“Stop that!” he demanded. “Bitches!
Whores!”

“Fuck off, pervert!”

Several guys got up from surrounding groups
and confronted him, and one of them shoved him hard enough he
stumbled back and fell on his ass. He got up and staggered away,
then.

“What a weirdo,” I said.

“But you still have magnificent breasts,
Miranda.”

“Yes, he was driven insane by your
magnificent breasts!” Elena added, grinning.

I gave them both the finger.

*

I don't have a very big apartment. Apartments
are expensive and I don't have a lot of money. In fact, the only
way I even have my small bachelorette is it's rent-controlled and
I'm subletting. For all that it's small, it's really nice. And they
really worked at making the best use of the space.

It's in an older building, so has a very high
ceiling. Taking advantage of that, they put a small loft bed area
above the small kitchen, bathroom, and closet. You need a ladder to
get up into it, and it's barely wide enough for a mattress and
headboard, along with some shelves and storage space on the far
side and foot of the 'bed'.

But it's all mine. I don't have to share it
with anyone. And I've always felt safe and secure there because it
has a very strong door and really good locks.

But it was like, two days later that I let
myself into the lobby after work and felt a presence behind me. I
turned casually and recognized Rajiv. I gasped and hurried
past.

“Don't go! I want to talk to you!”

“Piss off,” I said over my shoulder, face
reddening.

He scurried across the empty lobby behind me
anyway.

“I am in love with your wonderful body! I
want to fuck you hard! I will give you much pleasure!”

“I'm going to call the cops!” I warned.

Out of habit, I had hit the elevator button,
and only realized my error when I got inside, because of course, he
followed me.

“I want to shove my cock deep inside you,” he
said enthusiastically. “I want to bury my cock to the balls in your
beautiful ass!”

I cringed at his words!

“Fuck off!” I shouted, hitting the button for
my floor.

“I want to come inside your beautiful ass! I
will come and come and come! I want to flood your bowels with
quarts and quarts of my semen!”

The doors opened and I rammed my knee up into
his groin, throwing him back, then hurried up the hall to my
apartment.

“Wait!” he gasped, stumbling out of the
elevator and falling down. “Don't go!”

I unlocked my door, hurried inside and
slammed it shut, then locked it.

“I want to take your clitoris between my lips
and suck on it!” his voice gasped.

It sounded like he was lying down with his
mouth right next to the crack under the door!

“I will make you writhe and scream in
pleasure and give you many orgasms!”

“I'm calling the cops!” I yelled, heart
pounding.

“I want to fuck you hard and pour my semen
into your womb so we will have beautiful babies!”

I called the cops and told them there was a
pervert outside my door yelling obscenities, then watched the door
carefully.

“You will love my cock!” he exclaimed. “You
can ride up and down on it and come many times as I suckle at your
breasts and lick your beautiful nipples!”

“Fuck off!” I shouted.

“I want to fuck your mouth and throat! I want
to bury my cock in your beautiful face and see my testicles against
your chin and pour my semen down your throat! I want to fuck you
and fuck you and pour my cream into your pussy and asshole and…
urgghh!”

There was some banging against the wall, and
I heard him making pain noises that were growing farther and
farther away. I heard the sound of the elevator pinging as the
doors opened, then more banging sounds, and another, much deeper
male voice.

“Don't come back, fuckwit.”

I hesitated, there was a light knock at the
door.

“He's gone,” that deeper, older voice
said.

I peered through the peep hole. There was a
man there, a big, old one.

I eased the door open a crack and he stood
back. I eased it open more and peered around the corner. There was
no sign of Rajiv.

“Uhm, thanks,” I said.

He was a head taller than me, and easily
twice my age, with broad shoulders and a thick chest. He was
everything male that Rajiv wasn't in his calmness and strength.

“You call the cops?”

I nodded anxiously.

“You have any problems with him just knock on
my door. I moved in a few days ago. I'm in unit 7,” he said,
pointing.

“Uhm, thanks very much,” I said. “My name is
Miranda Cooper,” I said.

“Nolan,” he said.

He turned and looked up the hall. “It's a
shame how some people just didn't get raised right and don't know
how to deal with people.”

“He was a pervert!” I said, glaring down the
hall at the elevator.

“Naw. At least not from what I heard.”

I stared at him in surprise, then flushed,
remembering the things Rajiv had said.

“A pervert is someone who wants to do stuff
everyone else finds is weird. He's just a guy who says aloud what
all the other guys are polite enough to keep to themselves. Like he
was just saying what he was thinking without a filter.”

He grinned and shrugged. “Filters, Miranda.
They're important.”

He winked and walked back to his apartment as
my mind clicked through what he'd said. Then I felt another flush
of embarrassment. Because he had basically said that all those
things Rajiv was telling me he wanted to do to me were what all men
wanted to do to me!

Don't get me wrong. It wasn't a surprise. I
mean, it shouldn't have been a surprise. I know very well the kinds
of things guys want to do to me! But hearing a guy confirm it so
matter-of-factly, an older man who wasn't some eager, fumbling
'guy' seemed to drive it home to me just how much of a... target I
was.

Maybe target wasn't the best word. Prey?

I shut the door and locked it, thinking about
all the men who wanted to bury their cocks in my pussy and ass and
mouth. Again, that wasn't really a surprise. I know very well what
I look like. I know, by now, even though I'm only nineteen, what
guys want from me.

It's just that nobody said it aloud! I mean,
not like that! No guys talked about wanting to fill my bowels with
semen! Jesus! Okay, Rajiv was exaggerating. But I knew guys wanted
to fuck me in the ass. I have a great ass. Why wouldn't they?
They're guys!

Having an old guy just casually confirm that
yep, that was what all men wanted, well, that was a strange
thing.

And I guess that included him! Did he want to
fuck me and all that stuff? Yeah, probably. He was old but far from
dead. And it wasn't like he was the first-ever middle-aged guy who
had suggested they were interested in my body. Not that he exactly
suggested that, but, well, unless he was excluding himself from
what he said... yeah, he wanted me too.

Then again, every guy did. I'd been aware of
that for years, that all the guys wanted to see me naked, wanted to
touch me, wanted to kiss me, wanted to do all kinds of sex stuff
with me. That was what guys were like. Nothing this man had said
should be the least bit new to me. Nor was it.

It was just the way he said it, maybe. It
made it seem like I was a sheep every wolf in the country – guys,
that is – wanted to eat. And he said it with such confidence! It
made me feel... weird! I mean, on the one hand, it made me feel
paranoid, like every guy wanted to jump me and ram their cocks into
me. On the other hand, it did make me feel hot and sexy and
desirable.

You might think that's not much compensation,
but like I said, that guys wanted me wasn't exactly news. Of
course, they all wanted me! They'd been demonstrating that for
years.

I made sure the door was double-locked and
stripped off my work outfit. I work as an administrative assistant
– ie, clerk – at a mortgage broker. While naked I looked at myself
in the mirror – which isn't unusual. I like to look at myself. Yes,
it's a bit narcissistic, but I'm proud of my looks. Society tells
us our value is in how sexy we are, so I'm glad I'm sexy.

I posed in the 'traditional' poses like you'd
see on the internet. Not the dirty ones, but just, you know,
arching my back, looking coy, flipping my hair, turning to rise on
the balls of my feet to show my butt. Yeah, I looked hot, I
thought. All the guys want me! They all want to tear my clothes off
and... like Rajiv said, ram their cocks into me and pump me full of
their nasty juice!

Well, too bad for them! They weren't going
to! I get to make those decisions, not them! So they just have to
work at impressing me. Something which Rajiv didn't seem to
understand.

I wondered if Nolan understood that.
Probably. What would it be like to have sex with a guy like Nolan?
I mean, the idea was kinky because he was so old. Did old guys do
it differently? Did he know more? Was he more patient? Could he
even last without having a heart attack? He looked like he was at
least forty!

I wasn't seriously considering it, mind you.
It was just a kinky fantasy – kinky because I'd never really
thought about doing it with an old guy. He was good looking,
though, and sure looked strong. And the way he'd handled Rajiv was
like... you know, boss territory.

Suddenly there was a hard knocking at the
outside door. Which, given it was only about six feet from the open
door of the bathroom where I was standing NAKED, made me yelp and
jerk back as my pulse raced.

“Police,” a male voice said.

Oh shit! I'd forgotten about them!

I hurriedly yanked my dressing gown off the
hook on the back of the bathroom door and swept it around me as I
hurried to the outside door. It was still open so that when I
leaned in to peer through the peephole my bare breasts pressed
against the door.

It was a cop, all right.

I hurriedly pulled the dressing gown closed
and jerked the belt tight, then opened the door.

His bored eyes widened as he saw me. It was a
look I'd seen on guys before. He was somewhere in his twenties,
black, with a shaved head.

“Uhm, Ms. Cooper?”

“Yes!”

“I'm officer Denhem. You called about a man
harassing you.”

“Yes. His name is Rajiv. I don't know
anything more about him. I just heard someone call him that once at
a bus stop. He lives somewhere around here.”

“What exactly did this Rajiv do to harass
you?” he asked, taking out his notepad.

“Well, on the weekend I was at the beach with
my friends Harmony and Elena and I went to the refreshment stand
and this creep saw me and started yelling about how gorgeous I
was.”

He smiled faintly, and I could see he didn't
think that was exactly a crime.”

“He started saying dirty things,” I said,
scowling.

“Such as?”

“Uhm, you know, like about my breasts and
stuff.”

“I'm afraid I need the actual words.”

I blushed. “Like, uhm, that I had magnificent
breasts, and he wanted to squeeze them and... suck on them,” I
said, feeling distinctly embarrassed.

His eyes dropped briefly to my chest and I
scowled, tugging the belt tighter. Of course, that served to pull
the thin fabric of the dressing gown more firmly against my bare
breasts.

“Did anyone else hear this?”

“Yes! The guy at the refreshment stand yelled
at him and threatened to call the cops. And a lady there also
yelled at him. Then when I went back to my friends he followed me
and kept talking about my body in the same way.”

“What happened then?”

“Then today he followed me into the building!
I didn't even know he was around! He was just suddenly there behind
me!”

“And what did he do?”

“He uh, said more dirty stuff to me.”

“Like what?”

I bit my lower lip, face red. “Do I really
have to repeat that?”

“I'm afraid so,” he said.

“He was talking about how wanted to have sex
with me.”

This guy didn't seem to be taking things very seriously.

The door down the hall opened and that Nolan
guy came out.

“He heard him!” I said.

“Sir?” the cop said.

Nolan came over.

“Did you uhm, see this encounter?”

“Yeah. I heard this guy in the hall yelling
and I opened my door and saw him on his belly in front of her door
shouting about how he wanted to bury his cock in her pussy and ass
and throat and fill her with his come.”

I blushed, my mind squirming.

“He seemed to really have a thing about her
breasts, too,” Nolan said, casually. “He was basically saying all
the stuff he wanted to do to her without any filter, you know. Like
he wanted her to ride up and down on his cock while he sucked on
her nipples.”

My face burned.

The two of them looked at me and I squirmed
some more, feeling very much like a sheep with two big wolves
looking me over.

Neither of them was going to eat me, though.
I was pretty confident of that.

“Did he threaten her with violence?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

Nolan stroked his chin thoughtfully. “Well,
he said what he wanted to do. He didn't actually say he was going
to do it.”

“It's the same thing!”

“I mean, he said he wanted to bury his cock
in your uhm, ass and pour his semen into your bowels but that's
like, an expression of desire, isn't it?”

I glared at him, face burning.

“He said that while shouting under my
door!”

“Well yeah, he was pretty rude.”

“Rude!”

“Ignorant, crude, obscene, stupid, take your
pick.”

“Did he try to break in?” the cop asked.

“He was too scrawny for that!”

“It's just that, I'm not sure saying
something like 'I want to have sex with you' can be legally
interpreted as a threat.”

“He didn't say that!”

“I'm paraphrasing to be polite.”

I glared at him, then at Nolan, who
shrugged.

“I guess I'm not that polite,” he said with a
grin.

“So describe this guy,” the cop
suggested.

We described Rajiv, and Nolan said how he
frog-marched him to the elevator, and the cop suggested calling
them again if he shows up.

Which meant I'd gone through that
embarrassment for nothing!

“Don't worry about it,” Nolan said. “He isn't
gonna dare come back.”

He looked me up and down and smiled. “Nice
dressing gown,” he said.

I flushed and felt my pulse race.

“I was changing from my work clothes!” I
exclaimed.

“Perfectly natural thing to do,” he said. “We
all have to be naked sometime.”

I flushed again, folding my arms over my
breasts.

“See ya,” he said as he turned away.

But not before looking down at my legs. The
dressing gown was a short one, after all.

He went back to his apartment and I ducked
back into mine and closed the door.
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“Oh for fuck's sake!”

It was a week later, and I was at my front
door again. And stuck. Why? Because I'd bought this metal bar that
propped up under the doorknob and then braced itself on the floor
that would, allegedly, stop an elephant from breaking in. And now
it was stuck. I couldn't get out of my apartment! And I was going
out to party with Elena and a couple of other girls at a club!

The way the bar worked was you had to put
this metal support thing on the floor. I, of course, hadn't done
it. My cousin Eddie had done it. And now the bar wouldn't come out
of the thing no matter how many times I pulled on and kicked
it!

I went and got a hammer and started to bang
on it, cursing some more, and was startled by a knock on the
door.

“Having problems, Miranda?”

It was Nolan.

“I can't get the stupid door open,” I
said.

“It's stuck?”

I explained about the bar thing, and I could
almost see him smirking – guy-like, at the helpless blonde
girl.

“It's not my fault! I didn't install the
stupid thing!”

“Have you got a screwdriver?”

“Of course I have a screwdriver!”

“Have you got a screwdriver you can use to
unscrew your doorknob?”

I looked at the door in confusion. What the
fuck for? Then I realized the bar was braced against the doorknob.
If there was no doorknob the bar would just slide up as you opened
the door.

“Oh!”

I ran to the kitchen and got one, then knelt
next to the door and unscrewed the screw, then pulled the doorknob
back. I could hear the one outside falling on the floor as I slid
the bar up and back. Of course, the door was still closed, but I
stuck the doorknob back in and turned it, and pulled the door
open.

Nolan was standing there, wearing a
well-tailored suit holding the outside doorknob and looking down at
me with a faintly amused smile. His expression wavered as he saw
me, though, and I realized that the low-cut dress I was wearing was
a lot more effective when someone was looking almost straight down
at it and I was leaning forward.

Shit.

I hurriedly stood up, though of course, he
would still be looking down at my cleavage.

“Uhm, I was going clubbing with my
girlfriends,” I said, blushing.

“Ah,” he said, handing me the doorknob.

“This is how girls dress to go clubbing!” I
protested.

“I didn't say a thing. You look great. Very
sexy.”

He was irritating me! Even though he wasn't
actually doing anything I could find fault with.

“You know, girls get criticized if they wear
something sexy and called prudes and nuns if they don't.”

“True.”

“Plus guys ignore you.”

He grinned. “I doubt guys ever ignore you,
Miranda, no matter what you wear.”

I flushed, pleased despite myself.

“And guys stare at my boobs no matter what I
wear too!”

“Well, they are magnificent,” he said
deadpan.

I flushed, scowling.

“I'm more than a pair of breasts, you
know!”

“Absolutely. You've got gorgeous hair and
sexy blue eyes and full lips and those cute little ears. Not to
mention – .” He waved at my body “All this.”

I didn't know whether to be insulted or
flattered. I looked at him suspiciously.

“Just agreeing with you,” he said.

“You're as bad as Ravij,” I grumbled.

“Nonsense. I'm far more filtered and polite
than that clown.”

“But you want the same thing!”

“Well, any guy who knows you wants that. Any
guy who's sat on a bus with you or been in class with you or walked
past you on the street wants that. I'm afraid it's pretty common
for guys to want sexy girls. This can't be a surprise to you.”

“It's... not.”

“So quit feeling sorry for yourself and
embrace it. You're a super hot girl and men want your body.”

“Well, they can't have it!”

“None of us? That seems a waste,” he said in
amusement.

I tsked in annoyance. “I mean, there's more
to making love than... the physical act!”

“Sure, but let's face it. You're not looking
for a husband right now. You're looking for a guy to have fun and
games with.”

He flicked his eyes down at my body, and I
felt both irritation, and a strange flickering of something dark
which tightened my chest muscles.

I mean, he was a guy, a big, powerful,
boss-man type guy. But I didn't feel at all unsafe around him.
Which meant I could maybe be more open to him.

“What do guys want?”

“Honestly, most guys anywhere around your age
just want to do what Rajiv said he wanted to do. There's not a lot
beyond that. They're definitely not looking for a wife or long-term
relationship, not at that age.”

“Suggesting I should consider an older man?”
I asked sarcastically.

“Ahh, ageism, the last acceptable prejudice,”
he said, grinning.

“No offense.”

“Do you think you've ever dated a guy I
couldn't beat in every single category?” he asked. “I could
out-fight, out-shoot, out-ride, out-drive, out-earn, and out-drink
any boy you've ever had,” he said.

“Those aren't exactly categories I care
about,” I said.

He shrugged and grinned. “I could out-kiss,
out-tongue and out-fuck them all too.”

I blushed.

“Not too full of yourself, are you?” I
demanded.

“Hey, I know what I got. I know what
experience I've had. When you look at yourself naked do you not
realize just how hot and sexy you are?”

“I bet you'd like to look at me naked!” I
said accusingly.

“Of course. So would your teachers in school.
So would the bus driver and the guy behind the counter at the
corner store. So would ever male friend you've ever had.”

“And what makes you think you could out-kiss
every guy I've kissed?”

He did that
polishing-the-fingernails-against-his-chest thing guys do.

“I've had good reviews,” he said.

I snorted.

“And way longer to practice.”

“That's for sure. You probably have
dentures!”

He grinned, showing a mouth full of real
teeth.

“I could curl your toes, baby, don't
worry.”

