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“You'll get used to the heat.”

“I certainly hope so,” Evelyn said, waving
her hand before her face to produce a little breeze.

It rarely got very hot in Leeds, where she
was from, and it was near thirty-five degrees here! Or Ninety-five
in the old fashioned way the Americans had of measuring
temperature! It was also very bright, the sun shining down in a
pitiless way as the man named Jasper led her to the car.

He set down her bags and unlocked the doors
with a flick of the little key fob in his hand, and Evelyn reached
for the door handle.

“Wait,” he said, tugging her back.

She stood in the sun, confused, as he opened
the driver's door and started the car, then all the windows rolled
down. He got out, leaving the door open, and opened the rear door,
as well.

“Don't get in yet. It's been sitting in the
hot sun. It'll be like an oven in there. Got to give it a few
minutes to cool off.”

That was a startling idea. But Evelyn wasn't
going to argue with the man. He lived here while she had just
gotten off a plane from England. He opened the other two doors,
then opened the trunk and put her bags in. Then pushed the hand
cart across the parking lot to a small area where they were
gathered.

He ambled back, and she marveled at how he
could show no sign of sweat while wearing a suit and tie. She was
clad in a thin blouse and knee-length skirt and she was
melting!

“Does it always get this hot?”

He paused to consider her question.

“Not in the winter, usually. But this ain't
hot, ma'am. Wait till it passes a hundred. Then you're getting into
hot.”

He laughed as she made a face.

“Don't you worry, none. The house is
air-conditioned, after all.”

“Well, thank heavens!” she said.

Air conditioning was not something most
buildings had in the UK, much less houses. There just weren't
enough really hot days to warrant it.

He got into the car, and did something with
the controls, then got out again and went around to the other side,
closing the other two doors.

'You can get in now, ma'am.”

“Thank you.”

She slid into the rear seat, gasping at how
hot it was, at how hot the car still was, and he closed the door,
then got in the front and closed that.

He backed up and then drove slowly towards
the exit to the parking lot. He stopped there and paid for his
parking, then drove down a long, narrow road and finally onto a
wider highway. Evelyn had her face as close to the window as she
could to catch the breeze as it finally started to spill into the
car.

“You might best get back a bit, ma'am.”

“What?” she turned to him and the rear
windows slid up and closed.

“Air conditioning should be ready now,” he
said.

She certainly hoped so.

The cool air began to flood out of vents
under the front seat, then, and she sighed with relief as the car
began to noticeably cool. Her blouse was already stuck to her back
and shoulders, and she took a tissue out of her purse and dabbed at
her face.

Texas was certainly going to be a new
experience for her!

The dean of students at the college had said
graduates were in high demand from the wealthy around the world,
and not just in the UK, but she hadn't really imagined at the time
she would be going anywhere. The economic situation in the UK as
she graduated had changed her mind. And when the request from a
gentleman in the United States had come in she'd jumped at it.

She was looking forward to the experience,
and to getting out and seeing what America was like. Even now, as
they drove through the city she stared out the window at the tall
office towers. Houston was far larger than Leeds!

The car continued to speed along, zipping
through the center of the city and then continuing south and
west.

“Have you worked for Mister Ransom for long?”
she asked.

“Me? I worked for his daddy, Miss. So I've
been with the family a long time. He's a strict man, but fair.”

He had sounded rather severe in the phone
call, which was slightly worrying. On the other hand, she'd always
preferred being told exactly what was expected of her, and he
seemed the type to do that. She so hated vague instructions,
leaving her to guess what was required, and then accept being
chastised when she got it wrong!

The drive took most of an hour, during which
she had completely cooled down. They turned off the highway onto a
smaller road and then turned off at a gate. The gate slid aside,
and they drove onto another narrow road, one which seemed quite
long to be someone's driveway!

Nevertheless, it continued on for at least a
mile before she caught sight of the house rising before them. It
wasn't a tall house but it was certainly wide. It was done in the
old fashioned style she'd come think of as the American south –
mostly from movies. Rather like a plantation house from Gone with
the Wind.

It was white painted wood, spreading out
before her in both directions, with a long, wide upper balcony. The
car drove along the house then turned around the side and one of
several garage doors opened. The car drove through into a large
garage and the garage door closed behind them.

“Here we are, Ma'am,” Jasper said.

Evelyn found it odd to be called 'ma'am' at
twenty. It made her feel older, which was both good and bad.

He got out of the car and opened the rear
door for her, even as the trunk opened.

“Thank you very much, Mister Jasper.”

He chuckled. “Just Jasper will be fine,
ma'am. I'll see your things are delivered to your room.”

A door opened and another man stood there. He
was tall and thin and middle-aged, wearing a black suit and dark
tie.

“Miss Sutherland?” he said. “My name is Roger
Stirling.”

“Yes! How do you do, Mr. Stirling!” she said,
extending her hand.

He shook it briefly, then turned.

“Come with me, please.”

She followed him down a narrow corridor which
gave onto a much wider one. The ceiling was quite high, though not
as high in some of the country estates she'd worked on during her
student work periods. He led her down another corridor and then
through a large room with a giant fireplace on one wall and immense
floor to ceiling windows looking out on a swimming pool.

He led her outside, somewhat to her dismay,
and she saw the pool was enormous. It extended for some distance
towards a mock Roman rotunda of sorts. There were cushioned chaise
lounges there, and at this end, as well.

The pool was framed by perfectly trimmed
hedges ten feet high on three sides. Perfect, flowing green grass
extended from the hedges to the edge of the smooth, gray stones
which surrounded the pool. There were sculpted lions spaced along
the edge of the pool, each shooting a neat, even flow of water into
the water.

What sounded like classical music played in
the background, but she quickly switched her attention to the man
sitting at a table facing the pool. An umbrella overhead kept him
in the shade while he spoke on a phone. There was a tablet on the
table beside him, along with a drink of something dark with plenty
of ice.

Evelyn studiously did not lick her lips,
though she'd have loved something cold and icy!

And while he was in the shade, she and the
man with her were in full sunshine as he continued his phone
conservation. She smiled, putting on her best face as he looked at
her. He continued to talk and continued to examine her, which began
to make her feel uncomfortable.

His eyes weren't roaming, however. He was
looking at her face, not running his gaze down her body. Not that
she was dressed immodestly, of course. She was a nanny! And she had
just gone through several years of training to ensure she not only
knew how to treat children, but how to comport herself around the
wealthy.

Mister Ransom, whom she presumed this was,
was a middle-aged man, probably over twice her twenty years. He was
a slender man, but very athletic-looking, with a square face and
rather scary looking, cold blue eyes.

He was wearing linen trousers and a blue,
collared shirt

He hung up.

“Miss Sutherland,” he said, extending his
hand.

“Yes, sir. Mister Ransom, I presume.”

“Yes.”

He got up and she stepped back. With a look
she barely noticed, he sent Stirling away and led her into the
house.

“I have high expectations, Miss Sutherland,”
he said. “That's why I sent all the way to the UK for a nanny. I
have old-fashioned values when it comes to teaching children the
proper degree of respect and discipline they need in life. I have
little sympathy for coddling children.”

“I see.”

“That being said, I'm not an ogre,” he said,
as he led her through the house. “And I recognize that the brain
development of a five-year-old isn't very good at considering
future effects of immediate actions. Remind me of that if I forget
from time to time.”

“Certainly, sir.”

They climbed a wide, winding staircase to the
second floor and went down a wide corridor lined with
paintings.

“I've put you in the West wing, which is
where Neil's bedroom is.”

He stopped and opened a tall door, then
ushered her inside.

The bedroom was certainly larger than any
she'd ever had before. In fact, it was bigger than her flat back in
Leeds! The king-sized bed had four tall posts projecting up from
the corners, a canopy, and curtains tied in place against the
corners. It was bracketed by a pair of tables. There was a large,
narrow chest of sorts facing the foot of the bed, and a desk
against the far wall.

There were two more chests, one tall and
narrow, one short and wide with a mirror atop it, and a pair of
upholstered chairs by the window looking out on the back yard.

“This is your bathroom,” he said, waving
towards an open door. “And your closet. You may consult Stirling
about any particular food issues you have, particularly
allergies.”

“Oh, I have none. At least, none I'm aware
of.”

“Good. Here's a list of tasks I have prepared
for you. The ones in bold are mandatory. The others are
suggestions.”

She examined the list. It started with waking
Neil up in the morning at 7AM sharp and putting him to bed at 7PM.
There were a number of educational activities, play periods, pool
periods, and times when he could ride his pony.

“I understand you ride,” he said.

“Yes. I er, learned a few years ago. I
wouldn't call myself expert.”

“I'm sure you can keep up with a
five-year-old,” he said.

“I expect so.”

“He's not here at the moment. He's with his
mother in Houston. He'll be here in a few days. Take the time to
get to know the place. If he disappears you'll be the one looking
for him. Talk to the staff about where he usually gets to. Arrange
your own affairs, and prepare anything you need.”

“Yes, sir!”

He stepped closer.

“Miss Sutherland, I want you to know that I
do not tolerate sloppiness. His rooms are to be kept clean and tidy
– and yours –,” he added as if an afterthought. “All tasks are to
be done with precision. I have high standards and your dean
recommended you highly.”

“I shall endeavor to do my very best,” she
said.

“I expect your very best,” he said with
narrowed eyes. “Nothing else will be acceptable.”

“Yes, sir!”

An enormous man walked in through the door, a
black man wearing a black suit. He had huge shoulders which barely
fit through the door, and carried two chests of clothes in his arms
as if they weighed nothing.

He moved into the room and set them down next
to the bed, then turned and walked out without a word.

“You'll get to know the servants in the next
few days,” he said. “At least the ones who work inside.”

“Others work outside?” she asked.

“Of course. This is a working ranch. We grow
cotton and sorghum, as well as some wheat. Further north, we have
some cattle and horses. There are also a few oil wells to the
northeast, but they don't require a lot of maintenance.”

“Oh, how interesting!”

“You can explore as you wish. Just make sure
you tell Stirling and take directions from him.”

“Yes, sir!”

“You're free to use the exercise facilities.
Check with Stirling for a schedule when I'm not there. The same
goes for the swimming pool.”

“Oh, I didn't think to bring a swimsuit,” she
said.

“Get one. Neil loves the pool and you'll be
the one supervising him out there.”

“Yes, of course.”

He took her across the hall and showed her
the bedroom where his son stayed. It was even larger than hers,
with chests of toys and shelves of children's books. Then he left
her and returned to whatever it was he was doing.

Evelyn headed back into her room, slightly
bemused. She wandered into the bathroom, delighted at its luxury.
The pool was enormous, and the shower cabinet large enough for
numerous people. The counter glistened, and the mirror was quite
large and well lit from both above and the sides.

She decided, as much as she'd like a shower,
the first thing to do was put her things away. She opened up the
first chest and took out an armful of clothes, then opened the
nearest dresser drawers – all of them, and began to divide her
clothes into the various drawers.

The large black man returned with her
suitcases and set them down

“Thank you very much,” she said, a tad
nervously.

He was so big!

“My name is Evelyn,” she said, holding out
her hand. “I'm going to be the nanny.”

He looked down at her and her hand for a long
moment, then reached out and took it. Her hand virtually
disappeared into his huge black hand, as if she were a child, but
he didn't squeeze hard. He didn't speak, though, but released her
hand and walked away.

“How odd,” she said softly.

She closed the door behind him, then
discovered there was no lock. She would have to speak to Mr. Ransom
– or, no, Stirling, to see about having one installed.

She went back and spent some time putting her
things away, pausing often to look out the window. She could see
for miles, and could see what looked like crops off in the
distance, then in another direction what might be herds of
cattle.

All of which excited her tremendously! It
would have been rather disappointing to come across to America and
find herself in a city much like the one she'd grown up in. This
was real American cowboy country! She wondered if she could get a
cowboy hat somewhere, or whether that would be appropriate.

The bathroom had a lock on the door,
thankfully, and she stripped in there and then reached up and back
to release her hair. She ought to shorten it, she knew, especially
now that she was in a place which was so hot. Still, she expected
she'd be spending most of her time indoors, with the lovely air
conditioning.

Swimming in the pool would be lovely! She'd
have to get a suit quickly. No doubt the little boy loved playing
in it, just as his father had said. It would have to be a somewhat
conservative suit, though, she thought doubtfully. Not like the
ones she wore when she went to France or Spain.

She was the nanny and the school had been
quite firm on how she was to dress and comport herself around the
family and home where she worked.

She let the last of her long brown hair down
and combed her fingers through it, then turned and walked to the
shower cabinet. She turned on the water and it streamed down from
multiple showerheads. How interesting!

She adjusted the temperature then stepped
inside, taking some time to get used to the water pouring down at
her from the front and back, as well as the body sprays lower down.
She lathered up her hair – it had been a long ride – and then
rinsed it off.

When she was done she dried herself off on
some very lovely, soft towels, then brushed out her hair, dried it,
and then, since she wouldn't be working, pulled it back into a
loose braid. She wrapped the towel around herself and then opened
the door into her bedroom.

She plucked fresh lingerie from a drawer
along with a pair of shorts and top and went back into the bathroom
to dress. And then, all ready for exploring, she set out to see
what the house was like.

Large, was the proper answer. There were a
number of other bedrooms, and down the stairs a library, what
looked like a large, comfortable den with an enormous desk, a huge
empty room she took to be for parties, and then a formal dining
room. The kitchen was a monster, and standing in the midst of it
was a middle-aged black woman talking to Mr. Stirling.

“Oh, hello,” Evelyn said cheerfully. “I'm
exploring, as Mr. Ransom suggested.

“This is Mrs. Potter,” Stirling said.

“How do you do,” Evelyn said, extending her
hand.

The woman shook her hand with a smile. “I
like your accent,” she said.

“Well I like yours,” she replied
enthusiastically. “It's quite interesting the directions basic
English can take when it goes around the world.”

“Indeed,” Stirling said.

They discussed meals, both for the staff and
for Neil, in terms of what was available and when, and then she
continued exploring. She found a smaller dining room, then a parlor
of sorts, filled with tables and upholstered chairs. Then she came
across a room filled with stuffed animals – and not the kind a
five-year-old would play with.

“Oh my,” she said, staring up at the head of
what looked like an Elk on the wall. The head of a buffalo was
beside it, then various other animals. There was a full-sized bear
on a pedestal and a cat of some kind across from it. There were
also cabinets filled with guns.

This was certainly not a room she would have
found in England!

She shook her head and continued exploring,
then went downstairs. There she found a movie theater with an
enormous screen and two dozen large upholstered seats. There was
also a popcorn maker on the wall, along with soft drink and candy
dispensers.

Nice to have money, she thought
wistfully.

She continued up the hall and discovered a
games room with billiard tables, poker tables, shuffleboard, darts,
and a group of pinball games against the wall. There was even a
two-lane bowling alley! A bar held an enormous selection of liquors
and other drinks as well as various snacks.

Further up the hall she turned into a home
gym. It had what seemed to be every conceivable type of exercise
machine along with loose weights stacked carefully on racks set
against the wall.

And then a man came out of a side hall and
she gulped, for it was him, the large black man.

And he had on nothing but a pair of
shorts.

She was momentarily speechless, flustered by
how large he was, not to mention how muscular.

“Oh uhm, I'm sorry!” she squeaked. “Mister
Ransom told me to explore the house! I didn't mean to intrude!”

He nodded and shrugged, then went over to one
of the machines, sat down, and started to work the bar up and
down.

Evelyn quickly left, wondering who the man
was and why he didn't talk.

Further down she found a swimming pool with a
hot tub and sauna and wondered why they needed two pools. She
supposed one was for cooler days.

She went back upstairs and found Stirling
still in the kitchen.

“Uhm, Mister Stirling, might I ask who the
very large gentleman is?”

“Which one?” he asked with the trace of a
smile.

“Er, the one downstairs in the gym.”

“That's Clarence. He doesn't speak.”

“Ah, I wondered. Does he hear or read
lips?”

“As far as I'm aware there's nothing wrong
with his hearing. He's here to do jobs that require a certain
amount of strength. As you can imagine he's quite good at that.
He's not much of a thinker, nor does he have much education. But
once he's set a task he'll do it without complaint.”

“Oh, well, thank you.”

“I'm not being insulting by saying he isn't
much of a thinker. Some people are extremely intelligent, far more
than you or I. Some are... less so. Clarence is a productive member
of society and this household.”

“Is he developmentally disabled?”

He raised his eyebrows. “If I understand the
term you're using, then no, he's not that low on the IQ scale. He's
certainly well below average, though. All that really matters is he
does his job without complaints or hesitation. A fine thing to
emulate.”

She nodded.

“I wonder if I could look around
outside?”

“Certainly. Tell Mr. Henderson to see about
fitting your riding ability to a horse. You'll need one when Neil
goes riding.”

“Of course.”
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Mister Henderson was in the stables, and they
discussed her riding experience, then he put her on a fairly placid
brown mare and had her walk it around the paddock, then trot, so he
could assess for himself how capable she was. He released her,
then, to go for a ride and look around the ranch.

“It's a big ranch, but you might not want to
go far without a hat,” he said.

“I really should get one. Is there a store
somewhere?” she asked.

“Jasper can drive you to town any time you
want unless Mr. Ransom is using him.”

Despite the heat, she was quite excited
riding around the house. There were a lot of tall trees to provide
shade and a lovely pond a short distance away with wooden seats and
benches. Her abilities with horses showed their shortcomings then
as the mare ignored her and walked into the pond to her belly, then
drank.

“Well, I suppose I can't really blame you,”
she sighed.

The water did indeed look inviting.

And then the mare rolled over, sending her
flying! She let out a squeal of surprise but retained enough
thought to leap free as the horse rolled in the water, then came up
sputtering even as it righted itself. It shook itself, then rolled
over again.

“You might have warned me!” she exclaimed.
“Stupid horse!”

She pulled her phone out of her pocket and
hurriedly shook it. It seemed to be still working and was alleged
to be waterproof. She waded up out of the water then as the horse
rolled a third time, apparently quite enjoying the water.

“Would you please come out of there!?” she
exclaimed.

The horse ignored her.

She glared at it, then waded back into the
water to her chest, grabbed the reins and tugged, turning the horse
back to shore. It came along after her as she waded out, both of
them dripping wet.

A horse trotted up then, with a man on its
back. The man was younger than Ransom, but he looked similar. He
was dressed in a short-sleeved, checked shirt, jeans, and a cowboy
hat.

“Hello,” she said.

“Howdy. And who might you be?” he asked,
leaning over his horse.

“I'm Evelyn Sutherland, the new nanny.”

“Ah. I see. You're kinda all wet there,
Evelyn.”

“So it seems. My horse decided he wanted a
bath.”

“They'll do that if you let them.

“I didn't exactly give him permission,” she
said in annoyance.

“Horses can sense any weakness on the part of
a rider. They know who they can act up on and who they can't. I'm
Brent Ransom, by the way. My brother hired you.”

She nodded. “Well, it has been some time
since I've been on a horse. And I wasn't expecting her to ride into
the water and roll over.”

“Women like to have baths,” he said with a
grin. “Did you enjoy yours?”

“Not so much, thank you very much,” she said
tartly.

“Well, if you want to be a cowgirl, you'll
need to teach horses who the boss is. Mind you, that's a good thing
to be able to do in life.”

“I'll settle for being firm with children,”
she said.

“To each their own. I like being firm with
the females,” he said with a grin.

Evelyn pursed her lips and gave him a
reproving look.

“Like any filly, you gotta let them know
who's in charge.”

“That would be the woman, I believe?” she
asked sweetly.

