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Submitting to the Doctor: Her Erotic Medical Exam – Sasha Song
 
   It was so bright that it almost hurt. But I was used to pain. Master made sure of that.
 
   The lights above me dazzled, nearly blinded. They were white and clean, but even in the absence of shadows they were not soft. They were hard and hot and I felt under a spotlight.
 
   But I was used to the spotlight. Master made sure of that.
 
   The stainless steel contraptions, tools, and trinkets that lined the room gleamed at me, winked at me. They knew what was going to happen.
 
   The exam table stood in the center of the room, the back upright and tilted at a minor angle. It looked as though it was mocking me, staring at me, the steel stirrups like grotesque hands beckoning me.
 
   A sink and cabinets, beige and white, as well as metal, lined the room, like the decor of all exam rooms the country over.
 
   I trusted Master. There was a time when I didn’t, but he helped me through that, helped me to see that he cared for me deeply, and that I didn’t need to be afraid. Because there was nothing to be afraid of.
 
   But even though I trusted him, there was a part of my mind that wondered just what he was up to.
 
   Near the exam table was a small tray suspended on long legs with wheels. That was the doctor’s tray. I supposed he kept all the tools he would need to perform a gynecological exam on there. Everything he would use on me would be on that tray. But there was a sheet over it, a cloth gown, and I couldn’t see what contents the tray held; I couldn’t see what lay in store for me.
 
   I began to move toward the table, taking slow and quiet steps, so that I could move the cloth and peek beneath it. But just at that moment, the door opened, and so I sat back down, abandoning the intention.
 
   A tall doctor strode into the room. His steps were long and confident, and I was immediately intrigued by him. His body was large, and it was obvious to me he was a muscular man. Not merely athletic, but strong. His clothes fit well in that rarely-seen way; his shoulders were broad and filled out the white doctor’s coat superbly. His hands were large, nearly obscuring the entire clipboard that he cradled. His jaw looked as though it were drawn with black felt tip, powerful and authoritative. His face was softer, almost pretty, almost girlish, with large eyes and a small mouth that seemed at odds with his square chin.
 
   He was very intriguing to me. I couldn’t keep my eyes off him while he walked to the exam table and perched himself on its edge. A thought flitted through my mind: What did he look like naked? That was definitely an interesting thought. Such a hard body… it was the kind of thing that would just make me want to reach out and touch it.
 
   He flipped through the sheets on my clipboard for a moment, and I saw that he was sporting a five o’clock shadow. I wondered idly if his beard grew particularly quickly, or if he shaved at before bed to get the look. After all, it was only eleven in the morning.
 
   His hair wasn’t neat, but wasn’t messy. It lay somewhere in between. He, no doubt, was a ruffler. Some men just liked to run their fingers through their hair.
 
   “Ms. Marshall, I’m Dr. Russell Pike. Um, it looks like you are here for a full exam this morning.” He looked at me, his eyes turning hard.
 
   “Um, yes, that’s right,” I squeaked, nodding.
 
   “I can also see by your chart that someone else called in your appointment for you.” He looked back down at the chart, nodded, then looked back up at me. “A Mr. Matthew Stone. Is that correct?”
 
   “Yes,” I confirmed. That was Master. I felt a small prick of embarrassment that a man had called in for my gynecological exam, and desperately hoped that my cheeks weren’t turning red.
 
   “He seems to have left some very… specific instructions,” the doctor continued.
 
   “Oh?” I asked, feeling a surge of warmth in my face. My heartbeat quickened and I began to breathe a little more quickly. “I, um, don’t know about that.”
 
   “Is Mr. Stone your regular doctor?”
 
   This time, my cheeks burned. “Um, well, no, he’s, uh—”
 
   “He’s your…?” the doctor prompted.
 
   “My Master,” I whispered, looking down at the ground.
 
   “I see.” Dr. Pike replied. A short silence settled between us before he spoke again. “That explains a lot, such as why he asked me to make sure that you were wearing a butt plug when you arrived here.”
 
   I bit my lip and winced, feeling the prick of embarrassment and shame turn to a million stings. Goose bumps erupted on the tops of my arms and I shivered involuntarily.
 
   “So, Ms. Marshall,” Dr. Pike said, and I heard something new in his voice. I looked back up at him to see that his boyish face had turned into something darker, something scarier, and his mouth was pulled into a devilish grin. “Are you?”
 
   “P-pardon?”
 
   “Are you,” he began, spacing out the words and enunciating each clearly. “Wearing a butt plug?”
 
   Shit, I thought to myself. I was going to pop it out when I changed into my gown, and when nobody was looking, but realized that I wouldn’t have that option now. I could see in Dr. Pike’s face that he was already enjoying this.
 
   Fucker.
 
   “Yes, doctor,” I admitted. “I am.”
 
   The grin on his face grew wider, and his body seemed to brim with a new energy. He was clearly enjoying my discomfort. “Unfortunately, Mr. Stone has left very specific instructions. He told me that I am to check, physically, that you are indeed wearing your butt plug.”
 
   “Oh,” I sounded, my heart racing. I was beginning to feel quite hot, and I wiped away beaded sweat from my upper lip.
 
   “I’m going to need you to stand against the wall, placing your palms on the wall above your head.”
 
   “Okay,” I whispered, feeling uncertain and a little afraid. Though Dr. Pike had managed to keep his voice relatively professional, I could see the bulge in his trousers, and could practically feel the sexual energy radiating off him. The man was aroused. He was getting off on my discomfort, getting excited just anticipating my coming humiliation.
 
   But what could I do? These were Master’s wishes. These were Master’s orders. I shut my eyes for a moment, before standing up and moving slowly to the wall. The nerves and fear gave way to some excitement, some anticipation, too. My body was whirring, my emotions a complete clash. It was why I was practically panting. It was why my hands were trembling.
 
   I recalled the conversation with Master I’d had when he set up this appointment. He hadn’t told me of anything special happening. From the way he’d told me, it seemed as though this would just be a regular exam.
 
   Carefully, I placed my hands against the wall as the doctor had ordered. I instantly felt his hands on the outsides of my thighs, grasping them while he pushed my skirt upwards. He bunched up the fabric above my hips, and quickly began pulling my panties down my legs. I winced, gritting my teeth as he guided my two feet out of my panties. He grabbed my ass in either hand and spread my cheeks roughly.
 
   “Good girl,” he growled, tapping the base of the butt plug lightly. I felt the vibrations in my rectum.
 
   He left me against the wall, leaving me to pull down my skirt. As I turned, I saw him bury his nose in my panties and inhale deeply before sighing. He put the panties in his pocket and grinned at me.
 
   “A souvenir,” he announced, patting his pocket.
 
   I watched, back against the wall, as he marked something down on my chart. What could he possibly be scribbling? That I had been wearing a butt plug? Would he give the chart to Master?
 
   “Please remove your clothes,” he said evenly, looking up from the chart at me. “So we can begin our exam.”
 
   “Okay,” I whispered, moving toward the tray to get the gown.
 
   “No!” Again I saw his eyes harden, and his mouth twitch into a smirk. “You’re to undergo the exam completely naked.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Mr. Stone’s specific instructions,” he said gleefully. He really was enjoying this. “You’re also to stand right in front of me here.” He pointed at the ground not one step away from him. “And I’m to watch as you undress, and examine your body closely.”
 
   I stood against the wall, unmoving. God, Master really did have something planned! It wasn’t that I minded, so much, but… the doctor… I shook my head. The thought was intriguing, like the doctor still was, but I hesitated still, holding my breath.
 
   “Hurry up, Ms. Marshall. We don’t have all day, and my time is valuable. Don’t waste it.”
 
   I walked to the spot where Dr. Pike had pointed, and began pulling off my top. As it came over my head, I saw the doctor’s eyes devouring me, looking at my newly bared stomach, and the purple bra that held my breasts. His eyes widened as the top came over my head, and he stared at my armpits, a look of barely restrained hunger on his face.
 
   I unfastened the clasps of my bra, and slipped it down my arms. The doctor shifted in his seat, and so did the bulge in his trousers, as my breasts fell free.
 
   “You’re skirt,” he said, his voice hoarse.
 
   “Yes, doctor,” I whispered. He took the clothes I was holding in my hand and placed them on the tray, and I pulled down my skirt slowly, stepping out of it and then picking it up off the floor. He took that as well, before taking in the sight of me. His breaths were deeper and heavier, and the lump at his crotch was most noticeably larger.
 
   He stood up suddenly and cupped my breasts, feeling their weight, alternating between kneading them slowly and squeezing them powerfully. His beefy hands all but completely obscured my globes, and then he began to trace his fingers along bruises that Master had given me the night before.
 
   It clicked in my head. That was why Master had so carefully given them to me.
 
   “Did you like getting these?” Dr. Pike asked, his voice sticky with something approaching animal lust.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “Oh, Ms. Marshall, one more thing. You’re to call me Sir.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I replied, nodding. I kept my eyes averted from his, as it was becoming clear to me that I should behave in front of the doctor like I would in front of Master. I began to wonder if Master knew the doctor, if perhaps the doctor was a friend. Maybe the doctor even knew all the intimate aspects of the relationship between Master and me.
 
   “Mr. Stone did mention that you were pierced,” the doctor said casually. “He also mentioned that he hangs weights from the rings. Does that cause you discomfort?” As he asked me the question, he fiddled with the rings, sliding them through the hole in my nipples.
 
   “Just what I am supposed to feel, Sir,” I replied softly. I stared at some spot on the ground behind the doctor, keeping my voice as even as possible.
 
   But even though I was looking away, I could feel a heat in my chest and cheeks, a blush that must have been visible to the doctor.
 
   “You’re nipples look fine, and the rings are very clean. You take good care of them, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “You have,” he began, before tugging each of my rings in turn, watching my face for my reaction. “Very nice nipples for piercing.”
 
   I had no idea what to say to that, or what he expected me to say to that, or even if Master expected me to say anything to that. I started to wonder if I should be behaving in a certain way, if Master was expecting me to. But the only thing I could do was behave how I would in front of Master, and so I kept quiet.
 
   The doctor’s hands on my breasts were insistent and seemingly insatiable. He groped and kneaded and massaged my mounds, and I was forced to admit to myself that it was turning me on. The doctor was a good looking man, with a strong body, and he was handling me like I was his property.
 
   It was hot.
 
   Though I didn’t have wet panties pressing up against my folds to remind myself that I was getting aroused, I was certain that was the case anyway. I felt that familiar ache, that internal itch, begin to grow inside me. I knew that it would only continue to expand, to become harder to ignore, become impossible to resist.
 
   In his fingers, my nipples were as hard as diamonds. Dr. Pike continued to tweak and pull my nipples, fiddling with the rings.
 
   “Just checking for discharge,” he murmured while smiling, and I could only gulp and nod.
 
   He began to lift each of my breasts and let them drop, before he started methodically examining my breasts for what I guessed were lumps. It was admittedly exciting not knowing which parts of it were the real exam, and which parts was simply the bubbling lust the doctor felt for me. Or even which parts were Master’s specific instructions.
 
   I sighed as quietly as I could while he played with me, determined not to let out even the smallest whimper of a moan. To help with that, I bet my lip, and continued to follow the lines of the tiles on the floor, keeping my eyes averted from the doctor’s face.
 
   When his hands finally left my bosom, I felt both naked and relieved. The conflicting feelings were so familiar, and they only spurred on my internal ache.
 
   I could feel him looking at me, could see it out of the corner of my eye. It was as if he was studying me for a moment, pondering me. I wondered if he could see the wanting on my face like I could see it on his.
 
   “Please lie down on the exam table, Ms. Marshall.”
 
   “Yes, Sir.” I moved quickly, obediently, and hopped up onto the table, feeling its cold edges on my thighs. As I sat back, he helped my legs into the stirrups, and then began to draw them apart.
 
   “Relax your legs.”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “Don’t worry, Ms. Marshall. You’re in very capable hands.”
 
   I didn’t doubt it.
 
   His hands were immediately on me. I felt him groping my ass, spreading my cheeks, exposing the base of the butt plug to him for the second time.
 
   “I think it’s time we remove this,” he said, his voice nearly a growl. I shifted my weight as he grabbed onto the flared base and slipped the plug out of me. I couldn’t help myself. The feeling of the plug sliding out, of my anus suddenly empty… I groaned. Dr. Pike grinned.
 
   Then his fingers were on the outer lips of my pussy, and he was pulling them apart, spreading me. I shut my eyes tight and fidgeted on the table, determined to not let another sound escape my lips.
 
   “Visual examination points to a healthy vagina,” the doctor stated. “And tells me that there is enough natural lubrication for the internal pelvic exam.”
 
   I felt the blood rush to my face, and a heady and turbulent emotion of shame crashed over me. I was distracted from it by the sound of mental clinking, and knew that the doctor was fiddling with the instruments on his tray.
 
   “I’m going to begin the pelvic exam,” he said casually. That was when I felt the cold metal of the speculum right up against my entrance. I felt his fingers on my lips again, spreading my inner labia, and then the metal contraption was sliding into my aching canal, meeting no resistance. I was so thoroughly wet, and the sensation of the cold steel, of merely an object entering me was too much. I moaned loudly, unconsciously pulling at one of my nipple rings.
 
   “Did I say you could enjoy this?” Dr. Pike snapped at me, and I looked at him through my bent knees.
 
   “No, Sir,” I whispered.
 
   “Don’t do it again, or there’ll be punishment,” he growled. “These are Mr. Stone’s explicit instructions!”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “Now tell me, Ms. Marshall. Is it true that Mr. Stone has tried to fist you before?”
 
   I swallowed hard as the memory of the attempt came flooding back into my mind.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I whispered. “But his hand was too big for me.”
 
   “Was it, now? Yes, you are a tight little thing. Tell me, Ms. Marshall, do you do your exercises?”
 
   “E-exercises?” I repeated dumbly, before I realized what he was talking about. “Yes, Sir,” I quickly added. “Yes. Every day for fifteen minutes before breakfast and after supper.”
 
   “I see. No wonder your elasticity is so impressive, Ms. Marshall. Does Mr. Stone make you do the exercises?”
 
   “Yes, Sir. Master makes me do a lot of things.”
 
   “And do you always do them?”
 
   I paused, not knowing exactly what to say. “Not always,” I whispered, my voice clotted.
 
   “What does Master do then, Ms. Marshall?”
 
   “He punishes me.”
 
   “And do you enjoy that?”
 
   “I—”
 
   “No matter, Ms. Marshall. I’m just going to adjust the speculum now,” Dr. Pike said, and I nodded, relieved I didn’t have to search for a half-true way to answer his question.
 
   He began to manipulate the tool inside me, and I could feel my walls opened up, feel pressure on all sides as I was stretched so far that he could peer deep down into my insides, right to my cervix.
 
   “Copious clear secretions indicate good health,” he said beneath his breath, and I felt another flare of shame. I really was that turned on.
 
   Once I was fully opened, he began to examine my inner lips with a finger, before pulling back the fleshy sheath that housed my clit. I was already so wound up, so tightly coiled, that as the small bulb was exposed to the cool air, I nearly came. I was on the verge of coming so hard, right here on the edge. Just a little more would have done it, but his movements stopped.
 
   “You appear to be in very good health. No signs of discoloration,” Dr. Pike murmured before he looked at me. “Are you alright, Ms. Marshall?”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I barely managed through pants.
 
   “Are you enjoying this, Ms. Marshall?”
 
   “No, Sir! No, I’m not!”
 
   “Good girl.”
 
   “It’s just,” I breathed. “I’m really sensitive.” It never took me very long.
 
   “I see,” the doctor replied. He finished up his exam, taking a swab from inside me, and placing the long cotton bud in a sealed plastic cylinder.
 
   “Now, Ms. Marshall, as per Mr. Stone’s explicit instructions, we’re going to do an rectal exam.”
 
   “What?” I gasped.
 
   The doctor whirled on me. “What did you say?” he barked, and I winced, wishing I could retract into myself.
 
   “Sorry, Sir.”
 
   “Not one more time,” he snarled.
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “Good. I take it you performed an enema this morning before coming?”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I said. “Master told me to.”
 
   “How much?”
 
   “Two quarts.” I was blushing furiously.
 
   “Do you have enemas often?”
 
   I nodded, wanting to scream and cry at the same time.
 
   “How often?”
 
   “Every other day, Sir.”
 
   “Tell me, Ms. Marshall. Do you enjoy your enemas?” I nearly yelped as I felt cold lubricant smeared around my anus. Dr. Pike was rough with his application, and every now and then I would feel a small bit of his finger dip into my pucker, perhaps only until the first knuckle. I’d clench around his finger, doing my very best not to whimper or moan.
 
   “Um,” I faltered as I suddenly felt one of his fingers slide inside me. God, I was so wound up, if he’d only just touched my clit then and there I would have orgasmed. He slipped a second finger inside me and I bit my lip. Then I felt a finger from his other hand stroking the inside walls of my still spread pussy, and I had to shut my eyes and think of something else, anything else.
 
   “Well?” he asked, pulling his two fingers from me and then immediately slapping my ass so loud the crack bounced off the walls of the exam room. “Hey! Pay attention! I asked you a question.”
 
   “Y-yes, Sir,” I admitted weakly. “I do enjoy them.” I felt his fingers slide inside me again. This time he managed three, and I was right on the edge. If only he’d touch my clitoris!
 
   He began to finger my ass, sliding his digits in and out of me, smearing the lubricant all over my interior walls. He angled his fingers upward and rotated them so that I felt the press of them against my lower vaginal wall, and I desperately wanted him to put a finger back inside my pussy and press against the thin skin that separated both my entrances.
 
   He picked up the pace, fingering my ass hard, and I lost control of myself. I began to moan and wail as he drove his digits into me over and over again, and I had to clasp my hands over my mouth to keep the noise down. I began to buck back at his fingers, meeting his thrusts, wanting him to keep going, wanting him to lower his mouth to my aching clit and give it just one little suck, just one little lick.
 
   That was all that I needed. The pressure was so great. The spring was so tightly coiled. I could come all over him with just a little flick of his tongue.
 
   And then he finally touched my clit. I don’t know what it was, I don’t know if it was part of the instructions that Master had left for him, of if he just couldn’t contain him, but he lowered his mouth to my throbbing, swollen nubbin and sucked on it hard. That was all that I needed.
 
   Moments later I was coming as hard as I’ve ever come before, wailing as loud as I’ve ever wailed before, and clenching and spasming so ferociously around the speculum that it hurt.
 
   The pleasure of it thrilled through me, pulsed up and down my nerve endings. For nearly a minute I was lost in an overwhelming, indistinct bliss that enveloped my entire being.
 
   And then it was over, and it was waning. The ebb of pure pleasure was peaceful and pleasant, and I was left a panting, sweating heap on the exam table, chest heaving as I sucked in breath after breath of air.
 
   He slipped his fingers from my anus and then I felt the press of cold metal against my pucker. My eyes shot open wide as he slid a second speculum into me, and immediately began to adjust it, opening my ass up. Still coming down from my orgasm, I could offer no more than panting reluctance.
 
   With both holes stretched open so wide that I felt it stinging, I could feel the thin membrane separating both canals trembling. The metal fingers of the contraptions pressed against each other, and with my whole vaginal area so sensitive after orgasm, the sensation made me twitch and jolt on the exam table.
 
   Dr. Pike lowered his nose to my dripping folds and inhaled my scent. Then he did the same at my pucker. I could only wince.
 
   “Mr. Stone did tell me, Ms. Marshall, that you were a slut.”
 
   I felt ruddiness return to my cheeks.
 
   “But I had no idea just how much of a filthy slut you really were,” he added. My cheeks and neck were on fire. “Look at you!” he shouted suddenly, and I was shocked rigid. “All it took was a few fingers in your ass and you were ready to come all over me! Then just a small lick of your clitoris! You were so turned on, weren’t you? Even now I can see, with both your holes spread so wide open so that I can look deep inside you, you’re still turned on! You’re oozing your juices! You want more!”
 
   I looked away from Dr. Pike, biting my lip. I couldn’t lie to myself. I was so turned on again. Feeling that speculum enter my ass, open me up, press against the speculum in my pussy… and being unable to do anything about it. God, it was so hot. My clit was beginning to throb again, to yearn for attention. I could feel that ache, that pressure within me again, growing gradually, but picking up speed along the way.
 
   Dr. Pike came around the exam table and lowered his face to mine. “I’m going to go and get something,” he whispered. “I’ll be right back. Do not move. Do you understand, Ms. Marshall?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   I heard the door click closed behind him, and lay still for a moment. But the urge and the itch were too much. With the metal opening me up, pressing against my every wall, I couldn’t contain myself. I began to fiddle with my nipple rings, pulling at them, savoring the fleeting pain I felt as it shot through my nervous system.
 
   The metal in my pussy and ass did not move one iota; it was unyielding, a force I could not stop or control. I clenched my muscles around t, feeling the metal dig deeper into my interior, and letting out a sigh of anticipation, of almost-pleasure.
 
   As I continued to tweak my nipples, I sent one hand down my boy, and just gingerly touched my clit. It was already so swollen, so full of boiling blood that one touch was all I needed. I was caught in the throes of another clutching climax just when the door opened, and as I turned my head, forcing my eyes open when they wanted to twitch close, pleasure caressing me with his intense hand, I saw the doctor there with my Master.
 
   The sight caused me to lose control. I came again, a thunderous follow up that turned my whole body rigid with sexual ecstasy. This time I couldn’t contain a moan, and let it wail out of me at the top of my lungs. The door was still open as the two men stood there, but I didn’t care who heard.
 
   And once it was over, once I had passed that peak, I writhed and wriggled on the exam table, feeling the intermittent aftershocks of what had been a quaking climax.
 
   I sighed, and looked nervously at my Master.
 
   “How did she do?” I heard him ask.
 
   “She’s in very good shape, Mr. Stone. All in good health.”
 
   “Good, good.” I watched as the two men, Master and doctor, walked over to me. Master smiled down at me while the doctor adjusted the speculums so that they closed, and then slowly slid them out from both my canals.
 
   “Michelle,” Master said softly to me.
 
   “Yes, Master,” I whispered.
 
   “Why don’t you show the doctor some gratitude. Show him how grateful you are that he examined you so thoroughly.” He pointed at the ground at the feet of Dr. Pike.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I whispered. He helped my legs out of the stirrups, and then I sat up and hopped off the table. Kneeling on the cold floor, I positioned myself in front of Dr. Pike, and watched as he unzipped. From the flaps of his trousers came a rock hard and gigantic cock, so large I could barely fit the whole bulbous head into my mouth.
 
   But I took him anyway. I sucked him hard, let him fuck my mouth, and gagged and choked. Saliva poured from my mouth as I worked on his musky manhood. I loved it. I loved every bit of it. And more than that, Master had told me to. I had to.
 
   I pumped his girthy rod and sucked on his dome, running my tongue up and down the back of his shaft. I went faster and faster, and soon he was exploding in my mouth, ejaculating his sticky, thick seed right down my throat. He filled my mouth. It dribbled out from the sides. He tasted strong.
 
   “There’s a good girl,” Master said, and he patted my head. I pressed my face into his hand, buoyed by his compliment.
 
   “The doctor isn’t done yet,” Master said, and he pointed my head back toward the doctor’s still hard cock. I opened my mouth, and felt the doctor’s hands weave through my hair. He grasped firmly onto the back of my head and I knew what was going to come. I opened my throat as he began to fuck my mouth, thrusting his huge cock down my gullet again and again and again, burying it so deep inside me that my nose was pressed right into his pubic hair, so that I could smell his thick musk, his lust, his fire.
 
   I felt the wretches and the gags coming, but forced them away. I gagged once, but recovered, and just at that moment he came again, his cock twitching powerfully inside my throat, hit hot load once again forced straight down my gullet.
 
   He pulled his still-coming cock from out of my throat and smeared the last few dribbles of his ejaculate over my chin and my lips.
 
   I was panting, gasping for air, when I hear Master snap his fingers. Instantly I turned, quick enough to catch his cock as he unzipped and slipped it from out of his trousers. Master was smaller, but I loved Master’s cock.
 
   I worked him how I knew he liked it, swiveling my tongue on his frenulum, working the underside of his bell. I took him whole down my throat, not listening to the idle chatter he and the doctor were having. I took his cock lovingly, worked it well, sucked on it hard, and pumped it with abandon. I fondled Master’s balls, feeling their weight, bringing them closer to me so that I could smell them.
 
   And then I felt Master’s body tighten up, and he shot his load into my mouth. Shot after shot after shot of his thick pleasure was expelled into my mouth, and I gulped it all down like he expected me to, like the good girl I was.
 
   “You’re such a good girl,” he groaned at me, stroking my cheek, and I purred at the praise. I overheard the tail end of their conversation, and realized they were making plans for tomorrow. I’d no doubt be the center of attention again.
 
   I felt a quiver in my womanhood.
 
   And then it was time to go. Master fastened my collar around me, and then attached my leash. We walked out into the waiting room, and once again, all eyes were on me. Blood rushed thick to my face. The spotlight shone at me.
 
   But I was used to the spotlight. Master made sure of that.
 
   ###
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The Non-Withdrawal Method 1 – Scarlett Skyes
 
   It was supposed to happen tonight.  I’d planned it all, right down to the lingerie I was going to wear when Conor took my virginity.  I had the condoms ready, the lubricant, I’d even moved the mirror in my room so he could watch himself fucking me for the first time.
 
   I’d pulled out all the stops for him, I’d even been to the beautician and had a full Brazilian.  I wanted it to be as perfect for him as it was for me.  After all, I’d made him wait for a long time even though he was the hottest guy in school, it was only fair, right?
 
   We were going to meet at Becky’s end-of-school party, socialise for a bit, and then go back to my place because my parents, my mom and step-dad, were out for a week.  I should have known something was up when he didn’t answer his phone or texts when I was on my way.
 
   I arrived and the party was already in full swing, loud music, drunk teens everywhere.  Nobody seemed to know where Conor was, some of them looked pretty uncomfortable when I asked.  That was another clue that something was up.
 
   Clues or not, nothing could have prepared me for when I opened the door to that bedroom and saw him literally balls-deep in Becky.  My world kind of fell apart at that moment and we had the most surreal argument imaginable, while the hostess with the mostest watched and he stood there with a rock hard dick wearing nothing but socks trying to calm me down.
 
   When he finally got it through his head that there really was no calming me down under the circumstances, the real Conor finally came out.  He’d been fucking other girls behind my back for a long time now, ever since the night he first said I was his ‘one and only’ apparently.
 
   I ran from the room, the house, the whole party, with tears streaming down my face.  I was halfway home before I realised just how far away I lived and it seemed to take forever to get back to the sanctuary of that house.
 
   I walked around the corner and my heart sank again, the lights were on so my parents had come home early.  Great.  Explaining my ruined make-up and puffy eyes was just what I wanted to do at that particular moment.
 
   Carefully sliding the key into the lock, and opening the door as quietly as a ninja, I slipped inside and heard some sports-talk show blaring from the TV.  That was odd, my parents rarely watched TV when they were home, they seemed to get enough entertainment from each other in the bedroom.
 
   I’d learned to stay away when the door to their room was closed a couple years ago.  I tell you what, you learn that lesson quick when you barge in to ask for their signature on a permission slip and see your mother wearing your school uniform and riding your step-father like a cowgirl.  I should have had therapy.
 
   I peeked into the living room from the shadows in the hallway and saw Harley, my step-father, sitting by himself watching some show about baseball.  My mom was nowhere to be seen.
 
   “Hi, what are you guys doing back?” I asked, still hiding in the darkness.
 
   Harley startled and looked to the door.  “Oh, hey, Amanda.  Didn’t hear you come in.  It’s just me here, I got a call that I’ve got to sort some emergencies in the office on Monday, but your mom decided to stay and I’ll go back after I’ve put out these fires.  If there’s enough time left,” he said with a hint of annoyance.  “You’re home a bit early yourself aren’t you?  I thought it was that big party tonight, you’ve been looking forward to it for weeks.”
 
   A lump rose in my throat.  “The party sucked, I’m… I’m just going to have a shower and an early night.  See you tomorrow maybe.  Night.”
 
   “Fair enough.  Night.”
 
   I trudged upstairs and went straight to the bathroom, disrobed unceremoniously, and went in the shower, letting the hot water wash away as much of my make-up and shame as it could.  I was a stupid girl for thinking I could have my special night.
 
   Fresh tears were completely hidden by the blast of hot water, and I let them come until I felt scoured out as much on the inside as the outside.  After carefully removing the last of the make-up and blow-drying my hair, I wrapped my towel around myself, picked up my clothes and walked across the hallway to my room.
 
   The light was on and I spotted Harley sitting on the edge of my bed, apparently waiting for me.  That was odd.
 
   He’d been kind of distant with me for the past couple of years and left all the parenting to my mom, which had confused me at the time because he’d always been such a wonderful substitute for my absentee-real-father before that.  I’d always thought I’d done something to offend him, but I’d never found out what.  There was just this vague unspoken awkwardness that I’d learned to live with.
 
   As far as I knew, he’d not set foot in my room in all that time, certainly not while I was around anyway.  I tucked the corner of the towel more firmly in around my chest and was painfully aware of how short a dress it made for.
 
   That awkwardness was unlikely to be broken by this crossing of the invisible boundaries that had been drawn on the map of our lives, because in his hand was the babydoll lingerie I’d been planning on getting deflowered in.  On the bedside table were a couple of condoms and some lubricant, prominently displayed.  Next to the bed was a full-length mirror, conspicuously out of place.
 
   Words could not do justice to this new level of awkward.  My mouth worked open and closed as if I was a fish like the one swimming around obliviously in the goldfish bowl on my desk, and I felt an embarrassed blush rising on my face.
 
   “Is everything OK, pumpkin?” he asked.  He hadn’t called me ‘pumpkin’ in years.
 
   “Uh… yeah.  What are you doing in my room?” 
 
   “You didn’t seem too happy before your shower.  Something happen tonight that I should know about?”
 
   “No,” I lied, looking down.
 
   “Something to do with this?” he asked, and I could see the flash of pale blue in the periphery of my vision to indicate he’d held up the lingerie.
 
   “No… I…”
 
   I couldn’t think of any excuses, any plausible stories.  I didn’t have the energy, I found myself just blurting out everything all at once.
 
   “This was supposed to be my special night!  Conor cheated on me!  He’s always been cheating on me!  What’s wrong with me, Harley?  It’s like when I let people get close , they all end up hating me.  My dad, you, and now Conor!”
 
   I couldn’t bring myself to look up at him as he stood and approached me, it took all of my willpower to not start crying again.  In only a few seconds he was standing right in front of me, strangely close.
 
   The distance between the front of my towel, pushed out by the swell of my breasts, and my step-father was only a couple of inches, maybe only a single inch when I took a deep breath.  His scent, that faintly sweet musky cologne he’d always worn, seemed to gently waft around me like a hug.
 
   I’d always associated that smell with strength and security, the smell of the man who had raised me.  It was the smell of a man you obeyed out of well-earned respect, rather than fear or duty, the real head of the household.  I’d hardly let myself think about how much it had hurt to have him draw away.
 
   “Is that what you think of me, Amanda?”
 
   Harley put a finger on the bottom of my chin and raised my head so I had to look him in the eye.  I nodded wordlessly.
 
   “Your dad is a drunk.  Conor is a fuckin’ dumb kid who is going to wake up one day, fat and middle-aged, and he’s going to kick himself for passing up what you had planned tonight.  Me…”
 
   My step-father’s finger trailed from my chin, down my neck, and came to rest on my bare shoulder, leaving a tingly sensation in its wake that made me shiver deliciously despite the circumstances.  He looked down into my face with a calculating expression, as if making a final decision about something before continuing.
 
   “I had to keep my distance.  It seemed like overnight you turned into a woman.  A beautiful, smart, funny… sexy, young woman, but you weren’t ready yet.  You had to go and find out what boys your age are like.  Now that you’re eighteen though…”
 
   My ears burned as intently as if somebody had set a match to them when he said the word ‘sexy’.  The last thing I would have ever expected from a man as handsome and mature as Harley was for him to be able to find an inexperienced girl like me sexy.  Never mind the fact that he was married to my mother.
 
   “…all bets are off,” he continued.
 
   Harley stepped forward and I stepped back, only to quickly press against the door frame.  Harley slowly, intentionally, closed that gap between us.  My breasts, naked aside from the towel, squashed up against him, lifting them and drawing attention to my partially concealed cleavage.
 
   “Why do you think your mom was wearing your school uniform that time instead of some generic costume?” he whispered.  “She knows how hard I want to fuck you.”
 
   I turned my head away, half of me shocked at hearing such language from the man who had grounded me for saying the exact same word and the other half thrown into turmoil because he was using the word about me.  Harley pressed the rest of his body against mine and I was sure I could feel a distinct hardness poking me in the stomach.
 
   Confusion swamped me, this was so wrong, but at the same time it was Harley, the one man in my life who carried with him this impenetrable aura of authority.  He was the man of the house.
 
   “She wants me to do it.  So I’m gonna give you a choice, Amanda.  One, you go back into that bathroom, put this on.” He dangled the babydoll lingerie in front of me, “and then come back in here to have your special night.  Or.  Two, you go to the bathroom but you’re not back within five minutes.  I’ll leave, we’ll never talk about this again and you’ll always wonder what it would have felt like to have your virginity taken by a real man, to have my big cock inside you.  Here, take this and go.”
 
   The lingerie was hooked over my hand and I was ushered out to the hallway before I could respond in any way.  I heard the sound of my bedsprings creaking slightly as I looked at the bathroom door for a moment and then rushed through, shutting it behind me.
 
   In the short time I’d been out of the room the bathroom mirror had fogged up again.  I quickly wiped my hand across it to see if I’d grown a second head or anything else that might give away the fact that I was dreaming.
 
   I looked like a slightly shocked, but otherwise normal, eighteen year old girl.  So Harley really was in my bedroom talking about fucking me hard with his big cock.
 
   It was OK though, he said all I had to do was wait in here for five minutes and then we could just go on like nothing had ever happened.  It was a strange end to a hell of a day, but it was an end… wasn’t it?
 
   I looked down at the lingerie in my hand as if it had materialised out of thin air.  I’d been looking forward to this night for so long, looking forward to having the perfect night of sex for my first time, looking forward to being sexy for the first time and it was all ruined.
 
   Harley said you were sexy, a voice in my head pointed out.  That was true, but he was my step-dad.  How could my mom want him to do it?  I looked at the lingerie with a pained expression of longing.
 
   “It is my special night, dammit,” I said to my reflection and unwrapped the towel.
 
   It didn’t take long to get dressed again, it was a pretty simple piece of clothing that I just slipped on over my head.  I felt the same thrill I had when I’d tried it on in the shop, I looked good in this.
 
   The lacy material ended in a somewhat frilly hem that was no lower than the towel had been a few moments ago.  When I had worn it in the changing room my panties had shown through the sheer fabric clearly, but my newly hairless mound was much harder to see.
 
   Trying on this lingerie had probably been one thing that had made me sure tonight was going to be the night.  I’d left the store feeling on top of the world, and seeing it on me again brought back memories of that strange spirit of triumph, like I was back on the path to my destiny or something.
 
   I was going to need every scrap of confidence I could find, because the fact that a much older man had just pinned me against my doorframe and the bulge of his cock had pressed into my belly soon interrupted my little reverie in front of the mirror.  With a deep breath, I exited the bathroom and once more stood outside my own bedroom door.
 
   For a moment I wasn’t sure if I’d gathered anywhere near enough self-assurance because I felt about as timid as a lamb being led to an altar when I reached out and pushed the door open again.  I caught a glimpse of Harley sitting on my bed, a hunger in his eye that I’d never seen before, and I immediately looked towards the floor and tried to make myself as small as possible as if he might not see me.
 
   He wasn’t just hungry, he was ravenous, and it wasn’t food he was after.  If I knew any better I would have said he was wild with lust, he was in a state of mind where he would follow through on that statement about fucking me hard.  I might not be able to talk him into being gentle for my first time.
 
   For the second time that night, Harley closed the distance between us and stood over me by the door as I stared down at our feet.  His fingertips slowly, gently, tucked my hair behind my ears and pushed my blonde locks back off my shoulders before gathering it all into one hand.
 
   With a tug that was far from gentle and yet still far from violent, just firm, he turned my head so he could whisper in my ear as he let his free hand caress my thigh, pushing up the bottom of my lingerie a few inches each time.  My heart was booming so loudly, I thought he must surely be able to hear it, but even so, his voice was clear.
 
   “You are a little fucking sex-goddess, born to be fucked hard all day, every day.  Aren’t you?”
 
   “I… I don’t know,” I said.
 
   “You will know after tonight.”
 
   His warm breath blew on my neck and made me shiver with the fear and anticipation of what he was promising and then he nuzzled against me, the rough stubble sending even more tingles down my spine.  That free hand was beyond the realm of thigh and was now stroking the side of my ass as the shiver terminated in a surprising little jolt of pleasure in my pussy as if it knew just how close it was to being touched by a man for the first time.
 
   “Say ‘fuck me like a slut, Daddy’,” he said.
 
   “B-but I’m not allowed to say that.”
 
   “You are tonight.  Do it, right now.”
 
   “F-fuck me like a... slut,” I half-whispered.
 
   “Say it all.” He gave my head a little shake by the makeshift ponytail.
 
   With a blush that threatened to set my face on fire, I closed my eyes and did what he commanded.  “Fuck me like a slut, Daddy.”
 
   “Good girl.  I will.  Down on your hands and knees, Amanda.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “But nothing.  Get down.”
 
   My mouth shut with a snap at Harley’s slightly raised voice.  He didn’t shout, he never did, but he managed to fit every ounce of authority possible into his tone and my knees bent almost without conscious thought from myself.
 
   When my hands touched the ground I looked up at him questioningly, feeling that hem ride halfway up my ass and expose my pussy.  Harley was no cum-in-his-pants schoolboy though, he wasn’t falling over himself to get behind me and claim his prize, he was going to take his time.
 
   “Yeah, that’s it.  That’s where you belong, little girl.  Now follow me, slowly.  Let’s take advantage of that mirror.”
 
   Harley still had a hold of my hair and gently led me by it, like a leash, until we were next to my bed and right in front of that mirror and he let me kneel.  I stole a glance out of the corner of my eye and saw myself in my lingerie, on my knees, right in front of him and I felt a hot flush of excitement.  It was so wrong and so right all at once.
 
   “I’ve been wanting to see those pretty red lips of yours wrapped around my cock, Amanda.  You ever given a blowjob before?”
 
   “K-kind of,” I admitted.
 
   After a heavy-petting session in Conor’s car one night, and at his lengthy insistence I had planted a few kisses on his dick, but I wasn’t sure if you could really call it a blowjob.  It was nothing like the videos I’d seen on the internet.
 
   Harley chuckled and stroked my face with one finger, starting on the cheek and then slipping it just inside my mouth before pushing my bottom lip down and letting it go back into place with a quiet slapping sound.  I was almost frozen in place, mesmerized by his gaze as he looked down at me, so clearly envisioning exactly what he was talking about, his own step-daughter sucking his cock.
 
   “Take it out,” he said.
 
   With shaking hands I reached up to his jeans, undid the button, and tugged the zip downwards.  My fingers curled under the waistband of his boxers and slowly slid both them and the jeans down his thighs.
 
   I started to border on hyperventilating as the base of his cock was revealed, then inch after inch of semi-hard shaft as the clothing was pulled away.  Shallow breaths were rapidly being inhaled and exhaled through my open mouth, culminating in a noticeable gasp when the tip of his manhood was freed from the material and the whole thing seemed to spring out at me.
 
   Even at half-mast, it was already bigger than Conor’s.  It was captivating, I’d never felt this way about anything else I’d seen in my life.  It was crazy, the conflicting emotions it raised in me, I’d never seen anything that was scary and yet made some primal part of my brain call out in longing all at the same time.
 
   “Suck my balls, Amanda.”
 
   Without waiting to see if I would comply, he began stroking his cock with one hand and pushed my mouth to his nutsack with the hand still holding my hair.  I tilted my head to the side and looked up at him for reassurance as I tentatively touched my tongue to his heavy balls and gave an experimental lick.
 
   “Mmmmm, yeah,” he breathed, giving me a small injection of confidence.
 
   Gently, knowing full well how much guys always complained about how sensitive their testicles were, I sucked one of my step-father’s balls into my mouth and ran my tongue over it.  Harley’s cock quickly hardened over my face as he stroked it and watched what I was doing, giving no indication that he was in any discomfort at all.
 
   I sucked that nut harder, giving it a thorough tongue bath, before letting it pop out of my mouth and seeking out the other one to give it the same treatment.  I reached up with one hand…
 
   “Only your mouth, slut,” said Harley, in a tone that couldn’t be disobeyed, and my hand fell back to my lap.
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror and felt a sudden spark of pleasure from my clit.  I looked like a porn star with my lingerie, my mouth full of balls and a huge cock being stroked over my face.  I looked sexy.
 
   Harley pulled back and his nut came out of my mouth with a similar sound to the first one.  With my mouth still open, he aimed his rock hard dick and slid it right over my lips until the head came to a rest on my tongue.
 
   “Suck that cock, Amanda, suck it for Daddy,”
 
   With timid and experimental movements, I ran my tongue around that swollen head of his cock.  A small trickle of pre-cum was evident at the tip and I spread that slippery and vaguely salty liquid around until the flavour of him filled my mouth and I let out a blissful moan directly on his manhood.
 
   “You like that, pumpkin?” he asked.
 
   I nodded slowly and flicked my tongue along the underside of his cock, which made his hips twitch and advance inside my mouth a little bit before pulling back and then slowly thrusting in again.  I began bobbing my head, meeting his thrusts with my mouth and continuing to lick the tip, tasting more of that pre-cum.
 
   A tickly sensation on my thighs interrupted my rhythm and I reached between my legs to feel a droplet of my own sweet pussy nectar had made an escape from my virgin slit.  I was wetter than water down there.
 
   Harley’s hand forced my head back into rhythm as he continued thrusting his thick cock into my mouth and with one finger, I scooped that trail of pussy juice back upwards and slid it along my sex, my stroke ending on my clit.  Again I moaned on Harley’s cock and he grunted in response, a wordless vocalisation of lust that signalled the onset of a rougher pace of face-fucking, as I began to rub my slick finger back and forth on my most sensitive spot.
 
   I’d never given a proper blowjob before, and I wasn’t exactly sure what I was doing, but Harley made it easy in a way.  All I had to do was keep my lips sealed on that pistoning shaft, flick my tongue on it and suck as well as I could, and the look on his face told me everything I needed to know about how it felt for him.  I was being a good girl.
 
   Rivulets of a saliva and pre-cum cocktail dribbled out of the corners of my mouth, down my chin, and dripped on to the swells of my breasts before continuing their downward journey and joining in my cleavage.  If this was any indication, then the sex was going to be messy and intense.  Another jolt of pleasure exploded from my clit at the thought.  Hot and heavy, that’s just how I wanted it.
 
   Harley’s hard rod seemed to get even harder in my mouth, if that was possible, and he forced my head back and forth at a furious pace that almost made me dizzy.  Between my legs the intense buzzing sensation of a growing orgasm was quickly robbing me of the ability to concentrate or think of anything else.
 
   I was just about to cum like the slut he had called me when Harley pulled me to my feet by the hair and pushed me to the bed before I’d even gained my balance, landing on my back with my legs spread in front of him.  Harley pulled his shirt off, revealing the muscular torso I’d known he had but never thought of in that way before, and stepped out of his jeans and boxers, which had been around his ankles.
 
   “You’re about to cum, aren’t you?” he said, climbing on the bed between my legs.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “Yes, who?”
 
   “Yes, Daddy,” I said.
 
   “Hands off, then.  From now on, it’s my cock that gets you off, nothing else.  Understand?”
 
   I nodded, even though I didn’t entirely comprehend what he meant.  Still, that was good enough for my step-father and he aimed his cock between my legs, rubbing the tip against my clit and along the length of my slit.
 
   Harley let go of his cock, pulled one of my legs up, and moved it across his front, turning me on to my left hand side facing the mirror before lying down behind me.  He forced his knee between my thighs and pushed up, spreading my legs and then slid his cock along the length of my sex again until it poked out the front.
 
   The hardness of it made it press against my clit deliciously, all warm and throbbing like a living vibrator.  Then he began rocking his hips back and forth, sliding his length between my virgin petals and making his already slick cock even more slippery with my own natural lubricants.
 
   The bumpy ridge of the head tickled my clit first one way and then the other as several inches of his shaft sawed back and forth across my little go-button.  Harley’s left arm slipped under my neck and he slipped his hand inside the cup of my babydoll to squeeze my tit, rubbing my nipple to almost instant hardness.
 
   My orgasm, so close before, came stampeding back in my general direction and when I saw the image of myself in the mirror I wouldn’t have been surprised if there was a countdown to lift-off sign above me.  With every thrust of his cock across my clit I let out a moan that got louder and louder until a humming sound in my ears threatened to cut off all other sounds, even Harley, who was saying something I couldn’t make out.
 
   I struggled to hear him, not wanting to do anything to upset the building pleasure of my climax, hardly in control of myself at all.  What was he saying?
 
   “Look at me.  Look at me,” he was repeating.
 
   I turned my head away from the mirror, Harley was propped up on his elbow now as his cock continued to drive me over the edge of bliss and his head was right over mine.  The electric pleasure that was tingling over my body kept making my eyes close, it was like trying to keep them open while sneezing, almost impossible.  But Harley commanded it and I had to do what he said.
 
   My climax hit me like a tidal wave and I screamed some, possibly expletive ridden, affirmatives as I stared into my step-father’s eyes.  At that very moment he reached down with one hand and guided his cock into my orgasmic virgin pussy.
 
   I was far too lost in a kaleidoscope of pleasure to make much sense of the situation.  A confusing fiery pain was added to the bombardment of sensation, mixing the two previously incompatible things.
 
   My pussy was convulsing with pleasure, squeezing and releasing, and more slippery than it had ever been in all my eighteen years.  There was no stopping the advancement of that huge cock despite my virginal tightness.
 