“Oh, please!”

“Tell you what. If I'm not the best kisser
you've ever had, I'll fix your doorknob and the bar for you.”

“I didn't say you could kiss me!”

He grinned and shrugged.

“Not very modest, are you.”

He shrugged again, very confidently.

I had no idea how to fix the bar and was
going to be late for the club if I didn't get going. And... I admit
I was curious. Having a quick kiss and then getting him to
hurriedly fix the doorknob so I could leave would make sense.

“No touching.”

He raised his eyebrows and I flushed even as
my heart started thumping.

“I mean, just a kiss. Your hands stay off
me.”

“Hmm, an extra challenge. But I can do it. I
doubt I've had much competition.”

I made sure to come out into the hall rather
than let him into my place. That felt safer.

He moved closer, a lot closer, then leaned
in, putting his hands on the wall on either side of me. I was in
high, stiletto heels, fortunately. I tilted my head backward and
his lips slid onto mine as delicate as butterflies. That was the
first surprise.

I was aware that his broad chest was pressing
against my breasts as his kiss deepened, and my breasts were
starting to throb, my nipples tingling and hardening.

His kiss became more demanding, startling me,
his lips gently but firmly forcing mine apart as my chest got
tighter and tighter. He was... gently... grinding his chest against
my breasts, which started to throb harder!

His lips pressed in even harder, and I felt a
wave of heat rolling through me, my lips widening again, as if
surrendering.

My hands were on his chest. I didn't remember
how they got there, but they were there, just below the shoulders.
They started to kind of slide up and down, and I could feel the
strength, the muscles in his broad shoulders.

My heart was beating faster and faster as his
lips and whole head moved, pressing my head back against the wall.
His lips moved hungrily against mine and I moaned helplessly, my
lips widening, feeling as I was being... devoured!

He filled the world in front of my eyes, and
I felt the pressure of his solid body pushing me against the wall,
even as his arms, not even touching me, seemed to hem me in. It was
like I was his, owned, possessed, with him able to do anything he
wanted!

A rush of heat swirled up through my belly
and a flush went down my face and into my chest.

Holy fuck! Was he still kissing me!? I felt
dazed. What was I supposed to be doing again?!

He drew back a little and grinned at me.

I blinked rapidly, gulping in air, and then I
moaned as his lips crushed mine, moving even more passionately!
Suddenly his hands slid down to cup my hair, his fingers sliding
through my hair. They dropped lower and I gasped as they cupped my
ass, then lifted me up into the air!

My legs swept around him, which hiked my
already short skirt up even higher as he continued to kiss me! My
pulse was racing, my heart pounding, and I was feeling a wild,
spiraling heat spreading through my body as he eased me away from
the wall and then carried me through the open door.

I thought I ought to protest, but I didn't
want him to stop kissing me.

He carried me right to the foot of my bedroom
– if you can call it that. He glanced up the ladder and I giggled
because obviously he wasn't about to carry me up there! He set me
on my feet instead, then kissed me again.

He untied his tie and then startled me by
gripping my wrists and lifting my hands off his shoulders, pressing
them back against the ladder high above my head. He grinned down at
me, but his grin was no longer amused. It was... hungry!

I blinked, then frowned and jerked my head up
and back as I felt him wrapping his tie around my wrists. What the
fuck?

“What the fuck!?” I gasped.

I jerked against the tie but too late, then
my eyes dropped to him but he was already dropping to his knees in
front of me. He shoved my short dress up, pulled my thighs apart,
and took my pussy into his mouth!

“Nolan!” I gasped.

“Isn't the deal for me to show you how good I
am with my lips and tongue?” he asked.

He licked up along the line of my sex, licked
and licked with long, hard licks through the thin crotch of my
thong!

“I-I... I didn't say...”

I was confused! I jerked my head up again,
pulling my wrists against the tie now tying them to the ladder,
then back down again. And just in time to see him tug the crotch of
my tongue aside to bare my sex! I gasped, flushing, but his tongue
was already licking.

And it felt so... incredible! I mean, feeling
his tongue through the crotch first, and now feeling it direct
seemed to just double how delicious it was! I gaped at him, gasping
for breath and not sure what to do. I hadn't decided to have sex
with him! But on the other hand, I was sure as hell headed that
way!

“Wh-why did you tie me up?!” I gasped.

“I'm kinky that way,” he replied.

I gasped as he found my clitoris and started
to suck it. His lips massaged it as she sucked rhythmically, and
his hands... big... strong, powerful... manly hands, cupped my
buttocks. The sensations his tongue were already rousing within me
made it hard to think straight. As did the dark flood of something
hot and passionate!

“Fuck!” I moaned.

“Later. After you beg me.”

Beg him!? WTF!?

My mind was spinning with everything from
anxiety and embarrassment to the darkest of heat and passion.
Realistically, I was completely at his mercy with or without being
tied to the ladder. He was so much more powerful than me the very
idea of resisting or fighting him was ridiculous. So what
difference did it make?

And he sure knew what to do down there! His
lips were driving me crazy and his tongue was sweeping across my
pulsing clitoris like a wild thing.

He stood up and took my face in his hands,
kissing me again, hard. And as he did, his fingers nimbly undid the
strap which went over my shoulders and behind my neck. I gasped,
reddening further as he tugged my top down.

“Jesus Christ!” he said, staring at my
breasts in delight.

I swallowed repeatedly as he cupped each
breast and lifted them gently.

“You really are a work of art,” he said.

His fingers closed on my left breast,
squeezing and kneading it as his other hand slid into my hair.

I gasped as he jerked on it, forcing my head
up and back just as he kissed me again.

I trembled against him as his fingers kneaded
my breast, then found the nipple and rolled it between them. I felt
that sense of helplessness again, not a scary helplessness but a
helplessness that says things like what was happening was beyond my
control so I shouldn't worry about it. It was a kind of...
surrender.

He was pushing my dress down my body as his
lips slid off mine, then moved in under my ear. He still held my
head back by the hair so that my back was arched and I was looking
up towards the ceiling as I felt my dress sliding down to my hips.
Then he released my hair and gripped my chest, pulling it out as he
dropped his mouth to my left nipple.

I gasped as his teeth bit into my soft
breast. He bit gently but firmly, so that it was on the edge of
pain, but not quite. His mouth sucked rhythmically as his tongue
swirled across my nipple, back and forth, round and around, back
and forth.

This was all happening so fast! My mind felt
like it was racing to catch up but falling further behind.

He jerked my dress over my hips and down, and
it took my thong with it. Holy shit, I was naked and tied to my own
ladder as he pulled my clothes out from under me! Then he was on
his knees again, spreading my legs and licking and sucking at my
clitoris.

This was just fucking insane! I was shocked
at myself for allowing it! I was naked with a guy twice my age I'd
never even dated and knew nothing about! A guy who could be some
kind of serial killer or something!

But oh God, did he ever know how to use his
mouth.

He wasn't doing oral sex reluctantly, or
hesitantly, like most boys. He was very enthusiastic about it, and
sure knew what he was doing. I could feel the thrumming sensations
of pleasure building within my lower belly, growing more intense
and spreading up through my body.

His big hands kneaded my buttocks, spreading
my legs wider as they did so that the tie tightened around my
wrists, a constant reminder I was tied up.

Tied up! I was fucking tied up naked with a
guy I barely knew!

I moaned as his tongue and lips moved against me. The heat grew
within me until I felt as if my entire body was radiating heat! His
big hands dug into the undersides of my buttocks and jerked my legs
wider and lifted them right up off the floor!

I gasped as the tie tightened around my
wrists so I was practically hanging from them! Well, except that
his powerful hands were lifting my legs up and apart as he ate at
my pussy like a hungry lion! I felt a sudden wild rush, then a
flare of intense energy in my lower body. A moment later it
exploded upward into my chest and brain and I cried out at the
power of it!

The orgasm swept through me with incredible
power, and I twisted and jerked, arching my back and gurgling
breathlessly, then the breath sobbing in and out of me as my head
jerked back and my hips ground desperately against his hungry
mouth!

He eased my trembling legs back down until my
feet were on the floor, once again. I swayed, but not much given I
was tied in place, and then his finger pushed up into the sopping
mouth of my sex. He rolled it in circles, then penetrated me,
sliding it deeper – then deeper. He was a big guy with big, thick,
long fingers, and I moaned as his slid deep into my still twitching
pussy.

“Hmm, nice and warm and tight,” he said.

His tongue swept over my clitoris again and
he resumed licking me as his finger pumped slowly in and out. He
added a second, and I groaned as fucked me with them. He pulled
forward with them, too, as if to tug my hips in against his licking
tongue. That sent another dark shudder of sensation through my body
as his fingers rubbed the front wall of my sex and his tongue
whipped across my clitoris from the outside.

Heat and passion began to swirl within me
again, and fairly quickly. I could hardly remember being this
excited with a man before! My body was glowing with heat as his
fingers pumped in and out and his tongue ravaged my clitoris.

And then he stopped and went away, leaving me
panting and gasping for breath, my chest heaving and pussy on
fire.

I stared at him in disbelief even as he
disappeared around the corner.

“Wh-what... what... are you... doing?” I
gasped.

“I lost since I actually touched you. So I
guess I have to fix the door.”

I couldn't see him since he was around the
corner but stared at where the door would be.

“It can wait!”

“No time like the present. Won't take
long.”

I stared at the living room and out the
window, then down my body, then up and back. I turned around so I
was facing the ladder, considering how to get his tie untied. I
climbed the ladder so my bound wrists were next to my mouth and
then tried to use my teeth to undo the knots.

My mind was churning while I did it. I was
amazed, on the one hand, that he'd been so good at oral sex. I
could hardly wait to see how good he was at the rest of it. Still,
I was feeling indignant, and more than a little ashamed of my
behavior in being so weak as to let him simply... do whatever he
liked to me.

He wasn't even a fuck-buddy or a prospective
boyfriend! He was just some old guy! I determinedly worked at the
knots, but they were tied in some complicated way. On the other
hand, the knots which tied the tie to the ladder were easier, and I
had more success there.

I succeeded in untying the knots there and
climbed down the ladder, then looked around the corner to see the
door was now closed, the knob in place. He was examining the bar as
I moved forward, glaring at him.

“Hey, you!”

He looked up at me and his eyebrows
raised.

“I didn't say you could untie yourself,” he
said.

I flushed.

“I didn't ask!”

“Well, maybe you should have. I might make
you beg even harder now.”

“Beg!?”

“For sex. I did say I'd only be willing to
have sex with you if you begged me,” he said.

I gaped at him. Beg!? Guys begged me for sex,
not the other way around!

“You are so full of yourself!”

“Yeah, but you want to be full of me too,” he
said.

“You... are... so arrogant!”

He stood up and I was reminded how freaking
big he was. He reached for me and I put my still-tied hands up.

He grabbed the tie and yanked it up, which
forced my arms high, and even lifted me onto the balls of my feet!
A rush of heat and energy swept through me as he held me like that.
I felt again just how strong he was – how manly, how macho.

“Now then, little girl, I think some
instruction might be in order,” he said.

He looked past me.

“This is a small apartment. Mine's a lot
bigger.”
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He bent over and released the tie, then
lifted me up over his left shoulder!

I yelped as my upper body fell upside down
across his back.

“Hey! Nolan!”

Crack! He slapped my butt and I yelped
again.

“That's sir, to you.”

Sir!?

I gasped as he opened the door! Then he
carried me out into the hall! I wanted to scream and yell but if I
did that the other neighbors would look out into the hall, so I
froze instead!

He closed my door and carried me up the hall
like that, naked and slung over his shoulder. He opened his door
and carried me inside, and as soon as the door closed I slapped at
his lower back and his butt and yelled.

“Put me down!”

He ignored me, carrying me into what was
indeed a way bigger apartment and into the living room.

“Nolan!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's sir.”

He suddenly swung me up and back and then
into his arms. I glowered up at him but he sat down, with me
sitting across his lap.

“You big – Ow!”

His left hand slipped into my hair and he
pulled back, not hard, but firmly, forcing my head way back.

“Nolan! Stop!”

My hands jerked up and back, grabbing at his
wrists, and he released my hair and grabbed the tie again instead,
then pulled my wrists up and back behind my head.

“Now that you're helpless,” he said in an
evil little cackle, “I can have my way with you!”

His right hand slid up and down my body and
kneaded my breasts as I felt another wild rush of excitement.

“Magnificent breasts you have, blonde girl,”
he teased.

His right hand slid down between my legs and
his fingers pushed into me as he bent to start sucking at my
breast.

“You're... weird!” I gasped.

“But it's a fun weird,” he said.

His mouth was now chewing at my breast as I
gasped and moaned and trembled.

“Oh! Ow! Not so hard!” I moaned.

His teeth were chewing at my breast
again! And his tongue was swirling around my nipple again and
again. Then as it tingled with need, his tongue swept back and
forth across it, hard! His fingers were sliding up and down in my
pussy, pressing up against the front of my sex, while his thumb was
rubbing my clitoris.

“Would you like to feel my cock inside you,
little girl?” he purred.

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

He finally pulled my head up and at the same
time raised his mouth from my throbbing nipple. He kissed me
hungrily, and I moaned into his mouth as my lower body began to
undulate, my hips rolling up against his fingers.

He pulled his lips back.

“Say... yes sir,” he said teasingly.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair a
little, then chewed and sucked his way up along my throat.

“Beg,” he said.

“You beg me!” I gulped.

“Nope.”

“I can wait longer than you can!”

“Ha!”

He let my upper body fall back, then flipped
me over so I was on my belly. He gripped my hips and dragged them
back a bit so my butt was rising across his crotch. Then his right
hand kneaded my buttocks.

“Such a pretty little bubble-butt. What did
our friend want to do again? Ah yes, ram his cock into you to the
balls and fill your bowels with his steaming come.”

I blushed and wriggled, and then yelped as he
slapped my butt.

“I have similar ambitions,” he said.

Oh boy!

His hand pushed down, forcing my thighs
apart. Then I felt his finger, thicker than before, so it was
probably his thumb, pushing into my pussy. Yes, his other fingers
began to stroke my clitoris even as he buried his thumb in my
sex!

“Beg me to fuck you, you hot little bitch,”
he said.

I felt a wild rush at his words. This was so
hot and raw and wild!

“N-no!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Bad little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Nolan!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad little girls need to be punished.

Wow! He was a kinky old guy! And my butt was
stinging! But I felt a sense of mulish resistance. I wasn't going
to beg for anything!

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned as his hand spanked my
bare bottom, starting to turn it warm. At the same time, his
fingers were skillfully massaging my clitoris and his thumb was
kind of swirling around inside me, pressing and rubbing against the
front wall of my sex.

I wanted him to fuck me! A lot! I was really
curious to see how good he would be! It wasn't like a pretend
spanking would force me to, though. On the other hand, this was
kinky hot, a deliciously novel thing to me. And I wanted him to
fuck me!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Y-You can't make me!” I moaned.

“Can't I?”

He flipped my whole body up and back as if I
were weightless, and then turned me around as he slid off the sofa.
I found myself more or less on my back, with my head jammed forward
by the back of the sofa and my buttocks on the edge. He had my legs
up and spread and his tongue was working at my clitoris.

God!

His fingers thrust into me as he licked, and
heat poured through my body and mind until I was drowning in
it!

He picked me up again, heaving me over his
shoulder, then carried me out of the living room, up a hall, and
into a bedroom. There he threw me onto the bed and straddled
me.

“Sure you aren't ready to beg?” he demanded,
smirking down at me.

He pulled my hands up higher and then tied
the tie to the headboard before getting off me. He flipped me over
again, onto my belly, then jerked my hips up.

I didn't resist, positioning myself eagerly
as he got into bed behind me. He pushed my knees forward, raised my
bottom up higher, and spread my knees wider so I was positioned
perfectly for his use. Then he stretched to the side of the bed and
pulled up a leather strap. I hardly noticed until he wrapped it
around my leg.

I turned my head back, panting, overheated,
but he'd already shifted to the other side. I turned my head to
look over my other shoulder and saw him with another strap, then
watched as he fastened it around my other leg!

He disappeared and I felt his tongue at my
sex. I moaned, rolling my hips back as his tongue licked at my
clitoris and his lips sucked hungrily.

“Would you like me to fuck you, little
girl?”

“Yeeeesss!” I groaned.

“Beg.”

I should beg. I should! Just do it! I
thought.

“N-No!” I gasped.

He snorted and then stretched over to the
side, opening the drawer of the side table. He took an object from
it and pulled it back too quickly for me to see. I heard a buzzing
sound behind me, and then something pressed against my
clitoris.

A vibrator!

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Don't!” I gasped.

He ignored me, rubbing the head of the
vibrator up and down across my clitoris – slowly, teasingly. He
ground it against me hard and then removed it entirely.

Crack!

“Bad little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Beg for my cock.”

I shuddered in heat at his words.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg me to fuck you hard.”

This was so crazy and wild and sick!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Beg me to jam my cock into you all the way
to the balls.”

Fuuuck!

Crack!

“Beg me to fill your womb with my come.”

I moaned and he snapped on the vibrator
again, pressing it against me, then rubbing it up and down as my
hips began to tremble and shake.

He pulled it back and I shuddered as his
finger pushed into me and pumped in and out.

“Beg me to fuck you, bad girl.”

Crack!

“Ow! God! You're a pervert!” I moaned.

Crack!

“You bet.”

“Please fuck me, Mister Pervert!” I
moaned.

Crack!

“That's sir. Try again.”

I shuddered and moaned, but almost
laughed.

“Please fuck me, Sir Pervert!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Bad girl.”

He got up and then left the room. I looked
over my shoulder and cursed myself for not begging sooner. If he
wanted me to pretend to beg him then... hey, if that would get him
to fuck me then I'd do it!

This was so freaky! I stared at my bound
wrists and tried to stretch my head forward, but the straps around
my legs kept me from moving up enough to get my teeth around the
tie. Instead, I was tied naked in this incredibly open, vulnerable,
obscenely displayed position in the apartment of a guy twice my age
whose full name I didn't even know!