“Not in Texas, honey,” he said. “Not outside
the big cities anyway. This is man's country.”

“I'm sure I'll get by,” she said.

“Just bear in mind neither the land nor the
men are ever really tamed. They're just quiet for a time.”

He grinned at her and raised his
eyebrows.

“I shall indeed give that all due
consideration.”

“You do that. In the meantime, your horse has
gone back in the water.”

“Oh drat!”

“Come out of here, you!” she exclaimed.

Ransom laughed, then he took a length of rope
which hung from his saddle, and a moment later did something Evelyn
had ever only seen in movies. He swung it around his head and sent
a loop flying out towards the horse in the water. It landed neatly
around its neck and tightened as he tugged it back. And just like
that, the mare obediently came out of the water.

“Thank you! You're very talented with that,”
she said.

“Like I said, you got to know how to handle
the fillies,” he said, pulling the rope free.

Then, before she could react, he swung it
around his head again. She had a few seconds to wonder what he was
going to lasso next, then the rope swept out towards her, fell over
her head, and as he yanked on it, tightened around her chest,
pinning her arms to her sides.

Evelyn yelped in astonishment as he grinned
down at her. Then he reeled in the rope until she was beside his
horse, her arms still pinned to her sides.

“Now ain't this a lovely sight?” he said in
amusement. “You are a fine-looking filly.”

Evelyn gulped as his eyes tracked down her
body. Her blouse was quite thin, of course, and wet, and now with
the rope circling her lower chest, was pressed tautly against her
body. His eyes lingered where men's eyes always lingered, on her
more than comfortable chest, and she felt a sudden strange little
jolt of breathless excitement.

Why that would be right out of an erotic
romance, she thought, her pulse suddenly speeding.

It was impossible, of course. She was the
nanny, and had just arrived. She wasn't about to even imagine some
kind of torrid affair with one of the members of the household! In
fact, romantic entanglement was one of the things the college
warned all the girls about.

“If you would please release me, Mr. Ransom,”
she said, pleased she kept her voice straight.

“Sure, darlin',” he said with a grin. He
snapped his wrist on the rope and it loosened.

Evelyn wriggled out of it, face flushed, and
very much aware of how she must look.

“I should be getting back,” she said.

He winked and headed back himself.

Oh my, she thought.

She mounted the horse, and this time kicked
it firmly as she headed in the same direction. But as she rode back
her mind played out dark, wicked fantasies of what might have
happened. She imagined herself naked by the water, with the
handsome and wealthy Mr. Ransom – a cowboy no less, atop her, their
lips moving together.

That was not to be, of course. That would be
horribly unprofessional! The men here were clearly the old
fashioned sort, and they'd all take her for a slut if she was to
let some man get into her pants so easily.

Still, she couldn't avoid fantasies. So she
let her mind consider a torrid affair with him, then getting
married, and then she would be the mistress of the house, living on
this beautiful estate, wealthy and comfortable for the rest of her
life.

That was silly, of course. He was easily ten
years older than her. And for all she knew he was married, though
she hadn't seen a ring.

She got back to the stables and told Mr.
Henderson what had happened, only to find he'd already been told by
Ransom.

Now I'll need another shower, she thought
ruefully.

She hesitated at the house. She was still
very wet and didn't want to damage the perfectly clean floors. She
saw a staircase leading down and a door there, and decided she
could go through the basement and up the back stairs to her
room.

The door wasn't locked. She opened it and
stepped inside, to find herself in a very narrow hall. On one side
was the open door to a room filled with shelves that held various
boxes. Another door had a room filled with tools and a workshop.
She continued on it and turned down another narrow hall, smelling
the swimming pool.

She opened a door and found herself in the
indoor swimming pool. And not ten feet away from Clarence.
Apparently, he had finished with the gym and had now cooled off in
the pool.

Naked. Completely naked! His skin glistened
wetly, as if he'd just climbed out of the pool. And she felt so
shocked she gaped at him a long moment! He stared at her in
surprise, too, and then the long black cock dangling between his
thighs hardened and thickened and rose up to point directly at
her.

“Excuse me!” she squeaked, running to the far
door and out.

Ohmygod! She thought as she trotted up the
back stairs, face flaming.

Was he even human!? It was bad enough the man
was well over six feet tall, possibly closer to seven than six, and
so broad of shoulders he could barely fit through a doorway. His
cock had been longer and thicker than any she had ever seen!

She hurriedly closed the door to her bedroom
went into the bathroom and stripped naked.

What on Earth would it be like to sleep with
someone that enormous, she wondered, her pulse still racing. She
imagined sliding herself down something that thick and long with a
mixture of fascination and horror. God, it would stretch a girl
out! It would be like being impaled!

She stepped into the shower again, wondering
just how clean that pond water was.

She shampooed again, thinking about Clarence.
What an enormously powerful man he was! It would be like... like
being mounted by a bull!

She tilted her head back and let the water
pour over her head to rinse the shampoo off, sliding her fingers
through her hair to ensure it was all gone, then stepped out from
under the water and turned.

Clarence was standing outside the shower
looking at her.

He wasn't naked, which, she thought later,
was the only reason she didn't have a coronary. She gaped at him in
shock for a long moment, then quickly clamped her arm across her
breasts and her other hand between her legs as she jerked back with
a squeal of alarm.

He turned and walked out the door even as she
stared, heart pounding like a drum.

She slowly eased forward, gripped the shower
door, and slid it back, then eased out, still covering her body as
much as she could. When she reached the bathroom door she quickly
closed and locked it. Only then did she heave a sigh of relief.

What in God's name had just happened!?

The only thing which seemed to make sense was
that since she had surprised him naked he felt he would turn around
and do the same thing to her, perhaps in retaliation. That was an
absurd thing for an adult to do! But then Stirling had said he
wasn't exactly very bright.

What was she to do about it? She ought to go
straight to Mr. Ransom, but then she'd have to tell him about
surprising Clarence in the nude, as well. Given she'd just gotten
here she didn't think he wanted to hear what would seem like silly
complaints to him.

Perhaps she would discuss it with Mr.
Stirling? She definitely had to get a lock on her bedroom door
soon! She had thought she'd locked the bathroom door but she
supposed she had forgotten.

Her mind squirmed at the memory of him
standing there and looking at her. It wasn't that she was overly
shy. She'd had her sport with boys and men over the years, after
all. But being seen naked by a virtual stranger was still deeply
embarrassing. And given it was such a huge man – in all aspects of
the word – it felt... threatening.

Of course, if he'd wanted to force himself on
her he could have easily done so. He had apparently had no
inclination towards that. Luckily for her! She certainly couldn't
have stopped him! Nor could she have stopped Brent Ransom, she
thought, remembering how he'd lassoed her and pulled her in
close.

It seems Texas was showing her how helpless
she was as a woman! That made her nervous, of course, filling her
mind with dark thoughts about what those men might do to her. On
the other hand, the idea of the somewhat roguish Brent Ransom
didn't seem all that... awful. At least, as long as he didn't force
his attention on her.

The idea of Clarence was just plain scary! He
was so big!

After her shower, she went to see Mr.
Sinclair and asked for the lock to be put on her door, then asked
Jasper if he might drive her into town to make a few purchases. She
had assumed the 'town' meant Houston, but Jasper drove her to a far
smaller place called Sandstone which was only about fifteen minutes
away.

“Where would I buy women's clothing?” she
asked him.

“Hmm, can't say I've given that a lot of
thought,” he said in amusement. “Best try the mall. At least it'll
be cool.”

It wasn't much of a mall, but given the size
of the town, she was grateful it even existed. There were a few
women's stores within, and she got an idea from looking at the
female shoppers what sort of clothes were considered proper
locally. Texans were a pretty conservative bunch.

On the other hand, there weren't an awful lot
of places to go swimming locally, so the selection of bathing suits
was fairly narrow. Especially those in her size. And her normal
problem resurfaced. When a suit fit her on the bottom it was too
small on top, and vice versa.

She generally solved that by buying bikinis,
particularly thongs, but she didn't think that would be appropriate
here. She finally had to settle on buying a bikini which had a
tank-type top instead of the more revealing cups.

She also, while she was there, bought a
bikini more in line with her own preferences, but that would only
be something she'd wear when alone or perhaps visiting somewhere
else. They weren't all that far from the coast, after all.

She had no difficulty finding cowboy hats,
and tried on many of them before settling on a straw hat which
would be lightweight and cool but shade her eyes.

She wandered out of the mall and along Main
street, accepting the heat for the time it took to find other
stores to look around, then called Jasper back and got a ride
home.

Since she had time on her hands, now, she
decided to put on the bikini (the one with the tank top) and have a
swim. She checked with Stirling first, then put on her suit, and
went outside. The pool was lovely, and there was shade for the
tables.

With her towel and things set next to a chair
she waded into the pool, then dove forward, thinking to herself
there was nothing like cool, clean water on a hot, sunny day. She
swam around the pool, then returned to shore, put suntan lotion on,
and lay down to enjoy some sunshine.

And then Brent Ransom came out, with a towel
over his shoulder. She eyed him doubtfully and bit suspiciously,
but after all, men were men.

“I see you found the pool,” he said. “It's a
much better place to swim than the pond.”

“Yes, thanks. I agree,” she said.

Ransom was athletically built, with a firm,
strong-looking body, narrow hips, and a flat stomach that showed
muscles under it. He was nothing like Clarence, of course, but that
simply made him more human.

“Nice suit,” he said with a mocking grin.

“Thank you,” she replied, refusing to be
bated.

He dove into the pool and swam to the other
end, then pulled himself up, climbed onto the diving board, and
dove in again, more spectacularly this time. She supposed that if
you owned a pool, especially if you grew up with one, you'd get a
lot more practice in such things.

He returned to her in a few minutes, dripping
wet, and toweled himself dry before sitting down across from her.
He picked up a squeeze bottle and squirted into his hands, then
spread it over his already quite tanned body.

“You wouldn't like to help, would you?” he
asked with a grin.

“I'm sure you can manage.”

“But you might need the practice for when you
take care of Neil.”

“I have every confidence I can apply
sunscreen to a little boy properly.”

“Spoilsport.”

He applied his own sunscreen then looked at
her.

“Want me to put some on you?”

“Already taken care of, thanks.”

He grinned and put the bottle down. “So tell
me, Evelyn, how come no one has thrown a rope around you and
branded you yet?”

She blinked in surprise, then realized it was
some sort of cattle metaphor.

“I'm only twenty,” she said.

“No boyfriend?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Good.”

“Good?” she asked, eyebrow raised.

“I wouldn't want to be a poacher.”

She smiled lightly.

“This is a lovely place,” she said to change
the topic.

“It is, isn't it. It can be kind of boring,
though. You should let me take you riding. I'll show you some more
interesting parts of the ranch.”

“Perhaps some time. It's rather hot
today.”

“It will be rather hot most days, at least
compared to England.”

“Have you been there?”

“Of course. London is an interesting city. I
played the tourist when I was younger, and checked out all the
clubs. British girls seemed a lot more... bold than our Texas
girls.”

“Bold?”

“Well, slutty doesn't sound right.”

“Perhaps you mean British girls feel they
have the right to engage in whatever sexual activities they choose,
rather than being restricted by a sexist, patriarchal culture,” she
suggested sweetly.

“Yes, that must be it. They also drink a
lot.”

“Ah, yes, well. Unfortunately, that is a
thing among some girls.”

“Not you?”

“Definitely not.”

Not anymore anyway.

“Brent. Are you bothering the lady?”

He looked over his shoulder to see his
brother standing there, frowning down at him.

“We're just chatting,” he said.

“Sandra is on the phone. She insists on
speaking with you.”

Brent made a face, then cursed under his
breath, got up, and went inside.

“If my brother annoys you just flick him off
like you would any pest,” the elder Ransom said.

“Oh that's all right,” she said.

“He never quite grew up. My parents spoiled
him, and he married a spoiled woman just like him, though he's
mercifully divorced now.”

“I see.”

“He does have a way with the woman, though,
I'll hand him that. Then again, the face, the cars, and the money
help there. Not to be blunt, but you are a young woman alone in a
strange country, and I wouldn't want you to be taken in by
him.”

“I have no intention of involving myself with
anyone locally, I assure you, sir.”

He smiled faintly. “Don't go that far. You're
human and if you work out you'll be here for years. I don't expect
you to be a saint or even one of those nuns who isolate themselves
from the world.

“Uhm, yes, I suppose,” she said.

“While you're here I'm responsible for you,”
he said.

“Oh, I'm quite capable – .”

“This is Texas, Miss Sutherland. I brought
you over here and you work for me and you live on my ranch. That
means I'm responsible and you're under my protection. That's all
there is to that. If you have problems with anyone or if anyone
bothers you, here at the ranch or anywhere else you go, you come to
me.”

“Er, well, thank you,” she said, blushing
slightly.

She wasn't entirely comfortable with that
notion. She was an adult, after all. She didn't need someone
protecting or look after her. Still, she was alone in a strange
land and it was comforting, in a way. She suspected Mr. Ransom
would make a formidable protector. He seemed like a very impressive
– and intimidating man.
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She had a hard time getting to sleep that
night. Everything was new, including her bed and room, and Texas
was six hours behind her time in the UK. Still, she had had a long
flight and was physically tired. It was just that her mind didn't
seem interested in settling down.

She sighed and rolled out of bed, checked the
new lock on her door again, then stripped off her nightie, went to
the bathroom and searched among her toiletries. She'd had several
dildos and vibrators over the years, but hadn't felt comfortable
bringing any with her. The thought of some border person opening
them up and smirking at her was just too mortifying.

But she had a very healthy appreciation for
masturbation and engaged in it quite a lot. Almost every night, in
fact. She was also a very inventive girl with a wide-ranging
imagination and an active fantasy life.

She took down a bottle of skin cream. She
hadn't selected it because of how good the skin cream was but for
the size and shape of the plastic bottle. It had a rounded top, and
was a little thick for her over the top third, then narrowed in the
middle, then widened again over the bottom third.

She opened the bottle and dabbed a bit of the
cream on the tip, then closed it and squatted low, placing the base
on the floor. She moaned low in her throat as she slowly sank down,
closing her eyes as she felt the pressure growing, and felt herself
being stretched apart.

Her mind was filled with snapshots of movie
stars, and brief little fantasies of them as she slid down the
bottle until the lips of her sex strained. Then the bottle narrowed
and she felt that delicious sense of relief. She rode up and down
slowly, her other hand fondling her bare breast, then dropping to
massage her clitoris.

In addition to the mirror over the counter,
there was a full-length one on the back of the door, and she stared
at herself with a degree of narcissistic pleasure. She knew very
well what she looked like naked and knew what the world would have
thought of it too. Certainly, the reactions of the boys who'd seen
her had been... gratifying.

She rode up and down, fantasies playing out
as she watched herself, imagining she was straddling her last
boyfriend and riding him, imagining she was straddling a movie
star, or perhaps a prince.

She thought about Brent Ransom. He might be
fun, to play with anyway. And his brother... that was an
interesting thought! He seemed like a strong, competent, confident
man. Too old for her, unfortunately, but certainly sexy in his own
stern way.

And then there was Clarence...

Her mind flipped off into an image of herself
kneeling on all fours on the bed, with Clarence behind her, riding
her like a bull, using her like an animal! That turned the heat
right up inside her and she moaned as she rode faster.

She shifted positions, dropping onto all
fours, pushing a hand back down her body, raising her bottom as she
fingered her clitoris, imagining Clarence roughly taking her.

Clarence's big hands gripped her hips as he
drove his mighty cock deep into her pussy. Her body shuddered to
the blows of his powerful hips as he rode her.

She shuddered as she dropped even lower on
the floor, pushing both arms down under her. She gripped the bottle
and shoved it in deeper, taking the lower third, now, and letting
her thumb ride back and forth across her clitoris as she pumped it
in and out.

Heat began to suffuse her body as she stared
at her face in the mirror. Her other hand kneaded her breast, more
and more roughly, the way she imagined Clarence doing.

Clarence rode her hard, then gripped her
hair, yanking it back the way one of her boyfriends had once
done.

That had aroused her so much she'd done her
best to hide it. And hadn't ever revealed it to any other
boyfriend, either. What kind of a girl wanted to be used roughly
and have her hair pulled? That was... perverted.

But now Clarence jerked on her hair, forcing
her head back as his hips pounded against her upraised
buttocks.

In the mirror, her face was a mask of heat,
her eyes slitted, her mouth wide as she gulped in air. Her fingers
dug into her breasts as she pumped the dildo in and out as fast as
she could, knowing her orgasm was near. She imagined the feel of
his big cock thrusting into her, the hard hammering blow of his
hips against her buttocks.

Evelyn cried out, startled by the intensity
of the orgasm which welled up within her. She jerked her hand off
her breast, forcing the inside of her elbow up against her mouth as
she cried out again and again. Her hips bucked back frantically as
she drove the bottle into herself as fast and hard as she
could.

Heat poured through her, and she felt her
breasts ache deliciously as she mashed them into the floor, letting
all her weight down on them as her hips continued to jerk back
convulsively.

Gasping, dazed, she sank down, her fingers
trembling as the orgasm faded. That had been the most powerful one
she'd had in quite a long time. Perhaps, she thought, because of
how outrageous her fantasy was.

She sat up, panting, combing her hair out of
her face. She continued to twitch and her body was gripped by the
afterglow of the powerful orgasm.

“Wow,” she whispered.

What a wild, wicked fantasy!

She had forced the entire bottle into
herself, something she'd only ever done once, as an experiment. Now
she worked it out, then stood up. She rinsed it off, put it on the
counter, then returned to her bed, flopping into it naked.

She quickly fell asleep

*

She wore a light sundress the next day. It
was like the ones she'd seen the younger women wearing in town, and
she hoped that would be acceptable to Ransom.

She ate breakfast with the other servants at
the kitchen table. In addition to Stirling, Jasper, and Mrs.
Potter, there were a pair of maids. Sofia was frumpy and older,
while Consuela was her own age, and quite attractive. Clarence ate
there too, and his presence made her uncomfortable for a number of
reasons.

She'd seen him naked, after all, just the
other day. And that naked image was not one that was going to leave
her mind any time soon. He'd also seen her naked, deliberately, not
accidentally, and she ought to speak firmly to him about that, or
have someone else do it, but was too embarrassed.

He showed no signs of even remembering either
event, though, and focused entirely on eating a great deal of
food.

Her mind flickered back to her dark fantasy
and she couldn't help wondering... what would it be like with him??
God! It would probably be the roughest and most thrilling sex of
her life! Assuming she survived the experience!

The women wanted to know about England, and
bout Leeds, and about what the college was like where she learned
to be a nanny, and about some of her work assignments for wealthy
English people. There wasn't a lot of time for her to ask questions
of them in return.

She went riding after breakfast, and with her
cowboy hat felt like a real cowgirl. She avoided the pond and rode
north to explore, riding along the edge of where the cattle grazed.
Then she headed further east and watched the big metal oil pumps
moving slowly back and forth. She wondered where Neil liked to
ride. She supposed she'd find out, soon enough.

She followed the fence-line until she came to
crops. She had no idea what they were, though, as she edged around
them. There were people in the distance working but she didn't see
much point in riding over to greet them.

She returned the horse to the stables and
then instead of showering inquired with Stirling about the
availability of the gym.

“Mr. Ransom is away this morning,” he said,
“So feel free.”

“Thanks ever so much,” she said.

She changed into shorts and a tank top –
nothing particularly revealing – and headed downstairs. She'd
encountered Clarence twice here, so was a little nervous. But that
had been later in the day, she told herself. And he had work to do.
She was sure he didn't simply linger around down here like some
monstrous troll.