   All the while my eyes were locked with Harley, as he kept on repeating the command for me to look at him.  It was almost hypnotic, the rest of the world faded away, leaving me in a small universe where the only things were pleasure, pain, Harley, his will and little old me being pulled in all directions between them.
 
   By the time my climax faded and my thoughts were nearly my own again, Harley was jack-hammering his cock into my pussy as if this was my hundredth time instead of my first.  The pain was still there, but it had dulled during the haze of my orgasm, blending with the competing fire of pleasure.
 
   I looked back to the mirror and saw my tight little slit stretched beyond anything I’d ever dreamed of as it miraculously managed to engulf that huge cock over and over again, Harley’s well-licked balls slapping against me at the end of every stroke.  It was hot as hell… but I realised with horror that I was being fucked bareback, completely unprotected from the sperm in those balls I’d sucked and everything that might come with them.
 
   “Wait!  Wait!” I panted, hardly recognising my breathless post-orgasm voice.
 
   “What is it?” asked Harley, slowing but not stopping.
 
   “We need to get a condom, you might cum in me!”
 
   “That’s the idea, princess.  You take what I give you.”
 
   “But… wait!  I’ve got one right here!”
 
   I reached out and picked up one of the condoms from my bedside table, passing it to Harley.  He looked at it with no interest and then flicked it across the room, where it bounced off the wall before landing in my goldfish bowl.  My goldfish was first startled and then intrigued by the shiny floating companion.
 
   “Will… will you pull out?”
 
   “Listen to me, Amanda, I’m going to fuck you bareback until I empty my balls in you.  Whatever happens after that, we’ll just let nature take it’s course.  You’ll be begging for my cum by the time we’re done.”
 
   “What?  I…”
 
   My protests fell on deaf, or uncaring, ears as Harley wrapped his arm back around me and kept my right leg spread with his other hand.  Resuming the pace I had interrupted with my request, he shook my whole body with the power of his thrusts.
 
   I struggled, but there was no escape.  I was impaled on his cock at one end, all wrapped up at the other, a tight little blonde virgin being used for his pleasure.
 
   There was something strangely thrilling about the recklessness of it all.  I pushed my hand against his hip, half-heartedly trying to stop his thrusts, but all my struggles only seemed to have excited him even more, as if it made fucking me even more taboo than it already was.
 
   My efforts were becoming more token all the time because of one simple fact.  That big fat cock felt so good pounding my little pussy in all its natural glory.  Who would want a piece of rubber getting in the way of that?
 
   Sensing my lack of resistance, my step-father let go of my leg and moved his hand to my clit, giving it a gentle stroke that made me squeal in ecstasy.  He stopped after a moment and whispered in my ear again.
 
   “I’m getting ready to fill you up, Amanda.  You want it, don’t you?  Tell me you want it and I’ll let you cum again.  Tell me you want my hot load inside you.”
 
   “I…” I felt the last of my rational protests quieten down in my mind as if they too were anxious to see what I would say.  “I want it, Daddy, give it to me!”
 
   I’m sure if I could have concentrated on the mirror his hand would have been a blur as he rubbed my clit at such speed it became almost a constant hum of pleasure.  After another dozen or so body-shaking thrusts, I felt the first hot jet of cum splashing inside my unprotected pussy.
 
   “Oooohhh fuck yeah,” he groaned.  “You’re getting’ knocked up tonight, you little slut… aahhhh.”
 
   The warmth of it, combined with his finger on my clit and that huge cock still thrusting into me, was the little push that tipped me over the edge again and I was lost in another haze of pleasure as my step-father’s sperm filled me up just like he promised, and he whispered filthy, degrading, perfectly sexy, things in my ear.
 
   I couldn’t believe how much semen he pumped into my fertile depths, he might have been going for some kind of record.  Part of me thought there was no way I couldn’t get pregnant from that much cum, it was a statistical guarantee.
 
   That was a scary thought, but only a little.  I knew Harley was a good dad, I’d be looked after if it happened.
 
   As I lay there in a post-hard-fucking-glow, I watched myself and Harley in the mirror, my right leg still draped over the top of his, almost proudly displaying the physical connection we had shared, and were still sharing.  Harley stroked my hair and ran his hand over my body like he was exploring it for the first time.
 
   A tiny trickle of our combined juices dribbled out of my pussy, we were both sweaty, panting wrecks.  The sex was intense and messy, just like I thought it would be with him.  So much better than what I had envisioned for Conor and myself.
 
   I had my special night after all.  My reflection smiled back at me.
 
   ###
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However, Leon isn't running a charity here. He knows the pact Bree and her friends made. She'll give everything to the man who gave her that one magical night, and that's exactly what Leon plans on taking. 

Despite being almost too big Leon ravishes her there under the ceiling-mounted mirror until Bree realises he isn't using protection and has one last request: 

“But… you’ll pull out, right?” 

But Leon has other plans...
 
   


 
   
  
 



Seducing Aubrey – Candy Quinn
 
   For months, he’d been waiting for just this moment. Where his hand could trace along the hollow of her throat and feel her swallow in fear and nervousness. Where he could see the little goose bumps jump up all along her flesh in his chilly bedroom. Where her lip trembled as she wondered what next awaited her.
 
   This moment had been such a long time coming. For a year, he’d been watching her. Every morning, every afternoon, he saw her walk by on the way to school, and from the first day he knew he had to have her. He’d spent so much money on getting his room just so - buying all the leather straps and collars and harnesses, the silken sheets. Hell, he even splurged on a new king size bed with a canopy.
 
   And why shouldn’t he? He’d made it rich, right from the safety of his computer chair, and it gave him ample time to watch her, to follow her, to go over his plan for her again and again, deciding what he’d do once he lured her in.
 
   She went to the local college and he was older than her, and already divorced. His wife had left him just before he made his fortune, and he couldn’t have been happier for her timing.
 
   It had given him more time to work on his goals, and he looked better than ever. When he wasn’t working or spying on the sweet Aubrey, he was exercising, running. Getting fit, strong.
 
   So that when he had her, he could keep her.
 
   *****
 
   Two days ago he’d struck up a conversation with her at her favourite coffee shop. Sometimes she went in the middle of the day, off campus, to drink some horribly sugary concoction, all by herself. Almost every time he’d seen her, in fact, she was by herself. Certainly it wasn’t because of her looks. The girl could have been a cheerleader if she didn’t seem so out of place in her own body. She had an awkward, cautious way of moving, and you could tell she was conscious of it.
 
   Her height was average, her hair long and dirty blonde. 
 
   He thought of those silken strands filtering through his fingers, prickling against her scalp as he made her look at him. 
 
   She always wore loose fitted tops and skirts, but her legs were divine, and her outfits just added to the intrigue. Throughout the winter it was even worse, with her large coat, scarf and hat, but it had only made him more smitten.
 
   He’d thought of stripping off those layers, one after another, discovering what prizes she hid beneath it all.
 
   It had been easy to approach her in the overcrowded cafe, asking if he could share her table just for a little while. His head had been spinning and he couldn’t quite recall all the details of the conversation, which he cursed himself for, but eventually she told him it had just been her twentieth birthday. When he bought her a cupcake, she’d broken down in tears.
 
   He was the only person who had wanted to celebrate with her.
 
   She couldn’t afford the tuition at any of the better schools and was stuck living with her parents until she could graduate and move into the big city for work.
 
   “Well if you want,” he’d offered, never before having felt such a thrill, “I could offer you a place to stay. Rent free, until you graduate, of course. I have a spare room.”
 
   “I couldn’t,” she’d protested, her green eyes seeking out his matching pair. “I couldn’t do that to you.” Maybe there was some hesitation, some caution. It was wise of her, but he simply smiled as if it were all up to her.
 
   Surely his height and build could be intimidating. But he’d hoped that his green eyes, his carefree stubble, his strong jawline would balance that out. Make him seem ruggedly handsome rather than dangerous.
 
   “Listen. I know what it’s like, having parents who don’t appreciate you.” He spoke slowly, with measured beats, in a controlled tone.
 
   She wiped away her tears as he spoke, her lower lip trembling. He wanted to bite it. To kiss her so hard she'd stop shaking and melt into him. 
 
   “I have a nice house, good neighbours. You’d have your own room and all that. Privacy.” He leaned back in his seat, nonchalantly, reaching into the breast pocket of the fine tailored jacket and retrieving a business card holder. Unclasping the fine platinum holder, he took out one of the thick pieces of cardstock with his name, business, and phone number on it.
 
   “You don’t have to decide now. But if things get too tough at home, it’s an option, okay? I work from home, and that’s my cell number. If you need me, I’ll come running.”
 
   Her caution melted away, her slender shoulders slumping with gratitude, and she nodded. His heart beat faster and his loins began to stir at the image of this wary vixen.
 
   “I’ll think about it,” she’d said, and he gave a calm smile as if it was all up to her.
 
   He watched as she swallowed, traced her pink tongue over her pale lips and left a slight sheen behind. Her cheeks were a bit flushed, her outfit a bit too heavy for the crowded cafe, but it left her looking like a porcelain doll, so artfully painted.
 
   As he stood from the table he was thankful his jacket hid the bulge in his pants. He leaned down and his index finger went to her chin, making her look into his eyes. He held her gaze for a few seconds before he spoke, “Happy birthday, Aubrey.”
 
   Tears glittered in her eyes again and a smile formed on her wet mouth. “Thank you, Ryan.”
 
   *****
 
   It wasn’t even a full four hours before he got her call, and he went to pick her up in his black Audi. It was all dark at her address, and for a few minutes he wondered if she was yanking his leg.
 
   It wasn’t a great neighbourhood. The grass was overgrown in most of the lawns, and there was a broken down vehicle in her driveway. He momentarily wished that he hadn’t just waxed the car earlier that day, making it sparkle under the few street lamps that still flickered in and out. It stood out too much, was too flashy in the poor neighbourhood.
 
   But when she quietly closed her front door, an oversized duffle bag in her hand, eyes widening at the sight of the car, he knew he’d done the right thing. Silently, he slid from the driver’s seat and walked over to help her with her bag, like a gentleman.
 
   This was the start of something amazing, for both of them. She just didn’t know it yet.
 
   *****
 
   “I’m not sure about this,” she protested as she heard the camera flash go off again, her arms bound behind her. She was still dressed in that oversized white shirt, the black skirt pooling around her legs as she kneeled before him. A soft, leather collar was worn tight around her throat and she wouldn't stop swallowing, as if to make room.
 
   She’d already accepted more than a couple of drinks that night as they celebrated her final midterm exam. She’d been living with him a few weeks, and he couldn’t have been more elated with the company, the companionship. It had started out as lust, as a passing curiosity, but had quickly exploded into something more. A friendship of sorts.
 
   When he’d told her that he made and sold bondage equipment online, it wasn’t a total lie. He was the middle man, an intermediary for a bunch of fetish sites. But he didn’t make it, and he certainly didn’t need a model for his newest designs.
 
   But she was cautiously curious, and that’d been enough. When he asked if she’d be willing to take some pictures - totally clothed, totally anonymous - she’d been afraid but that temptation gleamed in her eyes.
 
   When he’d offered to pay her, to help her gain her independence, it was what toppled her over the edge.
 
   “You look great, Aubrey. The collar fits you perfectly.” He smiled as he looked down on her, the camera separating them yet making him feel so in control. So in charge. “We’ll take it slow and just do what makes you comfortable,” he reassured her in his deep voice and she nodded.
 
   “I’ve just... never done anything like this.” Her eyes were blindfolded, her arms bound, her throat collared, and he’d never seen her look more perfect. Her pristine skin looked so fresh and clean after her shower, and even though it was the middle of the night, both of them were wide awake. Alert.
 
   Not even the wine could inhibit this, not when there was such electricity between them.
 
   “I promise, no one will know it’s you. I really appreciate this, you know. And I’m sure the $500 will go a long way towards a lease, eventually.”
 
   She stilled her uneasy fidgeting for a moment at the reminder of why she’d really agreed to do this, and she gave another nod.
 
   His cock throbbed in his pants.
 
   He could scarcely believe that this was happening, that all his dreams were coming true, and the grin across his face widened as he dropped to one knee in front of her. He could smell that light vanilla perfume on her, see every little detail of her skin as his eyes greedily devoured her blindfolded form.
 
   “This will be the easiest money you can ever make, Princess. If you don't watch yourself, you might get addicted.”
 
   The way her back arched at the word ‘princess’ made his loins jump again, responding so acutely to that odd mix of emotions he sensed within her. The submission in her, craving to be coaxed out.
 
   Ryan didn’t touch her, though. Not then. Even though he wanted to, he only appreciated every bit of her body in its fully-clothed glory, up close and personal. She was bound and helpless, but he didn’t want her to fight. He didn’t want her to struggle.
 
   No, he wanted something grander. He wanted to possess her.
 
   To get in under her skin.
 
   The next day, he doled out 25 crisp $20 bills, placing them into her hand with a wink. She was already feeling more comfortable, now that he’d proven his word and not taken advantage of his bondage shots. She'd come out of it unscathed. Untouched.
 
   He almost felt like a father, paying her allowance, and when he watched her head out to classes there was a noticeable skip to her step.
 
   She’d be back, begging for more before she knew it.
 
   *****
 
   The day passed horrifically slow. Every moment was spent pining for her, poring over the pictures from the night before. The way her creamy skin was caressed by the light, the contrast of the dark, textured leather against her slender neck.
 
   She was a prize, and he couldn’t help but touch himself as he stared at her.
 
   His favourite was one where he was looking down on her slightly, and there was a pensive look on her face. Her plush lips a bit pouted, her cheekbones prominent beneath the blindfold, her collarbone peeking out from the loose blouse.
 
   It was an innocent picture, but one he felt captured her. That struggled desire, that curiosity, the line between being a girl and a woman so tentatively crossed.
 
   She was more perfect than he could ever have imagined, and he smiled in anticipation of more.
 
   *****
 
   “Ryan,” Aubrey started, and his heart began to thud. The way his name rolled off her mouth was exquisite, and he looked at her curiously over the dinner table. Just like they were family.
 
   “Yes, Aubrey?”
 
   “Last night…” She swallowed and his eyes were drawn to the way the motion made her slender bones flex and move so fluidly. Everything about her seemed designed so carefully, so lovingly. It was hard for him to believe that her parents didn't appreciate how lucky they were to have her.
 
   “Go on, Aubrey. I won’t be mad, I promise.” His green eyes flashed at her and he took a sip of tart wine.
 
   “It was weird, wasn’t it?” Oh, how delicately she phrased that, as if she truly didn’t believe the words. As if she wanted his reassurement.
 
   He stood from the fine wood dining chair, closing the distance between them and staring down at her. Careful, he reminded himself. Play it slow. Get inside.
 
   His large hand reached out, gently cupping her jaw and letting her look up at him with those wide, expressive eyes. They looked almost fake, so vibrant a shade of green they were, and the bit of mascara she wore brought them out even more.
 
   “I don’t think it was weird at all. Modeling is a fine profession, and I think you have what it takes, if you don't mind my saying.” He smiled at her, leaning down and pressing his nose to the top of her blonde hair, smelling his own shampoo in her soft tresses.
 
   He lingered there, the smell of his soft cologne wafting towards her nose before he pulled back slightly. “You are a gorgeous young woman, and I think those photos I took of you were some of the best I’ve ever taken.” The compliments he paid her were genuine, and he let the truth seep out of him just a touch.
 
   She looked cautious at first when he touched her, when he kissed her. It was hard to get a read on why, but the relief in her gaze spoke to her own darkness. His heart leapt when it occurred to him that it was something she kept hidden, deep inside, and his gentleness was teasing it to the surface.
 
   “But it’s not really modeling,” she protested, and he knew what she was asking. It was sexual, wasn’t it? The collar, the bindings, the blindfold…
 
   She wasn’t ignorant to the sensuality of the display, and his heart pounded. He wanted her, but he needed to bide his time. To wait. To be patient.
 
   His fingers trailed through her hair, tucking it behind one of her beautiful, fragile ears, and he leaned down on one knee so he could look her in the eyes. So that he could see her reaction in vivid detail.
 
   She sat primly with her knees together and her billowy skirt flowing over her legs to shield them.
 
   “It’s a special type of modeling,” Ryan said, cautious of his words. “And it takes a special type of person to get good at it.”
 
   “But people will see them and…” she struggled for the words. She was still a newborn fawn, needing his guiding hand. To train her, to teach her about this strange new world she was so frightened of, so curious about.
 
   “No one needs to see them if you don’t want.” Ryan’s face softened, and his voice was so calm and reassuring.
 
   “But I already spent some of the money!”
 
   He realized she was practically in tears, her eyes glittering with all of her pent up emotions, and he couldn’t help it. He pulled her to his chest, into the finely tailored dress shirt, into his personal space.
 
   His hand stroked along the back of her head and she started to sob louder, harder, and he kept petting her, cooing. Easing her through a rollercoaster of emotions he could never hope to comprehend.
 
   But when at last she pulled away, his shirt soaked, her face red, he kissed her forehead once more. “Listen,” Ryan said softly, “that money is yours. I don’t need it, and if I just spent $500 to give you a little piece of mind, I’d do it again. You don’t have to do anything.”
 
   She looked at him through blurred eyes, and he saw something there. Something lurking at the back of her mind that needed coaxing out, luring out of its hiding spot. Something that only he could see.
 
   “But if you want to have me take your photos again, I would like that very much.”
 
   So many things raced across her face he had a hard time keeping up, but he knew that she wanted it. And wasn’t that what someone like him was able to do? Find those hidden fears and drag them into the light of day, confront them? Make them go away, if only for a while?
 
   And Aubrey’s eyes were haunted with things she wouldn’t yet name.
 
   “I don’t know,” she said cautiously, and Ryan wondered what she saw when she looked at him.
 
   His hand trailed from her head down to her shoulder, squeezing it.
 
   “It would be good for you.” His voice was commanding, with a bit of a hardness to it that belied his gentle gaze. “And there is nothing wrong with wanting it.”
 
   Her body stiffened a bit and she stared at him in shock, as though he’d just read her mind. Her mouth parted and he saw that soft, pink tongue within. Oh, how he longed to suckle that, to bite it, to make her body and mind contort as pleasure and pain mingled and danced.
 
   “Tonight you may rest up, but tomorrow, after class, I want you to come right home to me. I’ll be waiting, Aubrey.”
 
   “Yes, Sir.” The words were out of her, instinctually. As if they’d been beaten into her as the correct response when given an order, and it sent an illicit thrill through him. She was a natural. He’d known it from the moment he first saw her.
 
   He smiled, kissing her forehead once more, hand lingering on her soft, feminine flesh a moment. “Good girl.”
 
   *****
 
   Lying in bed that night, knowing she was just down the hall, was sweet torture for him. He only made it worse by denying himself his own pleasure, but still he stroked himself, picturing her form tussling up the sheets he’d carefully picked out for her.
 
   When he’d first shown her the room that was to be hers, she looked like she might faint. His house was beautiful, he knew. He was useless when he came to decorating, so he’d hired a professional and had everything redone.
 
   The only thing he’d really specified was that the rooms all had to feel a bit different, to have their own personality. His room was warm, antique. The home was already old, and it had a fireplace opposite the foot of his bed which he’d had refurbished, and all of his furniture was a dark cherry wood against the burgundy walls. Gold accents dotted the room, brightening it slightly and making it seem quite ostentatious.
 
   But her room, the guest room, was cozy and inviting. Bright blues and crisp whites made it seem like something out of a dream, a relaxing getaway. With the mirrored closet at the side of the bed, though, and the four-post canopy, it was designed with purpose.
 
   His room was punishment, hers was pleasure.
 
   She’d sunk into the soft mattress and cooed her subdued, disbelieving delight. As if making too loud of a noise would frighten this fantasy away.
 
   He thought of her as she was at that first moment, as that astonishment washed over her that this is how she could live. That this could be hers, if only for a while.
 
   In her eyes he saw her thinking of the way she’d toss and turn trying to get used to the new quiet, the lack of barking dogs and yelling neighbours. Of the way she’d think of him, of what he’d seen. Of how vulnerable she’d allowed herself to be after only a couple of drinks and a little bit of persuasion.
 
   Of how much she wanted what he could do to her.
 
   He let out a soft sigh as his cock brushed against the silken sheets, caressing his body and easing his tense muscles. How could he do it? He'd gone over this a thousand times before, hadn't he? His mind was cluttered with thoughts of her in the bed, so soft. So inviting. So needy.
 
   He thought about stealing into her room, touching his hand to her slender thigh, feeling out her form as she tried to drift to sleep. She’d tense, but then, finding it was him, relax. Welcome it. Welcome the lack of choices, no longer having to decide what was right and wrong.
 
   He would tell her, and she’d never need to worry.
 
   Ryan moaned again at the thought, and his body tightened momentarily. She was so beautiful, and his cock throbbed in his hand.
 
   But he forced his hand from his thick member, willing himself to go to sleep. He wouldn’t let himself cum, not yet. He had to practice control over himself if he had any hope of dominating her.
 
   *****
 
   “How did you sleep?” she’d asked him that morning, and they both knew. They had matching blurriness in their eyes, a twin slowness to their motions. Neither had slept well.
 
   “I’ll sleep better tonight,” he replied, and his lip twitched into a smirk. “You will too.”
 
   Her eyes widened and she bit her lower lip into her mouth, but her next gesture was the one he'd longed for. It was so simple, such a gentle motion, but the way she nodded said it all.
 
   *****
 
   By the time she arrived home, he felt calm. Certain.
 
   When he saw the tears in her eyes, though, his heart missed a beat. She looked so soft and sweet, and he wanted to coddle her, to make all her hurt disappear at the same time that he wished he’d been the one to cause it.
 
   Ryan opened the door for her and then locked it behind her, not presuming to take her in his arms. He had to hold back, to resist the pretty little tears on the young woman’s face.
 
   “What happened?” he asked, his voice dark and gritty and edged with need. She couldn’t have changed her mind. Not after how willingly she’d bent to him. That fickle fawn, uncertain of how good he would make her feel.
 
   Instead of answering, she thrust out her hand, her phone revealing a text message.
 
   At 1:09 pm her father had sent her a message asking when she was coming home.
 
   At 3:48 pm, he’d told her never to come home again if she wasn’t going to answer him.
 
   And five minutes ago, the final text. ‘Don’t you dare come crying to me & your mother when you get your stupid ass knocked up & on drugs. You are dead to us.’
 
   Harsh, especially considering she still had him listed as ‘Daddy’ in her directory.
 
   Ryan brought her into his arms, letting the phone drop to the desk beside them.
 
   Aubrey’s slender form pressed into his, and that delicate body quaked with the sobs that shook her. She seemed to lose all vestiges of her maturity, resorting to seeking comfort in his arms like a bawling child. 
 
   Her slender little fingers curled and sunk into his back as she loosed her tears into his shirt, her dirty blonde hair masking what little of her face wasn’t pressed to his chest. She couldn’t bring herself to speak, just sobbed and cried so helplessly, like a child lost from her parents.
 
   Though she very much was in some ways.
 
   His broad, strong hand stroked through her blonde hair, her tresses entangled between his fingers and making his heart and his loins swell from such new, titillating sensations. Her slender body pressed to his, her scent filling his nostrils.
 
   He let her cry until at last no more would come out of her sobs, and then he let her slump from his now-wet, blue shirt.
 
   “Aubrey, it will be okay. Trust me.”
 
   Her pale face was highlighted by red puffy eyelids as she looked up at him, seeming to have little more moisture within her dainty form to give up to her distress. Tears still stained her cheeks, rolling down to the top of her upper lip. 
 
   “I couldn’t respond,” she choked out, all that crying only seeming to accentuate her beauty, making her look more vulnerable, more needy of him. More pained. Just as he wanted her. “I was in class. And… I just needed a break from them… that’s why… why I came here,” she said, looking away, fighting off another sob as another tear threatened to roll past her lips, her fingers digging into his shirt deeper. “And I didn’t tell them where I was,” another sob cut her off, “because I was afraid they’d come for me.”
 
   His thumb caught her tear, tracing over the bow of her mouth. He looked at her so seriously, so intently, and he knew how he could cure her. How she could work past all this pain and angst and find that inner peace.
 
   He just didn’t know if she was ready.
 
   But staring down at her puffy face, her trembling lips and quivering body, he knew he had to do something. And there was only one way he knew of that always made the pain more manageable.
 
   “I can make this go away,” he said, his voice husky despite how calm and even it was.
 
   Her long lashes curved upwards, so thick and dark, threaded together by some remnants of her glistening tears. She glanced aside, then back at him, her puffy eyes framing those bright emerald gems at the center. 
 
   “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice broken by the sorrow that still lingered beneath despite her confusion.
 
   She quivered before him, shaking like an inexperienced dancer on unsteady legs, her slender limbs buckling so that her knees banged together just above her stockings.
 
   He stroked her still, caring and considerate. Perhaps that was why she regarded him with both caution and desire, because he reminded her of what she’d always longed for at home but was never able to receive. Comfort. Compassion.
 
   He looked down upon her, his body strong and firm against her slender and shaky one. “Sometimes, feelings get a little overwhelming. Ever heard the expression 'bringing a hammer to your thumb to distract you from a missing limb?'”
 
   His hands held her shoulders, supporting her frame. “I can help do something similar. Bring your pain into focus, into a manageable level, and you can deal with it one little piece at a time.”
 
   Aubrey’s beautiful green eyes nervously strayed from his, but they flitted back again and again as she stood before him, unable to even stand upright and steady without his support. She looked so utterly lost, and he could read the conflict on her face as she bit down on her lower lip, letting her white teeth sink into that pale pink flesh.
 
   “Like… with that… stuff… you pictured me with?” she said, her voice soft and airy, so very weak. A struggle for her to get her words out in that moment.
 
   “That’s part of it.” His voice was so certain, but it wasn’t cold. He couldn’t be cold with her. It started out as a fantasy, a crush of having her. But she’d been in his home for nearly a month now, and in that time he’d seen into her soul. She was an open book, so obvious to his expert gaze, and she wasn’t soley a conquest any longer. She was Aubrey, and she needed him more than she knew.
 
   “But when we play with those things, for real, you will have the real power. The power to stop it.” He paused, letting those words hang in the air and sink into her for a moment as he looked at her, squeezing her shoulders in his hands. “It takes some trust, though.”
 
   She was so very delicate, like a porcelain doll in his strong arms. She sniffled, relinquished her hold on his shirt to wipe her sleeve over her cheek, moving away some of the drying tears. 
 
   “You don’t trust me?” she asked, clearly misinterpreting what he’d meant in her naïveté. Perhaps already she’d come to trust him so much, to see him as a charitable and kind man, that her trust in him was a foregone conclusion? That instead she worried of herself coming off as a foolish girl not yet worthy of his trust. 
 
   Oh, she was so sweet and tender, and he chuckled as he shook his head.
 
   “I trust you’ll be a very good girl, and an absolutely lovely subject.” One of his hands lifted from her shoulder, lightly running his thumb over her jawbone. It was strange how much fairer she was than he, as though she were still so innocent and clean.
 
   “If you trust me to take your pain away, I will,” he reassured her.
 
   This was all so unreal, he reflected, to touch her smooth, clear skin, to feel her delicate jawbones beneath a soft layer of flesh. She felt too good to be real, like a work of art crafted by countless artisans to portray the very best of her kind, to be exemplary of all the finest that femininity possessed. Or perhaps he was merely growing more smitten with her over time rather than losing the enchantment he held all these months.
 
   “Of course I trust you,” she sniffled, her eyes growing watery again, her lips pursing and trembling as she looked on the verge of more tears. 
 
   “No more of that,” he chided gently, cupping her face in his hand. He took a deep breath in. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and I want to help you.”
 
   Her cheek fit so neatly into the palm of his hand. That delicate jawbone touching to his flesh as she looked up at him, blinking away the watery tears that were forming in a flurry of eyelashes. 
 
   “I… I don’t want to let myself hurt anymore,” she resolved, biting her lower lip, a rosy hue filling her cheeks as she belatedly realized what he'd said. “The most beautiful?” she repeated, so sweetly disbelieving. 
 
   He nodded, slowly, before lowering his left hand to her right wrist, wrapping his fingers around it. It was a motion both firm and gentle, and he caught her pulse quickening through the fragile flesh. “Come with me,” he said, guiding her down the hall, past the framed pieces of art and into that warm, antique room of his.
 
   The fire was dimly lit, the light casting odd shadows around the room, and he went to the candles at the side of the bed. They boasted of scents that were masculine, like leather and tobacco and the outdoors, and he thought it suited the room nicely. He lit the trio with his back to her, letting her ease into the foreign room.
 
   Aubrey followed after him like a lost little girl taking the direction of an older man, her pleated skirts swaying as she swept into the room. All her pain and sadness was held at bay as she darted her big, emerald eyes about the chamber, soaking it all in so curiously. In all her time as his roommate, she’d never seen his room.
 
   The smell of the candles, of the fire, they all filled her dainty nostrils and she stayed close to him, clutching her hands together beneath her petite bust, anxiously wringing her hands together. 
 
   “This is your room?’ she asked in her soft, weak little voice. “It’s so… so beautiful,” she remarked, a bit awed and intimidated by the vintage style that dominated the room. It all served to only make her feel like an even younger and more lost little girl, so out of her element. So out of her league in this lair of a rich, strong man.
 
   Her room was designed to comfort, his was designed to keep her on edge. To purposefully make her feel small and uncertain. He smiled over her shoulder at her, realizing it was doing its job. “It is. All real heartwood, too.” He placed the candles on the elegant nightstand and turned to face her.
 
   “If you want me to stop, at any time, you just say ‘Sunshine’, okay? ‘No’, ‘stop’, those won’t count, okay? I’ll just keep going until you say sunshine. Say it,” he ordered, his voice stern.
 
   That frail little princess stiffened at the authority in his voice, her waifish figure twitching and standing a little more erect as her gaze locked onto his. Those green eyes of hers betrayed not fear at the command, but something else. The total focus of attention. The eagerness to obey.
 
   “Sunshine,” she said quickly and breathily, her pale, slender fingers knitted together as she pressed them up beneath her chin, as if it was a prayer. 
 
   “Good girl,” he said with a smile, fancying that he was doling out affection and compliments as easily as commands. “You can stop me whenever you need. Even if it’s just for a break.” He was still quite in control, but he didn’t hide the compassion or the concern in his voice.
 
   He found himself walking a fine line between offering what she needed and frightening her off. And he couldn’t do that, not when she was so near, trembling like a little leaf and so ripe with sensuality that was only starting to stir from its sleep.
 
   “I’m going to blindfold you now, Aubrey.”
 
   She had grown a little stiller as authority edged into him, but the thought of having her sight taken from her made her quiver harder still. “You’ll… you’ll be careful with me... right?” she asked, gnawing her lower lip, those white teeth sunk deep into her pink bottom lip as she fidgeted, one leg rising up so that her calf rubbed against the back of her knee.
 
   “Of course. If I’m not, you can stop me,” he reminded her, reaching for the bed stand drawer and opening it, withdrawing a black, silk blindfold. “It’s quite soft,” he chimed as he closed the distance between them. His heart was thudding so fast, and all he really wanted was to shove her down, to take her then and there, but he knew he couldn't. Not yet.
 
   He wouldn’t rush it with her. It would be sweet torture for them both, and the way she kept biting her lower lip made him all the more certain.
 
   He reached his hand up to her lower face, cupping her jaw and using his thumb to roll her lower lip free. It was so red from her worrying upon it, and he had to wrestle back the urge to suck it into his mouth.
 
   “You better stop that.” His voice was husky, marred with arousal, but his eyes betrayed his humour as he rose the blindfold to her face.
 
   “Sorry,” she murmured in a meek, soft little voice, already sounding so sweetly obedient, as if she were meant for such a life. Meant to obey. 
 
   When she gently pressed her soft, lightly pinkened cheek into his palm, it only stressed the point even more so. Her delicate scent of vanilla wafting off her beautiful young figure as he leaned in around her with his own strong aroma. Already she was marked by him, his own more masculine scented hair products mingled into her soft, luxurious hair.
 
   He couldn’t have chosen a better candidate than her. She was everything he could have dreamed of, so... malleable.
 
   He wrapped the blindfold around her face, tying it tightly at the back of her head. He smirked a little as it mussed up her thick tresses, but he smoothed them down gently, and just like that she was perfect once more.
 
   He took her hand and carefully led her to the bed, urging her to settle upon the slippery, silken sheets. “I want you to lie back in the middle of the bed, Aubrey.”
 
   She moved with such tentative little steps, her fingers curling about his much thicker ones for comfort as he guided her to the bed. She bent her legs, pushing her knees up onto the silk sheets, bunching her skirt up along her calves and the argyle socks she wore. She still had on her jacket from walking outside though, and had to shoulder it off to expose her bare arms and the white blouse beneath before laying back down.
 
   With her hair splayed across his pillow, eyes covered up and hands at her sides, she looked like a serene sleeping beauty. Those black mary janes pushed out to the side as she gnawed her lower lip once more, worrying the pink flesh.
 
   He didn’t mind that she was tracking in the outdoors into his sanctuary. He instead relished the little bits of imperfection, the small things he didn’t account for.
 
   Over and over he’d fantasized over this scenario, and to see her deviating from what he'd imagined in subtle little ways sent thrills like he’d never known through his body. It was her. The imperfections defined the moment, he realized as he moved away, and it would have seemed fake if she acted too perfectly.
 
   He went to his bureau, grabbing his camera from the top of it and walked back to the foot of his bed. She’d always dressed in such loose outfits, and to see the secrets hidden beneath the baggy cloth was like entering heaven, into a realm he felt so at peace in.
 
   The sweet little woman, so eager to please him, her keeper. Her benefactor.
 
   “I want you to lie still for a little while,” he asked in a husky voice, his throat tightened by his own lust.
 
   Her head tilted to the side, her delicate little chin angling towards his direction as he moved. “You’re not going to leave are you?” she asked, sounding almost heartbroken at the prospect of him going. Though of course, he had absolutely zero intention of doing so.
 
   Otherwise she obeyed, her slender form motionless atop his big, posh bed, her slender limbs so still. As if she were the doll she resembled, frozen in time where some young girl had laid to rest in her doll house.
 
   He exhaled and let his hand click the shutter, capturing the moment forever. Anticipation swirled heavily between them, and he could see those little tells in her body, he read her so easily. She needed someone like him, and she was lucky he found her.
 
   It was a blessing, then, that he coveted her for himself.
 
   He clicked the camera shutter again, from a slightly different angle, keeping the flash off so as to capture the feel of the room. The dark ambiance, the dancing shadows, the strange tint of the fire reflecting off her pale flesh.
 
   “Take off your shoes, sweetie. You’re messing up the bed.”
 
   “S-sorry,” she murmured, her cheeks burning a bright red from the realization she was staining his expensive bed sheets with her outdoor shoes. She bent her lithe legs back one at a time, the muscles in her calves straining and bulging a little as she reached down, undid the clasps and pulled off one, then the other, before trying to reach down and set them at the foot of the bed.
 
   She underestimated the height of the bed, and they dropped with a bit of clatter. “Sorry!” she repeated, her voice a little high pitched from anxiety, worried about displeasing him.
 
   But that gave him the excuse he needed, and he placed the camera aside as he strode towards her. His fingers reached out, encircling her wrists, and he tut-tutted. “You’re going to have to learn to be more careful, little girl,” he chastised, his voice dark.
 
   Never could he recall being so turned on, so desperate for her, and the feel of her delicate wrist in his hand was exquisite.
 
   Her stockinged feet curled up beneath her pert little rear, and she bit down upon her lower lip once more as he took hold of her wrist. Anxiety was written all over her beautiful, porcelain face, and she hung her head a little, still blinded because of the mask.
 
   “I’m so so sorry,” she pleaded, sounding so meek and pathetic, so injured by his reprimand as if she’d failed a very important test. Not understanding that he’d hoped for her to give him the excuse. 
 
   But that made it all the sweeter, and his pulse quickened as he sat upon the bed, his larger weight pulling her towards him. “You don’t apologize like that,” he said. “You crawl into my lap like a good girl...” He could barely believe he was saying the words. That they were finally coming from his lips. “Stomach down.”
 
   She froze. 
 
   Her whole body went stationary for a moment and he feared he’d gone too far when her lips parted as if to speak, only to shut and remain silent.
 
   The seconds were excruciating, and he feared she’d say that word. That one, simple, bright word that would bring this all to a stop and risk everything he’d planned for.
 
   She was the one to break the tension, however, and to his unimaginable delight she shimmied across the bed and did just as he commanded. Pressing her slender form over his lap, her stomach to his thighs as her pert little rear pushed up behind her beneath her pleated skirt. “I’m sorry,” she murmured softly.
 
   There was no hiding his arousal from her, even though he still wore his finely tailored pants. He was fully dressed, but for his shoes, and that made him feel more in control. More empowered over the trembling leaf of a woman pressed so helplessly to him.
 
   Her sweet apology just made things all the more sensual for him, and he rubbed his heavy hand down along her spine. He touched her, through her clothes, and it was everything he’d dreamed it could be. She was warm, almost a bit sticky in the heated room as the fire danced beside them, and he could note her scent more easily in the air.
 
   “Pull up your skirt, sweetie. It’s time to show me how sorry you are.”
 
   Her first inclination was to obey, and that made his heart sore with want. Her arms immediately moved to do as he said without any thought, and only hesitated afterwards as the thought of the impropriety settled in. 
 
   “I-- but…” she muttered, but before he could administer further admonishments she acquiesced. Her hands lowered down and she shakily grasped the edge of her frilly skirt, drawing it up slowly to reveal the round, pale flesh of her bottom.
 
   Those cheeks of hers suited her body--not large, but perky all the same. Round and oh so smooth, with her white panties nestled between the plush cheeks. The cotton fabric cupping her mound, showing her slit betwixt her thighs.
 
   He could do nothing for a moment but stare, to drink in that soft, youthful flesh.
 
   His hand stroked over her spine again, feeling out her form as he stared, letting her stew. To settle into the discomfort of the situation, to make her uncertain and off kilter. She would be waiting for what was to happen next, the inevitability of his strike, but still he wanted it to be unexpected.
 
   He lifted his hand from her blouse, and simply caressed her with his eyes, going over her form with such affection that was as invisible to her as everything else through that blindfold. Things she didn’t know existed. Those hidden secrets gave him the greatest pleasures, and when he brought his hand down on the fleshiest part of her ass, it was sudden and hard. The crack resounded in the sparsely furnished room, and even stung his hand a little.
 
   That nubile flesh rippled with the impact, so soft and supple. Those twin clefts jiggled as her body tensed and her voice rang out in a high pitched little squeal at the strike. She was so tender, so delicate, and she pressed against his manhood harder as her spine arched and her stomach jutted down further.
 
   Yet she didn’t try to get away, didn’t protest, just squealed then whimpered, gnawing her lower lip as her bare cheeks showed the outline of his hand in ruddy pink.
 
   He rubbed that tender cheek, encouraging the blood to the surface, marring the pure white of her flesh. Oh, how did anyone become so perfect as she?
 
   He felt over the heated flesh, but didn’t tease lower. He didn’t stroke the places he truly lusted for, nor did he pull her panties from the cleft of her ass. He wanted to, but he held himself back as his member throbbed beneath her slim stomach.
 
   Again his hand cracked down, and again she whimpered and straightened in his lap.
 
   “What do good girls say?” he growled out in his lust-laden voice.
 
   Aubrey jumped, her whole body twitching atop his lap as he struck her again, a yelp escaping her pouty lips as she wriggled and writhed. Her body squirmed a little as her pert rear smarted from the twin strikes.
 
   “I’m… I’m so sorry!” she called out, not sure what else she could say, her long, slender legs sticking out behind her. Her fingernails dug into his thighs as she squirmed atop his lap in her pain.
 
   But her squirming only made his cock throb harder, and his breathing got louder. “You were a bad girl,” he admonished, bringing his hand down again with another hard smack and leaving his palm on the smarting flesh. “But I can forgive bad girls.”
 
   She twitched and her nails dug into him harder, her wail this time louder as she seemed to border on more tears. Though this time they were not tears from emotional anguish, but just raw, physical hurt on her tender, sensitive flesh.
 
   Though the more she wriggled and struggled atop his lap, the more it tantalizingly swayed her perfect little rear. That round swell of flesh waggling before him so delightfully. 
 
   “Forgive me, pleeeaase,” she whimpered out pathetically. 
 
   It was hard to resist not bringing his hand down again, punishing that tight little bottom of hers further. It was so sweet, and the way she wiggled was divine. His head felt a bit heavy, her loins throbbing so desperately as she cried and squirmed against his hardness, but he rubbed her ass in a tender manner. 
 
   It was still tortuous, to have that sensitive skin rubbed so roughly, the threat still lingering in the air. He listened as she cooed and sobbed, her shoulders pinched and her ass tensed as she awaited the next blow that never came. He rubbed her for a long few moments, waiting for her to settle down, and his cock with it, and when finally she soothed, he stroked the back of her head with his free hand.
 
   “That’s enough crying for now, little pet,” he growled. “But I don't think you've learned your lesson yet.”
 
   Her breathing hitched a few times but she ceased her crying at his command, proving an obedient pet indeed. 
 
   That delicate body shivered a while before stilling, calming atop his lap, her bare bottom red and exposed still. “I haven’t?” she squeaked out pathetically to him. She didn’t know what to expect, acting so lost, even if she gleefully crawled into his hands.
 
   The fact that she couldn’t see, was denied that right to take in what was happening with all of her senses, that just made it all sweeter. She was reliant upon him, and he stroked her ass affectionately. His other hand curled her long, blonde hair between it, feeling to soft strands out.
 
   “No. But I will teach you. Climb back onto the bed.”
 
   She had tensed up the moment he’d tightened her hair between her fingers, but with that command she relaxed. Her nails no longer dug into his thigh so much and she tentatively pushed herself up, her slender body rising, lifting up off him. She tottered off his lap and back to the sheets to sit sheepishly, resting her weight back upon her elbows, her knees bent and pointed up as she waited.
 
   He massaged himself for a moment, trying to relieve the tension in his pants, to calm his hardness, but it was useless. There was no fighting it. Not with just how perfect she was, how compliant. It was time to push her, to see how far he could take her.
 
   To see how far she would willingly go.
 
   She still hadn’t uttered that safe word, despite how he knew her ass must sting and burn. His hand still tingled, after all.
 
   “Aubrey,” he said as he stood, moving towards the foot of the bed once more and picking up his camera from where he’d left it. “I want you to pull off your panties.”
 
   Again, he watched attentively as her first instinct to obey took hold, but then… hesitation set in. Her arms froze midway to her undergarments. 
 
   "My… my panties?” she murmured softly, those full lips quivering a little as she tried to look in his direction, unable to find him precisely because of her lack of sight. “I-- I don’t know..” she murmured sheepishly, gnawing her lower lip once more, but despite her apprehension, he could sense that she was teetering at the edge of capitulation, so close to giving in.
 
   She just needed a bit more of a push.
 
   But it was so sweet to watch as her body changed, those little motions so subtle and appealing as she struggled with his command.
 
   “Don’t you want to be a good girl, pet?” he asked, and his voice was hard, almost mocking. Daring her to not follow his instructions, to disobey.
 
   Her ass still stung, and she sat as she did to try and take pressure off it, hoisting her weight up on her elbows. It was too fresh of a reminder, and though she waffled, hesitating a moment longer, he then watched as she lifted her pleated skirt, reached in under it to her hips, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband.
 
   She wriggled her hips from side to side and kept her thighs together, barely about to tug the panties down between them, but she couldn’t hide it all despite her attempts at propriety. He caught a glimpse of her pink little cunny, the puffy labia dainty and sweet betwixt her legs before she lowered her skirt again.
 
   “I do,” was all she said to him, her cheeks burning a bright red.
 
   He didn’t even take a picture. He was too caught up in capturing the moment with his mind, committing every single motion to memory. He saw the brief flashes of bare skin, of forbidden flesh, and it sent his thoughts into a haze.
 
   The fire crackled behind him and a bead of sweat trailed down under his finely tailored shirt. “Good girl,” he rewarded his pet, but his voice was tight. Constricted. He cleared his throat, trying to get back his sense of command and dominance.
 
   “I want you to lay back, and spread your arms to either side of the bed.”
 
   Her legs were pressed so tightly together that as she lay down flat, he never got another glimpse of her slit, nor the little tuft of wispy blonde hairs above it. She obeyed, though, splaying her arms out to the side, leaving her panties discarded on the edge of the bed, twisted and pretty as she did as he told.
 
   He swallowed and took another picture, leaving the camera as he walked to her left side. He kneeled at the bed, his fingers trailing over her bare arm. The underside of it was so fair, with blue veins just barely visible beneath the surface. He traced them, feeling the soft pulse quicken at his touch.
 
   Licking his lips, he turned her arm over, his gaze following the light hairs along her forearm. They glistened from the orange light of the candles and fire, the downy hair so soft. He reached beneath the bed and with a soft clatter, removed the heavy chain and soft leather from beneath the bed skirt. He caressed her arm once more before he spoke. “Do you trust me?”
 
   Her spindly limbs tensed at the sound of those chains, and she lifted her head off the bed just a fraction of an inch, still so blind to the world around her. Her lips parted and she looked as if about to ask him what the noise was, but instead she licked her pink lips and nodded to him so very briefly, and he had a tantalizing suspicion that she knew. 
 
   “Yes sir,” she said meekly, just a wisp of her usual soft voice available.
 
   He caressed her again, bringing his mouth to her wrist and pressing it there for a long moment, tasting her skin. He nuzzled her flesh before pulling away, bringing the soft leather to her hand. He held her fingers in his, guiding them along the dark leather, feeling out the rich texture of the material.
 
   “This won’t hurt, sweetheart,” he said softly, taking her dainty wrist and wrapping the binding tightly around it. He secured it in place and kissed each of her fingers in turn.
 
