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My relationship with men has always been...
uneven. I don't mean with individual men, though that too, I
suppose, I mean with the whole fucking gender.

And I use that pejorative term knowingly.
That 'fucking' gender. Because it seems to me that fucking is about
all that gender cares about. At least that's what it's demonstrated
to me since I hit puberty.

I don't mean this to come off as one of those
'poor me' rants, where the beautiful girl whines because men are
always flinging themselves at her feet. But in a sense, that is how
I feel. Yes, I'm happy to be considered beautiful. I exercise a
lot, but I can't take credit for having the body I do, except in
the sense I keep it fit.

I won the DNA lottery as far as looks go. I'm
blonde, beautiful, and have a fit, trim, firm, voluptuous body with
nice skin. I'm the envy of my girlfriends and the subject of every
lurid fantasy the guys around me have in their repertoire.

Which is not a bad place to be. I admit
it.

But it gets tiresome to not be able to walk
down the street without guys leering at me, whistling at me,
calling out compliments (which are sometimes obscene) directed
mostly at my body parts, and getting stared at everywhere I go.

My girlfriend Chloe is cute, if not gorgeous,
and has a nice body, even if it isn't voluptuous as mine. She has
no problem finding dates and isn't assaulted with male lust every
time she steps out in public.

If I go anywhere alone in public some guy or
guys will sidle up to me to introduce themselves and ask for my
phone number. If I go into a crowd I'll get groped. And that's
wearing normal clothes. It's worse at the beach, believe me. Every
guy I pass is stripping me naked in their mind and running an
X-rated porn flick with the two of us as the stars.

If I'm meeting anyone at a restaurant I want
them to go in first because it reduces the likelihood some guy will
come and sit down and ask for my name.

I wouldn't take such issue with it all if
they were all polite, by the way. But they're often rude,
especially when I say no as nicely as possible. Then they can get
really angry and start snarling insults (usually obscene) about
what a stuck up bitch I am.

Working for a living in a job that has a lot
of public contact presents its own issues. I worked as a server at
a restaurant and got great tips, but also got asked my phone number
all the time. Men flirted with me and I almost felt like I had to
flirt back to get that tip – even though they were two or three
times my age!

I did babysitting, and that was cool, except
for the single fathers hitting on me. I worked selling tickets at
the local football stadium, but lots of guys kept asking me my name
and phone number. I was a camp counselor and all the young boys had
crushes on me and all the male counselors tried to get me
alone.

So I knew I wanted a job that wasn't in any
way related to customer service. But I'm not built to work in a
warehouse or something so I needed to go to college. Only problem
with that is I have no money. Well, I was able to get a loan from
the government and got accepted to college, where I'm taking
accounting.

I like numbers, and Accounting seemed like a
job where I'd be largely left alone. So I showed up at school and
found my dorm room roommate was a fat feminist who was insanely
jealous of me and seems to have this cliche'd view of blondes as
hyper-sexual nymphomaniac sluts. Which, given she's not exactly
inundated with offers from men just pisses her off even more.

After taking as many sneering comments as I
wanted to put up with I put in for a transfer and wound up with a
quiet Chinese girl who pretty much leaves me alone. In the
meantime, I found my Accounting classes mostly full of male nerds
whose tongues practically hung out of their mouths every time they
looked at me.

And that's with me wearing a long, loose
skirt and sweatshirt.

I can't exactly hide my face, after all.

Anyway, I did get a government loan, but it's
not super generous. So even before I arrived I started looking for
a part-time job. Unfortunately, in a college town, they're hard to
find. Unless, of course, I wanted to work as a server at a
nightclub, wear low cut tops and short skirts to get tips, and put
up with being groped every night.

So months passed and I didn't find anything.
After the Christmas break, my money was at a really low ebb. I went
to the job board at the student union a couple of times a week to
check, and occasionally jotted down numbers, only to find out the
jobs were already filled by the time I called.

And then I saw a card which caught my
attention. It was for a nude art model. I laughed a little when I
saw it, surprised they'd put such a thing up. Then again, there was
an art school attached to the college. And a more sophisticated
person, like the one I was hoping to become and associate with in
the future, wouldn't automatically think of that as related to
sex.

Still, no way was I taking off my clothes in
front of a class of sophomore would-be artists. I'm not ashamed of
my body. I'm proud of it. I look at myself in the mirror from time
to time with a certain amount of vanity. I know how good I look
naked. God knows none of the boys who I've slept with has ever been
less than enthusiastic about the sight of me.

But in public, at least, I've been
downplaying my body since adolescence in order to not have to put
up with constant leering and panting males.

But the words right under the heading made me
blink. It wasn't for an art school or class. It said 'Female
artist, renowned in her field, seeks fine art nude female model for
private studio work. $25-$50hr. Time negotiable.'

The amount made my eyes widen. So did the
time being negotiable. I wondered if private studio meant just her.
I could do that! I mean, it would be a little weird, granted. But
if there were no men around I could just, like, sit around naked
while she painted a picture of me or something.

It wasn't exactly my preferred job. If it
worked out it would be boring sitting around naked. But if I could
do it whenever I had the time and for that amount of money... Well,
I was starting to get anxious counting my money every day and that
was starting to stress me out. I needed some income.

I hesitated, but I'd already lost several
jobs by waiting too long to call, so I finally worked up the
courage to call the number.

“Uh, hi,” I said. “I'm calling about your ad
for a uhm, fine art nude model.”

“Have you ever modeled before?” she
asked.

My heart sank. “Well, no.”

I thought I heard a sigh.

“Are you shy?”

“I don't think so, no. I mean, I might have
issues in a big room full of people but... uh, is it – .”

“Just me. Well, I'm guessing you don't have a
portfolio you can send me.”

“A what?”

“Pictures of yourself.”

“Well, I have some pictures.”

“Nude?”

“Uhm...”

“Never mind. You wouldn't want to send them
to a stranger if you had them. Send me a few pictures of yourself
and if you look presentable you can come for an interview. I warn
you the interview will involve you being nude so I can see if you
fit.”

“Uhm, okay. How much does it pay?”

“That depends entirely on how good a model
you are,” she said firmly.

“Okay.”

She gave me her email address and I opened my
laptop and brought up pictures of myself – with my back to the wall
in the library, of course, and selected several where my body was,
well, not that heavily covered, shall we say. I dithered about it,
but then included a bikini shot. Then I sent them off to the email
address.

“This is so fucking weird,” I said aloud to
myself.

The thought of posing naked was making me
argue with myself – again. But it was only a woman so... And how
many people saw a painting anyway? And even in the unlikely event
the face looked like mine I could just shrug and call it a
coincidence.

I got an email reply fairly quickly, which
gave me an address and asked me when I could come and meet her.

I didn't see any reason to delay, so we set
something up for that evening.

Which made my chest tighten with anxiety.
Believe me, I had a big problem about what to wear! Even my
underwear caused me anxiety! Like, I didn't want to wear sexy
lingerie. But I didn't own any granny panties. I finally settled on
a black jockey bikini and matching athletic bra. Not sexy, but not
granny.

Then I decided to wear a long denim dress
which simply zipped up from the hem to the neck. Easy to get into
and out of. I googled the address and then took a bus to within
half a dozen blocks and walked from there. I'm not sure what I was
expecting, and probably should have done a street view, but the
address was a tall condo.

That made me doubtful, especially since she
hadn't given me an apartment number. I was there, though, so I went
in and found a man in a suit behind a counter. Looking around, it
looked like a pretty fancy building, with a marble floor, high
ceiling, and beautiful crystal chandeliers.

“May I help you?” the guy behind the desk
said.

“Uhm, I'm here to see Ms. Rachel.”

He nodded and picked up a phone behind the
desk. “Your guest is here, Ms. Rachel,” he said.

He hung up and gestured towards the sofas set
against the wall.

“She'll be down momentarily. Won't you take a
seat?”

I nervously agreed, though I would have
preferred to pace.

It was maybe five minutes later when one of
the elevators opened and a tall, dignified looking black woman who
might have been forty came out. She strode across the hall towards
me on long legs and held her hand out as I stood up.

“I'm Elizabeth Rachel,” she said.

“Uhm, Tori Shepherd,” I replied.

“Come with me,” she said, turning and walking
back to the elevator.

I licked my lips and followed. She was silent
in the elevator and didn't look at me. She pressed a button marked
P and we rode up about thirty floors in silence. The elevator gave
onto a narrow corridor with these sort of crystal wall sconces
alongside double wooden doors. The doors weren't locked and she led
me in.

There was a large apartment beyond, but I
didn't get much time to study it as she led me up another flight of
stairs and then down a hall to a room at the end. It was a corner
room, with floor to ceiling glass walls to let in a lot of light.
It was also an artist's studio, with cabinets with paint brushes,
paint, paper, and a variety of what looked like general artists'
supplies.

There was a kind of screen set against one of
the walls, which was pulled down to the floor. It was a simple
green color. There were several easels around, and also a tripod
with a camera on it.

“Your pictures were obviously satisfactory,”
she said, turning to me. “How often and for what length of time can
you make yourself available?”

“Well, I need money,” I confessed. “I can
come on weekends and after school Fridays.”

“What about other evenings?”

“I have to study,” I said.

“It need not take a long time.”

“It takes me time to get the bus and then
walk here from the nearest stop.”

“I can have you driven here with Uber or
something.”

“Oh, well – .”

“Presuming you have the body under there
which matches the promise of the bikini. Would you like to go
behind that screen and get undressed?”

I licked my lips nervously, then took a deep
breath and nodded. I went behind the screen and found a long white
terrycloth robe. In short order I was wearing nothing but the robe
as I walked anxiously back around the screen.

She had placed a simple wooden chair in front
of the screen and pulled down a different screen, this one had a
kind of forest scene on it.

“Take off the robe and stand in front of the
chair, please.”

Moment of truth! I gulped, then, feeling my
face heat up, I opened the robe and let it slide off.

This was so weird!

She looked me up and down carefully and my
face got hotter.

“Hands behind your head, please.”

I gulped and put my hands behind my head.

“Shift your feet apart and arch your
back.”

I flushed even more but obeyed.

“Good. Good.”

She walked closer, then walked around behind
me then around front again.

“Hands at your sides, please.”

I dropped my arms to stand straight – and
naked – in front of her.

“Turn.”

I turned around.”

“Put your hands on the seat of the chair,
please.”

Yikes!

I couldn't refuse at this point, though. My
heart was pounding and my pulse racing as I bent over in front of
her and put my hands on the chair.

She moved from side to side, then came around
beside me.

“Put your hands on the back of the chair,
Please.”

Confused, I obeyed and she looked at my
breasts hanging below me, which made my mind squirm anew. I
wondered if she was gay. She had very short hair. Was she a
lesbian? Was she staring at my body because she was hot for
me!?

“Good,” she said, moving behind me again.

“Straighten up, turn and sit down.”

Relieved I did as she said.

“You have an excellent body,” she said. “Your
breasts are surprisingly firm for being so full. And your skin is
remarkably free of blemishes or marks. You're a pretty girl, as
well, and I can do a lot with that hair.”

She held up her hand to stop me replying.

“These are not compliments, Tori. Do you mind
if I call you Tori?”

“Uhm, no.”

“I'm simply stating fact. So you have
excellent physical assets. So what will decide how useful you are
will depend on what's in here,” she said, poking her finger lightly
at my forehead.

She pulled over an easel and then rolled a
cart over beside it.

“I'm sure you'll get used to being seen
nude,” she said. “Which will take care of that blush.”

I felt like blushing even more!

“Patience and obedience to orders are the
hallmarks of a good model,” she said. “It's hard to turn your mind
off and hold in a position for some time without moving.”