She was only familiar with a few of the
machines, from a brief free gym membership she'd had in Leeds. But
she certainly knew how to use the treadmill and rowing machines, as
well as the bikes and elliptical trainers. She was certainly able
to work up a good, breathless sweat!

She took a break and explored the rest of the
area, discovering the sauna. She was already hot and sweaty enough,
she decided. There was a room with massage tables, and she wondered
who did the massages. Surely not Clarence. The thought made her
giggle. But then the thought of his big, strong hands sliding over
her body as she lay naked on the table brought a quick thrum to her
body.

She wandered into the pool. She was hot and
sweaty enough to consider just kicking off her shoes and jumping in
clothed. But then she'd have to make her way back upstairs in wet
shorts and tank. And that would be two days in a row. She could, of
course, go in naked.

The way Clarence had.

The thought of being naked in the pool and
having Clarence walk in on her tightened her chest. Eek!

She went back to the exercise room and
finished up, then went back to her room and showered. And as she
did she made use of her bottle again, imagining herself at his
mercy, imagining him using her like a wild beast!

After that, she got dressed and went
downstairs, then tried to figure out how the theater worked.

“Looking for a movie?”

She looked up as Brent came in.

“Just seeing how it works,” she said. “I
don't have a TV in my room.”

He looked at her oddly.

“Of course you do.”

She frowned. “I never saw one.”

“It's there. All the bedrooms have TVs.”

“I think I would have noticed one,” she
said.

“Uh huhm,” he said.

She'd seen that sort of look before. It meant
he thought she was wrong but wasn't going to argue. It was a rather
infuriatingly male look of superiority that rarely failed to
irritate her.

“Here,” he said, showing her how to operate
the theater.

“There's your selection screen to choose
which streaming or cable channel you want. We've got basically all
of them. Then you just select and it will pop up on the screen just
like on your TV.”

She glared at him suspiciously but refrained
from telling him she didn't have one.

“You can get all these upstairs, too,” he
added.

She wondered if she could tell him he was
being annoying.

“Thank you very much,” she said.

“There's no porn, I'm afraid. My brother
doesn't approve.”

“Oh darn,” she replied dryly.

“I can loan you some if you want.”

“Not necessary.”

“You sure? Some of it's quite good. I make it
myself.”

She gave him a reproving look and he grinned
back at her.

“I shall go upstairs to my room and examine
the television there,” she said.

“You do that, Nanny.”

“You can call me Miss Sutherland, Mr.
Ransom.”

“Nanny seems much easier.”

What an annoying man, she thought as she
left. She now understood his brother suggesting he hadn't quite
grown up. He was very much like many of the boys she'd dated.
Although, she reluctantly admitted, they could be fun.

So he was the fun one and his brother was the
serious one. Generally, she preferred serious. Well, as long as
they weren't boring.

She returned to her bedroom and looked
around. No, there was nothing on the wall.

Brent Ransom wandered in behind her and she
gave him a look. He returned an innocent look.

“What? You're not going to invite me into
your bedroom?” he asked.

She shook her head, exasperated as he laughed
and went over to her bed. He pulled aside a small panel in the
headboard she hadn't even noticed and took out a remote, and
suddenly the chest at the foot of her bed she had taken for a fancy
table sprouted a flat-screen TV.

She stared in surprise as the TV rose up out
of the top of the table until it was clear, then turned on.

“There you go,” he said.

“Oh. Goodness. That's quite the thing,” she
said.

“Well, Nanny, we Texas men like to keep
ladies entertained in their beds,” he said.

“And you need television to do it,” she said
dryly.

He snorted in amusement and tossed the remote
on the bed, moving away from it.

But then he turned on her suddenly and she
backed up against the low dresser.

“Any time you would like to be entertained in
other ways,” he said with a grin, “you just let me know.”

She put her hands up against his chest as he
leaned over her.

“I don't think your brother would
approve.”

“My brother has a very pessimistic view of
humanity,” he said, “and his view is constantly being fulfilled. So
he rarely gets disappointed about it. I, on the other hand –.”

She gasped as his hands slid under her bottom
and lifted her up to sit her on the edge of the dresser.

“ – have a very optimistic view of people and
a lot more fun.”

“Mister Ransom!” she said sternly.

“Yes, Nanny?” he asked sweetly.

“Please stop calling me that!”

“Okay.”

And then he kissed her. She had been half
prepared for it. They were very close together. That was why her
hands had pressed against his chest. The strength in her arms,
however, proved to be inadequate to hold him off as he simply
leaned in against her.

She continued to lean back, then as he leaned
in, but that quickly positioned her with her back to the wall and
his lips on hers.

The startling thing was that his kiss was...
very, very good. It wasn't rough and demanding as she'd expected.
It wasn't hesitant at all, of course. It was firm and yet
restrained. It took less than a second to realize Brent Ransom was
a very, very good kisser.

That sent a quick burst of indecision through
her mind. She'd met few really good kissers, but they were also the
ones who were really good in bed. Would it really be so horrible if
she slept with this man? As long as nobody found out anyway. She
doubted he'd be telling his brother. And who else would he tell
around the ranch? Stirling? Certainly not.

But no, the idea was absurd! She'd only
gotten here yesterday! She couldn't allow a member of the family to
seduce her after one day! She forced her head aside – a little
reluctantly, and slapped at his chest.

“Get off!” she demanded.

To her relief, she leaned back, grinning.

“You taste very good,” he said.

“Out!” she demanded, pointing at the
door.

“As you wish, Miss Sutherland,” he said.

He winked and left the room and she hopped
off the dresser to close and lock the door, then shook her head and
went to the bed, sitting on it and examining the TV and remote.

He really had been a good kisser. She
wondered if at some point she would find out what else he was good
at. Maybe once she was established here so she wouldn't look like
some kind of horrible slut. Certainly, she had a strong sex drive.
Compared to some of her female friends anyway, from all she could
determine.

*

Neil proved to be a very pleasant little boy,
if a tad headstrong. Her first few days with him were sometimes
fun, sometimes exasperating. He certainly had a high energy level!
He also loved the pool. Which meant she spent a lot of time at the
pool.

It wasn't simply a matter of watching him,
either. There were a lot of inflatable toys for the pool, from big
beach balls they could toss back and forth to inflatable horses he
could try to ride as she pulled him along.

He fell off a lot but didn't seem to
mind.

He was a lot better at the real ones. And her
chief job there was to keep him from riding too fast. He had a
small pony which ignored most of his commands and seemed to prefer
to follow her horse around wherever it led.

She read stories to him each day and was
teaching him how to write out his letters and do basic arithmetic,
trying to make the lessons fun. She was quite enjoying herself.

But she continued to have fantasies of an
entirely inappropriate sort, both about Ransom and about Clarence.
She often let her mind wander through those fantasies both in the
shower and in her bed at night.

That made her feel quite odd when she ran
into the men, particularly Clarence. He was a silent presence at
the kitchen table every morning. And given she often masturbated to
fantasies about him the previous night, well, it made her feel
unsettled.

She was working out one evening in the gym
when Clarence came in. She pretended to ignore him, of course, as
she worked her arms on the rowing machine. He ignored her, as well.
He sat on one of the machines facing her, though, one of the bigger
ones, and then worked his arms in and out, in and out, grunting
with each movement.

She studiously ignored him, just as she tried
to ignore the dark sexual fantasies she had about him every single
evening.

Her workout was a leisurely thing compared to
his. He put so much energy into it he was sweating in no time. She
pretended to ignore him as he peeled off his T-shirt and continued,
but her eyes occasionally slid across his powerful chest as he
continued to jerk the big bar above him down again and again.

Was he showing off for her!?

She should leave!

But then he got up and left the room himself.
And he'd gone in the direction of the pool. Surely he wasn't going
to strip off and dive in naked again! He'd done that before, of
course, without even knowing she was here. But now he did... but
then again he didn't seem the shy sort.

She was starting to feel a wild flurry of
confusion and helpless arousal. Her nipples were hard and she felt
a tightness in her chest. Yet this was, she knew, ridiculous! He
was uneducated, probably even illiterate! He was not even remotely
her type!

But she'd been having the most outrageous and
thrilling sexual fantasies about him and his huge, muscular body
for days now, and if he was naked just up the hall, well, that did
strange things to her.

What she should do was turn and leave. That
was the sane thing, certainly.

But the thought of seeing him naked again was
a powerful motivation to at least... peek... just a little.

She eased up the narrow hall and then,
heart-thumping, reached out for the door. Her fingers were
trembling slightly due to the sexual tension filling her. That
astonished her and made her want to pull back and run upstairs.

Instead, she turned the knob and eased the
door open a crack, then put her eye to it. She saw the pool, or at
least, part of it, but not him. She eased it open a bit more, and
then suddenly there was movement right in front of the door! It
pushed back at her and she squeaked and stumbled away from it,
literally falling on her backside just inside the door of the
sauna.

And there he was standing there – naked, his
cock hard and thick and pointed upward!

Evelyn scrambled to her feet as he moved
forward, and now felt a jolt of fear and alarm, for she was backed
into the sauna and he filled the door. He reached in and turned on
the light, and she backed in further.

The sauna was the size of a bathroom, with
two levels of wooden benches along two walls. There was a square
box of fake rocks on the other wall, and that was it.

“E-Excuse me!” she gulped, face flaming.

He walked in closer and she backed up as much
as she could, which was into the corner of the room. He walked
forward even as she backed up, his cock still thrusting up towards
her stomach. She ran out of space to retreat and he stopped a foot
or so in front of her, his dark eyes looking down at her.

Finally, he reached out, a shovel-sized hand
gripping her right shoulder, and then he pushed down. Given her
legs were wobbling as it was she sank down until she was on her
knees in front of him, and that big cock was pointing right at
her!

“I... I'm... you're... this...!”

She had no idea what to say!

She turned her head away but the head of his
cock was inches from it. Her pulse raced and her heart beat like a
drum as he reached down and with surprising gentleness, combed his
fingers through her hair, gathering it up. But then his hand closed
around it and she gasped aloud as he pulled her in against his
thick cock.

Her mind spun wildly. It wasn't functioning
very well at the moment, and she had to decide what to do. Yet
every decision was unacceptable. Certainly agreeing to do anything
with him was absolutely impossible. She was a nanny, after all!

“Please I... I'm not... I'm...!”

He pressed himself against her mouth, the
head spongy, soft and hot, and she moaned as it demanded entry. She
let her lips slowly part, staring down the long, thick black shaft,
amazed at it and herself as it pushed forward.
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The head filled her mouth, or at least it
seemed that way. It was so thick! She reached up and pressed her
hands against his thighs, but that had no effect. Except that it
was two more points of contact between them. She could feel the
heat of his flesh against her fingertips as he pushed his cock
deeper.

It was the first time in her life that the
feel of a cock sliding through her lips had such pressure, even
though her lips were as wide as she could open them! His cock
pushed deeper into her mouth, and she tried to suck on it, feeling
a strange sense of unreality, as if she had fallen into one of the
sexual fantasies she'd had of late.

He pumped his cock slowly in and out, though
only the head and perhaps two inches behind it.

Evelyn did her best to lick the underside of
that hard head, and suck rhythmically on the thing that filled her
mouth. Her sputtering mind had a thought that if she could make him
come quickly she could leave, and then, well, it was just oral sex,
after all. That wasn't too too bad, was it?

Her hands on his thighs slid upward and she
felt a rush of heat as they closed around the base of his shaft.
God, it felt incredible in her hands! She massaged his big
testicles as she sucked, gurgling and gasping as he pushed deeper
still.

He pulled out, lifting his cock up against
his belly and pulling her mouth in against the base, and after a
dazed moment, Evelyn began to lick and suck at his balls. Heat
began to roll through her in waves as she stared, wide-eyed, at the
mighty phallus before her, sucking his balls into her mouth and
massaging them with her tongue.

She pulled back and licked her way up and
down the underside of his cock as he held it pressed against
himself. Then when he dropped it, she opened her mouth wide,
staring at it as he pushed it forward. The feel of that pressure
against her lips was incredibly erotic as it slid into her.

She licked and sucked at it as he pushed it
deeper, and then he pulled back. He looked down at her, his face
expressionless, and then shifted his legs. He reached down and
gripped her arms, pulling them aside, then pinned them against her
body and the wall with his powerful legs.

He pushed himself into her mouth again,
leaning in, tilting her head back, and Evelyn suddenly gagged, eyes
bulging, as the head pushed into her throat. She trembled
violently, trying to move, but he had her easily pinned, and all
she could do was shake as she felt the thick cock forcing its way
down her throat!

Her eyes were wide and round as she stared at
the shaft pushing forward. Her throat ached! But all she could do
was kneel and tremble and shake as inch after inch pushed forward
and the head forced its way down her throat. Finally, the last inch
slid through her lips, and she was staring at his belly from up
close, her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

She continued to tremble and shake, her mind
spinning, her head pounding, her chest burning. Oddly, her stomach
wasn't threatening to overturn. The shock to her mind and body were
perhaps distracting enough to relax her gag instinct.

He ground himself against her face as she
felt her desperation for air growing worse. Then he drew back, and
she could stare at inch after glistening inch of his cock emerging
from her mouth until the head finally popped out of her throat and
she could cough violently and gulp in desperate lungfuls of
air.

He pulled back, still grasping her hair,
though, and calmly turned to the widest bench against the near
wall. He literally dragged her forward by the hair, then reached
down and lifted her up across it. He raised her hips up high, then
yanked her shorts and panties down her legs and off.

All Evelyn could do was cough and gasp for
breath, light-headed.

She felt her shirt being rolled up under her
armpits, then yanked up higher and pulled off over her head. A
moment later her bra was undone, freeing her breasts.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp slap to her bottom.
Then his big hands gripped her hips to lift it higher so she was
kneeling on the edge of the bench. Her head and shoulders were up
on the rear bench, which was elevated a few feet from the front
one, and she stared at the wall as she felt her legs jerked
apart.

Something soft and slick rubbed against her
and then began to push. The pressure was firm, but the object was
soft and spongy. Yet it was relentless and she felt the mouth of
her sex giving in. She was wet, she knew, and his cock was slick
with her own saliva.

And that was what it was, she knew dazedly.
This was going to be like her fantasy!

Only it wasn't. Evelyn's fantasy of rough sex
was largely a comparison to what she'd had before this and the men
she'd had it with. And they'd all been fairly gentle, even though
excited.

None had had a cock as thick as his, either,
and her imagination had been inadequate compared to the sensation
as Clarence slowly forced himself into her body. The aching, the
stretching, the straining – and the astonishing heat filling her
body, were overwhelming.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped.

Her body tried to move forward, but there was
nowhere to go. Her thighs were pressed against the upper bench, and
her hands were against the wall. And then she felt her hair
gathered in and then yanked backward at the same time as he slapped
her bottom stingingly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh!”

He drew back enough to ease the pressure,
then pushed forward, and she felt the head of his thick cock
driving deep into her aching belly! Then one of his hands came in
under her and filled itself with her breast, squeezing it, the big,
fat fingers digging into her soft flesh.

Heat melted her mind, and sensations
overwhelmed her body as he began to thrust, his hips working in and
out. So thick was he inside her that as he drew back he pulled her
body with it. Until he used his grip on her hair to pin her head
and face against the back of the second bench to hold her in
position.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

His cock slid slowly in and out, in and out,
and Evelyn's face was a mask of pain and heat, of wonder and
astonishment.

Crack!

She cried out at another slap to her bottom,
then felt him grip her thigh and jerk her legs wider.

The head pushed even deeper, and then deeper
still.

Crack!

He said nothing. And so she was alone in a
way, with her senses turned inward, focusing on her breasts mashed
against the bench, on her bottom stinging from his slaps, on the
pull on her scalp. And most of all the feel of his thick spear of
flesh as it forced its way even higher into her body.

A part of her thought he must be doing damage
inside her. But oddly enough she didn't care. She was transfixed by
the dark, glittering wonder of it as this massive and powerful man
used her body for his pleasure, doing with her as he chose!

His cock was able to move in and out a few
inches now, her muscles having relaxed or given up that much. But
oh, God she was still so tight around him! She could feel her flesh
pressed against every inch of his shaft as he moved in and out!

And then it moved still deeper! And every
inch was a fresh revelation, a new sense of wonder and
astonishment. It ached, of course, but the heat engulfing her
didn't allow that to matter. And then she felt a shock-wave run
through her as his hips pressed against her buttocks.

It couldn't be! He couldn't possibly have
gotten that whole thing inside her! Not without killing her! Yet he
had! And now his hips began to strike her buttocks as he thrust,
lightly, at first, but with growing force.

He abandoned her hair, his big hand
encircling her throat instead, pulling her head up and back,
lifting her on her knees even as his other hand wrapped around her
to pin her arms to her sides.

Her head was pressed against his chest as he
thrust into her again and again, harder... faster, so that her
entire body shuddered to the impact of his hips against her
buttocks.

He let her fall forward once more, still
thrusting, grinding his hips against her now when he was buried
inside her, then thrusting anew. He gripped her hair and jerked up
and back on it, then abandoned it again. He gripped her arms, then
pulled them back behind her, pinning them there with one hand. Then
he gripped her hair again, yanking her head up.

Now he pulled on her hair with every thrust,
to force her hips back against him. It hurt, but she didn't care.
Almost all her attention was focused on the overpowering sensation
of his big cock moving inside her. Everything else was
secondary.

He abandoned her arms and pulled up on her
hair, enough to get his hands under her and roughly squeeze and
fondle her breasts. Then one hand gripped her hair again, this time
forcing her face against the back wall. The other slid down her
body from her breasts, across her stomach, down her abdomen, until
his big, rough fingers found the top of her sex.

Evelyn cried out at the explosion of
sensation as he began to rub her clitoris. Her eyes widened and she
cried out again, then again, his hips pounding against her now, his
cock impaling her again and again, the sensations pouring through
her as her hands clawed dazedly at the wall.

And then the orgasm shattered her mind. She
cried out, her voice rising, and then again until he released her
hair and clamped his big hand over her mouth. She screamed dazedly,
overwhelmed by the intensity of the flood of pleasure flooding her
mind and body.

Her hips jerked and bucked back against him
as she wallowed in the raw animal heat and the sheer power of the
sensations. She trembled and shook, crying out again and again into
the palm of his hand as he continued to hammer his body against
her, continued to drive his thick cock deep into her belly.

It was the longest orgasm she'd ever had. It
seemed to go on and on, a storm of extreme pleasure battering her
mind and setting her muscles spasming uncontrollably.

She collapsed bonelessly, gasping for breath,
and he yanked her up and back by the hair, then bit into the nape
of her neck.

Evelyn didn't care. She hardly noticed. The
afterglow of orgasm wrapped her in its embrace and she moaned
weakly, eyes slit, even as he continued to thrust into her.

He pushed her down again and began to thrust
harder, faster, his hips pummeling her with bruising force. The
sauna wasn't on but Evelyn knew she was sweating, the heat sapping
her strength as his hips slapped against her.

But again, she didn't care. Her mind could
really focus only on one thing, and that was the big cock inside
her, and the intensity of the sensations it was arousing.

He pulled out of her, then penetrated her
again. And that too sent an incredible rush of heat and animal
passion through her. He did it again, and then again. And then he
pulled out and yanked her up and back on her knees again. This time
he sat down beside her, then lifted her over him.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she whimpered.

He eased her down and she felt that wondrous
pressure again, then felt him sinking into her. She sobbed dazedly,
glorying in the thickness, in the feel of him sliding deeper. She
sank down the length of him, crying out helplessly as he began to
mouth her breasts.