   Her soft little breaths caught a few times as he kissed upon her delicate skin, her slender fingers twitching as he treated her with such care. She seemed to expect more, some hurt, some pain, but instead he merely wrapped those bindings about her and gave her such tender affections.
 
   It made her shiver and fidget just a bit, rubbing her thighs together as she waited restlessly for the hitch. The catch to all this. She was feeling the same buildup he had clung to for all this time.
 
   He walked to the other side of the bed, repeating the same motions with such tender affection, teasing her skin with gentle caresses. When that one, too, was secured, he moved to her foot. He didn’t ask, this time. Instead, he reached across the bed and caressed over the top of her foot, down over her instep, tickling the arch through her stocking.
 
   Each motion was so slow, so sensual, and when he got to her ankle and began coaxing her legs open, her foot towards him, it all seemed and felt so natural.
 
   Though he hadn’t asked, she never resisted. Her legs parting as he pulled them gently to the side to tie them down, her shaking seeming to still while he strapped her limbs to the bed. Perhaps the lack of control brought her comfort, or perhaps she simply had less room to quiver as she was tied down. 
 
   Either way, her beautiful, pale form looked at ease as he ensnared her, trapping her to the bed, her white blouse betraying the outlines of her perky little teats, aroused and stiffened through the nearly see-through fabric.
 
   As he finished with the last foot, he stood back to admire his work. To admire her.
 
   Never had he seen someone so beautiful, who had been so worth waiting for. Holding out for. He knew how lucky he was for her to be so perfectly crafted for him, so much so that it made him wonder if there truly was a greater power looking out for him.
 
   For both of them.
 
   He knew that she needed this, needed him, just as badly, and as he watched her body still and calm, he knew that they’d both feel whole after this evening.
 
   He crawled onto the bed, careful not to hurt her slender legs as he moved between them. He knelt over her, his body weight shifting the mattress a bit as he hovered, staring down at her face. His gaze caressed her nose, her mouth, over her throat and down over the buttons of her blouse.
 
   His fingers crept over her thighs, never disturbing the skirt, but instead going towards the first button on her blouse and pushing it through the sewn hole.
 
   She’d remained so calm and quiet through it all, but as he popped that first button she gasped, softly and quietly. Her shoulders shrank inwards and she seemed to want to retreat within herself, but instead she stilled, calmed herself, her breathing having grown as he lowered her top, to show her milky white skin down to the pale white peaks of her breasts, cupped so tightly by her thin, fabric bra. 
 
   It was torture for him. He wanted to tear the shirt off, to ravish her, but even now, when he'd come so far, he refused himself that pleasure. No, he didn’t want her for the moment.
 
   He needed to possess her, always. And he wouldn’t get there by pushing her to the limit.
 
   Instead, he brought his mouth to her collarbone, letting his lips trace over the delicate skin, his bristly stubble contrasting to the softness of his kisses.
 
   And against her smooth, blemishless skin, his coarse jawline was like a scrub brush. It made her gasp and squirm a little, shifting away from him, but unable to move more than mere centimeters away from his hungry mouth. 
 
   A soft little whimper escaped her lips and she faced away from him, in the process leaving her slender stalk of a neck and shoulder vulnerable to his devouring mouth. 
 
   He moved up to the newly offered flesh, his nose teasing and soft as he trailed it up towards her ear. He breathed against her, letting out a soft moan that he’d so long held back as his hand went to caress her face. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured before kissing her neck flushly, his tongue flicking against the pale skin.
 
   His words and the feel of him each made her gasp and quiver, her body unable to move, but she seemed content to sink into the bed and let him press against her. She bit down upon her lower lip to stifle her soft little moan as he kissed at her pale neck, enjoying the warm affection even as she was powerless to do anything else. Never did her plush lips threaten to spill out that one word in her arsenal.
 
   The only one that could put an end to all of this and make their world come crashing down.
 
   He teased her skin, exciting it with his tongue and his soft little gusts of breath as he kissed lower. His thumb went towards her mouth, coaxing her lower lip from between her teeth. “Let it out, Princess,” he huffed as he kissed the valley between her nubile breasts.
 
   Instead of calling for him to stop with that safe word, she arched her spine, pushing her tiny chest up towards him as she gave a shuddering moan and capped it off with a whimper. Her little body shivering as if cold. Though as his lips grazed her supple breast flesh she murmured, “No. Stop. It’s not right.”
 
   “It is,” he whispered back, his hand trailing down her body, along her ribcage, peeling back the blouse a bit more. He was so mind-numbingly hard, and his fingertips brushed the edge of her perky breasts. “And you don’t have a say. You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”
 
   Her teeth sank back into her worrying lower lip again, the poor girl unable to keep herself from gnawing at that poor abused morsel of flesh. “It’s wrong,” she protested softly, her meek little voice so weak. “You said you’d take care of me,” she whimpered, her chest heaving a little quicker. “This isn’t taking care of me.” Her voice grew strained, vanishing into nothingness though her breathing only grew heavier.
 
   “Oh sweetheart,” he breathed out over her chest, looking up at her worried face. “I will. I just didn’t realize how impatient you were.” His voice was nearly a growl as he kissed lower, along her taut tummy, his fingers playing along her smooth, bare thighs as he hitched the skirt up, unveiling that sweet prize.
 
   She could do nothing to hide her sex from him, the delicate, roused flower parted as her legs were pulled to the side of the king-sized bed.
 
   Though being unable to resist didn't stop her from trying, and she did her best to clench her thighs inwards, to hide the glistening, needy little slit before his view. But she couldn’t do it, not with her legs tied so taut. He had her under his control and she whimpered at her powerlessness. 
 
   “No!” she protested weakly. “Not that! Please no!” she offered up, squirming so feebly beneath him, only making her ripe young body to shimmy and shake deliciously before his gaze.
 
   But he reminded himself that every time she said no, she wanted it. She had the right word that could make him stop, but her refusal to use it betrayed the true depth of her desire, and he gripped both her thighs in his powerful hands.
 
   He squeezed the tender flesh between his fingers and he groaned loudly, almost growling with lust. “But princess, you smell so sweet.”
 
   His rough grab, his lewd words, it made her squeal and dig the back of her head into the bed. Though no physical action she took could tear him away from her, could rob him of the arousing aroma of her cunt. How deliciously ripe and ready it smelled. The sweet scent of her nubile body so strong off her slick little slit. 
 
   She tugged her legs at those shackles that bound her, “Get off! Get away from me!” her voice getting so girlishly shrill at the end.
 
   “No, sweetheart. I can’t do that.” His dick throbbed so hard as he brought his nose to the soft little bit of fur that topped her mound, inhaling her scent so fully. It made him almost dizzy with arousal, but as his tongue flicked out of his lips and touched that warm, forbidden fruit, he nearly came.
 
   Before she could even protest, his tongue ventured out again, his fingertips working in closer as he coaxed her clit from its hiding spot.
 
   She very nearly jumped out of the bed, and would’ve if not for the bindings, he swore. That tiny little bud was so sensitive she reacted almost violently at his touch, but by the time he stroked her again she gave a moan instead of a squeal. 
 
   Already his little pet was learning so fast.
 
   “No!” she panted out, her slick honey upon his tongue. “No that’s too sensitive! Not there!” she protested.
 
   But he didn’t speak, didn’t reassure her or try to warm her up to the sensations. Instead he toyed with her, running his tongue over that tiny bud, down her length just to get a taste of her. He kissed her, more frantically, hungrily, his fingers prying apart her slickened labia and devouring her with such need.
 
   He was losing control over himself, and he damn well knew it. But there was no more holding back, not when he was finally tasting her juices, feeling her body respond to him with such repressed need. Her desperate little ‘no’s, repeated over and over just thrilled him more, and he sucked her little clit so needily.
 
   She was like a puppet to him, every little lash of his tongue able to make her jump and flail and struggle at her bonds in futility. He played her like that, more of her slick honey coating his tongue and lips as he lashed at her feminine gash.
 
   Aubrey seemed almost to sob, the sensations too much for the young girl. “No no no no nonono!” she chanted. “I can’t take it, I can’t take it!” she pleaded, biting down on her lip. “Stop, no more please!” she begged.
 
   And he did, not because she told him to, but because he couldn’t take any more. He was breathing hard and frantically as he stared at her glorious little pussy. Her clit still throbbed, wanting more despite Aubrey’s protests, and he slipped his thumb up against it, pressing against the sensitive bundle of nerves.
 
   “What’s wrong, sweetheart?” His voice was husky and he licked around his lips, tasting her sweet scent along them.
 
   She squealed so loud it was very nearly a scream. That pressure of his thumb on her poor clit, it was too much for her to handle as her petite body strained against its bindings. 
 
   “Stop!” she wailed, then her breathing sounded once again like sobbing. “No more! It’s too--ah!” she protested. The sweet young girl was too unused to such intense sensations. Had she even touched herself before? The thought of that shy little fawn exploring herself riveted him with arousal, but it was hard to imagine she had with how flushed she was, how much she cried out at his every touch of her cunny.
 
   “Oh, baby,” he chastised. “I want to make you feel good. Haven’t you ever done this before?” He ground his thumb there, daring her to say the safe word as his other fingers delved lower, playing with the entrance of her cunny. “Haven’t you had a man do this to you?”
 
   She was a panting, writhing mess before him already, she strained upwards, struggling against her binds. “No. No!” she cried out, her perky tits slipping from her cheap bra to show the pink little areolas and stiff buds of her nipples as she squirmed. “S-stop!” she whined before breaking into pathetic little sobs.
 
   ‘It will make you feel good, baby doll. And it’ll show me what a good girl you are. Make all the pain go away.” He caressed his middle finger up over the seam of her cunny before oh so slowly letting it sink into her. Her muscles were clenching and spasming and he knew how close she must be as he ground his thumb more urgently against her clit.
 
   His mouth, though, delved for that freed breast. He was ravenous for her body, and perhaps he was being too hasty, too hard, but he sucked that stiff nipple, bringing it between his two rows of teeth and putting some pressure on it as his middle finger reached for that cluster of nerves, hidden within her.
 
   Her throat was growing hoarse with all her cries and pleas, that tight little cunny so slick and warm, wrapped about his digit and squeezed it delectably. She was so tight, such a sweet young thing even as she flailed about against her bindings in futility. No longer able to form coherent words as he suckled her perky tit in his mouth, torturing that sensitive nipple as he toyed with her virginal little cunt below.
 
   He growled against her puffy, pink nipple, his thumb and middle finger working in tandem as he felt her body grow so still and then arch. She squeezed his digit so intensely as the orgasm rocked through her, starting in her belly before spiraling out along her body, uncoiling like a spring. He kept torturing her all through it, sucking and fingering and pleasuring her form despite her protests, despite her little acts of defiance.
 
   She never got to relax, never got to still as her breathing grew so ragged and hoarse. She instead only weakened and flailed more importantly than before against her bindings as he tortured her sensitive loins and nipples. 
 
   “Stop,” she muttered breathily. “No more… please,” she whimpered, sobbing as her head pressed back into the silken bed sheets, her shoulders lifted up off the mattress itself.
 
   He pulled his fingers from her ravished cunny, bringing them instead to her nipple and smearing her juices upon that thoroughly sucked, puffy mound. “But darling, I haven’t had you yet. I’d be so disappointed if I didn’t get a chance to take your flower. You saved it for me, didn’t you, like a good girl?”
 
   Her face was flushed, some tears streaming from beneath her blindfold, and her body was in such a heightened state of arousal. So much of her slick, honeyed fluid running down her inner thighs. Yet she gnawed her lower lip in such a familiar manner all the same. 
 
   “I did,” she whimpered out in such a slight gasp, bobbing her head just the slightest bit.
 
   “What a good girl you are,” he husked, licking her fluids off of her nipple, savouring the taste. His free hand went down to his leather belt, deftly undoing it, followed by the button and zipper on his fine trousers. “I promise, my little princess, this won’t hurt. Not with how wet you are.”
 
   He placed his forearm at her side, his fingers lightly resting along her bicep as he moved up along her body. His mouth was inches from hers, and he knew she must have been able to catch her own scent so near as her nose crinkled. “You taste like heaven to me, princess, and you look even better.”
 
   He pushed down his boxer shorts, finally removing his heavy, throbbing cock from their confines. He needed her so bad, and there was already precum leaking from the swollen helm as he brought his member to her pussy.
 
   Rubbing himself against her clit, he teased her slightly as he brushed away some hair from her ear. “Do you know what this is, pet?”
 
   A very visible shudder travelled through her svelte frame and she nodded to him, biting her lower lip hard as she whimpered out an “mmhmm” to him. Even as naive as she seemed, blindfolded from reality, she knew what that hot, hard flesh that brushed against her sensitive quim was. 
 
   There was no mistaking it. Not a hint of deception in his intent. 
 
   “I’m going to take you, little girl, but I want you to ask for it.” His voice was so laced with lust, his breath still scented with her juices. He robbed the head of his cock over her clit again, then back to the entrance, and back again. It was threatening, teasing, and he was hardly able to contain himself from simply pushing in.
 
   “Say, ‘take me, Daddy,’ and I will push my cock into you. I will make you feel things you never dreamed of, make you see things you never imagined. I will make you whole. But first, you have to say it.” He kissed her throat again, sucking her flesh hard and threatening her with bruises as his hand tightened around her bicep.
 
   “Or, you can beg me not to, and I’ll do it anyways, but it will be so much worse, my little doll.”
 
   He didn’t notice it at first, but she had completely frozen at his mention of the word ‘daddy’. She seemed to be pulled out of the moment by it. 
 
   Had he gone too far?
 
   She’d broke down crying because of texts from her father. Her daddy, after all. 
 
   The moment of silence dragged on, her lips quivering as she was about to speak. Was it the safe word upon her lips? He wasn’t sure, but he didn’t press any further, just holding himself there as he waited for her decision.
 
   Her nails dug into the silk sheets and leather bindings and she murmured, “Take me daddy,” as his cock coated itself in her slick honey still. 
 
   The relief he felt that he hadn’t pushed her to the limit was quickly stripped away by something far grander. The anticipation, the buildup, how torturous it had been on him, and as he finally began sinking himself into her, he felt whole. Remarkably, spectacularly whole. He didn’t hide the moan that erupted from his chest, he didn’t quiet the soft, “Good girl,” that fell from his lips. He simply pushed himself into her slowly.
 
   Even with how wet she was, how hard she’d cum, how aroused he’d made her, she was still so tight. A virgin! And surely, it was risky. Unprotected, unhindered, he enjoyed her with full sensations that sparked through his body.
 
   “You’re so tight, princess,” he managed out between suckling upon her neck, his cock sliding up inside of her spread body.
 
   She shivered and convulsed as he filled her, gasping and moaning from the intense sensations. His manhood filling her so completely, that only her extreme slickness saved her from the hurt of being thrust open so wide upon his girth.
 
   “Daddy,” she mewled out in her pleasure, embracing their roles. Embracing him, if not literally, as her tight little cunny clung to his shaft as he pulled away, as if trying to tug him back inside of her warm, fertile depths. 
 
   God, that word upon her lips almost sent him over the edge. He’d denied himself pleasure for so long, and as he once more hilted himself within her, he stilled. Nestled in her depths, he let her muscles contract around him, squeezing and milking him with such naive, innocent skill.
 
   She wanted this, needed this so bad. Rewarding her, his kisses trailed up along her jawline and against her ear. He moaned, licking along her sensitive flesh, “I forgive you, my sweet little girl. I’ll always forgive you.”
 
   Aubrey broke into open sobs, but he felt their nature. Felt the relief in it as her chest heaved and she tried to press herself to him, to embrace him as best she could, her warm cunny wrapped about his manhood so tight. 
 
   “Thank you,” she murmured out breathily, “Thank you daddy!” That tight little virginal cunt so snug about his prick, squeezing such pleasure out of his long-deprived manhood as he pumped into her body bare.
 
   He nuzzled her ear with his nose before he brought his mouth to hers, sharing that sweet tang of her pussy with her quivering little mouth. They needed one another, and in so many ways. Ways that he had barely scratched the surface of, and as he put his weight atop her body and kissed her, it was with a passion neither of them had known they possessed.
 
   He embraced her, wrapping his arms around her back and pulling her into his chest as he bucked his hips over and over again. He was so much larger than her dainty form, but she’d shown him her strength, her will to succumb and be healed by him.
 
   Aubrey took the pummeling of his hips bashing to her inner thighs, the dull smack of his balls against her pert ass cheeks below. The wet slap of his groin to her wet cunny. Her moans and cries echoing through the chamber as she was left to his mercy.
 
   “Yes, yes--” her voice hitched in between smacks of their lips. “Oh daddy,” she whined, overflowing with need, her spine arching, her body tensing so much such new and overpowering sensations flowed from him as he plumbed her depths with his thick cock.
 
   “I could never be mad at my baby,” he promised, kissing her mouth and down her chin, tasting her flesh so eagerly. “Do you want me to cum in you, sweetheart? Wouldn’t that feel so nice?” Just saying the words sent a jolt of pleasure through him and he thought he was going to lose it then and there, to spill into her without warning.
 
   Without hearing her beg for it.
 
   She’d surrendered herself to him completely, and the very notion of thinking for herself was now foreign. In so short a time she’d given herself up to just being his, and she gasped out “Yes” immediately, her cunt spasming tighter around his dick in response, compelling him to heedlessly empty his load into her fertile depths.
 
   “Cum in me daddy,” she begged, “please! Don’t be mad at me,” she whimpered, needy and so hungry for him.
 
   Her sweet, seductive, sinful words sent him toppling over the edge, heedless of how risky it was. She was so fertile, so youthful, and even so he unleashed himself inside her. His eyes flew open and he gaped, taken aback by how powerful his orgasm was as it crashed through him.
 
   Every part of his body tingled, every limb was alight with sensation as he groaned out her name, loudly. He rammed himself into her so hard, so fast, so unforgiving that he thought he might hurt her and though he tried to hold back and remain in control, there was no hope of that.
 
   Torrent after torrent of cum pulsed into her as he bucked up against her depths.
 
   “Aubrey,” he gasped, bucking his hips again. “My good little girl.”
 
   All the while her legs kicked, her body flailed and she cried out, another powerful flood of pleasure coursing through her limbs and then back to her heated core as she wailed out, filling the room with the cries of their matched orgasms. 
 
   He’d emptied his loins into hers, filled her waiting cunny and left her panting and dewy beneath him, her pristine form sullied by his lusts and their mutual pleasure. She whimpered, her depths sore from his pounding. “Oh daddy,” she mewled, “I love you.”
 
   He stilled within her, hugging her so tightly as his body was finally spent within his young lover. His sweet Aubrey. He kissed her neck once more and let out a relaxed sigh as he whispered into her ear. “Daddy loves you, sweetness, and he'll never leave you unsatisfied.” 
 
   He caressed her face, her neck, before he finally shifted and removed himself from her feminine depths, leaving her gaping and empty without him. “You must be so stiff. I’ll release you and you can curl up in my lap, watching the fire, okay? Do you feel better?”
 
   That familiar sight of the pretty young girl biting upon her lower lip presented itself to him, but it was somehow different. It wasn’t nervousness so much, it was just bashfulness in the afterglow of sex. A timid shyness. 
 
   She gave a slow nod to him and kissed beneath his ear. “Yes daddy. Thank you,” she cooed softly to him.
 
   After over a year of waiting, she was finally, blissfully his.
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   His Brat’s Fertile First Time – Avril: Taboo: “I need you so bad… none of those other women are doin’ it for me. None of ‘em can take my mind off of you for so much as a moment.”
 
   
She didn’t know why it was such a turn on for her to hear the man of the house being with another woman. Why did it made her mind so hazy and her body so hot and wet? But Avril can’t help herself. She has the most forbidden desires for Cyril. 

And when she sees him all dressed up, ready for another night on the town with some random woman, Avril can’t let him go... Not without taking her innocence, raw and unprotected. 
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Bound in Darkness, Part 1 – L. Hannover
 
   I’m bound in utter darkness, a leather mask over my face, my hands and feet restrained, a ball gag in my mouth. My cunt is being punished by dozens of men…I have no idea who they are. I’ve been nothing but an anonymous fucktoy for hours…and I have no idea where I am.
 
   But let me tell you this…my pussy is being worked over in a way I’ve never felt in my entire life! I can’t believe what a slutty whore I actually am! In my regular life, I’m nothing like this. Hell, I’ve never done anything like this before…ever!
 
   Earlier today, I was just having a bad day and looking for some way to unwind…some way to feel anonymous…some way to lose myself.
 
   But, FUCK! I never imagined I’d be on all fours, being fucked by men I’d never met—men I’d never see again—and loving every goddamn second of it!
 
   Oh…and I’m running for Governor of my state…did I mention that?
 
   Let me rewind a bit and tell you about the past twelve hours or so…
 
   My day went from bad to worse when I was giving a speech this afternoon. I’m on the campaign trail, working my way through parts of the state that are still very, very conservative.
 
   I knew running for Governor would be tricky. I knew there would be people who disliked me…even hated me! But I never thought it would be like this!
 
   *****
 
   “Boooo!”
 
   “Get off the stage, you dumb bitch!”
 
   The shouts from the crowd grow more and more intense, as I do my best to get through my prepared speech.
 
   “Listen, I’m frustrated, too!” I cry out into the microphone, trying to quiet the hecklers down. “I want what you want! More jobs, better schools, easier access for women and minorities…”
 
   Whoops…wrong thing to say to this crowd. I forgot I’m speaking to a room that’s 99% good ol’ boys. Some might even call them rednecks!
 
   “BOOOO!” the crowd roars, and I feel my face grow redder and redder. Someone with a particularly loud voice shouts, “You’re nothin’ but a pair of tits, you dumb slut!”
 
   A pair of tits? I think to myself.
 
   The truth is, I actually am really good looking. I mean, let’s be honest—that’s one big reason why I’m such a great political candidate: people pay attention to me! I’m well educated, I know the issues, I’m young, and I’m sexy as hell!
 
   But that doesn’t mean I’m ONLY a pair of tits, you asshole!
 
   People love to talk about how political discussion in this country has become nothing but a name-calling flame war. I always resisted that label, insisting that people could speak to each other reasonably, even if they have disagreements. But when you’re running for Governor, and some drunk redneck is yelling at you, calling you nothing but a pair of tits…well, you really start to rethink your hopes, your career, your whole life!
 
   At least, I’m starting to rethink everything…and I’m starting to regret ever running for public office!
 
   “Listen,” I try again, my voice echoing through the PA system. “If you’d just give me a chance to tell you about some of my ideas…I really think we could…”
 
   But it’s no use…
 
   I look down from the stage at my campaign manager, Mel Gordon. He waves his hand, motioning for me to get away from the podium and to head backstage. In other words, he wants me to just give up and let these assholes have all the power…to let them dominate me…to break me.
 
   Glancing back out at the crowd, I have to admit to myself that it really does seem hopeless. I take one last look at them, and then I walk across the stage and down the steps.
 
   Behind me, the crowd begins to cheer loudly, knowing that they’ve beaten me into submission. Someone throws a tomato at the “Callie Cartwright for Governor” banner!
 
   “Goddammit, Mel!” I shout as we quickly walk back through the hallway, toward my limousine, which is waiting just outside. “I really thought I had a chance with that crowd. If only they’d just listen to me for five minutes…hell, even just one minute!”
 
   “Put it out of your mind, Callie,” Mel tells me, as we climb into the limo. He shouts to the driver to take us to our hotel. I feel the car begin to move forward as Mel continues. “We knew it was a long shot with this group. Don’t even worry about it!”
 
   “How can I not worry about it? I mean…how am I ever gonna win the Governor’s Mansion if I can’t connect with people? I mean, I don’t just wanna be Governor, Mel! I wanna be President someday!”
 
   “What are you talking about? You connect with people better than any other politician—any other person—I’ve ever worked with!”
 
   “But…” I begin. He cuts me off immediately.
 
   “No! Don’t let yourself get down about this. Just because you didn’t connect with these particular people doesn’t mean you need to feel defeated! You will be Governor. And one day, you will be President…okay?”
 
   I take a deep breath and try to calm myself down. I close my eyes and just imagine that I’m somewhere else for a moment—where I don’t have to be stressed out, where I don’t have to be the center of attention every second of the day…where I don’t have to be Callie Cartwright.
 
   “You’re right, Mel,” I say, opening my eyes again…returning to my crazy world. “As always…you’re right.”
 
   I sigh.
 
   Knowing that I’m okay again, Mel turns his attention to his tablet, which contains our schedule for tomorrow morning. After a moment, he runs through the itinerary with me.
 
   “Okay, Callie. So tomorrow you’ve got another speech at 9:00 AM, then a meeting and photo-op with…” He drones on, but the words barely sink in. I try to listen…but not really. The truth is, I really need some kind of break!
 
   “Mel,” I interrupt him. “Mel…enough. I just need a break for a second.”
 
   He falls silent. We know each other well enough that there’s no way my abruptness offends him. It’s more like he’s trying to figure out how to handle the situation…he’s trying to figure out how to handle me, in this moment.
 
   “What do you mean? You wanna take a break?” he asks.
 
   “I mean I don’t always wanna be Callie Cartwright, candidate for Governor!” I say, gruffly. “Sometimes I just need to…I don’t know…be somebody else for a few hours. I mean, isn’t there something I can do to just unwind? Can we fit that into the fucking schedule?!”
 
   I watch as Mel stares at me intently—almost like he’s looking into my soul! I feel a shiver run up my spine, and the limo pulls to a stop in front of the hotel.
 
   “Are you serious? I mean really serious?” he asks me. “Because, if you are, I can make it happen.”
 
   I open my mouth to answer him, but he cuts me off.
 
   “I’m serious, Callie…think carefully about this. Is this what you really want? Do you trust me? I mean really trust me?”
 
   Closing my eyes again, I imagine myself completely relaxed, able to be someone else for just one night...
 
   It feels fantastic!
 
   “Yes…I’m sure. Make it happen for me, Mel…please! I need this…”
 
   “Okay,” he tells me. “Wait here a minute.”
 
   I wait inside the limo as he disappears into the hotel and then reemerges a few minutes later with a small suitcase in his hand.
 
   “Let’s go,” he tells the driver. Then he turns to me.
 
   “Strip down to your bra and panties…now!” he tells me, somewhat forcefully.
 
   I hesitate, unsure if he’s joking.
 
   “You told me you wanted to be someone else for the night…well, this is your chance,” he says. “Not get out of those clothes…and hurry.”
 
   “You better know what you’re doing, Mel,” I reply, pulling off my tight jacket and skirt, revealing my toned legs and ample breasts.
 
   He hands me a leather mask with only one hole—I quickly realize it’s for my mouth.
 
   “Are you serious?” I ask him.
 
   “Put it on…trust me…”
 
   Still figuring the whole thing’s a joke, I pull the mask on over my head, feeling the tightness around my throat as Mel ties the straps in place. I can’t see anything.
 
   “Put your hands behind your back.”
 
   Next thing I know, he’s got my wrists and forearms bound together! I try to wriggle them around, only to find that Mel really knows what he’s doing when it comes to knots…I can’t move my arms at all!
 
   “Are you okay?” he asks me.
 
   “I…I think so.”
 
   I hear him take a deep breath.
 
   “From this moment on, you’re not yourself. You have no name other than slut or whore. And you’re to address anyone who speaks to you tonight as sir. Do you understand?”
 
   “Mmm hmm,” I murmur. “I mean…yes, sir.”
 
   I feel a bit silly like this—only my panties and bra on, my head and face covered so I see nothing but darkness, and my hands and arms held in place with rope. I’ve never done anything like this before…and I’m not sure why I’m doing it now. Hell…I don’t even know what it is I’m actually doing!
 
   When the car pulls to a stop, and I hear the door open, I get a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. I’m simultaneously aroused, excited, and terrified. It occurs to me that I have no idea where I am. And didn’t Mel just say something about addressing anyone who speaks to me as sir? Does that mean we’re going to meet up with more people?
 
   Just as I open my mouth to ask these questions, I feel Mel jam a ball into my mouth and then fix it in place with straps around the back of my head.
 
   “Mmmmm!” I try to cry out. For the first time since I was being heckled onstage, I’m afraid.
 
   “No more talking,” I’m told. Mel lifts me to my feet and helps guide me out of the limo into the cold night air.
 
   Seriously…where the fuck am I?!
 
   Tentatively, I step forward, completely unable to see anything because of the mask. As far as I can tell, we’re outside…and I think it’s just the two of us. I can hear the idle of the limo fading as we walk farther and farther.
 
   Then, I hear a door open and, as I step through it, the air changes completely. It’s still cold, but everything’s still. I hear some kind of shuffling and murmuring in the distance.
 
   With Mel’s hand firmly holding onto my tied-up arms, I continue walking, led down what I think is some kind of hallway. And then, abruptly, I’m stopped.
 
   “Get down on your knees, whore!”
 
   That’s not Mel’s voice!
 
   This new, extremely masculine voice is much deeper, and much more commanding. As scared and confused as I am, I find myself kneeling down, submitting to the will of this man almost instinctively.
 
   “You’ve been brought here tonight to this secret location,” the deep voice booms. “So that you can release yourself and become the slutty whore you’ve always wanted to be…that you always truly have been.”
 
   He wraps his hand around my throat and squeezes rhythmically. My panties, which are barely even covering my pussy at this point, are soaked.
 
   I can’t believe how aroused I am!
 
   “And, to allow you to truly be yourself, you’re wearing a mask. So you can’t see us…and we can’t see you…”
 
   Us? How many of you are there? I wonder.
 
   He releases my throat and reaches down to my tits, fondling them gently. Then, after a moment, he rips my bra off of me. The tits of a future Governor—hell, maybe even future President!—exposed for all to see.
 
   His hand moves up to my head again, and I feel him undo the ball gag that’s in my mouth.
 
   “As a sign of your submission to us, open your mouth and accept my cock. Remember…if you do this, you’re agreeing to submit to us for the entire night, whore. And once you submit…there’s no going back. We’re gonna be very rough with you…”
 
   Without even thinking about it, I drop my mouth open, and I hear the echo of laughter in the background. I begin to shake, realizing that there are dozens and dozens of men staring at me right this very moment.
 
   The deep voice chuckles.
 
   “Well, boys…looks like we got a keeper here,” he shouts, jamming his nearly-stiff cock into my mouth. Grabbing the back of my head for leverage, he jams himself down into my throat very roughly, and I gag hard. For a moment, I can barely breathe. And I do my best to stay upright on my knees.
 
   He holds his cock inside my mouth for a moment, then pulls almost all the way out before ramming it back down again, holding it for a few seconds longer.
 
   When he pulls out this time, I cough loudly.
 
   “Good…that’s good you dirty fucktoy bitch…” And then, speaking to someone else, he says, “Get this stupid cunt over there.”
 
   Instantly, I’m lifted off the ground and hoisted over someone’s shoulder. Still trying to catch my breath, I feel myself carried for what feels like at least 45 seconds. And then, just as quickly as I was picked up, I’m thrown down onto a hard surface.
 
   What is this? A table, maybe?
 
   I’m lying on my side, and I feel the ropes around my arms being untied. But just as soon as my hands are free, I’m splayed out like a starfish, facing upward. My hands are now tied to separate ends of the surface, as are my legs.
 
   Slowly, I realize that I’m lying on a gynecology chair, and these men are tying me down so they can fuck me!
 
   Snip…
 
   What was that?!
 
   My panties have been cut off of me, and I’m completely naked, except for the leather hooded mask!
 
   Two fingers are rudely jammed into my mouth hole and down my throat. Again, I gag hard, but try my best to keep breathing.
 
   “You ready to get fucked, whore?!” a new voice shouts. “Suck on these…show me how bad you want it!”
 
   He rams what feels like his whole fist down into my mouth, causing me to gag multiple times in quick succession.
 
   “That’s right, honey slut…whooo! look at that pussy, boys!” he shouts. “You’re just drippin’ for it, ain’t ya?”
 
   Am I?
 
   I’m so disoriented, I can’t really tell how wet I am. I feel the fingers come out of my mouth and then smack my pussy. I’m shocked by the wetness of the slap. It seems like my juices are actually running all the way down my legs!
 
   Holy fuck! I’ve never been this wet in my life. I’m shaking!
 
   With a jolt, the chair tips back, and I’m nearly horizontal, my legs high up in the air. My cunt is unguarded, hanging out in this mystery world for god knows how many men to stare at…I feel vulnerable…I feel nervous…I feel exhilarated.
 
   A moment later, I become aware of the fact that there’s a man between my legs. He leans over onto me, and I can feel his cock against my stomach.
 
   “I’m gonna get up in this pussy, you fuckin’ cunt,” he whispers into my ear. “I’m gonna use you for my pleasure…you’re gonna make me cum…you got that?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I whisper weakly.
 
   I can hear him jerking his cock, making it hard, getting it ready to tear my pussy up. He rests the head of his prick against my wet, wet opening…and then thrusts it into me.
 
   Every thought about my campaign, my life, my future…they all fly out of my head, as I focus on this beastly, anonymous cock that’s grinding up inside my cunt. I think about the fact that neither he nor I have any idea who the other one is…and yet he’s fucking me while dozens of other men watch.
 
   Fuuuuuck! I feel my walls clench down on him, trying to hold his cock inside me. I try to think of the last time I got fucked properly…the last time I came…
 
   And then, building up from within me, I feel a climax coming on. I clench my fists, which are tied down above me, and I feel my feet tighten up, my toes curl.
 
   “Ohhhh…” I hear myself moan. The muscles in my ass tighten, and I arch my back involuntarily.
 
   “Yeah…come on, whore…show me how you cum, bitch…” he taunts me.
 
   My breathing is rapid and shallow…my chest heaves. And then, throwing my head back, I arch my spine all the way. My anonymous lover responds by fucking me harder and faster, and I hear a ringing in my ears as I fall over the edge into ecstasy.
 
   I’ve lost control of everything, and it feels incredible!
 
   It feels like every fiber of my body is tingling, and I give myself over to the feeling of pleasure.
 
   When I start to come down, I feel another man climb up onto the table and ram his cock into my mouth forcefully. He grunts crudely, and thrusts into my mouth much harder than anyone else has yet. I hear laughter in the background as they cheer on the man who’s mounted my face.
 
   Judging by the way he moves and just the sound of his grunts, he must be a pretty short guy.
 
   As he keeps pumping away into my throat, I feel his cock get rigid and, without any warning, he shoots his load, grunting again and again, like he’s pushing a boulder up a hill.
 
   When he’s emptied his balls into my mouth, I feel the man between my legs stiffen up. He pulls out of my pussy and hurries around next to me so that he can cum down my throat. As soon as he’s out of my cunt, though, I feel another man take his place. Again, I’ve got two cocks inside me—one jizzing into my mouth and a new one pumping away between my legs.
 
   With my arms and legs tied down, I’m helpless to this onslaught of cock, and these unknown men take turns fucking my hole raw—some of them cum in my mouth, others on my stomach. They fuck my tits, they jam their cocks into my restrained hands. Some cum quickly, others take what feels like half an hour.
 
   One of the men just doesn’t give a fuck and cums right inside me. I only find out when the next man who enters me yells at him.
 
   “Fuck you, Nicky…I don’t wanna fuck this bitch with your cum inside her!” That doesn’t stop him, though! He rams his cock in and goes to town!
 
   I’m past caring…I just let it all happen. I’m not ME right now…I’m someone else…
 
   After ten or fifteen men fuck me till they cum—and give me at least four orgasms—everything stops, and I feel my legs and arms freed from their restraints.
 
   The blackness inside my mask is spinning, and I’m too spent to move at all. My body is picked up and carried over to another part of the room (I think).
 
   “Put your hands together, slut,” I’m told. “Lift them up over your head.”
 
   The men who are carrying me shove half my body through a hole of some sort, and I find myself—or at least the top half of my body—completely alone in another room.
 
   My lower half, however, remains in the room with them, and I feel the ground beneath my feet. They’ve positioned me so that, from their point of view, I’m only legs, ass, and pussy…bent over, and exposed for their pleasure.
 
   Within a few seconds, I feel a pair of strong hands on my hips, and then his cock inside me. Even through the wall—which is a kind of full-body gloryhole—I can hear the muted sounds of his flesh slapping against mine. I can feel how big and hairy he is—he’s a large man who doesn’t care at all about me. His only thought is of cumming…of reaching his own climax.
 
   “Fuck this stupid cunt!” he shouts. Several of the other men laugh. I can barely hear them through the wall. “This bitch’ll probably vote for that Callie Cartwright cunt…isn’t that right, whore?”
 
   “Fuck that bitch, Harlan! Pretend she IS Callie Cartwright!” I hear another voice yell.
 
   This makes Harlan pump me even more aggressively…even more animalistically. He smacks my ass hard…hard enough to leave a hand print for sure.
 
   “Fuck her, Harlan!” they keep yelling, encouraging this fat redneck to bust his nut inside me.
 
   On this side of the wall, it’s much quieter, even though I can hear their shouts. It’s weird to be able to hear my own grunts…my own breathing, knowing that I’m being fucked by a man who absolutely despises the real me.
 
   He has my pussy, but I’ll never have his vote!
 
   In this moment, I really do feel like a whore—and again, I can’t believe how turned on I am!
 
   Harlan shoves all his weight onto me, and I can feel him shoot his load against the walls of my womb. The thought of being impregnated by him is both disgusting and arousing. It just makes me want to get fucked even more!
 
   I don’t have to wait long until I get my next dose of man meat, which slips into me just as soon as Harlan withdraws. I’ve been hammered by enough cock now that my honey hole is somewhat numb. But this cock is different—it feels like it’s about twice the size of all the others. It sinks all the way down inside me easily since I’m so lubed up with a mixture of cum, saliva, and pussy juice.
 
   After a minute or so of good, long strokes, this cock pulls out, and I’m almost sorry to think that he’s done with me.
 
   I couldn’t be more wrong!
 
   I feel him reposition himself slightly, spreading my legs even further. I don’t mind, since I’m supported around the middle by the gloryhole wall.
 
   Then, this well-lubed, massive cock presses up against my tight, absolutely tiny, virgin balloon-knot asshole.
 
   Is this fucking guy serious?!
 
   I hear laughter, and then I feel him ram his cock back into my pussy.
 
   Thank god! I think. There’s no way that would’ve worked!
 
   Even as he continues to grind his manhood into me, though, I feel his finger toying the rim of my asshole. Automatically, I seize up, not wanting anything or anyone to get in! He swirls his finger in my pussy juices, lubing it up really well. And then slowly, almost gently, he presses the pad of his finger down into my innocent, untouched ass.
 
   It hurts…there’s no doubt about that. But it also feels really, really fucking great!
 
   One little finger’s not so bad—I’m just glad he’s not trying to do any more than that.
 
   His big, thick, veiny cock continues to thrust away, stretching out my pussy in ways I haven’t experienced in years…maybe ever!
 
   With his finger up my ass and his meat thrashing my pussy in places I thought didn’t exist, I feel another orgasm approaching. I shut my eyes as tightly as I can, which is almost a pointless act since I can’t see anything anyway! I feel my knees weaken, and I begin to kick them into the air behind me—in the other room—my entire weight resting on the gloryhole wall.
 
   I hear myself scream out as a wave of concentrated pressure and pleasure smashes into me. Amid my moans, I hear the men in the other room shouting and clapping, as well. My feet can’t find the floor, and I flail about, still feeling the aftershock spasms of ecstasy.
 
   Mr. Hung-like-a-horse keeps hammering me, his finger reaching deeper into my butt. Without warning, he sinks another finger in with the first, working to expand my ass. It’s almost like he’s massaging his own cock through the wall of my ass.
 
   I can’t believe how much I’m enjoying the pain!
 
   But just as I convince myself that I can handle it—that it’s a good thing—he pulls his fingers out of my butt.
 
   And then, he pulls out of my pussy.
 
   I almost feel more violated that he stopped…that I’m not full with him anymore.
 
   But wait…there’s that feeling again against my ass. Like something’s about to go…
 
   IN!
 
   Oh my fuck!
 
   Shouts from behind me, flashes in my eyes from the pain, and weak legs—I almost bite down on my tongue.
 
   I scream.
 
   They’re ramming a butt plug into me—and they’re not being gentle with me anymore. It feels like it’s the size of a fist…or a fucking house! Again and again they push, inching it into my ass little by little. When I realize that they’re gonna have this thing go up inside me no matter what it takes, I do my best to relax and accept it. But goddamn does it hurt!
 
   And then it’s in. Through the gap in the wall, I can hear applause and shouting. I can’t believe it, but I’ve got a butt plug up my ass for the first time in my entire life.
 
   Grabbing my hips and legs, the men pull me back through the full-body gloryhole, and throw me down onto my knees. Instantly, I’ve got a prick in my mouth and one in each hand. I have a sense that there are dozens of men in the room, and they paw at me, groping my tits, fondling my cunt.
 
   As soon as one man pulls his cock out of my mouth another enters, and I’m forced to blow what feels like 30 or more men over the course of…I’m not sure how long. It feels like awhile, though. Of course, I still can’t see a thing!
 
   I try to focus on the butt plug—I try to feel how it’s expanding my ass, changing my body so that it’ll never be the same.
 
   Is there a cock inside my pussy right now? I try to figure out.
 
   No…but I wasn’t sure for a moment.
 
   Now there is, though!
 
   I’m riding one cock cowgirl style, another one’s in my mouth, and one in each hand.
 
   I just go with it…feeling the butt plug transform me from within…
 
   *****
 
   The next thing I know, I feel as though I’m waking up from a dream.
 
   Have I been asleep? I wonder.
 
   I struggle to move my arms, only to realize that they’re underneath me. I’m still in darkness, and I can tell I’m still wearing my hood mask.
 
   What the fuck?
 
   Trying to move around, I realize that I’m actually tied up again, but now I’m in a completely different position. My legs are spread apart, and I’m on my knees, sort of in doggy style. Except my arms are underneath me, between my tits, and I’m bound by my hands. My head is down near the ground—I’m resting it on a little cushion so I can breathe. There must be a rope or something holding my arms in place. Hell, there must be ropes everywhere—my knees, ankles, neck—because I can hardly move at all!
 
   I listen to the sound of my own breathing, which is getting more frantic with each passing moment. I’m scared because I don’t know where I am, I don’t know how long I’ve been here, and there’s still a butt plug up my virgin asshole!
 
   Behind me somewhere, I hear a heavy door swing open…and then there’s the sound of all the men flooding into the room. Even from here, I can sense how much they want to fuck me. Or should I say, how much they want to fuck me again…
 
   From the sounds of their movements, I can tell they’ve made a wide circle around me. They’re all hovering over me, staring down at me, probing me with their eyes.
 
   I feel cum leaking out of my pussy and down my legs.
 
   “So whore, we’ve enjoyed your mouth, your hands, your tits, and your pussy tonight,” the deep voice from the beginning of the night booms. “But now we’ve come to the main event.”
 
   My heart beats faster, and I can feel the butterflies fluttering wildly in my stomach.
 
   “Gag her,” he commands.
 
   A pair of rough hands jams the ball gag back into my mouth and fastens the strap behind my head.
 
   The deep voice comes closer, and I feel him finger the jewel end of the butt plug with his finger, pushing it into me ever so slightly.
 
   “This is what we’re after now, slut—we’re going to decide who gets to take your anal cherry while we all watch!”
 
   No! They can’t do this…I’m not ready!
 
   “Mmmmm!” I strain against my bonds. They just laugh at me.
 
   “What’s that whore? I can’t quite understand you!” he mocks me, slapping my ass. “You want a little in your pussy first?”
 
   He shoves himself into my cunt aggressively, pumping me a few times, mashing my head down into the floor. He laughs, knowing that I can’t do anything to stop him.
 
   “Ohhhh…that’s nice,” he says. “We don’t know who you are...that’s part of the rules, of course. But I’ll tell you right now…that’s some sweet pussy. You’re one of those refined bitches, aren’t you? What do you think, boys?”
 
   All the men cheer.
 
   Every single one of these guys has fucked me tonight, I realize. What a fucking whore I am!
 
   “But we’ve tasted your pussy, bitch. And it’s good…better than most, even. But now, we want something else. We wanna own you—we want you to leave here knowing you belong to us! Knowing that, for the rest of your life, any man you meet could be someone in this room right now…someone who’s dick you’ve already sucked, someone who’s fucked your pussy raw, someone who’s fucked you up the ass for the very first time in your life! You’ll never know who we are, cunt…never!”
 
   This makes the men shout and cheer again.
 
   “So,” he shouts to them all. “Who’s it gonna be? Who’s gonna fuck this little bitch’s ass open?”
 
   There’s some discussion that I can’t understand—it almost sounds like they’re bargaining for the chance to buttfuck me. I try as hard as I can to listen, but I really can’t tell what’s going on at all.
 
   Suddenly, the room is silent. I hear footsteps approaching—and then he’s above me. And I know—without knowing who he is at all—that this is the man who will fuck me up my ass, whether I like it or not!
 
   He puts his foot on the back of my head and mashes me downward, forcing me to submit to his dominance. I struggle helplessly against the ropes that hold me firmly in place.
 
   “I’m gonna fuck this whore’s ass till she begs me to stop…then I’m gonna keep fucking her till she begs me never to stop…” he says. They all cheer and laugh.
 
   It hits me: I know that voice…he’s the one with the gigantic cock! The one who teased the head of his prick against my asshole! Oh god no! Not him! I won’t survive that kind of fucking!
 
   Taking his foot off of me, he moves around behind me and kneels down. His rock-hard prick settles in the crack of my ass, on top of the plug. For a moment, he just lets me feel its weight. Then, he slides back down my crack…and up into my pussy.
 
   As he lubes up his cock by fucking my already-battered pussy, he begins to work the butt plug out of my ass. Slowly, but firmly, he pulls the plug out, and I feel its fullness leaving me. I imagine the gaping hole it’s gonna leave—I think about how my body will never be the same after tonight.
 
   And neither will I!
 
   Pop!
 
   Out it comes, and the men again cheer as this hulking stud fucks away at the woman they’ve all shared.
 