She pressed a button on a remote and blinds
slid down over the windows. Not because she was worried about
anyone seeing me since no other building was nearby at this level,
but to reduce the light, I guessed. Then she brought over a light
on a stand and set it on my right side, turning it on.

“Shadows play a major part in how one draws
the human body,” she said.

She took some things out of a cabinet, then
set a large pad on the easel.

“I'm going to draw you – roughly – in
charcoal pencil. Put your hands behind your neck and pull your
elbows back,” she said.

Licking my lips nervously, I obeyed, and she
came closer, then reached out and gripped my arms, pulling my
elbows back more.

“Look up. No, not straight up. Look up, say,
at the corner behind me. You can close your eyes if you wish.”

She went over to the lamp and did something
to it so the light was a lot more yellowy.

“Spread your legs wide apart, Tori,” she
said.

I gulped and shifted my feet apart on the
floor.

“Wider. You need to get used to the idea that
your body is beautiful and that displaying it is not shameful,” she
said firmly.

It still made me cringe to spread my legs so
wide in front of her!

“Head back,” she said, putting her fingers
under my chin to raise it.

“Keep your face calm, almost sleeping.
Relax.”

It was incredibly embarrassing! I was aware
my nipples were very hard, too and was petrified she'd think I was
excited or something! But she didn't seem to notice or more likely
care.

She went back behind the easel and picked up
some kind of pencil.

“Don't look at me. Look up to where the wall
behind me meets the ceiling.”

I raised my eyes obediently as she started to
sketch something on the paper.

This was so freaky!

Her hand moved on the paper, which I noticed
because I kept flicking my eyes towards her.

“Look at the ceiling behind me,” she
said.

I blushed and tried to ignore her. But of
course, I couldn't forget I was sitting naked here with my legs
spread right in front of someone!

She sketched some more.

“Raise your knees more,” she said. “So only
the balls of your feet are touching the floor.”

Gulping, I obeyed and she kept sketching – I
guess. I was staring up at the place where the ceiling met the wall
behind her!

This was such a … a completely... naked pose!
I mean, I wasn't hiding anything! Yikes! Maybe that was the point.
If I could pose like this then I could pose just about any way.
Still, it made me feel very weird. I felt like... like an
exhibitionist or something!

I was also wondering what she was thinking of
me. Was she thinking I was some kind of blonde slut posing like
this naked? Probably not. Probably she had people posing for her
all the time. Still, the only people who saw me naked were lovers
and so I wondered if she was lesbian again. Did she want me? Was
she getting off looking at me like this?

Thinking of that made me self-conscious but I
didn't feel threatened or anything, like I would have if she was a
man. If she came onto me I'd just say no. Though the thought of her
coming onto me made my mind squirm again. She was an
attractive-looking woman, though kind of... tall and... stern.

“What are you taking at the university?” she
asked.

I was startled out of my reverie and flicked
my eyes down to her.

“No, don't look at me.”

I jerked my eyes up again.

“I'm taking Accounting,” I said.

“Really? Do you like numbers?”

“They're... predictable,” I said.

“I always hated Math, myself. Was never very
good at it.”

It was so weird making polite conversation
with a woman while I was naked with my legs spread!

“Don't arch too much,” she said, interrupting
me.

She came back and gripped my arm, then drew
me a bit foreword.

“Keep your elbows back, though.”

She returned to her easel.

“You were telling me where you're from.”

“Uhm, Pittsburgh,” I said.

“That's a lovely city.”

“It is? Most people don't think so.”

“Most people didn't know it when it was
Steeltown. It was remarkably ugly then. It's vastly improved since.
Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Not at the moment.”

“What do your parents think of you taking
Accounting?”

“They're fine with it. I mean, I suppose
they'd prefer I become a doctor or lawyer or something. But no way
would I make a doctor. Blood and gore would freak me out. I could
do a lawyer, I suppose, but they make you work ten and twelve-hour
days.”

“Yes, so my son tells me. He's at college.
Not yours. He's in California. So do you intend to tell your
parents about your new job?”

“Uhm, no,” I said as she chuckled.

“We're so ridiculously shy about showing our
bodies,” she sighed. “Even girls like you who have incredibly
beautiful bodies. Men are less shy, I find. All that 'hide your
body' stuff is mostly dumped onto girls not boys.”

She moved forward again, gripping my forearms
and adjusting them, then stepping back.

“My... feet are kind of getting sore,” I
said.

“Noted. I'm almost done your lower body. I'll
let you shift when I move up a bit.”

She started with my legs? I would have
thought she'd have started with my head, but what did I know.

“If you lean back a bit there'll be less
pressure on your feet,” she said.

I did as she suggested. Of course, that
arched my back too, but she didn't seem to object.

I was getting less embarrassed but my feet
were still aching. After a while, they started to really ache and I
started to lower my heels.

“All right. We'll try something else that's
easier on your feet,” she said.
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She wheeled a square... podium of some kind
over and had me kneel on it.

“Sit on your heels,” she said. “No, feet flat
on the stand, the backs of your feet facing down. Good, now spread
your knees wide and look straight up above you. Hands behind you on
the stand so you don't fall backward.”

She flipped the paper she'd been drawing on
and started a new one. I wondered if I'd failed because I hadn't
been able to keep my feet in position.

Now I was looking straight up, my hands flat
on the wooden surface behind me. My shoulders were back and my
breasts were thrust up and out.

Ms. Rachel adjusted the lighting a few times,
then resumed drawing. Then she came over to me and combed her
fingers through my hair.

“Don't move,” she said.

She pulled my hair back tightly from my
forehead and then tied it into a bun behind me.

“I want the shape of your face unhidden by
your hair.”

I felt weird again. Being naked like this, in
this position, with a virtual stranger touching me, drawing my hair
back, looking down at me.

I felt a sudden strange dark thrill very low
in my abdomen and blinked uncertainly. Yes, this was starting to
turn me on! I didn't understand why except that flaunting my naked
body for people was always accompanied by sex.

I'd never had sex with a girl before, though
I'd fooled around some in high school. And she was way older than
me. Of course, that would mean she had way more experience and knew
more. I felt this strange, breathless vision of me and her together
naked, and blushed again.

She returned to the easel and, presumably,
though I couldn't see her, continued her drawing.

This was so freaky!

“You have excellent breasts,” she said. “And
perfect little nipples.”

I cringed. People don't compliment you on
your nipples! Well, except lovers. Then again, it wasn't like I
often showed my nipples to anyone else. Maybe a doctor but that
wouldn't exactly be an appropriate statement from her or him. Ms.
Rachel, though, was commenting on my looks because it was my looks
I was selling. So I got that it wasn't inappropriate. It was still
weird, though.

And I kept turning over that idea she might
be gay, might be looking at me with something other than artist's
eyes. Was she imagining us together in bed!? Yikes!

And worse was to come.

“Do you have your pubic area every day?”

I cringed even more.

“Not every day,” I gulped.

“You have a really nice vagina.”

I blinked, startled.

“Nice, small, tight, neat labia. A lot of
women would kill to have a vagina like yours.”

Yikes!

“You should get laser hair removal. Even
shaving doesn't give the vaginal area the smooth look of laser hair
removal.”

“I-I wasn't intending to become a model,” I
gulped.

“And yet, here you are. Besides, you wouldn't
have to shave again, or your legs. I'd get those done too. It's
simply a huge time saver. I had mine done years ago.”

“I uhm, don't have the money at the moment,”
I gulped.

“No, I suppose not. Perhaps if you become a
regular I'll spring for it myself.”

That startled me! Why would she do that?!
Then again, it looked like she had a lot of money.

I was starting to get stiff and that made me
kind of shift around a little to ease the aching.

“You're moving too much, Tori,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said. “My back and arms are
starting to ache.”

“Take a break. Stand up, move around. Swing
your arms.”

Which made sense except I was naked! Still,
I'd been kneeling naked with my legs spread for some time so I was
starting to get less self-conscious. I stood up and rolled my head
and shifted my arms around.

“We'll try another pose.”

“How many pictures are you going to draw?” I
asked uncertainly.

“I haven't finished one yet, girl. That would
require you to remain in the same position for longer, which you
cannot do. At least not unless I tie you in position. Care to try
that?”

“Uhm, no.”

“Didn't think so. But I can start one and
then continue it as you resume the pose another time.”

She swept up the paper and started on a new
one.

“Just stand there, but put your hands behind
your back and press your hands flat together.”

“Huh?”

“With your fingers aimed up.”

“As if you're praying, but behind your
back.”

She came around behind me and took my hands
and lifted them up higher behind me, pressing my palms
together.

“Stand straight. Shoulders back. No need to
arch. Your breasts look fine like this. The reason to arch is to
tighten the skin across your breasts so they're firmer and harder.
But that's really not a necessity for you. You must exercise a
lot.”

“Not a lot,” I said. “But... some.”

“Given their size, you'd better, else they'll
start to sag eventually.”

Her hands came up under my breasts then, but
flat, pressing up against the underside of my breasts, but not as
if cupping them.

“Yes, very firm,” she said as I blushed.

She went back behind her easel.

“Stop blushing,” she said.

“It's not something I can control,” I said in
annoyance.

“It annoys me how women are taught to be
ashamed of their body.”

“I'm not ashamed of my body!” I
protested.

“I draw men and they never blush. They're
proud of their bodies. They're taught to be. Only girls are taught
to hide themselves or to consider themselves immoral for letting
people see too much leg, or breast. It's similar to society's
attitude towards sex. Men are never judged for having sex like
women are. Head back a little.”

I jerked my chin up a bit more, my mind still
a little swirly from her having touched my breasts. Granted, she'd
touched them in a kind of clinical way, but still. She did have
really short hair! Did that mean she was gay? Then again she was
Black and black women sometimes had short hair.

“Oh, say, there's an idea,” she said.

“What?”

She moved away from her easel and then
rummaged among the cupboards. She came out with some thin cord,
then took a piece of paper and wrote something on it. She returned
and tied the cord around me so the piece of paper was on my
stomach. Then she undid my hair and brushed it out with her
fingers.

“What's it... say?” I asked, trying to read
upside down.

“It says' for sale'.”

I blinked at her, startled.

“Think of it as a feminist statement,
dear.”

“I don't understand.”

“Aren't all women for sale, through history?
Weren't we given away for chickens and cows and mules to men to own
us? Much like slaves? I think we only started having a say in who
we were married to a hundred or so years back. Before that, it was
arranged by our fathers.”

“I thought it was the father who had to pay
someone to take their daughter off their hands,” I said.

“In some places. In sane places, it was the
reverse. Nowadays, how much do you think rich men would pay for a
girl like you to be their... companion?”

I was confused.

“If it were legal to buy women.”

“Uhm... well... a lot, I suppose. I mean, it
would depend on how many women were for sale...”

“True. But there aren't that many girls as
beautiful as you with such fabulous bodies to match.”

I flushed again.

“I'm sure you'd fetch a pretty price at the
auction,” she said.

She was sure talking like a lesbian
man-hater! Or, well, a feminist, but weren't they all lesbian
man-haters?

That made me mentally squirm a little –
again. I mean, posing like this for a woman who had no sexual
interest in me was different from posing for one who did. It was
sort of more like... well, posing for a man. But not quite.

Still, she was way older than me. She surely
couldn't expect anything like that!

“In fact, I know men who would pay a million
dollars for a girl like you.”

“Really?”

“Easily. Why not? They've got more money than
they can spend anyway. Men spend thirty or forty million dollars on
a condo. Why not spend a million or two on a cute slave girl to
warm their bed?”

“Who would they pay the money to?” I
asked.

“Your father, I suppose. Well, in the old
days it would be him. I doubt a lot of fathers would sell these
days, even for millions. Back in the day they really only wanted to
make sure their daughters were with someone who could provide for
them and the inevitable children. And rich men could do that.”