His teeth dug into the soft flesh, and he
sucked hungrily as his big tongue swept across her rigid nipples.
Evelyn felt heat rising to feverish levels again and slid her hands
over his powerful shoulders. His hands were on her buttocks,
lifting her, then sinking her down. But she took over now, riding
him, whimpering and gasping, crying out as he bit into her breasts
repeatedly.

He leered at her, then caught at one nipple
with his teeth, just the nipple, biting into it as she cried out in
pain.

The pain was sharp, intense, but she
continued to ride him, her head back, swept by waves of passion,
lust, and pleasure as she slid her aching pussy up and down the
long length of his cock. She cried out in rapturous pleasure every
time she slid down, quickly rose up, then did it again.

He bit her other nipple, grinding it between
his teeth, then widened his mouth, taking in the center of her
breast, his teeth digging into it as he sucked and licked at her
nipple.

Another orgasm built up and then erupted, and
Evelyn began to ride him more desperately, ignoring the ache as she
forced herself down his cock faster and faster. She began to cry
out again, and he reached up and gripped her by the neck, his
fingers closing firmly.

Her eyes bulged but she kept feverishly
riding his cock, crying out silently, her lips opening and closing
as she drowned in the pleasure. It was so good! It was soooo good!
Let him devour her! Let him feed on her like an animal! She
wallowed in it all!

His fingers dug into her buttocks, riding her
up and down harder as his hips thrust up into her, and then he
grunted. That was all. He grunted as he relaxed. He stood up,
lifting her, his hands still under her buttocks, then lifted her
higher still so that she slid up and then over his shoulder.

She gasped as her upper body fell down across
his back. He caught her legs against his chest, then carried her
out of the room and down the hall.

Leaving her clothes behind.

“W-wait!” she moaned. “Please!”

He ignored her.

He turned down another hall and then into the
workroom, the one with all the tools. He closed the door behind him
with his foot, then swung her up and forward.

Evelyn let out a dazed squeak of surprise to
find herself vertical again, but as he set her on her feet she
found her legs even more rubbery than they had been before. Then
she was pushed against the rough wall, his big hand encircling her
throat.

He wasn't squeezing her neck, but she
instinctively reached up, grabbing his mighty wrist with both
hands.

He shook his head, then firmly jerked one
hand off, then the other.

“Please!” she gasped.

He looked down at her, and her hands rose
again. He slapped them down, and she moaned in confusion, gulping
in air, her heart still pounding. He squeezed and she gasped, her
eyes bulging. She reached up for his wrist again and he frowned at
her, shaking his hand, slapping her hands down.

Her head was starting to pound and her chest
starting to burn, but Evelyn stopped trying to fight him, staring
up at him as black dots danced before her eyes. She saw him nod,
then, and his hand loosened so she was able to gulp in air.

He let her breath for several seconds, then
closed his hand again. Her hands rose briefly, then stopped,
dropping back to her sides. He smiled and relaxed his hand, letting
her gulp in air once more. He pulled her forward, away from the
wall, then closed his hand again.

She stared up at him, mouth open, breathless.
He held her like that, staring down at her, then relaxed his grip
once more. He pulled her away from the wall and bent her over a
work table, then turned and looked for something in the
cabinets.

He returned quickly, pulling her hands behind
her back, crossing her wrists. Evelyn felt rough rope going around
her wrists and struggled to jerk them apart. That got her a
stinging slap to the bottom, then he continued, tying her wrists
firmly together.

He jerked her up and back, spun her around,
then lifted her onto the workbench. A moment later he jerked her
thighs up and apart, which dropped her onto her back – well, onto
her bound arms.

He ran his big hands slowly up down her body,
roughly kneading her breasts once more, then he sank down onto his
knees next to the table. His big hands forced her legs achingly
wide, and he stared at her sex a moment before his mouth moved
in.

His tongue was astonishingly wide and long,
and he began to apply it with a skill she would not have believed
possible. She stared at the top of his head, then up at the
ceiling, her lips wide as she gulped in air. She felt his tongue
sweeping across her clitoris again and again even as his fingers
sank into her moist pussy.

“Oh! Fuck! Fuck!” she moaned. “Oh God! Oh!
Oh!”

He held her thighs pinned down and apart,
which meant only the rest of her body could move. And did. As the
waves of sensation rolled over her she arched her back, her head
rolling from side to side. Her upper body twisted and jerked, and
her chest heaved as she fell deeper into the dark, intoxicating
fever he was rousing in her body.

Suddenly he stopped and rose. He walked
around the table, reaching out to grasp her hair, and she cried out
as he dragged her up the table until her head fell over the
opposite side. She stared up at him, gasping, and saw his thick
cock pushing down into her mouth.

It pumped slowly in and out as she trembled
and moaned. She felt his hands on her breasts, squeezing them,
pinching and rolling her nipples, then he leaned over her, driving
his cock deep into her throat. She felt his hands on her thighs
once more, and his tongue on her clitoris as he licked
furiously.

His hips pumped his thick cock in and out,
slowly, casually fucking her mouth and throat as she gurgled
helplessly. With his weight on her chest and thighs, she was
helpless to do anything else as he fucked harder, deeper, driving
himself balls-deep with every thrust.

Evelyn's head was swimming and her chest
burning by the time he pulled back, leaving her to gasp desperately
for breath. He moved around the table again, grasping her by the
leg to drag her back down to the other side.

He dropped to his knees and continued licking
her, with two long, thick fingers pushing into her pussy and
pumping in and out.

Evelyn lay on her arms, gasping dazedly,
chest heaving as she stared at the ceiling through glassy eyes. She
was light-headed, and for the moment cared only about gulping in
those breaths of air and nothing more. Only as she regained her
breath did she feel his cock pushing into her and raise her
head.

She moaned at the sight of him, at the sight
of his cock, at the sight of his big hands on her thighs, pinning
them so easily down and back. She shuddered as his cock pushed into
her and began to thrust. It all felt like a dark fever dream,
except for how utterly real his big cock felt as it stretched her
out with every thrust.

He was so... big!

She'd never experienced anything remotely
like this before! She'd never had sex where she wasn't so much a
participant as a body used by her partner. She had nothing to do,
nothing to say, and indeed, no say in anything which happened!

Nor did it seem like Clarence was someone to
be reasoned with. He wanted what he wanted and that was that!

His big cock was thrusting into her with
sufficient force it hurt! But she still felt a desperate sexual
pressure which made her tremble and shake.

He pulled out and knelt, and this time his
thumbs spread apart the lips of her sex, and his impossibly big
tongue thrust into her, pumping in and out. The sensation was
unlike anything she'd ever experienced, and Evelyn began to writhe
and twist, crying out dazedly as the fever took her mind and sent
it spinning.

She arched and bucked, crying out in low,
breathless heat. And then he drove his tongue even deeper, and used
his upper lip to rub hard against her clitoris. His hands,
meanwhile, slid up her body and fastened around her breasts,
squeezing them again and again as another orgasm began to rip
through her body.

He rose up, then, abandoning her, and she
cried out in denial, but then his big cock drove into her and he
started to use her more violently than he had before, his hips
pounding against her thighs as he drove himself into her with hard,
furious strokes. Then his thumb found her clitoris.

Evelyn screamed, a long, piercing wail of
pleasure cut off by his other hand tightening around her neck. Her
eyes bulged and her mouth opened and closed soundlessly. Her head
felt as though it was getting ready to explode from the pleasure as
her muscles spasmed repeatedly.

She wondered if he was going to kill her, to
strangle her right here and now, but couldn't bring herself to
really care. The pleasure was all that mattered; that wild,
soaring, screaming pleasure that tore through her body like a
raging flood of liquid heat.

He leaned over here, then, releasing her
throat, gripping her hair. His lips crushed hers and his tongue
pushed into her mouth. His heavy body came down atop hers, his hips
still churning hard, his cock still spearing her again and
again.

She felt her mouth forced open, invaded, used
as if by a hungry beast, and surrendered to him, feeling herself
being devoured. She gasped dazedly, trembling,

She hardly felt human any more. She felt as
if she were simply a toy for his use, to do with as he chose. And
the idea did not worry her at all, did not bother her, did not
alarm her. She gave herself to it, whimpering and moaning as he
all-but growled above her and used her helpless body.
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Evelyn was shell-shocked. She somehow made it
back to her room, then into the bathroom. She was sore
everywhere! She moaned, feeling as if she had been hollowed
out inside. She took a couple of Tylenol to start, then examined
her body. Oddly, it seemed to be little changed except for the bite
marks on her breasts.

There was no sign of bruising on her neck. He
had been quite careful in holding her there. No, the ache there was
all on the inside, from having that monster cock shoved down her
throat. How had it even fit, she thought wonderingly.

Her nipples stung, no doubt from all the
pinching and twisting, not to mention his biting them. Her scalp
ached from him pulling on her hair. And her breasts felt...
bruised. She felt as if she'd been mauled – ravaged! She'd never
imagined sex could be like that!

She turned on the water and winced as she
stepped into the shower. But after a thorough cleaning, she felt
more human and stepped out. She brushed and dried her hair, then,
naked, went to her bed to lay back against the headboard and
consider what had happened.

Something wild. Something...
animalish. Something raw and carnal and violent! He had used
her body like a sex doll, and flung her around like one! It felt
almost like being taken by a force of nature!

Thank God he wasn't likely to be telling
anyone about what he'd done!

She stared down at her body, her legs spread
wide, and reached down to gingerly caress the tight, thin line of
her sex. She winced a bit at the touch. She felt sore there.

Why had he tied her up, she wondered. It
wasn't like she had offered up any resistance – nor could have even
if she'd wanted to. Was it simply so she couldn't interfere as he
did what he wished with her? Certainly, it made it easier for him
to use her throat the way he did.

It had been such a wild... intense
experience!

She was lucky no one had caught them in the
act. It wasn't like she'd been very quiet about it! She would have
to be very careful. They would fire her in an instant if they
thought she was a slut. And she could hardly blame them. A nanny
was supposed to be a very upright, morally pure person.

Plus they were Americans, southern Americans.
She wasn't sure what they'd think of her having sex with a Black
man, especially a rather lower class, uncouth Black man. She
doubted the Ransoms would approve.

She sighed and picked up the remote then
flicked through various channels searching for something
interesting to watch. There was such a large selection just
searching through it to see what was available took a while. Then
she found something and settled down to watch.

Half an hour later the door opened. She
squealed and yanked the covers over herself, then felt a shock as
Clarence stepped through and closed the door behind him! She stared
at him breathlessly as he grinned at her and walked over. He had
something in his hand and held it up to her.

She hesitantly reached for it and he gripped
her wrist and then pulled her out of bed.

“Oh! Clarence!” she gasped. “Wait! What are
you... doing!?”

He showed the thing to her up close, then
released her. It was metal. It looked like an egg with a flat
bottom and a T-shaped base. As she looked on he took out a small
clear plastic bottle of something and squeezed several drops onto
the egg.

“What...?”

He pointed at it then at her, then at the egg
again.

“I don't understand.”

He swept his big hand around behind her neck
and guided her firmly but not roughly to the desk, then bent her
over it.

“Oh! Oh! Clarence!” she gasped. “Wait!”

He jerked her legs apart and then she felt
the metal thing being pressed against her back opening. She
squealed but got a slap to the bottom that stung. She felt him
twisting and pushing and the egg slowly sank into her, then
disappeared entirely, leaving just the base pressed against the
outside of her.

He let her up then and she spun away from
him, staring at him with wide eyes as she reached behind her and
felt the narrow wedge of stainless steel against her body.

He pointed a finger at her, narrowed his
eyes, and then raised them, and then he left, closing the door
behind him.

Evelyn gaped after him, then hurried to the
door and locked it. How had he gotten in any way!?

She went into the bathroom and locked the
door then bent over, turning to look over her shoulder at the
mirror. The little base was not much over an inch long. She reached
back and caught it with her fingers then pulled slowly, working the
'egg' out of her.

“God!” she gasped. “What on Earth had he done
that for!?”

She thought she recognized what it was now.
It was a butt-plug. She knew about them somewhat, though had never
really put any thought into them. She went out into the front room
and checked on the computer. The description that shook her was the
one which said butt-plugs were often used as preparation for anal
sex.

There was no way he could get that monster
cock into her bottom!

Was there?!

She wouldn't have thought he could have
gotten it down her throat either, or even up into her pussy, not
all of it. He'd managed, though.

She shuddered at the thought of him using her
anally. But at the same time, felt a dark fascination at the idea.
But did he intend to come back tonight and do it!? Surely he'd...
worn himself out already! He certainly had worn her out!

She wasn't sure what to do, and in the end,
just in case, she slid the thing back inside her. It wasn't
particularly uncomfortable, though it did make her feel oddly full.
The rest of the evening passed without incident, though. And,
unsure if he intended to show up later, she went to sleep with it
inside her.

*

Neil loved his inflatable things, she mused
as the little boy jumped off an air mattress into the water. He was
a good swimmer, which fit with someone who had a pair of swimming
pools at home. He didn't quite grasp the logistics of balance,
though, as he tried to climb back on.

Her job was to lift him and put him back on
whichever of the floating things he wanted to be on. Then she could
act suitably impressed when he jumped off.

Brent Ransom stopped by to chat, as he often
did when she was in the pool. The halter top did not display her
ample breasts the way cups would but he seemed fascinated
nonetheless. Neil just cared about having a bigger audience.

Every time Neil came out of the pool she
slathered him with sunscreen. And Bret, without fail, asked if
she'd do the same for him. She merely smiled and shook her
head.

She wasn't really thinking about him and his
seduction attempts, though. She was still trying to put together a
reason why she'd let Clarence do all those nasty things to her the
other evening. Not to mention how incredibly hot it had been.

She'd had a hard time pretending everything
was normal at breakfast. Clarence, as usual, showed no emotion and
hardly looked at her. However, when she'd returned to her room he'd
appeared, and without a pause bent her over the dresser and yanked
her shorts down.

His finger slid along her naked back opening
and he slapped her bottom sharply enough to make her yelp in pain.
He'd put his hand over her mouth, then, and slapped her a half
dozen more times as she squealed, cried out and twisted
helplessly.

He'd let her go and gone looking for the
butt-plug, found it in the bathroom, and inserted it, then pointed
his finger at her and scowled. The message was clear. He wanted her
to wear the thing!

She felt mulish and indignant, but he left
before she could work up the courage to say something.

Which was why it was inside her even now,
making her feel weirdly, darkly sexual and outrageous as she played
with Neil and let Brent flirt with her. Neil soon went back into
the pool and she tossed balls for him to chase. Each ball had a
number on it and he had to tell her the number. Or if it was a
letter, he had to tell her the letter and what it sounded like.

“You handle those balls well,” Brent said
deadpan.

She snorted and tossed another.

“Not that I couldn't teach you better.”

She squeezed the next ball severely.

“How to be more gentle with them, for
instance.”

“Nannies are always gentle.”

“Didn't they used to have a cane for any
little kid who got out of line in your country?”

“Before my time, thankfully.”

“You don't think that if you spare the rod
you spoil the child?”

“No. You can spoil a child any number of
ways, though.”

“Ah, just like horses. I train horses, you
know.”

“Do you?”

“Well, sometimes. We don't use canes on them,
though, just riding crops.”

“Isn't that cruel?” she asked, frowning.

“No. You don't hit hard. And the horse
doesn't take it badly. To a horse, a little tap on the rump is more
like shouting, emphasizing what you want. You only really need it
on green horses, or ones with a lot of spirit, a dominating horse,
say, like a lead mare.”

He grinned at her.

“Fillies have to be taught their place,
remember.”

“Isn't there a saying that you get more flies
with honey than vinegar?”

“Yes. But who wants flies? Certainly, sugar
as a reward works on horses, but the crop is helpful, too. The
carrot and the stick, so to speak.” He grinned. “A large tasty
carrot often does wonders for a fillie's attitude. And the crop
helps set that attitude.”

Disturbingly, that reminded her of Clarence
and his 'carrot' as well as his hand, which slapped her bottom
whenever he felt the need. She felt a brief fear Brent had somehow
discovered what had happened, but his attitude didn't seem to
reflect that.

“I want to ride Maple!” Neil suddenly
shouted.

“Right now? This second?”

He nodded his head vigorously.

It turned out that the pond where she'd been
dumped her first day was indeed a place to go swimming. She and
Neil rode there, and he rode his pony Maple right into the water,
then jumped from it into the water.

Evelyn tsked as she got off her own
horse.

“You should have taken off your shorts and
shirt first, Neil!”

He had his bathing suit underneath his
clothes, as she did.

“Sorry!”

He took them off and tossed them ashore and
she caught them, wrung them out, and put them on a branch to dry.
She took off her own clothes and hung them over another branch,
then waded knee-deep into the water to watch him.

“I think you're part fish,” she said.

“I'd rather be a horse!”

“Hmm, me too.”

He splashed around in the pond for a few
minutes, then got out and she used a towel to dry him off.

“Your clothes are still wet,” she said in
disapproval.

“I don't mind. It's hot anyway.”

A dusty SUV drove up, then, and Mr. Ransom
got out.

“Neil. Your mother has dropped by and wants
to see you.”

“I just saw her last week!”

“Come on. Get your butt over here. Where're
your clothes.”

“All wet!”

Evelyn apologized and hurriedly explained but
he waved it away.

“They'll dry soon enough in this heat. I'm
going to take him to the guest cottage. Take the horses back to the
stables.”

“Yes, sir.”

They drove off and she went to her own
clothes, pulling them off the branch.

And then Clarence stepped out from behind
some brush.

She let out a cry of shock and alarm, then as
she recognized him, felt a sudden rush of sexual tension which
tightened her chest and sent her pulse racing.

“I... I'm just... you...!”

He stepped forward and then his long arm shot
out and he clamped his hand around her throat! Evelyn gasped,
grasping as his thick wrist, but that only caused him to tighten
his grip and shake his head slowly, glowering at her.

He reached out and jerked her hands down with
his other hand, then loosened the hand around her throat so she
could breathe properly. His big thumb stroked the side of her neck
as he held her like that at arm's length. Then his hand rose,
forcing her onto the balls of her feet.

He smiled, but it wasn't a smile of
amusement, and Evelyn's heart pounded wildly.

He lowered his hand so her heels sank back to
the ground, then jerked her forward until her face was inches away.
He leaned in and kissed her, slowly, firmly, then more and more
voraciously as he held her like that.

She shuddered, her mouth surrendering to him
again as he slapped her hands down when they rose against his
chest. He eased back as she gulped in air, then pushed her
backward, making her stumble back until she was backed against a
young tree.

He reached behind her neck and undid the
halter strap there, then slid his hand down and undid the one
behind her back. Her top fell away and his hand kneaded her breasts
as he held her pinned against the tree.

He stepped back, releasing her throat at
last, then peeled his shirt up and off. He reached down to his
belt. It was a rope belt of sorts, and he undid it and slipped it
from the loops of his jeans. Then he gripped her arms and jerked
them out ahead of her, crossing her wrists. His eyes bored into her
and she gulped, holding them there as he tied the rope belt around
them.

He lifted her arms up and then back and tied
the rope around the three-inch-thick tree trunk. His hands kneaded
her breasts again as Evelyn looked around anxiously and felt the
heat rolling up through her body.

He undid her own belt and yanked it out of
the loops of her shorts, then jerked her shorts and bikini bottom
down, pulling them out from under her, sending her shoes flying and
almost dropping her onto her knees.