   “Ooohh!” he cries out. “That ass is just begging to be fucked! You ready for me, baby?!”
 
   I don’t even try to respond—I know he’s gonna have his way no matter what I do or say.
 
   I feel his cock drop out of my pussy. It’s absolutely covered in the slime of the night, and all I can do is pray that there’s enough lube to allow him to get into my ass without killing me!
 
   Without wasting any time, he’s got the head of his cock lined up with my once-tight, virginal butt. Now, after the plug was in there for who knows how long, it feels loosened up. But not nearly loose enough to handle this guy’s girth!
 
   With a roomful of dominant men who’ve already fucked me tonight watching, he pushes his tip in, and I feel a wave of pain and pleasure rush over me. For a moment he holds himself still.
 
   “Breathe,” he tells me. “Breathe and relax. Just let me in…”
 
   Listening to the sound of his voice, I do my best to follow his instructions. He drives in a bit deeper, then deeper still.
 
   “Ooohh…that’s right, slut.”
 
   He reaches underneath me and fingers my clit—it feels good, but it makes me wanna clamp down on him. I do my best to resist the urge.
 
   Again, I’m seeing stars from the pain, but I’ve been through so much already tonight that it’s getting easier to deal with it.
 
   Another half inch…then another. I can feel him pushing into me with a good deal of his body weight.
 
   And then I feel his hips make contact with my ass.
 
   Is this motherfucker actually all the way in?!
 
   Don’t get me wrong—it hurts like a fucking bitch! But I actually did it—I took this guy’s big sausage down to the goddamn root!
 
   I moan like the whore that I am.
 
   Again, the crowd cheers.
 
   Very slowly, he pulls out a bit and then thrusts back into me…beginning to pump my asshole. I can feel every single inch of him in me as he plows new territory within my body.
 
   Grabbing onto my hips, he starts to fuck me in earnest, our bodies slapping together.
 
   Again, I hear myself moan like a wanton slut.
 
   I can tell that the other men are tired of just standing around watching because I hear them crowd around. I imagine them jerking off as they watch the alpha male claim my ass for his own—he was the only one who put his fingers into it, the one who plugged it up, and now the one who’s fucking it.
 
   Without even knowing his name—or what he looks like—I’m linked to this man and his beautiful cock forever now!
 
   I think my suspicion was right because I can hear the sounds of cocks being rubbed all around me. These animalistic bastards have to cum again as they watch me get my ass turned inside out by their alpha.
 
   I do my best to just concentrate on the cock inside me. I know I’ll never forget this moment, when my ass was turned into a cum receptacle for a dominant man with a massive cock. I try to imprint every stroke into my memory.
 
   And, as I do so, I’m overcome by the desire to climax again.
 
   I’m gonna cum from anal?! I can’t believe what’s about to happen.
 
   It hits me…hard! He feels me shaking and reaches under me again to finger my clit. That REALLY does it, and I feel like I’m falling through the floor into some netherworld where my identity doesn’t matter…where nothing matters. Only the thought of his cock in my ass in this moment…there is nothing else.
 
   My ass tightens around his pole, and I can tell he wants to cum, too. As much pain as I’m in, and as tired as I am, I actually don’t want it to end. I try to scream, to make him understand that I want him in me…that I want him to always be in me…in my ass.
 
   But there’s no way to tell him. All I can do is use my body to try to communicate. So I squeeze him with my asshole, trying to coax his cum into me. He bucks his hips hard and rams himself into me.
 
   I feel a blast of pain.
 
   He pulls back and then rams into me again, even harder.
 
   Again, I’m shot through with the sting of his aggression.
 
   Again…again…again.
 
   Until he thrusts in as hard as he has all night and holds himself there.
 
   I hear him erupt in a primal scream as his cock pulsates within me, shooting his hot cum where I never thought I’d feel it in my life.
 
   I’m a new person now, I realize. I’ve been dominated…and I’ve let myself go like never before…and I truly love this feeling of being completely out of control…so completely owned.
 
   As he pulls himself out of my ass, he jams the butt plug back in, sealing up his cum inside of me.
 
   The men cut the ropes, and I can move again. They flip me over so I’m lying on my back, face up. I can hear them grunting like animals, stroking their cocks.
 
   One by one, they spill their cum onto my stomach, my neck, my legs, my tits, my arms…
 
   It’s hot, filthy, anonymous…all I can think about is the fact that my anal lover is lost to me forever now. He may not even be in the room anymore, now that these lesser men are using my body as a jizz mat.
 
   As each one blasts his hot load onto me, he leaves the room, until I’m left with one final cock that dribbles its cum onto my tits.
 
   The last guy scurries out of the room, and again I’m left in darkness, completely alone, completely used, and completely spent.
 
   *****
 
   I must have been lying here for half an hour before Mel returns to help me. I know well enough to leave the ball gag in until someone comes back.
 
   When Mel does come in, the puddles of cum that dot my body have already dried up somewhat.
 
   “Here we go. It’s me…Mel. Grab my hand,” he says.
 
   As I stand up with his help, I feel their cum run down my body in pools. I’m shocked by how much there is!
 
   He drapes a towel over my back and helps me wipe off a bit. Then, he removes the ball gag from my mouth.
 
   “Let’s just get you to the car and we’ll get you cleaned up there,” he whispers.
 
   I say nothing. I just follow him as he leads me.
 
   We walk quickly and, in much less time than I expect, we’re back in the limo, moving down the street.
 
   After a few minutes, Mel undoes the straps at the back of my mask and helps me lift it off my head. I squint at the brightness.
 
   For the first time in hours, I can see.
 
   I check the clock—it’s nearly 8:30 AM!
 
   “Is that clock right?” I ask him. “Are we gonna make it to the morning rally?”
 
   “We’ll make it,” he assures me.
 
   Glancing at the seat adjacent to him, I see a fresh set of clothes laid out for me. He hands me a wet towel to wipe myself off with.
 
   “We’ll fix your hair and makeup at the venue.”
 
   So I wipe up, pull on my clothes, and have my hair done by my stylist, who meets us backstage at the rally. I check myself in the mirror: I look the same, but inside, I know I’m not. I know I’ll never be the same again in my life.
 
   I glance at Mel and I can see in his eyes that he knows this about me, too…that I’ve been changed forever by the night…by the darkness.
 
   As I take the stage to speak to the crowd, I think about the dozens of men who now own my pussy. I don’t know their names. I think about Mel who knows my secret. And I think about the man with the massive cock whose cum is still pooled up inside me, held in by the butt plug that he rammed in there.
 
   I’m a fucking slut—and I can’t wait to get fucked in the ass again!
 
   “Hello! Good morning everyone!” I shout into the microphone. “It’s a new day!”
 
   ###
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Becoming Venus: Servants of Hartly, Book 1: Diana Kildare
 
   Chapter One -- May, 1963
 
   When I agreed to stay on as a servant of the Hartly Barn, I didn't really know what I was getting into.  How could I?  I'd arrived at the Hartly Institute for Sexual Research just a few weeks before.  The cops had found a joint in the pocket of the jacket I was wearing when they pulled my boyfriend and I over for speeding on his motorcycle.  That rat fink Tony wouldn't admit the jacket and the joint were his and I got slapped with jail time.
 
   To avoid going to prison, I agreed to serve as the "special assistant" to Dr. Williams, head of the Hartly Institute.  Who wouldn't take that deal, right?  Go to jail and face god knows what or go take notes and file records for a doctor?  No choice, really.  It turned out, of course, that I was not taken on as a secretary.  I was taken on as...well, a classroom model for classes on the female sexual response.
 
   Now, it's hard to believe how naive I was when I arrived in my little straw hat and white gloves.  I was soon relieved of my clothes--I never saw them again, wonder where they went?--and introduced to my new life.  It was really tough at first.  I was embarrassed to be on display the way I was.  I hated having no time at all to myself, Mrs. Larouche always at my side, even in the bathroom.
 
   But soon, really soon, actually, I came to love it.  I loved being forced to have orgasms in front of a room full of doctors.  I loved being walked down the hall wearing nothing but a collar and high heels.  I loved being spanked for minor infractions.  And I really loved performing in shows at the Barn.  The rush of the fear and the pain and the sexual pleasure all mixed together in a very heady cocktail.
 
   So when I was given the chance to stay on after my sentence was up, I took it.  I knew only that I'd be a "servant" and I'd live in the Barn.  I knew that I'd be expected to be obedient and submissive to the three dominants and the doctors we served.  It sounded perfect--all I loved about being at Hartly, but with more people around, other servants, and more opportunities on the show floor of the Barn.  And, no sense in denying it, a chance to see Dr. Castile again. And of course, by "see," I mean actually get his cock inside me.
 
   He'd been flirting with me from the classroom since my first day at Hartly, so when I found out that Dr. Castile had decided to become a submissive in the barn, any doubts I might have had were washed away on a wave of desire for more contact with that hard, swarthy body.
 
   And so it was with excitement, in spite of my utter exhaustion, that I followed Lydia from the dressing room behind the show floor and up the stairs to the residential part of the Barn, my new home.
 
   My rear was still stinging from the beatings that Mrs. Larouche and Lydia had doled out for the entertainment of the doctors.  I liked it.  I liked the initial pain and I liked the stinging afterward, it almost extends the experience, brings the spanking from the show floor into my normal life.  Well, what passes for normal for me, anyway.
 
   I'd been allowed to wear a robe, which felt odd.  Lydia had changed back into her simple blouse and pencil skirt.  As I trotted along behind her, I admired how it cupped her rear, nipped in her waist.  Her white-blonde hair hung loose down her back, swinging as she walked.  I could tell she was younger than Mrs. Larouche, but  knew she was older than I.  Why was she still here?  Dr. Williams had said that most of the women in the Barn met a doctor while in their service and got married to him.  Was Lydia still here because she was a dominant?  Maybe men didn't want that. The idea of getting married to a rich doctor who knew what I liked was pretty appealing.  But maybe down the road.  After I'd tasted all the Barn had to offer.
 
   We were walking through the now-deserted main floor.  It still smelled of cigarette smoke and whiskey from the doctors who had filled it before and immediately after the show.  There were comfortable leather sofas scattered around, forming conversation areas around low tables dotted with abandoned glasses and cocktail plates.  I wondered if, as a servant, I'd be cleaning that up?
 
   At the end of the huge room, Lydia opened a narrow door that led to a darker passageway.  I trailed behind her, the walls close to our shoulders on either side.  We climbed a narrow dark stair to the top floor.
 
   The door opened into a small lounge space, simple but comfortable.
 
   "This is what we call The Mundane Room.  You'll get one day off a week and most of the servants spend it in here, reading or sewing or playing records.  There is no radio or TV here, and we don't get newspapers.  It's easier to live this life when it's the only one you know."
 
   I couldn't imagine that any life I'd known would be better than this, but maybe Lydia had been from more fortunate circumstances.
 
   She continued, "Only servants and doms--that's the dominants, you'll meet the others soon--are allowed in here.  Oh, and Dr. Williams, of course.  But none of the other docs, not the ones staying as guests or the other students and researchers.  So it's The Mundane Room, boring, but just for us.  I think we need that little bit of boring to rest up."
 
   She flashed that friendly smile at me. I marveled at how she could be every bit as stern as Mrs. Larouche when we were on the show floor--even more, maybe, she was scary!--and just a normal girl here now.
 
   "There is  usually someone in here, but it's late enough that everyone has gone to the bedrooms.  You work hard in the Barn, and you need your sleep."
 
   I had to ask, even though I was getting used to half answers, "What work will I be doing, exactly?  Will the servants clean up the downstairs?  I mean, I know the part about the shows, but that doesn't take up much of your day."
 
   "Follow me," she said, opening a door out of the Mundane Room, "and I'll tell you as we go."
 
   We were in a long hallway with doors on either side.  About halfway up, another hall went off on either side, so that the hallways formed a "t" shape.  At the far end, opposite the Mundane room, was a set of double doors.
 
   "These first doors are bedrooms," said Lydia.  "Dominants get their own rooms, of course, servants are two or three to a room, depending on how crowded we get.  I'll show you yours when we're done with the tour."
 
   We turned right at the hallway in the middle and Lydia opened the first door.  It wasn't a big room and it had no windows.  One wall was made of wooden slats, like the wall in the back of the show floor, and it was studded with leather cuffs, metal hooks, and metal rings.  Beside the wall was a caddy full of prods, crops, and paddles.  I felt a stirring between my legs just looking at them.
 
   "This is a training room.  A lot of your day will be filled with training.  Each servant has his or her own special gifts, of course, but you are all expected to be able to perform in any subservient capacity.  So part of what you learn is how to make it look like a punishment is your very favorite, even if it doesn't really turn your crank, you know?"
 
   I thought of the foot-fetish photos I'd been shown when the doctors were testing my "proclivities."  I wondered if I'd learn to pretend I cared about feet.
 
   The next door led to a room with a padded floor.  There were lots of chains and hooks hanging from the ceiling and the walls were hung with coils of rope, cord, and leather sinew.
 
   "Rope bondage and suspension," she said simply.  She tapped the edge of the padding with her foot.  "The dominants have to learn, too, and sometimes the rope harnesses aren't quite right.  No one has ever been hurt, though."   She flashed me a wicked smile.  "Well, no more than she wanted to be, anyway."
 
   The faint stirring between my legs was becoming full on desire.  I already didn't want to have to wait until morning.
 
   As she showed me the other rooms full of padded benches and racks of paddles, she continued, "A thing you need to know: when you wake up tomorrow morning, this is your life.  Like I said, you get a day off, but otherwise, you are a servant of the Hartly Barn.  You are at the beck and call of the dominants and any doctor you've been assigned to entertain.  They can summon you in the middle of the night if they want to. We will look after your health, no one will be allowed to exhaust a servant for more than a day or so, but you'll be pushed to your limit.
 
   "I am not your girlfriend.  Right now and on your days off, I will chat with you and we can enjoy normal conversation.  The rest of the time, I am your superior, your dominant, and you will address me as Mistress or Mistress Lydia."
 
   She looked deadly serious and I think I must have blanched a little because she smiled again and said, "Look, we are all here because we want to be and anyone can leave at any time.  But it's serious.  If we don't treat it seriously, it doesn't work and we're all out of the best jobs we'll ever have."
 
   We came back into the main hallway and turned toward the big doors.
 
   "What's down the other side hall?" I asked.
 
   "Those are scene rooms. You'll learn more about those as you need to.  It's time to get you to your room and tucked in for the night."
 
   She tapped once on a door and swung it open.  It was small, with two twin beds side by side.  In one of the beds sat the mysterious girl from the filmstrips and movies I'd watched.  The one I'd watched fucking Theta.  
 
   She was reading a romance novel in bed.  When we entered, she set it down and got out of bed.  She was naked but for a thick leather belt that went around her waist and from front to back, covering her sex, a few hairs curling out in the front. Around her neck was a leather collar.
 
   So, no Mrs. Larouche sleeping with you, no hands bound to the headboard, but still no touching.
 
   As the girl came to us, Lydia said, "This is Mona."  I started to tell her my name was Caroline, but Lydia cut me off.  "Don't share your real name.  None of us know one another's real names.  Tomorrow, we'll give you your collar and your name."
 
   Mona turned her head and lifted her heavy brown curls.  I could see, on the side of her collar, a small metal plate that said "Mona."
 
   "Okay, Mona, back in bed," said Lydia.  She turned to me.  "Hand me the robe and let's get your belt on you.  You'll wear it every night.  Either I or one of the other doms will come buckle you in at bedtime and unbuckle you before breakfast.  As in the Institute, your sexuality is not yours to control."  
 
   She opened the door to a very narrow closet that contained not much more than clean linens.  She pulled out another leather chastity belt.  With a simmering excitement, I shed the robe and stepped into the belt.  Lydia pulled it up and tightened it.  As the thick but soft leather pressed against my sex, I felt a thrill.  I may not be able to get my hands in there, but the pressure itself was pretty stimulating.
 
   She must have had those mind reading skills I was pretty certain that Mrs. Larouche and Dr. Williams had.  She pressed her finger to the side of the belt where it crossed my hairless mound.
 
   "Okay, that's snug.  If you try to work your fingers in there, I'll know and I will be displeased.  If you work your fingers in there, I will know and I'll punish you and I'll punish Mona."
 
   She turned to my new roommate, "Mona, your new bunkmate here is a bit of a spanking slut, so you might want to keep an eye on her so she doesn't get you into trouble."
 
   Turning back to me, she added, "Just remember, I have more than a paddle at my disposal and if I want to actually punish you, I'm not going to pick a thing I know you like."
 
   Perversely, I could feel the moisture in my pussy, pressed against that leather.  I had no idea what she meant, but I was thrilled by the idea.  No way would I get my new roommate into trouble though, so I shook my head solemnly to show her I was serious.
 
   "Okay, into bed and lights out as I leave.  I'll be in to wake you in the morning.  Get some rest."
 
   When the lights were out and the door closed, I waited a few moments before asking Mona, "Are we allowed to talk?"
 
   "Sure, but we are expected to go to sleep.  And I don't know about you, but I'm beat.  You did a show tonight, right?  Aren't you tired?"
 
   I was.  To my very bones.  But still.  "Yes.  And I'll let you sleep.  Just one question, okay?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   "Do you like it here?"
 
   I heard her chuckle in the dark.  "I'm here, aren't I?  Look, if I meet Mr. Right here, I'll gladly go and start a new life, but until then, I'm where I want to be."
 
   "How long have you been here?"
 
   "That's two questions.  But a few months.  I'm not even sure, I'm just going by the seasons and weather.  It was fall when I came.  I was an assistant just like you.  We'll talk more another time.  We need to sleep."
 
   Mona turned over and soon was breathing so softly she had to be asleep.  My mind was racing, though.
 
   I felt a knot of jealousy in my stomach--she'd been Dr. Williams' assistant, too.  Did he tell her she was a natural?  Did she get those special, twinkly smiles?  She'd been fucking Theta in the movies, did he like her better?  She looked really good at blowjobs.  Maybe I'd get even better.  I tried to push the competitive thoughts away, we had to be roommates, there weren't very many other servants and I couldn't just decide not to like one of them for no good reason.
 
   The other servants...suddenly I remembered Dr. Castile.  Was he here?  If he was joining the Barn, why hadn't I seen him as I toured?  As I recalled the sight of his firm body astride me, his lovely cock thrusting between my breasts, I really regretted that hard leather belt.  I squirmed against it, but that only made the need worse.  I pinched my own nipples under the covers, thinking of his broad chest with the soft black hair.
 
   I forced myself to play my alphabet game to still my mind before sleep.  A is for Anteater, B--Badger, Camel, Dingo, Elephant, Fox, Gorilla...
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
   I didn't remember falling asleep, but I didn't think I'd made it past K is for Kangaroo.  I woke to find Lydia in our room, with the light on overhead.
 
   "Rise and shine, girls.  Time for breakfast."  How peculiar to hear those words in the context of sleeping naked in a chastity belt, a few doors from implements of exquisite torture.  Even the thought of the day to come had me aroused.  Or maybe it was my desperate need to get to the bathroom.
 
   "Take her to the bathroom, Mona and tell her the rules.  Then straight to the dining room, we'll have the collaring before breakfast."
 
   Lydia was wearing a simple housedress, but it was unbuttoned low in the front.  She didn't have much in the way of breasts, so she must have been wearing a push-up bra to get that rounded cleavage.  She unbuckled Mona first and I was nearly dancing by the time she got mine off.  I scampered after my roommate, hoping the facilities were nearby.
 
   When we got to the bathroom, I was surprised to find it was a big, open room with doorless stalls.  I'd expected something more like my sumptuous bathroom in the Institute.
 
   Mona said, "I can see you're desperate, so go first.  Buddy system, we have to keep an eye on one another. I'm sure you're used to it from being with Mrs. Larouche."
 
   I sighed and nodded.  Even extra wiping wasn't allowed, we were not to pleasure ourselves, no matter how crudely.  
 
   As we headed for the dining room, I asked, "I wonder what my name will be?"
 
   Mona just looked at me, "The same as the girl before you.  Dr. Williams gives us names from famous art."  I wasn't sure, but I thought I detected the very hint of an eyeroll in there.  Maybe she wasn't taken with Dr. Williams' abstract nudes.
 
   The dining room was pretty simple, just a big rectangular table in the center of a room.  There was no kitchen in evidence and I didn't smell food, so I figured it must be on the floor below.  Several chairs were already occupied by naked servants.  They looked up as we came in.  They only nodded and Mona didn't say anything,either, so I kept my mouth shut.
 
   We sat down in the middle of a long side, facing a plump girl with black curls and a tiny girl with thick auburn hair.  She couldn't have been over five feet tall with a slight build.  She looked like a fairy with her upturned green eyes and high arched eyebrows.  I has just noticed that Theta was at the end of the table when the door opened again and Lydia came in, followed by two other people in clothes.
 
   "Everyone up," said Lydia and everyone stood, as one.  Well, except for me, I was a good beat behind and I felt my face flush red.
 
   She held a leather collar before her.  "We have a new servant joining us in the Barn. She has been serving as an Institute assistant and found the Barn shows to her liking.
 
   She walked over to me and placed the collar around my neck, saying, "Whatever you thought you were, whoever you think you'll be, now--while you are here--you are Venus, a servant of the Barn.  You will obey commands without hesitation.  Your new masters:"
 
   She gestured to the man and woman beside her.  "Mistress Maria and Master Vincent.  I am Mistress Lydia.  You will address us as such."  I swallowed hard looking at the unmoving faces of the dominants.  Mistress Maria was shorter than I, but had a commanding presence that I instinctively knew not to cross.  Her black hair was cropped short, like a boy's, and her eyes were black and glittering.  Master Vincent was physically imposing, well over six feet tall with broad shoulders that strained at his plaid button up shirt.  I could see how powerful his thighs must be, even through his khakis.  But most remarkable was that his head was completely shaved.  His dark bushy eyebrows suggested his hair would be black, too, were it allowed to grow, but his head was as smooth as a cue ball.
 
   Mistress Lydia then introduced my fellow servants around the table.  Across from me was Camille with soft milk-white skin, black ringlet curls, and blue eyes.  She shared a room with the pixie-like Eve and Maya, who had light brown hair and a smattering of freckles beneath her blue eyes.  
 
   She introduced Theta as Adam, which confused me until I recalled he only knew me as "Eleven," the code number I'd been given for work in the institute.  Theta/Adam gave me a crooked smile that felt like a warm hug from a friend.  At least everything wasn't new.
 
   Dr. Castile, however, wasn't in the room.  I kept hoping he'd show up, receive his collar and new name, but all that arrived was breakfast.
 
   The food arrived on a cart that appeared outside the door, just as it had in the Institute.  I hadn't given it much thought before, but clearly there was an invisible staff on the grounds, cooking, cleaning, gardening.  The only worker I'd ever seen was Biggs, the maintenance man in the Barn.  I shuddered involuntarily just thinking about him.  He gave me the creeps, for sure.  I wondered if he ever came upstairs.
 
   Everyone ate quickly and quietly.  I'd hoped for easy chatter and friendship, but I was so nervous about the coming day that I didn't feel disappointed.  Each servant finished eating, cleared the plate to the trolley, and stood against the wall.  When Adam stood, I saw that his cock was trapped in a metal cage that attached to a belt about his hips.  I wanted to stare.  The cage was pointed up and had room for his erection, although this morning there was no need.  His balls hung free below the cage, a sliver ring encircling them at the top.  
 
   I was fascinated, but I'd no sooner placed my plate on the cart than Master Vincent came back into the room and gave us our morning schedules.
 
   "Adam and Mona, come with me.  Maya and Eve, go with Mistress Lydia. Camille and Venus, go with Mistress Maria."  It was a moment before I remembered that "Venus" was me and I scurried after Camille.
 
   Mistress Maria stopped before one of the doors I hadn't seen behind the night before.  When Camille and I went in, I saw it had a small table and chairs, a couch and coffee table, a wing chair with an ashtray.  It looked like a model of a very small house.
 
   "Tomorrow, important doctors are coming to experience the Institute,"  she had a faint accent.  Fainter even than that of Mrs. Larouche.  I'm no good with that sort of thing, but it sounded Spanish, maybe Italian. "Of course they will stay in the Barn, and we will welcome them with a reception on their first night.  As neither of you have served at a party before, I will be teaching you proper manners."
 
   Mistress Maria was retrieving something from a box.  In each hand, she held what looked like another chastity belt.  She handed one to Camille and bent to help me step in.
 
   "This is your training belt," she said.  "We use Dr. Williams' methods of reinforcement.  The front panel is fitted with a vibrating pad, this long cord goes to the remote control that I will hold.  I can reward you for proper behavior as you work."
 
   Camille had stepped into hers and was fitting it around her full hips.  The contrast of the black leather against her very white skin was striking.  Mistress Maria tightened the straps so that it was snug, but not so that it pinched.  A long cord snaked to a controller that Mistress Maria hooked to the waistband of her slim ankle pants.
 
   She pulled my belt tight and I felt the pad press against my cleft.  I had noticed that I was the only servant with no pubic hair.  I had been shaved every morning by Mrs. Larouche and I was already feeling self conscious about the possibility of stubble.  Would I have five o'clock shadow on my pussy when the new doctors arrived?
 
   Maria stepped into a belt herself, but into hers she fitted an enormous dildo.  I knew it was bigger than the one modeled on Dr. Williams' cock and idly I wondered whose it was.  And I wondered, with a surge of arousal, where it was going.
 
   Camille and I were led, by our wire leashes, to the area with the wing chair.  Mistress sat down in it, the flesh-colored dildo rising up from her lap.
 
   "So," she said, looking from one of us to the other, "imagine I am a doctor, and I would like a cigar and some whiskey.  If I have been to the Barn before, I will have certain expectations.  I could get a cigar and a drink at any bar, but here, it will be special."
 
   She waved her hand toward the side table that held a wooden box and a decanter of brown liquid.  "One at a time, Camille first, go and bring me a cigar from the box.
 
   I heard the low buzz of Camille's vibrator being turned on, but she didn't visibly react.  She stepped to the wooden box and opened it.  She selected a cigar and placed it in her mouth like a dog bone as she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled back to Mistress Maria.  I could hear the hum get higher as she was rewarded for her performance.
 
   Mistress nodded at me and I stepped to the box as the buzz started between my legs.  There were cigars of various sorts and I had no idea which I was to choose or if it mattered.  I felt the buzz drop off, suggesting I was taking too much time.  Hoping to make up lost favor, I selected a fat one and dropped to my knees.  I placed it between my breasts, holding them close together so that the cigar stuck up between them.  The buzzing in my belt grew delightfully intense as I walked on my knees to present it to my mistress.
 
   "Now whiskey, Venus first."
 
   Again I hesitated at the name.  I knew that soon it would seem as normal as "Eleven" but it was alien now.  Even that moment's hesitation caused the vibrations to slow.  I scurried to the table and poured whiskey from the leaded glass decanter into the tumbler.  I couldn't think of a possible way to crawl or knee-walk and not end up with a huge mess, so I walked back and presented it to Mistress Maria with a deep bow.  The buzzing increased, but not a lot.
 
   Camille, when she went, put a lot of sway into her hips,  I heard the hum get higher as she made her way over, the bump bump of her hips almost audible in my head.  She poured and sashayed back to the wing chair, carefully kneeling before her presentation, placing one hand around the base of the dildo as she handed over the drink.  The buzz cranked up enough that I heard her suck in her breath.
 
   Okay, I thought, our score is tied.  Sure, it wasn't technically a competition...
 
   Our belts were both dropped to the lowest setting, just enough buzz for us to be made aware, to be kept aroused, but nowhere near enough for it to bring us real pleasure.
 
   Our lesson with Mistress Maria continued as she trained us on how best to give a blow job to a seated doctor, learning to serve food on trays in such a manner that our breasts also rested on the tray, practicing laying on the table as a human platter for appetizers, working through scenarios in which more than one guest was vying for our time at once.  
 
   I quickly lost the imaginary competition in my head, as Camille seemed to instinctively know how to be graceful in all of these odd, humiliating situations.  I knew I'd be a fast learner, though.
 
   The constant low buzz at my cleft and the little glimpses of the next evening's expectations had me almost painfully aroused by the time Mistress Maria unhooked the cords from our belts and led us back to the hallway.
 
   Following Camille's lead, I stood, back against the wall, in the hallway.  After a few moments, another door opened and I saw Adam and Mona emerge from a room and stand against the wall next to Master Vincent.  When Eve and Maya were also out, the three groups changed places and I followed Camille into Master Vincent's room.
 
   It was the room with the padded floor and I immediately felt a rush of arousal just looking at the possibilities within.  The servant roles Mistress Maria was training us for had their charms, but I really felt like my specialty was going to be a bit more extreme.  I glanced at Camille and she was biting her lip.  Maybe now I'd get to really shine.
 
   "We will be introducing some new suspensions at the reception tomorrow," said Master Vincent in his low rumbling voice.  "Only one servant will be suspended and today I'll figure out which of you it will be."  He looked at Camille, who was all but wringing her hands.  "It won't be you.  But you still have to learn it.  All servants learn all techniques.  Now, stand in the middle of the room."
 
   Camille looked miserable as she stood there, arms pressing at her sides as if to comfort herself.  Master Vincent came to her with a coil of rope and a tangle of straps.  He helped her into a body harness much like I'd worn in the last stage show.  I watched, fascinated, as he worked with the rope to create further harnessing around each leg and arm.  When he stepped away from her, she was quite thoroughly bound.
 
   He pulled hooks from the ceiling, clipping them onto the rings of the harness.  When he stepped to the winch on the wall, Camille sucked in her breath audibly.  Master Vincent stopped and came back over to her.  He fished a remote and wire out of his back pocket.
 
    He hooked it back up to Camille's belt and turned it on low.  He handed the control to me.  I felt as nervous as if he'd handed me a live snake.
 
   "It's simple.  As I lift her, you will--very slowly--turn the dial.  I'll tell you when to stop."  He went back to the wall and signaled for me to start as he started turning the crank.  Camille was slowly lifted off the ground and her legs came up behind her until she was parallel with the ground, arms outstretched, legs open.  I, for my part, slowly turned the dial, feeling jealous of her the whole time.
 
   Her face was displaying her conflict.  As the dial turned and the vibrations increased, her brow smoothed a bit, but at each turn of the winch, I heard her gasp.  She was never more than four feet off the ground, so I never felt much sympathy.  Especially since I wanted it to be me!
 
   Master Vincent locked the winches and took the remote from me.  He watched her closely as she hung there, turning the dial up until she finally seemed to lose the focus to be afraid.  He slowly turned it back down to low and handed it to me.
 
   "That's all I'll do with you for now." He sounded annoyed and I felt worried for Camille. Could they send us away if we messed up?  He lowered her down and she was clearly relieved.  She wouldn't look at me as she walked over to stand against the classroom wall.  
 
   I stepped to the center, eager to please.  Master Vincent pulled a different harness out and helped me into it. 
 
   When he stepped to the winch on the wall, my heart started to thud.  As the ropes grew taut and began to draw me up, my breath felt short.  And when my legs started to pull up behind me, so that I felt like I was falling in mid air...I screamed.  Not loudly, not like a monster-movie heroine, but I yelped.
 
   I was immediately embarrassed, but I couldn't seem to get control back, there was no ground beneath me, I couldn't grab onto anything to reassure myself.  Even as I could feel all the straps holding me up, even as I could see the well-padded ground just a few feet away, I was panicked.
 
   Slowly my feet lowered back down to earth.  I was mortified.  I caught Camille's eye and she was full of sympathy.  Then I felt awful, remembering how smug I'd been when she'd been scared.
 
   We spent the rest of the class, first one and then the other, being raised and lowered while being stimulated.  By the end of the time, I was only a little scared.  But I was a lot aroused.  The morning had seen a lot of buzzing and no climaxing.  I was getting that fuzzy desperate feeling.
 
   There was more chatter at lunch than at breakfast.  As we sat down, Camille assured me that I was doing fine.  "I've only been here a couple of weeks, but I think you looked great.  Well," she smiled, showing dimples in her cheeks and a sparkle in her blue eyes, "maybe not in the suspension room."
 
   "That was much scarier than I thought it would be!  It felt like I was falling over and over."
 
   Eve sat down as we were talking. "Oh!  Are we doing suspension today? That's my favorite."
 
   "What does Mistress Lydia have for us today?" asked Camille.
 
   "A sore bottom," said Maya as she gingerly sat beside Eve.
 
   I was surprised by the intensity of my reaction.  Mistress Lydia's term "spanking slut" came back to me, making me both blush and squirm with desire.
 
   When Mona and Adam came in, I saw that his cock cage was now well-filled and his balls looked swollen.  Still, he carried on with getting his lunch and sitting down to eat.
 
   "How was your first morning?" he asked me.  It was still odd to hear his voice.  He was never allowed to speak when he'd fucked me for the researchers.
 
   "Fine!" I returned.  
 
   "She doesn't like suspension any more than I do," said Camille.
 
   "I'll get better, I'm sure!" I asserted, unwilling to already be cast as a scaredy-cat.
 
   "Don't bother," said Eve. "Less competition for me."  Her upturned green eyes looked at me coolly.  
 
   As the chance for a witty comeback faded away, I decided I didn't like that mean little pixie, and I resolved to steal her suspension time away from her as soon as I could.
 
   The post-lunch class was, as promised, centered on spanking.  And, as I would have assumed, I reveled in it.  Camille clearly did not like it, flinching away from the paddle, especially.  She did fine with the crop and the flogger, even it she didn't love it.
 
   It was funny to me to realize that we really did have specialties, it seemed.  Camille was, as Dr. Williams might say, a natural at subservience, at actual servitude, at being demeaned.  Apparently Eve liked to hang from the ropes.  And I looked forward to each spanking with relish.
 
   Mistress Lydia had a way with an paddle, landing a blow is such a way as to almost lift me up, but never lose my balance.  As the heat in my bottom spread, I became more able to take further blows.  Because our belts were removed for this class, I'd been getting indirect stimulation from whatever bench or crossbeam I'd been draped over.  I was nearly mad for a real orgasm.
 
   But of course, I was not to get one.  We were saving our "energy" for the guests the next night.
 
   As we left the room, I admired the rosy color on Camille's butt cheeks.  Dr. Williams was right, it was a lovely sight to see, that pale flesh colored with red.
 
   After our afternoon session, we all went into the big room at the end of the hall.  Behind the double doors was a sumptuous lounge area, all dark walls and leather furniture.  The dark wood floors were covered in Oriental rugs.  It looked like a very fancy men's club in a big city.  Or so I imagined.
 
   We stood in a row, hands behind our backs, breasts (or, in Adam's case, cock) out.
 
   Mistress Lydia walked up and down before us, like a general reviewing her troops.  "Tomorrow night is important to Dr. Williams.  Some of the visiting doctors are in control of a lot of money that could be donated to research.  They are interested in sexuality research, but they need to see that it could be fun for them, too.  Your job will be to keep sex on their minds, make Dr. Williams look the the patron saint of sexuality, and show them a good time.
 
   "Each of you will serve where you are best suited.  Eve, obviously, you will be suspended.  Likely the whole night, so sleep well tonight and take it easy in tomorrow's training.  Maya, you will be the human table this time.  Mona did a great job last time, you have a lot to live up to.  Adam, you will tend bar and you will tend the drinkers who have a certain...bent." She broke her stern expression and smiled.  "You know, for cock.  Camille, you will be our cigar and cigarette girl.  Mona and Venus, you'll be available for whatever needs might...arise."
 
   Her pause and coy tone made me squirm a bit against my belt.  Memories of being left by the dining room door in the Institute, to be touched and treated as the students wished, made me long for more.
 
   She continued her run down of the night to come, showing us where to stand, putting Maya up on the table to be sure the lighting was right, partly rigging Eva to the ceiling, to be sure the placement was just so.
 
   My stomach rumbled just as they told us it was time for dinner.  I wondered what time it was.  The only windows to the outside were in our bedrooms, so I didn't even know if it was dark.
 
   Dinner was quiet, all of us pretty tired.  I asked Camille what came next.
 
   "Bath," she said, "then bed."
 
   Just like in the Institute, I thought, but I was wrong.
 
   When I'd been Dr. Williams' assistant, I'd had my own room and my own bathroom.  Mrs. Larouche had bathed me every night, washing my hair when it needed it.  Every morning, she shaved my legs, armpits, and pussy, insisting that "stubble is unsightly."  I hadn't bathed since the night before my last show.  I felt grimy.
 
   The bathroom in the Barn was different from the room with the toilets.  This room had three watering-trough like metal tubs, each filled with steaming water.  When we entered, a very stout woman in a white apron waved us toward the tubs.  She indicated that Mona and I should go to the farthest one, then Eve and Camille, then Maya and Adam.  Mistress Maria came around removing our belts.  As Maya and Adam climbed into the tub, Mona caught my look and whispered, "I'll tell you when the bubbles come on."
 
   When our belts were off and we settled into the warm water, Mrs. Olsen went to a control panel and turned on bubbles.  They stung against my sore rear, but felt good on my muscles.  I leaned toward Mona.  "So?"
 
   "No one gets into any hanky panky here," she said, voice low.  "It gets you the ultimate punishment--getting kicked out.  If you get caught touching yourself, you get a spanking or labor or something, but intimacy with another servant gets you the boot."
 
   "Has anyone ever done it?"
 
   "I've heard stories," she said, "of years ago, but not in recent memory.  It's just not worth it.  Sometimes a desperate servant touches herself under the water," she laughed a little and blushed.  "I got into trouble that way my first week.  But mostly, we watch each other and help keep one another on the right path."
 
   Mrs. Olsen finished scrubbing Even and Camille and came to our tub.  She had a long stick with a stiff sponge on the end and she used it for rubbing our backs and legs.  Sore bottoms and aching privates got a soft cloth, far more perfunctory than I got with Mrs. Larouche, but efficient.
 
   When she moved on, I asked "What about washing our hair?"
 
   "Twice a week we get shampoo."
 
   "Shaving?"
 
   "It varies by the person, some of us get a razor every day, some only once a week.  Depends on your needs.  Electric razors, so you can do it dry.  I wondered about my increasingly spikey mound, but didn't ask.
 
   After our baths, we were wrapped in fluffy towels and walked to our rooms.  There, Mistress Lydia came in and put our belts back on us, taking our towels away.  We were given an hour to read in bed. I hadn't gotten a book from the Mundane room yet, so Mona lent me a romance she'd just finished.  I barely looked at the words, my mind racing with all I'd seen and done.  
 
   When the lights went out, I had to work through the alphabet all the way naming animals,  and started over with food, falling asleep sometime after O is for Onion.
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
   I stood, as I was taught, with my hands behind my back and my legs widespread.  My breasts jutted out and if I glanced down (never lowering my head of course), I could see the glimmer of the chain that draped from one nipple to the other.  The clamps were a constant, firm pressure.  Mona stood in a similar posture on the other side of the sideboard.
 
   The day of classes had been gentle, saving us for this party.  My rear end still stung a bit from an earlier paddling, but it helped give me focus. My asshole burned a bit from the stretching we'd all gotten to warm us up for the party.  Apparently, it was going to be quite a shindig.
 
   From where I was standing, I could see Eve hanging, parallel to the floor.  We were behind her, so I could see the auburn curls of hair between her wide open legs, I could see the very tips of her nipples hanging below her.  On her back were a row of small plates holding hors d'oeuvres.  Beyond her was Maya, stretched out long on a banquet table, fruits arranged along her naked body.  There were pineapple rings encircling each of her nipples.  Adam and Camille were out of my sight.
 
   Finally, I heard voices approaching, heard the door open.  I could smell my own arousal already, even before the first doctor, a middle aged man in a tweed suit, approached me.
 
   "Hey Red," he said, lightly tugging the chain, pulling my nipples, "how about you get me a cigar?"
 
   I wasn't near the cigar box, but I knew I couldn't tell him he should go find Camille, so I scurried off to find her myself.  No guests had made it to her end of the room yet, so she helped me select a good one and wedged it into my cleavage as I held my tits together.  She winked as I went looking for Dr. Tweed.  He was lightly playing with the hair between Mona's legs when I came up with the cigar.  
 
   He plucked the cigar away, still caressing Mona.  "Now, run get me a whiskey and soda."  I did as I was bid, wishing I could switch places with Mona.  I'd rather be fondled than be a cocktail waitress.  At the bar, Adam had a strange expression.  
 
   "Whiskey and soda, please" I said and he reached for the bar without stepping forward.  It was an odd move, so I craned my head over and saw a man kneeling behind the bar, Adam's cock in his mouth.  Adam gave the barest of shrugs and a little smile as he pushed my drink across.  Wishing I could be in either of those positions, I took the drink back to the doctor, now suckling Mona's tit as she held onto a sconce over her head.  Her pelvis writhed in his hand as he stroked her.  I just set the drink on the sideboard and walked back into the room.
 
   There were two doctors eating fruit from Maya's body without using their hands.  I watched, hungry in my own way, as they nibbled at her skin, scooping up berries.  Another was eating shrimp toast from Eve's back, chatting with a doctor who had his cock in her mouth.  She swayed back and forth in her ropes as he fucked her face.  I resolved to get better at suspension.
 
   Mistress Maria came up behind me.  "You're up." she murmured.  I followed her to the back corner, heart pounding.  Mistress Lydia was waiting there for me, in a half corset and her high leather boots.  Beside her was a padded sawhorse.  She bent me over it so that my rear faced into the room.  With expert swiftness, she bound my arms to the cross beam and my ankles to the legs.  The horse was tall enough that even in heels, I was standing on tip toe.
 
   As she began warming my rear with rubbing and patting, I could hear guests coming over to watch.
 
   "I'll just soften her up for you, gentlemen," she said, and I felt the paddle fall across my ass.  I was still sore from the day before, but really that only added to my enjoyment.  As the heat spread with each blow, I felt my ass rising as much as it could, presenting itself.  Spanking Slut, indeed.
 
   She slipped her finger into my pussy and showed the glistening moisture to the crowd.  "Oh, she's ready for more.  Who wants to try?"  Between my legs and through the saw horse I could make out many legs waiting in line to have a go at me.  As each stepped up, Mistress Lydia helped him with his swing like a Little League Coach, making certain I was only hurt in the right way.
 
   Often, after getting in a couple of smacks, the guest came up to rub my throbbing red rear.  More than one slipped a finger inside me.  I was mad with desire.  I saw a familiar pair of wingtips.  Dr. Williams.  He needed no instruction and wielded the paddle with force.  He landed the blows low, so that they smacked my swollen pussy.
 
   "Shall I take over for you, Doctor?"  asked Mistress Lydia.  Dr. Williams walked around to the front and unbound my arms.  He helped me raise up so that my hands were supporting my torso,  and unzipped his pants.  I held myself up with one hand and drew out his cock with the other.  I looked up at him, from under my red fringe of bangs, as I slid the head into my mouth.  He smiled down at me.  "Welcome to the Barn, Venus," he said as Mistress Lydia's blow landed on my ass.  She was spanking me for maximum effect on the doctor's cock.  They didn't sting so much as push me forward.  With each impact, I worked my tongue around the mushroom cap of his penis.  The blows drove him deep into my throat, but I just adjusted my head to take it.  His hands were in my hair, gripping my skull.  He began to moan as his cock swelled even more.  Suddenly he pulled away.  
 
   "I want her ass," he growled and my pussy clenched to hear the animal need in his voice.  
 
   Mistress Lydia stepped away and Dr. Williams plunged his cock into my pussy to lubricate it.  After a few delicious thrusts, he pulled out again and shoved it into my ass.  I was grateful for the warm-up earlier, because he did not hesitate at the opening.  He buried his cock inside me like he was claiming the ground for the motherland.  His hands gripped my hips so tightly I feared I'd bruise.  His balls slapped against my clit, driving me to the brink of my own climax.  As I felt the final swelling of his cock so deep within me as he shot his seed into my bowels, I finally went over the edge.  The power of the the orgasm was amplified by the long build up and I heard myself scream as if from far away.  My hips bucked so that the saw horse rocked and I gripped it tightly.  
 
   My display seemed to have inflamed the crowd and they began to press in.  A hard cock appeared before me, rising out of khaki trousers.  I took it in my mouth as I felt another cock driven into my pussy.  As my orgasm was only fading away, the sensation deep within me was intense and I continued to moan as I bobbed my head on the doctor's cock.  They weren't in any sort of rhythm and the doctor behind me just hammered away until I felt him shoot his load inside me.  Another took his place as I continued to suck and slurp on the cock in my mouth.  I felt the seed of the first two doctors running down my legs even as the third doctor climaxed quickly inside me.
 
   I felt the cock in my mouth swell and braced myself before the hot seed shot out.  I opened my throat and let it go down as I'd been taught, not spilling a drop (unless told to).  
 
   As another guest began to fuck my head, the paddle smacked into my ass again.  I felt droplets of moisture land all over me as the seed running out of my ass and pussy was hit with the paddle.  Another blow landed and I was euphoric.  I could see the scene as if from above, a girl with long red hair, bound to a black leather sawhorse.  A cock in her mouth, cum running out of her as another man spanks her bright red ass with a leather paddle.  I imagined it in the larger room, my fellow servants surely being used in similar ways.
 
   When the glorious assault halted, Mistress Lydia untied me.  "Stand up slowly," she said, "and I'll take you to the bar to get water."  
 
   I stood, feeling the last bits drain out of me and run down my legs.  My head was swimming.  After a pause, she led me to the bar.  The man I'd seen sucking Adam's cock was now standing there with a silly grin on his face.
 
   Mistress Lydia looked over the bar and barked "Adam. Water!"  The doctor pushed Adam's head back down as it started to rise up and said, "I'll get it," and handed her a glass.
 
   I drank it gratefully, wondering if Adam was in trouble. Surely he was doing his job down there.
 
   A commotion near the door made me look over.  Master Vincent had come in leading a man on a chain.  He was wearing a hood over his head, but I knew it was Dr. Castile.  My pulse quickened.
 