This was a very weird conversation. But it
continued to be in line with what I'd expect some man-hating
lesbian feminist to think.

Then again, the idea I could be sold to some
rich guy for millions of dollars was intriguing – and flattering to
my ego. And weirdly... hot. I mean, that would make me a sort of
sex slave or something to some zillionaire.

“I don't think too many rich men have trouble
getting wives or girlfriends,” I said wryly.

“No, I suppose not. But I was thinking more
along the lines of a hmm, girl toy. Even for a rich guy if he's
fifty or sixty he can't take a nineteen-year-old for a girlfriend
without everyone laughing at him. But having a... servant, a maid,
say, at home. Well, no one would notice that.”

“Then they could pay a girl, like a call girl
type,” I said.

“They could. But men don't like hookers. They
like sweet, innocent, girl next door types. Like you,
Princess.”

“I'm not a princess,” I snorted. “And I'm not
innocent.”

“Oh of course you are. Let me ask you this,
do you think a really attractive man your age with a great body
would have had more or less sex so far in his life than you have
had?

I shrugged. “More.”

“Of course. Because he'd have no trouble
getting it, but also no moral problems in doing so. You, on the
other hand, who could probably sleep with every boy in every class
you have by simply cocking a finger at him, don't because you've
been taught good girls only sleep with men who make a commitment of
some kind to them, to men they're in a relationship with.”

“I could sleep with more guys if I wanted to!
I just don't want to!”

“Why not?”

I shrugged irritably.

“Because sex isn't all that great anyway,”
she said.

I blinked in surprise.

She pulled one of the papers back.

“All right, back on the pedestal,” she
said.

My legs were starting to get stiff anyway. I
turned and climbed gingerly onto the square wooden block as she
came over to help position me. I knelt, legs spread again, mind
squirming again as I stretched my knees wide before her. I brought
my hands back behind my neck and arched my back.

She adjusted how strong the arch was, then
put her hands on my thighs to push my knees wider.

I gulped, heartbeat quickening even as the
tension in my inner thighs grew.

“I can't spread my legs any wider,” I
complained.

“You need to learn to stretch more.”

She plucked the sign off me and I made a face
at her back as she returned to the easel.

This was a more sexual pose, and I felt my
chest tighten again, knowing, or thinking I knew that she was a
lesbian now. I felt a warmth spreading down my body as I knelt like
this, wondering if she was going to try and hit on me.

“You're squirming,” she said.

“I'm not! I mean, well... it's hard to not
move at all.”

“It takes discipline,” she said. “And young
people these days rarely have any.”

She moved from behind the easel and came over
to me. The square pedestal I was kneeling on was about a foot high
and had drawers on the sides. She went to the rear and I heard her
opening a drawer, then she took my hands and crossed my wrists.

“Hold your hands like this,” she said.

I obeyed, of course. Then I felt something
leathery, like a soft leather strap wrapped around my wrists. I
frowned, wondering what was up, even as it tightened. Then I felt
it pulling back and down a bit as she turned away and moved
back.

The realization came to me then that she'd
slid some kind of strap around my wrists, tying them together! I
gasped, but it wasn't like I felt any sense of fear or anxiety at
it. I twisted my head around and could see the long strap going
down to the back of the platform I was kneeling on so it didn't
really feel like I was tied up. I mean, I could back up and step
off the thing and then undo the strap.

“Rise up off your knees a bit, Princess,” she
said, lightly slapping my hip.

Confused, I rose up a bit off my heels and
saw she had another strap. She slipped it around my right leg just
below the knee, then drew it tight before pulling the strap through
a metal ring at the side of the pedestal. She knelt and pulled it
underneath, then up the other side and through another ring, then
looped it around my left leg.

All this was done so quickly I didn't even
ask her what she was doing or challenge her. I gasped, though, as I
felt her pulling on the strap, which forced my knees still
wider!

“All right, sit your butt down,” she said
casually.

She might have been casual but my pulse was
starting to race even as she returned to her easel. I was kind
of... well... tied up! In a way! And in a very exposed position! My
wrists were strapped together behind my neck, and being pulled down
and back firmly. I couldn't back up to ease that because my knees
were now strapped in place. I couldn't move forward either!

I was breathing more heavily, my heart
beating faster, and my mind squirming, but I didn't know exactly
what to say, how to approach this with her. I mean, I didn't want
to accuse her of doing something... sexual, when she might just
have been acting practical in a way to keep me from moving.

But I suspected otherwise! Maybe because I'd
been prey for so long, with every guy from fourteen to eighty-four
panting after me and wanting to get me alone – and helpless. And
it's not like there hadn't been girls making suggestive invitations
to me before either!

I still didn't feel any real anxiety, except
for the fear of doing something embarrassing in front of this
stern, mature, sophisticated seeming woman. I didn't fear her
forcing me to do something I didn't want to do, for example. I only
feared responding as if she had the hots for me when she didn't, if
you get my drift.

She was busy sketching, or whatever she was
doing on the paper before her, looking at me, then down at the
easel, then at me again.

And then there was a noise at the door and
someone else came into the room! It was a beautiful black woman,
more my age, with shoulder-length hair. She was wearing knee-high
black leather boots with stiletto heels, a very short black leather
skirt, and a gray turtleneck sweater.

“Ms. Rachel?” she said, eyeing me.

My face burned furiously and I turned it
away, unable to meet her eyes.

“Jasmine. You're not scheduled today,” Rachel
said, turning.

“I forgot my – .”

“Oh yes, the iPod. I remember. Uhm, I put
it... I think... wait here. I'll find it.”

Rachel left, and that the Black girl walked
over to me as I knelt there completely unable to move or turn away
or hide my body!

“You're new,” she said in a calm voice.

Oh, this was soooo embarrassing!

I had to turn and at least sort of look in
her direction.

“I just started,” I mumbled.

She grinned down at me. “Still shy about your
body, I see. I was too, at first. You have a great body, though.
Nothing to be shy about.”

She reached down and to my shock took my
stiff nipples between the pads of her thumbs and forefingers.

“Nice nips,” she said.

“Hey!” I exclaimed.

“I once made a girl come just by playing with
her nipples,” she said, her fingers still stroking and rolling
mine.

I felt my pulse rate zoom up as my wrists
pulled instinctively against the strap.

“Don't worry, white girl. I wouldn't make you
come without you begging for it first,” she said in amusement.

My eyes rolled away as she looked down at
me.

“But any time you want to go at it you just
ask Ms. Rachel for my phone number. I bet I could teach you a lot
about this body of yours.”

“What makes you think I don't already know?”
I demanded, embarrassed but indignant.

She snorted. “You're a boy lover. I can tell.
Girls like you don't know how to enjoy pleasure because boys don't
know how to give it. Only another girl knows a girl's body.”

She pulled her fingers back and bent over,
grinning.

“I bet I can make you scream,” she
taunted.

“Here it is,” Rachel said, returning.

She handed the iPod to the black girl.

“I'll see you on Thursday,” Rachel said.

“You bet.” Jasmine winked at me and then
left.

“Sorry for the interruption,” Rachel
said.

“I didn't think anyone else would be coming
in!” I exclaimed.

“Well, no males. We're alone in the
apartment, but my models have their names listed with the guard so
they can come and go. And I left the door unlocked. I've locked it
now. Are you embarrassed because someone else saw your beautiful
body?”

“It's not like it's something I'm used to,” I
grumbled.

“Yes, the world has changed. Years ago girls
routinely undressed together in locker rooms, for example, even if
it was just for gym class. Swimming pools had public change rooms
without stalls. High school shower rooms had no separate showers
either. You showered with all the other girls – or boys, as it
were.”

“She... she's gay, isn't she!?” I gulped.

“Jasmine? She has a boyfriend, so I'd say no.
But she's likely... flexible. A lot of girls are these days.”

I blinked in surprise. “She said boys
couldn't... uhm... give pleasure to girls.”

“Ah, well, she's mostly correct. Boys rarely
know much about the female body nor have the patience to do more
than satisfy their own needs. Jasmine's boyfriend is quite a bit
older than her. Men sometimes pick these things up if they get the
right woman to teach them.”
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She came around the easel and then pulled the
chair up and sat down in front of me.

“Nature didn't treat the male and the female
the same way in terms of sex, you see,” she said. “Nature fills
young men with the unbearable urge to go out and procreate with any
woman of suitable breeding age. Even if they have no desire for
children.”

She reached out and laid her hand on my
abdomen, stroking it lightly.

“Now girls don't have the same urges,
exactly. We want babies... sort of, but the urge isn't nearly as
great, and it doesn't really build up until we're older. And our
instincts say that we need to find a man who can take care of us –
even if we don't need taking care of anymore.”

Her hand was delicately stroking my abdomen,
uncomfortably close to my pussy! Of course, it could just be
stroking where my belly would be if I was pregnant... maybe! But
there wasn't anything I could do about it in either case!

“It's all instinct, you see. The reason you
want a tall man with broad shoulders is because such males would be
good hunters and protectors. You don't really think about that, but
it's why your instincts guide you in that direction.”

Her hand slid higher along my stomach and
lower chest, and then began to caress my lower breasts!

“Men, on the other hand, are drawn to women
with wide hips, and nice, full breasts like these, because that's a
sign of fertility to them, of a female who can have babies and feed
them.”

Her fingers rose across my breasts and then,
like Jasmine, she caught my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers, rolling and caressing them as they tingled and pulsed
and my breasts throbbed and overheated.

“These are supposed to be for feeding
children, after all,” she said in that same casual voice. “There's
nothing men can get out of them. But that doesn't stop them from
admiring them. All instincts, you see.”

She plucked my nipples as I practically held
my breath, my heart pounding, then let her hands spread out to
knead my breasts softly.

“I don't think women enjoying each other's
bodies is really about instinct,” she said. “Aside from the simple
aesthetic appreciation. I mean, women's bodies are more beautiful
and shapely than men's bodies.”

Her hands released my breasts but one of them
slid down my body.

“Well, aside from a very few men who spend an
inordinate amount of time exercising and waxing and that sort of
thing.”

She opened one of the drawers in the front
and drew what looked like a largish egg on a small stand from
it.

“Ah yes,” she said, examining it.

My tongue was still frozen in place. I had no
idea what to say! There was this huge rush of emotions but they
were all tangled up and confused. For one thing, I wasn't sure I
really wanted to object! I was feeling this... this rush of energy
and a kind of crackling sexual anticipation. I felt very weird and
helpless and at her mercy, but again, not in a way which made me
fearful.

“Rise up a bit, Princess,” she said, her hand
sliding under my thigh perhaps an inch from my naked sex.

I gasped, rising up a few inches and she
slipped the egg thing right under me so that the rounded tip was
actually touching my sex!

It was vibrating!

“Down,” she said.

I was gulping in air, certain I had to say
something and she smiled and then gripped my nipples again, this
time squeezing them more sharply and tugging down.

I yelped and sank down, and the 'egg' thing
pushed harder against the mouth of my sex. I was, shocking me,
already wet! It forced aside the lips of my sex even as I caught
myself and hung in place, moaning helplessly.

“Pain is just heat,” she said calmly. “Are
your nipples hot, Princess?”

I gasped as she pinched harder, pulling on
them, and then felt myself sink down further. The widest part of
the egg slid inside me and then it began to narrow as I slid down,
until the whole of the egg was inside me!

Vibrating!

She smiled and stood up, returning to her
easel and picking up her pencil.

What!?

What?! The!? Fuck!?

I slid down a little further, another inch,
and the tip of the base thing pressed against me. And it vibrated
too. The base curved up a bit on the front, and I knew that if I
sank down just a bit more it would actually be touching my
clitoris!