How the fuck had this happened!?

I couldn't untie the tie or pull my wrists
from it, nor of course, get my legs out of the straps. I was really
helpless! I was really tied up! For real! And who was Nolan anyway?
He was a kinky pervert! Maybe he was even crazy and dangerous!

I gasped as he showed up at the door of the
bedroom and leaned in, grinning.

“I called Rajiv to come and satisfy you,” he
said.

I gulped and glared.

“I bet he'd love to see you like this,” he
said.

He pushed away from the door frame and
wandered into the room, then put a knee on the bed and picked up
the vibrator again. I heard it buzzing, and then it began to rub
against my clitoris.

Fuuuck!

I tried to keep from showing a response, but
couldn't. Heat flooded me and my hips began to roll and grind back
against him.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

Enough delay!

“Please fuck me!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say sir,” he chided me.

Crack!

“Try again.”

“Please fuck me, Siiir!” I moaned.

His fingers pushed into me, twisting and
turning as my body trembled.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I gasped.

He shifted on the bed behind me and I
trembled with heat and anticipation as the vibrator pulled away. I
felt something against me, something soft and warm and hard – and
yet not hard. It rubbed up and down along the line of my sex, then
pressed against me.

I groaned in pleasure as it pushed harder and
harder, and felt myself stretching wider and wider.

How the fuck big was he!?

I groaned as I felt the mouth of my sex
stretching wide. Then he pushed forward and I knew he was nice and
thick – maybe thicker than any guy I'd ever had!

His hands caressed my buttocks, then slid up
my body, big hands, strong hands. He slid his fingers into my long,
loose hair and I cried out as he yanked up and back, forcing my
head back.

“Beg,” he growled.

I gasped and moaned. “Please fuck me,
Sir!”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Say it like you mean it!” he growled.

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

His cock was pushing deeper and deeper!

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

Oh fuck, he was long too! I shuddered in heat
as his cock pushed deep into the tight, elastic sleeve of my sex.
He started to pump in and out, then, slowly, even as he held firmly
to my hair. His cock thrust in and out, faster and harder, pushing
ever deeper until finally, with the head deep inside me, his hips
began to hit my upraised buttocks.

I felt so owned! I felt so utterly...
conquered! I shuddered helplessly, heat rolling over me in waves!
There was something so raw, so instinctively thrilling about this
that a kind of sexual fever took hold of my mind. I gurgled and
gasped and grunted and moaned as he thrust harder and faster.

His hips began to hit my butt hard enough to
make my whole body shudder repeatedly. The head of his cock was
punching me deep inside. He was not being gentle or sensitive or
kindly or soft or romantic. He was fucking me … like an animal!

Another orgasm swept through me, like a tidal
wave of liquid heat. It flooded my mind and overpowered my nervous
system so that I trembled and quivered and bucked like a maddened
thing, crying out again and again as his hips hammered my
buttocks.

It was like I was taken to another place.
Pleasure crackled through my mind so that my only thought was of
keeping it going and the feel of his big spear of flesh stabbing
high into my belly again and again.

He leaned over me, then, his arms going under
me, around me, crushing me against him as his body came down from
above. I again got that feeling of being utterly possessed as his
cock drove into me hard and fast. I trembled and shook against the
bonds holding me, knowing I was his.

His left arm went around my neck, forcing my
head back, effectively putting me in a headlock. It wasn't tight,
though, and barely impacted my breathing. Then his left shoved its
way down under my belly until his fingers found my clitoris.

There was a sudden huge burst of sensation
that made me cry out loud. My hips jerked and bucked violently as
the pleasure ripped higher. His fingers rubbed furiously at my
clitoris as I cried out repeatedly, my cries strangled somewhat as
he tightened his arm around my neck.

I'd never had an orgasm this intense, this
all-consuming, nor one which lasted this long! That part of my mind
still capable of rational thought was astonished as the pleasure
crackled through me like a howling storm.

And all through it I could feel that big cock
thrusting, thrusting, thrusting deep into my abdomen as I trembled
and shook and gurgled in dazed wonder.

I think he realized when the orgasm faded. He
eased up and back from me, and my face fell to the bed, or at
least, onto my arms, which were bound out in front of me. He
straightened up on his knees, and I felt his fingers in my hair,
combing it back. Then he pulled, lifting my face off my arms,
tugging as he thrust.

My eyes were glassy and I grunted and gasped
as his cock drove into me. He was slower, now, but still driving
himself fully into me.

Crack!

I moaned at the slap to my bottom.

Crack! He slapped it again.

He jammed himself into me and then rolled and
ground his hips against me, twisting his big cock around in my
belly.

I shuddered and moaned, still gulping in air
from that incredible orgasm.

Crack!

“Sexy little slut,” he said.

Crack!

I gasped.

“What did that asswipe say? He wanted to bury
his cock to the balls in your tight pussy?”

He pulled out completely, and I felt the head
of his cock rubbing up and down along the swollen lips of my sex.
Then he penetrated me again and buried himself – to the balls,
grinding himself against me.

Crack!

“Oh!” I whined.

It stung but I didn't think of complaining.
It was like he was a force of nature, some huge god of machismo and
power. You don't complain to forces of nature. Especially when your
mind was still trying to fit itself back together amid the
wonderment at that incredible orgasm.

He came down atop me again, though his weight
was light as he supported himself largely on his elbows. He slid
his arm around my neck again, owning me, and then he showed me...
his camera.

His camera?

It had a picture. A picture he'd just taken.
It was of me from behind, with an incredibly thick cock half-buried
in my pussy! I stared at it without understanding, at first. Then I
did understand, and gasped in alarm. A moment later I realized it
was a completely anonymous picture. It had the back of my head in
it, and his arm with his fist holding my hair. But it didn't show
my face at all.

I stared at the thickness of his cock with a
sense of amazement.

“Poor Rajiv,” he said. “Maybe I'll show him
this sometime.”

“D-Don't you dare!” I gasped weakly.

His hand slid down my belly again and began
to finger my clitoris as his hips rolled and ground against me.

“Tell me you love my cock inside you,
baby.”

“I... I-I do!” I moaned.

“Say it.”

“I love your cock... inside me!” I said,
still panting.

He thrust in and out, then buried it and
rolled his hips.

“Say sir, little girl.”

“Siiiir,” I moaned.

I didn't understand why he wanted me to say
dirty things but I didn't mind.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your... unhg... bitch, sir,” I
panted.

“Again.”

“I'm your bitch, Sir!”

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


He chuckled and eased back up and off me.
Then he unfastened the straps from my ankles. A moment later he
slapped my butt sharply, pulled out, then pushed so I fell onto my
side. He rolled me onto my back and lifted my legs up and then
draped them over his shoulders. He rubbed the head of his cock up
and down against me and let his hand knead my breast.

“Beg me to fuck you, baby,” he growled.

“P-Please fuck me, Sir!” I moaned.

He left his big cock on my belly and I stared
at it, marveling at how big and thick and long it was as it lay
along my belly. Meanwhile, his big hands slid up and kneaded my
breasts, then rolled and massaged my nipples.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Sir!” I gulped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Sir!” I said.

This was nasty but weirdly exciting.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

Whoa!

“I-I'm your sex slave, Sir!” I gulped.

He gripped his cock and pushed it against me
and I watched it spread the lips of my sex wider and wider, then
sink into my body. He leaned forward, pressing my legs back, then
his hands gripped them behind the knees and shoved them back
forcefully against me, against my breasts. He spread them apart,
then and started to thrust.

I stared, transfixed, at the sight of his big
cock sliding in and out of my body, matching it up to the feel of
it pushing down into my abdomen. It wasn't the first time I'd seen
this, of course, just the first time I'd seen it with such a big
one.

He leaned forward more, his heavy body coming
down atop me, crushing the backs of my legs down so they
straightened out and went further back. I stared up into his face
as he gripped my hair and then kissed me fiercely. I was folded in
half, crushed beneath him as his hips began to thrust rapidly, his
cock pumping faster and faster inside me.

The heat was rising rapidly, and I realized
with a sense of shock, that I was going to come again! I had
already come twice, and I had never come twice with a guy. They
never lasted long enough! Of course, once was when he was licking
me, and no one had done that very long before. But boy, the climax
when he'd been fucking me had been mind-blowing!

He rose up, his hands gripping my ankles,
arms straightening. I gasped and moaned as he forced my ankles back
over my head until the backs of my feet were pressed into the bed!
My bottom was tilted up as he began to pound against me, and I
trembled and shook and cried out, more and more feverish and dazed
as he hammered himself into me.

I again felt that sense of utter
helplessness, of being owned, being conquered, being his as his big
cock churned my insides to molten mush.

He halted, buried inside me, and leaned
forward over me. He was doing something above my head but I hardly
cared. Then he slipped a strap around my left ankle and shifted,
leaning to the other side. I moaned as he pushed my right ankle
back sharply, then slipped a strap over it too.

I didn't pause to wonder why he had straps
already positioned on his bed like this. Obviously, he was a
pervert who liked tying girls up. That might have been scary if I
wasn't pulsing with heat and weirdly excited at being so helpless
beneath him.

My ankles were held way back, my calves
almost touching my shoulders as he sat back on his heels. He thrust
in and out steadily, his hands crushing my breasts, his fingers
rolling and massaging the nipples. One hand dropped to my pussy and
started to rub my clitoris.

“Tell me you're my slut, baby.”

I was too dazed to respond until he caught my
nipples between his fingers and pinched sharply, tugging up.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Ow!” I moaned, my back
arching.

“Say it, baby. Tell me you're my slut.”

“I-I'm your slut!” I moaned.

“Sir. Try again.”

“I'm your slut, Sir!” I exclaimed.

He released my nipples, then rolled and
massaged them gently.

“How old are you?” he asked.

I stared at him in confusion, then he pinched
my nipples again.

“Ow! Nineteen!”

He let out a bark of laughter. A teenager?
Been a long time since I fucked a teenager.”

His fingers rubbed my clitoris and I
shuddered.

“A very responsive one, too.”

He pulled his cock out and rubbed the head up
and down against my sex, then focused the head on my clitoris.

“Do you like my cock, little slut?”

“Y-yessss!”

He slapped my breast lightly.

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I yelped.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, sir!” I moaned.

He pushed himself into me and I groaned in
pleasure. Then he started to thrust faster and faster, leaning in,
his hands on my clitoris and breast as the heat built up within me.
My mind began to swim as a sexual fever took hold, and I gasped and
moaned and cried out as he rammed himself down into me.

His hand came off my breast and went around
my throat, and I gurgled, my eyes bulging as he squeezed. I stared
up at him uncomprehendingly, trying to breathe but failing.

“Come for me, little slut. Come around my
cock,” he said.

My head was starting to pound and my chest
was starting to burn. Then he loosened his hand and I gulped in
air. I felt his fingers rubbing at my clitoris and felt... lost...
like... as if I was in a churning whitewater river on a tiny raft
without a paddle, being swept along by the floodwaves.

I grunted with every thrust, the pleasure
pulsing inside me with every beat of my heart. I felt it surge,
explode, and another orgasm screamed out within me. I started to
scream, too, but his hand went around my neck again, choking off my
voice and breathe.

The orgasm didn't care. It howled within me
like a hurricane. And it was just as intense as the last one,
taking all my attention as I reveled in the flaring passion and
pleasure. Okay, I couldn't breathe, but that didn't seem that
important.

Then I could, as he released my neck. I
gulped in air and the orgasm crackled along my nerve endings like
an electrical storm as he came down atop me again.

Lost, lost, lost, and not caring...

*

By the time I recovered from my orgasm he was
gone. I lay there, chest heaving, gripped by a sense of delighted
wonder at what I'd just learned. And what I'd just learned was just
how short-changed I had been in the sex department up until then. I
had only ever come with a boy once, and that was with him rubbing
my clitoris and fingering me.

This was way fucking better! Holy shit!

I groaned and then realized my wrists were still tied up. I mean,
he'd untied them when he'd unstrapped my ankles, then he'd rolled
me onto my stomach for some reason. And now I suddenly remembered
he'd then crossed my wrists and tied them together with his tie. I
hadn't really cared or paid any attention at the time.

I tugged on them in confusion, then sat up.
This guy really liked tying girls up!

I looked around the bedroom. It was a real
bedroom, unlike mine. It was very masculine, with lots of heavy,
dark wood furniture. I slid out of bed and walked past one of the
dressers, then turned and looked at myself in the mirror. Boy, did
I ever look well-fucked! My hair was a tangled mess. My breasts
still looked swollen and pink, and my nipples were still hard.

And I looked strange... darkly erotic with my
wrists tied behind my back.

I felt a dark little thrill. What I'd just
done was so... wicked! And it had been so good! My girlfriends
would be astonished and jealous! I just wasn't the type to suddenly
launch into a wild affair with a guy I barely knew. Let alone a guy
so much older than me!

I walked out into the hall. Across from me
was another bedroom, only it was set up as an office, with a big
wooden desk. To the left was a bathroom which seemed enormous to
me, given the tiny one I had in my bachelorette. I mean, this one
even had a bathtub, a big one!

Hands tied behind my back, I turned right and
wandered up the hall looking for my pervert captor. The door to the
outside hall opened and I gasped, jerking back, but it was just
him. He closed the door behind him and showed me some keys.

“I wanted to make sure your door was locked,”
he said.

“Oh!”

I hadn't even thought of that.

“Want some water or something?”

“Beer?”

“You're nineteen, remember.”

I snorted. “I think you're already corrupting
me anyway.”

“Yeah, but legally.”

“Are you gonna untie my wrists?”

“Eventually,” he said with a smirk.

“I doubt an old guy like you can get it up
again,” I said.

In fact, he'd lasted way longer with me than
any other guy I'd had.

“You being insolent? Because bratty little
sex slaves who are insolent tend to get disciplined,” he said.

I felt a little rush of excitement mixed with
wariness.

“I'm not scared of an old, fat man,” I
sniffed.

Of course, he wasn't really old, and he
wasn't at all fat. I wanted to act bratty but I didn't want to
actually insult him in a way he'd believe I meant.

“If you don't behave I'll give you a time
out,” he warned.

I laughed in amusement.

“I'm a bit old for that, don't you think, old
man?”

He reached behind my neck and filled his fist
with my hair, then jerked back so that I yelped as my scalp stung.
He kissed me roughly, but passionately, and I moaned against him,
my pulse starting to race again.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said,
drawing back.

“N-No!” I gulped.

I looked down at him, noticing he hadn't even
undressed.

“Is your body so old and wrinkly you're
embarrassed to have me see it?” I taunted.

“You haven't begged yet. You have to beg to
see my fabulous body,” he said.

He marched me into the living room, holding
my hair behind the neck, then forced me down onto my knees in the
corner.

“Face the corner like a good little girl.
When you agree to be properly respectful to your betters you can
come away.”

“Ha!” I said.

As soon as he released me I stood up and
turned around, sticking my tongue out.

“I've got some things for you to do with that
tongue, little girl,” he said.

I snorted in amusement.

“But first you'll have to beg.”

He turned me to the wall and pushed me to my
knees again.

As soon as he turned away I stood up and
walked over to his sofa, then sat heavily in it, slumping down.

“What's on TV? What do old geezers
watch?”

He sat down next to me, then reached out and
grabbed my arm, and yanked me up over his lap.

“Hey!”

His hand came down on my butt with a stinging
slap.

“Ouch! Hey! Bully!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Pig! Bully! Bastard!”

“I see I'm going to have to demonstrate why
obedience is necessary for a slave girl.”

“Ha! As if!”

I felt his finger against my back opening. It
felt... slippery and wet. It pushed slowly into me as I yelped and
kicked my legs.

“Hey! Quit it, pervert! I didn't say you
could touch my ass!”

He pulled his finger out and pushed something
else against me there. It was cool and also slick, and he pushed
and twisted it as I tried to twist my head around and see what it
was.

“What are you doing!? What is that, you
pervert!? You sicko!”

It twisted slickly, then pushed in again,
spreading me wider, almost to the point of pain. Then it simply
slipped into me, as it was some kind of stone or something. No,
wait... not all of it had! What the fuck!?

“That's a butt-plug,” he said. “It gets your
tight little ass used to being penetrated so that when I ram my
cock down into you it doesn't hurt.”

“I didn't say you could fuck me in the ass!”
I gulped, my chest tightening.

“You're my sex slave. You don't get a say in
it. Besides, I have to do what Rajiv wanted, right, and bury my
cock in your tight ass.”

“It figured you'd be a pathetic pervert like
him!” I exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The thing felt weird in my ass, but the
sensation was overshadowed by his hand cracking down on my butt
with stinging blows!

“Being a bad little girl can be painful,” he
said.

“Bite me! Old fart!”

I felt his fingers at my pussy, then
something else was pushing into me. It was thick and hard... but
not hard-hard. I mean... it didn't feel hard like... steel or
plastic or wood or something like that. It had texture and some
softness to it.

“What is that!? How many perverted sex toys
do you have!?” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“You're the main one now,” he said.

“Ow! I am not a sex toy, you feeble old –
.”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh!”

He was pushing that thing in deeper, and
suddenly it was in me to the base, for I felt something pressing up
against the mouth of my sex from the outside. I twisted my head
around and saw him drawing a kind of cord, almost like a boot-lace,
out from under my belly and up across my hip. I felt another one
going across my hip from the other side, then a third going up
between my buttocks.

And then he did something and the thing
inside me started to buzz, to vibrate. I yelped and gasped and
moaned, squirming on his lap as I called him names. Dark heat was
rising quickly within me for this was all so wildly novel. I'd
never experienced anything remotely similar with other guys!

He rolled me over and sat me up across his
lap, and I stared between my legs, at a narrow wedge of something
rubber or leather pressing against me, held there by the cords as
if it was a thong or something. Then I saw he had a black ball in
his hand, which also had a black cord going through it and out the
other side.