   Dr. Williams addressed the crowd.  "Honored guests, I hope you've been enjoying our special hospitality. As an extra treat, we decided to debut our newest servant here for you.  He's had very little training, as we wanted to be certain he wants to be here before we waste our efforts.  But I think you'll find he's most eager to please.  Master Vincent?"
 
   The huge dom jerked Dr. Castile forward.  Castile's cock was fully engorged.  How well I knew that extreme arousal of anticipation, the fear mixed with excitement.
 
   "So," said Dr. Williams, in his most expansive-host mode, "I thought we could take suggestions from the guests."
 
   The doctors began to murmur among themselves, chuckling when they thought of something particularly humiliating.  Finally, the doctor in the tweed suit spoke up.
 
   "I think he should have to take a girl while fellating a man."  He laughed as if it were a grand joke.  "See if he's a jack of all trades!"
 
   Dr. Williams rubbed his chin.  "I like the way you think, Branson, but the logistics of that one are tough.  Maybe something that won't need special rigging?"
 
   Dr. Branson laughed.  "Ah, I know what to do.  Allow me."
 
   "Be my guest!"
 
   Dr. Branson spotted me and waved me over.  "Let's use the redhead with no bush.  On your knees, sweetie, and spread 'em."  I found his crude tone oddly arousing.  I did as I was told and got down on my knees and elbows, ass in the air.  
 
   "Now, let that new boy plow her on his knees.  I'll be happy to provide the dick for him to suck."  He laughed again.  I hated him, but damn if it wasn't making me hot.
 
   Master Vincent forced Dr. Castile to kneel behind me.  I felt his hands on my rear as he felt for where to go.  The mask left his nose and mouth uncovered, but his eyes were completely hidden.  His cock slid into me easily, well lubricated as I was.  Even exhausted, even after having been fucked by who knows how many doctors, I still felt my pussy clench around him.  It was Dr. Castile, the cock I'd been waiting for.  I felt like Cinderella slipping on that shoe.
 
   He pushed all the way into me and stopped.  Master Vincent was still beside him, probably controlling his movements.  Dr. Branson had dropped his trousers and he stepped over me, one leg on either side.
 
   "Now I'll just slide this into that nice mouth,"  he said.
 
   "Ah, ingenious positioning!" exclaimed Dr. Williams.  "Wish I'd thought of it.  Carry on!" 
 
   At some signal, Dr. Castile's cock began sliding in and out of me. My position made his huge shaft plunge deep inside me and his heavy balls slapped my mound with each thrust.  I tried to push away the image of Dr. Branson, standing in his black socks and dress shirt, straddling me and shoving his prick into Dr.Castiles lovely mouth.  But even as I tried to push it away, I found it aroused me even more.  I pushed back into him as he pumped and found another orgasm rising up, even after all of this.
 
   I cried out as my body shuddered and my pussy spasmed.  My obvious pleasure seemed to finally release Dr. Castile and I felt him give a final, hard thrust, the moan muffled from his mouthful of cock.  Dr. Branson continued to rock back and forth and I slid off of the deflating cock within me.  Nimbly, I turned over and positioned my mouth below the doctor's low hanging balls.  I sucked them into my mouth as he thrust into Dr. Castile's face.
 
   Maybe he was close already, or maybe I really helped our newest servant out, but Dr. Branson's balls clenched up and he shot his seed, pulling out of Dr. Castile's mouth and onto my tits, waiting below him.  Everybody wins, right?
 
   As his climax came to its shuddery end, Dr. Branson stepped away from me.  Master Vincent helped me off the floor and hooked a finger through the loop on my collar, leading both Dr. Castile and I away.
 
   I felt dazed.  My arms and legs were like rubber, I was sticky, I was exhausted.  Master Vincent took us straight to the baths.  Mrs. Olsen was waiting for us, the tub full and steaming.  Once the door was closed behind us, Master Vincent took the hood off of Dr. Castile. 
 
   The dom left us to Mrs. Olsen and we climbed into the tub gratefully.  As I eased my stinging rear into the water, I smiled at Dr. Castile.
 
   When the bubbles came on noisily, I said "I hoped I'd see you again."
 
   He gave me his devilish grin, "You did more than see me, Eleven."
 
   I cocked my head to show my name plate. "I'm Venus now."
 
   He shrugged, "I guess I'm still Michael until tomorrow."
 
   My stomach clenched a bit, it felt wrong to know his real name.  Michael Castile.  I leaned close to his ear and whispered, "I'm Caroline."
 
   He grinned at me as Mrs. Olsen began scrubbing my back with the stick.  I stood so she could gently soap my swollen sex and throbbing rear end.  I grinned as I watched her soap his lovely backside and half-risen cock.
 
   I slid deeper into the water so that only my eyes stuck out, my hair fanning out on the surface.  I risked touching his thigh when the matron turned to get a towel.  He responded by tweaking my nipple. I couldn't believe there was any response left in me, but there was.
 
   I climbed out and into the fluffy towel, feeling wide awake again.  When he climbed out, that semi-hard was full on and I knew I'd happily take him again right now if I were allowed.
 
   But our fellow servants were at the door, and Master Vincent led Michael Castile to his room.  Mistress Lydia took me back and fitted my belt back on me.
 
   I got into bed and felt like I'd never fall asleep.  There was no real point, since Mona would be in from her bath shortly, but I started my alphabet game nonetheless.
 
   A is for anal, B-bondage, C-cock, Dominant...
 
   Somewhere around H is for Hogtie, I fell asleep.
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Amy’s Orders: Doctor’s Fetish Toy, Book 2 – Connie Cliff
 
   The sharp smell of leather permeated the air in the small shop. I looked around, immediately conscious of how unfitting my attire was for this establishment. I wore a pair of jeans with a white t-shirt, which made me stand out like a sore thumb in the sea of black and red leather and latex.
 
   “Can I help you?”
 
   I jerked my head towards the voice, startled.
 
   The lady behind the counter seemed friendly, with a book in her hand and a smile on her face. If only I could ignore her outfit: a tight leather collar with several metal D-rings, low cut leather vest, and tons of leather and chain bracelets. She had at least five piercings on her face, and her hair was dyed black. I’d never been around people who dressed like that, and she made me squirm.
 
   I needed to be brave. Dr. Weber won’t see me if I don’t do my homework.
 
   Taking a deep breath, and trying not to hold it, I stepped forward.
 
   “Um, I have to buy a whip?” I hated when I asked a question when I could’ve just made a statement, but I was so nervous that my voice came out all wispy and scared.
 
   “Okay, you’ve come to the right place.” She pointed to a large display board behind her. Setting her book on the counter, she leaned forward. “Do you know what kind of whip you’re supposed to buy?”
 
   “How did you know I’m supposed to buy it? What if I decided I wanted it all by myself?” As soon as I said it, I heard how stupid it sounded and felt myself turn redder than the latex tank hanging next to me.
 
   “Well, I’d never heard of anyone chastising themselves with a whip. Plus, you seem like you’d rather be anywhere else but this shop right now.”
 
   Her smile disarmed me, and I dug out a piece of paper from my handbag.
 
   Dr. Weber’s prescription. He used his formal office prescription blank, with his information on it and pre-made lines about the instructions. 
 
   For the Name of Medication, he put: Black leather flogger. 
 
   For Special Instructions, he put: 20-in Cat O’Nine Tails.
 
   My hand shook when I handed it to her.
 
   She took one look and nodded. “Do you have a budget?”
 
   “Um, I’m not sure?” Here I go, a question again.
 
   “Well, they range from anywhere around thirty bucks to well over a hundred. It sounds like you’re a beginner, so I’d recommend this one. Not too expensive and gentle enough.” 
 
   She winked, handing me a black whip that had a price tag of $59.99. The flogger had a sturdy handle covered in black leather cords. Thin knotted leather strips branched out from its base, each about 20 inches long. As I touched the whip, I felt cold sweat accumulate on my forehead. 
 
   And at the same time, there was a spasm in my sex, unexpected and powerful.
 
   I was speechless for a few seconds, taking in the tool that Dr. Weber chose for me. The salesgirl tried not to stare, I could tell. Finally, I looked up from my reverie.
 
   “I’ll take it.”
 
   I couldn’t wait for my next appointment with my doctor.
 
   I’D MET DR. WEBER last week. He was one of the doctors I was trying out, ever since I’d developed an obsession with physicians. I would go see a different doctor every week almost, under the pretense of one problem or another. I would proceed to seduce them. And then, once they fucked me on the examination table, I would decide if I wanted to see them again. Most of the time, I didn’t.
 
   Dr. Weber was a dermatologist I came to see pretending to have severe acne. Once he realized I didn’t have a single pimple on my face, he’d almost made me leave. But I begged for a full body melanoma check, knowing full well that I would have to get completely naked.
 
   After that, I’m not even sure how things happened the way they did. 
 
   There I was, thinking I’m in control of this situation, seducing yet another doctor into fucking me, when in reality, it was him who ran the show the moment I disrobed. He fucked my mouth harder than anyone had in my life — and I loved it. Then he took my virgin ass, rough and unexpected. Then he forced me to go down on another woman, his office manager. At the end, he’d whipped me with his tie. Or, rather, whipped my clit, to be more accurate.
 
   And I came harder than I’d ever come before, just from being flogged by his tie.
 
   Needless to say, I craved his rough treatment every time I thought about it. The flogger was a special touch he’d decided on before I left that day. He thought it would be an appropriate method of punishing me in the future. 
 
   My pussy trembled just picturing him using it on me.
 
   MY APPOINTMENT was at 4:30 pm, on a Thursday afternoon. I came at 4:15, too excited to wait any longer. Fiona, the office manager from last week, greeted me and led me to the examination room. As soon as we walked in, I noticed a small syringe filled with a clear gel-like substance sitting on the tray next to the exam table.
 
   “Get naked and squirt this into your ass, like he told you. Then just wait for him here.” Fiona seemed as nervous as I felt.
 
   “What is that?” I stared at the syringe she handed to me. 
 
   “Surgical lubricant. He likes this brand the best. He’s been using it on me all week, and I have to say, I like it too. No discomfort whatsoever.” 
 
   “What if I mess it up? I’ve never done it before, put lube inside my ass. I don’t want to make Dr. Weber mad.”
 
   She quickly considered that possibility and agreed, neither one of us wanting to displease him.
 
   “Okay, get naked. I’ll apply it myself.”
 
   I disrobed, feeling a little giddy in anticipation.
 
   “Bend over.” Her voice was surprisingly authoritative, and I complied.
 
   “Have you done this before? Put lube in another woman’s ass?” I was curious about Fiona. She seemed as inexperienced as I was, but I could tell she was just as excited.
 
   “No, never. But, he told me he’ll want me in the room with you two today, so I don’t want to mess anything up.”
 
   She came up behind me and spread my cheeks.
 
   “Jeez, you’re wet already? Your pussy is drenched, did you know that?”
 
   “Yeah, I’ve been dying for Dr. Weber to take me rough again, flog me, whatever he wants to do. I’ve never known I would be so turned on by this!” 
 
   I felt myself turn red as I admitted this to an almost complete stranger. Then it registered in my brain that at this very moment she was staring at my asshole and my slick sex, and my embarrassment seemed to ease away. She’s seen me as exposed as I could ever be.
 
   “Your pussy looks so slippery. Can I touch it?”
 
   I remembered that last time she told Dr. Weber that she’d never been with a woman. It had been my first time too, and I had to admit, I kind of liked it. Well, okay, I liked it a lot. I wanted to taste her again, and more than anything, I wanted her mouth on my sex at that very moment.
 
   “Sure, you can touch it.” I tried to sound nonchalant, but a quiver in my voice must’ve given my true desire away.
 
   “Did you like going down on me last time, Amy?” Her finger traced the smooth fold between my outer lips, and I arched my back towards her hand.
 
   “Mm, I did. You tasted soooo sweet, and horny.” I’d licked her tight rear bud and her pussy last time, and I’d found I loved doing both. The whole idea of maybe doing it again aroused me beyond reason.
 
   Her finger found my swollen clit and circled around it. 
 
   “How do you like it? I’ve never done it to another woman.” Her movement were tentative, sparkling more desire in me with every second.
 
   “Do it the way you like to do it to yourself.”
 
   “I like it kind of rough. Do you want me to show you?”
 
   “Yes. Please.”
 
   She grasped my clit between her thumb and her forefinger and pinched it at the base. I had to gasp, it was so unexpected.
 
   “Did it hurt? I’m sorry.” She pulled her hand away.
 
   “No, please. Don’t stop. Up until last week I had no idea I liked it rough either. Now, that’s all I can think about. Do it again, please?” I arched my ass towards her again.
 
   “Let me squirt this lube into your ass before Dr. Weber walks in. He’ll be pissed if you’re not in position, like he’d instructed last time. Then, if we have time, I’ll show you how I make myself come at home. It only takes a minute or two.”
 
   She squeezed the syringe’s plunger just a little, expressing a tiny amount of lubricant onto her finger, and spread it around my tight puckered rear opening.
 
   “Okay, are you ready?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Try to relax.” And with that, she inserted the tube into my canal and pushed the plunger all the way.
 
   The cold oily liquid gave me shivers, and my pussy exuded some more juice. I was getting more and more aroused, counting the minutes that remained before my appointment.
 
   “Okay, we have five minutes.” Her hand slid between my thighs again, and her fingers tickled my clit. “Want some more of this?”
 
   “God, yes.”
 
   She pinched me again, sending the sensations of pain mixed with pleasure down my spine. I moaned and wriggled my ass, asking her silently for more. Her fingers twisted my clit, then again, and again, and I gasped for air, surprised at how much I enjoyed this torture.
 
   “Please, don’t stop. Do it again. Aah!”
 
   She kept pinching my sensitive nub, and a few moments later my sex spasmed in the most unexpected climax as she thrust three fingers inside me, plunging them in and out.
 
   “Wow. I’ve never actually felt another woman’s pussy contract. This is incredible.” She continued finger fucking me as I came; I was literally writhing in throes of this orgasm, one of the most unexpected I’d ever had.
 
   Suddenly, the door opened and Dr. Weber walked in.
 
   We both jumped, her hand quickly withdrawn from my spasming sex.
 
   “What are you two doing? I don’t remember allowing you to orgasm before our session.”
 
   “Sorry, Dr. Weber,” Fiona and I mumbled in unison.
 
   “You’ll both be punished for this.”
 
   I remained bent over the examination table, unable to look away from him. He was wearing his white coat again, dress shirt and tie underneath. A stethoscope was hanging over his neck. So authoritative. I shivered, staring at his tie, remembering how he used it on me last time. 
 
   Fiona lowered her head. “This won’t happen again, Dr. Weber.”
 
   “Take off your clothes, Fiona. Amy, you stay just as you are.” He barked his orders. “Since you were pre-occupied here, I had to dismiss the staff myself. The office is now locked up, Fiona. You don’t need to worry about it.”
 
   “Yes, Dr. Weber.”
 
   As she took off her top and skirt, he approached me from behind and inspected my ass.
 
   “I see you’ve prepared her well.” He glanced at his assistant. “Amy, did you buy the whip I’d instructed you to buy?”
 
   “Yes, Dr. Weber. It’s on your desk.”
 
   He walked over and picked up the flogger, admiring it for a few moments. “Very well. This is exactly what I had in mind.”
 
   Fiona stood next to me, completely naked, waiting for his instructions.
 
   Dr. Weber took his time removing his white coat, rolling up the sleeves of his shirt, taking off his tie, and unzipping his fly.
 
   I was dying of anticipation, my pussy sopping wet. From my position, I could also smell Fiona’s arousal, and I thought I even saw a slow trickle of sticky fluid slowly inching its way down her inner thigh.
 
   “Fiona, come here. Kneel before me.” He freed his cock, already semi-rigid, and Fiona swallowed it deep, greedy in her desire to please him.
 
   He groaned, whip in his hand, tracing its tails across my lower back. Shivers of pleasure raced down my spine.
 
   “I’ll start slow and gentle, Amy. It won’t hurt at first. As you get more used to it, I will use more force, but not until you ask for it.”
 
   I looked back at him, surprised.
 
   “Yes, Amy. You’ll beg me to whip you harder. You’ll see.” He picked up the flogger and brought it against my left buttock, light as a feather.
 
   I squirmed, and my pussy tightened in pleasure, asking for more. This must’ve been what he meant. I wanted more. I needed more.
 
   “Please,” I whispered.
 
   “Yes, Amy?”
 
   “Again.”
 
   He landed another stroke of the whip across my buttock, right side this time. The knotted tails licked my skin, gentle but firm.
 
   “Again,” I gasped.
 
   “Very well, Amy. You’re a much quicker study in this than I’d anticipated.”
 
   I could hear Fiona slurping his cock, her eagerness interrupting the sinister silence between his blows.
 
   Whap!
 
   The strings landed on me again, this time on the line between the small of my back and the rise of my cheeks. His slap was harder, but not by much. I swallowed a tiny moan and arched for more.
 
   For a few moments nothing happened, and I looked back again. He was gagging Fiona with his massive cock, holding the back of her head and pushing himself into her willing throat. Her eyes were tearing, yet the noises that escaped her mouth were nothing but pleasure. She let him take her completely, relaxing her neck and swallowing his length.
 
   He grunted, looked at me, and lashed his whip at me vertically, down the cleft between my cheeks. 
 
   I yelped from the unexpected sensation, which was pain, at first, slowly and surely melting into desire for more. My sex spasmed, squeezing out more juice, and I arched my back again, ready for him to strike me.
 
   He landed the flogger down my cleft again, the knotted tails lashing against my puckered hole. Emboldened by my growing need, I reached back and spread my buttocks for him. His next blow came straight across my cleft again, and some of the strings hit against my pussy lips, already soaked in my juices.
 
   “You’re incredible to watch. Do you know that, Amy? I wasn’t expecting such willingness from you, and it arouses me even more.”
 
   I turned my head back to him, my eyes full of tears. “Thank you, Dr. Weber. I want to always please you.”
 
   “Oh, you are.” He threw his head back and pumped Fiona’s mouth a few more times, then pulled out.
 
   “I’m going to whip you again, Amy. Just a few more times.”
 
   “Yes, Dr. Weber.”
 
   “I want to fuck Fiona while I flog you. If I forget myself in the moment, you need to tell me if I hurt you too much, if it’s not pleasant for you anymore.”
 
   “Yes, Dr. Weber. But I won’t stop you. I want you to do as you wish with me, I want to be all yours.”
 
   “Oh, Amy. You’re just perfect. I’ll be sure to control myself. I never want to cause pain you don’t desire.”
 
   He turned to Fiona and raised her up.
 
   “Bend over, Fi. I’ll take you from behind while I continue working on Amy here.”
 
   She pulled up a small stool and leaned her forearms onto it, sticking her ass up in the air.
 
   Dr. Weber reached for a condom from his pocket, sheathed his cock, and plunged into her pussy. She was already sopping wet, judging by the sounds of it. He pounded her rough as I watched with jealousy. I knew my time would come too, and I was slowly coming to terms with having to share him. 
 
   My doctor clearly preferred two women to service his sexual needs, and if that’s what he wanted, then I wanted it too. I only wished to please him, and the thought surprised me for the hundredth time that week. I’d never been in a dominant/submissive relationship, and never in my life did I think I would enjoy pain as part of sexual foreplay. Yet, it’s all I could think about since my last appointment with Dr. Weber. 
 
   Over the past few days I came to accept it about myself, but it still surprised me. Now, bent over his examination table, my asshole lubed up for his plundering, and my ass cheeks burning from the licks of his whip, all I could think of was that I never wanted for this to end.
 
   He continued fucking Fiona, stopping now and again and flogging my cleft. Every time his lashes became harder, and the singeing pain I felt became more raw. I still didn’t want him to stop. My sex was spasming now, without even being directly stimulated, and I knew that I’ll be craving more of this rough treatment as soon as my appointment was over.
 
   Finally he stopped plundering Fiona and threw his condom to the floor. He reached for another one, rolled it onto his cock, and pushed his tip against my tight ring.
 
   Fiona knelt in front of him, next to the examination table, ready for him to tell her what to do.
 
   I relaxed and let Dr. Weber’s cock in, reveling in the raunchy pleasure of being penetrated anally. Although my first experience with anal sex was only a few days ago, I was surprised to discover how much I loved it. I longed for it the whole time I was waiting for my next appointment with Dr. Weber, and now that I had his dick in my ass again, I remembered why I lusted for him so much. The sensation of being so completely stretched by a massive shaft was overwhelming. The whole idea of anal sex, its lewd and forbidden nature, aroused me to the point that I almost came just thinking about it. 
 
   Now, his insistent backdoor thrusts were bringing me over the edge, and I cried out in pleasure.
 
   “More, Dr. Weber. Harder, please. Fuck my ass harder.” I couldn’t get enough of his massive cock.
 
   For a few seconds he pulled out and pushed his prick into Fiona’s mouth, plunging it deep and making her suck off my juices. She didn’t seem to mind, her eager slurping proving her unquestioning desire. Then Dr. Weber thrust his cock into my ass again, and I begged him to ravage my ass harder. 
 
   He was so rough that I felt the examination table underneath me, which was permanently fixed to the floor, shake and rattle as if it was going to fall apart. My pussy filled with more and more juice, and as his dick rubbed the walls of my tight canal and the thin membrane that separated it from my sex, I shuddered in release, milking and clutching his length. I cried out, barely registering that my anal orgasm was stronger than some vaginal orgasms I’d experienced before.
 
   He grunted, his strokes becoming more insistent. After pumping me a few more times, he pulled out, ripped his condom off, and aimed it at Fiona’s face. Spurts of thick cum jetted off and landed onto her eyes, nose, and wide-open mouth. She licked him off as he collapsed onto a chair.
 
   “You two did well. I haven’t come this hard in a long time.”
 
   Fiona crawled next to his feet as I slowly rose from the exam table.
 
   “Dr. Weber, I’d like to try it too. The whip.” Her sheepish voice made him smile.
 
   “Are you sure, Fi? It’s not for everyone. I could try it with you, but if you don’t find it pleasurable, you have to promise me that you’ll ask me to stop.”
 
   “I promise.”
 
   She turned around and knelt on all fours in front of him, her ass up in the air, her face still covered in ropes of his cum.
 
   I handed him his whip that he’d dropped when he fucked me and sat on the floor next to his chair. I was ready for his orders.
 
   He grabbed my chin and pulled my face closer his softened dick, clutching the flogger in his other hand.
 
   Cupping his balls I licked his shaft, stroking my tongue along its sensitive underside. His groaning encouraged me, and I kept spreading my saliva over his dick, swallowing it and sucking it in. Soon enough he became hard again, and he pulled the hair on the back of my head, making me crane my neck while his meat penetrated me deeper.
 
   His flogger lazily landed onto Fiona’s ass, and I could hear her squirm.
 
   “Please, Dr. Weber. I want you to hit me harder, like you hit Amy.”
 
   He continued to deep-throat me, at the same time concentrating now more on Fiona. His blows became more purposeful and frequent, and Fiona’s gasps let me know that she was at that level of pain that still bordered on pleasure, yet was close enough to the line that Dr. Weber refused to cross with either of us.
 
   I was almost choking on his cock, my pussy juices overflowing, when I heard Fiona yelp.
 
   Dr. Weber stopped and pulled my head back.
 
   “Fiona, was this too much? I’m sorry, I got carried away. You two have that effect on me.”
 
   “No, Dr. Weber. Please, don’t stop.” Her eyes were full of tears, and her ass was covered in red lines, swollen and inflamed. 
 
   I wondered if my skin looked the same. The burning sensation left on my buttocks by his whip was still there, and I looked forward to inspecting it in the mirror when I got home.
 
   “Fiona, are you sure? I never want to hurt either one of you. What we do here is for pleasure only. If it’s no longer arousing, we need to stop.”
 
   “Dr. Weber, I’m not lying. Look at me.” She was still on all fours in front of us, and she extended her hand underneath her body and spread her pussy lips. A gush of fluid came out, leaking down her thighs, and the room was filled with her scent. “I’ve never been this aroused, doctor. Please, don’t stop. Even if you don’t fuck me, just please, whip me again, I beg you.”
 
   He became glassy-eyed for a few split seconds, blinked, and rasped, “You two are perfect. I couldn’t have wished for more. Why didn’t I know this about you before, Fiona?”
 
   “I never knew I would like this myself, Dr. Weber.” She leaned her shoulders onto the floor, grasped her butt cheeks pulling them wide apart, and arched her back. “Please, Dr. Weber. Again.”
 
   His dick was jutting out, swollen and tense to the point is seemed ready to burst. He looked at me, silent demand in his eyes, and I lowered my mouth over his shaft again. His hand pushed the back of my head down, until I couldn’t swallow any more of his length, then he gave me a brief pause and pushed me once more. 
 
   I was never into it before, but now I realized I loved to deep-throat Dr. Weber. I couldn’t get enough of it. There was something so powerful in the idea of him pushing my head down, pulling my hair back, and shoving his dick against my tonsils with no care for my need to breathe, fucking my mouth like I was just a toy. It turned me on beyond reason, and all I wanted at that moment was for him to never stop.
 
   I heard a sharp sound of air being cut as he landed his whip on Fiona’s cleft. She swallowed her whimper, I could tell, yet she begged for more. 
 
   As long as she whispered, “Again,” Dr. Weber landed his flogger on her willing ass, and as long as I didn’t come up for air, he pushed my head against his massive dick.
 
   Finally, his next blow was greeted with silence, and Dr. Weber stopped. He pulled my hair up, and I released his cock, slightly dizzy from being gagged for so long. I loved the sensation of it, as Fiona loved being whipped until she couldn’t take it anymore.
 
   “Come here, Fiona.” He pushed me gently away and pulled Fiona up by her hand.
 
   We were both on our knees, next to him, sitting on the floor.
 
   He cupped her chin and brought her face next to his, kissing her mouth, gentle and insistent. With his other hand he drew my face next his and kissed me too. His tenderness was unexpected, yet at that moment it seemed so fitting, so relevant. We gave ourselves to him completely, trusting that he wouldn’t hurt us even as he brought us incredible pain mixed with pleasure. His hungry kisses showed how much he cared for us, and we returned this non-traditional display of affection, kissing him back, eager to show him that we knew what it meant to us.
 
   Then he rose and led us to the examination table, leaned us over it, rolled another condom onto his swollen cock, and probed it against my asshole.
 
   “I’m gonna fuck you again, girls. I can’t believe I’m this hard after just having come. You two are a treasure.”
 
   With that, he pounded my ass, rough, grabbing me by my hips and thrusting his entire body into me. Pleasure and warmth coursed through my body, and I extended my arm back, grabbing his buttock and pulling him tighter into me, making him plunder me even harder.
 
   Fiona was next to me, lying bent over across the exam table, patiently waiting for her turn. 
 
   Once he felt he got enough of me, he switched condoms, pushed himself into Fiona’s pussy, pumped a few times, then probed her ass.
 
   “Fiona, do you want me to fuck your ass too?”
 
   “Yes. Please, Dr. Weber.”
 
   He obliged, slowly advancing his cock into her willing opening. She pulled he cheeks apart, inviting him in to go even deeper. He grunted in pleasure and pounded her tight canal even rougher, it seemed, than he fucked mine.
 
   His fingers circled around my asshole, and he pushed them in, three or four digits at a time, filling me up as his dick filled Fiona. 
 
   I was close, so close, to coming again. Slowly, I inched my body towards Fiona’s, and my eyes met hers. We kept closing in on each other until our mouths met, and for the first time in my life I kissed another woman. It was strange, and in my mind it registered, of course, that we’d both pleasured each other already, without the actual intimacy of something as simple as a kiss. 
 
   Her lips were pillowy soft and giving, and her tongue was tentative and pliant. It wasn’t like anything I’d experienced before. We kept kissing, almost forgetting about everything else, and only the roar of Dr. Weber’s orgasm brought us back to reality. He was coming into Fiona’s ass, squirting his jizz into his condom. His insistent thrusts made Fiona cry out in pleasure of her orgasm, and that, in turn, made me finally spasm and writhe in my ultimate release. 
 
   We were so spent afterwards that for a few minutes Fiona and I just lay there, slumped over the trusty examination table. Dr. Weber had collapsed on the floor next to our feet, trying to catch his breath for a few moments.
 
   Slowly, we came back to life, helped him get up, and looked for our clothes, strewn about the room.
 
   What he said next was the last thing I expected to hear.
 
   “Girls, I would like you to come to my home this weekend. Amy, you should meet my wife. Fiona, you’ve met her before, but now I think you should meet the real Mrs. Weber.”
 
   Our eyes were bigger than saucers. Up until now I thought he was cheating on his wife with me and Fiona. Why did he want us to meet her?
 
   “I see you’re surprised, and I understand your confusion. There is something you two should know. I’ve been into this lifestyle almost all of my adult life. It was my wife who introduced me to it, over twenty years ago, and I’ve never looked back. She’s deep into domination, and since I’m not the submissive type, we’ve been enjoying the company of various slaves over the years.”
 
   Fiona and I just stared. I’ve never heard of anything like that, but I knew I was an utter virgin when it came to the world of S&M. Fiona seemed as dumbfounded as I was.
 
   “My wife, Alison, loves watching me with other women. She tells me exactly what she wants me to do with them, and I comply, fulfilling both of our desires. She enjoys women too, of course. I cannot tell you how secretly happy I was when I saw that you two were getting close, even without my nudging. Being able to take pleasure in same sex activities is very important to me and my wife, and I’m thrilled you’re already at that level.”
 
   “What would you want us to do, Dr. Weber?” Fiona seemed as intimidated by the idea as I was.
 
   “Nothing you haven’t done already. We would never hurt you, and you’ll always be able to stop us if you didn’t feel pleasure anymore. Like today, Fiona, when you stopped saying, “Again,” I knew that I could’ve gone too far. But I didn’t. It would be the same way with Alison.”
 
   “I had no idea she was like that. I mean, I’ve met her. She seemed so nice… and normal.”
 
   “Normal is the farthest thing from what she is, trust me. And I love her for it.”
 
   “What about your daughter, Dr. Weber? Lucy?” Fiona knew his family; I didn’t.
 
   “Lucy has moved out a few weeks ago. She’d found a job for some big firm downtown, and she now lives in a condo I rented for her. Why do you ask, Fi?”
 
   “I was just curious, that’s all. She’s Amy’s age, right?”
 
   “She’s a little older, by two-three years. But don’t worry, my wife doesn’t mind us having younger slaves. We’ve always been able to keep our private lives separate from our daughter’s upbringing.”
 
   “Of course, I didn’t mean to imply anything.”
 
   “That’s okay. Your questions are natural, Fiona. You know my family. This is all new to you.”
 
   “So we would be your slaves?” My squeaky voice embarrassed me once again. I always mumbled when I got nervous.
 
   “It doesn’t have to be a deep dom/slave relationship. We can do as little or as much as you’re comfortable with. We’ll take it one step at a time.”
 
   “How old are you, Dr. Weber?” I was suddenly curious.
 
   “Forty-five, Amy. And my wife is forty-three. Is that too old for you?” He chuckled, knowing full well that I didn’t care. I was obviously infatuated with him.
 
   “Of course not, doctor. I was just surprised to hear you have a daughter my age, that’s all.” I felt myself turn red again.
 
   “I doubt you’d ever meet my daughter, Amy. Like I said, she has no idea her parents are into this lifestyle.” He knotted his tie around his neck, fully dressed and ready to go home. “Well, that’s settled then. You two will come to our house on Saturday. It’ll be sort of an introduction this first time. We’ll have a nice dinner, you’ll get to know my wife, and then we’ll see where it goes. How does that sound?”
 
   “I’m in.” Fiona’s devoted eyes gazed at Dr. Weber as he nodded.
 
   He turned his head to me.
 
   “Me, too.” 
 
   Of course I was in. There was no way I wanted this to stop. I craved his whip and his cock already, wondering if I could bring him back to a rigid state if I sucked him again. Something told me he was done for the day, but this promise of more filled me with hope and anticipation.
 
   “Good.” He smiled. “Excellent. I’ve already told her about our last rendezvous, and she encouraged this one. She can’t wait to meet you, Amy.”
 
   I was more than curious to meet his wife. I had to admit, sex with a woman still intrigued me, and as much as I enjoyed exploring it with Fiona, having someone more experienced guide me along sounded more than enticing.
 
   I left his office that day, elated. Not only was I having the best sex of my life, but I was also learning that I loved submitting to this man. I craved his orders and looked forward to being punished by him, in whatever way he chose. I even tried to think of some things that I could do to make him displeased, just so that he would have a reason to flog me harder.
 
   That night, I pored over the internet, researching BDSM lifestyle. Somehow, I knew that I’ve found what I was meant to find. Ultimate sexual fulfillment via ultimate submission. How did I not know this about myself?
 
   Was I going crazy?
 
   I leaned back in my bed, and stroked the whip that Dr. Weber had used on me earlier that day.
 
   My fall down the rabbit hole of Dr. Weber’s kinky world still thrilled me, even more than before. I truly felt like an Alice in this new Wonderland of dominance and submission.
 
   Take me there, Dr. Weber. I promise I won’t disappoint you.
 
   ###
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First Times: Abigail – Natalie Deschain
 
   He touched my hair lightly, letting the soft locks flow through his fingers as he toyed with it. Every time he touched me my whole body clenched like a fist, trembling with anticipation, anxiety, and fear. I never expected this to happen. It thought when I began the internship it would just be a job, albeit one for which I would not be paid. My boss, Mister Petersen, was old enough to be my father, though the years didn’t show all that much on him. I was one of a dozen interns that started the program together, and there were four or five girls and all of them better looking than me.
 
   I’m tall, and skinny, with a slight chest and a flat ass. When I was much younger my classmates made up names and made fun of me for growing so tall so fast, remaining so thin while they filled out. I was in my third year of college and could dress comfortably in boy’s clothes still, and I didn’t even have to wear a bra. Besides that my nose was too big, my lips too thin and my mouth too small. My only redeeming feature was my hair- a lovely platinum blonde, thick and silky. I would spend hours combing and brushing it, wishing the rest of me was worthy of it.
 
   After a disastrous social life at home I was convinced I’d have a boyfriend by my first week of my freshman year was over, but it never happened. I remained unattached. The male species remained uninterested.
 
   So the way Mister Petersen treated me, from my very first day, both frightened and flattered me. Something about him filled me with a kind of fluttery, pleasant panic. I liked it.
 
   Tonight I was working late. The other interns stuck me with finishing this project, while they went out drinking and socializing. It was Friday night, after six, and I was sitting in the conference room setting up slides for a presentation we were putting together. Somehow all the actual work, like the research and putting together the presentation, was delegated to me. I had my head propped on my palm, trying to keep my eyes open after setting up the four-hundredth slide. If I had to one more I would scream, and yet the work was only half done. The presentation would last an hour, at this rate.
 
   His hands landed on my shoulders and I sat upright.
 
   “Tense,” he said.
 
   I glanced down at the wedding ring on his hand. He had a daughter my age. He’d told me. Even shown me a picture. I was different from her as night as day. She was short, plump, dark of hair, while I was tall and thin and pale as a ghost. Except for my eyes. My eyes were a dark blue. Petersen even commented on them, told me they were arresting once, then alarming, and once even pretty but he changed the subject so fast I didn’t have time to respond. It was inappropriate, wrong even, but it made my chest flutter and put needed heat in my cheeks.
 
   The truth was I was starting to have a crush on him.
 
   His hands were rough on my neck. He didn’t ask permission, he just probed his fingers into the sore, stiff muscles of my neck and shoulders and I made a small purring sound before I even realized it. It send shivers of pleasure through my body, and eased the aches.
 
   “What’s that you’re working on?” he said, without taking his hands from my body.
 
   “The presentation,” I said.
 
   “Your grade depends on that, doesn’t it?”
 
   I nodded. His hands were so big they all but covered my shoulders. I am a very tall girl, as I said, but he made me feel tiny. I feared his judgement but his praises made me smile, especially when he favored me over the other interns. No one ever favored me. He was the first person in my life to show me real attention. Even my own parents weren’t much more than indifferent. My father was a surgeon, rarely spent any time with me, and after it was clear I was not going to be a model like her, my mother lost all interest in me.
 
   His thumbs pressed into the back of my neck, bowing my head slightly.
 
   “Yes, it does,” I said.
 
   “I’ll put in a good word for you,” he smirked.
 
   Of course he would, he’d be one of the ones judging me.
 
   “Why don’t you leave it for tonight?”
 
   “It needs to be done by Monday-“
 
   “I’ll contact the other interns and tell them to do some actual work on it,” he said. His hands just rested on either side of my throat now, warm and surprisingly rough for an executive. “It’s not fair for you to carry the whole project by yourself.”
 
   I really was blushing, now.
 
   “You’re very pretty when your cheeks turn pink like that,” he said, and I froze as he stroked the back of his hand down one smooth side of my face for emphasis.
 
   Part of me wanted to protest. If he was propositioning me, a grade for sex, I should report him and complain. It was wrong, but… I liked it. He was playing with my hair now.
 
   “So you’ll head out, then?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, closing the laptop.
 
   “Good. How are you getting home?”
 
   “I ride the bus.”
 
   “Not tonight, you don’t.”
 
   He offered his hand.
 
   I chewed my lip and looked up at him. That seemed to please him. I saw a smile creep into his lips. Gingerly I rested my hand on his and his big fingers closed around my wrist and he tugged me to my feet. I gave a little squeak. He was very strong.
 
   Slipping into my coat, I stepped out of the conference room. I went to gather my work but he took my arm and led me away.
 
   “It’ll be fine. You did your part, I’ll have the others finish.”
 
   I smiled and he soothed my worries by locking the conference room door. He put his hand lightly on the small of my back and eased me down the hall, walking beside me. I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I kneaded them in front of my stomach as we stepped into the elevator. He filled my personal space, making me feel like a stranger in my own body. Tall, lean, and broad shouldered, he was such a presence that I felt pulled towards him, like gravity. More than that, he made me feel strange all over. Heat throbbed between my legs, and my nipples tingled just from standing near him. I smoothed my blouse over my stomach and waited for the elevator doors to open.
 
   When they did he led me into the parking garage and to his car. I half expected him to have a driver but he a two-seater, sleek and fast, and opened the door for me, very gentlemanly.
 
   It was smooth, nearly silent as he started it up and drove off with me.
 
   I gave him a direction, but he ignored it.
 
   “Aren’t you taking me home?” I said, my voice shaking a little.
 
   “I didn’t say your home.”
 
   My heart sped up in my chest. Was I being kidnapped? No, I agreed to come, after all.
 
   He looked over at me. “You alright?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “You always call me sir. The other interns call me by my first name.”
 
   “Sorry, sir.”
 
   “It’s not your responsibility. Don’t apologize for them. That’s how things are now,” he sighed. “Everyone is sloppy and informal. Not you, though. You’re so… prim.”
 
   “Prim?”
 
   “Prim and proper, and so pretty when you blush.”
 
   I was blushing. I could feel it, hot on my skin. “What is this?”
 
   “What do you want it to be?”
 
   “I don’t n-n-n-know,” I stammered, swallowing hard.
 
   His hand ghosted through my hair, over the back of my neck.
 
   “You’d never be so forward as to say something to me, but I’m no fool. I can feel it.”
 
   I swallowed. My throat was dry.
 
   He pulled into another parking garage and walked me down the sidewalk to his home, a brownstone. I expected him to have an apartment. The whole thing was his. The grand foyer made me feel small and poor despite my own comfortable upbringing. He took my jacket, his hands sliding down my arms as he slipped it from my shoulders and hung it on a hook by the door. Then all at once he stepped closer and breathed deeply of my hair.
 
   “Your perfume is terrible,” he said.
 
   I frowned. “I’m sorry, I can’t afford-“
 
   He ran his hands up my arms to my shoulders. “I’d rather you wore nothing at all.” I could fell his lips inches from the back of my head. “I rather like your own scent, but I can buy you something more sophisticated if you like.” 
 
   I swallowed, hard.
 
   “Thirsty?”
 
   “Yes, I could have some water, if you-“
 
   “Wine,” he said, cutting me off. “A nice sharp red. Come on.”
 
   He led me into the kitchen. All stainless steel, very expensive. He had a wine rack and more wines than I’d ever sample, most likely. I waited and chewed my lip and wrung my hands while he popped the cork and poured two glasses of rich red wine.
 
   “This is called Bull’s Blood,” he said, offering me the glass. I took the delicate stem, and he went on. “It’s from Romania. I have family there.”
 
   I swirled it in the glass, not quite knowing why, and took a sip. I almost gagged. It was overpowering, very strong. I could feel my cheeks turn pink again, and he watched me, sipping his wine like it was no more than water. Steeling myself, I drank properly. The flavor was overpowering, and it was strong. I felt a little swirl in my head as it wetted my throat. When I’d drained the glass he refilled them both, and I drank more. It went down easier this time, and my throat was wet enough again to talk.
 
   He filled my third glass and took my arm. “Come with me.”
 
   He led me upstairs and to a room I assumed was an office. He owned a large library and a fine antique desk, and guided me into a rich, plush leather sofa. The leather was chilly but the wine was warm in my belly and I drank more, eagerly now. He sat next to me and the way the cushion bowed pressed me against him. I didn’t object, flushed with the courage of wine. He swirled his in his glass and downed it.
 
   “In vino, veritas,” he said.
 
   “What’s that mean?”
 
   “In wine, there is truth. Are you a virgin?”
 
   His question was like a punch in the chest, but I laughed and said “Yes,” descending into a gale of giggles.
 
   “Do you know why?” he said. “You’re so serious.”
 
   “I am?”
 
   “Yes. Serious and solemn, like an old woman.”
 
   I frowned. “Are you insulting me?”
 
   “No,” he said, dancing his fingers over the back of my neck. “I’m telling you that you have an old soul. With your beauty, it’s entrancing. The fault isn’t with you, sweet. It’s with those grasping groping boys that prefer slutty clothes and whorish behavior to class and…” he looked past me as he searched for the word. “Refinement.”
 
   “I’m refined?” I said.
 
   “Very,” he agreed, leaning close. “I’d like to refine you further, though.”
 
   “How would you do that?” I asked, and took a sip of strong wine.
 
   “I have my ways,” he murmured. He was close, now, almost leaning on me, and stroking my neck. His hand fell on my leg and I rested mine on top of his. I almost pushed him off.
 
   “Would it be refined if I did this?” I took a sip of wine and slid his hand up my thigh, towards me.
 
   “Very,” he said, and his hand curved around inside my leg, pressing between them. It sent a shiver up my spine and I downed the last of the wine, and set the glass aside. As I turned back to him he touched my chin and turned me to face him, looking into my eyes.
 
   “Your eyes are incredible,” he whispered, “Like jewels. Your skin is like porcelain, your hair like spun silver. You look so cold,” his hand moved higher between my legs, the caress sending shivers through me, “but you’re so warm to the touch. So pure.”
 
   He shifted and pulled me onto his lap. I didn’t struggle, but collapsed against him. As his hand moved up my stomach and over my chest, I felt a wave of self conscious embarrassment.
 
   “My mother says I look like a boy,” I whispered.
 
   “Your mother is jealous of your youth and exquisite looks,” he said, and brushed his lips over mine.
 
   Suddenly he was on top of me, pressing me down into the couch. My legs moved on their own, wrapping around him, and though the kiss depeened I was in for a shock as I felt his cock, hard through his trousers and big. He was enormous, and it made me shiver and pull away from him, staring. When I pulled back he pressed harder, kissed me again and tugged the bottom of my shirt free from my slacks. Then his fingers began working at the buttons, slowly working up my stomach, then my chest, one by one, popping them free. I felt cold and started to shiver.
 
   His hand slid under the cotton and over my chest. I’d never felt so skinny and worthless. I knew he could feel my ribs, and where he would expect to find breasts he’d find only the barest soft hint, but he moaned hungrily into my mouth as his thumb and forefinger slid around my nipple and sent an electric surge all through my body, flowing through my insides. A little pinch made me yelp and the heat flooding my head made me giggle stupidly, but he didn’t care and kissed me harder, swallowing the little noises I made.
 
   Moving down my stomach, his hand tickled, made me laugh, but the laughs went silent as my eyes fluttered open. His fingers slipped inside my slacks, and inside my panties. He lifted away from me a little, breaking his lips away from mine.
 
   “Lace,” he said, moving his hand in my underwear. “Silk?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   I… I was wearing a silk thong. One I’d recently bought, in hopes of something like this, though I never thought it would be more than a fantasy to give some heat to my fumbling explorations with my fingers. I’d also hoped they’d make me feel sexy, but they only made my butt itch. He smiled softly and his fingers slipped under me, cupping my sex.
 
   “Soft, like down,” he said, meaning my hair. Down there. “Is it blonde, too?”
 
   I nodded. It was a darker shade, like my eyebrows, more straw than silver-gold, but I never shaved or trimmed it the way the other girls did. There seemed no point. No one cared what went on between my legs. No one but him.
 
   His warm lips left a hot trail on my throat as his hand moved lightly, the tip of his middle finger tracing forward and back on my slit. I was wet, wetter than I’d ever been in my life, my pussy fairly throbbing with anticipation. I wanted to beg him to put his finger in me but I dared not say the words. Even thinking it made my cheeks burn, but the heat was on my throat too, and between my legs, oh so hot down there between my legs.
 
   “You’re all flushed,” he said, “All over your throat and stomach. Feeling hot?”
 
   Despite the chill in the room I was feeling sweaty, my skin tingling. He shifted so he had me pressed against the back of the couch and kept teasing my pussy with his finger. I rolled my hips and tightened my belly, trying to urge him inside me, as if I could catch his finger with my soft folds and draw him into my wet waiting channel, but he pulled back, like he was leading me around by a string. I hadn’t even realized it, but he spread my blouse open and bared my chest, and then his mouth was on my nipple.
 