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

She raised her eyebrows. “Drawing you,
Princess.”

My body felt a rising pressure, and arousal
which was becoming so deep that my fingers would have trembled if
they hadn't been tied behind me!

“Of course, you never asked what kind of
pictures I draw and paint. Not all nudes are simply a contemplation
of the human body, you know. I try to capture the female body in an
erotic moment of time, a time of pleasure and heat and arousal.
That flush going down your neck and chest, for example, the
stiffness of your nipples, the look on your face and in your
eyes.”

I did not really have any experience with a
vibrator. This... thing inside me was overloading my nerve endings
and making my muscles want to spasm. And it wasn't even touching my
clitoris directly unless you counted the purring vibrations inside
me which were resonating through the wall of my sex.

She came back and sat down again.

“And let us not forget how in an aroused girl
the clitoris can sometimes peek out from beneath the clitoral
hood,” she said with a smile.

Her fingers found my clitoris and rubbed it
gently.

My hips bucked violently as I cried out at
the sudden explosion of sensation.

She chuckled softly.

“The female body is quite predictable. The
female mind is... less so,” she said.

She tapped my engorged clitoris with the tip
of her finger.

I sank low enough for the vibrating base to
press against my clitoris and shuddered, crying out in confusion
and dazed heat as my body suddenly flashed into orgasm.

I jammed myself down to take the egg and its
base inside me, rose, then jammed myself down again – and again –
and again as her fingers stroked rapidly across my clitoris as my
mind was drowned in a wild, animal pleasure.

She drew back with a smile. “Well, that was
mistimed,” she said.

She sighed and stood up, going back behind
the easel, and resumed drawing as I tried to get my mind working
again.

“You're much more responsive than I had
thought. I was hoping to arouse you but not to give you an orgasm.
Well, I'm fairly certain you'll soon have the right look
again.”

I was gulping in air, hardly paying any
attention to her. I eased my body up so the base slid out of me,
but that still left the rounded 'egg' thing buzzing away between
the lips of my sex.

I felt embarrassed and confused.

“Wh-what is going on?” I whined.

“You're modeling for me,” she replied.

I looked down at the egg thing.

“Oh that. As I said, I like to draw, to
paint, the eroticism of the female form. I find it helps if the
form in question is... in a certain state, a certain
condition.”

That explained little, as far as I was
concerned. It didn't explain why she'd... touched me! Except that
it confirmed, for me, that she had to be a lesbian. I was indignant
about her touching me there but given the intensity of the orgasm,
it was kind of hard to get too upset about it.

She got up and came over to me and I blushed,
my pulse rate picking up as I dropped my eyes.

“Hmm,” she said. “You have a lovely
clitoris.”

I flinched and looked down. I couldn't really
see my clit from this direction. But I can't say I had ever put
much attention into looking at it anyway.

“It's so cute peeking out like this.”

She undid the bun and combed her fingers
almost absently through my hair, gathering it up above me, and then
pulled slowly so that I had to rise up, my pussy sliding off the
'egg'. She continued to gather in my hair, though and seemed to be
braiding it. Then she drew it back, forcing my head back – and
back, until I was looking up at the ceiling.

“Yes, that will work, I think,” she said,
almost absently.

“What … are you doing?” I squeaked.

“Imagining the possibilities, Princess.
Imagining the possibilities.”

She unwound the straps from my wrists, at
least. That eased my mind somewhat.

“Hands behind you on the pedestal,
Princess.”

I licked my lips but did as she asked, only
to feel my wrists captured by the straps again and strapped in
place.

She opened another drawer and took out a
leather mask – like a lone ranger mask, but without any eye-holes,
then slipped it over my eyes.

“Hey!”

“It will help you feel peaceful.”

No, it wouldn't!

I heard her fumbling with something else in
the drawer, then she gripped my hair, which she'd braided, and had
me rise up. I gasped as I felt something pressing against the
entrance to my sex, then sliding into me. It was thick and slick
and rounded and I moaned, gripped by indecision about whether to
protest, to demand she release me.

“Down, Princess.”

I slid down. It felt very slick, very
slippery, but cool inside me. Then it started to vibrate and to do
so with a lot more power than the egg thing had done. I felt my
hair drawn back behind me and pulled low, forcing me to look up
towards the ceiling again.

Given my position, with my head back so
sharply, my mouth was partly open. I felt her fingers at my lips,
then a moment later I felt something pushed into my mouth.

“Open your mouth wider, princess,” she
said.

I had little choice as it was already
pressing against my teeth, and I instinctively opened my mouth as
whatever it was pushed inside! It didn't push deep, though, and it
didn't push fully past my lips because when she drew back I could
feel it holding my teeth open.

I moaned around it as I felt some kind of
thin cords drawn across my cheeks and then back together behind my
head.

“Excellent,” she said, from some distance
away. Then I heard her say the same again from another position to
my right.

My mind was totally adrift during all of
this. I still couldn't make up my mind how to react to her and to
this sexual... whatever it was. She still seemed to be an artist.
Her attentions still seemed to be on drawing me. She didn't act
excited or anything. So was this just a modeling job that was much
more sexually oriented than I had imagined?

I thought that was the case, but I was fairly
sure that wasn't all that was going on. Ms. Rachel was obviously a
lesbian and just as obviously, like all straight men, had the hots
for my body. She seemed strangely casual about it, though, which
was part of my confusion.

I mean, I'd never been hit on so outrageously
and yet so casually at the same time. To add to my confusion there
was a wild flurry of sexual excitement and passion making my body
thrum with tension. And that had gotten worse since I'd slid down
onto whatever was inside me. For this felt like a cock, only too
hard and cool. It was a lot longer than the egg.

It was also, as I said, a lot more powerful.
The vibrations were really uncomfortable, at first, and jarring.
But the longer I knelt impaled on it the more my body seemed to
embrace those vibrations. I felt an instinctive urge to force
myself lower to see how long it was, to take more of it inside me.
But I knew Rachel was watching intently and was embarrassed about
my own responses.

She had made it clear she thought I was a
naive, semi-virginal white girl with little experience or knowledge
of sex. And, granted, she was way older than me, and likely much
more sophisticated in terms of sex – and everything else. But I had
a natural disinclination to be seen that way. I wanted to be seen
as cool, calm, collected, and sophisticated, even if I wasn't.

So I knelt there trying to pretend
indifference to the cock, or vibrator she'd pushed up inside me
even as it slowly turned my insides to mush. My heart was beating
faster, my pulse racing, and the sexual heat and hunger were
growing and spreading within my body and mind.

It was weird that I didn't feel threatened or
afraid. I mean, she'd basically shoved a cock inside me, just like
a man would have, but I wasn't taking it with the same level of
outrage I would have. The truth was I'd never experienced any
situation like this before and was just too bewildered and
overwhelmed to know what to do about it.

But like some kind of drug the level of heat
in my brain grew more and more intoxicating. I felt my mind, my
inhibitions, my considerations of pride and dignity all melting in
that rising heat. I was becoming as aroused as I had the first
time, and the urge to drive myself down onto the thing inside me
became almost overwhelming.

But this was more along the lines of a real
cock! And I was kneeling here with my legs spread right in front of
this woman! If I started to ride up and down on the thing it would
be... pornographic! It would be obscene, like masturbating in front
of someone!

What had she said about me being more
responsive than she had expected? She wanted me to be aroused for
some reason, but not too aroused. Did my body really look different
when aroused, aside from being more flushed?

I felt a growing sense of need fighting
against my desperate conviction that I had to remain aloof from it
and pretend to be just kneeling here – at peace, as she'd said. But
I couldn't keep still. I fought to not ride up and down on it, but
my body shifted and moved bit by bit, and I felt the hard thing
shifting around inside my moist, warm depths.

I moaned a complaint, but the thing in my
mouth made that unintelligible. I couldn't see, couldn't talk or
complain, and couldn't move. Or at least, couldn't move away.

A sudden spasm made me gasp and rise up an
inch, then settle back. The feel of my flesh caressing the vibrator
sent a shudder through my mind and body, but I fought against doing
it again. At least, not too soon!

My nipples prickled with the tension, and I
was sure if someone had taken one into their mouth and sucked I'd
have come immediately. My breasts felt swollen and heavy, throbbing
on my chest. I was baking in the inner fires of my own arousal.

And then I rose up an inch or so with a gasp,
and slid down again.

It felt so incredible I did it again, then
tried to slide deeper, and succeeded. Gasping for breath, helpless
to resist, I started to ride up and down on the vibrator, my every
breath a cry of dazed pleasure as my hips rose and fell with
growing desperation.

And then I felt her fingers on my clitoris,
rubbing hard and fast.

The orgasm exploded and I cried out, my voice
almost a scream, a howl as I rode the vibrator with a frenzied need
I'd never felt before. I knew she was watching, knew I was
humiliating myself, and part of me cringed as a result, but the
need was too powerful and I gave myself to it.

The orgasm washed over me, spreading out
through my torso and then burning, flaring, howling as I trembled
and shook and rode the vibrator as hard and fast as I could. Almost
without thought, I forced my feet sideways so I could sink lower
and take the vibrating cock higher into my belly.

I gloried in the feeling of the deeper
penetration this brought, crying out again as I put all my energy
into riding up and down on the wonderful big cock beneath me.

It was so good! It was sooo good! I wallowed
in the pleasure as I rode it, uncaring about everything else.

I sank down fully, groaning, dazed, my energy
dissipated so that I hardly had enough to breathe. I felt the
vibrator stop vibrating, though it remained a thick, solid
something deep inside my sex.

Over near the easel, I heard Rachel hum
softly.

How routine was this to her, I wondered
dazedly.

“That should do for color,” she said.

I felt her next to me, then, undoing whatever
had hold of my hair, first, then removing the blindfold.

“Here, let me show you,” she said.

She took the pad off the easel and showed me
what she'd drawn. It was very lifelike! She really was a great
artist! I stared in fascination at the image of myself, well, of my
body, head back, breasts thrust out, impaled on some kind of
cock.

I looked down my body and stared. There was
what looked like a stainless steel pipe impaling me, several inches
of it protruding from my body. I started to feel chastened and draw
my feet under my butt again, rising up on the thing.

“Of course, this is just the charcoal
drawing,” she said. “When I paint this I want to have the color,
the tone of your skin. That's why I use the camera.

Camera!?

She gestured at a camera sitting on a tripod
in front of me and I stared at it dazedly.

“Here,” she said.

She wheeled over a waist-high cabinet on
which sat a laptop, then tapped away at it before turning the
screen to me.

It was me. In full color. On video! I stared
at myself for long moments in astonishment, my eyes racing over my
body in search of defects or something which looked ugly. Then in
search of recognition. It was me, for sure, but with my head back
the way it was no one could see my face. All the camera saw was the
underside of my chin.

That was a hell of a relief!

I noted the way my chest was so flushed, and
my eyes cringed as they slid down to the stainless steel cock
impaling me.

I saw my body trembling slightly in the
video, and cringed as a small droplet slowly appeared along the
line of my tightly clutching pussy lips, then slowly trickled down
the length of the vibrating cock.

I'd literally been dripping wet.

At least I was with the vibrator spreading
the lips of my sex wide.

“Don't worry, Princess, no one will recognize
you,” she said.

She took the charcoal picture back and set it
on the easel as I stared at myself in the laptop monitor.

I cringed anew as I saw myself starting to
tremble more, starting to slide up and down on that steel cock. My
mind squirmed more and more. And yet I also felt a breathless sense
of arousal merely from watching myself, remembering the passion I'd
felt, and knowing she had seen me at the time and could now see me
again.

I felt a wave of unreality and astonishment
at myself. I had actually done that!? I had ridden up and down on a
metal cock with my legs spread while some strange woman had
watched!?