He pushed the ball against my mouth as he
jerked back on my hair and I gasped as the ball pushed between my
jaws! It was too late to do anything to resist as he pushed it
fully – no, almost fully into my mouth, then drew the cords around
my cheeks and fastened them behind me.

It was a ball-gag! Anyone who had spent any
time on the internet would have recognized it! I felt a rush of
dark, thrilling sexual excitement. This was so kinky and sick!

He picked up something else and I wondered
how many sex toys he'd stashed around the place. It was a black
cord with two loops, one at either end. He slipped one of the loops
around my very, very hard right nipple, then tugged it tight.

Then tighter!

“Ow! Ow! Fuck! Ow! Take it off!” I
squealed.

Or at least, I tried to. All I could do was
squirm and make unintelligible sounds around the gag in my
mouth.

He grinned at me, then slipped the other loop
around my other nipple and tightened it. And tightened it. My
nipple burned and stung sharply and I squirmed on his lap.

“Bad little girls get punished,” he said in
amusement.

Then he hooked his finger under the cord and
lifted it up. It pulled on my nipples and I yelped and was forced
to lean forward, then scramble up off his lap as he stood up. I
cursed and danced from foot to foot as he lifted the cord up,
forcing me to arch my back as the little loops pulled painfully at
my nipples!

“Dance, little girl,” he said.

I moaned helplessly as I rose onto my toes as
he held the cord up in his little finger. Then he dropped it and I
fell back onto my heels.

“Into the corner, slave girl.”

With him pulling on the cord I had no choice
but to follow him to the corner of the room, then kneel as he
pulled down on it. He pulled the center of the cord in against the
corner, and then reached past me and pressed a stable gun in
against the cord and clicked it a couple of times before
withdrawing.

“Kneel in the corner like a good girl until
you learn the error of your disrespectful ways,” he said.

My breasts were pressed in firmly against the
walls and kind of squeezed in together as the cord looped around my
nipples pulled up a bit to the staples holding it to the wall. My
wrists tugged against the tie but he'd tied it pretty good and I
found myself, outrageously, forced to kneel in the corner!

“Sex slaves need to learn their place in
life,” he said as he sat down. “They need to learn that they have
to obey their master and show him proper respect.”

I mean, he wasn't saying this shit in a
serious voice, but it was still wildly kinky and nasty, and way,
way more out there than any other sex I'd ever had. That's even
more so if you considered that this was sort of a first date! I
mean, the first time I'd had sex with him. Though to be fair it was
more like he'd had sex with me! It had been all him.

The experience was so far out of my
experience – not just in how incredibly wild and passionate it had
been, but this... old people sex game stuff, that I wasn't sure
what I was supposed to do other than play along. Which wasn't hard
since I had no choice!

My nipples still stung, though now it was
more of a dull ache, and I had nothing I could do about it anyway
but stare at them and kind of marvel that I was kneeling in a
corner with my nipples tied to the fucking wall!

I mean, holy fuck! Is this what old people
did all the time!?

He had turned on the TV and was flicking
through the channels. Seriously! While I was naked and tied up and
forced to kneel in the corner like a bad little girl or
something!

Or a sex slave! What a wild thought that was!
Imagining myself as a sex slave! HIS sex slave!

The vibrator got more powerful, and started
to pulsate in a strange way, almost like... low... then higher,
higher, higher, higher, higher, highest! Again and again! Which was
freaky since it kind of made it seem as if it was pushing up inside
me repeatedly, even though it never moved.

I couldn't spread my legs much, so my thighs
squeezed in around it as the thing buzzed away against me and
inside me. It was having an effect. My insides were quivering and
pulsing with it, and my clitoris felt swollen like a marble! I
moaned around the gag, feeling a sense of wild unreality and dark
excitement.

Could I even tell Elena and Harmony about
this?! I mean, this was just so freaky!

My insides were filling with heat as I knelt
there, and every time I moved, every time I squirmed, I tugged my
nipples against the cord. My nipples were aching, but my body was
starting to burn up and my mind was getting even more aroused just
from the situation.

I was trying to keep still because I knew he
was watching me, even if he was pretending to watch TV. But I
couldn't, and my breasts started to throb as heat sent a flush down
my face and chest.

He came over to me and tugged the cord free
of its staples using force I couldn't apply with my nipples, then
turned me around while keeping me on my knees.

“Are you ready to be a good, obedient little
slave toy?” he asked from all his towering height and
arrogance.

I moaned, panting raggedly around the
ball-gag, then nodded.
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He tugged on the cord and I gasped and
scrambled awkwardly forward on my knees as he led me back to the
sofa. He sat down and then dropped the cord, reaching behind my
neck and undoing the cord there so he could pull the ball-gag out
of my mouth.

He gripped my hair and jerked on it.

“Are you going to be a good little fuck-toy?”
he asked.

“Y-yess!” I moaned.

He jerked sharply on my hair again and I
gasped in pain.

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it aloud.”

“I... I-I'll be a good little fuck-toy,
Sir!”

“And you'll suck my cock whenever I order you
to, correct?”

I blinked, feeling a flush of heat.

“Yes, Sir!”

He pulled my head forward by the hair and
pulled down the sweatpants he'd changed into, then guided my mouth
in against his cock. He was semi-hard again, and he pushed my face
against him, mashing it against his cock and balls, then eased it
back.

“Suck my balls first, slave.”

His words were a harsh, obscene growl, this
time. Obviously, he was play-acting, but that didn't make it any
less wild and outrageous. I sucked on his balls as he held his cock
back, moaning around them as he held tightly to my hair.

“Spread your legs wide in case some man walks
in and wants to fuck you,” he said.

That too was outrageous, and dark and
thrilling, and I spread my knees apart as I sucked and licked at
his balls.

“Maybe I'll invite some of my friends over
once you're properly trained,” he said, reaching down and kneading
my left breast. “I bet they'd love to get their hands on a gorgeous
little blonde sex slave with big tits.”

This was unreal!

He guided my lips to his cock and had me lick
up and down the long, thick shaft as it swelled, then take it into
my mouth. I moaned around it, feeling a wild rush of excitement at
this dirty, wicked scene. The vibrator buzzed within me and I
almost wished there was another guy here to come along and fuck me
at the same time I sucked Nolan's cock!

That would be even wilder!

I bobbed up and down on his thick cock,
sucking, and licking, kind of staring at it, awed. I'd never had a
cock this big in my mouth before, and I was anticipating having it
in my pussy again soon! I was amazed at how long it was, and that
it had all fit inside me!

He pulled my hair up and I gasped as he
jerked it back, his other hand going around my throat in a menacing
gesture.

“Tell me you love sucking my cock,” he
growled in that same dark voice.

“I-I love sucking your cock, Sir!” I said in
a gasping voice as his fingers squeezed in around my neck.

“Again.”

“I love sucking your cock, Sir!” I
moaned.

He released my neck and gripped the cord
instead, then stood up, kicking off his sweatpants. What the fuck
was he up to, I thought dazedly.

He moved behind me, tugging up on the nipple
cord, and then down on my hair to tilt my head back so that I was
looking up along his body as he stood behind me. Up at his cock,
really. He pushed it into my open mouth and I started to awkwardly
suck and lick it.

“Hot, sexy, gorgeous little slave girl,” he
growled.

I moaned and my thighs squeezed tightly
around the buzzing vibrator.

Then suddenly the head of his cock pushed
deep – too deep, I thought for an instant. It was just an instant,
though, and then I realized that no, this was what he intended to
do! His big cock pushed right down into my throat! I started to
gag, then felt the shock run through me as I realized his intent,
as I realized he wasn't going to yank back on his cock.

I could feel his thick, slick cock
pushing down deeper into my throat! My eyes bulged, I knew, and my
body trembled and jerked in his grasp. But he held my head firmly
by the hair and the cord pulled sharply up at my nipples, and then
his cock slid all the way down my throat until his balls were
resting against my face!

“Ahhh,” he said. “I love burying my cock in
the throat of a beautiful blonde sex slave.”

My heart was pounding wildly, needless to
say! My stomach was churning too, but oddly enough, the shock of it
had overwhelmed my gag reflex. Then he slid himself back up again,
and I stared at inch after inch coming up out of my straining lips
until it popped free of my throat and I could breathe again!

I coughed and gasped for breath as he pulled
it free of my mouth.

“Good girl,” he said.

He pulled the cords off my nipples, then
shoved me forward so I fell across the sofa before kneeling behind
me. I felt him pulling the butt-plug out of me, then his cock
pushed into me there as his big hands jerked on my thighs to pull
them wider.

I shuddered and moaned, still gulping in
ragged breathes of air, focused on that more than the thick cock
pushing into my ass. My nipples throbbed and stung with renewed
life as Nolan pushed his cock deeper, and I cried out as he wrapped
my hair around his fist and jerked it back.

Crack!

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

Crack!

“Sex-toy!”

Crack!

His cock slid deep, achingly deep into my
ass! I was kind of amazed it didn't hurt. It only kind of ached and
cramped when his cock was really deep. But he reached down past my
hip and in underneath to rub the vibrator thing against me, which
redoubled the sensations.

His hips slapped against my buttocks as he
started to fuck my ass, and I once again felt that sense of
unreality, of wild, dark, thrilling heat and passion as he used me
like I was his bitch! The vibrator buzzed wildly, and my breasts
ground back and forth across the fabric of the sofa, my swollen
nipples crackling with sensation.

His mouth came down on the side of my neck
and he started to chew and suck as his hips pounded against my
buttocks. His big cock stabbed deep into my aching belly as the
vibrator pulsed.

“Sex toy!” he taunted, chewing at my
earlobe.

I came again! Crying out as he rode me, as he
pounded me, as he roughly jerked on my hair and mashed my breasts
and treated me like a sexual animal!

I felt like one! I felt like a bitch in heat!
The orgasm consumed my mind and I sank again into that incredible
feverish sense of not caring about anything but the pleasure
gripping my mind and body.

*

“You're pretty fucking kinky,” I said after
he'd put his pants on and untied me.

He smiled and shrugged.

“It's a good thing you're so... good at
it.”

“You inspire me, baby.”

I flushed.

“My nipples are still sore,” I said
crossly.

“They'll get over it.”

I was sore inside, too, because of how big he
was and what a pounding I'd taken in both holes. But I wasn't going
to say that.

“Do you ever have, like, normal sex?”

“Sure. This is more exciting, though.”

I couldn't really argue with that!

“Never been tied up?”

I shook my head.

“Never played dominance games in bed?”

Whatever that was.

I shook my head. “We just... fuck. I mean,
when I'm with a guy. We don't play any games.”

“But games are fun.”

I couldn't deny that either.

“I don't usually let guys fuck me in the
ass,” I said.

“Sex slaves don't get a say in who fucks them
where or how.”

I snorted.

“Rajiv will be glad to know someone fucked
you deep in your gorgeous ass and poured his come into your
bowels,” he said teasingly.

I glared at him. “Fuck Rajiv!”

“Not my type.”

“My throat is sore!”

“You'll get used to swallowing cock.”

“You could have asked!”

“That would have made it harder. Taking you
and your gag reflex by surprise made it easier. And it'll be easier
next time because you know you did it before. Don't you want to be
able to deep throat? Think of how impressed future boyfriends will
be.”

That was a reminder neither of us was even
thinking of the other as a permanent relationship.

“You seem confident there's gonna be another
next time.”

He grinned at me. “You never had better than
me, babe.”

“Says you,” I sniffed.

I hadn't, of course. I'd never even had
anyone who came close.

“Which is a pity. You have a fabulous,
incredible body. It deserves to be properly worshiped, and often.
That you don't have a boyfriend is a crime against nature. Someone
should be fucking you every day – multiple times.”

I flushed, pleased, in a way. I mean, it was
a compliment, and one he didn't need to make to get into my pants
since, well, he already had.

“I'm not a whore!” I said, scowling.

“What does that word even mean? Any guy is
more of a whore than you or any girl. We're all sex maniacs. Nature
made us that way. We'll fuck any girl we're attracted to. We don't
even need to know their name.”

“What is your name anyway?” I demanded. “Is
Nolan your first name or your last name?”

He smiled and combed his fingers through my
hair.

“Just call me Sir... or Master.”

“You wish.”

“I'm sure we'll have a lot more fun in the
very near future.”

“I can't believe you carried me naked out of
my apartment!”

“You don't weigh very much.”

“That's not what I mean and you know it!”

“How often do you run into people in the
hall?”

“Often!”

“Not often at all.”

“That doesn't mean there might not have been
someone there.”

“So? They'd get the great treat of seeing
your beautiful ass hanging over my shoulder.”

“I'm sure Rajiv would have appreciated it,” I
sniffed.

“Any man would appreciate that. Like I said
before, all that idiot did was express his wishes openly. But you
can be damned sure every man who sees you thinks pretty much the
same things. We're driven by instinct, you know. We might be able
to restrain our baser impulses, but that doesn't mean every man who
sees you doesn't feel the beast inside him and want to jump you and
mount you.”

“You make it sound like I shouldn't go
outside without a bodyguard,” I said.

“Society is pretty safe. But take away the
cops and courts and yeah, you'd never a few bodyguards. And then
you'd need someone to keep the bodyguards from tearing your clothes
off.”

“Men are all perverts.”

“Men are all instinctively designed to make
babies with any breeding age female they come across. That's why it
takes us all of a nanosecond to get ready for action. Nature made
us this way.”

“Well, it doesn't take me a nanosecond!”

“Yeah, it seems like nature didn't really
care all that much about whether women were ready or not. It just
made men a lot more strong so the women didn't have much of a
say.”

I scowled.

“Don't look at me. Blame genetics. Blame
hundreds of thousands of years of instinct. Blame evolution.”

“So you're just Rajiv with a filter.”

“Every guy is Rajiv with a filter, other than
your father and brothers if you have any. Face it, baby, you're hot
and sexy. We all want your body.”

“And I suppose every guy wants to tie me up
too?”

“Noooo, not especially. Although I doubt any
straight guy would fail to get a hard-on if he saw you there in the
corner with a vibrator stuffed up your pussy. Or tied up in some
other way.”

“I doubt many men have a lot of sex toys like
vibrators,” I said.

“I have enough money the cost is negligible.
Next time I'll find more interesting toys for you to play with. You
deserve the best, baby.”

Well now, that was more like it. Mind you,
having the best 'sex toys' wasn't exactly what I was going for in
life.

“How do I get back to my apartment?”

He smiled. “You have lovely legs.”

“Someone might see me. Can I borrow a shirt
or something?”

“Nope.”

I glared. “I bet you don't walk around in the
hall naked!”

“Of course not. I'm not a luscious little
blonde sex slave.”

“I'm not a sex slave!”

“Maybe I'll turn you into one and sell you to
an Arab.”

I sniffed disdainfully.

I picked up the keys where he'd left them on
the table inside his door, then quickly snatched a jacket off a
hook and yanked open the door. I'd show him!

He moved very fast for an old guy! He
snatched the jacket right off and then pushed me out the door and
closed it.

“You... bastard!” I hissed.

I scurried to my door and looked at the
keys.

Somehow he'd removed the door key from my
keyring!

I gasped, tried the door, then hurried back
to his only to find it locked!

I was naked out in the hall with nowhere to
hide!

“Nolan!” I hissed, knocking on the door as
quietly as I could. “Nolan! You bastard!”

“I can't heeear you,” I heard through the
door.

“Let me in!”

“Is that a respectful way to talk?”

“Nolan! Someone is going to see me!”

“I really don't see how that would be a bad
thing,” he said. “You are kind of beautiful.”

I jerked on the doorknob, my head swiveling
anxiously up and down the hall.

“Nolan!”

“Master,” he said.

Fuck!

“Master!” I hissed.

“Please may I come in, Master,” he said.

“Please may I come in, Master!?” I
hissed.

“I'm not sure I like your tone, slave. You'll
have to do more to show your remorse.”

“What do you want?!”

“Step back against the far wall and then
kneel down, spread your knees wide apart, and put your hands behind
your head.”

“Are you fucking kidding me!?”

“I think I'm going to go have a nice bath
now.”

“Wait! Wait!”

I pushed back from the door, my pulse racing,
then knelt down, spreading my knees and putting my hands behind my
head.

This was insane!

The door opened.

“Don't move!” he said, pointing at me.

“Now, apologize for being disrespectful,” he
said in an aloof voice.

“I'm sorry for being disrespectful!” I
exclaimed in a low voice.

“Master. You forgot to say master,” he said,
scowling.

“I apologize for being disrespectful,
Master!” I moaned.

“Arch your back more.”

“Nolan!”

He withdrew and started to close the
door.

“All right!”

I arched my back sharply.

“What a body,” he said with a sigh, his eyes
drinking me in.

Even with my anxiety about being seen that
was good for my ego.

“Get on your hands and knees, Slave.”

Heart thumping, I leaned forward and dropped
onto all fours, watching as he came out of the apartment, then
closed the door and locked it behind him. He bent over me and
gathered up a thick mass of my long hair, wrapping it around his
fist, then presented me with the key he'd snatched from the
keychain.

“Uh uh,” he said when I reached for it. “Take
it between your teeth.”

What the fuck!?

I didn't argue. I did as he wanted, and then
he tugged on my hair.

“Come along.”

I gasped, lurching to the side, then
crawling... yes, CRAWLING up the hall at his side as he held my
hair up above me. Fuck!

We reached my door, and he leaned over and
put his hand under my mouth.

“Key.”

I was feeling a weird, dark rush from this
for some reason. I dropped the key into his hand and he unlocked
the door, then pushed it open and leaned over to put it between my
teeth again.

“Inside, Slave.”

I crawled into my apartment, and he closed
the door behind me.

Holy fucking shit!

*

I had a lot to unwrap in what had happened.
It had been the most intense sexual experience of my life, after
all. Not to mention the most pleasurable by a long distance. So why
had I got so turned on being tied up and all? Should I always have
guys tie me up? Or was it just with him that it had blown my mind?
Would I have had the same incredible orgasm if he hadn't tied me
up?