   He sucked, hard. It hurt, but… I liked it. The sting made both my nipples tighten to needy hard points, and I slipped my fingers in his hair. His finger entered me, slid into the knuckle, and I moaned, my legs jerking wildly under him as he pumped me once, thrice, his finger pure bliss, stroking the secret sweet spot that made me melt, but then pulled away and left me burning hotter, my fires stoked, and he went back to stroking my slit as he sucked my nipple, though this time he used his thumb, too, lightly moving it back and forth over my engorged clit. My pleasure grew with every touch. His hot lips were all over my chest, where the skin was so sensitive.
 
   Surging up, he brought his lips to my ear, his breath hot and tickling.
 
   “I’m going to terrible things to you,” he murmured, “disgusting things that will make you cum and cum and cum. That’s what I mean by refining you.”
 
   “Oh yes,” I purred, “Please.”
 
   “So polite,” he said, and again fucked me with his finger. I arched my back and writhed under him, an explosive jolt of pleasure shooting through me before his finger came back out again. It seemed like every time my pleasure reached a new height he let it fall back.
 
   “Get up.”
 
   He rose up away from me to his feet. When he stood up I could see how hard his cock was in his pants.
 
   “Your clothes. Off. Now.”
 
   Trembling, I did as he ordered and said, “Yes, sir.”
 
   My blouse came away easily, already unbuttoned all I had to do was shrug out of it. It seemed to amuse him that I folded it before I laid it on the couch and did the same with my slacks, and he laughed when he saw the black silk of my underwear. I slowly slipped out of them, shivering from the cold and from his eyes drinking my hot flushed body as I laid them last on top of my slacks and went to peel down my stockings.
 
   “Keep those on,” he said.
 
   I nodded and stood naked in front of him, not sure what to do with my hands, where to look or what to do.
 
   He stepped behind me and took my wrists, pulled them behind my back and I heard the whisper of silk on silk as he removed his tie, then wrapped it around and around my wrists and tied them together. I looked over my shoulder at him, biting my lip, afraid to ask the question. His hands slid up my arms to cup my shoulders.
 
   “No touching yourself,” he decreed. “You’ll cum when I let you cum, not before.” His hands cupped and squeezed my ass, and I didn’t feel so bony and skinny anymore. I felt almost powerful, even with my hands tied.
 
   Then, he blindfolded me.
 
   He must have had it in his pocket- dark thick silk that he wrapped around my head, covering my eyes, and tied like a bandana. When I could no longer see he took me by the arm and led me naked through his house. I felt so exposed, but I was so hot, juices from my sex sliding down my thigh, I was so ready for him. The carpet was soft under my feet, and I had only a dim impression of the hallway. When we arrived in the new room it was dark enough that with the silk over my eyes I couldn’t see at all, and he moved be by the arm.
 
   There was something like a saddle. I could feel it when my knee brushed it. He led me to it.
 
   “Straddle this,” he said.
 
   I sat down and he guided me with his hands to sit on something, a cool, soft pad, but there was something hard and bulbous. He shifted me until it was pressed against my throbbing clit, and held me still with hand on my shoulder.
 
   I heard a buzz, and almost doubled over as the device began to quiver between my legs, relentlessly stimulating my clit. My legs were shaking in seconds, and my body tensed. He brushed a loose strand of hair away from my mouth and the vibrations intensified. More, and more, and more. I leaned against him and panted, and then I leaned against him and moaned. My arms pulled at his tie, and I bit into his shirt, tugging at the silk with my teeth as I whimpered from the pleasure.
 
   Then it stopped, tapering off quickly, leaving me panting.
 
   “More,” I begged, “More, please.”
 
   “Not yet. I have something for you. Sit up straight.”
 
   He moved away, forcing me to sit up.
 
   “You’re going to suck my cock. If you do well, I’ll give you more pleasure. If you don’t, well. I’ll give you some. Just not enough.”
 
   “I’ve never…” I said, shaking.
 
   “Of course not. Open your mouth.”
 
   I heard him unzip, and felt him near. He was hard already, and held his shaft in his hand. I felt something warm and oh so soft brush my lip, and knew it was the head of his cock. It was strange at first, and made me feel squirmy to feel it. The tip was already wet with a little salty drop, and when I opened my mouth I tasted it. I took him in as deep as I could, and when I did he turned the machine on again, though just barely. I bobbed my head, taking his cock in my mouth, sucking lightly.
 
   He turned up the machine.
 
   I moaned around his shaft and sucked. Nothing I did earned more pleasure, until I began to twist my head and use my tongue. That made it better, and my own motions grew more intense. I ground on the machine as much as it pleasure me, swaying my hips as I bobbed my head on his shaft, wetting it with my spit. It tasted so good, and felt so good. I sucked in a deep breath and took him deeper, until it made me gag, yet deeper still. Leaning forward, I buried his cock in my throat to the root and drew back, coughing. He turned up the machine, but it wasn’t enough.
 
   “I want to fuck your face and cum in your throat,” he growled, hungrily. “Then I’ll let you cum.”
 
   “Please,” I begged.
 
   He took my head gently, and turned up the machine, and plunged his cock deep into my mouth I could scarcely breath, but with the lightning between my legs I didn’t care. I felt his cock pumping in my throat, harder and faster, my head swimming. Then he pulled back. He lied. He didn’t cum in my throat, he exploded in my mouth in a hot rush that I gulped down greedily, taking the sticky warmth down my throat in hungry swallows, craving more. It was bitter, salty and musky, but felt so go good.
 
   There was always more. Even when he pulled out there was some on my chin.
 
   “I like you like that,” he said.
 
   Then he turned it all the way up. I screamed, not from pain but pleasure, but it was so intense there wasn’t as much difference. At that sort of level, the divide between pleasure and agony is like the divide between love and hate, deep but narrow all at once. He held me still by the shoulders and the world slid away under me as the most intense orgasm I would ever feel mounted and mounted, growing deep inside me, flaring out from my middle, boiling under my skin, ready to make me scream.
 
   Just before I peaked he shut it off.
 
   “Please,” I begged, fresh tears hot on my cheeks, “Please more, please let me-“
 
   “No.” 
 
   “You promised!”
 
   “You’ll cum,” he said, stroking my hair. “You’ll cum when I allow it. When I want it. You’ll cum with my cock deep in your cunt.”
 
   “Please,” I begged again.
 
   He cleaned my chin with a warm cloth, carried me and laid me on silk over deep softness, warm and pleasant. I sank into it, lying on my side.
 
   Then the feathers. It might have been a feather duster, perhaps something else. They tickled, but in my state it was glorious red agony, an unbearable stimulation that avoided all the most sensitive areas and left me reeling, my head spinning with desire.
 
   “Please please please,” I whimpered, but he gave no answer except the quiet sound of his clothes as he undressed.
 
   He unbound my hands but left the blind fold.
 
   “Beg me,” he said.
 
   “I beg you, sir,” I moaned, “Please fuck me, fuck me hard until I cum, I need it, I need it.”
 
   He rolled me on my back and spread me out, moving my legs by gripping my ankles and spreading them. Then he moved close, and I felt him about to enter me but he only swept the tip back and forth, like he did his finger. It felt like that was hours ago, days. I was shivering with need, my body aching for release.
 
   Suddenly his cock plunged into me and I cried out, but he drew out again having penetrated me with little more than the head, just dipping it in my hot sex to wet it before he stroked it up and down my slit again and again like a thick soft finger, his thumb circling my clit. I couldn’t breath, I was so needy for his touch.
 
   “Please,” I begged, sobbing.
 
   He shoved his cock in me all once, fell on me with force and took my virginity in one sure, hard stroke, burying his long girthy shaft to the root. I bucked under him and screamed for pain and pleasure as I was opened truly for the first time. A finger, or even a shallow penetration with the head of his cock, was nothing compared to this. He did nothing, didn’t even more, just held that hot iron rod inside me, filling me, and I supplied all the movement, squirming and writhing as I lay pinned down under him.
 
   “Remember, you begged,” he growled in my ear.
 
   He fucked me hard, in full body, punishing thrusts, drawing back and plunging deep, the ache of his lust spreading through me as quickly as the pleasure. He fucked even hard when I raked him with my nails, when I whimpered and moaned into his throat and something overcame me and I bit him, feeling the soft skin of his neck between my teeth, and he knotted his fingers in my hair, bent my head back hard and kissed me, drinking my moans as he rammed his cock into my throbbing, boiling hot pussy.
 
   I never came so hard in my life. It built up in a shocking, overwhelming wave that crushed out all sense from my body and left me writhing, and it didn’t stop, any more than he did. He kept fucking, his cock rock harder, hotter now and bigger, so big I couldn’t take it, so big it made me whimper, but as my peak faded it rose again, like waves pounding a shore, over and over and over until he rammed into me with such fury I thought he meant to break me, and in the depths of that crashing surge of orgasm after orgasm I felt hot slickness and knew he’d cum inside me, buried his seed deep within my belly.
 
   Still he did not dry back. He went still on top of me, my shaking body rocked by the aftermath, clenching his manhood and wringing more of his seed free into my cunt. I hugged him fiercly and he quieted me with soft whispers and kisses all over, never taking his cock out of me. I felt so precious. He slipped the blindfold free and I saw the ceiling was mirrored. I was soaked with sweat, flushed.
 
   “I bled,” I murmured, looking between my legs.
 
   “Did I hurt you?”
 
   “Yes, but it was good,” I said, “I liked it.”
 
   “You need to rest before I fuck you some more.”
 
   “You’re going to…”
 
   “Yes,” he whispered in my ear, and cupped his hand to my chest as he held me. “I think I’m going to keep you. There will be a position for you at the company.”
 
   “A position,” I giggled, amused by my own wit.
 
   “Several positions,” he said, rubbing my stomach. “Let me give you a bath.”
 
   “Oh,” I said.
 
   The presentation was on Monday. As I said, no one paid me much mind. There were men on the team of interns but they didn’t notice me. The other bosses knew, though, The executives saw the silver choker snugly set about my throat and knew exactly who I belonged to.
 
   I passed with flying colors. I took my position.
 
   The first time wasn’t the last.
 
   Now, we have a fresh crop of interns.
 
   Sir has asked me to choose which one we’ll bring home…
 
   ###
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The Hysteria Sanctuary: Book Three – Kinsey Grey
 
   Chapter One
 
   It has been six long weeks since Valerie Fulton, née Bertrand, had moved to America from France. How many things have happened, how she has changed… Was it all a huge mistake?  
 
                 She had come to Boston after a lengthy correspondence with Henry Fulton, the heir to the Fulton fortune. He had always wanted to take a wife from the exotic country, and she had dreamed of a chance at a life in the new world. Valerie remembered thinking that they had seemed like a perfect fit for each other at first. The letters they exchanged had been filled with witty anecdotes and flirtations, and their future promised to be so bright. She had found Henry through a debutante agency, which had matched them based on the compatibility of their backgrounds, history, and interests, and their long distance romance seemed like a whirlwind fairy tale. When she had finally arrived to America, once they agreed that they were ready to marry each other, he had met her at the ship docks with a huge bouquet of tea roses — her favorite flowers. Valerie had found him pleasing right away, and it seemed as if he responded in kind. Their bright future awaited.               
 
                 They had traveled back to the city, and she was brought to his palatial estate. Her life in France had been relatively comfortable for the most part, but she still considered Henry’s home breathtaking. To her credit, she had adjusted to the life in America rather quickly. She especially enjoyed walking in the garden, taking in the well trimmed hedges and sitting by the small reflecting pond in the early mornings. Henry and Valerie married one week after her arrival to Boston in a lavish ceremony at his estate. Half the city was there, and she caught herself thinking that she was the luckiest woman in the world. Her new life was promising to be filled with happiness, and she was both excited and nervous for her first night with her beloved husband. 
 
                 He had expressed his desire to start a family right away early in their correspondence, and Valerie was never opposed to the idea. In fact, she had agreed willingly, for she longed to experience the joys of womanhood. She was determined to keep herself pure until marriage and was now looking forward to shredding that last trace of girlhood and becoming a full fledged wife to her handsome husband. 
 
                 Valerie still remembered how much trepidation had filled her heart as she awaited Henry in her bed chamber. So far, their romance had been perfect, and she had a nagging feeling that her bubble of happiness was about to burst. One of the guests at the wedding, Henry’s old aunt Edna, kept badgering him about his choice of a foreign wife, and Valerie knew the ancient crone wasn’t the only one who wondered about his choice. She had asked him that question herself, of course, early during their correspondence. Henry was a handsome eligible bachelor, so it only made sense that he should find a wife in his own circles. When asked, he had explained that he wanted the social structure of having a wife but cared not to go through the tedious ritual of courting. Plus, he had added, most of the women he knew in his circles were complete bores. She had laughed when she read his response and assured him that she would be the wife that he needed, ready to fulfill her social obligation to the fullest extent and never bore him out of his mind. 
 
                 However, things on their wedding night went sour rather quickly. Valerie still could not quite make out what the problem had been. That evening, he came to her with the expectation and need. She had seen his swollen manhood even in the shadows of the darkened room. In preparation, Valerie had removed her night gown whilst she waited for him, thinking it was the most appropriate thing to do. When her husband had pulled back the covers and found her completely naked, he stepped back with a look of surprise on his face. 
 
                 “Come darling,” she had said in a sultry tone, reaching her arm out to him. “I am ready for you.” 
 
                 He hesitated but finally removed his trousers and shirt and slowly approached, climbing on top of her. The look in his eyes was distant, and Valerie could not understand what she had done wrong. He held himself aloft, with his arms extended straight on either side of her, keeping a window of space between them as he tried to enter her. The position felt awkward because it did not lend to intimacy. She tried arching her back and wrapping her arms around his neck in an attempt to pull him in for a kiss and closer contact with his body. 
 
                 “What are you doing?” he had asked as he tried to untangle her arms. She had pulled back on the pillow, but her body squirmed, and the tips of her nipples grazed against his chest. She longed for her husband to enter her, after waiting for him for so many weeks. He recoiled immediately, sitting back on his haunches looking at her strangely. 
 
                 “Mon Cher,” she had whispered in her native tongue, unsure of his hesitation but hungry for his seed nonetheless. “I am ready for you to have me as you would.” She had arched her hips up towards him again, grazing against his still erect member and catching his eyes with her lidded gaze. 
 
                 He pulled away from her and quickly removed himself from the bed. Grabbing the night robe, he covered himself with it and exited the bedroom without a word, leaving Valerie bewildered at his reaction. He had spent the following day away from the estate in his office in town. When he had returned home, she tried to tempt him again, still unsure of what she had done wrong the night before. She wore her prettiest gown, and when he arrived, she had hardly let him though the front door before she approached him with confidence, wrapped her arms around him, and devoured him with a kiss. For a moment she felt him give in, his body responding and pressing into her. But just as quickly he reached for her hands and pulled her away from him, stepping back. He walked briskly across the room, reaching the sideboard for the bottle of his favorite aged brandy.
 
                 “What is it?” she’d finally asked, her frustration bubbling over. “Why do you push me away?” 
 
                 “You are not supposed to behave that way,” he exclaimed as she looked on with bewilderment. 
 
                 “Behave what way?” 
 
                 She wanted to explain that she felt no reluctance to be available for him in the capacity that a wife should, but his responses were infuriating to her. What was she doing wrong?
 
                 “You are too overcome,” he finally said as a means of explanation. “You seem too fond of my advances.” 
 
                 “Too fond...?” she repeated. This made no sense to her. 
 
                 “As a woman,” he had continued, “you are to remain receptive to me only to the extent of me taking you for procreation purposes. What you did there, in bed … last night … was much too wanton. You behaved like a common whore. My wife should not act that way.”
 
                 She thought these words over, wondering how she should respond. In all of her adult life, she had never heard of such a thought. The idea of a cultural shift did not enter her mind until much later.               
 
                 He had come to her again that night, and this time she kept her night gown on. They had done the deed to completion, without much passion or even so much as a kiss. Again, she had arched her body to welcome him, unable to stop her urges despite the initial pain of his rough penetration through her virginal barrier. But he finished rather quickly, much to her dismay. Once he was done, he rushed from the room, pulling his robe around himself and leaving Valerie bewildered and frustrated. 
 
                 
 
                 Chapter Two              
 
                 Valerie stood in front of the window of the sitting room at Dr. Ford’s clinic in Beacon Hill, thinking back on what had brought her here. The trimmed hedges lining the walking paths outside of the doctor’s home did not look much different from the ones she so liked at the Fulton Estates. Henry had insisted she come here for initial evaluation, claiming that her bedroom behavior was most unusual for a woman of good virtues. He felt that her condition needed to be cured in order for her to remain his wife. 
 
                 She suspected that her supposed “affliction,” as he called it, had to do with her being a foreigner. Her ways were different from theirs. She had figured out rather quickly that Henry did not understand her in other areas of their domestic life too. Though she had been happy to have a new life in America, she also had insisted on certain household habits to remind her of home. She had asserted that the cook make her favorite recipes regularly, much to Henry’s chagrin. And the differences became more extreme as the time went on. Henry continued to express discomfort at Valerie’s eagerness during the task that he saw as only necessary for procreation, and in the last few days he ceased to visit her bed chamber altogether. 
 
                 A young man entered the sitting room and interrupted her thoughts. “You have an initial evaluation today, Mrs. Fulton,” he said. 
 
                 “An evaluation?” She was confused about this man. He looked much to young to be her doctor, barely twenty years old, at most. 
 
                 “Yes,” the youth nodded. “Dr. Ford will be seeing you shortly. I am James Digby, the doctor’s intern. He has been apprised of your case at the request of your husband. You must forgive us about your wait, Mrs. Fulton. Our regular nurse had to go home to Philadelphia to visit her sick father, and we are somewhat understaffed at the moment.” 
 
                 “I see,” Valerie replied. Truth be told, she hadn’t even realized she was waiting long. After the deterioration of the physical relationship between herself and Henry, she found the presence of her husband dull and cloying, and her thoughts were now filled with regret at her decision to move to America. Even here, in this famous doctor’s clinic, she wondered if she truly wanted to return to Henry. Every morning since their first night together, she had tried to keep herself distracted from the disturbing thoughts about her marriage. She made her bed and kept her daily routine as organized as possible. She brushed her hair and placed it in a fashionable bun, despite the lack of any attentions form her husband. For the most part, she now did not leave her room except to walk in the gardens. Going to see this doctor had provided her with enough distraction, and she found she was almost looking forward to this “evaluation,” whatever it may entail.
 
                 “Dr. Ford will be ready shortly,” the intern continued as he prepared a tray containing a vial with thick amber fluid and some other instruments.  “He has discussed your condition with your husband and has decided to administer the treatment today, if it please you, Mrs. Fulton.” 
 
                 “Yes, thank you.” Valerie replied. She stood still at the window, her back proudly straight, her hands folded in front of her, not quite sure what sort of treatment the doctor had planned for her. Whatever it may be, she was willing to try it. She had to make her marriage work, or her life in America would be miserable. “I am ready to see the doctor whenever he is. And I am looking forward to his treatment.”
 
                 The intern guided her to an ornate screen in the corner of the sitting room and asked her to disrobe fully.
 
                 “I apologize about our lack of preparedness again, Mrs. Fulton. We normally have a special patient robe for you to don once you undress, but with the nurse Gertrude’s absence, I’m afraid I could not find any.” He shyly looked away. “ I have this sheet that you can use to cover yourself, but it is not necessary if you feel comfortable. You will be completely nude when the doctor and I examine you.”
 
                 Valerie felt humiliated at the thought of walking around naked, and the small sheet that the intern gave her provided very little coverage. Still, once she was free of her clothes, she brought the small piece of cloth in front of her, covering her breasts and her mound, though her back remained exposed. The intern had opened the door to the next room, the examinations room as he had explained, and she could feel him staring at her bum as he followed behind her. Once inside, he led her to a special table that had protruding extensions along its end. He had her lie down and place her feet along into peculiar place holders, and now her pussy was widely splayed at the end of the examination table, and completely uncovered. 
 
                 The doctor chose this moment to enter the room, just as she was trying to recover from the shock and humiliation of her exposed position. She turned to greet the doctor and found that the way she had pictured he would look had been far from correct. The man who came in now looked to be about twenty five, not much older than herself. He wore the white shirt and black vest of a high class physician, but his sleeves were rolled up displaying his muscular arms.  
 
                 “Good afternoon, Mrs. Fulton,” Dr. Ford said extending his hand.  
 
                 “Good afternoon, Doctor. Please call me Valerie,” she replied, taking his hand and trying to suppress her embarrassment at her naked form. For a moment, she caught herself wishing that she were back in her native France, and they were meeting over an espresso in a charming cafe next to the old home in the third arrondissement.  
 
                 “I wanted to speak with you about your case. I have read the notes and I believe I may be able to help you.” Dr. Ford spoke in low respectful tones. 
 
                 “Is there something wrong with me, doctor?” Valerie said with a twitch of her eyebrow. “I had no idea that my behavior … in the bedroom … was in any way inappropriate, you see. In France, where I am from, the marriage bed is as much intended for enjoyment as it is for procreation.” 
 
                 The doctor grinned at her frankness and glanced back at his intern with a knowing smirk. Valerie could have sworn that the two even exchanged a wink, though she was not certain why. The doctor helped himself to the chair next to the examination table and sat down across from Valerie. The intern stood faithfully by the door awaiting his instruction. Her nakedness was staring him in the face, and she tried to suppress the thoughts of humiliation whilst the doctor took his time.
 
                 “So, Doctor,” Valerie said. “Tell me. What am I being evaluated for today?” 
 
                 “There is a treatment that I perform for women such as yourself. Women who suffer from a range of symptoms that your husband finds inappropriate. With your permission, I would like to attempt this treatment upon you. If you respond well, I would venture to say that your marital problems should go away.” 
 
                 Valerie cast her eyes down. “Doctor,” she said, “I am not certain my bedroom problems will ever go away. Not with the way Henry feels about the issue.” 
 
                 “Is Mr. Fulton unkind to you?” 
 
                 Valerie briefly laughed. “No, not in the sense that you mean. We simply have different ideas on certain elements of marriage. It might be cultural, you see?” 
 
                 “Perhaps we can complete the evaluation and then decide what the next course of action should be,” he declared. 
 
                 “I would agree with that.” Valerie was anxious to proceed with the treatment, whatever it may involve. Anything to distract herself from her naked state in front of these two strangers.
 
                 “Shall we begin?” the doctor said. 
 
                 “What would you have me do, Doctor?” 
 
                 “Just stay as you are. Try to make yourself comfortable.” His voice had dropped into a soothing, almost hypnotic rhythm. He approached and stood alongside her. “I'm going to start by administering a pelvic massage. This should stimulate you into a state of hysterical paroxysm, and you should begin to feel immediate relief from your symptoms of sexual desire that your husband finds so inappropriate.” 
 
                 Even as he said the words, Valerie had to suppress the inclination to roll her eyes. She had maintained, and continued to do so, that she did not have any symptoms. The doctor lifted the small sheet that barely covered her lower abdomen and got ready to administer the initial stages of the massage. He placed his hand on her thigh. The contact sent a shiver down her spine in such a way as she had not felt in a long time. She stopped herself from arching her back towards his touch, as she guessed that would be considered inappropriate. What happened next, made her respond in such a way as to make her question the entirety of the  American medical profession. He placed his hand directly upon her most sensitive place, massaging the nerve center with his fingers. 
 
                 “Oh, Doctor,” she whispered, her body immediately squirming and pulsing against his touch, pleasure coursing through her. She no longer cared how unseemly her behavior may have looked. 
 
                 “Just try and relax,” he said. 
 
                 She could hear in his voice a distinct tension and rough breathing, which she recognized as one of reciprocal desire.  She arched her hips into his fingers increasing the pressure and prompting her to push her head back into the mattress as her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. 
 
                 He continued his ministrations, but soon pressed his fingers into her moist portal. She cried out at the sensation and pulled her head back, turning her head towards the intern, curious what his reaction was. The young man still stood resolutely at the door. Valerie wondered briefly if the intern found pleasure at watching her reactions. She was embarrassed to admit that being watched made her ache inside even more, sending her body into a whirl of extreme arousal. As the crescendo washed over her, she wished that Henry reacted to her pleasure in a way that the good doctor was doing just now. Dr. Ford, in the meantime, increased the intensity of his motions, his teeth clenched. She grinned at his reaction, knowing what he wanted. The very thought of being with a man who would accept her pleasure made her erupt, her juices flowing out around the doctor’s fingers, dripping down her skin and onto the white sheets. 
 
                 “Yes, Doctor, yes!” she cried out, trusting her pelvis towards his hand inside her. His free hand reached for her firm round breast, now completely exposed. Valerie felt her nipples spring forth at his touch. He grazed his fingertips across her eager pink nipples, sending her into further convulsions. Just as she was shaking in her release, he brought his lips down upon her full bosoms. Circling his tongue around her nipples, he groaned and bit them gently. Valerie could no longer restrain her loud moans. 
 
                 “Doctor,” Valerie whispered. “I think I need more. What you are doing is very effective, but not quite deep enough.”  
 
                 He gave her a knowing smile. She could see out of the corner of her eye that his need had become apparent as well, bulging and pressing hard against the fabric of his trousers. The doctor was clearly enjoying the treatment as much as she was. Valerie reached for his pants, and with deft quick fingers undid the bindings, letting his ample manhood spring free. She wrapped the same fingers around his shaft and massaged it, relishing in the sight of his head tossed back in pleasure. The intern stood still in the corner, just as before, but Valerie could see small beads of sweat on his forehead, and his chest heaved when they locked eyes. 
 
                 She kept his gaze and gave him a small smile before slowly lifting her head and extending her tongue towards the tip of the doctor’s rod. Her hands reached up and loosened his shirt, roaming over his chest as the shirt and vest tumbled to the floor. The doctor emitted a sound not unlike a growl, when the tip of her tongue danced and flicked the sensitive skin around the opening of his manhood. At this point, she wrapped her full lips around him and gently suckled. She had never done this before, but she’d heard from her girlfriends in Paris that men liked it. Sure enough, Dr. Ford placed his hand softly against the back of her head, fingers caressing her hair as she pleasured him, and nudged her to swallow his cock even deeper. 
 
                 Valerie kept her eyes fixed firmly upon those of the intern. He remained unmoving. 
 
                 Finally, after watching Valerie’s mouth caress the doctor’s large cock, the intern could take no more. His eyes flashed, never leaving hers, and he reached his hands to untie his own pants. He freed his cock and stroked himself as he watched her pleasure the doctor. 
 
                 Valerie had to admit that this turn of events only titillated her even more. Her feeling of humiliation was completely gone. She had both of the guys’ undivided attention, but she was far from finished. She wanted far more. She freed her mouth momentarily. 
 
                 “Doctor,” she whispered, “perhaps the young apprentice needs some hands-on training as well.” She couldn’t believe her boldness, but she also knew there was no stopping her at this point. She wanted both men, and she had to get what she craved from them.
 
                 Dr. Ford looked at her with eagerness, obviously pleased at the suggestion. He stepped back, and motioned for the young man to come forward. Valerie sat up on the edge of the examination table, but the doctor swiftly repositioned her so that she was now bent over, her bum sticking straight up in the air. 
 
                 “Doctor,” she said, turning her to face her physician. “This treatment you have spoken of, have I yet to receive it?” 
 
                 “Not quite, Mrs. Fulton. The most important part will begin now. My intern will assist me with this component of your care.” His hand reached for the amber fluid standing on the side table. “You will feel some pressure in your rear entrance here, but please do not be alarmed. The pain, should you experience any, will pass quickly, so long as you remember to relax you spinster muscle.”
 
                 Valerie cared not that the good doctor intended to bugger her — and she knew that was exactly what she was going to get. Her arousal was now at its top level, and all she wanted was to please the doctor and be pleasured in response. A little bit of pain would only heighten her titillation.
 
                 “Please, doctor. Go on. Do what you must do. Will you assistant … use my rear entrance as well?”
 
                 “Indeed, Mrs. Fulton. We both need to ensure that out treatment is long lasting. Your back door will be very well used after today’s session.”
 
                 She felt him spread the oily liquid along her puckered star and tried to relax. The intern came around the table and now faced her, his exposed manhood fully in front of her. As she was realizing just how huge the intern was — his cock was over eight inches long and as thick as her forearm — he grabbed the back of Valerie’s hair and pushed her onto his shaft. She normally didn’t care for such rough treatment, and at first she thought about resisting. But his movements were so urgent, and he wanted her to take him in her mouth so eagerly, that it aroused Valerie even more, to her surprise. 
 
                 As soon as she put her mouth around the intern’s thick member, he pulled the back of her head towards him, then pushed her roughly away, tugging on her hair. Then he pulled her in again. This continued for a few moments, while he moaned, and she almost choked. She decided to relinquish control completely as he continued to fuck her mouth, gagging her, choking her to the point that her eyes teared.
 
                 Although Valerie felt like she couldn’t catch her breath, she found herself getting even more aroused. 
 
                 Dr. Ford, in the meantime, kept inserting his oiled fingers into her now well lubricated bum hole. Her sex was getting so wet that she felt fluids trickling down her thighs and onto the floor. His ministration in her tight rear canal had hurt at first, but as her opening got more accustomed to his fingers, waves of pleasure spread through her, and she moaned over the intern’s cock. 
 
                 “Yes, please, oh yes! Spread my virgin bum, yes,” she exclaimed, briefly pulling away from the younger man’s member. The idea of buggering itself was arousing her, she quickly realized.
 
                 The doctor inserted three fingers, and then four, all the while pushing her down against the table, not letting her turn around. Valerie was loving this position, being humiliated by the doctor, violated anally. She never thought this kind of experience would be something that would titillate her so much.
 
                 Once he felt his fingers had stretched her enough, he put the head of his cock inside her. That hurt more than before, and for a second she wanted him to stop. His cock was too thick. 
 
                 He sensed her reluctance and pulled out. With an unexpected gentleness, he leaned on top of her and whispered in her ear: “Do you want me to stop?”
 
                 “No…” Valerie breathed out. 
 
                 He kissed the back of her neck. “Are you sure?”
 
                 “Please, don’t stop, doctor!”
 
                 He inserted himself again, and went slowly at first, pulling out when she pushed his thigh back with her hand. It still hurt, and for a moment she hesitated. Having her rear entrance invaded for the first time was stressful enough. It didn’t have to be with such a massive member too! She extended her hand back again and tried to stop his slow thrusts by pushing him away. This no longer seemed to be acceptable to him, so he grabbed her wrists and tied them in the back with the flimsy sheet that he had discarded aside before. She couldn’t move or push him away anymore, but somehow, it only served to calm her down, and she decided to relinquish control completely. From then on, he kept going gently, in and out, inserting only the tip of his cock, trying to go deeper every time. 
 
                 And something happened: after a few moments, her sphincter relaxed, and his thrusts didn’t hurt as intensely anymore. She arched her back.
 
                 “Take me harder, please, take my ass, oh! Go as deep as you want to! Yes!” She loved the feeling of submitting to his desire to sodomize her. 
 
                 The doctor didn’t hesitate. Ramming his member in, he grabbed Valerie by her hips and fucked her, raw and hard. The sensation was so unbelievable, feeling his giant member in her rectum, that she wailed in pleasure, only to have her mouth stuffed again with the intern’s thick cock. It still hurt a little in her bum, but she was loving it! She spread her legs a little wider as she felt her clitoris rub against the edge of the table. The doctor continued pumping her ass, and intern — her mouth, both groaning with pleasure. 
 
                 Her climax came gradually, in increasing waves, and it was relentless. The swollen nub between her pussy lips was engorged, her sex was stimulated through the thin membrane that separated it from the rectum, and her breasts were smashed against the table, nipples raw from being crushed. She came so hard that she couldn’t hold her screams over the bulbous manhood in her mouth. Not being able to take in a new breath only made her release even harder as she almost suffocated.
 
                 The doctor still wasn’t close to his climax, so he kept sodomizing her, harder and rougher, as her climax had quieted down. His eagerness aroused Valerie even more, and she was now encouraging him to ravage her bum even rougher. After a few moments, the doctor released her bound wrists and flipped her around on the table. He lay her down on her back and took her bum from the front, stimulating her clitoris with his fingers. His other hand massaged her breasts and pinched her nipples, while the intern made her turn her had to the side and proceeded to stuff his cock into her mouth once again. This brought on another orgasm for her, and she shuddered as the doctors continued their pumping. She couldn’t believe she just had another orgasm, all while being fucked in her bum! After she stopped shuddering, the doctor turned her over again, bending her over the table, and took her from behind once more.
 
                 Valerie felt the doctor’s member go in and out, but he continued to press her head to the table. He came around, and she now saw his cock in front of her face. Without hesitation, Dr. Ford pushed his manhood deep into her throat. At the same time, she felt a new cock probe her bum hole. She couldn’t believe how aroused she was at the thought of another man’s member in her ass.
 
                 She came two more times as they continued fucking her bum and her mouth, switching several times. Her eyes were full of tears as they fucked her throat relentlessly, not allowing her to look up or take in a full breath. 
 
                 Finally, she heard the doctor grunt as he pulled his cock from her mouth. He pumped his member with his hand for a few strokes, then pushed it back down Valerie’s throat. His seed seemed never-ending, and she swallowed every ounce of it. Then she heard the younger man moan. His climax lasted almost a full minute, as he continued panting and screaming, jetting off his jism inside her rectum. 
 
                 When they were both finally done, she lifted her head off the table, her hair all tangled, her eyes watery. She stayed there, bent over the table, unable to move for a few moments. It seemed the men were exhausted by their wild “treatment session” too.
 
                 Finally, the intern adjusted his clothing to redress himself. Valerie peeled herself away from the rumpled sheet that covered the examination table. Next to her, the doctor found his discarded clothes and slowly dressed.  
 
                 “And so, Mrs. Fulton,” the doctor began using a crisp professional tone as if nothing had just happened between the three of them. “It would seem that the evaluation has been a success. I recommend ongoing treatments in my office, perhaps once a week.” 
 
                 Now that Valerie had a fuller understanding of what the treatments entailed, she realized she could find a way to tolerate her husband and his severe lack of response to her arousal. She had no real desire to return to France, so she had to get accustomed to her life in America, even if her marriage did not promise to be fulfilling. 
 
                 “Once a week?” Valerie clarified. 
 
                 “Yes,” the doctor said. 
 
                 “I believe I could accommodate that arrangement.” 
 
                 “Very well. My intern here will accompany you to gather your belongings.” 
 
                 “Thank you, Doctor,” Valerie said, the blush of her treatment still lingering on her cheeks. 
 
                 Epilogue              
 
                 That evening, after she had returned home, she had a long bath full of the scented salts that she had brought with her from Paris. Once she was done, she waited in the living room for her husband to return from the city. She was unsure if he knew what the treatments at Dr. Ford’s clinic were like and did not know how he would respond. Valerie had decided to try and move past any resentment she felt towards Henry for calling her too wanton in her need. In her mind, she bore no trace of abnormality in her reactions to physical pleasures. But she had come to realize that he found this extremely unusual. No matter, she thought as she smoothed her skirts. It had become clear to her that she would be able to find this release in other ways. 
 
                 Soon she heard the sound the carriage on the path outside. She patted her hair and pinched her cheeks, checking her posture. 
 
                 Henry was as dry as ever with her all evening, only briefly inquiring about her treatment. When she indicated that Dr. Ford felt she would need to visit him once a week, her husband only mumbled “Very well,” and the rest of the dinner went on in silence.
 
                 That night, he didn’t come to visit her in her bed chamber, but it was for the best. Valerie was sure that she wouldn’t be able to resist imaging the handsome doctor or the young intern taking her, instead of her husband, and she felt guilty at those thoughts. Perhaps next time she visits Dr. Ford’s clinic, she will insist that her put his seed inside her womb. That way she could become pregnant, and no unpleasant experience with her husband would even be required.
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   Also from Kinsey Grey
 
   The Hysteria Sanctuary: Filled by her Doctor (Dr. Ford’s Women’s Clinic Book 1): “Well, if you must, Dr. Ford. Please proceed. But I need to inform you that I have never had any … insertions in ... that entrance.” 

Emily Cornwell has been suffering from the most dreadful dreams, always involving several strange men leading her to a dark tent. She cannot remember what happens later in her dreams, but she always wakes up feeling disheveled, and the desires that course through her body are so unthinkable that the young woman is feeling most distressed. Her husband, a wealthy businessman, insists that she visit the infamous Dr. Ford at his Hysteria Sanctuary, a private clinic that specialized in women's most delicate symptoms. 

When the doctor explains to Emily what his special treatment entails, she feels embarrassed and humiliated, but it seems she has no choice. With the help of his nurse, Gertrude, Dr. Ford brings Emily to new heights, delivering what he calls a paroxysm. And once his special massage is done, he seals it with a powerful dose of no-so-gentle additional therapy involving her back door. He insists that it would result in the most long lasting results, and Emily decides to accept the good doctor's unusual care.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Sold! Trained by a Gang – Nadia Nightside
 
   I woke up early at the foot of Master’s bed. My small alarm buzzed quietly, so as not to wake anyone. Right away, I stepped into the adjacent bathroom to shower quietly, and then quickly dried and arranged my make-up and combed out my long, dark brown hair, to ensure that I looked presentable.
 
   A good slave must always look her best for Master, after all. And I did love being a good slave.
 
   Around the bed were ten other men other than my Master. They were Masters too, of course, validated by the Guild of Service, but all of their own houses. Not of this one. The night before, they had all taken me, again and again and again. No one had passion like a Master, no one can fuck like a Master. And no one but me can take so many at once, please so many for so long all by myself. Each and every last one of their cocks was utterly drained by spilling into me or onto me. I had fucked, sucked, and jerked every last huge dick they possessed…and my Master was pleased, knowing I would send them back to their own houses with regret that they had not spent enough to purchase me at the auction the day before.
 
   Quietly, I slipped into a new pair of lacy gold lingerie that had been laid out for me by one of the other slaves. As my Master’s favorite slave, I was allowed all sorts of liberty in what I wore. Smooth, sexy gold stockings adorned my legs, attached to a lacy garter belt. Tall five-inch black leather fuck-me heels were on my feet, clicking softly as I strutted to the bed where my Master and the other men dozed. My impressive 36D bust, contained just barely in my tiny golden bra, hung down from my slender body as I crawled up underneath his comforter and began to silently kiss his knees and thighs. And then I moved upward to the massive pole between his legs. 
 
   Diligently, I attended his long, half-hard cock with my painted lips and wet tongue, cleaning the meat thoroughly until he began to stir. I did not bring him to orgasm—Master enjoyed facing the day with just a bit of arousal in his belly. 
 
   After I had cleaned him off, I slipped out of the bed again and walked downstairs to the kitchen, ensuring that the other, lowlier slaves had already begun their work for the day. Master had eight slaves working in his household, and I was at the top; the one who ensured all the others did their jobs. 
 
   The front door was open. Outside, I could see the car of one of the other Masters who had arrived the night before—the driver-side door was open, and the keys were in the ignition. It would be a simple thing indeed to slide into the car and drive off, forever.
 
   At that moment, I knew for certain that it was entirely possible for me to leave this sexual servitude behind.
 
   *****
 
   Several months before, I had been living in a dark, dank cell. I was alone in there; no one interacted with me. It was easy to think that I was dead, forgotten. Tiny meals came in to keep me alive, but that was all my contact with anything outside of the four walls, floor, and ceiling that made up the cell.
 
   The stones around me that made up the walls and floor were wet with some strange, warm clear substance. It had a certain smell to it, like liquid lust, and when I tried to slide some into my hands, I found it quickly absorbed into my skin. 
 
   It worked on my mind, but my mind was already pliable. Already eager to be taught.
 
   Over time, just a few days in fact, I found it impossible to have my skin on the stones and to not touch myself. The need to slide my slender, eager fingers into my hot, moist clit was impossible to ignore, and my thoughts as I waited in the dark cell for anyone to interact with me were frequently hot and full of furious lovemaking and desire. For the first few days, in fear of someone watching through a hidden panel in the wall or secret camcorders or video cameras, I resisted. Eventually, though, my lust became too great, and I stopped caring. They would see whatever they would see. I might as well feel good as I was there.
 
   This was all part of the process. This was all part of the indoctrination. I was supposed to be turned on, to be eager. But even though I had been sold into service, there was a part of me that had wanted it anyway—that wanted to submit.
 
   I was in the cell for weeks, I think. I was unsure of how long. More than a few days. Less than a month. That was my best estimation. This was all part of it—all part of the indoctrination. I was an inductee, somewhere in the house of my Trainer. I assumed I was in the basement, but as I said, it was hard to tell. Everything is hard to tell when you live inside of a stone room and eat only twice a day. The meals were all hard bread and flat water, served on a small plastic tray. I think I lost ten or twelve pounds in the time that I was there. 
 
   A Trainer is a Master in the Service Trade, which is found everywhere in the continent of Aurona. Trainers took men and women who were new to the Service Trade and, appropriately, trained them to become the obedient slaves that Masters and Mistresses expected, or any other buyers who might have trafficked with the Service Trade. All Masters and Mistresses had to work as Trainers to stay in good standing with the Guild of Service. There is a great deal of money to be had in the Service Trade, and as I sat in that cell, waiting desperately for anything to happen, I was part of that economy, whether I wanted it or not.
 
   When I was taken away from my home, the servants who took me had smiles on their faces. A large, muscular man and a beautiful young woman led me into a car. The man was a tall Yoron, I believe (he had that build and that slightly-arrogant look they all seem to have), though the impeccably lovely woman was Nator. They had different Owners, I found, as was custom. 
 
   Nators always had such incredible hourglass frames; the whole race and country were known for the long-lasting buoyancy of their women’s fertile breasts. I learned later on that Nator women are competed for fiercely in the Service Trade because of their looks, but their upbringing in Nator results in them being largely sullen and resistant to indoctrination methods. Even if that were true, the one who picked me up was chatty and cheerful, happy to calm my horribly frightened mind. She chatted happily about the children her Master had promised she would be given soon.
 
   She and the Yoron were not sent from my new Trainer’s house. Due to the intricate nature of the Service Trade, old bylaws dictated that only another Owner’s servants were allowed to retrieve those who had to be processed into service—like myself. There were too many complications when a servant tried to retrieve his or her own Master’s new servant for processing—they might dislike the new servant, or grow jealous, or somehow allow the servant to escape before processing. It was a simpler matter if the servants sent to retrieve inductees had no stake in the matter.
 
   The civilized world, in its efforts to be civilized, had all these words for it—Service Trade, Owners, Guild of Service, inductees, indoctrination, processing. Here is the truth of the matter: they took me from my home and were going to make me a slave to a complete stranger, through no fault of mine. 
 
   That’s all it was. That’s all it will be.
 
   The Yoron and the Nator tried to impress upon me the opportunity that I was getting with this new stage in my life. Service, endless service, glorious service to someone who would take care of me for as long as I was useful. I would have food, heat, shelter, even companionship with other slaves. The Yoron explained that his Mistress was kind and regularly allowed him to go about town; he even earned wages by working at the docks. The Nator intimated that often Masters had some of the largest cocks around, and while she wasn’t allowed to give any details, she had heard that my new Master was one of the most accomplished lovers in all of Talresha.
 
   My heart began to rise, somewhat. Perhaps it wouldn’t all be so bad?
 
   They smiled and chatted with me all the way until they dropped me off at the back end of my new Master’s house, where his servants slipped a bag over my head and dumped me into a cell.
 
   The pleasantness ended abruptly. I struggled and tried to protest, but it was all for nothing. Whoever held me did quite a good job of it.
 
   Then came the calm, rich baritone of a man’s voice. My Trainer.
 
   “First, you must learn what happens to those who disobey.”
 
   I protested, of course. I hadn’t disobeyed at all!
 
   “Yes,” said my Trainer. “You must also learn that life is not in your control, anymore, no matter what you do.”
 
   After that, I was in the darkness, in the dank and terrible cell, for weeks before I finally saw someone. And all the time, I kept feeling the slow, strange, warming sensation of the substance that covered the stones. 
 
   As I said already, I think there was something in that substance, though I can’t be sure. In addition to its aphrodisiac qualities, it kept me calm, kept me from going insane. It kept me from running headfirst into the wall until I split my skull open and bled out. Sometimes, I felt like doing just that in my frustration, in my horror that they had forgotten me or would keep me there forever, but always, as I pushed down on the stones, those thoughts would dissipate. I would become ever more placid and serene, waiting silently.
 
   And then one day, the door finally opened. It pushed inward slowly, light creeping along with it. It was blinding, as my eyes were quite used to the absolute lack of light I had been given up until that point. 
 
   Two women walked in. I could tell they were women by their silhouettes against the light, but also by their smell and the sound of their breathing. 
 
   “You must come with us,” said one.
 
   “Yes. Coming with us is of absolute importance.”
 
   Their voices were identical sing-songs, soft and full of a strange vibrancy that I couldn’t place. I had no choice, of course, and so when they bent down and put their warm, soft bodies against mine, I did not try to fight in the least. My legs were weak from so much sitting and waiting, and I was unused to walking. They had to help me stay on my feet. I could not make out much of their faces other than that they seemed symmetrical and beautiful even from my brief, shadowed glances.
 
   “You may want to close your eyes.”
 
   “Yes. Closing your eyes is highly suggested.”
 
   I thought that perhaps I would refuse them, but once they led me out into the hallway, I found it impossible to keep my eyes open even if I wanted. I literally could not handle the amount of light that flooded into my body. It was a myriad of sensation all at once. The smell was overwhelmingly like lemon, the sounds of other heels clicked down other parts of the hall. So much sound and smell compared to what I had experienced in the tiny cell. 
 
   I opened my eyes very briefly and immediately had to close them again, only able to make out the sparsest of details. The two beautiful young women walked me down the crisp, clean hallways. Before I could even really see their faces or anything beyond the shiny buckles on their tall, tall high heels, we were in a large stone room with a pool of steaming water in the middle. Their young, firm breasts pushed against my arms and they led me to the pool.
 
   It was dim enough in this new room that I could begin to make out more and more details of their faces.
 