Oh my God!

She bustled around, putting things away.

“My husband will be home soon,” she said,
startling me.

Wait, did she mean a male husband?

She moved the laptop away and I wondered if I
should demand the video. Yet you couldn't tell who that was in the
video so it seemed pointless to try to argue about it.

She unstrapped my wrists and legs and then
took what turned out to be a kind of ball out of my mouth.

“You can get dressed now, dear. I think I'll
pay you a bonus for tonight as you've done so well.”

I scrambled to get off the thing and almost
fell on my face. She caught me, though, and helped me stand, then
let me go as I scurried behind the screen and quickly pulled my
clothes on. When I came out from behind the screen I blushed as she
smiled at me.

“Here you are. I'm paying you for three hours
at my top rate, though you were only here for less than two. I
think you should get a little extra for the time needed to travel
here by public transportation. Also, I've called you an Uber and
had them charge it to my account so you can get home faster.”

“Uhm, uh... th-thanks,” I mumbled, head
down.

“Don't be embarrassed about your sexuality,
Tori. Rejoice in it, and in your lovely body.”

I flushed even more as she saw me down the
corridor then to the front door. Then I was gratefully alone and
riding the elevator down. God, that had been the wildest, weirdest,
and... most incredible sexual experience of my entire life!

I needed some time to absorb it and decide on
just what level of guilt and shame I ought to have.
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A hundred and fifty dollars. That was a lot
of money. If I'd gotten a minimum wage job that would have taken me
ten hours of work. More, because they'd have taken off stuff like
unemployment. So I'd probably have had to work more like twelve or
thirteen hours instead of the hour and three quarters I'd actually
worked.

Worked?

I'd knelt there naked with my legs spread and
rode a vibrator like some kind of slut!

Yet there was no question Rachel was a real
artist. That drawing of me was amazing. But having her rubbing my
clitoris was insane! She should have at least... asked! Although
both times I'd been so aroused, just entering orgasm, that I would
certainly have told her yes.

And the hard fact was that I had been more
aroused in her studio than I'd ever been with a guy. Did that mean
I was a lesbian?!

Or maybe it was just that she was older and
more sophisticated, and not in any kind of hurry, unlike all the
boys I'd dated. Was she even gay? She said she had a husband. But
that didn't mean as much as it might once have.

I was relieved that was over but at the same
time, in the days which followed I found myself thinking about it
and remembering and getting aroused. It had been so fucking
outrageous! I hadn't really made up my mind about what to do about
it, though, until she called me to set up another appointment.

Yikes!

That immediately made my stomach churn, of
course. I knew I shouldn't. I should stay well away from her and
her kinky art. No matter how good the money was! But thinking about
going back made my nipples hard and sent butterflies swirling in my
tummy.

Plus, well, I did still need money. I needed
spending money for groceries, and to eat at the cafeteria, and to
buy occasional things like toothpaste and maybe get my hair
cut.

So despite my numerous misgivings, I found
myself back at her apartment a week or so later.

This time I rode up in the elevator without
her. She let me into the condo and I felt my mind starting to
squirm again, remembering how she'd basically masturbated me to
orgasms twice! I mean, not entirely. The vibrators had done that,
but she'd sure helped!

I didn't want to appear like some chastened
little virgin girl, though, and cast around for something safe to
say.

“You sure have a nice place,” I said.

“Yes, it's lovely. It certainly cost enough.
I'm told it's a good investment, however.”

“Do you make that much from your... uh,
art?”

“Oh no, dear. My husband is a lawyer, though.
And actually, he's the lead partner so he makes a lot of
money.”

Her husband was a man! That was reassuring,
in a way.

I went behind the screen and nervously
undressed, then put on the robe, although I thought that was kind
of pointless. Sure enough, as soon as I came out from behind the
curtain she told me to remove it and sit on the chair again.

I did, blushing.

“Legs apart, heels up,” she said. “Hands
behind neck. Back arched.”

She adjusted the light just as it had been
the previous week, then began to draw again.

I had enough time to contemplate the wisdom
of coming back here, and worry about things like people seeing the
resulting drawings or paintings and recognizing me. Despite that
anxiety, though, I was feeling a thrumming sense of sexual
electricity. I still didn't understand this woman or what, if any
interest she had in me beyond painting my body.

Maybe she actually had rubbed my clitoris to
get me in the right... uh, mood or give me the right look to draw.
What did I know? I mean, she could have done a lot more when I was
tied up and she hadn't. A man would have done a lot more! But
lesbians weren't men. And anyway, she was married to a man. The
whole thing left me confused.

“Feeling stiff?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Stand up, move around.”

I did so gladly, though once again it felt
weird being naked and just... walking around with her there.

“Do your hair up, will you?”

“Uhm, okay.”

I pulled my hair in together behind me.

“How much up?”

“I want your back bare.”

I lifted my hair up and went to the wall
where there was a mirror, then worked on tying it up. She provided
me with several hair clips, and I took them gratefully, mostly
pulling my hair back from my forehead, then doing it in a bun
behind my head.

“Stand here,” she said, pointing at the floor
in front of the chair.

“No, turn your back to me.”

I did and she turned over another page on her
sketch book.

“Hands on head,” she said.

I didn't know why that mattered, but did as
she said. Thing is, it's kind of hard to hold your hands up
forever. My arms were already tired from holding my hands behind my
neck, and they hadn't had to do much. On top of my head, though,
seemed to require more muscle power.

“My arms are starting to ache,” I said.

“Well, hmm, having your arms raised as
opposed to down at your sides shifts the muscles in your back. Oh,
I know.”

She moved around from behind her easel, then
took came around in front of me.

“Give me your hands,” she said.

I brought my hands down gratefully, and she
crossed my wrists, then slipped a leatherish strap around them,
criss crossing them.

I watched, feeling a sudden emotional jolt,
along with confusion, and then anxiety combined with a rising sense
of sexual anticipation. What the fuck!? What was she doing!?

She got up on the chair and lifted my arms up
above me. I cocked my head back and saw there was a ring overhead
attached to a chain. She pulled the strap up and fed it through the
ring, then tied it in place before hopping down.

“That ought to do it,” she said, going back
to her easel.

I looked up askance, then licked my lips,
confused again. This was like I was tied up! And yes, I know I was
tied up the last time too, though I hadn't really seen it that way.
I mean, the straps were more to keep my body in position so I
didn't fidget or shift. And maybe this was too. But standing with
my hands tied up above me was something with a definite erotic tint
to it!

Then again she said her nudes were erotic
so... I just didn't know!

“Legs apart more, Princess.”

I shifted my legs apart, but that tightened
the straps around my wrists. Still, I stood there, feeling that
sexual electricity rising higher even as nothing happened.

“All right. Turn around, please.”

I turned around and now felt even more darkly
self-conscious, and even more sexual electricity.

“Feet apart, please.”

I mean, this pose was so sexual! Granted, I'd
just been sitting with my legs spread, so was this really worse?
Not really, yet it struck me that way. The other pose was more just
displaying myself. This was more sexual... kinkiness.

I stood there looking anywhere but at her,
feeling a flush come to my face and spread downward, wondering what
the heck was going to happen and then what the heck I ought to do
if it did!

And meanwhile, she just seemed interested in
her sketch book.

Was this all in my imagination somehow!?

“Legs wider.”

I gulped and obeyed, but I had to rise onto
the balls of my feet. That was uncomfortable, and my feet kept
shifting back together to ease the strain.

Rachel came out from behind the easel without
warning, humming to herself, and then went behind me. Moments later
she was kneeling, wrapping a strap around my right ankle, then
another around my left. She drew the right one out to the side and
there was a ring sunk into the floor she slipped it into and tied
in place.

She returned to her easel with my ankle
strapped apart, and me quivering with breathless anticipation,
uncertainty, nervousness, and a warm, dark sense of excitement and
heat.

And then that girl showed up again! Jasmine!
I blushed furiously as she came through the door.

“Hi, Ms. Rachel,” she said.

“Oh, Jasmine dear. Hello. You're a bit
early.”

“Better than late. People don't like it when
you're late.”

I turned my head away, blushing
furiously.

“No, but they're sometimes not prepared when
you're early.”

Jasmine went behind the screen, and I
wondered if my time was about to end or what, but Rachel just shook
her head and said “I'll be back.”

Then she left, and I looked nervously at the
screen. After a minute Jasmine came out, wearing a terrycloth robe.
She looked around, then looked at me and came over, grinning.

“You're blushing.”

I scowled and ignored her, and she leaned in
and dropped a quick kiss on my lips.

“Hey,” I said

She snickered. “Virgin.”

“I'm not a virgin!”

“How many times have you posed nude?”

I glared at her and she leaned in and kissed
me quick again.

“Stop that!”

She grinned again. “Baby.”

I had no answer for that, but felt my chest
tightening as she skimmed her eyes up and down my body.

“Now aren't you just the perfect position for
some big, strong man to come in and... play with,” she teased. “I'm
sure he'd have a lot of fun with these.”

She ran her hands lightly over my
breasts.

“Hey!” I gasped.

She laughed at me again and drew back.

“What? Rachel hasn't given you the speech yet
about being proud of your body and owning your sexuality and not
being bound by societal conventions designed by paternalistic
males?”

She pulled her robe open and shrugged it off,
then stood utterly casually before me.

“I'm not shy,” she said. “I've been posing
for a while. You get used to people seeing you naked.”

She reached in and rolled my nipples between
her thumbs and forefingers like she'd done the other week.

“Of course, seeing you all naked and
helpless, well, that's something else.”

“Rachel will come back and see,” I
gulped.

“She won't care. She thinks hangups over sex
or nudity or body parts are silly.”

She poked a finger at my belly.

“Ooo, I touched your belly!”

She touched my elbow.”

“Ooo, I touched your elbow! OMG!”

She poked her finger into my nipple.

“This is no different.”

Then she stepped forward and pressed her body
right up against mine, breast to breast, smirking at me, waiting
for me to object.

Her skin was warm and soft and her nipples
started to harden as she rubbed herself against me. Then she kissed
me again, but not a little peck. Her hand slid behind me to hold my
head in place and her lips pressed firmly against mine as her other
arm slide behind me and her hand skimmed down to squeeze my
buttocks.

I pulled against the straps but couldn't move
at all as her lips moved almost liquidly against mine. Her tongue
dipped lightly between my lips, then teased mine as her lips moved
in a way that was both determined and gentle, passionate but
delicate. It was a really good kiss! I mean, it was as good a kiss
as I'd ever had, and a part of me lost myself to it.

The rest of me was spinning around, at least
my mind was, wondering what to do and how to react. I didn't want
to freak out like some... well, baby. I mean so a girl was kissing
me. Big deal. And so her body was pressed against me. Well, mine
was pressed against her and it wasn't bothering her.

The sophisticated thing to do was to just
shrug it off and act like it was no big deal. And that was what my
first instinct told me to do. But the more I accepted that and did
nothing the more startled I was by the kiss, by how good it was,
and by its duration.

This bitch really knew how to kiss a
girl!

And she wasn't stopping. And her breasts,
while not as big as mine, were full and soft, and kind of pillowed
out against mine, mashing and sliding and rubbing against them as
her lips pressed even more firmly against mine.

My heartbeat was pounding louder and my lower
belly was pulsing and my chest was tightening as I felt my body
responding. Then she drew back, grinning, sticking her tongue out
at me as she moved away. I licked my lips and glowered indignantly
at her. But she walked around behind me.

“Hmm, nice ass,” she said.

She slapped my butt and I gasped at the
sting.

“Not as good as mine, of course.”

I ignored her, or pretended to. But then she
came around in front of me again, an impish grin on her face. And
she had that big, stainless steel vibrator in her hand.