And what were the possibilities of an actual
relationship with Nolan? He was big, strong, mature, intelligent,
and obviously had a nice job because this was an expensive building
if your apartment wasn't rent-controlled. And he had a way bigger
one than me. Also, judging by that suit he'd worn, not to mention
the quality silk tie he hadn't minded tying around my wrists, he
wasn't finding it hard to make ends meet.

I didn't think my friends would be impressed
by a boyfriend twice my age. He wouldn't fit in with them, that was
for sure. So how much could I tell my friends and how should I
explain it? Should I tell them anything? Yes! I wanted their
opinions! Elena was not easily shocked. I could start with her,
swear her to secrecy and see how she reacted.

I would start with that he was a new
neighbor, and had saved me from Rajiv, and that he was big and
strong and handsome before getting into him being older. I'd have
to present him as a new fuck-buddy rather than a boyfriend. We all
had lower standards for fuck-buddies so she'd be more likely to
approve.

I could tell her he'd tied my wrists with his
tie, but not about any of the other stuff. At least, not right
away.

I figured she'd be relieved, at first anyway.
She was worried after I told her about Rajiv showing up and
following me upstairs. I'd already described Nolan from before.
She'd approve of me getting to know him better.

Not of me calling myself his bitch or his
sex-slave or calling him 'sir' of course! But I wouldn't tell her
about that stuff. As for that crawling down the hall naked part...
I was still astonished at it. What. The. Fuck!?

Anyway, she had texted me several times
wondering where the fuck I was. So I texted her telling her I
wasn't coming, and that I had met a guy and had a lot to tell her.
She would pretty much guess what that meant!

She was already out clubbing, so I didn't
expect to chat soon. I could have joined her, I suppose, but I'd
gone through a lot, physically, and was kind of tired! I sure had
no interest in going out and dancing and trying to pick up a
boy!

I examined my naked body in the little
bathroom – so tiny compared to his – and then had a shower and
washed my hair. My scalp was a little tender from him tugging on my
hair so much. I felt a little rush at the memory of that! I mean,
he'd thrown me around like a rag doll! Youch!

I made a salad and watched TV, did some social media, then turned
in. But laying in bed in the dark, my mind kept flitting back to
all that nasty things he'd done to me and how I'd felt, and my body
began to heat up.

I stripped off my nightie and masturbated,
replaying the darker, nastier, wilder moments with a sense of awe,
glee, and excitement, watching myself in my mind's eye and
imagining what other outrageous things we might do the next
time.

Because there would definitely be a next time
if I had anything to say about it! And I did.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Work was boring and my boss was a dick. I was
tired and annoyed when I got home, tossed my clothes in a pile and
pulled on a simple nightshirt, then turned on the TV to have some
sound in the apartment. It was too quiet otherwise.

I had thought quite a bit about Nolan during
my long, boring shift. The dirty, kinky sex with him was the most
exciting evening I'd had in years. And the best sex I'd ever had by
a country mile. It was weird sex, though, for more reason than
one.

I mean, sex is a partnership, right, a
joining of two equal people. Except there was no fucking equality
about me and Nolan! It had been all Nolan all the time and I'd just
been his bitch, doing whatever he wanted!

That what he'd wanted had turned me on and
made me come like crazy was a mitigating factor, yes. But it didn't
change that it was dirty, nasty, and degrading. I mean, I'd crawled
down the fucking hall naked on all fours while he held my hair. Oh,
with a key in my mouth!

I mean, holy fuck!

And the actual sex had been totally him being
a big stallion and mounting me whatever way he wanted to. He had
pounded me and used me and I'd had no real say in anything. As if,
well, I actually had been his sex slave! Or his sex toy, take your
pick.

That wasn't supposed to happen. On the other
hand, I was clearly not his equal in anything. He was bigger,
older, more educated, more sophisticated, richer, and knew way more
about sex than I did. He'd given me by far the best oral sex of my
life, for example.

Of course, he'd also spanked me! Not to
mention making me crawl. Not to mention shoving his cock right down
my fucking throat until I almost choked! He'd pinched my nipples
and pulled my hair and slapped my butt and called me names! Worse,
he'd made ME call me names!

Which was troubling. Even more troubling was
that it had been fucking hot!

Was there something wrong with me? My
girlfriends would think I was some kind of masochist if I tried to
tell them everything he'd done. But he hadn't really hurt me. And
what pain there had been was hugely outweighed by the pleasure and
heat and passion.

But geeze, the way he treated me! Making me
kneel in a corner with my nipples clamped to the wall! And a
vibrator inside me!

Okay, that was hot.

I had a quick shower to sort out my thoughts.
But of course, I'd thought of all the things he'd done as I ran my
hands over my body, and as I'd seen myself in the mirror. Sex
slave! Yikes! He was such a kinky bastard!

Would he call me tonight? I hadn't even given
him my number so if he did he'd have to come knocking at the door.
What should I wear? He'd seen me in a dressing gown and a low-cut
club dress. Maybe he thought I was a slut? I should wear something
sexy but not slutty. But it wouldn't make sense to dress up. He'd
think that was weird or that I was desperate if he came to the door
and I was dressed up in something... dressy.

I decided that the only thing which made
sense was for me to dress casually. I was in my own apartment alone
and wasn't expecting company, after all. I'd dress down and for
comfort. Right? No, of course I wasn't waiting in anticipation for
Mr. Wonderful to show up! Furthest thing from my mind!

But casual and sexy didn't always go together
very well. So I settled on a pair of drawstring pants, very low
riding ones tight across the bottom, but with loose legs to be
casual, and a tank top which left my shoulders and arms bare –
along with most of my torso below the breasts. I didn't wear a bra,
which meant my breasts were very obvious as they pushed out against
the thin white fabric.

There. Just casually hanging around the
apartment. I went to the kitchen to make dinner, wondering if I
should go and see him first. Maybe I could make him dinner! I mean,
that wasn't exactly a first date thing, but given what had happened
yesterday I was confident we were already well beyond first
dates.

And then there was a knock at the door! My
heart leapt and my pulse raced and my chest tightened as I stared
towards the door. I hurried out of the tiny kitchen and was already
at the door and peering through the peephole.

It was him! In a suit!

I put on a bland expression and opened the
door.

“May I help you?” I asked.

He carried a bag in his right hand and pushed
past me.

“Hey!”

“I've got something for you, Slave girl.”

“I'm not a slave girl!” I hissed, hurriedly
looking anxiously out into the hall before closing the door.

Slave girl! Yikes! What a kinky pervert!

He took my arm and led me into my living
room, which was the only place I had any room, and then spilled the
bag onto my sofa.

As I turned to look he slid his fingers into
the waistband of my trousers and yanked them down, along with my
thong! I yelped and started to stumble back, but he gripped the
bottom of the tank top and peeled it quickly up over my breasts,
pulling hard enough to force my arms up so it could slide right
off.

“Nolan!”

“Sex slave, he said in amusement.

“I'm... what the... fuck?”

He'd picked up one of the things he'd spilled
and was sliding it around my neck. I had just a glimpse of a very
small, studded leather strap with a ring dangling from the
front.

It was a collar!

I gasped, my hands jerking up to it even as
he fastened it around my neck.

“What is this!”

“Something sexy to go on a sexy girl. You'll
like the look. Trust me.”

It was a fucking collar! Like those bondage
collar things! Oh wow!

He picked up a pair of wrist bands which he
quickly slipped around my wrists, then tightened. I stared at them
as he turned me around and pulled my wrists together behind my
back.

“Nolan!”

I felt the bands locked together! Then he
took another strap and clipped it to the back of the collar before
pulling my wrists up higher along my back and then somehow
attaching the wristbands to the strap there! He spun me around and
gripped my hair, tugging my head back, and I instinctively opened
my mouth. Then he pushed something into it!

I had no time to react beyond widening my jaw
so it didn't hurt my teeth! He pushed it into my mouth and it
filled it, pressing up against the roof and down against my tongue.
He drew straps around my cheeks and fastened them behind and I
realized it was the ball-gag.

He attached another strap to the ring
dangling from the front of the collar and led me back to the door.
I'd put my keys on the shelf there and he snatched them off, then
opened the door and peered outside. I started to draw back but he
simply pulled on the strap – which was like a leash, I realized in
shock, and pulled me out into the hall.

Naked out in the hall! Again!

He locked the door and then, smirking at me,
tugged on the leash and led me up the hall to his door! I didn't
resist, of course. I wanted inside fast!

We went into his apartment and then into his
kitchen, which was huge compared to my tiny thing.

“We're making dinner,” he said. “Oh,
wait.”

He bent me over the kitchen table.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Holy fuck!

Crack!

“Spread em.”

I jerked my legs apart and his fingers probed
along the line of my pussy, rubbing and stroking me. He hummed to
himself and I felt something pushing up into me. It was the
vibrator! He fastened it in place and turned it on, then pushed the
butt-plug into me before pulling me upright.

“Okay,” he said. “Let's do dinner.”

He led me over to the counter and showed me
the stuff he'd gathered for dinner.

“So, to start with, we have a one-pound
boneless beef sirloin roast,” he said. “I've got sesame oil, soy
sauce, vinegar, maple syrup, clove, paprika, cayenne pepper,
butter, flour, and sea salt. And pepper, of course. I'm making
spiced sirloin roast for two. Pay attention. I have a feeling that
like most young people the only thing you know how to cook is
whatever frozen food you can stick into a microwave.”

I glared at him indignantly.

“First, we marinate the roast.”

There wasn't much I could contribute to this
one-sided talk. And he'd rushed me so fast my mind still hadn't
caught up with being naked and tied up again. Not to mention
gagged! The gag wouldn't let me close my jaws and it was causing me
to salivate. I was also feeling the effects of the vibrator – and
the dark heat which was spreading over me at this... kinky,
nasty... whatever it was!

I fought to just scowl as if I was unhappy,
but the truth was my nipples were hard as pebbles and it was
becoming increasingly difficult to not squirm and rub my thighs
together.

“We leave it in this plastic bag for thirty
minutes,” he said, as he'd finished narrating what he was doing.
“Then pre-heat the oven to two hundred and twenty-five
degrees.”

He picked up the leash and tugged me
backward, making me stumble back until the table hit my thighs. He
pushed and I fell back across the table as he grabbed me and lay me
back with my butt on the edge and my legs spread. Then he drew in a
chair and let his elbows spread my legs wider.

“Now what have we here? A little pre-dinner
snack, perhaps?”

He drew the vibrator out and his mouth began
to attack me! The vibrator had made all my nerve endings feel raw
and hyper-sensitive. Now his warm, moist tongue swept powerfully
across my clitoris as his fingers slid into my body.

I came in like, thirty seconds. Maybe a bit
more. Maybe a full minute. It was hard to tell time. The sensations
poured through me and I was overwhelmed almost from the start. My
knees, spread as wide as they could go, started to bounce up and
down against his forearms pinning them back, and then his fingers
slid higher and began to sort of rub the front wall of my sex as he
pumped them in and out.

The orgasm flared like an explosive force of
heat and sensations and I cried out in helpless ecstasy, twisting
and writhing, my back arching as the tremendous rush of pleasure
overpowered my mind. Oh! My! God! For this kind of orgasm, I would
let him call me a sex slave or anything else he wanted!

I trembled and shook as the extended orgasm
drowned my mind. And all the while his tongue was whipping across
my clitoris and his huge fingers were fucking me with odd, stroking
motions which seemed to be focusing on the front wall of my pussy.
Which, come to think of it, was behind my clitoris.

I was making wild animal noises which should
have embarrassed me, but my mind didn't care about pride and
dignity. It wallowed in the pleasure, just as it had the previous
night.

Nor was he finished. He continued to lick,
though with less energy. He leaned in and began to suck and lick
and chew on my nipples and the flesh surrounding it until they
throbbed powerfully, then he returned to my pussy and licked me
into a second orgasm.

I was putty in his hands!

He put the vibrator back inside me, then
stood up and pulled me off the table. I slid to my knees readily
enough given how shaky I was feeling.

“Being a sex slave has its benefits,” he said
in amusement.

He walked back to the counter to check on
things as I stared down the length of my body in kind of a haze. I
mean, wow, that had been a rush!

He returned and bent to pick up the leash,
then raised me up onto my feet.

He turned and moved behind me, undoing the
straps holding the gag in, then turned me back to face him and
worked the ball-gag out of my mouth.

He picked up the leash and tugged it up,
which meant that it pulled up against the underside of my jaw and
forced me up onto the balls of my feet.

“Say master.”

“Wh-what!?”

“Say it. Say master.”

“M-Master!” I gasped.

A shudder ran through me at the word.

His other hand cupped and squeezed my breast,
then slid down to rub against the base of the vibrator.

“Say, please use my sluttish body for your
pleasure.”

“Y-You're crazy!” I gasped.

He tugged on the leash, making me dance
forward, and then his other hand slapped my bottom sharply three
times. Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I... you... please use my... my slut body,
Master!”

Crack!

“Please use my sluttish body for your
pleasure, master.”

“Please use my sluttish body for your
pleasure, Master!” I gasped.

He lowered his arm, the one with the leash,
lowered it so far the leash pulled down on the collar and forced me
to my knees. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, then
rubbed the head up and down against my face.

“Service your master, Slave girl.”

I shuddered as I licked at it, then took it
into my mouth. I sucked and bobbed, licking at the underside of the
head as he reached down and undid the belt of his trousers,
unfastened them, and then pushed them and his underwear down. He
pulled me in against his balls, then and I sucked and licked at
them as he held me firmly by the hair.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he growled,
pulling back on my hair.

“I-I'm your bitch, Master!” I gasped.

God, it was insanely hot saying that!

He pushed his cock into my mouth and tilted
my head back, then pushed it deep – deep into my throat. I gurgled
and choked, jerking back, but the island was pressed into my back
and arms and I couldn't go anywhere. His big body filled the world
as he shoved the full, long length of his cock down my throat and
then held me pinned there as I trembled and shook.

“You'll; thank me when you're a deep-throat
artist,” he said.

My head pounded wildly and my chest burned. I
was starting to feel light-headed as he held me firmly against the
island. Then he slid his cock back out and I gulped in deep, ragged
breaths of air.

“Now that wasn't so bad, was it?”

I was too busy breathing to reply.

The last time he'd only done it once, so I
wasn't prepared as he suddenly pushed his cock into my open mouth
and then down my throat a second time. I gurgled and trembled
between him and the island as he ground himself into my face and
held it there for long seconds. Then he pulled back, sliding
halfway out before burying himself in my throat again.

“Gorgeous little blonde sex slave,” he
said.

He pulled out, and once again I gulped in
air, light-headed.

“You have a lovely throat,” he said. “My cock
loves the feel of it wrapped around it.”

And he did it a third time!

He pulled out and left me kneeling and
gasping as he went back to the counter to check on things. He put
more sesame oil on then put it in the oven before turning back to
me and taking the leash in hand.

“Up, slave.”

He pulled me to my feet and led me from the
kitchen.

“Now how shall we spend the time?” he asked
over his shoulder.

I didn't answer. I was still gulping in
air.

We went to his bedroom. He threw a strange
blanket over the bed, then had me get on and pulled straps from the
four corners. In a short time, he had me spreadeagled on the bed,
my wrists and ankles pulled wide and held tightly in place.

He went into a walk-in closet and returned
wearing only black boxer shorts. It was the first time I'd seen him
nearly naked, and I had to admit he was powerfully built. I still
didn't know how old he was but boy, he could have beaten up any
boyfriend I'd ever had!

He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my
spread legs, then poured warm oil over my chest.

“What's that!?” I gulped.

“What's that master,” he corrected as his
hands began to spread the oil.

“What's that, Master!?”

“Massage oil.”

This was so weird! He'd already done oral sex
on me and made me come twice! Why wasn't he just fucking me!? I
knew he was hard as a rock! I could see the front of his shorts
bulging.

His hands slid up and down my body and I
groaned as his big fingers kneaded my breasts and rolled and
massaged my nipples.

“This is edible oil, in case you're
wondering,” he said in amusement.

He poured more oil down on my belly and
spread it over me, including between the legs. His fingers massaged
me with an expertise I'd never felt before, sliding up and down my
thighs, then over my sex. Back and forth, up and down my body as I
just lay there spread out before him.

“Your skin is gorgeous,” he said. “Just
touching it could give a man a hard-on.”

He slid his hands back up and mashed my
breasts together, then rolled and tweaked the nipples before
sliding back down again. They slid back up again, over my breasts,
until his hand encircled my throat and squeezed gently. I felt my
eyes starting to bulge.

He spread his fingers.

“Tell me you're my slave girl,” he said.

“I-I'm your slave girl!” I gulped.

He gave me a stern look.

“Master!”

His fingers pushed into me, one, two, then
three, stretching me wide, making me ache. His thumb stroked across
my clitoris as he kneaded my breasts.

The heat was building rapidly within me.

“Do you want to come, slave?”

“Yeess!” I moaned.

He slapped my breast, lightly but it
stung.

“Yes, Master!”

“Beg.”

“Please make me come, Master!”

This was sick! And ferociously hot!

His thumb rubbed my clitoris again, then he
pulled his erection out of his shorts and began to rub the head
against me. I felt the deep, bubbling heat welling up inside me,
and when he pushed himself deep inside me, the orgasm gathered
itself up and began to howl.

He fucked me hard and fast, one hand on my
breast, squeezing it roughly, then the other with his fingers
rubbing my clitoris. The orgasm screamed through my system as I
thrashed in place, straining against the straps. The pleasure was a
delicious howl that blew my mind to dust as his cock thrust into me
hard and fast.

Then he slid his cock back out of me and
continued with the massage.

He knew how to use his hands! They slid along
my slippery skin, mashing my breasts, kneading them, then focusing
on the nipples. He rolled, massaged, stroked, teased, and plucked
them until they both seemed to be throbbing wildly.