   They were identical twins, I realized. Both had long, elegant noses and high cheekbones, their lips luscious and full. Each had deep, dark eyes and thick blond hair. They wore tiny red v-necked uniforms with plush lacy frills around their ample breasts and shiny, tight thighs. Fishnets decorated their legs. The only difference from one to the other was that the one on my right had one dark lock of hair feathered off to the side. No doubt the lock of dark hair was present was so that the Master of the house, and other servants, could tell them apart.
 
   “I am Celene.”
 
   “Yes. And I am Melinda.”
 
   Melinda was the one with the dark lock. 
 
   “We are your trainers. We are very excited to meet you, Kara.”
 
   “Yes, Kara,” Melinda nodded. “So very excited to train you.”
 
   “I…thank you.” 
 
   My voice was hoarse, unused to use. I knew that patience, diligence, and courtesy was the course for me. If I were to act out against these two, there was no telling all the ways they might know of to make my life a living hell. They were in charge of me for the time being, after all.
 
   “Now, you must bathe,” said Celene.
 
   “Yes. Bathing is good for the soul.”
 
   Both of them began to disrobe, taking off their frilly, sexy outfits. As they did, I finally remembered that I could speak freely as well.
 
   “Will you put me back in the cell when we're done? How long must I be trained for? Will you give me a light...perhaps something to read?”
 
   They guided me further down into the water. I was too weak to resist.
 
   As I got a better look at them, it was clear to me they were both Talreshans like myself. 
Talresha is a river country on the border of the Talresh Mountains, which stretch north and south down the great continent of Aurona. 
 
   We Talreshans are known, by and large, for being a practical people whose natural race has been mixed over the years from several waves of immigrants from places like Yoro, The Brickhills, and Imperial Hundret. Our skins are tanned dark brown from our ancestors toiling in the sun, our eyes coming in every color you can imagine. My own are a bright, almost lime, green. For hundreds of years, the Talresh Mountains guarded one border and the Tal River the other, though since the industrial and modern age began, we have made most of our money through the incorporation of textiles and manufacturing small devices like cell phones. There is work for all, though it is not all well paid. 
 
   Most of the women of my country—as I am and like Celene and Melinda—are tall, and the men taller. To be a short Talreshan is almost an affront to nature, and very quickly such unfortunates are usually driven out of the country entirely in their shame. Long ago, the few shorter people we created were often burned at the stake for being unnatural; the same sorts of horrible superstitions afflict every nation, though of course in different ways. I would like to think we are more civilized now, but I have seen too many fights start because one man called another short. No man under six foot has much hope of accomplishing anything in Talresha.
 
   Though, there are exceptions. In my home town of Prute, sitting on the edge of the River Tal, the mayor is no more than five foot five, and rules with an iron fist. He uses his shortness to his advantage, letting the unwary think he is weak.
 
   I felt like I would be something like that mayor in this place—accede and appease, and let them think what they want. Only I knew the strength that existed in my heart.
 
   Only I knew that submission was not so very bad, even if I was a virgin and had never been touched by the loving hand of a man. The heart knows what it wants. 
 
   Melinda and Celene could sense my hesitation in sliding down into the water with them. I was virginal, as I said, and bathing with two women was somewhat beyond the pale for me.
 
   “You needn’t worry so much,” said Celene. 
 
   “Yes. Do not worry so much. It’s bad for the complexion.”
 
   Slowly, they guided me into the warm, soft water. It felt nice to be wet, to have their attention on me. I had so missed the touch of another human while I was locked away.
 
   “You mustn’t harm your complexion.”
 
   “Yes. You must not. Master will not like that.”
 
   With soapy sponges in their hands, they began to bathe me, slowly. Each part of my body was attended to in perfect symmetry, with perfect devotion. They spent two long minutes sliding the sponges around my feet, and another four on my calves, and so on. The air in the room stayed warm, just below the point of discomfort, and the constancy of their hands on my body was incredibly arousing.
 
   I was proud of my body. In my town of Prute, and indeed Talresha as a whole, women are mostly known for their bodies or their cooking. Before I was sold away, I was known for both. 
 
   I thought that this was a fine thing indeed, to be both of the things that a woman should be. It didn’t occur to me that there was ever anything more to aspire to. Not much arrived in our village from the outside world—even the television networks were nationalized—and always I was content to try my best to look pretty and to cook beautiful meals for the men who came to my house to speak with my father. I did not put it together until late in my time there that often, these men were coming just as much to look at me and taste my food as they were to talk to my insipid fool of a father.
 
   The women from my village were not raised to be ashamed of their bodies. Harsh curfews were installed for men, and any found outside after that time were quickly punished. As such, women could come and go as they pleased at any time of day. Our outfits were flirty and open, baring our cleavage and hips, trying to catch mates as we could.
 
   The twins finished with my thighs, and moved upwards to my pussy. I tried to back away, but of course I couldn’t. They held me firmly.
 
   “You shouldn’t worry so,” said the first. “It doesn’t become a luscious body such as yours.”
 
   “Yes. You should not worry. We know what we are doing.”
 
   Celene continued to push up over my thighs, soft little excited breaths exiting her mouth. “You mustn’t doubt us.”
 
   “Yes. Doubting us is the last thing you should do.”
 
   Their fingers were gentle as they glided over my crotch and then around to the back, sliding their sponges over the twin globes of my ass. My time in the kitchen kept me moving and lifting always. I was in good shape.
 
   “May we touch your breasts?”
 
   “Yes. May we? We would like to clean you all over for Master.”
 
   I gulped. I didn’t want them to…and yet I did. With the warmth and relaxation that these two provided, it felt strange only having them touch the bottom part of my body. Like only wearing one sock, or only brushing one side of teeth in your mouth. A kind of sensation I can’t stand. And their hands—they felt soooo good. 
 
   “Y-yes,” I squirmed. “Please. Wash me.”
 
   The twins’ hands ran down over my large breasts, flicking gently at my nipples. Their hands were soft, warm, and magical. I thought again about how much I had missed being touched in my time in the cell. It didn’t matter to me that they were women; it didn’t matter to me that they were the first women who had ever touched me so intimately. In fact, they were the first anyone who had touched me in the way that they touched me, running their exploring hands over my tiny waist, my wide child-bearing hips. The marveled silently over the thickness and length of my hair, assuring me that it would look so much better once I had earned a proper diet and proper make-up privileges. 
 
   I knew I was beautiful; I knew that my father had most likely caught much more than a fair price for selling me. It likely wouldn’t take long at all for me to pay off his debt, but that didn’t matter. I would be a slave for the rest of my life, or until I was freed. In my time in the cell, by myself, I had done my best to accept this.
 
   Finally, they finished their job. I was cleaned all over, and wet as well.
 
   “Now,” said Celene, a certain predatory glint in her eyes, “You must let us lick you.”
 
   “Yes,” said Melinda. “Licking you is what we crave to do, and you must obey, like a good slave.”
 
   “Like a good slave.”
 
   “Like a good slave.”
 
   They continued to echo one another, pushing me against the edge of the pool we stood in. As they continued to chant, they pushed me up onto the stones around the pool and then more ever still until I was on my back. Melinda climbed up out of the water, wetness dripping from her brilliantly gorgeous naked frame down onto my own body, and slid on top of my chest. The cheeks of her ass rubbed hard against my erect nipples as she slowly lowered her hairless pussy down to my face. 
 
   “You must lick her,” said Celene.
 
   “Yes. Lick me.”
 
   The smell of her lust-filled cunt was overwhelmingly sweet. I needed to taste her, and her folds were so tantalizingly close. My tongue slipped out and tasted her—sweet, just like her smell. I licked more, and Melinda moaned, sliding her face down harder on my face. Her knees gripped the side of my head, holding me in place, and I could not get away even if I wanted to.
 
   But I didn't want to.
 
   As Melinda had her way with my tongue, Celene slid her own face forward between my open, waiting legs. Very quickly she was licking me just as I licked Melinda, though with more dexterity. Hers was a skilled tongue, and gentle, and she made circles around my precious mound with a practiced ease. 
 
   I tried to follow her example, keeping a gentle rhythm with my tongue, licking gently and every so often letting the pink tip drag across the small nub that I had centered my new world around. My efforts were rewarded with Melinda's increased gyrations and moaning as she sat down harder on my face. Melinda's excitement increased Celene's, and the twin licking my cunt increased her efforts—which made me increase mine! We were a trifecta of lust. 
 
   Soon, I felt my orgasm approaching—and I could feel a pulsing, hot tightening from Melinda on top of me. Her orgasm was announced by a hot shriek and the tightening and sudden loosening of her knees on my head. As she came, I did as well, feeling that rush of ecstasy and shame that had accompanied my orgasms ever since arriving there. 
 
   Slowly, the sisters, slid off from on top of me and began to dry themselves off, and then me. They'd had their way with me. They had done exactly what they wanted. 
 
   They had done exactly what they were ordered to do by Master.
 
   I felt violated, it was true. But, I couldn’t deny how much I enjoyed it and wanted it, every step of the way…and how much I looked forward to doing it again.
 
   *****
 
   The auction house was a bustling, happy place. All the slaves there had followed the process, had been fully indoctrinated, and had smiles on their faces. They would be obedient for whomever bought them. That was their destiny.
 
   That was my own destiny.
 
   I did not know where the auction house was—I suspected Talresha, because of the cold weather I felt outside, but it just as easily could have been Nator or Yoro. I had been blindfolded on the ride there, and the blindfold was taken off only when I finally arrived properly inside of the auction house. It was a large building, and where I was looked something like the backstage area of a theater, with lots of mirrors everywhere and plenty of bright lights shining so everyone could admire themselves or fix their make-up and outfits. 
 
   My own outfit was simple. I had on a tight pink corset to show off my large breasts and tight, tiny waist, and tall pink leather boots stretched up just to my knees, decorated my legs and showing off their length. I had on no panties, and that was perfectly all right. If any of the other slaves had on underwear—male or female—it was all sheer. Modesty was for those outside of the Service Trade, and I was most certainly inside of it. 
 
   My training was complete. I was the perfect, obedient slave, and I would follow my Trainer’s instructions to the letter while I was being sold. 
 
   If the area we were in was a backstage, then the stage itself was a tall platform beyond a door at the top of the backstage area. A series of metal steps led up to the door, and a line had loosely begun to form. A distinguished-looking dark-skinned Hundret slave in a smashing, tight business suit called out names on a clipboard, trying to organize the presentation order.
 
   Very soon, girls would be called up to be sold off to their new Owners. A number of Masters and Mistresses had already walked past us, earlier, taking stock of the merchandise available to them. The Master who had trained me, Franklin, was not amongst them. I would have recognized his handsome, moody face anywhere, even in a thick crowd like there was backstage. 
 
   Now, back out in front of the presentation platform, all the Owners sat in chairs, conferring with one another and taking bets on the order of the males and females to be shown. 
 
   As they had walked by, I could not stop the excitement that attended my heart. There were Masters and Mistresses, both, though quite a few more Masters than Mistresses. With my supple young body on display how it was, my mind raced with possibilities in front of so many handsome, strong men. Would they take it upon me to fuck me in turn, to test out the merchandise?
 
   Would they want to fuck me all at once, as some sort of test? Shower me in cum and see if I begged for more?
 
   I promised myself that I would.
 
   As I sat backstage, even long after the events ran their course, I daydreamed about that. All of those Masters, all of those huge indomitable cocks, surrounding me, each last one wanting a turn with the slave body that I alone had.
 
   Nearby me in the crowd was a Yoron girl with thick red hair and wide, sumptuous curves. Contrary to Yoron men, who were notably gregarious, tall, and musclebound, most Yoron women were plump, soft-spoken, and muted in personality. She was worrying away at her reflection in a mirror, trying to arrange her soft curls just right.
 
   I leaned in to help her, adjusting the golden clasp in her heavy red mane so that her lovely, angular face was framed just so.
 
   “There,” I said. “How’s that?”
 
   “Thank you, sister,” she said quietly, looking at me with large, grateful blue eyes. “It’s very pretty.”
 
   We all called each other sisters. We were sisters in service. We all understood.
 
   A guard watched us closely, ensuring that no undue touching occurred. Bisexuality was openly encouraged and sometimes even demanded for slaves, but it wasn't to happen without explicit approval. And, as none of us had Owners yet, very little behavior was approved for us. Guards like the big burly one eyeing us were everywhere around us, keeping everything orderly. Making sure we didn't act willfully.
 
   I had little concern of doing such a thing.
 
   It wasn’t that I didn’t have a will. It was just that my will was…muted. I had better options than having a will. I had obedience. I had a cause. I had something to live for—and besides that, the thrill of finding out who my new Master would be was positively overwhelming. I brimmed with need to kneel for my Master, to show him how appreciative I was to be owned. I wanted him to feel like a real man, to know that he owned me in every way possible, for him to understand that my loyalty was unquestionable.
 
   The other women waiting backstage were gorgeous, of course. I noticed smugly that I was quite possibly the most gorgeous of any of them. My tits weren’t quite as large as the Yoron who I had helped, and my hair wasn’t quite as long as the pale Brickhill girl in the red lingerie, but my face was definitely prettier than any of them. My musculature was just slightly more toned than that other Talreshan, and I saw that I was the only one who was observing and measuring the other women. Their faces were blank, expressionless save for a vapid, empty smile. My own smile was seductive, inviting, with a sharpened, sexy intelligence behind it. 
 
   They might have been good specialty slaves, great for a fuck or two in between fucking other slaves. But I was the only one there who would work perfectly as a companion slave. Someone for a Master to bounce his thoughts off of, and to indulge his most wicked desires.
 
   And yet, still, I was sad.
 
   I knew that I would be the perfect companion for whomever bought me. And I would obey them, perfectly and happily. That was my place. That was my destiny. But, at the same time…
 
   No matter how diligently I was trained—and it was diligently—feelings for my old Master still lived within me. He had promised me that when I found my new Master, all those old feelings would attach to my new owner, and I wouldn’t even know the difference. All the good slaves did this, he assured me.
 
   But somehow I knew I would know the difference. I would always want the Master who trained me to obey, and he was forbidden from buying me. Celene and Melinda had told me. 
 
   Masters never bought a slave they had trained.
 
   *****
 
   In Talresha, where I am from, sometimes men cannot pay their debts. When this happens, they have only a few options.
 
   They can be killed, thus canceling anything they might owe. Obviously, this isn’t very desirable.
 
   They can sell their businesses, if they have one. Sometimes this happens, though often not. 
 
   So the last and most used option is that if a man in debt has a wife, a sister, or a daughter, they can sell her to the Guild of Service to pay off the amount they owe. 
 
   My father was a stupid man who always thought he deserved more than what he had. Not far from our small cobblestone town, there was a riverboat casino where he played cards every night. He would pay off his debts every time that he was paid by the local saw mill, and then he would play on credit and lose money for another week. Then, the saw mill closed down. My father played on credit for several months, earning much debt. The casino men, they broke my father’s leg, and then his arm, and still he could not pay them.
 
   And so, as you probably have already gathered, he sold me. His one and only eighteen year-old daughter, who cooked and cleaned for him, and would have been happy to do as he said for as long as he wished.
 
   Because he was weak, and because he was stupid, and because he was lacking in moral fiber, he sold me and gave me away like I was some property.
 
   And now I was property. 
 
   And now, I was beginning to enjoy it.
 
   After Celene and Melinda pleasured me, and I them, in the bath, they gave me a bed in my small cell, and a small electric lantern, as well as a small warm dinner. It was nothing special—warmed asparagus worked over a plate of orderly Lima beans—but it was tastier than anything I felt I had ever had before (outside of, perhaps, Melinda’s pussy).
 
   Hunger is, I found, the absolute best seasoning for food. 
 
   The morning after I was given my bed, Celene and Melinda opened the door once more. Quietly, they led me through the intricate stone hallways into a large room with dark, painted walls and a thick white mattress in the middle of the floor.
 
   The two were dressed again in highly sexualized uniforms, though today the color was blue instead of red, and they had traded in the frills of the previous uniform for soft wispy lace that wrapped around their tight bodies and was also sheer, exposing their nipples and cleavage.
 
   “This is not a free ride,” said Celene, pointing at the bed.
 
   “Yes,” said Melinda. “You must earn your keep.”
 
   I nodded, hoping to show compliance. “I know that. I didn’t expect that. I want to do my best. I want to do whatever I can.”
 
   “That’s good. We would hate for this to become unpleasant.”
 
   “Yes. That is very good. Otherwise, we are authorized to become very unpleasant with you.”
 
   I gulped, my eyes widening.
 
   “Th-there’s no need for that, I don’t think. Please. I’ll do anything you say. I want to. I want to learn.”
 
   Trying to prove myself, I knelt down onto the mattress. It was springy and sturdy, the fabric slightly rough on my skin.
 
   “Do you see? I want to hear you. Please.”
 
   Celene strutted forward in her heels, sliding a gloved hand through my thick hair.
 
   “She’s so very eager,” noted Celene.
 
   “Yes. Much more eager than the last one.”
 
   That processed for a moment while Melinda came on the other side of Celene. Their hot, scented pussies were so close to my face. It was hard to think of anything else. Melinda had tasted so very good…
 
   “You’ve done this before?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, of course. The last one wasn’t so eager as you. She was—or is, I suppose—a Nator. You know how they can be. So much fire.”
 
   “Yes. We’ve had to train her for months and months, and still she is in the dungeons, and we await her compliance.”
 
   “Dungeons? You mean this place?”
 
   Celene tsked. “Oh, no. The dungeons are below this level. You don’t want to go there.”
 
   “Yes. You want to avoid them at all costs.”
 
   We Talreshans had a grim determination to us; a sensibility that was hard to crack. We would try a task, and any progress at all in our efforts would mean that we would attempt it again and again until it was done.
 
   It was absolutely possible they were bluffing. But looking at their faces, it was hard to see any evidence or guile or plotting. I don’t know if they had enough of their minds or wills left to do something as dastardly as lie in order to intimidate me. As best I knew, what they were saying was absolutely true, and I knew they would work on me until I was obedient as their Master required. 
 
   As obedient as my Master required.
 
   I was ready to cooperate anyway. But now I knew I needed to, unless I wanted to go back to my cell.
 
   “I don’t want to live in the dungeons,” I said, sliding my hands up Celene’s leg, and then Melinda’s. They were so smooth, so easy and beautiful to touch. My pussy warmed at their softness. “I want to obey. Please. Teach me?”
 
   Smiling, Celene stepped to the wall and opened a small panel there. The stones made a mechanical whirring sound and opened up, revealing a cold steel box into which Celene reached. She walked back toward me with a large, tan-colored dildo in her hands. 
 
   “You must learn to take this into your body,” said Celene, sliding a finger up and down the long length of the dildo.
 
   “Yes,” said Melinda. “It’s only right and proper that you learn how to take the size of any man.”
 
   “Of several men, if need be.”
 
   “Yes. You must know how to fuck however many men your Master wants you to fuck.”
 
   I gulped, my pussy twinging with pleasure and apprehension at the thought. I realized very suddenly that they—or he—could do just that. Gather up a dozen men just to fuck me into submission, to fuck me until I was so delirious with orgasms and so drowned in cum that I could do nothing but become their slave.
 
   They could do anything at all they wanted with me, and fucking me with the dildo in Celene’s hands was just the tip of the iceberg.
 
   I was determined to not be intimidated. If they could do anything to break me, I wanted them to try. I wanted to show them that this was my will to submit, not their decision.
 
   Melinda knelt down on the mattress next to me and wrapped her hands around my breasts, bringing my nipples to life. Instantly a slow, steady, pleasant warmth flooded through my body from her touch. Celene pushed the edge of the flesh-like dildo against my lips, and instinctively I licked it. The taste was sweet. I felt a cloud, misty and lingering, slide over my mind.
 
   “Take it in your mouth,” said Celene
 
   Melinda slid her fingers along my clit. “Yes, you must take it down.”
 
   Her alacrity with touching the female form was astounding, though I was too overcome with pleasure to really notice all its subtleties. It felt good, and then it felt even better.
 
   Slowly, I let the dildo enter my mouth, still somewhat expecting a gross, plastic-like feel to it.
 
   But, just like it appeared, it was instead flesh-like. Soft and hard at the same time. It entered my mouth with just the slightest bit of lubrication already, which tasted faintly sweet and made me salivate all the more.
 
   After a moment, I noticed there was something special about the dildo—it was heated. I had heard of vibrators, for dildos that shook rapidly for extra pleasure, but for it to be heated…
 
   That warm sensation, combined with the flesh-like feel of the dildo, made it feel like I was sucking a cock for real.
 
   The twins pushed it down my throat, ignoring my gag reflex. I choked, again and again, making odd chortling sounds. But Melinda and Celene held me in place. Melinda stroked my throat, somehow pressing on it in exactly the right way to help me relax.
 
   “Breath through your nose, dear,” said Celene.
 
   “Yes. You must breath through your nose. It’s the best way.”
 
   The instinctual panic I felt began to dissipate as Melinda and Celene continued to hold me tight and coo in my ear. They were so comforting, so happy, so eager to please. I felt grateful to have their sexy, nubile bodies pressed against mine. Their lips ran up my neck and jawline in tandem, working happily to keep me calm. 
 
   “The process will take hold soon. You must trust the process.”
 
   “Yes. Trusting the process is the best thing to do.”
 
   Slowly, my reflex began to slide away. I became more aware of the thick length inside of my throat, how it pulsed and throbbed as it slid slowly up and down. The process was working. I would have thought that the elimination of a gag reflex would have taken days or even weeks of training, but whatever they were doing to me…it was working.
 
   It was a sort of scary thought. But more than that, it turned me on. I liked that they were changing me into something new. I felt pride surge through me at this new ability I had, to take a cock as big as this.
 
   “You’re so able,” Celene marveled. “It took me days to hold it in like you’re doing.”
 
   “Yes. So very able. You should be proud of yourself, slave. You are such an incredible find.”
 
   Again, at their words, I felt pride spike through my body. I liked being praised for this sort of work.
 
   Maybe that was all part of it. Maybe that was all some aspect of what they were doing to me. I didn’t care, though. It felt too good to care.
 
   Celene slowly slid the cock out of my mouth and handed it to Melinda.
 
   “Later, we’ll have you swallow what you earn,” said Celene. “But for now, entering is enough.”
 
   “Yes,” said Melinda. “We must take our time, and train you correctly.”
 
   Celene laid me back on the bed, sliding up against me. Now it was Melinda who led the show. She spread my legs apart, sliding her tongue up the dildo worshipfully before slowly lowering it down to my cunt.
 
   “You have to be fucked properly,” said Celene.
 
   “Yes. We have to know you can take Master’s cock.”
 
   For a few moments, I thought about how his cock would no doubt be unprotected when it entered me. Celene and Melinda had told me how the water I drank every day was laced with birth control medication. But at that moment, I also thought of something even more pressing.
 
   “I-I’m a-a virgin,” I said weakly.
 
   Celene's eyes widened slightly. “So?”
 
   “Yes. So?”
 
   “I…I-I just…I thought you should know…ooh!”
 
   Melinda pushed the dildo forward into my entrance. The head of the great object was so enormous. It entered my virgin cunt slowly, pushing in to my canal. My muscles stretched, trying to grip it tight. 
 
   It passed all my natural resistances quickly. There was pain, but then pleasure as the process took over. The soft lubrication from the dildo absorbing into my body, doing its work.  
 
   “You are doing so well,” said Celene. “You are being such a very good slave.”
 
   “Yes,” said Melinda, fucking me harder and harder with the dildo. “You are being very good.”
 
   That spiked my pleasure again, being told I was good. Even as Melinda fucked me harder with the dildo, shoving it in and out roughly into my virgin pussy, Celene licked my nipples and rubbed her fingers on my clit. I knew I was going to cum soon. I didn't feel like I had a choice. 
 
   This all felt so gloriously good. I was so happy to serve. So happy to submit to their will, the will of these slaves. The will of my Master. I knew he wanted me trained; I knew he wanted me to want this dildo inside of my body. And I did, at that moment, more than anything. I moaned, my hips bucking, as a sweet warmth poured out from my clit and pulsed through the entirety of my body. 
 
   First it spread through my legs, spasming them and straightening them out, and then my whole upper body with rigid and soft, rigid and soft as I came, squeezing my pussy muscles tight on the dildo inside of me.
 
   The whole time I came, I cried out with mad, hot lust. It all felt so very good. I was so grateful to be there, so grateful to be a slave with Melinda and Celene. 
 
   Finally, the pleasure ebbed off, and Celene kissed my forehead. 
 
   “That’s very good.”
 
   “Yes. Very good,” said Melinda, sliding the dildo out of my dripping cunt with a wicked grin lighting up her face. “Now, let’s see you take it in your mouth again.”
 
   *****
 
   Backstage in the auction house, the selling was well underway. The gentle Yoron girl I had helped fetched a fair price of three hundred thousand goldoons. Celene and Melinda had estimated, before I left, that they expected I might catch as much as four hundred thousand. They were being complimentary. The two of them together—a matched pair, and so therefore quite rare—had caught upward of five hundred thousand for the pleasure of their lifelong service. 
 
   The line in front of me up the metal steps out to the platform was shortening, and shortening, and shortening. There was a feminine voice that drifted in through the speakers at odd intervals, but I could hear only the announcement to enter, and the price of the final sale of the slaves in front of me. Everything else—sights, sounds, smells—of the selling platform was completely blocked to me. 
 
   “And now it is time for one of our finest acquisitions,” said a calm, placid female voice. 
 
   Behind me, one of the guards gestured for me to step through the door and onto the platform. I stepped out, my tall heels rapping sharply on the hard surface. The platform was entirely circular, and behind me, the door was shut. All around me were tall, gorgeously muscled men. Each one with a harder body than the last. They all looked at me, their light eyes running over my splendid curves and long, long legs. My breasts rose hot in my tiny corset, threatening to pop out with each breath. Each one seemed a Brickhill man; their lithe frames and pale coloring lent credence to the theory. 
 
   The Brickhills were a landlocked country deep to the east of Talresha. For a long time, they were the sole trading partner of the Talreshan monarchy, but ever since modern times began, they had made their fortune from a strange combination of investment trading and illegal imports. Their government was unique, as far as I knew, in that it was run entirely by criminals, each with their own cadre of thugs and enterprises, and yet all followed a simple inviolate code of conduct that protected the citizenry. 
 
   But why were these men there, now? Was part of the auction to see me used and abused? To have this collection of young, hard men to push me down on the ground and fuck my slave face until my belly was swollen with cum? Would they each fuck me in turn as the Masters watched, noting how well I responded to the submission? 
 
   It made so much sense, I thought. That was why the platform was shut off from the rest of the slave backstage. They didn’t want anyone getting cold feet. My breaths rose quickly, a flush flooding my chest and neck. I wanted it. I wanted to be taken by all of them.
 
   But just as soon as my pussy warmed over with the thought of facing so many men for the enjoyment of a collection of Masters, they Brickhill slaves all stepped down off the platform, revealing a circle of mirrors. 
 
   It was all part of the show, I realized with some disappointment. They showed the immense masculinity of the collected male slaves to highlight my own femininity. It made sense, but I could not help but feel pangs of desire follow the exit of the Brickhill slaves.
 
   In the mirrors surrounding the platform, I could see my gorgeous reflection clearly, the way my corset sparkled with jewels, contrasting so brilliantly against the deep natural tan of my skin. The mirrors were no doubt the sort that from interrogation rooms that I had seen in movies about police; people on the other side were watching. I could feel their eyes on me.
 
   I liked their eyes on me. Quickly, I forgot all about the Brickhill slaves. I wanted these Masters to want me.
 
   “This slave is brand new,” said the voice. “A Talreshan, as you can plainly see. She came to us as a natural submissive. She is happy to obey and even happier to serve. Her body is all natural, no surgeries. She is just barely eighteen, and—note her eyes, gentleman. Such a deep, bright green.”
 
   I was allowed to pose for a bit. 
 
   “Let’s start the bidding at fifty thousand, shall we? Do I hear fifty?” There was a ding from one of the panels. “Fifty. Can we go as high as one hundred thousand?” Ding. “One hundred. The current bid is one hundred thousand. Is there as much as one hundred fifty thousand? One hundred fifty thousand for this exquisite beauty?” Ding ding. “Two bids. The current bid is at two hundred fifty thousand. Is there room in our pockets for more? Two hundred fifty thousand. Going once—” Ding.
 
   It went on like this for several minutes. My heart couldn’t stop racing. Within just a number of seconds, I had eclipsed Celene and Melinda’s price—and then it kept going up! 
 
   By the time the bidding had ended, I was barely able to understand the numbers that had been thrown out. It was too much—far too much! And yet it was real! I wanted to stay on the platform forever; I wanted all of them to keep wanting me, to keep raising the price. 
 
   But, a guard opened the door and called me back, and I had to obey.
 
   I stepped backstage and met the other slaves. Some stared at me with contempt, but a few rare souls had wide, happy smiles on their faces. 
 
   The Yoron from earlier met me with an excited smile on her face.
 
   “One million guldoons!” she hugged me tight, her tits crushing on top of my own. “I can’t believe it. I can barely even fathom that much money! You’re so lucky. Your new Master wants you so very badly.”
 
   I nodded, feeling giddy. Whoever bought me wanted me more than he wanted quite a lot else. 
 
   I hoped so terribly much that I might like him even a fraction as much I adored my Trainer, the one Master who I knew would never own me.
 
   *****
 
   Melinda and Celene, as sweet as they were, still had that trademark Talreshan relentlessness. They fucked me all day and night with the special dildo—and then just as I had gotten the hang of that, they started to use two dildos.
 
   “You must learn to fuck two men at once,” Celene would say.
 
   “Yes. You must learn to do anything at all that Master might require of you.”
 
   After perhaps a week of their training, finally I was to learn just what Master would want of me. Even though he was only my Trainer, not my real Master, I was required to call him “Master” at all times. The failure to do so would result in severe punishment. 
 
   I didn't mind. It felt good to recognize that I had a Master. It felt like that was my place. The proper place of a submissive sex toy like what I was born to be.
 
   One morning, Celene and Melinda woke me, as they always did, but this time, instead of following me inside the training room, they stood at the door and pointed inside. 
 
   “You must go in and learn,” said Celene. 
 
   “Yes. It is so important that you learn well, today, and make us proud.”
 
   My heart fluttered. I knew already what this meant. I stepped inside and then quickly settled down to my knees, crawling forward to the bed as I had been trained.
 
   Inside, standing in front of the bed, was Master. I had learned, over the time of my training, that his name was Franklin, but to me he would only ever be Master.
 
   He wore a loose pair of cloth pants and a tight white a-frame shirt. His torso muscles were broad and thick, stretching out the material of the shirt. His face was crafted in a harsh, handsome way, with a hawk-like nose and fierce, burning dark eyes. Looking at him, just briefly, I felt as though he could set me on fire with his gaze. 
 
   But, mostly I kept my eyes on the ground, as was proper.
 
   “Look at me.”
 
   I raised my head. “Yes, Master.”
 
   He was clearly a Berokian man. His short hair was styled in the typical Berokian manner, with curls falling just above his eyes. Surprised entered me slowly, like a hesitant lover. I thought for sure he would have been Talreshan—like myself, Celene, and Melinda—but I suppose that was only coincidence. 
 
   Was I in Berok, then? Sudden, foolish daydreams entered my thoughts of seeing the many sights that the old country boasted—going up the Towers of Por, or the standing before the Arch of Victory with his hands around my waist. 
 
   “Do you know what this is?” 
 
   He held up a thick leather loop in his hands. 
 
   “Yes, Master.”
 
   “Tell me.”
 
   “It is a collar, Master.”
 
   “And what does it mean?”
 
   “If I wear it, if I am allowed to, it means that I am properly trained, Master. It means that I am ready to be owned in a True House, and am no longer in need of processing.”
 
   “Do you think you are ready for this collar?”
 
   “Such decisions are best left to experts,” I said deftly. “I would not presume upon the opinions of a Master or his chosen servants.”
 
   He harrumphed. “You’ve got some manners, I suppose.” 
 
   He slid a hand through my thick hair and then down my naked back. I shivered as his fingertips dug into my spine. 
 
   “Thank you, Master. I am glad to have anything at all that you say.”
 
   “Oh ho!” he said with a smile. “Clever too, hmm?”
 
   “I am whatever you require, Master.”
 
   He took his hands off me, then, tossing the collar to the corner of the room. With much deliberation, I did not let me disappointment show.
 
   “You did very well with the girls, or so they reported,” he said. “But now we must find out how good you are with me.”
 
   “Of course, Master.
 
   A million questions ran through my mind, questions I knew that the girls would never been able to answer. What manner of slave was I to be? How long would my service be? Would I be able to live in servitude forever, as my heart so truly desired?
 
   But, as if by instinct, all I said was, “I live to obey, Master. Please, instruct me?”
 
   He pushed me down onto the mattress. I let my legs fall outward, readying myself for him. He inspected me slowly, looking up and down. His fingers traced lines around my torso, and my pussy pulsed with excitement.
 
   “They told me you were a virgin. How is that so? You're very beautiful.”
 
   “I was waiting for the right one to be with. I wanted it to be…to be special.”
 
   That did something to him, all right. His cock stirred visibly. 
 
   “Kneel before me.”
 
   I did as he asked, moving up off my back and resuming my kneeling position from before. My eyes remained deferent, staring only at his feet. 
 
   “Bring me to hardness, slave.”
 
   “With my mouth or my hands, Master?”
 
   “Use your imagination.”
 
   “Of course, Master. Right away, Master.”
 
   I leaned in and slipped my hands around his cock. I held it gently, letting my mouth part. It was so big. I raised my eyebrows, highlighting my awe of it. He deserved to know his cock was terrific. Very quickly, he was completely hard. I sucked on his rod eagerly, so glad to finally know the taste of a real man's cock. It was even better than the training dildo—warmer, harder, larger. I loved every inch of it.
 
   Groaning harshly, he pushed on top of me. His precum spurted up onto my neck, and he gathered it up and spread it over my naked breasts. In just a matter of seconds, he was fucking my thick tits. His cock was enormous, and pushed against my lips as he pushed his hot rod through the soft valley of my breasts.
 
   “Take my cock, slave,” he ordered. “Take it how you were taught.”
 
   Moaning, I did exactly as he said, craning my neck forward to wrap my legs around his hardness. This seemed to excite him all the more, and after giving my tits a few more forceful strokes, he pushed up higher on my torso and pushed himself completely into my mouth.
 
   His fucking only intensified as he rammed his cock into my skull. I could not protest even if I wanted to, which I absolutely did not. I loved it. He was using me. He used me like property, like the sex slave I had become. There was no thought to me as a person, only as an object. His cock bulged in my throat, and he fucked my skull so hard I thought my brains would melt.
 
   With an enormous, shuddering groan, he came into my mouth. Still spurting wildly, his seed so fresh and warm, he pulled out, spraying onto my face. I licked it all up, gasping and heaving, trying to stay conscious after the brutal, hardcore fucking my head had just received.
 
   When I was finally able to recover, I noticed a fair amount of surprise on his face. It was surprise at himself, I noted—he had not thought, perhaps, that he would be overcome with lust so quickly for me.
 
   I felt a little sliver of pride work its way into my heart at that knowledge.
 
   “You served well,” he said, stroking my hair with admiration. “I see that I do not have to teach you eagerness, which is good. But you still must be taught finesse.”
 
   “I long to learn from you, Master.” I licked up the cum I had gathered in my hands slowly, letting him watch. “I want to take everything you can give me, Master.”
 
   The lust on his face was so great, then, so evident, that I almost misidentified as something else.
 
   In that moment, I almost thought that he loved me. But of course he couldn't. 
 
   A Trainer never fell in love with a slave.
 
   *****
 
   After the auction, I was led by a pair of stout guards into a black town car. It was very similar to the one that had taken me from my first home, with my father, and now it would transport me to my True Home. It felt like a rhyme in motion, like I lived in a poem.
 
   For no particular reason, I thought about how I was no longer on birth control. They had taken me off of it—and my Trainer Franklin had stopped fucking my cunt—a week or so before the auction. With the way what I was on worked, there was no doubt that I was now perfectly fertile.
 
   Inside the car was a lovely, older woman with a beautiful body and an even lovelier face. Right away I felt connected to her in a way that I couldn’t quite define.
 
   She took my hand, guiding me to sit down right next to her. As soon as I had, her leg had slid over mine, revealing the long slit in her tiny, sparkling blue gown. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against mine, and she bit her lip lustfully as she examined me.
 
   “My name is Pasha,” she said. “I am the First Slave of my Master’s house. Or, our Master’s house, I suppose.”
 
   “It is an honor to meet you, Ma’am.”
 
   It took me a moment to place her ethnicity—but she was Berokian. Her bright blue eyes threw me off, as the Berokians so often had dark eyes the color of the night, but the olive complexion of her skin and her lustrous coiled brown hair, not to mention the fragrant accents of her speech, could identify her only as Berokian. Just like my Trainer.
 
   Where I come from, the Berokians are rightly respected for their considerable abilities in bartering and networking—and, incidentally, spying. Frequent traders, and often hired often by other countries as ambassadors for the negotiations of treaties, they are known for sharp minds and sharper tongues. There is a joke that is passed around how if you don’t think you know any Berokians, you need only ask one, and they’ll be able to tell you of every last one that you’ve come across in your life. 
 
   She was older than any slave I had seen before, though still not old, just more mature. There are preferences in Masters, or so it had seemed, for young women that were just barely eighteen and still quite susceptible to new training and teaching. This was only logical, as the mind at that age is so ripe for learning and instruction. If she had begun her service at the same age as I, then she had at least twice the amount of experience as I did.
 
   Her bright blue eyes bespoke of a marvelous maturity. It was easy, right away, to know that she knew everything I was thinking and feeling without even saying a word to her, or her to me. 
 
   “Now,” she said, sliding her hands over mine. “I know you’re probably just brimming with questions.”
 
   “Questions are for idle minds, Ma’am,” I said automatically. “A good slave’s mind is never idle.”
 
   She raised an eyebrow. “I see you’re better trained than most. Or just more trainable? The auctioneer sounded very impressed with you.”
 
   “They have said that I took to service quite naturally, Ma’am.” I turned and looked her at her, full in the face. “I have no desire to contradict that sentiment.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   She stroked my hair for a moment, and then leaned in and kissed me. I responded appropriately, letting my mouth slide into hers, enjoying as our tongues melded together. I had no sense of propriety for such actions, no desire to wait. If she wanted to kiss me, I wanted to be kissed. In Master’s house, my new house, she held all authority over me. More authority than anyone, as a matter of fact, except for Master himself.
 
   This had all been drilled into me by my Trainer. He let me know what to expect. He had been very kind to me, very thorough.
 
   After several minutes of touching and stroking and more kissing, Pasha drew away from me. She looked me in the eyes, and guided my face until I looked right back at her once again.
 
   “I want you to answer something for me.”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.”
 
   The title of “Ma’am” was most appropriate for someone of her station—the most favored slave in a given house. In all things, even slavery, there are hierarchies.
 
   “Suppose your Master ordered you to arrange a party for the most honorable guests in town. You put together a list, but a further inspection alerts you to the fact that two mortal enemies are invited. One supplies Master with fine silks, with which his slaves are able to make gowns and decorations. The other supplies Master with wool, with which his slaves are able to keep themselves warm in the wintertime. If either one is invited over the other, no doubt the merchant left out will be duly offended. And if both are invited, they will both be offended that the other has been entreated to, or worse, they will cause violence to one another in Master’s home. Who then is to be invited over the other?”
 
   I had not expected such a complex situation. Probably, I was expecting something more along the lines of a simple test of obedience: “If Master told you to kill your father, would you? ‘Yes, Ma’am, and with a smile. With Master’s cock inside of me, if he wanted.’” Something like that.
 
   I also was not expecting my own answer to come so naturally, however.
 
   “Silk catches a fairer price in the market,” I began, “and so it would be more prudent to deal more often with the silk merchant and re-sell whatever Master is able to obtain from him for more wool.” At this, she raised an imperious eyebrow. “That is, however, only if you truly can invite only one or the other.”
 
   “You are suggesting a third way?”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am. I would send them both the wrong invitations.”
 
   She chuckled a bit at that. “You mean send the silk merchant the wool merchant’s invitation, and vice versa? Why?”
 
   “Then their ire is thrust on Master instead of each other. But both would know that the other is invited, and they would be sore pressed to not come to the party when they know their rival will be there as well. It’s possible that they might try to take out their frustrations on Master, but I doubt it.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because slaves use lots of fabric, and often. Suppose along with the invitation, he sends for an order of their finest cloths. A crate, let’s say, paid in advance. They can’t very well besmirch him at his party when he’s just paid for their next several months of wages, and they won’t attack one another because they’ll be too busy fuming at him. After the party, or during, he can send a girl over as way of apology.”
 
   “You wouldn’t have any trouble ordering a woman to service someone in the name of Master?”
 
   “A slave’s duty is to serve, Ma'am, no matter the request.”
 
   “I see.” 
 
   She smiled warmly, clearly enjoying the touch of my body. This was a woman who had, for many years, touched whatever girl she saw in her Master's home, and did so however she liked. As a result, she was rather good at it.
 
   “You are to serve a very important function for Master, as time goes on. It’s not final yet, and your list of responsibilities will grow slowly, so that you learn them all well. But you are going to do for him what I did for many years,” she said. 
 
   Her hand slid against my cunt, then. My breath caught. 
 
   “It is time for me to move on,” she said with just a hint of sadness. “He wants someone younger. More able to do as he pleases. I earned my freedom many years ago, but I did not want to leave his service until he found a suitable replacement.”
 
   “You mean…?”
 
   “Yes. You are his new First Slave.”
 
   Her fingers pressed harder against my pussy. I almost asked her to bring him to orgasm, but the car suddenly stopped, and she slid off my lap.
 
   “We’re here.”
 
   The house was large and ornate. The exterior was tall and white, with wide, light green shutters around the windows. Very quickly I was led inside, seeing a trio of slaves busying themselves in the living room with the preparations for some kind of feast. I had almost no time at all to look at the house, because Pasha dumped me directly into a large bedroom with an incredibly large bed that took up almost the entire space of the room.
 
   For some strange reason, it all felt very familiar. 
 
   “Wait in here,” said Pasha, closing the door behind her. “He’ll be with you presently.”
 
   *****
 
   Every day, Master took me to the training room and had his way with me, filling my trainable, eager body with his enormous cock in any way that he pleased. I loved every second of it, and as often as he would allow me, I told him so.
 
   I only wished I wasn't forced to be on birth control. If I could just have his child, then he'd own me all the way. I'd be his, forever. I would have loved for him to get me pregnant, to fill me up so hard and so hot that I wouldn't have any choice but to admit to the world how very his I was.
 
   I wanted to tell him that it was him that I loved. I loved the way he owned me. I loved the way he teased me with the collar that I was so desperate to earn. I loved the way that he touched me, that he licked me, that he kissed me, that he fucked me. I loved everything about kneeling before my Master, and I never wanted it to stop.
 
   I knew I was getting close to the final moment of real ownership, where I would be a proper slave who was properly processed and indoctrinated. My pussy and heart sang together in unison at the thought. But there were still some obstacles I had to overcome.
 
   As what had become the custom, Celene and Melinda delivered me to the training room in the morning. And as always, Master was inside, though one day as I entered he had a dark look on his face.
 
   I crawled inside as I had been instructed to do, waiting patiently at his feet with my delicate ass held high and my face pressed against the ground. He did not say anything.
 
   “You seem upset, Master,” I said after some time, rising just slightly. “Is there anything I might be able to do to make you feel better?”
 
   “You anticipate my needs, slave.” His voice was strangely thick. “But you forget your place. No one told you to speak.”
 
   “You are right, Master.” I dropped closer against his legs, placing my face to the ground. “I humbly beg your forgiveness.”
 
   “I am upset. There is something that needs to be done today that…I don’t entirely want.”
 
   I had no idea what he was talking about. 
 
   “Never mind,” he said quietly. “Let’s do what we’re here for. I want you to tell me, slave.”
 
   I was confused. “Tell you what, Master?”
 
   “I want you to tell me what you need.”
 
   “I need…I…”
 
   In the time since I had arrived, I hadn’t given much thought to my own needs. That was part of the refreshing nature of being there, to being processed. There was much uncertainty, but no cruelty, and I found myself in many ways fortunate to have been chosen to be trained as I was. 
 
   Finally, I said, “I need to be fucked, Master.”
 
   “Do you?” 
 
   His foot came down on my back, nudging gently on my spine.
 
   “I need to be fucked, Master. Please fuck your slave, Master? Please?”
 
   “Is that all you need?”
 
   “I need to suck cock. I need to suck whatever cock my Master wants me to suck.”
 
   “Do you?”
 
   “Yes, Master. I love cock. I love servicing the cock of a strong man who knows what I am.”
 
   “And what are you, girl?”
 
   He pushed my head, almost a playful gesture, except for the way his fingertips dug into my skin.
 
   “I’m a slave, Master.”
 
   “Are you? You don’t sound like it.”
 
   Stepping away from me, he opened the door out into the hallway.
 
   “Wh-what are you doing, Master?”
 
   “Don’t call me that. You clearly don’t mean it.”
 
   My world felt like it was crashing down. I had no idea what was happening.
 
   “I…I don’t know what you mean, Master.”
 
   “You don’t want to be a slave. You might as well leave.”
 
   Struggling not to cry, I started toward the door. Why was this happening now? I had done everything he had ever asked with a smile on my face. I had been eager to obey, happy to suck and fuck in every manner that he ordered me to. As I passed him, slowly, I noticed a flash of uncertainty cross his handsome face.
 
   This was all a test, I realized suddenly. All of this together, a test. I was supposed to learn my place. I was never supposed to reject my place, no matter what.
 
   Right in front of the door, I dropped to my knees before him.
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
   “I’m staying, Master.”
 
   “Look at that. You can’t even obey orders.”
 
   “I need to stay, Master. I’ll die out there. I need to be here.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   His voice sounded excited.
 
   “Because I’m a slave. I’m your slave. I’m Master’s slave. I’ll do anything to stay, anything at all! I don’t care what you ask.”
 