“Look what I found,” she said, clicking it
on.

“Don't you dare!” I exclaimed.

“Don't I dare what?” she asked, sliding it
down and rubbing the nose up and down the line of her sex.

“Ooooo, this feels good!” she moaned.

I felt more heat come to my face and turned
my eyes away, only to hear her giggle.

“Shy girl.”

“I'm not –. Don't!” I gasped.

She had reversed the thing and pressed it
against the top of my sex. The impact was... huge. I felt my
clitoris kind of throb powerfully and felt heat and sensation
flooding into my body.

“Don't what?” she asked in a teasing voice as
she rubbed it gently against me.

“Stop!” I gasped.

She drew it back, waggling her eyebrows, then
rubbed it against herself.

“Doesn't it feel good?”

“You're... a perve!” I gulped.

“What does that even mean?”

She slid her index and forefinger between her
lips, sucking on them, then stepped closer. She kept the vibrator
against herself, but dropped her other hand and let her fingers
press in against me, rubbing my clitoris.

The sensation was different from the
vibrator, but it was still intense. She chuckled and kissed me
again, her fingers rubbing my clitoris as her lips covered mine. I
trembled and moaned helplessly, my whole body starting to pulse
with heat as the arousal deepened within me.

I'd never had sex with a girl but right now I
was ready to! Except... not here! Not like this! I mean, Rachel
could come back any second! And I was standing up and... and tied
up!

She pulled back with a grin.

“Rachel... we... we should... do this …
later!” I gulped.

She snorted and went behind me, then slid her
fingers into my hair and pulled it slowly but firmly back as she
pressed her breasts into my back.

I gasped, my head going back as she kissed
the nape of my neck.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

She pulled my head further back, which opened
my mouth. Then she pushed her hand against it, which had... a ball
in it. I gasped and my jaw pulled wider as the ball pushed into my
open mouth. Then she released my hair and drew the cords along my
cheeks and back behind me to buckle.

It was the ball thing from the other day!

She came around in front of me, grinning,
then went behind the screen and came back with her hand behind her
back. She brought it out suddenly and I saw it had a phone in it.
An instant later it flashed at me several times before I could
squeal and try to turn my head away.

She laughed, then examined her phone before
showing me the picture of myself. I cringed but also felt a wild
rush of something dark and heady. The ball in my mouth was... I
recognized it now as one of those kinky bondage gag things I'd
occasionally seen in pictures. And the picture showed me tied up
and... helpless in a way which was both outrageous and deliciously,
darkly exciting.

She put her phone down and picked up the
vibrator, then smirked at me and stuck her tongue out as she rubbed
it around and around, back and forth across my clitoris.

“How's that feel, Princess?” she teased.

I wanted to pull away, but the straps around
me prevented it. My body strained against them, my muscles
quivering as she rubbed the thing from side to side. Then she
pulled it away and abruptly knelt before me. She stared at my
pussy, which made me suddenly self-conscious, then she put the
thing down and began to lick me!

I squealed into the gag as her hands rose and
her thumbs spread the lips of my sex. Her tongue began to lap at my
clitoris, which was already hyper-sensitive due to the vibrator.
Her tongue sent a deep, rich flood of pleasure rushing up through
my body and made my back arch as my hips bucked forward in helpless
pleasure.

She licked harder and faster and I jerked and
strained against the straps as the sensations grew with furious
speed. Then the orgasm hammered my mind flat as I cried out around
the gag, my hips bucking frantically against her licking
tongue.

She licked me hard and fast as my body
trembled and shook, then rose smoothly to her feet, grinning at me.
She pressed her body against mine, her arms going around me, and
began to nibble at the nape of my neck. One hand slid up and down
my back while the other seized my hair and jerked it sharply,
making me cry out.

She bit into the nape of my neck, then up
under my earlobe, her teeth nibbling and nibbling as she sucked
against me.

“Sexy little blonde princess,” she said in a
husky voice. “You need some of that old black magic.”

She bent and sucked at my nipples, her teeth
nipping and lightly chewing them in turn, then she nibbled and
licked her way back down between my legs.

“Pay attention, Princess. You'll be doing
this to me soon.”

I looked down anxiously, then moaned as her
tongue began to lick at me. Her lips pressed in against my clitoris
and she sucked softly and rhythmically, getting harder and stronger
as one of her fingers pushed up into my sex.

Her tongue circled my clitoris, then swept up
and down across it as she pushed a second finger into me, the two
of them sliding slowly up and down, twisting and turning, pushing
in to the knuckles. Her tongue swept from side to side, then up and
down while her fingers pumped in and out, rubbing against the front
wall of my sex.

The heat and sexual pressure began to build
rapidly, if not as rapidly as before, and I felt my muscles
spasming, straining, trying to twist and roll my body.

I wondered, distantly, where Rachel was even
as heat flooded my mind and I began to writhe in place. Then the
girl picked up the vibrator, turned it on, and pushed it up inside
me. Once it was halfway up my tight, quivering pussy she began to
lick especially hard, and the sensations redoubled and then
exploded into another huge orgasm!

My hips bucked wildly as she licked, and as
she pushed the vibrator so deep it pushed against what felt like
the back wall of my sex. My mind, meanwhile, was completely
overwhelmed, my head twisting and shaking, my back arching as the
orgasm lashed my senses.
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“I see you've started early,” Rachel said as
she came back.

I trembled and shook, gulping in air around
the ball-gag as the orgasm faded and Jasmine stood up and turned
around.

“I know you like them hot and aroused for
your drawings,” she said.

“Yes, but not dazed and confused,” the older
woman said dryly.

“I'm sure the vibrator will perk her up again
soon.”

“I can't draw her with your hand holding a
vibrator inside her,” Rachel said, moving over to a cupboard.

She returned with an odd-looking thing in her
hand. It looked like a large marble with thin black cords attached
to it. She hummed to herself again as she pressed it against the
top of my sex. Right over my clitoris!

She and Jasmine pulled a cord each diagonally
up across my abdomen and over my hips to fasten behind me. They
then each took a second cord and pulled it down between my legs,
along either side of the line of my sex, and under my buttocks,
then up behind me to fasten to the part there.

And then the thing, the marble, began to
vibrate.

Rachel went back to her easel and began to
draw. Jasmine moved behind me and began to kiss my shoulders, then
lick her way up and down my spine. She licked her way down to my
tailbone, and then her fingers rubbed slickly against my back
opening. I gasped as one of them pushed into me, pumping slowly in
and out.

This was... insane! What were these two doing
to me!?

My body was filled with a dark erotic hunger,
though, and a miasma of passion and lust clouded my mind as she
pumped her finger in and out, then pushed something bigger and
thicker into me back there. I moaned as it stretched me wider and
wider, to the point of pain. Then it got much thinner, as if it
were some kind of lump which was sucked up inside me.

Only it wasn't all inside me. I could feel
some piece, much thinner, pushing out of me, and something flat
against the outside of my wrinkled little opening.

She kissed her way back up my back again and
along my neck, then there was a pause before she touched me again.
This time her hands gripped my hips and pulled them back. They slid
forward around my thighs, then pulled them back again, and I felt
something pushing against the swollen, overheated lips of my
sex.

Something thick and hard and slick!

“I'm gonna do you, Princess,” Jasmine
whispered as she nibbled at my ear. “I'm gonna make you come, gonna
make you scream.”

I mean, if she'd done this before Rachel came
back... but the older woman was right in front of me, looking at
me, sketching me! What the fuuuuck!?

Whatever it was felt achingly thick as it
ground and pushed against my opening. I felt myself beginning to
ache, then the ache grew worse. Finally, I felt myself stretching
wider and wider, and then it slid into me. It drew back a bit, then
pushed deeper, while Jasmine's right hand slid further up my thigh
until it was at my pussy. There, her fingers began to rub
delicately at my clitoris as the thing slid deeper and higher
inside me.

It pumped in and out in short, slow arcs, and
I began to realize it was something attached to Jasmine's body, to
her hips. I might not have been terribly sophisticated in sexual
terms but I knew what it had to be. It had to be one of those
dildos some girls strapped onto themselves!

Jasmine was fucking me! Like a guy would!

I moaned and trembled, still pulling against
the straps as she pumped and pushed, deeper and higher, stretching
me out from the taut lips of my sex to deep inside me. The elastic
walls of my sex were forced back as it burrowed higher and higher
until it started to thump against what felt like the back wall of
my sex.

It was so deep I expected to see the head of
the thing poking against my abdominal wall! She ground her hips
against my buttocks, then drew back and began to fuck me with long,
slow strokes. Her fingers, meanwhile, were stroking my clitoris or
rubbing the marble thing against me.

I cried out into the gag as she reached up
and gripped my hair, drawing it back, forcing my head back between
my arms where she could lean in and chew and lick and kiss her way
along the nape of my neck.

“Do you like my black cock, blonde girl?” she
whispered. “Do you like my big black cock inside your tight little
pussy?”

I shuddered and moaned as her hips slapped
against me, as the big dildo pumped inside me, as her fingers
stroked me, and as Rachel watched and drew.

I was lost, dazed, filled with both heat and
disbelief. I didn't understand what was going on. Rachel's calm,
cool, almost clinical interest in my body for art didn't seem to
mesh with this dark, nasty, explicit, obscene sexual display
Jasmine and I were putting on.

But I couldn't do anything about it. I
couldn't stop it if I wanted to, and was far from sure I wanted to.
I couldn't even protest or ask what was going on.

The head of the... cock thrusting into me
was, due to the angle, rubbing strongly up and down against the
front wall of my sex as it slid up and down inside me. And that was
sending delicious waves of pleasure up through my body. I rarely
had sex from behind, and never in this particular position.

That... had been a mistake, apparently.

The churning rush of sensations was building
up a powerful sense of pressure inside me. My body was thrumming
with arousal and my mind was starting to sink into a dark miasma of
dazed heat as I felt something like surrender take hold. I let my
cares and concerns, my inhibitions and fears melt away in the heat,
and then just wallowed in the tremendous wall of pleasure and
passion.

“I love that glassy look in her eyes,” I
heard Rachel say, though I barely processed it.

My breathing was coming in ragged gulps and
gasps around the ball-gag until I cried out again in pleasure and
dazed passion as Jasmine continued to fuck me with her big cock.
And it was a very big cock. I mean, I wasn't an expert judge
of such things but it certainly felt way bigger than any real one
I'd ever had inside me.

“Don't make her orgasm too quickly,” Rachel
said.

The thrusting slowed, and the fingers rubbing
my clitoris slid up to pinch and twist my nipple.

“I love to fuck princesses,” Jasmine
whispered as she chewed on my earlobe.

The heat churned and burned inside me, and my
hips tried to thrust back against her. She chuckled as she let her
fingers slide down my body and began to rub my clitoris again.

The sensations deepened and my body again
tried to twist and writhe even as it shook to the renewed strength
of her thrusting hips. I felt them suddenly intensify, then scream
upward in strength as the orgasm tore through me. I twisted and
bucked and shook against her, convulsions wracking my body as she
pounded that big cock up into my aching pussy and rubbed my
clitoris.

“Come for me, Princess,” she taunted. “Come
on my big black cock.”

I loved that cock! I loved the feel of it
inside me! I loved how full I felt! I loved the sensation of it
thrusting up into me again and again and again! The passion and
lust were intoxicating, and the pleasure overwhelming as the orgasm
continued to shake me and her hips continued to drive the big dildo
up into me again and again.

I cried all the air out of my lungs and hung
quivering on the edge, not even breathing in as I trembled like a
plucked guitar string. Then I finally inhaled as the orgasm began
to fade.

She slid the big cock out of me as I fell out
of the climax and stood there, swaying, dazed, gulping in air,
heart pounding. They spoke and I heard them but I ignored it.