Then his hands slid down my body, caressing
my hips and thighs, going all the way down to my feet, to massage
them and my toes. It was very relaxing – or would have been if I
wasn't tied up naked and filled with the dark anticipation of what
he was going to do to me next!

His hands slid up and started to work on my
pussy again, then he scooted backward and began to lick me. He
paused for a moment and looked up my body to meet my eyes.

I moaned as his hands slid up and kneaded my
breasts again, his fingers rolling the nipples as he sucked
rhythmically on my clitoris.

How much patience did this man have, anyway!
I could see his hard cock, and knew he hadn't come from that short
amount of time he'd been thrusting into me. Now he was licking me,
and sucking me, and driving me towards another orgasm. His hands
slid back down and his fingers pushed into me and my body began to
writhe in place.

“Beg me to make you come, slave girl.”

“Please make me come, Master!” I gasped
excitedly.

“Beg your master to fuck his slutty little
slave girl.”

“Please fuck your slutty little slave girl,
Master!” I said.

A part of me was darkly thrilled at saying
such outrageous things about myself, for some reason.

He straightened up and gripped his thick
cock, then began sliding the head up and down against the lips of
my sex. He pressed harder, letting it sink between them, then
focused on my clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I... I love cock, Master!” I exclaimed.

God! This was so sick!

“Again, slave girl.”

“I love cock, Master!” I moaned.

His cock sank into me and his fingers
replaced it on my clitoris. His other hand slid forward and kneaded
my breast, then closed around my throat.

I gurgled, eyes bulging, mouth widening as I
tried to breathe, but failed. He started to fuck me, his fingers
rubbing my clitoris harder as my head pounded and chest burned. My
wrists pulled feebly against the restraints as my mind swirled and
churned.

He eased his grip and I gulped in air.

“Sex toy,” he teased. “Fuck toy.”

I came again, twisting and jerking and
thrashing in place as he thrust into me harder and faster.
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Nolan enjoyed teasing, taunting, and
pleasuring my body for some time, driving me into orgasms while his
cock thrust into me hard and fast, then drawing back. Clearly, he
was in no hurry for his own orgasm. He got up and attended to
something in the kitchen, then returned to unstrap me and pull me
off the bed.

He put the ball gag in place, then led me by
the leash into his huge toilet, and then into the shower. First, he
washed and dried his hands, for some reason I didn't understand.
Then he drew my hair up and back and tied it there like he knew
what he was doing. He turned on the shower, a big walk-in shower,
and led me into it.

I had no say in anything.

He sprayed me below the neck with the hand
shower, soaped me up quite casually, as if cleaning his car or
something, then rinsed me off and dried me before leading me by the
leash again out of the room and back up the hall to the
kitchen.

“Kneel, Slave,” he ordered.

I knelt.

I was no longer burning up with passion, but
I was still, despite several orgasms, simmering with a kind of
astonished and thrilled excitement at all of this. Was this what
sex was always like with old guys? I doubted it. But if so, well,
hey, I was willing.

He finished with dinner, then put it on the
dining room table and led me in there. He pulled out a chair and
sat down, then pulled me over and had me straddle him before
sitting down. His cock pushed up into my pussy and I moaned through
the gag as my buttocks pressed against his thighs.

He took the ball-gag out of my mouth and then
began to eat. He had one fork, one knife, and one plate, though it
was a pretty damn full plate. He chewed on the steak, then cut
another piece and held the fork to my mouth.

Wow!

I squirmed a little atop him, feeling his
thick cock deep inside me, and then took the piece of meat off the
fork. He cut another piece and ate it, reaching down as he did to
rub my clitoris with his other hand.

And that was how we ate. He ate more pieces
than me, and every now and then, especially when feeding me, he'd
reach down between my spread legs and rub my clitoris or fondle my
breasts. His cock stayed hard inside me.

I squirmed more atop him, more for his
benefit, I thought, than mine. I even tried rising and falling a
little, riding his cock, but he never allowed it for long.

For talk, he'd tell me how gorgeous and sexy
I was, and how beautiful my breasts were and how tight and warm I
was around his cock and stuff like that. And then he'd tell me to
say stuff – stuff which was dirty, which was embarrassing and yet
darkly exciting to say.

That I was a slut, that I was a sex slave,
that I loved cock, and loved to suck cock. Stuff like that. Then,
finally, when dinner was done, he stood up, pushing the chair back
with his legs, turned around, and leaned forward to set me on the
chair.

It wasn't a big chair. I was perched more on
my tailbone than anything, since he held my legs up, and now pushed
them back. I didn't care about the discomfort. I had been simmering
and bubbling all through dinner, and now all I could do was cry out
in pleasure as he pounded me! His hips slammed into my buttocks and
his cock speared into my pussy as he jammed my legs back into my
chest.

We both came, though my orgasm was longer
and, I thought, more intense.

He cleaned up and we went into the living
room and watched some TV. Just as with dinner, he had me sit on his
lap, though this time it was across his lap. He had gotten dressed,
though in sweatpants and a T-shirt. I remained naked and collared,
my wrists bound behind me.

It was the first opportunity I'd really had
to talk to him about anything other than sex.

“You know, I don't know anything about you,”
I said.

“You know I make you come like crazy.”

I flushed a bit. “Yes, but I don't even know
if Nolan is your first or last name!”

“First. But you can just call me Master.”

I snorted. “What do you do for a living?”

He pinched one of my nipples.

“Master,” he said.

I yelped.

“Master!”

“I'm, a manager at an investment firm.”

“Does that pay a lot?”

“Depends on what you compare it to.”

“I'm a clerk at an insurance company.”

“Yes, it pays a lot.”

“So how much is the rent on this place?” I
asked, looking around.

“I own this place.”

“Oh.”

I'd forgotten that some of the residents
owned their apartments. A lot of people owned the apartments but
rented them out.

“How much does this place cost?”

He pinched my nipple again.

“Ow! Master!” I said in annoyance.

“Don't forget it. It's important if you want
to be a good sex slave and not get constantly strung up by the
wrists and whipped.”

I snorted but his words were dirty and
exciting.

“Everyone loves a good fantasy,” I said.

“Exactly. Why wouldn't they? Especially a
good sexual fantasy?”

“Hmm, it is kind of hot.”

“I paid just over three million for the
condo.”

“So you're like a millionaire? Master!”

“I am not like a millionaire. I am a
millionaire.”

“Hmmm, so I should marry you and kill you and
all that money would go to me?”

“Why would I marry my own sex slave? I own
you already.”

“Oh sure.”

“I'll be moving soon, actually.”

“Why?” I asked, stricken.

“It's a bit small. I make more money now that
I'm a manager than I did when I bought it.”

“This place is small!? It's like a hundred
times bigger than mine!”

“Yours is a bachelor. This is a two-bedroom.
The place I'm moving to is a three-bedroom.”

“What do you need with more bedrooms?”

“All the rooms are bigger. It's a nicer
building. No renters.”

“No dirty common peasant types?”

“Exactly. Except for servants. And slaves. I
could get a cage for you and you could stay there.”

“My room isn't much but it's better than a
cage.”

“There are advantages to being a sex
slave.”

“Like lots of fucking?”

“You never have to decide what to wear. Your
master decides that. You never have to decide what to do. Your
master decides that.”

He caressed my breasts as he spoke.

“What if I like to make my own
decisions?”

“That's why we have whips and chains.”

“Uhm, no thanks, Master.”

His hands were casually roaming my body as we
talked. And they were skilled hands. I marveled at them being able
to arouse me despite the orgasms I'd already had. But then, this
whole situation was kind of astonishing.

“You know, if you undid my hands I could give
YOU a massage,” I said.

“Do you know how to give massages, slave
girl?”

“I'm sure I could learn.”

“You can't even learn to call me master. I'm
afraid that whipping will be required.”

“Masturbater,” I sniffed.

“Right,” he said, standing up and lifting me
up with him.

“Hey!”

He brought me into the bedroom and dumped me
on the bed. Then he went into his big walk-in closet. A walk-in
closet! I was so jealous! The thing was bigger than my whole
'bedroom'!

“Looking for something to wear?” I called,
enjoying teasing him.

He came back for me and caught me by the arm,
pulling me out of bed and leading me into the closet. I was
confused, to say the least.

“Sit.”

He pushed me down so I was on my knees, then
actually sitting on the floor. He gripped my ankle and lifted my
leg high into the air as I yelped in confusion and fell back,
off-balance.

“What are you doing!?”

He didn't answer. But he attached a leather
band around my ankle and then tied that to a rope which went up to
the ceiling and through a ring there and then back down again to a
hook on the wall.

“You're such a pervert!” I exclaimed, staring
wonderingly.

He lifted up my other ankle and spread it
wide, then strapped it in place so I was hanging upside down with
my head about a foot above the floor! He pushed the ball-gag into
my mouth again, then a vibrator into my pussy and a big dildo into
my ass. A moment later he attached clips to my nipples so they
burned and stung, and then tied cords to the clips to pull them out
a bit.

And then he put a blindfold over my eyes and
left me there!

It was... disorienting, to say the least.
Have you ever been upside down while blindfolded? That I was
hanging upside down made it worse. I felt him next to me, then felt
him pushing things into my ears I quickly discovered were earbuds.
They played classical music.

Now I was even more disoriented. I couldn't
hear what was going on in the room or closet, couldn't see, was
upside down... and I had the vibrator buzzing inside me.

I had no idea where he was or even if he was
still around!

I marveled again at how kinky he was, at the
ideas he had, at the stuff I was doing, at the position I found
myself in. The vibrator, just like before, was making my muscles
twitch and quiver. My nipples burned, but they burned hot in more
than one sense.

Sex slave!

Lust rose and soon enveloped my mind, which
began to drift. My body trembled and wriggled upside down.

And then, just over the music, I heard a male
voice. And it wasn't Nolan's voice!

“So this is your sex slave, huh? Mind if I
use her body?”

“Sure, go ahead,” Nolan said.

I gasped around the gag as the vibrator
pulled out. Then a hard cock pushed into me, thrusting in and out
in slow, deep strokes!

“Nice and tight,” the male voice said.

I was shocked, stunned, and then I realized
something. The voice wasn't coming from outside the earbuds. It was
coming FROM the earbuds!

And the cock driving into me felt a lot like
Nolan's cock.

“I only loan her to my best friends,” Nolan
said in my ear.

“You're a true friend,” the stranger
said.

But Nolan's voice didn't sound like it was
coming from someone standing in front of me fucking me at all. And
neither did whoever might have been fucking me. The voices were
definitely just coming from my earbuds!

What the fuck!?

My racing pulse started to ease as I
suspected there was actually no other guy there at all. It was just
a recording in my ears. And the more evidence I had the more
reassured I felt. I felt indignant, but there was a dark tinge of
something wicked remaining. The idea – just the idea – that I would
be tied up like this and then shown to another man and then used
like a … a sex slave... was scorching!

I mean, now that I knew that wasn't the case
for real. What had he said earlier, that everyone loves a good
sexual fantasy?

The vibrator was pressed against my clitoris,
grinding against me as Nolan – and I was almost one hundred percent
sure it was him – fucked me. My body began to jerk and twist,
pulling my nipples against the clips so they sparkled and burned
and stung.

“I love fucking hot little blonde teenagers,”
the male voice said.

“Who doesn't?” Nolan replied.

I shuddered. I came.

*

Every evening with Nolan was one wicked sex
fantasy after another. I was always tied up or strapped or bound in
some way or other. And he always drew my passion and lust out,
taunting and teasing me before making me come. Again and again!

He talked often about inviting other men to
come and enjoy his sex slave. It was a wicked, depraved thought.
But what shocked me most about it was that it made me hot. I knew
it was wrong. But then, having sex with a guy twice my age that
wasn't my boyfriend was supposedly wrong. Letting him tie me up and
treat me like his bitch was wrong.

I never said he could, but I began to tease
him right back on it, telling him how if a 'real man' fucked me I'd
probably want to be his sex toy instead. That this other guy would
be way better and hotter and sexier than Nolan and stuff like that.
The good thing about Nolan was that he wasn't clueless about hints,
the way so many guys my age were.

He knew what I was saying without my having
to say it. I was telling him I was open to the thought. Even though
I didn't dare say so. I mean, I didn't dare even admit it to
myself!

Anyway, one day he decided I was his pet, not
just his 'slave girl'. He had a butt-plug which had a tail
attached, like a dog or a cat or something. And he had a couple of
pointy, furry ear things, which had ribbons and which could be
attached to my head with a clip. He brushed my hair over the clip
so it didn't show, and then started getting me to crawl around and
act like I was an animal.

I was... bemused, of course, but also
aroused. It was something else new and kinky and outrageous! He led
me around by the leash, and had me stop and position myself several
times with my legs spread, my head down and my bottom raised high,
while I begged him to fuck me.

Dirty and sick, right? But hot!

That evening he fed me while I knelt on the
floor! He fed me by hand. I was literally eating out of his hand!
LOL. But it was darkly exciting. And when he led me, crawling of
course, into his bedroom, I saw something new had been added. It
was a cage. An actual cage! Like for a dog! He had me crawl into it
and locked it behind him and then left the room.

I settled down, staring through the bars
wonderingly. Was there no end to his kinkiness?

I couldn't ask. He'd gagged me. Only this
time instead of a ball-gag, I had a bone gag in my mouth. What I
mean is, I had this pink rubber thing between my teeth which looked
like I was biting on a bone. It was strapped behind my head, and
added to the nasty 'sex pet' theme.

There was one item in the cage besides me,
and that was a dildo. Nolan had this strange ability to tell just
how aroused I was, and so I didn't question it being there. Because
being in the cage was a wild turn-on. I picked up the dildo and
began to rub it up and down along the line of my sex, then slowly
worked it into my body.

I lay back, drawing my knees back and
spreading them wide inside the small cage, moaning around the bone
as I pumped the dildo inside myself and rubbed my clitoris.

And that was what I was doing when he opened
the door and came in again. I purred (figuratively), showing off
for him, exaggerating my moans and gasps as I slid the long length
of the dildo in and out of my pussy.

“This is my little sex slave,” he said.

And then I saw the other man who'd come in
behind him.

I squealed in shock, jerking my thighs
tightly together and covering my breasts with my arms as the man
gazed in at me.

“Pretty thing,” he said. “You always did have
a thing for blondes with big boobs.”

I was frozen, shocked, mortified!

The man was another old one, like Nolan,
though not quite as big. He was good-looking enough, for an old
guy, but I didn't focus on his face for more than a split second
before jerking my eyes away, horribly embarrassed.

“Those pictures don't do her justice,” the
man said. “She has an incredible body.”

Pictures!? Nolan had been showing him
pictures of me!? Oh my God!

“She's still shy,” Nolan said with a
laugh.

He and the other guy left, closing the door
behind them.

What the fuck!?

I quickly pulled the dildo out of myself and
tried to adjust my mind to the shock of having been seen like this,
seen openly masturbating with a dildo by a complete stranger!

While in a cage naked with a tail sticking
out of me and wearing furry animal ears!

It wasn't easy. I was kind of in shock. I
mean, this was beyond mortifying! Except that... he had treated it
so calmly and almost as if he saw stuff like this all the time.
Like Nolan was showing him his new... pet, and he was saying how
cute the pet was. No big deal, right?

The more I thought about it the weirder that
was. Did these guys do stuff like this all the time!? But it was
also oddly comforting. Because he hadn't found it bizarre or
unusual that made it easier for me to accept that he'd seen me. I
can't explain it very well except to say that if he'd reacted with
shock and astonishment and started yelling I'd be way more
embarrassed.

And what did he mean by pictures? What had
Nolan shown him? Had he seen me naked before in pictures!?

And of course, I was thinking of all those
suggestions that he wanted to see me fucked by another guy. And
that this was likely the guy. I had sort of semi-agreed. So what
had I thought? That this other guy wouldn't see me naked? No, but I
thought I'd have some time to adjust and not be seen naked like
this masturbating!

I had calmed down by the time Nolan showed up
again. I still glowered at him fiercely.

“Alex thinks you're an incredibly hot and
sexy little fuck-pet,” he said.

Fuck pet!? I glared more.

He grinned and opened the cage door, then
snapped his fingers at me.

God, he was acting like I WAS some kind of
animal!

I crawled out of the cage and he immediately
snapped that leash onto the collar again, then held it close so I
couldn't stand.

“Crawl, little fuck-pet,” he said.

He tugged on the leash, holding it close so I
had little choice but to crawl to the wall, then turn and crawl
back.

“Good girl!” he said, patting my head.

Jesus, this was perverted!

“Now sit!”

He tugged back on the leash and I sat on my
heels. I was still indignant and wanted him to know I wasn't buying
this bullshit, but I was also starting to get into it a little. And
I think that was in part because if I was playing this 'role' of
sex slave or 'fuck-pet' then I was kind of absolved of shame and
guilt. In a weird way.

“Hands behind your neck.”

I glowered but I noticed he had picked up
this long, thin switch he'd used on my butt a lot over the last
week so I jerked my hands back behind my neck and arched my back,
spreading my knees at the same time. We'd done this a lot the last
week or so, after all.

He had me crawl to the wall again and crawl
back, but halfway back he tapped my butt with the switch.

“Face down, ass up.”

I let my hands slide forward on the carpet
until my breasts were pillowed out beneath me, drawing my knees
forward and then shifting them apart.

“Good slave.”

He pulled me to my hands and knees and patted
me on the head again.

It should have been humiliating. It was
certainly degrading. But a part of me had found such degrading
behavior darkly exciting lately. He led me to the door and opened
it, then led me, crawling, up the hall and then into the living
room.
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I guess I had assumed the other guy had gone.
He hadn't. He was sitting there in the living room. I gasped and
drew back, but got a stinging snap of the switch across my bottom
as Nolan yanked on the leash.“Behave!” he barked.

My face burned but I suddenly felt a wild,
spiraling thrill of the darkest, wildest, sickest sexually
outrageous hunger. I mean, this was sick, sick sick! Which made it
hot, hot, hot!

“Sit.”