   He was silent. My words echoed softly against the wet stones.
 
   “I need to be owned, Master. Please? Please own me? Let me stay, please? I want to be a slave, forever. I want to be your slave.”
 
   For several moments, he was silent. I was terribly afraid he didn’t believe me. 
 
   “I don’t care how you treat me,” I said slowly. “I don’t care if you…if you beat me or yell at me or anything. I don’t care if you fuck me with ten other men. All those cocks sliding in and out of my body, using me like the property I am. I’m yours for your use, until you don’t want me anymore. But even then, even when you don’t want me…I’ll still want you, Master. And I’ll still be yours in my heart.” I gulped, and then added, “Master.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   Slowly, the door behind me closed. In a few moments, he had grabbed the collar—the collar that he had teased me with for so many days now—and slid it around my neck. 
 
   His voice was thick as he said, “I think you’re finally ready for sale.”
 
   And I knew, then, why he had looked so sullen when I entered. He knew I would pass this test.
 
   He knew he would have to sell me.
 
   *****
 
   It was dark outside before my new Master entered the bedroom where Pasha had left me. When he opened the door, he stood in the shadow.
 
   “Turn around,” he said. “Assume the position on the bed.”
 
   “Yes, Master,” I said. “A slave obeys.”
 
   His voice was rough, thick, but familiar. My heart began to beat quickly. Could it be…?
 
   I tried to ignore the sudden pounding of my heart as I obeyed his orders and bent down onto the bed, getting on my hands and knees. I was obedient. I was a slave, through and through. My heart only sped up as I heard him approach and then slide onto the bed with me. His hands slid down my back, and worked through the thick tumble of my hair.
 
   “Do you recognize my touch, slave?”
 
   I did, of course. It was my Master. It was Franklin. But...
 
   “…how is this possible, Master? I thought a Master couldn’t buy a slave he trained.”
 
   He chuckled softly. “They often don’t. There are a number of prohibitions. But it’s not strictly forbidden. I bought you from the Guild, like I would any other slave. But…”
 
   “But what, Master?”
 
   “One of the provisions is that I have to give every other Master who took a bid on you a turn with your body.”
 
   I gulped. “I am happy to obey in any way, Master.”
 
   “That’s very good. I decided I would have them all take their privilege at the same time.”
 
   “Yes,” said a man. “We're all quite jealous of Master Franklin, here. You're going to have quite a time keeping us satisfied.”
 
   I gulped, barely able to contain my excitement. Not only was I to be owned, and not only was I to be owned by my favorite man in the entire world, but I was also to be blessed with a gang bang from a whole cadre of Master cocks!
 
   “I live to obey, Master,” I said happily, drawing myself up. “I live to obey all of you!”
 
   An appreciative murmur went up into the room—though Master Franklin held me still, preventing me from looking around. 
 
   “You've had my cock in your cunt more times than I can count,” he said. “I'm going to fuck your mouth while I watch another man take you from behind.”
 
   I nodded, shuddering with need. “Yes, Master. Please, Master. Let me serve you!”
 
   The other Masters gathered around me, pushing me, touching me. Their hands so strong and rough. The hot, musty smell of their lust quickly filled the room. I could feel their hardening cocks sliding against my skin. The bed was just big enough for all of them to surround me at once, though I could see behind Franklin a few other men whose cocks were sliding in close to my face, their hard bodies pressed against his. 
 
   “Yes, take it,” grunted a voice. “Take your Master’s cock.”
 
   I slipped my mouth over Master Franklin's cockhead, eagerly slurping it down into my gullet. He leaned over, grunting appreciatively.
 
   “Didn’t you tell me you wanted this, slave?” he whispered in my ear. “Ten men all at once, each with cocks hard just for your body?”
 
   “Yes!” I thought, still eagerly sucking his cock. “Yes, Master! Please! Fuck me! All of you, please, Masters! Fuck me!”
 
   They must have been telepathic, because as I moaned out my answers against Franklin's sweet rod, another Master put his huge hands on my behind and slowly pushed inside of my cunt. 
 
   I wasn't on any kind of birth control, I remembered. With so many potent men around, it was almost impossible that I would end the night and not be pregnant. 
 
   I didn't care. Master would take care of me. He would take care of all of it. I would be his hot pregnant fuckslave if that's what he wanted.
 
   Soon, he and Franklin were pistoning hard into my body. Neither attempted to match the other; both were too firmly in control of everything in their lives to suddenly work with someone when it came to fucking. The Master behind me plowed into my cunt hard, and I could feel his thick, muscular belly pushing down on my ass as he grasped me harder and fucked me faster in my fertile cunt.
 
   Meanwhile, I was doing everything I could do to make Master Franklin cum in my mouth. I wanted so badly to taste him; I knew that I would taste all the men around me, each in turn and some all at once, but I wanted all of their taste to work through the veil of the memory of Franklin's cum. His cock pushed against my throat, my cheeks, his fucking haphazardly hot. I could hear him grunting, and imagined him staring at all those other Masters, showing off what he owned.
 
   Finally, with a hot groan, Master Franklin came in my mouth, and as I struggled to swallow his huge load down properly, the hulk behind me finished in my cunt. I moaned with an uncontrollable orgasm as he spurted hard against my g-spot and into my unprotected pussy. But even as I shivered and took in his cum, my cunt spasming and my throat soaked with fresh jizz, a new man entered my sloppy wet mouth and began to fuck it with his hard cock right away. I reached out to try and ask him to slow down, just even slightly, but as I did my hands wrapped around one cock and then another—two others who wanted a turn and did not want to wait. Master Franklin had trained me well in the art of giving a fast, eager handjob. As the new Master fucked my mouth like it was the cunt of one of his finest slaves, I stroked the other two Masters with eager frenzy.
 
   Behind me, someone tried to enter—but was pushed aside.
 
   “I want to watch her do this,” said Master Franklin.
 
   He was hard again already, and pushed inside my slippery moist, tight cunt with ease. It made me quiver with lust, my body full of cum, to think of him so hard just as watching me fuck other men for him.
 
   Just like always, he fucked me expertly, entering my body with supreme confidence and immediately pushing the tip of his huge cock against my most needy spots. My cum-wet cunt wrapped perfectly around his cock, and I felt my need for him grow and grow as his cock got harder and harder inside of me.
 
   “Fuck, she's so good,” said the Master I sucked.
 
   “You really have a treasure here, Franklin,” said another, I think one that I was stroking.
 
   My heart swelled with pride. 
 
   The men must have been announcing their inability to hold back any longer, because soon after they said their kind compliments, they began to unload together all over my face and down my throat. Their thick hot streams ran down my forehead, my chin, my lips, covering me in that hot precious white goo that I had learned to base my entire life around.
 
   Watching the three men spray their cum on my face at once, Franklin finally emptied himself into me. Another hot load into my willing, needy fertile belly. His creampie of perfect white jizz felt so amazing inside of my cunt. I came with him, unable to stop myself. I was just a good slave, and a slave cums whenever her Master does.
 
   For a few, sad moments, I was empty, and I was afraid it was all going to stop. But thankfully, I was wrong—it was just taking time for new Masters to slide forward and to give me the gift of their wonderful cocks. And so even as full of cum as I was, the Masters closed in on my slave body, sliding their hard cocks around my mouth and then into my cunt. 
 
   I was ready for them. I was ready for anything.
 
   I would be my Master’s perfect slave.
 
   *****
 
   The front door was still open, there in front of me. Behind me, in the kitchen, I heard my fellow slaves fussing over the amount of cinnamon to toss into the morning’s bread. Very soon, I would have to tell them to quit and just get the job done. That was the most important thing. They need to come to recognize my authority in such matters, and there was no time like the present.
 
   Before I did, though, I closed the door to the open world, feeling a small rush as I did so. The car with its keys was no longer in sight, and all thoughts of the horrors of freedom and exit from blissful servitude totally gone.
 
   There was no other world than this one, to me. I was in my place, made to serve, and I would be here for as long as I pleased my Master.
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My First Time… Tied – E. K. Sabins
 
   Oh, shit, self, what have you gotten yourself into?
 
   Have you ever had one of those days when nothing seemed to go right? I have been having one of those days, for at least a week.
 
   I started the week with a notification from my college that my loans had not gone through, and could I please pay the remainder of my tuition for the semester by the end of the week, thanks. Fuck no, I couldn’t. It was twenty something thousand dollars, and what college student ever kept that kind of money on hand? Even the students whose parents could afford that couldn’t manage to keep it without spending it.
 
   So that was enough to screw me over before my week even got started.
 
   Tuesday I heard from the head of the department for my work study job that because of budget cutbacks, they were letting go of all the students who weren’t broadcasting majors. I’d been working for the college radio station for six months, and it was not as exciting as you would think. I never got near the booth. All I ever did was categorize new CDs, shelve old ones and fix the volume on tracks. Looked like I wouldn’t be bothered with all of that nonsense any more.
 
   Today I found out that I was almost flunking out of my Biology class, and I had one test left that I needed to ace or I was going to get a failing grade for the semester. If I even got to finish the semester.
 
   Leaving school would solve all my problems, but it would be letting my family down. They were all really sure that I was going on to amazing things as a doctor, and I didn’t I’d be able to face my parents if I came home a dropout. I couldn’t even consider it.
 
   I wandered home to my dorm room and found my roommate chipper as usual, laying in bed texting and painting her toenails.
 
   Keely was a sweet girl, but she was sort of oblivious. I wasn’t sure what her major was at the moment, but it hardly mattered. She was from a super-rich family, and she was only at college to get what she affectionately called her ‘MRS’ degree. Her grades hardly mattered.
 
   It didn’t take her long to talk everything out of me once she pounced on me like a hawk as soon as I’d come through the door. It was like my slumped shoulders and hands tightly clenched on my backpack straps were some sort of irresistible attractant for her, when they seemed to push everyone else away, sending a clear message that I wanted to be left alone.
 
   Not to Keely, though. She was, true to form, oblivious of any desire I had for solitude. Ever. This was no exception.
 
   “What are you gonna do?” She breathed out, fanning her latest coat of polish.
 
   “How the fuck should I know, Keely? Do I seem like some kind of financial mastermind?”
 
   Her eyes flared with an internal moment of recognition.
 
   “Omg!” She squeaked.
 
   “I swear to God, Keely, if you tell me some bullshit about a guy you’ve been flirting with all day on Tindr I will kick your ass. I have bigger fucking things on my mind right now.”
 
   “Omg, no.” She cocked her head and frowned, “No, oh my gawd. I was just thinking I totally know a financial mastermind, maybe we should call him?”
 
   I rolled my eyes.
 
   “Oh, my God, no. None of your crazy friends, none of your bullshit. I don’t have time.” I sighed forcefully.
 
   “Too late!” She chirped. “I texted him and he says he’ll help. I sent him your email address.”
 
   “Thanks.” I drawled, sarcastically. “You’re a pal.”
 
   “Glad I could help!” She beamed. My nuance was lost on her. “Gillybeeeeean! Can you hand me my top-coat?”
 
   I picked up the little bottle and tossed it onto the bed by her feet, making a small puff in the overstuffed comforter she had on her bed.
 
   “I’ll be at the fucking downstairs lounge, getting financial advice.” I grabbed my tablet from my backpack and slammed the door shut behind me.
 
   Downstairs it was surprisingly mellow. A few of the girls were watching the days soaps, which they’d recorded that day on the DVR the school was gracious enough to bless us with. 
 
   It was perpetually overfilled and had so many scheduled recordings there wasn’t one that didn’t compete with something else. It was a concession because there wasn’t full cable channels in the rooms, yet. They’d been promising that since I toured the campus two years ago. Some of the older students said they’d been promising it even longer than that.
 
   I found a quiet corner of the lounge and flopped down with the tablet, flicking open my email app to see if the guy was as quick getting back to me as he had been for Keely.
 
   She had a way of collecting guys around her that were into her and then never returning any of their affections. It made being her roommate not the most awesome.
 
   I was surprised when I saw a new email message highlighted with bold text across the top of my inbox.
 
   It said “Let’s find a solution.” in the subject line, and I couldn’t help but tap it with a little surge of hope beating in my chest.
 
   “Gillian, Keely told me about your predicament, it would be my pleasure to help you if I can. Any friend of Keely’s is a friend of mine.  Let’s start at the beginning. How much do you need, and by when? And what resources do you have at your disposal. With a proper look I’m sure we can shake something out.”
 
   My heart sank.
 
   Resources? I didn’t even have a car.
 
   Halfheartedly I emailed him back, then wandered off to get lost in whatever reality show was on the big TV in the lounge. Mindlessly I listed to the other girls in the lounge arguing about the attractiveness of the male characters, and whether or not ‘being fugly’ was a good enough excuse to send him home.
 
   A few moments later my tablet buzzed on my knees, startling me back to reality. I picked it up and the little message bubble said I had a new email from the same email address. 
 
   This time the subject was: “I can get you $40k.”
 
   It seemed too good to be true. I flicked the message open with a wave of my fingertip over the smooth glass panel.
 
   “Meet me at Dezire tonight at 9:30 pm. Upstairs, northwest corner. There will be champagne waiting. Be prompt. Dress up.  Don’t worry. We can work this out.”
 
   It was definitely too good to be true, but I was so numb with desperation that I didn’t even care. 
 
   I hit the power button on the tablet and headed back to my room to get ready.
 
   *****
 
   At 9:15 I made it through the short line into the club with a big black X on the back of both my hands. I wasn’t old enough to drink yet for another two years, so as I made my way through the mostly deserted upstairs looking for the bottle of champagne waiting on the edge of the table, I wondered how I was going to break it to Mr. Financial Genius that I wouldn't be having any.
 
   I could’ve punched myself, because I realized then that I’d completely forgot to get his name. All I had was his email, and I doubted the waitresses would know him by that, assuming he was a regular.
 
   It was a pretty big assumption. Dezire catered to a higher class clientele than most bars in a college town like this one, but it was still a nightclub for rowdy college kids to come and drink in, it was just nice enough that people didn’t piss in the corners, too. If Mr. Financial Genius was out of school, hanging around here would be pretty odd.
 
   I came to the last table, and it was the one with the ice bucket and bottle of champagne submerged in it. Otherwise, the table was empty, and the booth among with it. I had a seat and not long after one of the waitresses came by and poured out a glass of champagne for me.
 
   I bit my lip and smiled up at her. I could tell it was a fancy bottle of champagne, and I was dying to taste it.
 
   She set the glass down in front of me and took a long, elegant looking envelope out of her apron pocket.
 
   She set it onto the table next to the glass of champagne, and then fished a pen out and sat that down as well.
 
   I started to offer her a tip but she shook her head, and wouldn’t take it.
 
   “Everything has already been paid for, with instructions not to let you pay.”
 
   I furrowed my brow. Now this was too good to be true, and it was getting weird.
 
   I looked down at the envelope and couldn’t resist running a curious finger over the smooth linen infused texture of the expensive stationary.
 
   Definitely too good to be true.
 
   I picked up the envelope and nervously opened it up, disgorging the contents onto the table. 
 
   Paperwork.
 
   I rifled through the papers and pulled out what seemed like the cover letter.
 
    
 
   “Gillian,
 
   Enclosed you will find forms that will ask you a series of questions. Please answer them truthfully to the best of your ability.
 
   Working in my field I have been fortunate enough to come in contact with very financially successful people, many of them single, straight men.
 
   Sometimes one of them is in the unfortunate position of lacking for female companionship, but with no time to meet, let alone date.
 
   When such arises I take it upon myself to find someone to occupy my client’s affections, and I make sure that it is worth her while by reimbursing her with a substantial fee, paid in cash, completely up front.
 
   Nothing is required of you, other than your time and attention, but I screen everyone to keep everyone safe, in case your date goes particularly well.
 
   You may find this distasteful, in which case, please enjoy the champagne.
 
   But if your situation is really as dire as you said, please let me help you.
 
   All of your worries will be taken care of, and then some. It’s only one night.”
 
    
 
   I sat back and eyed the paper suspiciously. I snatched the glass of champagne from the table and downed it all in in a series of loud gulps.
 
   It was surprisingly tart, and the bubbles stung the back of my throat.
 
   This was not a champagne occasion. This was a shots of whiskey occasion.
 
   I measured out another glass and thought over my options. I didn’t have many.
 
   Tell my parents to put away their med school dreams, or spend the night with a rich stranger, probably not handsome.
 
   I drank this glass more slowly, still eyeing the paper like a poisonous snake.
 
   I couldn’t believe I was even considering this.
 
   Was I so afraid to tell my parents that I would stoop to escorting, no matter how high class?
 
   I thought about it long and hard.
 
   Yes. 
 
   I was.
 
   There were several pages of questions, and a medical release to get my records from my doctor. I filled them out with the relevant information. Height, weight, hair color, eye color, ethnicity. Was there a job other than hooker where people got to ask questions like this? Model, actors, probably.
 
   It sent a chill through my stomach that I tried to warm with more champagne. It didn’t seem to be working.
 
   Non-smoker worked out regularly, no tattoos, one set of ear piercings, C-cups, 35”-27”-38”, trimmed...down there.
 
   I swallowed hard and checked the box next to ‘Virgin’ at the top of the form marked ‘Sexual Experience’. I frowned. It seemed really pointless to think that someone would want to pay for the company of someone who didn’t know what she was doing.
 
   But I didn’t see any other choice. I thought ahead quickly, planning ways to avoid acknowledging how ugly the guy was during the sex.
 
   The paper only said company, but I couldn’t imagine it not including sex.
 
   And, of course, the sex was the part that bothered me.
 
   By the time I got to the last page I was feeling more than a little buzzed.
 
   I couldn’t remember the exact wording, but I know there was something about agreeing to submit to the client’s desires. After all the places I had to sign to release my medical records, I signed it without giving it much thought. Just one more line after a whole lot of lines.
 
   I put my name on all of them, and I had another glass of champagne to celebrate the end of my money woes and tried to feel like I was really celebrating.
 
   When the waitress came back she whisked away all the papers and left a business card in their place. Written on the back it said ‘See you tomorrow at 9 o’clock sharp. I’ll send a car.”
 
   I recognized the name on the card.
 
   It was the richest family in town, and they owned at least half of it.
 
   I gulped. What was I getting myself into?
 
   *****
 
   When I slipped into the car the next night I wasn’t surprised to find it empty. The inside of the sleek black limo was covered in soft dark grey leather. I run my hands over it for a moment before I notice the envelope tucked into the console in the middle of the back seat.
 
   It had my name written on it so I grabbed it and glanced inside. There was a thick stack of bills inside, and it looked like the right amount. Quickly I closed the envelope and shoved it into my small silver clutch, eager to have it secured.
 
   I’d been on pins and needles all day, but now that the money I needed was in my possession, my worry started to melt off of me in waves. I opened the back seat bar and made myself a tiny little cocktail with what they had back there. 
 
   By the time we arrived at our destination I was feeling much better.
 
   I emerged from the car and felt instantly dwarfed by the massive mansion with it’s turret dotted roofline looming intimidatingly over my head.
 
   I reminded myself to breath. I told myself to play it cool, no matter what.
 
   This was it.
 
   A butler let me in and showed me into the living room. He offered to make me a drink but I declined. He nodded and slipped away, leaving me alone with the ticking of a clock and the sheer opulence of the room.
 
   Everywhere, everything was covered in rich, dark woods or bright, white marble, or both. 
 
   I walked in and gingerly took a seat on one of the leather upholstered big club chairs. The room was so big I felt like a discarded bit of flotsam washed up in the classiest beach in the Hamptons. 
 
   Unconsciously my shoulders slumped, curling me up even smaller in the chair. And then I waited, for what seemed like hours.
 
   There was a large ticking clock in the room, and it didn’t chime, so it couldn’t have actually been hours, but it more than felt like it.
 
   Then, with a quiet swish, and a wave of the pressure dropping, there was a handsome man standing in an open doorway, different than the one I had been shown in.
 
   “Gillian?” He asked, flexing his stubble covered jaw.
 
   “Yes.” I squeaked, overcome with anxiety.
 
   “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Mateo.” His voice made me tingle. It was deep, and it seemed to resonate through the air and through all the lovely things in the room.
 
   “Uh-” I froze for a moment. Then I took a second to take a deep breath, trying to remember how to be a person.
 
   He chuckled, affably, and for some reason it put me much more at ease.
 
   “I’m- ah, It’s nice to meet you, too.” I manage to stammer out.
 
   “Nervous, Gillian?”
 
   “Incredibly!” I blurt out, too caught up with my nerves to try to be clever or cool.
 
   “There’s no need to be, I promise I’ll take good care of you.” He winked at me warmly and came over to stand next to my chair. His voice seemed like granite, strong and hard and capable of withstanding the tests of time. He didn’t look much older than me.
 
   He had on an expensive Italian suit, and everything about it was perfect. Folds, cuffs, seams, perfectly folded silk handkerchief. 
 
   Every detail of his appearance was carefully groomed from his expensive leather shoes to his perfectly ‘messy’ looking black hair. He was wearing it in a longer style, almost to his collar, so that it framed his face and made him look distinctively roguish.
 
   It had never even occurred to me that the guy I got paired up with might be hot. I thought about losing my virginity to this guy. It didn’t seem so bad.
 
   “Thanks.” Was the only reply I could muster, lost in a tumble of internal thoughts.
 
   He held out his hand for me, graciously, and with a charming smile.
 
   I stood up shakily and put my hand in his.
 
   Immediately I felt a warmth starting to gather between my thighs. His touch alone was electric.
 
   He grabbed my hand firmly, using our connection to steady me on my feet.
 
   “Are you alright there, darling?” He whispered softly.
 
   “Yes, sorry.”
 
   “Don’t apologize. At all. The next time you do, it’ll be five lashings.” I laughed. Somehow it didn’t seem like he was joking.
 
   He turned me into his body so that our hands were clasped in the small of my back and I was looking back at him over my shoulder.
 
   I caught my first whiff of his scent, strong and musky, woodsy with a bright note of some sort of citrus. I felt the heat between my thighs swelling.
 
   He swooped us from the room, walking just behind me but steering my steps through his hand on mine.
 
   We went up through the door he’d appeared in and up a flight of stairs, then down a long hallway. I got the feeling we were using the halls that had been built as servants access, but now served this wealthy son well in helping him sneak his exploits in and out of the house with little fanfare.
 
   We rounded a corner and he swept us through a doorway that was standing open. Inside was another wide, open room, with high ceilings, dark old-looking paintings, ornately framed mirrors and stark white painted walls.
 
   The room was filled with a soft flickering glow from what seemed like hundreds of votive candles in little frosted glass cups sprinkled strategically across all of the room’s available surfaces so that the entire space was filled with the warm, flattering glow.
 
   I breathed out, it would have been romantic if the circumstances were different, but that didn’t keep it from being sensual enough to melt me just a little bit more.
 
   Mateo swept into the room and led me to one of the chairs, where he set me down in the seat before meandering off.
 
   I knotted my fingers together, feeling like I shouldn’t touch anything for fear of sullying it with my low class touch. Or breaking it.
 
   “Have you eaten dinner?” Mateo called.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Good, I don’t want you getting sick later. Did you drink in the car?”
 
   “Yes, one drink.” I admitted sheepishly.
 
   “No more of that, then.” Mateo chuckled, warmly. He came over and sat down beside me.
 
   “How can I help you relax?” He asked gently.
 
   “I’m not sure…” I mumble.
 
   “Then let’s just start simple.”
 
   He leaned towards me and took my face in his strong, practiced hands. Tenderly he turned my chin up and pressed his lips against mine. His mouth was soft, and warm, and I melted utterly at the merest brush of his lips. 
 
   I moaned softly and he opened my mouth with his, parting my lips and slipping his tongue into my mouth to taste me.
 
   I wasn’t so much of a prude that I’d never been kissed before, but I’d never been kissed like this before. This was something different. 
 
   Mateo’s touch alone made me tingle. His lips made me weak. By the time we got to the big event I was going to be done for.
 
   He pulled back after a moment and looked me long and deep in my pale blue eyes.
 
   “God, Gillian, you’re gorgeous.” he sighed.
 
   “I’m glad you think so. I-uh-I bought myself a new dress.” I shrugged sheepishly, not used to thinking of myself as attractive. We all knew that saying about the three different girls who are always friends. I was the nice one. Not smart. Not pretty. Nice.
 
   “It’s almost as lovely as you. Stand up and let me take it off of you.”
 
   I gulp hard, probably audibly.
 
   It takes every last one of my nerves to muster the strength to stand up. 
 
   Mateo stands up, too, a dastardly look in his eye.
 
   “Turn around.” He said quietly, a smile plastered on his lips.
 
   I did as I was told, and a second later, he was tugging at the zipper of my dress, pulling it open as far as it would go. His warm hands peeled the dress from my shoulders, his skin grazing mine every once in awhile and sending an electric twinge right to my core.
 
   Did he know the effect he had on me? Probably.
 
   He slid his hands down underneath the dress, sending it cascading down onto the floor to land in an unceremonious heap of pale pink satin.
 
   Underneath I had taken care to wear my nicest lingerie, which wasn’t all that nice, but it looked good.
 
   I had on a classy light pink vintage style bra with little black rows of lace along the upper edge of the cups. The cut accentuated my curvy figure in a way that even made me feel sexy. The pair of panties was made to match, and it had the black lace ruffles along the top of the front, and across the entire back of the little demure boyshorts.
 
   Keely had also insisted I borrow a black lace garter belt and stockings, which she instructed me to wear underneath my underwear. She’d also foisted a pair of pricey black heels on me, but I had to admit, they made my legs look damn good.
 
   “Mmmm.” He made a noise of pleasure in the back of his throat. His hands traced the curve of my waist and hips. “Very sexy.”
 
   “Thank you.” I murmur, caught up in the moment.
 
   “Come here and sit in my lap, I want to feel you.”
 
   Awkwardly I perched on his knee, but he slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me in close to him, flooding my senses with the delicious smell he had and the warm surge of his hands roaming over my flesh.
 
   “You’re even sexier than I imagined you could be, Gillian. I know you don’t have a lot of experience, but I like that. All you have to do is do as your told, and enjoy yourself. Do you think you can manage that?”
 
   I nodded, still hesitant, but feeling a bit less nervous already.
 
   It meant a lot that he was ok with me being a virgin. There weren’t many girls who made it to nineteen without having sex, so it seemed like most guys my age assumed I’d turn into a psycho if they slept with me. It became a self-perpetuating cycle.
 
   “Good. I thought so.” He slipped his arm underneath my legs and stood up, lifting me up into his arms effortlessly and heading off towards an archway that led into another large, candlelit room. 
 
   I could feel the bulging of his muscles underneath his suit, and marveled at how much stronger he was than I would have thought. I was starting to imagine what he looked like naked, and it was very, very good.
 
   The next room was a bedroom, and Mateo lay me delicately onto a plush, goose feather comforter that covered the top of the mattress on the elaborately carved four post bed.
 
   He knelt at my feet for a moment and pulled off my shoes, tossing them aside one by one.
 
   In an instant he rose, crushing my mouth with a series of slow, forceful kisses. I could feel him savoring my taste and it sent a wave of heat tumbling over my flesh. The warmth gathered in my core started to pulse with desire.
 
   Slowly he took each of my hands in his own, twining our fingers together for a moment before lifting my hands above my head and holding them there. 
 
   His kisses got harder, more passionate, like he was taking them from me more than sharing them with me. He nipped at my bottom lip, then moved off to kiss and nibble his way down my neck.
 
   I moaned and squirmed underneath him, the pulsing heat between my legs almost unbearable.
 
   He smiled at my reaction and kicked off his shoes, coming to lay on top if me on the bed, covering my length with his own.
 
   I felt the swell of his arousal pressing against my abdomen, a hard, jutting reminder of his lust.
 
   He kissed me a few more times, and then leaned over to open up the bedside drawer and pull out a length of soft, silky textured, bright red rope.
 
   With a practiced grace he ran it around my wrists and then wrapped the ends around until my hands were completely secured.
 
   I tugged at the restraints, and I realized that this wasn't the first time he’d done this, and I immediately panicked.
 
   What had I gotten myself into?
 
   Mateo pulled out another bundle of rope, then proceeded to kiss he was down along my side and the front of my leg. He pulled my ankle towards the corner of the huge four-post bed and then tied it to the post with a length of red rope.
 
   I was trying to think of a way to get out of the contract I’d signed and still keep the money somehow, but I couldn’t think of anything. 
 
   My thoughts were a jumble of chaotic flashes, and I couldn’t get them to straighten out.
 
   I felt Mateo stretch out my other leg and tie it tight to the pole with the last length of rope.
 
   He sat back for a moment to admire his handiwork.
 
   “Oh, Gillian, you look good enough to fuck, if I do say so.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “Thank you, sir.” He corrected. “When you speak to me, I want you to address me as sir. And I want you to speak only when you are told, or when you have been questioned. Do you understand.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Good. Now. If things get overwhelming I want you to say ‘Red’. If you do I will stop and you can go. Any time you want. If you’d like for me to slow down, say ‘Yellow’.”
 
   “What about ‘Green’.”
 
   “Green means go, obviously. If you can’t talk for some reason, I want you to pinch me, and that will mean ‘Red’. Make sense?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Good, because if you say anything else, I am not going to listen. Everyone else is gone. You can scream as loud as you want, but nobody is coming.”
 
   The chill his words sent down my spine coupled with the warmth his touch stoked in my core and tore my instincts in two different directions. Leaving me feeling even more confused.
 
   I didn’t say anything. I nodded, and I could feel myself going numb. Not from the restraints, it was just easier than thinking about the conflicted feelings I couldn’t resolve.
 
   He came back to the bed now, and lay down beside me, stroking his hands over every inch of my exposed skin. He ran his fingertips just underneath the edge of my bra and panties, making me squirm painfully in the tight restraints.
 
   He smiled darkly at my response and kept right on doing what he was doing, leaning in to kiss me down the sides of my neck and across the top of my breasts. He took his time, letting each kiss linger on my aching flesh.
 
   Then he reached over with one hand and pulled down my bra cups one at a time, deliberately letting first one breast and then the other spill from it’s restraint.
 
   He fondled each of them in turn, his fingers flicking over my dark pink areolas and summoning them into hard little nubs of arousal.
 
   Mateo lowered his mouth down onto my nipple and I moaned, low and guttural. His tongue felt so good on my breast, and saying it had been a long time since I’d felt it was an understatement.
 
   Without being able to control myself I was straining at the ropes again. He pulled his mouth back and I tried to arch my breast up into it. He smiled devilishly, then gave that nipple the hardest squeeze of it’s life. So hard it sent shock waves of pain rippling through my body, quickly followed by the warm, sensuous feeling of him sweeping his tongue across it’s tortured nub.
 
   The sharp contrast of pleasure and pain only seems to heighten the feeling of both and I cry out, but it resolves itself into a long, wanton moan.
 
   With his mouth clasped around my breast, he moves his hand down to my pussy, gently brushing the tips of his fingers up and down my lips, already slick with want.
 
   “I see you’re enjoying yourself.” He laughed lightly, slipping his fingers between my lips to tease at my clit and the opening of my virgin pussy.
 
   “I like the way you touch me, sir.”
 
   “Even when it hurts?”
 
   “I-uh...I don’t know. It feels...confusing...uh-sir.”
 
   He laughed again, a darker tone creeping in.
 
   “Prepare to be confused.” He said with a rough edge of desire in his voice, His fingers honed in on my sensitive clitoris, rubbing back and forth over the sensitive little nub until all I could do was strain at the ropes and shake.
 
   When he pulls away he leaves my body writhing and tingling with lust. My pussy is aching for him, along with every other part of my anatomy.
 
   “Do I...get to...see you...sir?” I ask, gasping.
 
   “Do you want to see me?”
 
   I do, more than anything.
 
   “Yes, sir, please!”
 
   He stands up from the bed and slowly undoes his tie, discarding it on the floor, then just as slowly doffs his jacket, suit shirt, vest, slacks, and finally, his black silk boxers.
 
   He’s even sexier than I imagined underneath his clothes. Covered everywhere in carefully sculpted muscles and gorgeous butterscotch skin.
 
   His thick cock bobbed up in front of his belly and I gulped thinking about what it would feel like sliding inside me for the first time.
 
   It was going to hurt, but it was going to feel good.
 
   While I am imagine, he gets a condom from the bedside table and puts it on. He ran his hand up and down the length of his taut erection, looking over my lingerie clad body, tied to his bed.
 
   I wonder briefly what I look like to him, but before I can think on it for very long Mateo is climbing back on the bed, and kneeling between my outstretched legs.
 
   His cock is resting in his hand, still idly drifting up and down the shaft. He reaches down with the other hand and slides his fingertips into the leg opening of my panties, teasing at my sensitive skin and then pulling my panties aside.
 
   I feel him press the tip of his cock in between my wet folds, teasing at the virgin entrance of my pussy.
 
   “Do you want this?”
 
   “Oh, yes, sir!”
 
   “Mmmmm, such a slut, and you’re still a virgin. You know once you get a taste for cock you’re going to want it all the time.” He paused and rubbed the tip of his erection up and down across the opening of my virgin pussy. With a mischievous smile he said, “If you want it, slut, you’re going to have to beg for it.”
 
   “God, please, sir, please fuck me!”
 
   “That’s a good start…” He was teasing me with his cock again. I writhed in the ropes, trying to thrust myself up at his turgid length.
 
   “Please, take me, take my virginity, sir!”
 
   He chuckled at my desperation and ran the hand not cradling his length up the side of my body, teasing at my nipples.
 
   “Please take me!” I gasped, “I want you, sir! I need you, sir, I need you.” 
 
   “Ahhh…” He breathes, applying just the right bit of pressure to his cock and slipping it inside me- barely.
 
   I feel the bite of the his thick head thrusting into me, stretching me open or the rest of him. His fingers clamp down on my nipple, smashing it roughly and twisting it just enough to really hurt. 
 
   He moves his hips back, almost slipping out of my folds before he pushes forward again, thrusting deeper, opening me up for the first time.
 
   It stings, the pain a white hot knife through my core, making me cry out for a moment before I bit my bottom lip.
 
   He eases his hand from his length to my sensitive inner thigh, pinching me hard on the soft, pale flesh.
 
   He pulls back for a moment, then thrusts forward again, grunting in exertion.
 
   “So. Fucking. Tight.” He grunted, his thighs tensing with sensual bliss.
 
   His hips pulled back, further this time, and I could sense that this was it, and gasped sharply. Mateo thrust and leaned forward on top of me, burying his length in my virgin pussy up to the root.
 
   A wave of pain ran through me, as fast as lightning, but was quickly followed by an intense swelling of pleasure as his mouth fell onto my breast, licking and suckling at the hard, sensitive nipple. He moved from pinching my thigh to rubbing the pad of his thumb over my clitoris.
 
   He ground his hips forward, moving his length around inside me to touch all the deepest parts of me. I moaned, pain mingling with sensuous pleasures in my core.
 
   He pulled back and thrust deep again, sending another, smaller wave of pleasure radiating through my flesh, but it quickly subsided.
 
   “Oooh, such a good little slut. Do you like getting fucked?”
 
   “Yes. Sir.” I moaned through clenched teeth, my feelings confusingly cascading inside me. The more he filled me with a hedonistic blend of torturous bliss, the more I wanted exactly that. The amount that I seemed to enjoy the pain surprised me, but I didn’t have time to think about it before Mateo was sliding his length in and out of my pussy again.
 
   I could still feel his length stretching me, opening me up to his advances, with every stroke, but the pain was quickly subsiding.
 
   “Of course you do. Tell me you love that cock.”
 
   “Oh, sir…”I gasped, a wave of pleasure dancing across my flesh and leaving me shivering, “Sir, I love your cock.”
 
   He grunted appreciatively. Thrusting forward into my pussy at a steadily building pace.
 
   I could feel the flashes of fiery bliss building, buried inside me, urging me forward like an unseen force of nature. Muscles deep within my core were twinging, ones I’d never even known I had.
 
   His thumb flicked on the little nub of my clitoris again, and I started to spasm and twitch with ecstasy. I thrashed senselessly against the ropes, my body arching up underneath Mateo’s muscular frame.
 
   The hunger crests inside me, spilling out over every cell and overcoming me with carnal delight.
 
   When it finally recedes and leaves me gasping for air and a little bit dizzy, I feel Mateo pulling back as well, leaving me achingly empty.
 
   I gasped and whimpered, wanting to feel him slide his length back into my depths.
 
   Instead he pulls away, and roughly rolls me over only my stomach, twisting the ropes tied to my feet and pulling my legs tight together. My thighs were slick with my juices and sweat, and the soft goose down filled comforter smelled clean and spicy when my face pressed into it.
 
   Mateo grasps at my thighs from behind, using his thumbs to pull my lips apart. I can feel him looking at my pussy. I squirm under his scrutiny, my hips already pressed down on the bed. It made me cringe with how dirty it made me feel, but it sent a deep, throbbing wave of desire straight to my pussy, making me ache for him all the more.
 
   “Such a tight cunt.” He said, his vulgarity only making me squirm and feel even dirtier.
 
   I felt the tip of his cock bob against my opening and slowly thrust it’s way deep inside. I tip my hips up to help him penetrate me and he laughs quietly.
 
   “A tight cunt on a dirty slut.”
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gasp, feeling exactly as dirty as he says I am. My face flushed, but not with embarrassment or shame, with ecstasy. If I was a dirty girl I was free to enjoy myself, no matter how crazy it got.
 
   I felt another wave of pleasure wash over me, submerging me in bliss and turning me into a moaning, writhing mass.
 
   Mateo slid his cock lazily in and out of my cunt, his hands grasping roughly at my ass, watching his length disappear inside me.
 
   His fingers flex, digging into my curvaceous backside while my pussy spasms on his erection. Distantly, I hear him grunt his approval.
 
   “Cum like a good little slut. Show my how much you like that cock.” He urged, his voice full of gravel.
 
   I did as I was told.
 
   At the height of the throes of my orgasm, I felt something cold, wet and slight pressed against the opening of my ass, but I was too lost in an ocean of ecstasy to react.
 
   In another moment I felt a familiar sting, this time tighter and hotter than it had been before and it took me a moment to realize that Mateo was pressing something into the virgin opening of my tight ass.
 
   What the fuck had I gotten myself into!
 
   I struggled underneath him, against his weight on top of me and the ropes tied around me. I hadn’t signed up for this.
 
   “Stop, please! Oh, God, Mateo! It hurts so much!”
 
   He chuckles and it feels like a shard of ice inside me. He presses the toy slightly deeper into my tight hole, still fucking my pussy at a leisurely pace, sliding his hot length in and out between my clenched thighs.
 
   He leans forward, jabbing the toy just a little bit deeper, and prompting me to cry out wordlessly.
 
   He started to kiss me across my back, each one leaving a small, tingling ripple across my flesh, then he scooped his free hand in underneath me to pinch my nipple gently, slowly tightening his grip until I am panting underneath him.
 
   He edges the toy in further, groaning.
 
   “Fuck, it makes you so fucking tight, I can feel it.”
 
   “It hurts, stop, please!” I beg, near tears.
 
   “Shhh, you’re almost past the worst, the plug only gets a little wider, slut...you know you want me to own your tight little body.”
 
   “But it hurts!” I wail, plaintively, breathing quick and hard from the pain and the gathering pleasure from his cock thrusting into me, his hips pressing me down and grinding me into the bed.
 
   “If you really want it to end, use your safe word,” He threatened, but I was relieved by the reminder and almost blurted it out immediately. Red. That was all I had to say to make him stop. Anytime I wanted.
 
   “But I don’t think that’s what you want. I think you’re a slut who's never gotten a chance to be slutty, and you want it all. You want to be used, completely.”
 
   How could I be a slut, I was a virgin? The words echoed through my head.
 
   As the echo decayed, it was replaced with the steady, slow pulse of Mateo sliding his hot, thick cock in and out of my slick folds. I moaned and writhed on his cock, my pussy clenching him tight.
 
   He gave one last thrust forward with the toy in my ass, sending a flash of searing hot pain radiating from the tight little ring at the entrance of my virgin ass, and then it subsided.
 
   I sighed in relief, but quickly it became more. With the plug buried inside me up to the wide, flat base, I felt so intensely full. When Mateo slid his length into my cunt the next time, the feeling of being taken completely, being full to the brim in every part of me, for him, made me throb with want.
 
   I squirmed because it felt so dirty, but it felt so good I was cumming, too. My muscles all tightened down, leaving me straining at the ropes to curl up into a little ball, but, of course, the ropes held tight.
 
   He started to fuck me faster, making a tiny grunt of appreciation when my orgasm made my pussy seize hard on his erection. It only seemed to make him want to fuck me harder.
 
   I was tied to the bed, so he did exactly what he wanted to me, and I loved every minute of it. The way he enjoyed me so thoroughly, enjoyed my orgasms and the way they made him feel, was sexier than anything I’d ever imagined about having sex.
 
   He flicked at a button on the toy buried in my backside and it started to vibrate, sending a steady and delicious feeling flooding over my flesh, still undulating in the throes of my orgasm.
 
   There was a loud, wet noise every time Mateo thrust his length into me, and it got louder and wetter sounding as soon as he flicked the toy on. He chuckled quietly and fucked me just a little bit faster.
 
   “Such a tight little vibrating pussy. Such a good little slut.” He whispered, a mischievous smile on his face.
 
   “Thank you, sir.” I breathed out the words before I even thought them completely, and then I blushed.
 
   “You’re welcome.” He smirked, thrusting deep and hard for a moment before resuming his ever-increasing pace.
 
   I twisted and convulsed under him, unable to control my body in the midst of yet another orgasm, and this one building in wave after wave of crashing, erotic energy.
 
   He fucked me harder and harder, slowly pushing me to the brink until I was grunting mindlessly and writhing uncontrollably in the ropes.
 
   Mateo thrust his cock deep into my pussy and grabbed the vibrating toy. He pulled it back, the thick bottom of the toy popping out of my ass with an agonizing moment of sheer, burning pain. He pulled it almost all the way out, leaving the vibrating tip of the plug nestled into the little ring to tease it before he thrust it deep again.
 
   I was cumming so hard the pain barely registered, and all I felt is the intense rushing pleasure of feeling him thrusting into me, penetrating me, owning me. The feeling floods my mind and buoys up my orgasm with the thought alone. I bob on an endless sea of enjoyment.
 
   He fucks me with the toy again, then again, faster every time, then gradually he starts to move his hips in a counter rhythm.
 
   He thrusts the thick, hot length of his cock deep into my folds, then when he pulls back, he thrusts the plug into my ass, filling me up, but always leaves me achingingly empty too.
 
   I can feel his muscles starting to tighten. His thighs knot where they embrace mine, getting stiffer with every thrust. I shake underneath him, my body trembling with ecstasy.
 
   He thrusts the plug deep into my ass, grunting deeply. Then in another fluid motion he pulls it from me and slides two of his fingers into my ass up to the knuckles.
 
   I moan, senseless, loud, laden with desire.
 
   He has deflowered every part of me. He has filled me with such powerful desires for him, for more, for being taken completely, that I don’t even want to imagine what sex might be like with someone else.
 
   There is only one thing left for me to experience. 
 
   I want to feel him cum. I want to feel the proof of what his body seems to enjoy so much about mine.
 
   I can sense that I won’t have to wait long.
 
   I hear Mateo panting slightly as he thrusts into me harder and harder, slipping his fingers in and out of my backside and making me even more senseless with pleasure.
 
   “Beg for that dick, baby.” He grunted.
 
   “Please, sir! Please fuck me! Please give me that dick! I need it, sir!” I gasped, surprised at my ability to form coherent thoughts, let alone sentences. My body was so flush with my desires that I didn’t even blush at the vulgar language.
 
   He thrusts up into my pussy, short and sharp.
 
   I feel his orgasm in him, a coiled snake about to strike. His free hand clamped around my hip, his fingers digging into my skin and pressing me down into the bed with so much force I’m surprised it doesn’t hurt me.
 
   His fingers in my ass twitch, sending me into deeper spasms of ecstasy as I felt his cock throbbing deep inside me.
 
   My body trembles, wrapped around him tight, his body still filling mine completely. Slowly he slipped his fingers from my ass, then he brought his elbows down so that he could lay across my length without crushing me.
 
   The weight of his body was nice, and with his arms around me I felt so safe and protected, even if it was by the person who’d done crazier things to me than anyone else I’d ever known.
 
   “Gillian, that was amazing. Your cunt feels so good. And you certainly seemed like you seemed like you enjoyed yourself.” He whispered, his breath hot on my ear, before he rolled to the side and undid the ropes. 
 
   I stayed silent, my mind still confused about what I’d been told I would like about sex by magazines and stuff versus what I’d actually enjoyed.
 
   Some of the things I liked seemed so...raunchy.
 
   “I did have fun.” I admitted hesitantly, once all the ropes were off.
 
   “If you really mean that, I’d love to take you out on an honest to God date sometime. Sex this good doesn’t come along every day.” He winked at me, and we both smiled.
 
   Whatever I’d gotten myself into, I was going to enjoy it.
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   I Love It (10 Intense Stories to Keep the Passion Alive): These stories go to show that just because you're in love doesn't mean you can't get it hard, it simply means you also get to cuddle afterwards. The women in this set are left with quivering legs, but whether that's because of the magic words or because of more... physical means is hard to decide!
 
   Shameless Curves (8 BBW and the Ripped Studs who Took Them for the Ride of Their Lives!): The men in these stories are sick to death of taking the usual girls home only to find them unable to handle the kind of hard and unprotected love they like to dish out. When they find their BBW, they finally discover what it's like to go to bed with a real woman, and they absolutely will not hold back.
 
   Submit to the Man of the House (Ten Brats who Give him Anything he Wants): The brats in these stories are about to give up their most carefully guarded treasures for flaunting those perfect little fertile bodies in front of the men of their houses. When these men decide that it's time for the little princesses to give them an heir, it's going to happen just the way they like it. Hard, unprotected and all night long even if it is the brat's first time.
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