Jasmine came around front, then knelt before
me. Her tongue began to lick my clitoris, which was so sensitive
and swollen I moaned and tried to jerk back. But her fingers pushed
into me, one, two, three, pumping in and out as she licked. Then
she picked something up and pressed it against me. It felt like the
dildo, or something almost as thick and I moaned as she drove it
slowly up into my belly.

It wasn't the dildo, though. At least, not
the one she wore around her hips. She drove it up deep, then drew
two slim cords up across my hips and around behind me to fasten
firmly together to keep the thing in place. Then she moved behind
me and pulled the thing she'd put into my butt out. A moment later
I felt the dildo pushing against me there!

I gasped and shook my head dazedly. Then the
thing in my pussy began to throb and vibrate! I whimpered and
moaned as she slowly worked her strap-on dildo up deeper and deeper
into my ass while the big one in my pussy set my nerve endings to
trembling in tune.

“What would a princess like more than a big
black cock inside her?” she asked, leaning forward to chew on the
nape of my neck. “Two big black cocks inside her?”

The thing pushed deeper and deeper as she
kneaded my breasts and then pulled back on my hair again to chew on
my earlobe.

I gurgled and gasped and moaned as it impaled
me. It felt so deep, so big! I ached with it! But the dark heat was
still gripping my mind and swirling rushes of passion and feverish
need burned with the outrageousness of what she was doing.

She let go of my hair and I pulled
my head foraward as her
hands dropped down to my hips, jerking them back to meet her
thrusts. And then I saw it, staring, transfixed, watching the small
bulge in my belly each time she drove the thing all the way into
me. I could actually see it pushing against my stomach just below
my belly button!

OMG!

This was all so stunning! I hadn't any idea
people even did this kind of thing! I lost myself again, trembling
and shaking, scalding heat gripping my mind as she fucked me and
the vibrator buzzed and another massive orgasm shredded my
mind.

I heard screaming and realized it was me as
my muscles spasmed violently and I lost my mind to the raging
overload of pleasure assaulting me.

I felt my scalp stinging as she jerked my
head back by the hair.

“You love my big cocks, don't you, Princess?
Little blonde princess whore!” she taunted. “Loving cocks! The more
the better!”

I gurgled dazedly, barely able to stand, and
that only because of the pain in my wrists as my legs threatened to
give way. I heard her chuckle, and then she drove the thing deep inside me and
left it there. She
reached down to my buttocks, doing something around there, then
pulled back from me, even while the dildo stayed buried in my
ass.

Rachel had gotten up, and between them they
were undoing the straps from my ankles, then from my wrists. I
sagged in their arms as they lowered me to my knees, and paid
little attention to them drawing my wrists back together behind me
and crossing my wrists there. Then the straps went around them
again.

I just groaned weakly, panting, mind-blasted
by the incredible burning intensity of the passion she'd roused in
me and the explosive power of the orgasms.

The two of them were moving around the room
doing something. Rachel drew down a screen which had a picture of a
throne on it against a background of a stone wall and flaming
torches. They pulled the chair over and placed it against the wall
right where the throne was. Then I was being raised to my feet and
pulled over to the chair.

Jasmine was putting on some kind of
voluminous golden robe thing with puffy sleeves. She sat down on
the chair, adjusting a crown on her head.

A crown?

She grinned at me and I felt Rachel putting
something around my neck, something metallic which folded around my
slender throat and snapped together in front. She handed a chain to
Jasmine, and then undid the straps behind my head and pulled the
ball-gag out of my mouth.

“I trust you enjoyed that,” she said. “It
will make an excellent painting.”

What?

I gasped as Jasmine tugged on the chain and I
felt the pressure on the thing around my neck.

“Lean forward, Princess, and spread your
legs,” Rachel said.

What?

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply and I gasped in
pain.

“Spread your knees, Princess.”

I did, as Jasmine pulled in on the chain.

She lifted the thick skirts of the robe thing
and then lifted her legs up and apart to reveal her pussy, then
tugged on the chain.

Leash! The thing around my neck was some kind
of collar!

“Now please me, Princess. I'm the one on the
throne now,” she said.

“Slide your bottom forward more,” Rachel
said. “I don't want her breasts pressed into the side of the chair
but hanging loose. They're quite photogenic.”

Jasmine slumped more and then guided my mouth
down to her pussy.

“Get to work, Slave,” she said in an
imperious voice. “Your princess requires her pussy to be
pleasured.”

What the fuck!?

Rachel had moved the easel and started on a
new page as I stared at Jasmine's pussy.

“Obey your princess, slave, or you'll be
tortured,” Jasmine said.

Fuck this was weird and sick and kinky!

But I was still stuffed with that dildo in my
ass and the big vibrator thing in my pussy. The latter wasn't
buzzing anymore but it was a big, solid thing up inside me, held
there by the cords. It felt like the dildo was also attached to the
cord in back somehow, so neither one was going to slide out of me
any time soon.

Rachel drew while Jasmine wound my hair
around her fist and pulled me down to mash my mouth against her wet
pussy.

“Please your Princess, Slave,” she
ordered.

Okay, this was not what I signed up for! On
the other hand... on the other hand, she'd licked me, and given me
several massive orgasms. It would be pretty ungrateful of me to
refuse to lick her back. And it wasn't like I didn't have the
interest in learning how. Not after today!

“Bad little slave,” Jasmine said, tugging on
my hair. “Get licking.”

I gasped and licked. I licked up and down
along her bare sex, then pressed in harder around the top. I didn't
have fingers to pull her open the way she had me, but she had her
legs spread sufficiently wide I could see her clitoris.

I wasn't entirely sure what I was doing was
sufficient, but tried to imitate what she'd done to me, minus the
fingers.

This was freaky weird!

My breasts wobbled and trembled below me as I
knelt there. And the pressure in my belly was a constant as I
licked.

“That's it. Nasty little white slave,” she
purred. “Lick your princess. Make her happy so she doesn't have you
whipped.”

Whatever Rachel was up to Jasmine was clearly
more into the sex than the art! Her words made me feel a strange
dark rush, especially when I recalled that my wrists were tied
behind me and I was collared, with her holding the leash.

Like a slave girl!

Like a sex slave!

Yikes!

Then the vibrator started to vibrate and I
shuddered.

“We should bring in a prince with a nice,
big, black cock to do you while you're pleasing me with your
tongue, slave girl,” she taunted. “I know you love big black cocks
inside you.”

I'd never performed oral sex on a girl
before, but how to do it wasn't a big mystery, especially after
what she'd done to me. I tried to do my best at it, and my
inhibitions and hesitations melted away as the heat rose around me.
I was starting to forget this had anything to do with art and fall
under the spell of the wicked sexual fantasy Jasmine was
creating.

With me as a bound, collared sex slave being
stretched wide by two big cocks!

“Lick harder, slave,” she ordered, slapping
one of my hanging breasts as she did.

I cried out, but instantly complied, even as
I felt a strange sense of outrage and indignation that she'd dared
to slap my breast! The reason I say strange was that instead of
anger I felt a jolt of excitement at how nasty and wicked this
was!

“Suck on my clit, Slave bitch,” she growled,
slapping my breast again.

I moaned and obeyed, jamming my lips against
her and sucking rhythmically.

She had me swirl my tongue around, then press
my lower lip against it to lick strongly up against her again and
again, then swirl it around and lick from side to side.

I was being instructed how to please her,
accompanied by occasional slaps to the head or breast which again
shocked and aroused me rather than angering me. My hips were
rolling and grinding back against the dildo and vibrator as I
breathlessly licked Jasmine's clitoris, and I wished there
was someone behind me fucking me.

That would have been fucking awesome!

She started rolling her hips up at me, then,
and then jamming down on my head to make me lick faster and harder
as she came. I felt a great rush of excitement at that, at having
been able to make her climax, licked her as fast as I could as her
pussy jerked up against my mouth.

Crack!

I yelped as something cut across my
bottom.

“Spread your legs wider, Slave girl,” Rachel
ordered.

I obeyed, gasping, licking, moaning as
Jasmine kneaded my breast and the vibrator buzzed inside me.

This was so nasty! So wild! So hot! My body
was throbbing with sexual pressure and heat!

Jasmine tugged on the leash, then shifted her
grip to my hair and dragged me, wriggling and gasping, up across
her lap!

Crack! She slapped my buttocks
sharply.

“Naughty little slave girl,” she said.

Crack!

“You have a lot to learn about properly
pleasing your mistress.”

Crack!

Her hand gripped the vibrator and ground it
against me, her fingers rubbing furiously against my clitoris.

I came. Again! My hips bucked wildly as I
cried out in breathless, helpless pleasure, my mind spinning from
the rush of pleasure raging inside me.

*

I was sore, shell-shocked, and confused as
they finally untied me, pulled the vibrator and dildo out of my
body and Rachel told me to get dressed. I went back behind the
screen, trying to mull over in my head just what the hell I was
doing here as I dressed.

What kind of art was this anyway? Was it even
art? Why was Rachel paying me if it wasn't? Just to watch? She
could get porn videos on the internet way cheaper.

I came out from behind the screen feeling
weird, self-conscious about what had happened and how I'd basically
been Jasmine's bitch.

“Uh, how do you uhm, like, get art out of
this?” I asked Rachel, troubled by it all.

“Well, I start with the charcoal drawings, of
course,” she said.

She showed me the pad which had me standing
up, arms raised high, legs spread, and Jasmine's arm around me with
her fingers on my clitoris. It was very good given the time she'd
had. She flipped over the pad to show me other drawings, including
the one of me on my knees before Jasmine, and the dildo and
vibrator protruding from my body. I flushed at the sight of it.

“Then I'll use the computer to do them up as realistically as
possible, using these as a guide,” she said. “I couldn't possibly
do these sorts of erotic pictures properly with you here because it
would take hours and hours. You can't even sit still for something
like this – .” She flipped over the page to show me sitting on the
chair, hands behind neck, back arched. “ – long enough for me to
paint you. But I can use the charcoal drawing, and then fill in the
colors from the videos.”

I gasped, for I'd kind of put that from my
mind. Did she have videos of what I'd just done with Jasmine?! Of
course, she did! Those would be astonishingly obscene and x-rated!
If anyone saw them...

“Don't worry, dear. I'm not about to put them
on the internet,” she said as if reading my mind.

She handed me two hundred dollars.

“An excellent session,” she said.
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I was uneasy about it all, because it seemed
like a strange way to be posing for art. Still, there was no
question Rachel was an artist. Those charcoal drawings were really,
really good. I supposed the paintings would be gorgeous, too. I'd
just never heard of paintings as... graphic as the scenes she had
put me into with Jasmine.

Who would even buy such paintings? It's not
like they could be displayed on the wall of the office, or at home
unless you were a porn director or something. Then again, she
hadn't actually said she would paint them all. She had also talked
about using the computer to do, I guess, computer graphics. I'd
seen some of those that were so realistic it was hard to tell, at
first, that they were fake.

But it still felt pornographic. And it was.
If she made some kind of computer drawing of what me and Jasmine
had just done it would definitely be pornographic, even if it was
art too. So was this the sort of thing I wanted to continue to be
involved in? I'd thought all I'd be doing was sitting around naked.
Nude paintings were one thing, but porno drawings were another.

I returned to my dorm and then took a shower.
I settled down in my bunk with my laptop and browsed it, looking
for computer porn, basically. I wanted to see what it looked like,
to remind myself, since I'd only gotten glimpses before. I mean,
porn was generally not my thing.

It didn't take long to find some pretty
graphic and well-made pictures of naked people having sex. The
quality of the pictures varied wildly. But the best were either
just really nicely drawn while not trying to seem realistic, or
focused on being really realistic. Some of them had ridiculously
sized breasts or cocks while others were delicately drawn, with
sweet faces and well-defined bodies.