I sat on my heels, literally shuddering as I
spread my knees wide and brought my hands up and back behind my
neck, arching my back.

Flaunting myself in front of a complete
stranger!

“Very niiiice,” the man said.

I stared upward, not looking at him, my face
blazing.

I was distracted by my own voice. I rolled my
eyes towards the TV, turning my head a bit, and cringed mentally.
It was me on the TV! Nolan had brought this thing he called a
Sybian, which was a kind of short, low padded bench that I
straddled. It had a dildo protruding up from it and a powerful
vibrator at the base.

Nolan had tied me on it and I'd gone nuts for
long minutes, having orgasm after orgasm and screaming through my
gag.

To my relief, Nolan turned off the TV.

“Would you like to walk her around?”

“Sure.”

Oh, God!

Alex stood up and Nolan handed him the leash
– and the switch! He tugged on the leash and I was forced forward,
then had to crawl back and forth across the big room with him
holding the leash.

I was feeling more than a little wild-eyed at
this, kind of overwhelmed by what I was doing, by what was
happening. I was deeply aroused but also deeply embarrassed. My
mind was sputtering as Alex snapped the switch on my bottom and
said “Face down, ass up!”

I did it almost instinctively, though I
blushed even more hotly at doing it for him. Then I felt a
thrumming jolt of heat as he let the switch rub up and down along
the line of my sex.

He tugged the leash, which pulled me back
onto all fours and I crawled back to where Nolan was watching. My
mind continued to churn wildly as he handed the leash to Nolan.

“Lay on your back, Slave, and spread your
knees wide.”

Oh my God! I felt another flush of cringing
embarrassment. But with it came a crackling sexual rush as I
obeyed. I lay back, drawing my knees back then spreading them
obscenely wide as the two men looked down at me.

“Arch your back, Slave.”

I did as he ordered, my hands behind my neck
again.

“She's got a very neat little pussy,” Alex
said.

“Yes, it's quite attractive. You have to love
teenagers.”

“Not all teenagers have bodies like this,
man. In fact, very few do.”

Alex squatted down and then I felt another
jolt as he reached forward and ran his fingers along my puffy
mound, his fingers sliding up and down the line of my sex. I almost
yanked my thighs closed but restrained myself – barely, as more
dark heat and more embarrassment and discomfort roiled my mind.

It suddenly occurred to me that being unable
to speak made me more like the pet, more like the sexual animal I
was playing at. But I was just as glad I couldn't. What the fuck
would I have said!?

Alex's fingers spread the lips of my sex and
then found my clitoris. From the first touch, rushes of heat and
sensation spread through my body. And it wasn't just that he knew
what to do with his fingers, though he did. It was the sheer
outrageousness of this all, and how incredibly slutty I was
acting.

I kept reminding myself this guy, this
stranger, didn't even know my name and certainly couldn't bad-mouth
me to my friends and family.

He slid a finger into me, then a second. I
was quite wet, and they pushed in deeply. Then his thumb came down
on my clitoris and he started rubbing me.

I fought not to show a reaction even as Nolan
sat down and then handed something to Alex. It was a big,
realistic-looking dildo. That produced another rush of dark heat
and embarrassment for me as Alex took it, drew his fingers out, and
began to push the dildo into me.

“Slave girl, take the dildo in your hands,”
Nolan said.

My fingers trembled as I did so. Alex sat
down next to Nolan on the sofa and they both looked at me as I
stared at the big cock.

“Now push it in.”

Moaning, trembling, I slowly twisted and
pushed the big dildo into my body.

“Fuck yourself. Masturbate while we
watch.”

I whimpered at the jolt of outraged heat
which rolled through me. And then I obeyed.

It took startlingly little time before the
heat and passion mostly swept my inhibitions away. I was still
deeply, deeply self-conscious under Alex's eyes, but the passion
took control and I fucked the dildo into my pussy faster and deeper
as the two men watched me.

I was conscious of the inhibitions fading,
and felt a strange sense of freedom, as if I was breaking free from
all the rules and regulations, casting them aside, doing whatever I
wanted to do without regard to anyone or anything else. I had never
really felt like I was an exhibitionist type, but God it felt
wildly exciting to be doing this while they watched!

I was naked and masturbating with a big
dildo, right out in the open, knees spread wide, while two men
watched me from mere feet away! And one of them was a stranger! The
heat was melting my brain!

“Stop. You don't get to come without my
permission,” Nolan said.

He put his foot forward, pressing against the
base of the dildo to hold it largely inside me.

“Hands behind the neck, back arched!”

Shuddering, I obeyed, groaning as he put more
weight on the base, forcing the dildo even deeper.

Alex stood up and walked around to my head,
then undid his trousers and slipped them and his shorts off. He
knelt, then reached behind my head and unfastened the bone gag,
pulling it free of my mouth. He gripped my head, tilting it back
further as I saw his erection above me. I shuddered, gulping in air
as he pushed himself into my mouth.

He pumped in and out in shallow strokes as I
sucked on his cock, then drove himself into me to the balls and
held still for long seconds as I trembled and shook. He drew back
and I gulped in air as his cock pulled free. Then he slid himself
deep into my throat again and started to pump in and out.

Nolan had been teaching me throat fucking, of
course, and he was thicker than this guy, so I was coping pretty
well. Especially with the distraction of Nolan pressing down even
harder on the base of the dildo in my pussy. But it was still
difficult, and I'd been bound all the previous times. This time my
hands jerked up to press against him, and he drew back.

“Are you being a bad little sex slave?” Nolan
asked sternly.

“I think she is.”

They flipped me onto my stomach and I felt
hands jerking my hips up high. The dildo was still buried in my
pussy as Alex drew my wrists back behind me and locked the
restraints together. They didn't spread my legs this time as Nolan
took the switch and brought it down across my raised buttocks.

I yelped but he swung it down again and again
and again, the thin switch sending stinging jolts of pain through
me.

“Bad slave girl!” he said sternly.

“Imagine trying to stop your master from
using you as he wants!” Alex said.

Crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

“Please!” I gasped.

“Did you forget to say master?” Nolan
growled.

“Please, Master!” I exclaimed.

Crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

“Apologize for being a bad girl.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!” I
gasped.

“Apologize for being a naughty sex
slave.”

“I apologize for being a naughty sex slave,
Master!”

“Go ahead and fuck her, Alex,” Nolan said
casually.

OMG!

I felt my legs being spread and a shudder
rippled through me as the dildo was slid back out of me. Then
something warm and slick pushed deep into my pussy. I whimpered and
moaned as he started to use me roughly. His left foot came forward
alongside me, then pressed down against the back of my head as he
rammed his cock deep into my spasming pussy again and again!

I came like a whore! My entire body seemed to
tremble and shake non-stop as convulsions tore through me. The
orgasm sent what felt like an unending wave of raw pleasure
sweeping through me to overload my mind and paralyze my nervous
system.

It wasn't that he was so good with his cock.
It wasn't that the feel of it was so good. It was just... how
deeply, darkly, wildly erotic I found this all.

I felt myself breaking, surrendering totally
to the role, to the idea of myself as a sexual animal, as a
helpless, mindless fuck-pet and sex slave. There was so much
excitement, so much pleasure to it that the call was
irresistible.

The orgasm went on and on for what felt like
a full minute as I trembled and shook and bucked beneath him. And
all the while Alex was ramming his cock into me with powerful
thrusts that were helping to drive me out of my mind.

Well, from there I was completely obedient.
Which meant I went on to suck his cock as well as Nolan's. Then I
gave Nolan a lap dance before sinking my pussy down onto his cock
and riding up and down on it as I swallowed Alex's cock to the
balls. I was without inhibition, reveling in my sexuality and
sexiness and how dark and forbidden my behavior was.

*

I was not done with Rajiv, either. Nolan made
me wear a studded black choker with the word 'slut' on a stainless
steel plaque on the front. In addition, I wore a pair of very
short, very low riding, very tight cotton shorts and a tank top
which was little more than a thin strip of stretchy cotton across
my breasts held in place by four strings.

There wasn't much mystery behind that tank
top. You could see the exact size and shape of my breasts as well
as where my nipples were. And Nolan made me walk up and down the
sidewalk out front when he saw Rajiv out the window.

Rajiv's eyes bulged out as he saw me, of
course, which made my mind squirm with self-conscious
embarrassment. But also made me feel a dark, exhibitionistic heat,
too, at how incredibly sexy I was in his eyes.

“Oh my God, you have sexy ass!” he
exclaimed.

I ignored him, just sashaying along as he
followed along.

“Your ass is so beautiful! I want to shove my
cock up inside you and come and come!”

God!

He scurried forward, staring down at my
breasts.

“Can I squeeze your breasts!?”

I said nothing because Nolan had ordered me
to say nothing and I knew he was on the street watching from where
Rajiv wouldn't see him.

I kept walking, and Ravij kept pace, staring
at my breasts, staring down my body.

“I can see your pussy hole!”

What he meant was that the shorts were so
tight and thin they had sunk in between the lips of my sex.

“I want to fuck you so bad!” he cried,
rubbing his obvious erection.

“You are a slut!” he said, staring at the
choker. “What a slut you are to dress like this! You need a man's
cock inside you!”

I felt his hand on my ass but kept walking,
pulse racing. His hand stroked my ass lightly as I walked, then
squeezed it harder. I ignored him, came to the end of the street,
crossed it to the other side, and started back. He came along with
me, barely taking his eyes off me.

“Look at your wonderful breasts! Look at how
they move!”

He reached up and squeezed my right breast as
I walked, and a dark heat churned within me. His other hand was
squeezing my ass.

“Can I fuck your asshole!? Can I fuck your
whore pussy!?”

He jerked back suddenly as he saw Nolan
ahead, backpedaling, but not going far as I walked up to Nolan.

Nolan didn't say anything. He just gripped my
hair and jerked my head back, spinning me around and showing me to
Rajiv. Then he pushed his other hand down the front of my shorts,
his fingers rubbing my clitoris.

My hips began to grind uncontrollably as
Rajiv stared, eyes bulging.

Nolan pulled his hand up out of my shorts and
cupped and squeezed my breast then pulled my top up to bare
them.

“Beautiful breasts, aren't they?” he
asked.

“Yes! Yes!” Rajiv gasped.

“They belong to me. I have made this slut my
sex slave.”

Nolan pulled my top back down again, then led
me back into the apartment building as Rajiv gaped after us.

“I bet he goes home and jerks off furiously
to images of you as a sex slave,” Nolan said.

We went back upstairs, where he had me put on
something new. It was a big stainless steel collar. It was wider
than the leather one had been, with a bigger ring in the front. He
also had me put on a wide stainless steel belt, which, like the
collar, he locked behind me. Next came stainless steel shackles,
which he locked to the back of the belt.

“Did you enjoy tempting poor Rajiv with your
sluttish body, Slave?” he asked.

“Yes, Master.”

The door buzzed and he got up to answer it. I
had a thought it might be Rajiv, but instead it was a couple! The
man was in his mid-thirties, the woman probably ten years younger.
He was a tough-looking guy, like a thug, though he didn't act or
dress like one. She had dark brown hair and wide brown eyes.

Once in the door, they walked forward and
looked down at me, and I blushed furiously. A word from the new guy
and the woman began to strip. And then in short order, she was
being placed into the same metal collar, belt, and shackles as I
was. She was on her knees next to me on the floor, then as the two
men sat down and examined us.

My insides were flaring with shock,
embarrassment, and heat. For once again Nolan was taking things to
a new and darker level.

I was humiliated, at first. But as soon as
the woman was stripped and put into the same slave outfit my
embarrassment eased considerably. Now there were two of us in the
same boat, so to speak, with only one stranger.

Then the brunette turned and I felt her
breasts pressing against my arm. I turned my head, startled, and
she kissed me, then began to place gentle kisses along my shoulder
and neck before kissing my lips again.

I hesitated, at first, but I knew this was
what Nolan wanted. And I was... intrigued as my chest tightened and
my pulse rate picked up even further. We began to kiss, exchanging
ever more passionate kisses, our lips sliding together, our tongues
penetrating each other's mouths to twist and twine as we sucked on
each other's tongues.

I'd fooled around with girls before, of
course, playfully, not really seriously, and mostly to tease and
taunt the boys who were looking on hooting and cheering. I'd
considered sex with girls, too, of course, but I hadn't really
gotten into it.

This was sort of like that, except now the
feel of my breasts pressing against hers was a wild new thrilling
sensation. And that we were both completely naked in front of the
'boys' made it all the more exciting a performance. Showing off for
boys was not a new thing for me, after all.

But adding that to metal shackles, collars
and belts was strangely electrifying as our breasts mashed together
and our lips moved against each other passionately. She was a great
kisser, and totally uninhibited, which sort of challenged me to
equal her.

Then Nolan and the guy – I didn't even know
their names – slid forward and crouched next to us as they gripped
us and turned us away from each other, then bent us over. I felt
something pushing against my pussy, twisting and turning, sliding
deeper. A moment later, something pushed against my bottom.

I was pushed back closer to the other woman,
and forced back until our buttocks were pressed together. Doing
that also forced the dildos up deep into my belly. I realized that
somehow or other the dildos inside me were inside her too! For
Nolan was pushing and pulling me and the other guy was doing the
same to her.

I felt a sense of amazement along with heat
and passion, and began to grind and pump my hips back against her
as she did the same, sort of fucking each other with the dildos
inside us. Nolan pulled my head up and back, and then attached a
chain to the back of the thick collar and fed it back to the belt.
That kept me looking straight ahead, and I assumed the same was
being done to her.

There was a buzzing and a vibration at the
base of the dildo. Which meant it was a vibrator. And the
vibrations were right about where my pussy pressed against
hers.

God, guys are kinky!

He was doing something with the other guy to
fit us together, and then the other guy came around in front and
combed my hair back. I gasped as I realized his intent, but didn't
say or do anything to oppose him – not that I could have anyway!
His cock came out big and hard and he pushed it right into my
mouth.

I moaned around it, sucking and licking as he
pumped in and out. And I could hear behind me that Nolan was doing
the same to the other woman. I felt again this sense of how... I
don't want to say innocent but maybe inexperienced I had been. I
couldn't even imagine this sort of perverted stuff, but they were
all taking it for granted like it happened all the time!

The guy shoved his cock deep into my throat,
pushing forward until his balls were resting against my chin and
grinding himself into me. He pulled back, but then buried himself
again, and again, and again as I started to become
light-headed.

Me and the other woman were gurgling as the
men fucked our throats. They were also pulling and pushing on our
hair, making us fuck each other on the dildos and vibrators. I felt
again that sense of complete helplessness, that dark, wild thrill
of realization that this was just like a real sex slave!

Which was fine because of course it
wasn't!

But boy, the idea made my blood burn! My
pulse was racing and my heart thumping and a wild flood of heat and
passion was churning inside my body.

He pulled out and rubbed his cock over my
face as I gulped in air. Then he shoved himself down my throat and
started to fuck me again.

He reached down with his free hand, roughly
squeezing my dangling breast, then slapping it as I gasped and
moaned around his cock. That was so fucking outrageous! But it
wasn't like I could complain!

He was using me roughly, cruelly, like … an
evil master! And that was hot!

He pulled out, and Nolan took his place,
fucking my throat while the other guy, I guess, fucked the other
girl. Then they traded places again, freely using us like we were
interchangeable.

It was the new guy who came in my throat,
then pulled free. That left me gasping for breath and dazed as I
sucked in deep lungfuls. He quickly pushed a stainless steel ball
into my open mouth – a ball gag – and then fastened it around
behind my head.

Then we were separated. He pulled me to my
feet and attached a chain to the big ring in the front of the big
metal collar, and tugged me across the hall. I moaned weakly, still
kind of light-headed, and stumbled after him. I gasped as I saw him
open the hall door, but wasn't able to resist as he pulled me out
into the hall.

I'd been out here naked before, of course,
but never like this! And he wasn't leading me to the next door
over, which in this case would be mine, but to the elevator! I
tried to pull back then, trying to tell him that someone might see
me, but that just me a stinging slap to the bottom that made me
yelp!

He pulled me into the elevator like that! I
was completely naked except for the metal belt and collar, plus the
shackles holding my wrists back! I stared at the door wildly, my
heart pounding anxiously as I waited for the doors to open on some
old couple!

Instead, they opened in the basement and he
led me out into the garage. I had no idea what the fuck was going
on! I didn't even know his name!

We went over to a sleek black car and he
opened the trunk, then lifted me up and put me into it! A moment
later he placed the same kind of metal shackles which were around
my wrists around my ankles, then lifted them up and back and
chained them to my belt.

He closed the trunk, and then the car started
and began to move!
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Naturally, my mind was swirling wildly trying
to figure out what was going on. There seemed to be two
possibilities. The first was that Nolan had traded me to this guy
for that other woman, temporarily, I presumed. The second was that
I'd been sold to some sort of white slave ring and was going to be
taken out of the country for a life of sexual slavery!

I regarded the second possibility as slight.
I didn't think Nolan needed the money, and he seemed to enjoy my
body being available. But the fact it was a possibility lent this a
degree of anxiety and uncertainty which made my stomach
flutter.

I mean, this guy did not look kind and gentle
and sensitive!

The car drove for about twenty minutes, then
it turned into what sounded like another garage, though a smaller
one. The engine turned off and he got out of the car, then came
around and opened the trunk. He lifted me out casually, like I
hardly weighed anything, then unfastened the chain binding my
wrists and ankles together and stood me up.

He gripped my jaw and held it, glowering down
at me.

“Obey!” he growled.

I gulped anxiously.

He led me out of a two-car garage into a
hall, then down the hall and into what looked like an unfinished
basement with a stone floor and cinderblock walls. There was a
strange metal framework in the middle of the floor, consisting of a
series of curving stainless steel bars. But at the foot of it was a
metal cock, a big one, and a metal... ass dildo.

What the fuck is an ass dildo? It was a name
I came up with for something which didn't look like a cock at all.
It was like a bunch of metal golf balls piled atop one another.
This guy led me over to the frame and made me kneel, straddling the
cock.