And then he pushed her down onto her knees
and jerked down his jeans and shorts.

She had seen this before, and now Evelyn was
in the same situation as he rubbed himself against her face. She
moaned and then cried out as he gripped her hair, jerking it back
roughly. His cock pushed into her mouth, and she sucked on it
frantically, bobbing her head in and out, licking at the underside
of the head.

She hoped to keep him from pushing it too
deep, that was a forlorn hope. He let her suck his balls and bob up
and down on the head and the front part of her cock – but only for
so long. Then he pushed himself deep into her throat, pumping
slowly as she trembled and shook, her back to the slender tree.

She coughed violently, sucking in deep
breaths of air as he pulled back and wiped himself over her
face.

He dropped to his knees in front of her and
then turned her to face the tree. He yanked back on her hips,
pulling her entire body back until the rope went taut against the
tree, then pushed firmly down on her shoulder until her breasts
were pressed heavily into the grass, weeds, and dirt.

Crack!

She winced at the sharp slap as he raised her
hips higher and jerked her legs wider.

Crack!

She moaned, then shuddered as she felt the
pressure against the mouth of her sex. It pushed forward
relentlessly, stretching her apart until the big head could slide
into her.

Crack! Crack!

She cried out, then cried out again as he
yanked back on her hair.

Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” she moaned.

His cock slid into her, slowly, stretching
her out, making her ache, filling her up.

Crack!

He began to pump in and out, and Evelyn
panted and whimpered, her face in the dirt as he began to use her.
The feel of his huge, thick cock driving in and out of her was
incredible, and her mind and body both reacted with a tremendous
animal hunger.

“Yes!” she gasped. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!
Yesss!”

He rode her faster, harder, her chin working
a groove in the soft, dry dirt as her body jerked in and out, back
and forth.

Crack!

She winced and gasped, sweltering in the heat
as his big cock moved faster and the head began to punch against
what felt like the back wall of her pussy. It ached, but she didn't
care. She gasped and moaned and cried out as the passion rose to
feverish levels.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God! Yes!
Yesyesyesyesyes!” she sobbed.

Her body began to twist and writhe and
tremble, her hips rolling back against him.

Crack!

He yanked on her hair, pulling her chin up
and back, then dropped forward atop her, his teeth against the side
of her throat. His other hand slipped under her to roughly squeeze
her breast, then it slid down her body and his long finger found
her clitoris.

The orgasm exploded within her brain,
shattering it. She cried out again and again, her voice rising as
the orgasm took possession of her mind and body. Only when his hand
released her hair and clamped across her mouth did her cries
diminish to muffled screams.

Still, he rode her, pounding her, so that her
entire body shook violently from the impact of his hips against her
bottom, his cock spearing into her with remorseless speed and
power.

He pulled out and gripped her hair, forcing
her to her knees, then to her feet, pulling the rope up the length
of the slender tree until it was anchored above her head and held
her arms above and behind her.

He leaned into her, kissing her roughly, his
hand between her legs. His big thumb pushed into her and his
fingers massaged her clitoris as his other hand mauled her breasts.
That hand shifted to her throat again and she gurgled weakly as it
tightened, gasping for breath as he kissed her.

He drew back and she panted for breath, and
he leaned over, picking something up. It was her belt. It was a
skinny, lightweight leather belt, and she had no idea what he
wanted it for as he folded it in his big fist.

He grinned at her, a feral grin, then swung
the belt, or perhaps simply swiped it. He had a powerful arm but he
wasn't using his strength. Nevertheless, the thin, doubled belt
snapped down across her breast and Evelyn cried out, more shocked
than hurt. She twisted around to face the tree and the next blow
cut across her back.

“Ow! Oh! What are you doing!?” she cried.

The thin belt swept down across her back with
short, swift movements that made her twist and yelp even as it
worked its way down her body.

“Please! Stop!” she cried.

The belt cut into her bottom now, with more
authority, stinging her, and Evelyn squealed and danced, as the
stings multiplied and her buttocks began to warm.

“Stop it!” she cried.

Suddenly he was against her, his hand over
her mouth, jerking her head back against his chest as he leaned in
against her. He kissed the side of her throat, then bit into it as
she trembled and moaned dazedly.

He pulled back, then jerked on her hips,
forcing them out and away from the tree. He jerked her legs apart
and knelt behind her, his big tongue pushing up against her.

Evelyn cried out, gasping, twisting her head
around to see him, bewildered. She'd never experienced anything
like the kind of rough, wild sex Clarence was subjecting her to.
She didn't understand it and felt as if she were riding a white
water raft with no paddle

But the feel of his tongue was incredible,
and she whimpered and moaned as his big hands jerked on her thighs,
forcing her legs up and back onto the balls of her feet as his
tongue drove deep inside her.

“Oh! Oh! Fuuuck!” she gasped.

His lips sucked on her clitoris, then one of
his hands shifted, his finger pressing down against the top of his
clitoris as his tongue swept up across it with hard, fast, powerful
strokes.

He stood up, and the belt snapped across her
bottom with stinging force.

“Ah!” she squealed, stumbling forward.

He gripped her hips and pulled her back,
forcing her up onto the balls of her feet and holding her like that
until she steadied.

Crack!

“Oow!”

Again she jerked forward. This time he jerked
back on her head, glowering at her, pointing his finger as he let
her know his dissatisfaction. He pulled her hips back again, until
she was on the balls of her feet, leaning forward.

Crack!

She gasped at another blow but held herself
in position.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She winced and moaned and trembled as he
brought the belt down across her bottom. The blows were harder and
the stings hurt more. Her bottom was starting to burn, but she held
herself in position.

Again he dropped to his knees, and now his
tongue pushed up against her once more. It drove in and out of her,
squirming and twisting as his fingers stroked her clitoris. Then he
shifted, his tongue going for her clitoris as his long, thick
fingers pushed up inside her.

Evelyn whimpered and moaned, the heat and
passion rising once again to nearly suffocate her. She trembled and
shook, leaning forward, her hands grasping the trunk of the tree,
her breasts wobbling below her.

He rose and then gripped the base of the plug
in her bottom.

Evelyn moaned, feeling a fresh wave of
anxiety as she felt the thing slowly pulling loose. She didn't want
him in her bottom. She wanted him in her pussy!

But what she wanted clearly didn't matter.
She felt the pressure there, felt the head pushing into her. She
gasped and winced as she was stretched out, but it was easier than
she had feared. Then his cock was pushing into her, inch after inch
as he leaned forward. He jerked on her hair again, and one of his
hands pushed down past her hip, the fingers finding her
clitoris.

Evelyn let her head fall, panting, gasping,
moaning, as his cock drove high into her belly. She was still
amazed it didn't hurt – much. Then he started moving in and out and
she felt a dark wave of animal heat.

He straightened behind her, gripping her
hair, forcing her head up and back. She cried out as he slapped one
of her swaying breasts, the sting shocking her mind so that he was
able to drive his cock even deeper.

Soon he was thrusting into her hard and fast,
her entire body trembling and shaking. Her mind swam in a
glittering miasma of dazed hunger and passion, lust and ache as he
used her as he chose, knowing she had no choice, and in an odd way,
excited by that.

He pulled out and then jerked her up harder
by the hair, making her cry out in pain. He pressed her into the
tree, then jerked her roughly around and dropped to his knees
again. Once more his tongue attacked her pussy, driving up inside
her, trading places with his fingers and thumb as he made her body
and mind burn.

He rose, her belt in hand again, his teeth
bare as he swung it across her breasts.

But this time Evelyn didn't try to avoid it.
She was gripped by a strange, dark thrill at being in his power, at
submitting to him, at being helpless before him. There was
something raw and animal and masochistic about being under the
control of this... this... big, powerful, ignorant, unspeaking male
creature.

She winced and gasped and cried out as the
skinny little belt stung her breasts, but she held herself in
position as her breasts stung and burned.

He dropped the belt and jerked her around
again, pulling the belt down the tree trunk as he forced her to her
knees once more. He pushed himself into her ass, driving himself
deep, and started to use her again.

Evelyn gasped and moaned as he brought one of
his bare feet forward and down onto her head, jamming her face into
the dirt and grass as he drove his cock into her hard and fast.

She had never been... taken like this, so
roughly; ravished! The animal hunger and savagery of it had her
mind aflame as his hips slapped against her upraised buttocks.

Another orgasm welled up within her and she
trembled and shook as she cried out in pleasure. Her body heaved
and shook as he pounded into her, and then he bellowed in pleasure
himself, jamming himself into her again and again before finally
coming to a shuddering halt.

He knelt there for a long minute, then got up
and off. He pulled on his clothes, then disappeared.

Evelyn waited, panting, regaining her breath
– and her mind, then slowly sat back on her heels with a groan. She
looked around her wonderingly, but there was no sign of him. And
he'd left her tied to a tree naked!

Fortunately, the rope belt was long enough
that she could untie the part around the tree. She worked at the
rest for long minutes with her teeth before it loosened and she was
able to get free.
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“Ah, so this is your new nanny,” the woman
said to Neil in a sleek, elegant voice.

Neil was sitting across her lap when she
arrived, but the woman lifted him off when she arrived.

“Ma'am,” Evelyn said nervously.

Neil's mother was divorced from his father.
She was clad in a long, designer dress that was probably worth more
than Evelyn would make that year. She looked to be in her late
thirties, beautiful, slender, with blue eyes, high cheekbones, and
dark, glossy brown hair.

Evelyn had her hair drawn back in a ponytail.
When she'd gotten back to the house Mr. Stirling had informed her
Mrs. Ransom wished to see her. She'd had a quick shower and put on
a respectable summer dress – though she felt anything but
respectable.

“I'm on my way to France and thought I'd stop
by along the way,” she said, looking her up and down. “I wanted to
see the woman who was going to be overseeing Neil while my husband
found other things to do with his time.”

That was clearly an insult directed at the
absent Mr. Ransom but Evelyn kept her face bland and slightly
smiling, ignoring it.

Her insides ached from the hard plunging
strokes Clarence had given her – both front and back. And her
buttocks and breasts felt sore and slightly raw, as if suntanned.
The redness on them, though, had come from her own belt. Not the
sun.

Clarence's violence worried her. But at the
time it had made her burn with heat. Being his... his... she didn't
even know what to call it – lover certainly didn't work! Being his
bitch was more like it... was simply overwhelming.

He was overwhelming. Why did he keep putting
his hand around her throat? Why had he used her belt on her
breasts!? Her breasts! She'd certainly heard of playful spanking,
but who had ever heard of something like that!?

Was Clarence taking revenge on women somehow?
Or was it white women which angered him? Was that it? Some sort of
racial thing?

It scared her, that violence, but the passion
and heat, not to mention the incredible orgasms were so incredible
she couldn't possibly refuse him.

“Neil is a lovely little boy, Mrs. Ransom,”
she said.

“I trust you're not simply letting him play
all day?”

“No, Ma'am, I have a schedule arranged in
concert with his father regarding educational play, as well as
learning games. It isn't all just splashing around in the pool or
riding his pony.”

“I like my pony!” Neil said.

His mother reached out and patted him on the
head.

“Tell me about this college of yours.”

Evelyn talked about the college, its
curriculum, and the co-op assignments it had sent her out on over
the previous three years. It felt almost like a job interview and
made her a trifle nervous. She wondered how much say the woman had
in her employment, and why she didn't live with her husband. She
certainly wasn't about to ask, though.

They discussed Neil's meals, and Mrs. Ransom
demanded to see a list of the menus he'd had the last week.

“I'm afraid I don't have it with me, Ma'am.
Cook should have it, though.”

“So, Miss Sutherland,” the woman said, “How
are you enjoying Texas?”

“It's very... big, Ma'am, and hot.”

“Indeed. Not really the place for someone
with your complexion.”

“I stay indoors or use sunscreen, Ma'am,” she
said.

“And my husband? You see a lot of him?”

“Uhm, well, I'm not sure what you mean,
Ma'am.”

“I suppose what I'm asking is how much time
he spends with Neil.”

“I... he certainly seems to be very concerned
with his well-being, Ma'am.”

The woman's eyes narrowed.

“That wasn't what I asked.

“I don't think it would be appropriate of me
to concern myself with what my employer does or does not do with
his or her time, Ma'am.”

The woman sniffed derisively.

No, things clearly weren't terribly friendly
between she and Ransom. Evelyn was determined to watch what she
said so as to not get between them.

*

She took Neil off to his playroom, where they
spent a couple of hours doing things like using building blocks
with numbers and letters on them, and reading stories – though of
course, she was the one who did the reading. As a reward, he got to
go out to the pool.

That was a bit of an issue in that Clarence
had torn the tank top when he'd undone it. Evelyn would have to
wear one of the other bikinis she'd bought. Not, of course, the
thong. But there was a reasonable black bikini that had full
coverage down below and reasonably full cups.

It did little to hide just how full her
breasts were, however. She made sure both she and Neil were
properly oiled up before letting him into the pool, then they
played with some of his blow-up toys for a while as he splashed
around in the shallow end and dog-paddled through the deeper
end.

Then it was back inside to get ready for his
dinner.

Unlike breakfast, which she ate with the
staff, she ate dinner with Neil and his father, and sometimes his
uncle Brent. This time, though, his mother was also there. The
adults behaved properly towards each other but it didn't take
Evelyn long to feel the tension between them all.

Neil didn't spot any, fortunately, and she
ignored it all, speaking pleasantly to everyone and keeping her
head down. After dinner she brought him upstairs, let him play,
then gave him a bath and put him to bed after reading him a
story.

She went downstairs to get a drink and heard
Ransom's voice coming from the living room.

“... don't know why you always have to find
something to bitch about, Ariana.”

“Am I bitching? I wasn't aware I was
bitching,” Mrs. Ransom's voice said coolly. “I merely remarked on
how pretty your little nanny is.”

Evelyn froze in place.

“Yes, she's very attractive.”

“And very blonde.”

“Your eyes still function, I see,” he replied
dryly.

“As I recall, blondes are your type,
especially ones with big tits.”

“Funny, I thought that was your type,” he
replied.

Evelyn eased back as silently as she could,
and then went back upstairs. She would do without her drink!

Did Ransom like blondes with big boobs? Well,
he had hired her without seeing her, so that was just a
coincidence. Anyway, every guy liked blondes with big boobs. But
what did he mean when he suggested his wife did? Was she a lesbian?
Was that why they lived apart?

“None of my business,” she said to herself,
closing her door.

She had enough trouble already without
looking for more. And its name was Clarence. She had no idea what
she was going to do about him. On the one hand, he seemed to expect
that he could do whatever he wanted to her whenever he found her.
Which was outrageous in seven different kinds of ways! On the other
hand... his savage sexual behavior was scalding!

She'd never felt so utterly used, so ravaged!
In a hot, scorching way that seemed to peel back civilization and
return her to her base, animal instincts. She needed to get a
picture of him and send it to her friends back home and see what
they thought.

Then again, perhaps not. A picture wouldn't
do justice to the sheer size of him. And he wasn't exactly
handsome. In fact, he looked faintly menacing. Nor would they be
impressed by his lack of education. Nor was she, come to that. It
was the raw physical side of him that attracted her.

Slut, she thought to herself. And it
was hard to deny it. This was purely physical. She hoped she wasn't
leading him on to something more! That would be terrible of her!
Yet she'd hardly spoken to her, so surely this was purely physical
to him too.

God, he'd used her like such a whore! He'd
pushed her face into the dirt and fucked her hard in every orifice!
And all she'd done was moan and groan like a slut.

She sat back on her bed and played with the
remote to bring the TV sliding up into view, then played through
various menus looking for something interesting to watch.

After a while, she slipped off her clothes
and got ready for bed, then pulled on an old shirt she'd gotten
from a boyfriend a few years back, and which served as her nightie.
She glanced around the room and considered how she would go about
asking Ransom or Stirling if she could get a small refrigerator put
in. This was not the kind of place you could easily go downstairs
for a snack or a drink before bed. Not without getting dressed
first, anyway.

She wondered where Clarence slept. Not in the
house, she was thinking. At least, she hadn't yet come across
anywhere in the big house that housed any of the servants.
Obviously, Stirling slept somewhere, as did the chauffeur and
maids. Unless they drove in from town each day? She would have to
ask about that next morning.

*

She woke in the darkness to movement next to
her. She gasped, her eyes going wide as something loomed above her,
then a big hand came down over her mouth. It not only silenced her
but pinned her to the bed even as that shape shifted until it was
atop her, straddling her.

Clarence!

Again!?

He leaned forward and to one side, and the
light on the bedside table came on.

He looked down at her, then shifted his hand
from her mouth to her neck, closing firmly around it and squeezing
gently. Her hands trembled on his big wrist, then she let them fall
apart onto the bed. He nodded and smiled and released her
throat.

He took her slender wrists and jerked them up
and apart, extending them towards the corner posts as he leaned
over her, his dark eyes boring into hers.

She had no idea what to say!

He released her wrists, then bent forward
again, this time untying the fabric tie which held the curtain
against the post. He wrapped it around her wrist, then pushed it
back towards the corner post and tied it in place.

“Wh-why do you keep tying me up?” she
gulped.

He didn't answer, of course. That was the
problem dealing with people who couldn't speak. Instead, he tied
her other wrist to the opposite post, then slid backward along her
body until he straddled her thighs. He reached for the front of the
shirt and tore it open, sending buttons flying as she cried out in
surprise.

His hands slid up and down her body, kneading
her breasts, gently at first, then more roughly. He caught her
already-hard nipples between the tips of his thumbs and
forefingers, rolling and rubbing and twisting them lightly. Then he
pinched them, making her wince. He pinched them more, pulling them
upward, stretching them so that they burned.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped, back arching as
she tried to ease the pain.

He slid further down, then jerked her thighs
wide before dropping onto his elbows between them. She wasn't
wearing panties, and his tongue slid up and down along the line of
her sex. His thumbs spread them open and then his tongue slid in
between, flicking at her clitoris as she moaned softly.

This was insane! What if someone found out!?
She'd be fired for certain!

His tongue slithered into her with a deep,
slick, sinuous motion, twisting and turning. His fingers ran up and
down her body as he pumped it in and out.

God! God! God! Evelyn thought.

He slid up her body, keeping most of his
weight on his elbows. When he reached her breast he licked the
nipple with long, slow licks, then closed his mouth around the
center of her breast and bit into her.

“Oh! Please! Ow! Not too hard!” she
gasped.

His teeth chewed on her flesh as he
sucked and licked at her nipple, producing a wild mixture of
pleasure and pain. Then she shifted to the other breast, chewing
and sucking on that. Finally, he slid higher, grasping her hair,
jerking her head back, and kissing her forcefully.

She could feel his cock laying along her
abdomen and belly, thick, hard, warm. He ground his hips slowly
against her, rubbing that fat black log against her soft belly
while his mouth devoured hers.

He drew back and rose up before her. He
gripped his cock and rubbed it along her sex, then pushed forward
slowly, stretching her, straining her, then slowly sinking into her
as she lay there trembling and gasping helplessly.

His big hands scooped up her legs, then
pushed them back against her as he leaned forward. He let his chest
come down on them as he pumped slowly inside her. His hands mauled
her breasts, then shifted to her legs and jammed them back
hard.

Evelyn gasped as her knees came down against
her shoulders. Then he leaned forward and she cried out as he
thrust himself deep. His lips pulled back in a snarl, and he jammed
her ankles back against the headboard as he started to pump into
her.

The thickness and length of his cock made her
gasp and whimper and moan as he plunged it into her belly.

“Oh! Oh! Easy! Easy!” she whimpered. “Oh
please! Oh! Oh!”