I moaned helplessly as he worked me down onto
it, and the metal balls began to push up into my ass. He spread my
legs to push them against the curved metal bars. Then he swung
other metal bars down from them so that they actually pulled in
behind my legs.

Okay, think of it this way. Two metal bars
ran across the floor of the frame and then curved up and around to
go back in the same direction so that my bent legs were pressed
down on the lower bar and the upper ones were just above. Then he
attached smaller, curving bars from the top bars to the lower bars,
in effect, pinning my legs in place within a metal framework.

Wide apart. I mean wide apart!

The upper bar crossed behind me just above my
buttocks. But more bars rose from that and sprang branches. Those
branches curved up and then encircled my arms just above the
elbows. They also went up from there across my shoulders and down
back, forcing my shoulders back sharply. The bars encircled both
arms, both legs, and now my torso like a strange tight cage.

And that was the last I saw of them because
he put a glistening PVC hood over my head and drew it down past my
eyes and nose and mouth and in under my jaw. I felt something
attaching itself to the rear of the hood and the hood was pulled
back further until I was looking way up. Then it was locked in
place.

I couldn't move an inch!

I felt sharp pinching against my nipples. It
felt sort of like those loops Nolan had put around my nipples
before. And I immediately felt them being pulled outward until they
stretched a little. A moment later I felt his fingers at my lips
and then the ball was pulled free. Then something was pressed and
forced my jaw even wider. It was like a doughnut or something
because it was certainly hollow.

All of this just bewildered me! What the hell
was happening!?

A cock pushed into that opening between my
lips, or I thought so at first. I quickly realized it was just a
realistic feeling dildo. It was pretty thick, though.

I felt fingers at my ears, things pushing
into my ears, like earbuds. And that was just what they turned out
to be, because they started to play music – classical music. Then
the thing in my pussy started to vibrate as well as to move up and
down.

The dildo in my mouth started to move, too,
sliding deeper and deeper, then down my throat.

Way down! I had certainly never had a cock
this long before! Nor would I! I could feel the head sliding past
my neck into my very chest! I imagined it might go all the way down
to my stomach it was so long!

“Sex slave!”

The voice in my ear was that of a woman. She
said it in a tone of excitement and accusation, a taunt, in a low,
sexy voice.

“Sex slave!”

God!

“Sex slave!”

I moaned around the big dildo as it slid
slowly back up, inch by inch by inch, then pushed deep again. I
belatedly realized I could breathe, though not easily. And in part,
I realized the dildo was hollow and had little holes in it.

Something pressed up against the top of my
sex, against my clitoris, and started to buzz in tune with the
vibrator. Whatever it was seemed to be moving from side to side and
up and down, then around and around!

Then I realized that whatever was attached to
my nipples wasn't just loops, because I started to feel suction. It
was straight suction, at first, then it began to suck in pulses,
sucking rhythmically.

Fucking hell!

“Sex slave!” the woman purred behind the
music.

“Sex slave!” she taunted.

“Sex slave!” she whispered.

I moaned and trembled.

“Sex slave!”

My anxieties began to slowly fade away under
the rising heat, and with them my inhibitions. I felt a dark sense
of wonder and need as my body was subjected to the continuous
stimulation from the vibrators and dildos and... whatever those
things on my nipples were. I gurgled as the ridiculously long dildo
plunged down into my belly, then slid back up again. Again and
again and again.

I trembled and shook violently through the
first orgasm, lost in a dark world of outrageous sexual perversion
and kink. I had no idea if he was still there watching. I didn't
think of him. I only thought of myself and the world of sensation I
was locked into.

“Sex slave!” another woman whispered.

“Sex slave!” breathed a third.

I began to lose track of time as well as
self. I ached from my stiff position, but my body trembled and
shook, shuddered, and twitched. Convulsions rippled through me as
orgasm after orgasm sent my nervous system into overload.

But the orgasms kept on tearing my mind apart
as I writhed and bucked and sobbed dazedly in place.

At some point someone released me. I don't
remember much of it except a sense of being carried. My mind was
too blown. I was settled on something soft and lay there for a
time, twitching and trembling. I moaned and realized the ball was
in my mouth again and the shackles were fastened to the belt once
more.

Still, I wallowed in the ability to bend and
straighten my legs, to turn and twist my torso, bending and
straightening my spine. I was still blinded, though. And the music
still played.

“Sex slave!” women whispered.

I felt a weight on the bed, then my legs were
lifted up and back. I felt a cock at the entrance to my pussy. I
was sore and swollen but I felt a dark delight anyway as a real
cock slid into me. My knees were pressed back against the bed next
to my shoulders as he fucked me.

I assumed it was him. I had no idea.

And even if it was him, I had no idea who he
was or what his name was! So it didn't matter. It could be
anyone!

He pounded against me for some minutes, then
finished and left me be.

I lay on what felt like a bed, stretching and
turning and groaning in the pleasure of movement before falling
asleep.

I wakened to hands on me. I was confused,
wondering what was going on, where I was, why I couldn't see. It
all came crashing back on me as I was lifted up and dropped atop
someone's shoulder, then unceremoniously carried somewhere like a
sack of potatoes, belly down over someone's shoulder.

I had no idea how long it had been since I'd
been brought there, what time of day or night it was.

My nipples ached. They'd been sucked on
for... I had no idea how long. They felt swollen and sore and
hyper-sensitive. After a minute he set me on my feet, and I
stumbled immediately until my legs steadied. I felt his hands
behind me at the belt. It undid my right wrist and lifted it up,
then released it. I felt it locked in place somehow.

He undid my left wrist and lifted that up and
off to the left before letting it go. Both of the shackles were
attached to something, chains or ropes or... something, holding my
arms up and apart.

My legs were spread and they too were chained
in place.

“Sex slave!” the voices whispered behind the
music.

I moaned uncertainly.

I felt lips on my sex, fingers spreading me
open, then a tongue.

The vibrators had made me hyper-sensitive,
but the warmth of his or her soft, wet tongue was glorious in
comparison to the harsh, strident vibrations. My body loved it and
my hips began to roll weakly against his (or her) mouth as I again
was reminded I had no idea who it even was!

I felt soft, slim fingers pushing up into me,
and guessed it was a woman, probably the same woman, but again, who
knew?

“Sex slave!”

Hands slid up my body to gently knead my
breasts. Fingers rolled my swollen nipples, and I cried out at the
pinpricks of sensation even as my nipples began to burn and my
breasts to swell. Heat swirled within me, and then I felt another
tongue, this time at my back opening! It swirled around and around,
dipping and darting, astonishing me with yet another new
sensation.

My body twisted and writhed in place,
straining against the restraints as heat drowned my mind. Then the
whip cut across my back. It was a very thin, light blow which left
a line of stinging burning across my back. It shocked me, confused
me, but when it hit a second time I realized what it had to be!

“Sex slave!”

I was being whipped! Like a sex slave!

The blows weren't terrible. They hurt, but
not awfully. They stung, really. And then the whip began to curve
around my ribs to snap at my breasts. The shock of that sent a new
wave of darkly thrilling passion through me even as I cried out in
pain. They struck again and again, snapping at one breast, then the
other, then both.

“Sex slave!”

The whips stopped and the tongue behind me
pulled away. Someone pressed against me and drove a thick cock deep
into my ass, then began to fuck me. I groaned in relief. That was
much better than having my breasts whipped!

*

I was kneeling now. I bobbed up and down on a
stiff cock as another thrust into my pussy from behind. I had no
idea who owned those cocks. Nor did it matter. Hands fondled my
breasts, rolling and pinching my nipples. I heard male laughter,
male voices, but couldn't make out anything said over the music in
my ears. I was still blind as the cock in my throat pulled back and
poured its cum into my mouth. I swallowed, and another cock took
its place.

Male hips slapped against my buttocks as
multiple hands fought over my breasts. Hips had been battering away
at my buttocks for some time, and as a result, they felt bruised. I
didn't think it was the same pair of hips by any means, but had no
idea how many guys had fucked me. Nor did I really care.

My throat was aching from all the cocks which
had used it, though.

I was exhausted, mentally and physically. But
I was going to come. Again. And my abdominal muscles ached fiercely
from all the comes I'd already had so recently.

Male hands lifted me and sat me down,
straddling naked legs. A cock pushed up inside me and I rode up and
down. My head was pulled forward and a cock pushed into my mouth.
Another cock pushed up into my ass. I shuddered and moaned
weakly.

After a while I was taken away and found
myself hanging upside down, my legs and arms spread wide.

“Sex slave!” the voices purred.

I fell asleep for a time. I had no idea how
long a time. There were hands on me, lowering me to the ground,
massaging my limbs. I was raised onto my hands and knees, and
something pulled on the collar even as a sharp sting cut across my
buttocks.

“Crawl, Slave!”

I crawled, having no idea where I was
crawling to. I followed the pull of the collar. I crawled into a
room with a tiled floor, then was ordered to sit on my heels and
spread my legs. My wrists were locked to the belt behind me. The
ball gag was pulled from my mouth but I didn't try to speak. Every
time I tried to say anything I got a slap to the bottom, or
sometimes the breast and the words “No talking, Slave!” barked at
me.

I was hungry. My stomach growled. I had no
idea what time it was but I was hungry.

“Open your mouth.”

Something was put inside which wasn't a cock.
It was food! I chewed and swallowed, then another and another. It
was tasty. Some kind of meat. I ate as fingers placed more pieces
on my tongue. I swallowed and was no longer hungry. Then what felt
like a baby-bottle nipple was put into my mouth and I sucked
water.

I was taken somewhere and slept on a bed,
waking, as I had before, to my legs being spread and someone
fucking me. Then I fell asleep again until being wakened again by a
tongue licking my clitoris and fingers squirming up inside me. I
came quickly, then again, my body attuned to it, my pussy
hypersensitive now.

My nipples were very sore, maybe from the
whipping. They throbbed and felt hot.

I was taken out of bed and led to another
tiled room, then sat on a toilet. I didn't have a lot of
inhibitions or pride left by then, but I had to pee, so I did. Soon
after that, I was given an enema, then led into a shower and
washed.

The hood was finally taken off my head and I
found two women there, one of them the one who had been in my
apartment. The ball gag was still in my mouth, though so I couldn't
say anything as they soaped me up and their hands ran over my
slippery, wet body. They spent a particular amount of time at my
pussy and kneading my breasts.

Looking down, I saw that my nipples were
pierced. I blinked in confusion at that, wondering when it had
happened.

After I was dried a metal butt-plug was
slipped into me, then I was led by leash down the hall and knelt in
a kitchen. The ball gag was removed and I was fed, by hand, by one
of the women, who pointed her finger at me warningly as if to
remind me I was not to talk.

I ate hungrily, then I licked her pussy as
she pulled my mouth in between her legs. The other woman came in
and fingered me, then put on a strap-on and fucked me into multiple
orgasms.

I was taken to a room which had a kind of
dentist chair, except it also had stirrups. I was leaned back, my
legs spread wide, and strapped in place, then a woman came in and
put goggles over my eyes. She then sat between my splayed legs and
used a laser to remove the hair from my pussy and then my legs.

I was led, still shackled, still leashed,
still gagged, down a hall and into a kind of parlor. The women were
there to lick me all over, to fondle, stroke and caress me while
several men looked on. Then I was on my knees deep throating them
as the women fingered me.

The women used strap-ons to put on a show for
the men, and then I and they sucked the men or were fucked by them.
Then I was led back up the hall, my wrists shackled up and apart,
my legs spread as the women licked and fingered me again.

I was whipped again while a number of men and
women looked on, then sodomized and fucked, then taken elsewhere
and bathed again before being put into a cage to rest.

After that, I was taught how to give a proper
lap dance, how to tease and taunt with my tongue and massage men
with my fingers. I was taught kegel exercises to tighten my pussy.
I ran on a treadmill and used other exercise equipment under the
watchful eyes of a trainer. I learned to pole dance.

It didn't occur to me to demand to leave.
Every now and then I thought about it, but I thought I had been
there long enough by then I had probably been fired from my shitty
clerk job anyway. And besides, I hated my boss. And besides that, I
was getting so many orgasms every day that I was becoming addicted
to them.

I never talked, never spoke. Speaking wasn't
allowed unless directly told to speak, and no one did.

Sex slave!

And then I was shown into a small room where
Nolan waited. I was exactly as I had been when I'd last seen him,
with the metal collar and belt, my wrists shackled behind me, a
ball gag in my mouth. Perhaps the only differences were the metal
butt-plug and the thick round, stainless steel rings piercing my
nipples.

He pointed at the floor before him as he sat
on a sofa and I knelt, spreading my legs wide as I'd been
taught.

“Miranda Cooper,” he said, startling me.

No one had used my name for a while.

“How are you enjoying your stay here?”

I stared at him, for of course, I couldn't
talk.

“I thought you might enjoy it. And that the
experience would be good for you. I know you've learned a lot. Now,
you have the opportunity to make a choice. If you so desire, we
will remove your collar and shackles, and I will take you back to
your apartment to let you get back to your old life.”

I stared at him in surprise, as if the idea
was outlandish.

“Your employer was contacted and told you
were in the hospital after a car accident. They're holding your job
open for you.”

I stared at him again.

“But you're a simply gorgeous young woman,
and that seems like a waste of your youth.”

He pointed to a flat-screen TV on the wall
and it lit up with half a dozen pictures of half a dozen men.

“These are the top bidders for your
services,” he said.

What?!

“These are men of wealth who would dearly
love to have a sex slave – or at least pretend they have a sex
slave. Such men are not about to risk their freedom by actually
taking someone against their will and imprisoning them, of course.
Nor are they in parts of the world where you could expect to not be
punished for doing such things if discovered. They're all in the
West.”

I didn't understand and my face seemed to
demonstrate that.

“Each of these men wants you to come and live
with them and be their sex slave for a year,” he said.

“The contract is renewable each year or can
be broken by either party. Basically, you'll be their sex slave
during this time, and obedient to their wishes and desires. Your
body will be used by them however they so choose and by whomever
they decide to let use you.”

The faces disappeared and a document appeared
on the screen.

“This is the contract. The more important
part of it, as far as you're concerned, is the absolute requirement
that no harm be done to you. You can be hurt but not harmed. Does
that make sense? There are to be no scars, no permanent damage on
your body. The second most important would be the price. As I said,
these are the highest bidders.”

He pressed a button and one particular face
appeared. The man was about forty, handsome, in good shape, wearing
a very expensive suit.

“This man is a billionaire who lives in
California on a very large estate. He's offering one point four
million dollars for you to be his sex-slave for a year.”

I gaped at him.

“That might seem a lot to you but to someone
like him, it's not even as much as the interest on the interest on
his spare change. He could throw it out a window and never notice
it was gone. And it's a hell of an opportunity for you to set
yourself up for life while, let's face it, enjoying a pretty
exciting time.”

“You're wondering where I come in. I'm a
consultant. I look for girls with the appropriate looks and
mindset. That second is very important. Looks alone wouldn't cut
it. You have to have a flexible mind and be able to indulge in the
fantasy of being a sex slave. And we're not really talking about
white slavery because this would be entirely voluntary. You
would... play a role. Which is sort of what you've been doing with
me.”

“I selected you for testing when I saw you at
the beach and rented the apartment on your floor to get to know
you, to test you, to see if I could expand your horizons and lower
your inhibitions. Remember, neither one of us has ever professed
any great sense of romance or love for the other. This was buddy
sex the whole way. I let you live out a dark fantasy and you loved
it.”

He put more pictures on the screen. A
gorgeous mansion by the ocean, enormous, luxurious rooms, including
a bedroom with a massive ensuite bathroom and a deck looking out
over the ocean.

“This would be your room while you stayed
with him. One point four million for a year of living here and
having hot, kinky sex. You'd have days off to yourself, could enjoy
most of the features of the mansion, including the pool, theater,
and the like. And you'd go with him on overseas trips to London,
Paris, Rome, and Tokyo. The money would go into escrow with one
month's payment released to you each thirty days.”

I stared at him, still gripped by
disbelief.

“I know it's a lot to grasp. I'll let you
think about it, and think about your previous boring life and
boring job for a few minutes before making a decision,” he
said.

He grinned, flicked some bangs out of my eyes
as he rose, and then left.

Holy shit! Holy fucking shit!

I stared at the pictures on the screen, which
kept shifting, showing this gorgeous mansion, and that drew my mind
to the thought of actually living there. I mean, seriously?! Me! As
some kind of live-in whore!? Then again, one point four million
dollars was about uhm, well, thousands of times more than I could
make in a year.

And to be honest, the idea was... intriguing.
This sex slave stuff was incredibly hot and exciting. And it let me
do things I know I wouldn't do on my own. And how would I do this
without him? Look up guys on the internet who might be crazy? Why
would I do that if some rich guy in California was willing to pay
me a fortune?

The pictures shifted through to pictures of
the man who wanted to be my 'master'. He wasn't bad-looking,
actually. He certainly didn't seem crazy. He seemed confident, sure
of himself, tough. I could see myself being his 'sex slave'.

Another picture appeared. It was of a guy
from the shoulders down. I blinked in confusion. It was a guy with
a very big cock, even though it was only semi-erect in the picture.
Who the fuck was this? Was this the guy? Because I wanted to see
that cock fully erect!

No, no, the idea was ridiculous!

And yet... so much money to do something so
exciting! And if I decided I didn't like it I could just leave! I'd
get something like a hundred thousand after a month there. That's a
fortune! It was bound to be way easier than what had happened to me
here! And I'd get paid for it!

When Nolan returned I glared at him. He
smiled, then reached down and undid the gag.

“Well?”

“You are a bastard!”

“Perhaps. What is your decision?”

I bit my lower lip. “I'll try it.”

“That's not how you talk, slave girl.”

I licked my lips and took a deep breath.
“I'll be a sex slave... Master.”

He nodded and smiled. “And a good one.”

 


END
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monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
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