Heat gripped her, making the hard, aching
strokes bearable, and the more he thrust the darker the heat and
the more bearable it was as her body and then her mind became
inflamed. She whimpered and hissed, her breath sobbing out of her
in helpless gasps as he increased the pace. The bed began to shake,
as did her body.

Every thrust sent an explosion of animal heat
through her body and mind. She could hardly stand it! It swept
through her again and again and again, drowning her in dark lust!
The dull aching pains as the head punched into the back of her
pussy interfered with the pure rush of pleasure, at first. And
then, somehow, it added to it.

He was a pile driver, his hips hammering into
her buttocks as he rammed his cock into her like a spear. She felt
the orgasm well up inside her, growing more and more intense. It
sagged slightly, then exploded and she started to scream, only to
have his hand encircle her throat.

Her eyes bulged as her mouth opened and
closed, screaming soundlessly, her entire body wracked by
convulsions as her muscles spasmed and her nerve endings crackled
like live electrical wires. She felt the orgasm growing, the sexual
pressure threatening to make her skull explode!

She couldn't breathe but didn't care. Her
eyes glazing over as her body continued to tremble and shake and
buck and writhe beneath him.

He eased back, and she gulped in air in deep,
trembling sobs of breath. But he shifted his body forward, forcing
her legs back harder. He was literally squatting atop her now as he
let his body bounce up and down, stabbing his cock deep into her
pussy again and again.

Evelyn cried out, and then his hand covered
her mouth a moment before two, then three fingers pushed into her
mouth as if to pin her tongue down. He drew them back and then
slapped her face, dazing her further. He gripped her ankles and
forced them back hard again, leaning over her as his hips continued
to hammer her.

“Please!” she moaned. “Please! Please!”

Another orgasm tore her mind apart and she
bucked and jerked and shook and cried out in mindless pleasure
until he slapped her again. Still, he rammed himself into her,
letting much of his body drop atop her now, his weight crushing
her, his shoulders pinning her legs back as his mouth came down on
hers.

His hips thrust and ground, thrust and
ground, thrust and ground as she whimpered dazedly beneath him,
overpowered and overwhelmed.

And then suddenly he rose up and back,
letting her legs drop. He pulled out of her, fisting his cock,
grinning at her as he erupted, spraying a fountain of hot white
semen across her chest and face.

He got up almost immediately, pulled on his
pants, shoes, and shirt, and left.

Left her tied to the bed naked, dazed,
breathless, and trembling.

It took her a couple of minutes to recover,
to gather her scattered wits together. Even so, she continued to
tremble and twitch.

I'm going out of my mind, she
thought.

She groaned, feeling battered and bruised
once more, sore in body and soul. She tugged against one of the
fabric curtain ties, then the other, then twisted her head up and
back to stare at where they were tied. She felt frustration rising
within her. He'd done it again!

God damn him!

She tried to twist her fingers around, to
stretch her hand up so she could reach one or another of the knots,
but couldn't. That gave her an emotional jolt of fear. What would
happen if she couldn't get undone!? Ransom or Stirling would come
and find her like this!

That put her into a near panic as she tried
harder, struggled more violently to pull her wrists free.

And then the door to her bedroom opened.

She jerked her head around and gaped as a
figure came inside and then closed the door behind.

“Well, well,” it said.

Mrs. Ransom strolled forward, smirking.

If it were possible to spontaneously combust
Evelyn was certain she would have done so there and then.
Certainly, her face was so hot and red she thought it must catch
fire. She jerked her head to one side, unable to meet the woman's
superior smirk.

“When I saw Clarence making his
not-so-furtive way out the back door I couldn't help wondering just
where he was coming from,” she said casually. “He has no business
in the big house at this hour.”

She sat down on the bed beside her and Evelyn
closed her eyes, cringing with shame.

“Knowing Clarence and his... appetites,
however, I suspected where he was coming from. The maids aren't
here tonight, after all. They're in their quarters in the
bunkhouse.

Evelyn gasped as the woman reached out and
caught her chin in a firm grip, twisting her face around to look up
at her.

“Oh yes, little girl. I used to live here,
remember. I know a lot about Clarence, more, I suspect, than you
do.”

She glanced down meaningfully at Evelyn's
breasts and the spatter of droplets across them.

“Nice tits,” she said.

She reached down and let her finger scoop up
some semen, then before Evelyn could react, slid the finger into
her mouth.

Evelyn instinctively tried to twist free but
the woman held her in place.

“Clean it off, little girl,” she growled.

Moaning, trembling, Evelyn obeyed, her eyes
wide.

“Close your lips. Close them, slut!”

Evelyn jerked as if struck but obeyed, and
the woman slid her fingers slowly in and out.

“Yes, I know all about Clarence,” she said.
“And I know all about his enormous cock, too.”

Ransom pulled her fingers from Evelyn's
mouth, scooped up more of Clarence's semen, and slid her fingers
back into her mouth.

“Suck,” she growled.

Dazed, reeling, bewildered, Evelyn obeyed as
the woman looked down at her.

“Has he shown you what he can do with his
tongue yet?” Ransom asked?

She slid a hand down to Evelyn's pussy and
let her fingers spread the lips of her sex.

“Not many men are good at oral sex,” she
said. “Giving it, that is.”

She slid her fingers out of Evelyn's
mouth.

“Who do you think taught him?” Ransom asked
in amusement.

Evelyn started in shock, then licked her
lips.

“U-Untie me, please!” she gulped.

“In due course, my dear.”

Ransom examined the fabric tie, then her eyes
flicked back to Evelyn's face.

“Of course, when I made use of his lovely
cock I made sure to tie him down on his back. There was no chance
at all I was going to let him mount me like some kind of
animal.”

“I'd tie him down, ride his lovely big cock,
then use my tongue and lips and mouth and hands to get him hard
again, then ride him again. And again. And again. Clarence has
enormous stamina, you know.”

Evelyn was astonished.

Her fingers slid across Evelyn's breast,
scooping up more semen, then thrust it into her mouth.

“Suck.”

Dazed, Evelyn obeyed.

“Unfortunately, I couldn't tie my husband
down similarly. He's almost as bad as Clarence in how he treats a
girl in bed. Fortunately, I was eventually able to come to an
understanding with him, and moved out.”

She caught at one of Evelyn's nipples,
stroking and rolling it in her fingers.

“No one comes to an understanding with
Clarence unless it's done in advance. And even then you have to tie
him down to keep him from grabbing you by the throat.”

She slid her hand up around Evelyn's neck,
stroking her soft skin.

“But I'm sure you know that,” she said.

“Untie me, please!” she gulped.

Ransom sighed. “One thing I do like about
Clarence is his silence.”

Her hand slid back down and her fingers
spread the lips of her sex, then two of them slipped inside
her.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

“Why, whatever I want, dear,” Ransom said
with a smile.
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Ransom swung her legs around and then rose on
her knees. She forced Evelyn's thighs apart and then dropped onto
her elbows between them. Her forearms forced her thighs wider as
her tongue licked up along her sex.

“Clarence is good at this now, but not nearly
as good as I am.”

“Oh! Please! I-I'm not... I'm not gay!”

“Why of course not, dear,” Ransom said with
guileless eyes. “Neither am I.”

She lowered her head and her tongue slid
lightly along Evelyn's sex, then pressed deeper and deeper as she
found her clitoris.

Evelyn watched with wide eyes until her neck
ached too much and she had to drop her head back onto the bed.
She'd gone from dazed ecstasy to shocked horror at being discovered
like this to wild confusion and uncertainty as Mrs. Ransom began to
lick her pussy.

The news the woman had had an affair with
Clarence was a shock. That she'd tied him down perhaps gave some
clue about why Clarence wanted to tie HER down now. But more
importantly, she'd gone from being certain she'd be fired to
wondering if the woman's own wicked history and behavior meant she
herself was excused her own.

If Mrs. Ransom wasn't going to complain then
perhaps she was in the clear and Mr. Ransom would never know. Of
course, she'd have to let the woman have her way with her but
compared to what Clarence had done that would be a leisurely stroll
in the park.

It wasn't like she hadn't... experimented
with girls before, after all. Granted, they'd all been pretty drunk
at the time, but this wasn't exactly shocking. And, in fact, it
didn't take long to realize the woman was awfully... good. Maybe
she really had taught Clarence how to perform oral sex on a girl.
Certainly few men, in her experience, were very good at it.

It was still awfully unfair of the woman to
take advantage while she was tied up! And helpless. And... and
having just been ravaged by that big monster! Poor her! She
felt a sense of being a victim, of being abused and misused. But
given the weird masochistic heat she'd been feeling of late at
Clarence's hands that only served to ignite a simmering sense of
excitement.

She was still tied down naked and helpless,
after all, completely at this strange woman's mercy! God only knew
what she might do to her!

Ransom's fingers pushed up inside her, then
began to stroke in and out. They pushed upward as they did, rubbing
against the front wall of her sex even as her tongue licked
strongly against her clitoris from the other side.

The sensations from that were starting to
make her mind swim, especially as she felt herself relaxing into
that familiar role of helpless victim, poor abused (and beautiful)
martyr.

The heat began to rise within her. It didn't
flood her mind as it had with Clarence but rather seeped in slowly
until her mind became sodden with a dark, delicious sense of lust
and passion. This too was kinky and dark and exciting, if in a
different way.

She closed her eyes, her chest tight, her
breathing becoming ragged. She tried her best not to show any
response, though. Being dominated by a big, powerful man was one
thing, but it felt even more degrading to be dominated by a woman,
especially one smaller than her.

The liquid heat bubbling away around her
brain began to ease that distinction, though, as her body started
to tremble and her muscles to spasm. Her hips jerked and rolled and
she let out an involuntary moan as a wave of pleasure washed over
her.

Mrs. Ransom rose up suddenly, then reached
down and peeled her long dress up and over her head, tossing it
behind her. She had nothing on beneath, and her body was slender
and toned, her breasts small and firm.

She lifted Evelyn's left leg up high and
pushed it back against her body, then maneuvered her own body in to
straddle her right leg. She spread her knees wide, then leaned in
and pressed her own naked sex against Evelyn's.

The touch was... electric. Evelyn had never
done nor even seen such a thing before, and she stared in
fascination and excitement as the woman pressed her sex in firmly
against Evelyn's and then began to grind her hips.

The woman's own naked sex rubbed against
Evelyn and sent waves of pleasure up through her body. The woman
forced her left leg back and leaned in, her left hand sliding up
and down Evelyn's body, then kneading her breast.

Evelyn shuddered, instinctively trying to
grind herself back up as the pleasure rose to intoxicating levels.
Her eyes slitted and her head rolled back as she gulped in air,
moaning more and more loudly as the pleasure washed over her.

And then the orgasm hit and she cried out,
her hips bucking up feverishly. She gurgled and gasped, then, as
Ransom squeezed her throat, or rather, pressed in around the sides
so that her eyes bulged. She belatedly realized this must be
another thing Clarence had learned from the woman as her body
trembled and shook through violent convulsions, the orgasm
overloading her nervous system.

She slumped back, gulping in air as the woman
released her throat, light-headed and dazed as Ransom chuckled and
then let her leg go too. She eased back, then pulled the cloth ties
from the lower bedposts and used them to tie Evelyn's ankles down
as firmly as her wrists.

Then she climbed onto the bed again, her eyes
hungry, and straddled Evelyn's body.

“Now, you delicious little slut, let us see
what you can do for me,” she said.

She shifted higher, until she was kneeling on
either side of Evelyn's head, then lowered herself, bringing her
pussy down against the still-panting girl's mouth.

“Show me what you can do or I will have you
whipped like a slave,” Ransom taunted.

Evelyn moaned, suddenly aware of her own
inadequacies. She'd never licked a girl before. On the other hand,
she certainly had recent experience in what worked right.

She began to lick the woman's clitoris,
suddenly feeling if not shy then certainly inferior. She knew she
wasn't up to Ransom's abilities.

It didn't take long for the woman to figure
that out either. She hopped off her then put her dress on
again.

“I think you need some inspiration, girl,”
she said. “I shall see if I can give it to you.”

And then she let herself out, closing the
door behind her and leaving Evelyn even more helpless than she was
after Clarence left! She could hardly move at all now, could only
lay on the bed, spreadeagled, anxiously awaiting the woman's
return.

How did I get myself into this?! she
thought wonderingly.

Ten long minutes later the woman returned,
sashaying into the room with a smirk, carrying a bag. She closed
and locked the door, then strolled over to the bed where Evelyn
gazed at her warily.

“I know a girl like you loves big cocks,” she
said sweetly.

You do too, Evelyn thought resentfully.

The woman brought a very big cock out of the
bag. It was a dildo, of course, but quite long and thick, if not
quite as long and thick as Clarence. It was slightly curved and had
an odd base that projected out on one side, as well as straps.

She wondered if it were one of those strap-on
dildos she'd heard of and if the woman intended to use her the way
Clarence had.

Then she pulled another big dildo out of the
bag. This one was also curved, but had a kind of leather pad as its
base. It too had straps, though smaller ones.

She thought nervously about asking... perhaps
even demanding the woman untie her, but she didn't dare. She
couldn't afford to have her angry at her.

The woman worked the first dildo into her,
and she winced and gasped as it slid up inside. She was still
extremely wet, and having taken Clarence she could certainly take
this. But it was still quite thick and long. Ransom worked it fully
inside her, until the odd little base was pressed against the top
of her sex, then drew the firm straps up around Evelyn's hips.

And turned it on.

She gasped aloud as the base started to
vibrate. It didn't vibrate in a steady pattern but in a series of
pulses which came closer and closer together and grew stronger and
stronger.

Ransom slid her hands up and down Evelyn's
body, massaging her breasts and then rolling and rubbing her
nipples until they burned and throbbed. She peeled her dress off,
then leaned in, sucking and licking on Evelyn's nipples as the
vibrator buzzed away against her.

If the intent was to arouse her, it worked.
Her body began to flood with heat and passion and lust once
more.

The woman picked up the other dildo and then
leaned over Evelyn's head. She gripped her hair and jerked back,
forcing her head to tilt back, then pushed the head of the dildo
into her open mouth and kept pushing. Evelyn choked and gagged in
surprise, at first, as the dildo slid into her throat, but the
woman continued to push it through until the leather base was flat
against her lips and cheeks.

She held it there, smiling down at her as
Evelyn twisted and writhed.

“Don't tell me you can't take a big cock down
your throat,” she said. “I know Clarence's sexual habits quite
well.”

She pumped the dildo slowly in and out, still
holding onto Evelyn's hair, then pulled it out and let the girl
cough and gulp in air.

“Beg me to let you lick my pussy, slave
girl,” she taunted.

Evelyn gulped in air in deep, shaky breaths,
wincing as the woman jerked on her hair.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please! I.. P-Please let me lick your
pussy!” Evelyn moaned.

“You forgot to say mistress,” Ransom
said.

She pushed the dildo back down Evelyn's
throat, then pumped it slowly in and out as she gurgled and gasped
and choked. She pulled it free and Evelyn gulped in air again.

“Try again, slave girl. Beg your mistress to
let you lick her pussy.”

“P-Please!” Evelyn gasped. “Please let me
like your pussy, Mistress!”

“Haven't you learned to breathe with a big
cock in your throat yet?” Ransom asked. “I certainly did. Just
relax your throat muscles like a good little sex slave.”

This was so kinky and bizarre! Evelyn gagged
at first as the dildo was pushed down her throat once again. The
woman held it there with her hand on the soft leather base, then
let her fingers caress Evelyn's throat.

“Breath, little slut,” she purred, rubbing
her neck. “Breath for mistress.”

Evelyn couldn't. At least... not at first.
But after more instruction, she managed – kind of.

Ransom straddled her face and let her lick
her pussy once again, fingers buried in Evelyn's hair, jerking and
tugging on it when she wanted her to lick faster or harder.

Meanwhile, the vibrator purred away against
her and inside her, and they began to rouse a heat that beat
against her mind again.

Ransom slid off her mouth, still gripping
Evelyn's hair, jerking her head back as she chewed along the nape
of her neck.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” Ransom purred.
“Say it.”

“I-I'm y-you're... bitch, Mistress!” Evelyn
gasped.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm your bitch, Mistress!” she moaned.

Ransom slid the dildo back down her throat,
only this time strapped the pad down firmly against the front of
her face. Then she took another item from the bag. This was some
sort of whip. It caught her attention even as she struggled to
breathe around the dildo filling her throat, and her eyes widened
as Ransom ran the thin black thongs through her fingers.

“Slave girls need to learn that they must
show more eagerness to please their mistress,” she purred.

She swung the small whip and the thin laces
scattered and landed lightly across Evelyn's chest. She squealed
and her body strained against the ties as the crackle of stings
erupted across her breasts.

“Sex slave!” Ransom taunted.

Evelyn shuddered, her mind spinning. The whip
came down again, the thin laces landing lightly in a patter of
little stings across her chest. They weren't heavy enough to even
sting her chest – except her breasts. And the sting there was light
enough for Evelyn to feel relief instead of pain.

A great deal of relief, and a sudden rush of
dark heat. This was just a dark, nasty, wicked game, after all.
Ransom wasn't really going to hurt her! She winced at another blow,
moaning as she stared at her breasts, just starting to pinken. She
strained to breathe in shallow breaths of air, wincing again as the
thin leather thongs landed.

Her body strained against the ties, her pussy
squeezed down on the thick vibrator inside it, and she arched her
back as another blow landed. The heat began to sweep through her as
she let herself sink into the role of Ransom's sex slave, her poor,
beautiful, sexy, abused, helpless sex slave!

Light-headed, she felt the orgasm approaching
and opened herself up to embrace it, crying out at the next blow,
and the next. They were heavier, the thongs stinging more as they
snapped down across her breasts. But that just made it more
realistic.

Sex slave! Slave girl! This was so wild and
kinky and perverted!

Another orgasm exploded within her and she
strained and arched, screaming uninhibitedly now, knowing the dildo
in her throat blocked almost all sound. The laces cut into her
breasts more sharply as her body flared with a wild, burning heat.
She wallowed in it, thrashing and twisting against the ties, her
body and mind feverish with heat and pleasure.

Ransom pulled the dildo out of her mouth and
throat and Evelyn stared up at her, gasping for breath, eyes
glassy.

“Sex slave,” Ransom cooed. “Nasty little sex
slave.”

She ran her hands over Evelyn's body, across
her heaving chest, fingering her aching nipples. She climbed into
bed again, straddling her head, gripping her hair.

“Now please your mistress, sex slave, or I'll
whip your breasts again – harder.

Evelyn gasped and then began to obey, doing
her best to show eagerness, her tongue licking hard and fast at the
woman's clitoris as cool blue eyes looked down at her.

Ransom eased back.

“Tell me you're my bitch, slut.”

“I-I'm your bitch, Mistress!” she moaned.

Ransom ground her pussy against her mouth and
Evelyn began licking again.

She eased back once more.

“Tell me you're my sex slave, slut.”

“I'm... I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” Evelyn
gasped.

Again Ransom ground her sex against her
mouth.

The vibrator continued to buzz, and Evelyn's
mind continued to bake in the shimmering heat.

She eased back, jerking on Evelyn's hair
until she cried out.

“Tell me you're my whore!”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!” she cried.

When Ransom came, it was with a long,
shuddering moan of pleasure as she ground her sex into Evelyn's
face. Then she eased back and grinned in satisfaction.

“You still have much to learn, slave girl,”
she said. “But this was a good beginning.”

She gathered her things, then untied Evelyn
and left.

Evelyn moaned as she lay there on the bed,
still spreadeagled, not moving, dazed by it all. She got up slowly,
aching in a lot of places. She examined her breasts, which felt a
little... raw, but showed no sign of the 'whip'. There were bite
marks on them, though, demonstrating Clarence's enthusiasm.

Her life was just spiraling so wildly out of
control!

She made her way to the shower and then
crawled back into bed, laying down naked, her mind still coming to
grips with the events of the evening. First Clarence and then
Mrs. Ransom! What a slut I am! she thought wearily.

She was going to have to change the lock on
her door. It was a mere privacy lock, which was the norm on
interior bedrooms. It was meant to keep someone from mistakenly
barging in, but it could be opened with a thin piece of metal or
wood. She needed a lock that used a key.

She wasn't sure where she stood now. Would
Mrs. Ransom tell her husband what a slut she was? Could she do it
without mentioning what she and Evelyn had done? Well, what she had
done TO Evelyn. Would he care? Would he fire her because he didn't
want a slut looking after his son?

Then again, from what she'd said his wife was
a worse slut. Still, he clearly didn't want to just divorce her for
some reason. That didn't mean he'd accept her acting so slutty.
Americans were very odd that way.

She sighed and tried to fall asleep. She
needed to be up early the next day so she could eat and get Neil
up. He had a play-date, though, so he'd be driven to his friend's
house some miles away. That would give her some time off, perhaps
to relax by the pool.

Although, of course, Brent showed up whenever
she did that. He certainly was persistent. Then again, compared to
what she'd been up to the last few days he, at least, was normal.
Trying to seduce her was what men did, after all.

She'd considered allowing him, too. God,
imagine sleeping with him after sleeping with Ransom and Clarence!
Was she turning into the world's worst slut or something!? She
hadn't exactly been a nun in her life but she hadn't been that
indiscriminate either.

Then again, it hadn't been her choice for
Ransom to... to... have sex with her. For that matter, it hadn't
been her choice to have sex with Clarence. She'd simply let them...
persuade her. And after being pounded by Clarence a few times now
she didn't know if she could resist anything the man wanted. It was
just too incredible, too wild, too intense! It was like no sex
she'd ever had in her life!

Mrs. Ransom, by comparison, was almost
normal, if you left off the pretend whipping. Well, normal for
someone who was gay or bisexual anyway. Kind of bossy, but she was
older and more knowledgeable, and richer, and her boss's wife. So
that was to be expected.

Calling Evelyn her slave girl was kind of
weird, though. And making her say it was even weirder. It was dark
and kinky. Being tied down and 'whipped', however lightly, was
outrageous and wild and carried all sorts of menacing
overtones.

Well, she'd just have to see how things went.
If worse came to worse she'd just quit. Though that certainly
wouldn't look good on her record and would be hard to explain to
the school. They kept track of such things, after all, and were
often called for recommendations.
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The next morning went fairly normally, though
once again she was uncomfortable and anxious in Clarence's presence
at breakfast. He ignored her, but she found it very difficult to
ignore him. Every time she thought about his big cock
pounding her she felt her nipples harden.

After that, she got Neil up and got him
ready, fed him, then played with him before sending him off on his
play-date. With him gone she was a bit at a loss for what to do.
The idea of going downstairs was filled with anxiety as well as
anticipation. She'd run into Clarence there twice in just a few
days.

Was she ready to get used as his bitch again?
Already?

She could go for a ride. But she'd run into
him out there, too. Did he have some kind of regular duties?
Perhaps if she found out it would make his appearances more
predictable. It wasn't that she didn't want to... have sex with him
again. She just wanted to be able to decide when.

Perhaps the pool was the safest bet.

She put on her bikini, got her things, and
then went to relax at the pool. After a little while, she even
succeeded. Gazing out at the beautiful water and the greenery she
thought about friends back home. Her phone said it was raining
today back there – hardly unusual – and none of them would be able
to lay around in this delicious heat by a gorgeous swimming
pool.

She took a picture, getting her feet in it,
but nothing else of her, and sent it to a few friends. They'd all
be sitting down to dinner now, for London was seven hours ahead of
Texas. She felt more than a little smug at the thought of them
seeing such a lovely picture and being jealous of her.

And that sense of superiority vanished a
moment later when one of the maids – Consuela – showed up.

“Mrs. Ransom, she leaving and want to see you
first,” she said.

“Uhm, is she inside?”

“At the guest cottage.”

That made her instantly wary. What did the
woman want? God! She was a kinky pervert who had apparently turned
Clarence on to his habit of tying up his bed partners. Well, Evelyn
was not going to let her pressure her into sex. She'd already had
sex with her and... and... well... women weren't really her
thing.

Not that it hadn't had its moments. But she
had no desire to have her breasts whipped again!

Still, she had no choice but to go. Maybe the woman just wanted to
talk to her about Neil again. She hesitated. She was in a bikini.
If she went in a bikini might that send a message? On the other
hand, the only alternative was to shower off to get the oil off her
body, do her hair again, and then get dressed first.

That didn't sound like what Ransom had asked.
If she was leaving now she wasn't going to want to wait around for
all that. On the other hand, if she was leaving she wouldn't want
to stop for sex either...

She sighed and stood up, then made her way
around the hedges and across the yard, still in her bikini. She
knocked warily on the front door, nervously flicking the hair back
from her eyes, and rehearsing her polite words of refusal.

The door opened. Clarence looked out at her.
Her mind blanked.

He reached out and swept his big hand around
her throat, then pulled her inside and shoved her up against a
wall.

She had instinctively grasped his wrist but
he slapped her hands away and she stood there against the wall,
gasping weakly around his hand as he looked at her. Her heart
pounded and her pulse raced as he leaned in and then his lips
widened. They came against her mouth as he had before, with
overwhelming force, and yet oddly gentle.

At first.

She moaned into his mouth as he held her in
place, as his lips moved against hers, as they overpowered her own,
forced them apart. His mouth ravished hers as her knees began to
get rubbery and her body was swept by heat.

She felt the string behind her neck let
loose, and then the one behind her back. He pulled her bikini top
away, and the heat rose higher. His big hand kneaded her bared
breast, then slid down her body, which was slick with sunscreen. It
pushed down into the front of her bikini bottoms, and she shuddered
as his fingers found her clitoris.

She did nothing but stand in place, at first.
Even as his fingers stroked her clitoris and thrumming waves of
sensations rolled up through her body. His big hand forced the
straps on her hips lower, and then still lower until the suit slid
down her legs.

He drew back and peeled off his T-shirt, then
gripped her wrists and lifted her hands up to place against his
chest. He used his grip on her wrists to slide her hands up and
down across his chest. Flushed with heat, she continued as he
released them, his eyes boring into hers.

She felt a sense of amazement at how muscular
he was, her fingers relishing the tactile pleasure of caressing and
stroking his mighty chest and sliding up onto his shoulders.

Then he stopped her. He reached for a
bookcase near the door and took down a short length of black
leather with metal studs. Recognition came to her only as he
pressed it against her throat and pulled it around behind her head.
An instant later she felt a jolt of anxiety mixed with excitement.
Her hands rose but hovered uncertainly.

He fastened the collar around her neck, then
picked up a thin length of leather and clipped it to the ring in
front. He stepped back, his eyes hungry, and jerked on the leash,
and Evelyn stumbled forward, gasping, eyes wide, mind swirling and
churning.

He turned and tugged and she was jerked
forward again, forced to follow him as he walked into the living
room. He peeled his shorts down and then sat on the edge of a sofa
before jerking on the leash.

Evelyn was forced to her knees by the pull on
the collar, and found herself facing his big cock again, as she had
the other night!

A collar and leash!? The thought added a wild
crackling sense of edgy sexual kink to what was already happening –
not to mention another burst of wariness. But she had little time
to ponder such things as he jerked her in and ground her face
against him.

At least her hands were free this time! She
seized his thick shaft and then began to lick the underside of the
heat. She worked her way down his cock, sucking on his balls, then
took the head into her mouth and bobbed up and down.

She felt more confidence in this. It was much
more like the oral sex she was used to performing on guys. Although
none had been as big as Clarence. She slid her lips down further
with every stroke, daring herself to try and take it into her
throat. She knew she could, after all. It wasn't easy, and it
stretched her throat, but there was a deep sense of eroticism in it
too.

She forced herself lower, and then a big hand
came down on top of her head and forced her the rest of the way,
eliminating her indecision. She gurgled as her lips slid all the
way down to the base and he held her there.

“Ah, Clarence, I see you have our little
bitch in her proper place,” Mrs. Ransom said as she came into the
room.

Evelyn jerked violently, her face, already
flushed, turned hotter as Ransom looked down at her with something
like a sneer. The woman was dressed in an expensive designer dress,
with stylish high heeled shoes.

“Be a dear boy and put her in a position
where we can speak,” Ransom said.

Clarence let her head slide up and Evelyn
pulled off his cock, coughing and gasping. He pushed her back and
stood up, and then jerked on the leash in such a way she was pulled
forward off her knees, and onto her hands and knees. Then he walked
over to a large round coffee table. He lifted her up effortlessly,
setting her on her hands and knees on it, pushing on her shoulder
to force her chest down onto the hard surface.

Mrs. Ransom took a seat on the sofa in front
of the table and gave her a smirk as Clarence jerked her hips
higher and gave her bottom a slap.

“Oh!”

She felt her wrists pulled back behind her
neck, and then something was bound around them, tying them together
to the back of the collar.

“Now, before I go, I wanted to go over a few
more things about how I expect you to behave while I'm in Europe,”
Ransom said.

Evelyn shuddered as she felt the pressure of
Clarence's big cock against her, and moaned as he forced himself
through the tight lips of her sex.

“Are you listening, girl?” Ransom
demanded.

Evelyn was bewildered. She didn't understand
what was happening. Why was the woman acting like this, as if
Evelyn was just sitting her properly instead of having a big cock
pushed into her from behind!?

“Now I think that your task list needs to be
slightly altered,” Ransom said.

She produced the list and began making
suggestions even as Clarence drove his cock deep into her belly,
then began to pump in and out.

Ransom smacked the paper against the side of
her chair.

“Look at me, girl!” she snapped.

Evelyn cried out as Clarence gripped a thick
mass of hair and jerked her head up and back, forcing her to look
towards Ransom. Her swollen breasts were sliding back and forth
against the tabletop as Clarence drove his heavy hips into her
bottom and ground his hips against her.

Ransom sighed dramatically. “This is the
problem dealing with sluts. You are a slut, aren't you, girl?” she
asked coyly.

Evelyn only gasped and moaned.

“Clarence. She's not answering me.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh, ow! Please!”

“Answer your mistress when she asks a
question. Are you a slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm a slut, Mistress!”

Clarence was riding her faster now and she
moaned and gasped and yelped as he yanked on her hair and slapped
her bottom again.

“Yes, you are. You're a big titted blonde
whore – which is just the kind of girl Clarence likes best.”

Evelyn shuddered as his hips pounded even
more violently against her. The feel of his big, thick cock spiking
so deep inside her body was turning her mind to mush.

“I've got a list of child-learning videos I
want you to show him. We can insert that into your list at Ten, and
he can have his snack afterward.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped as Clarence
rode her.

“And since I shall be away, you can be
Clarence's slut while I'm gone. Isn't that nice? Tell me you're
Clarence's slut, girl.”

“I-I'm Clarence's slut, Mistress!” she
gasped.

Clarence pounded even harder against her
raised bottom.

“I might have known,” another voice said.

Mrs. Ransom looked up and raised an eyebrow.
“I thought you were working.”

Mr. Ransom stepped forward, scowling at her,
then at Evelyn, whose face burned as she felt a shock of
humiliation sweep through her.

“Honestly, Bennett, you could at least knock
before entering as long as I'm staying here.”

“This place belongs to me, just like
everything else on this ranch.”

He looked at Evelyn. “Her too. Let's have a
look at her, Clarence.”

Evelyn cried out as Clarence jerked back on
her hair, raising her chest off the table, pulling her back so that
she was kneeling upright, bowed back against him.

Evelyn felt a wild rush of embarrassment and
shame. Her wrists jerked frantically against whatever bound them
back behind her, but she could do nothing to cover her body from
his searching eyes.

“Very nice,” he said. “Excellent body.”

Evelyn's eyes rolled aside, unable to meet
his. She was bewildered again. He was acting so casual, as if he
wasn't even surprised to find her in this obscene and outrageous
position!

Clarence had slowed his stroke, but his big
cock was still sliding up and down inside her as he held her body
back against him.

“She's a responsive little slut. You should
have no difficulty with her,” Mrs. Ransom said.

“I never had any difficulty with any woman,”
Ransom growled.

“Well, I must be leaving. I'll be back in a
month. We'll chat then, dear,” she said to Evelyn.

She got up and left and Ransom made a motion
which caused Clarence to shove her back down so her breasts were
pressed into the wood. He sat down where his wife had sat, then,
eyeing her as Clarence picked up the pace, riding her faster and
harder.

“Well, Miss Sutherland, I suspected you had a
gorgeous body under those clothes. I thought it would be harder to
part you from them, though. But I suppose you Europeans tend to be
sluttier than most Texas girls.”

He snorted as Clarence thrust harder and she
cried out.

“Of course, you women rarely fail to fall for
a big cock. And my wife showed Clarence how to use his to good
effect. I do like the predictability of the female. Well, most
females. My wife being abnormal in that regard.”

Evelyn couldn't turn her face away, for
Clarence still held her hair firmly, keeping her face forward as
her body shuddered to the impact of his powerful hips.

“There was a time around here a white woman
caught with a black man would have been horsewhipped,” he said.
“But we're more sophisticated these days, and recognize the
weakness of sluts.”

He reached out and cupped her chin.

“You are a slut, aren't you?” he
demanded.

Crack! Clarence slapped her bottom
sharply. And Ransom dug his fingers into her jaw.

“Aren't you?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say... master,” he growled.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“Master!”

“Clarence, you're being too gentle. Ride this
slut. Pound her like the animal she is.”

Clarence thrust faster and harder, his hips
striking her upraised buttocks with bruising force, his big black
cock a fleshy spear thrusting painfully deep into her belly again
and again! He yanked on her hair and slapped her bottom and all she
could do was shake and tremble and moan and cry out in helpless
passion as the heat roared within her.

Ransom stood up and walked around behind her,
and then Clarence halted.

“You have a lovely little puckered bottom,
girl. But you were given a plug to ready it for use, were you
not?”

Evelyn lay on the table, gasping for breath,
moaning, her eyes slightly glazed. Her bottom was still raised high
behind her and she felt Clarence's hands on her hips now, releasing
her hair.

Then she was slapped on the back of the
head.

“Answer, slut.”

“Y-Yes!” she cried.

“Why are you not wearing your plug? Did
Clarence not make it clear you were to wear it at all times?”

Clarence pulled out of her and Ransom moved
back in front of her and sat down, frowning at her.

“You really are going to have to learn how to
obey the orders you're given, girl.”

“I-I... he... he didn't... say – .”

“Yes, yes. We both know he doesn't talk. But
he made it clear.”

She gasped as she felt something slippery
pushed against her back passage. It was a finger, a very large,
thick finger. It pushed into her, twisting and turning, sliding
deeper and deeper.

Ransom reached out and slapped her face
lightly.

“Are you listening to me, girl?”

'Y-Yes, sir!”

“That's yes, Master.”

Crack! Clarence slapped her
bottom.

“Say it.”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

The finger pulled back and instead she felt
something cool and hard, but still rounded. It pushed against her,
prodded at her, slowly forcing her opening apart. It was, she
realized another butt-plug. Clarence quickly slid it into her body,
and she felt the palm of his hand pressing against the base.

Then she felt his hands on her thighs and
then his tongue licking hungrily at her pussy. She gulped in air,
trembling as his big tongue thrust deep inside her. It pulled out
and his lips found her clitoris sucking rhythmically causing her an
explosion of sensation. Her hips rolled back frantically and she
felt her brain melting.

“Tell me you're a slut, girl.”

“I-I... I'm a slut.... master!” she
gulped.

“And sluts must be punished when they're
disobedient. Isn't that correct?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned, hardly knowing
what she was saying, nor caring.

“Clarence, this slut needs to be
punished.”

The tonguing and sucking halted. Evelyn was
overwhelmed by all of this, baffled at how she had even become
involved with Mrs. Ransom and Clarence and now Mr. Ransom, though
he had yet to touch her sexually.,

Then something pushed into her sex, something
almost as thick as Clarence, but not nearly as warm. It must be
another dildo or vibrator, she thought dazedly.

What are these people doing to me?!

She groaned as it sank deep, then started to
vibrate. She felt Clarence jerking her thighs together to hold it
inside, then he released her and there was a few seconds pause.

Crack!

“Ah!” she cried at the sharp, stinging blow
across her buttocks.

She tried to move but Ransom reached out and
grasped her tangled hair to hold her in place.

“Don't even try to resist your proper
punishment, girl. All that will get you is more.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

It was some kind of belt or strap! It struck
her upraised bottom sharply, stingingly

“Naughty little slave girls have to be
properly punished, girl,” Ransom said, a trifle smugly.

She shuddered at the term. Mrs. Ransom had
called her a slave girl, too, and a sex slave. But that had just
seemed somewhat silly, and a part of the woman's kinky sex games.
Coming from a man, coming from Ransom with his serious look and
voice, it sounded much darker, much more menacing, much scarier,
much more.... thrilling!

The vibrator buzzed inside her and against
her, with her thighs keeping it locked tightly in place.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She cried out at each blow as Clarence
brought the belt down against her buttocks repeatedly.

“Tell me you're sorry for being a naughty
slave girl,” Ransom said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! I'm – ow! I'm... sorry! Oww! For – ahh –
being a-a – naughty – agh – slave girl!”

He shook his head.

“You forgot to say master.”

Clarence swung harder, and Evelyn squealed as
the belt snapped down across her bottom with even more force.

“Master! Master! I'm sorry for being a
naughty slave girl, Master!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was on fire! And every new blow
delivered an explosion of stinging pain! Yet even so she felt an
incredible fiery sense of dark hunger. Everything she was doing was
so degrading, so outrageous, and yet so dangerously exciting!

“Please, Master!” she cried.

“Very well. Clarence, ride the slut again.
Give her the cock she loves so much.”

Evelyn almost sobbed in relief, gasping as
the big hands spread her legs. She felt the vibrator pulled out,
then rubbed up and down, up and down against her clitoris. Then
Clarence drove his cock into her and she felt as if her mind were
melting.

“Hard, Clarence, Ram her like you want your
cock to come out her mouth.”

Clarence gave her a pounding, and Evelyn
cried out, trembling and shaking violently to the blows of his hips
and the deep thrust of his hard cock. Clarence gripped her hair and
yanked her head back and she cried out, eyes rolling back in her
head.

Then Ransom stood up and casually undid his
fly. He reached in and pulled out a cock which was every bit as
long and thick as Clarence, then simply stepped forward and thrust
it into her mouth, then straight down her throat.

Clarence continued to pound her as Ransom
pumped his cock up and down in her throat. He halted every few
strokes to grind himself against her face, then resumed his steady
strokes.

It was almost impossible for Evelyn to
breath, but she hardly cared, or even noticed. Her body continued
to tremble and shake as Clarence pounded her from behind. And now
this other big cock stroked up and down inside her mouth and
throat.

Ransom reached down, taking her head in his
hands, and Clarence released her hair to seize her hips
instead.

A monstrous orgasm tore her mind apart and
set her body to trembling, shaking, and uncontrollable bucking
against the thick cock ramming into her. Her eyes went glassy and
her mind faded under a roaring storm of sensation which shattered
her mind.
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Evelyn remained utterly bewildered. She was
sore and aching, and had no idea what to do or say other than, out
of reflex, doing what she was told.

Clarence had, after using her to his
apparently content, dressed and left. Mr. Ransom, on the other
hand, had stripped off his trousers completely, then pulled her off
the table and knelt her before him as he took his place on the
chair.

“Now we'll see to your training,” he
said.

He had not come in her mouth, so was still
quite hard. Now he guided Evelyn into taking her time, into sucking
and licking at his balls, drawing them into his mouth and massaging
them with his tongue. He had her lick her way up and down the
underside of his cock, then mouth it sideways as if it were a
flute.

He held the leash in hand, as well as her
hair, and wasn't hesitant to jerk on her hair or to slap the handle
of the leash against her back as he taught her to perform exactly
as he wanted.

He'd also pushed the vibrator back inside
her, found the straps his wife had used to lock it firmly inside
and turned it on so that a steady fuzzy, buzzing pleasure rolled up
her body. Her insides roiled and bubbled and churned as her breasts
throbbed, pressing against his thighs or the sofa or being squeezed
by one of his hands.

It felt eye-popping to her, how real this
seemed, how realistic he was making this dark, nasty game of
slavery that thrilled and aroused her so much. Imagine being a
real sex slave! she thought with a sense of wonder. Well, it
wasn't hard to imagine the way he was taunting her and treating
her!

I'm going to come again! she thought
dazedly, as she squeezed her thighs together around the base of the
vibrator.

His cock slid along her lips then pushed deep
into her mouth. Yes, it was somewhat uncomfortable, but she felt a
rush of erotic passion and pleasure at the feel of his thick member
sliding through her throat and another when her lips were wrapped
firmly around the base!

Sex slave!

He pulled her back, then dragged her up
across his lap. An instant later his hand began to slap down
stingingly on her tender bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he ordered

“I'm your sex slave! I'm your sex slave,
Master!”

He shoved her back roughly so she fell off
his lap onto her back on the floor. Then he knelt before her,
forcing her thighs apart as she gulped in air. He lifted her legs
up and pressed them back against her, holding her ankles together
in one big hand.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled.

She felt his fingers at the butt-plug, and it
slid slowly out of her. Then his cock pushed in. He pushed her
ankles back further, gripping them separately in either hand now,
and forcing them back against the floor over her head as he bent
forward.

Ransom crushed her in two, folding her up as
his heavy weight came down, and his cock started to pump into her
hard and fast. Evelyn cried out again and again as his big cock
pushed deeper and deeper into her bottom – all while the vibrator
was jammed deep into her pussy.

She cried out at every thrust, his heavy hips
pounding down against her buttocks as he forced every inch inside
her. It ached, but the fiery heat was a churning, burning cloud
that rolled through her nervous system. All she could do was stare
up at him, eyes glazed, mouth open gasping for breath as he rammed
himself down against her.

“I have much to teach you, little sex slave,”
he growled.

Evelyn felt incredibly full! With the big,
buzzing vibrator stuffed up into her slender belly, and now his big
cock churning away at her the ache was incredible. The vibrator
made the mouth of her sex feel swollen and tender, and every
hammer-blow from his hips made her entire body shudder.

He halted, sitting back on his heels.

“Why should I do all the work when I have a
lovely young sex slave right here at hand?” he said in
amusement.

He sat back on the chair, dragging her up by
the hair. He had her turn, then straddle him and sink down as he
guided his cock up into her tender bottom. She groaned as she sank
down, impaling herself on his big cock, imagining just how deep,
how high the thing was pushing into her belly each time she slid
down its oiled length.

His arms slid around her, his hands kneading
her breasts, squeezing them up and together as she rode his
cock.

“Legs spread wide, slave,” he barked, jerking
on her hair.

She moaned and obeyed, and he jerked
again.

“Elbows back! Chest out. Now ride that
cock.”

Panting, moaning, she obeyed, the vibrator
still buzzing away. Another orgasm lashed her senses and she cried
out in dark wonder, crying out, again and again, each time she
dropped her body down to take his cock deep.

One of his arms snaked around her hip, his
fingers finding her clitoris and rubbing furiously, and her cries
grew more intense as the pleasure seared her, her mind rolling into
dazed, intoxicated wonder as she rose and fell as fast and hard as
she could.

She didn't hear or see anything until she
sensed movement out of her peripheral vision. Then Brent Ransom was
standing there, looking down at her, smirking. Even as her orgasm
faded Evelyn's mind was blown, and she had no idea what to say or
do. She felt a wave of embarrassment, but a firm hand gripped her
hair behind her neck and jerked so that she had to bow her
back.

“Elbows back, slut!” Ransom growled behind
her. “Legs spread!”

Moaning, face burning, Evelyn had little
choice, even as Brent reached down to caress her breasts.

“Knew these were gorgeous,” he said.

He unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock
out, then rubbed the head against her lips.

“Keep riding, slave,” Bennett said behind
her.

He released her hair, only to have Brent
gather it in, grinning as he drew her face forward and pushed
himself into her mouth. Bennett gripped her hips, raising her up
and down until she started riding on her own. Brent had a breast in
one hand and her hair in the other as he pumped slowly in her
mouth.

How did I let things get this out of
hand!? she wondered dazedly.

This wasn't her! She wasn't a randy slut who
would spread her legs for any man who wanted her! And yet here she
was! And she had no idea how to stop it! She moaned as Brent shoved
his cock into her throat and then down it while Bennett thrust up
into her belly from behind.

“Ahh, I'm done with her for now,” Bennett
finally sighed.

He pushed her forward and off onto her knees,
then dressed.

“You know what to do with the slut,” he
said.

He left and Evelyn found herself kneeling
before Brent, her lips wrapped around the base of his cock.

“It was always going to be like this, one way
or another,” he said with a grin.

She gurgled weakly and he eased back. He
rubbed his spit-wet cock all over her face, then thrust himself
home again, pumping steadily, jerking on her hair, fucking her
throat as she gurgled and gasped and moaned, becoming light-headed
from lack of air.

He pulled out again, rubbing himself over her
face again, across her lips and cheeks, over her forehead and then
down again before driving himself into her mouth and throat.

“Elbows back, slave!” he barked.

Evelyn was dazed but obeyed as he continued
to roughly use her mouth and throat. Then he pulled out, squeezing
his shaft, spitting his seed across her face before again using his
cock to rub it in and spread it all across her face.

He chuckled to himself, then did up his
pants. He tugged her up to her feet then bent her over a table and
worked the dildo back into her bottom. Now she saw that, like the
butt-plug, it had a sort of ring about an inch and a half from the
base, which kept it inside her. A moment later he shoved the
ball-gag into her mouth, just as she was considering what she might
say.

“Come on. Let's go,” he said.

He tugged on the leash, pulling her upright,
then led her to the door – and before she could think to try and
put up a fight – out!

She tried to pull back, then, as the sunshine
made her eyes blink. He just continued this steady pull on the
leash and she had little choice but to stumble forward.

She rolled her eyes anxiously around as he
led her down the path. She knew a lot of other people worked here,
after all, both men and women!

He stopped and scowled.

“Elbows back, Slave!”

He slapped her bottom sharply and Evelyn
yelped.

“Back straight, chest out!”

She moaned and he nodded in satisfaction,
tugging on the leash once more.

Then they were moving across the grass and
her face flamed as she saw a man coming towards them. She tried to
twist away but Brent slapped her bottom several times, the blows
stinging.

“You've got nothing to hide but a gorgeous
body,” he said. “And there's by God no reason to hide that!”

Mister Henderson came over and looked her up
and down, grinning.

“Mighty fine filly you got there, Mister
Ransom,” he said.

“Ain't she? I don't know where I've seen
better,” Brent said, running his hand down along her hip and then
giving her buttocks a squeeze.

“Nice legs on her. Nice chest, too,”
Henderson said admiringly.

“Give her a little exercise, then wash her
and hand her off to Consuela,” Brent said.

What!? she thought. What!? What did
he mean by that!? What!?

Brent handed the leash to Henderson, who
grinned at her and jerked sharply, forcing her to come along with
him towards the stables!

Evelyn was astonished! She could hardly
believe that this was happening, even when it was Brent who was
doing it. Now she was being handed off as if she were some kind of
piece of merchandise, or some kind of... of... animal, to
Henderson!

Like a slave! she thought
wonderingly.

Of course, they'd been calling her a slave
girl or a sex slave, but that was just a dark, exciting, wicked
game, the perves! And she was fairly sure it still was, even
as she blushed furiously at Henderson's admiring gaze. But this
made it seem far more real!

He led her around to the paddock, then
removed the leash and attached a much longer line. He also picked
up a long, thin round switch of some kind she rolled her eyes at in
alarm.

“All right, little filly,” he said. “You're
going to do some walking around in a circle. At least, that's how
we'll start.”

He swung the switch lightly and it snapped
across her bottom.

“Start walking!” he barked.

Dazed, baffled, she walked uneasily, her feet
digging into the soft earth as he let the line play out. As she
reached the end, she discovered she had to walk around him in
circles. She recognized this as a way of training horses, but had
no idea why she was doing it!

Not that her mind was functioning very well.
She was hideously embarrassed and self-conscious about being naked
like this in front of Henderson. Not to mention the base of the
dildo and vibrator pushing out between the lips of her sex and her
buttocks!

“Now lift those feet up, little filly,” he
ordered. “Raise those knees higher.”

The switch cut across her bottom and she
yelped but struggled to obey.

“Elbows back!”

Crack!

Evelyn gasped, jerking her elbows back as she
walked. She had to raise her feet higher now, pumping her knees as
she walked in a circle around him.

Perhaps he was mad! Loopy! Out of his
mind!

But with the gag in her mouth, she couldn't
exactly argue or ask for enlightenment. She could only walk around
in a circle, going faster at his orders, pumping her knees up and
down as she walked and ensuring her elbows were back and chest
out!

She was starting to sweat badly. The paddock
was in shade, but it was hot out, and walking like this was
difficult and took a lot of energy. Bewildered, she continued,
wincing at every blow of the switch. And as she'd discovered
earlier, pain makes embarrassment feel almost completely
unimportant. She lost her embarrassment as she struggled to please
this middle-aged man and avoid the switch.

When she was sweating profusely, and finding
it very difficult to raise her knees he called a halt and led her
over near the wall. He picked up a hose and sprayed cold water over
her, making her gasp and twitch away. But the water did feel good,
given her heat, as he sprayed it carefully over her head and
body.

He hummed to himself and then picked up a
bottle, then squeezed some kind of cream over her head.

“Best close your eyes,” he said.

He began to massage it into her hair, and
Evelyn realized it was soap of some kind as it lathered up. She
closed her eyes as he scrubbed her hair, then his hands moved down
her arms from her wrists, then under them and along her ribs before
sliding up and down her back – and then her front!

She moaned silently as his soapy hands moved
over her breasts with casual ease, then slid lower down her body.
He undid the strap and pulled the vibrator out of her, causing her
even more embarrassment, then his fingers were between her legs,
rubbing carefully.

They felt... good... physically. But she was
excruciatingly uncomfortable with being washed there by this
virtual stranger.

He pulled the big dildo out of her bottom,
then, and continued scrubbing her, until his hands were around her
ankles. Then her feet. He rinsed her off, then used a towel to soak
up the water in her hair before brushing it out. Then he led her
into the stables and into one of the horse stalls. He replaced the
long lead with the leash, then hooked the handle of the leash over
a high hook before closing the stall door and leaving her
there.

As if she was a horse of some kind! An
animal!

A slave!

The heat quickly dried what water remained.
Then she found an entirely new reason to feel humiliated, as
Consuela appeared, smirking at her.

“Well, well, well, if it isn't the prissy
English girl,” she taunted.

She snorted in amusement, then swung the
stall door open and stepped in. She reached up for the handle of
the leash, then tugged on it.

“Let's go, slave girl.”

Again, Evelyn had no choice and followed
meekly, head down, face burning, as Consuela led her out of the
stable and onto the path leading back to the house. The girl
stopped once and looked her up and down.

“Elbows back, Slave,” she barked.

Almost instinctively, Evelyn obeyed.

Consuela smirked and led her back to the
house, then in through the door.

Evelyn's face burned as her bare feet slapped
down on the cold stone tiles, and the air conditioning made her
nipples hard.

“Elbows back.”

Crack!

Evelyn yelped but obeyed, and Consuela led
her up the curving staircase and then, finally, to her own room.
Evelyn felt a rush of relief at not having encountered any other of
the staff. But then Consuela led her to the bed and raised the
leash up to wrap it around the top brace.

She leaned in then, eyes dark. “Remember,
Slave, I get to punish you if you're naughty,” she taunted.

She suddenly dropped to her knees, her hands
jerking Evelyn's thighs apart, and to Evelyn's shock began to lick
her pussy.

“Mrs. Ransom wants to make sure you don't
forget how to please her for when she gets back,” Consuela
said.

Once again, Evelyn was left in a world of
wonder, amazed at what was happening, and completely bewildered
about what she could or ought to be doing about it.

And then Brent arrived, sitting down on a
chair, grinning as he watched.

Oddly, she found that reassuring. She had,
after all, often considered sleeping with him, and he was a
handsome man. She had already admitted to herself it was likely she
would do so before the summer ended. And, she'd already performed
oral sex on him, and he'd already seen her... well...
everything.

He watched with interest as Consuela's lips
and tongue and fingers performed expertly on her sex while Evelyn
stood there helpless.

Her mental state veered wildly back and forth
between anger and heat, between indignation and arousal, between
embarrassment and a dark rush of thrilled wonder. Consuela was very
good, and Evelyn was soon panting and moaning as she fought not to
show any reaction.

She was becoming lost in the dark game that
the Ransoms were playing with her, though. The fantasy idea of
being nothing but a creature of sex, a 'slave girl' at their sexual
mercy, was being brought to full, lush life around her, and it was
a deeply enticing fantasy.

Who was to know if she played it for a time,
anyway? None of her friends, not the school, nobody back home.

“Turn her,” Brent said, getting to his feet
and undoing his pants.

Consuela gripped her hips and turned her to
face the bed, but pushed back so that she was leaning forward. The
girl continued to kneel before her and her tongue lapped skillfully
at Evelyn's pussy as Brent came up behind her. His cock slid up and
down the line of her sex, then pushed into her, and Evelyn found
herself drowning in the dark heat of his wicked fantasy.

She couldn't repress the orgasm which swept
through her as Brent drove his cock up into her pussy with hard,
steady strokes and Consuelo licked and sucked at her clitoris. Nor
did the ball-gag keep the sound down as much as she might have
hoped as she squealed with pleasure and heat.

She was lost to the fantasy and gave herself
to the wanton heat of it, wallowing in the outrageous kinkiness of
what the Ransoms had enticed her into.

They lowered the leash and removed her gag.
Then it was her turn, licking Consuela, who sat back against her
headboard, as Brent pounded into her from behind.

*

Evelyn's 'duties' changed somewhat after
that. She wore a new uniform now whenever Neil was around. It was a
lacy black and white maid's uniform, which was perfectly proper,
though more than slightly short. But when he was put to bed or sent
off on a playdate, things changed.

Every evening she had to practice in the
paddock with Mr. Henderson. She 'pranced' as he described it,
walking around in circles with her knees raised high.

She was fitted with a pair of thigh-high
boots which had big, chunky round bottoms like hooves, a tight
black corset which pressed her breasts up and squeezed them
together but left them entirely naked, a pair of shoulder-length
black gloves, a collar, and a strange harness for her head which
contained a bit which went into her mouth, and a feather which
stuck up above her head.

In this outfit, with her arms bound so firmly
behind her, her elbows touched, she 'pranced' around the paddock in
a circle, while Henderson alternated encouraging words with
stinging blows from his switch to get her to do it properly.

After he'd washed her, Consuela then took her
and used her skillful tongue to rouse her to panting, moaning,
dazed heat. Then Brent joined them and pounded her body until he
was satisfied. After that Clarence and Consuela used her together
until she was so dazed she could barely think, let alone speak.

As for Bennett, her days began with crawling
into his bed and pleasing him.

It astonished her how quickly, how easily,
and how enthusiastically she got used to this pattern! The wild,
thrilling sexual heat, passion, and excitement were just such an
incredible firestorm of wonder compared to her previous boring
life! And besides, no one back home would ever know if she was a
pretend slave girl.

After a few weeks, Henderson cut the practice
short and then hooked her up to a small two-wheeled cart with a
single seat. Brent came out, grinning at her, and got in.

“All right, slave girl. Let's go,” he
said.

She had gotten used to the harness by now,
and even the bit in her mouth. Now there were lines attached to it,
and her wrists were locked to the long arms of what she now
realized was a sort of rickshaw.

“Pull, Slave,” he ordered.

He had a long, thin whip and she yelped as it
snapped at her bottom! She lurched forward, and the rickshaw
started to roll. There was a long, smooth, paved footpath which
wound its way around the house, stable, and outbuildings, and now
she was forced to pull the cart with Bennett in it as if she was
some kind of horse!

This became a regular part of her daily life,
as well. It usually involved a break somewhere peaceful and quiet
where she would kneel and he would remove the bit and let her
perform oral sex on him. And if it was Brent instead the oral sex
would then transition into actual sex.

They all called her 'Slave', though, every
one of them, and she began to accept it almost as her name. Just as
she accepted whatever orders or punishment she was given.

Once Consuela took her to her own apartment,
and there, with a female friend of hers Evelyn had never met,
proceeded to torment her with fingers, tongues, vibrators, and
dildos, making her beg to be allowed to come. But no matter how
desperately she begged the refused, always stopping and using ice
cubes on her body to cool her down first before starting in on her
again.

Of course, she had to make them come,
multiple times each!

Finally, frazzled, breathless, and pulsing
with heat, they handed her over to Clarence.

When Clarence started pounding her she came
so violently she lost consciousness.

It was easy to lose track of time. Every day
was so full she had little time for such things as television or
computers or social media. It became part of her duty to entertain
guests the Ransom's had too. That sometimes included putting on
performances, like kneeling while Clarence rode her. Everyone
seemed to find that pleasing.

Including her, of course.

After a while, she was replaced as Neil's
nanny by another Englishwoman, and thereafter was kept in another
part of the house, usually naked. Her nipples, tongue, and clitoris
were pierced. She learned to dance, to give lap dances, and to pole
dance so as to better entertain the Ransoms and their guests.

It took long hours of practicing, both as a
pony-girl and on the pole to get good. But at least they kept her
body in excellent shape. One day she was packed into the back of a
truck, along with the cart. When she was unloaded she found herself
at a large park-like area, with crowds of people.

She was self-conscious, but she'd been seen
naked by many people over the previous months. And besides, she
wasn't the only naked pony-girl. There were half a dozen others,
and she and they competed in races and in proper prancing. It
seemed bizarre to her, but what did she know about this strange
country?

And besides, by then she was used to simply
obeying. Not doing so could be painful! Although that too could
bring a dark rush of excitement. The first time she was whipped she
had been on the edge of orgasm, standing, spreadeagled as Consuela
tormented her.

The long, slim whip Bennett had used had
stung her all over every time it landed. But the idea of it was so
wild, so intense, so thrilling, that she came with the whip
snapping at her naked sex.

She hardly thought of herself as Evelyn after
a while, but merely as 'Slave'. She still thought of it as a
delicious exercise in kinky fantasy, but she wasn't quite sure when
or how the fantasy would end, or what she would do then. She rarely
thought about it anyway. The fantasy was too fun, too thrilling,
too... real.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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