Anyway, there was certainly a market for
those pictures, but it was on the internet! Which was concerning
me, because if Rachel drew my face accurately someone might
recognize me, depending on where she sold the things.

I was definitely going to have to ask her
about that!

In the meantime, there was also the simple,
raw sex I'd had with Jasmine. That was my first sexual experience
with a girl, really. I
mean, licking a girl's clit and having her lick me – not to mention
fucking me with a strap-on! And I'd really gotten off on it. I
hadn't expected to.

Oh, I'd contemplated experimenting with girls
before, as a kind of fun sex. But this hadn't been relaxed, giggly
'fun'. It had been scalding hot! It had been more exciting, more
thrilling than anything I'd ever done before in my life! Jasmine
knew how to touch me and how to lick me like no boy had done so
far.

Was I gay, or at least bisexual?

No, definitely not gay. I still went hmmmmm,
whenever I saw a cute guy. But possibly bi? That was a weird thing
to suddenly discover about yourself. Was I going to start looking
for girls to fuck now?

That session was such a shocker it made it
hard to focus on boring old Accounting. At least numbers were
reliable and predictable, though. They didn't surprise you. In that
way, they were relaxing.

It was hard not to think about the pictures
Rachel was likely to make, though, and who would see them. My
classes were full of nerds who probably visited such sites every
day! The thought of them looking at such pictures drawn about ME
and my body was weird.

I was definitely going to have to talk to
Rachel about this stuff.

Assuming I went back, of course.

But two hundred dollars was a ton of money
for just under two hours of work! I'd have to work... well, once
you counted taxes... maybe sixteen or seventeen hours? And there'd
be no orgasms involved in that!

So instead of working all weekend, all day
Saturday, and all day Sunday, I'd 'posed' and had a little kinky
sex with a girl for less than two hours. And enjoyed it. Why should
I feel bad about that? A guy would have done it in a second and not
had even the slightest regrets.

But then the guy wouldn't have had to act
like a... a slave being used, being turned into a bitch, being
slapped and ordered around. That part made me feel very weird too.
Because it hadn't really bothered me at the time. It had almost
seemed natural, especially given I was tied up. I mean, a tied-up
person doesn't give orders, she takes them, right?

At least I'd actually gotten to do something
this time instead of just having stuff done to me while tied up.
And I'd learned, sort of, how to perform oral sex on a girl. That
was worthwhile information should I decide to fool around with
other girls someday.

And I'd gotten fucked in the ass and liked
it. That opened up new... possibilities for future sex with guys
I'd previously kind of shut down. So this was all not a bad thing
to be taking part in, and profitable too. It just went against my
sense of... well, what good girls were and weren't supposed to
do.

*

It was another week before Rachel called me,
or rather, sent me a text message asking me if I was free Friday
evening. The instant I saw it my chest tightened and I felt
butterflies in my stomach. I hesitated but then agreed. I'd talk to
her when I got there.

She sent an Uber for me, and I reflected that
it wasn't every job that would do that for you. So it didn't take
long for me to get to her place, and then she was seeing me at the
door.

I felt less... self-conscious than I had last
time. Maybe I was getting used to her seeing me naked and in a
state of wild sexual arousal. She didn't seem to take it very
seriously anyway. I mean, she never tried to join in or
anything.

“So I was wondering,” I said, as she led me
to the studio, “Like, have you done a lot of pictures like
this?”

“Pictures? Oh yes, and videos.”

“Videos? How do you do videos? I mean, like
the ones you take of me?” I asked, blushing.

“Like but not those. I turn what I see into
computer animation. Computer animation, unlike humans, is flawless,
and you can do interesting things with it. Even ordinary sex is
easier to show with a computer animation because you don't have to
worry about the camera placement, the cameraman, or lighting.”

“So uh, how realistic are they?”

“You mean how realistic are the faces? Don't
worry, Princess, I'll alter your face subtly enough that it will
resemble you but no one will recognize you.”

She took me to her computer and showed me a
video.

“I did this one last month.”

It showed a beautiful blonde riding up and
down on a very realistic cock that must have been a foot and a half
long, and about as wide as a wine bottle.

“That's not exactly realistic,” I said.

“Realism has different definitions in this
business,” she replied. “Now if you look at the size of this penis,
then yes, it's completely unrealistic on several levels. Not only
could it not be a human penis but it would kill any woman you used
it on, presuming you could get something that big inside her, which
you likely couldn't. But on another level, just looking at it by
itself, it's a very realistically depicted penis. If you see what I
mean.”

“I suppose.”

She rode up and down, and her belly bulged as
the 'cock' slid up and down inside her. Of course, rather than
feeling pain she was crying out in pleasure.

“So are you going to make uh, the scenes with
me... unrealistic?”

“I don't know. I haven't decided.”

She pulled up another file. This one was a
colorful and very realistic picture of me on my knees before
Jasmine, my face buried between her legs. I blushed automatically
as I saw myself. Rachel did something with the keys and mouse, and
the base of the dildo in my ass doubled in thickness.

“I think that probably would hurt,” I
said.

“More than likely,” she agreed. “But you
can't hurt a computer animation, and men do so like to see pretty
girls being penetrated by mighty... spears.”

She was doing up my hair behind me as I
stared at the picture, tying it into a loose braid, and I felt a
rising sense of anxiety, wondering what she'd want me to do this
time.

“Is Jasmine coming over?”

“Not today, Princess.”

I went behind the screen and got undressed,
then simply came back, not needing a robe.

She had me sit on the edge of the square
platform again, but this time lay down on it.

“It's not wide enough,” I said.

“Of course it is, Princess. Let your head
fall over the other side.”

I obeyed, and the world was now upside down.
What was the point of this?

She knelt beside my head and tugged my hair
down, then tied it in place. She straightened and I felt straps
going across my wrists, binding them to the surface of the platform
on either side of my hips. Then she had me put my feet down and
strapped my ankles to something along the lower corners of the
platform on the other side.

She wheeled something over and I felt
pressure against my naked sex, then it started to push into me. I
bit my lip, wondering if I should say something. I hadn't gotten
involved for this kind of posing, damn it!

“Have you ever deep throated a man,
Princess?” she asked.

I blinked in surprise at this, coming out of
the blue as it had.

“Uhm, a couple of times,” I said.

“How difficult do you find it?”

“It kind of depends on how big he is and how
hot I am.”

I heard a machine noise as something pressed
against the top of my sex, against my clitoris. Then it started to
kind of rub against me, but not as if a human was moving it. It
felt like it was a machine behind the movements. The thing inside
me started to move in and out in the same way.

What the fuck!?

She came around in front of me and then
wheeled another low trolley over. There was some kind of machine on
it with a pipe several feet long projecting out from the body. It
was hard to see what was happening but it looked like she was doing
something to that pipe.

I heard another machine sound, this one
coming from the new machine. She adjusted the height and moved it
closer and I saw there was a realistic-looking cock now on the end
of the pipe. She maneuvered it in and put the head into my open
mouth before I could say anything, then slid it a little
deeper.

I moaned around it, wanting to say something
but no longer able to!

She moved out of my vision and I felt
something like chain going down across my right thigh to bind it in
place, then another chain around my left thigh. A minute later she
put a thick chain across my throat and drew it down behind me.

“This is mostly just for show,” she said.
“For the visual appeal.”

Then she got up and went over to a cabinet,
then past me and did something else, then went to her easel and
flipped the pages to, I supposed, a new page, and began to
draw.

The thing in my mouth, the dildo, didn't
move. The one in my pussy did, pumping slowly in and out. The thing
rubbing against my clitoris vibrated powerfully, rubbing from side
to side, then around in circles, then up and down.

This was so bizarre!

“This will eventually, when made into a
video, show two huge, hulking men using your body at the same
time,” she said. “Think Conan the Barbarian types.”

What a dark, nasty fantasy!

Mind you, it was a hot one. And the way that
thing was rubbing and buzzing at my clitoris while the other one
fucked me was turning me on. I wondered if they'd have huge, thick
cocks the size of wine bottles too.

I moaned low in my throat, my muscles
starting to spasm, my body wanting to move but unable to. Then the
cock, the dildo in my mouth pushed forward. I gurgled as the head
pushed deep into my mouth, almost into the back of my mouth, but
not quite.

It was going to, though. I was suddenly quite
certain of that! This thing was going to go down my throat! Well, I
was in a good position for it, as long as I didn't panic. And I
couldn't do anything even if I did panic! I was locked down
tightly.

My heartbeat and pulse rate picked up as
anxiety joined the heat gripping me. The vibrator rubbing against
me was... very good! And the cock fucking me was going achingly
deep and starting to fuck me faster and faster.

While Rachel watched and drew!

Suddenly the dildo in my mouth pushed forward
into my throat. I gurgled as my body flinched helplessly,
my back arching up as I
strained against the restraints. But I couldn't do anything
the way my hair was tied. And the cock slid deep into my throat, so
deep it must have been down in my chest!

Now that I could see the thing I was amazed
at how long it was! It slid deeper and deeper, then slid slowly
out, inch after inch after inch of it. It was well over a foot
long!

It pulled back into my mouth and I gulped in
air, coughing and gasping for breath. It was still in my mouth,
though, so I couldn't say anything, couldn't ask her to stop or
wait or anything! I did my best to gulp in air as I moaned in dazed
helplessness.

Then there was a ring, like a doorbell.

“I'll be back in a minute or so,” she
said.

She got up and left, but the machine didn't
stop! The big cock slid deep into my throat, deep into my chest
again, then slid out, then in. It began to fuck in and out, and I
realized that I could breathe, after a fashion. As if...the thing
was hollow and there were air holes I couldn't see.

It was fucking my throat!

I fought to keep from gagging, to keep from
throwing up, but eventually conquered my gag reflex as the heat
began to grow again. Holy fuck!

I was dazed and light-headed by the time
Rachel returned. She was talking to someone, but I couldn't see who
it was, and my head wasn't very clear anyway. I supposed it was
Jasmine again.

The machine kept fucking my throat, and that
took up much of my attention. The other one was fucking me hard and
fast as the vibrator buzzed away.

The thing drew back all the way, then, and I
coughed and gulped in air, eyes glassy.

“You've done very well, dear. I think you get
a bonus this week,” she said.

I didn't care about any bonus. I just cared
about being able to breathe!

Fingers rubbed at my clitoris and I squirmed
and writhed against the chains, moaning helplessly even as my chest
heaved.

The thing was, Rachel was sitting behind her
easel.

“Jonathan is going to help us out with a
better visual image anyway,” she said.

Who? What? My head was too muzzy to grasp
what she was saying.

And then there was another figure looming
over me, with very, very black skin and a very, very big cock. It
was a real cock, though, not a dildo, and the figure looming over
me wasn't Jasmine or any other girl. I gasped, my body jerking
instinctively, but unable to move.

I gaped at the cock – upside down, and it
pushed forward into my mouth. It slid in so neatly it was almost
natural how it pushed against my throat and then slid straight down
it.

It certainly felt more natural than the dildo
had as it buried itself in my throat. I stared into a pair of balls
as whoever it was ground themselves against my mouth.

My mind was... well, it was already dazed and
confused, not to mention churning with heat and passion. Now the
realization that a guy was there, looking down at me (which seemed
much more shocking than him having his cock in my throat) froze my
thinking. My mind sputtered in confusion as he slid himself back
out again and I gasped for breath.

Who was Jonathan!?

His cock pushed back into my open mouth and
down my throat. Large hands came down on my breasts, kneading and
squeezing them as he pumped slowly in and out of my mouth. And all
I could do was lay there, gaping upside down and seeing very little
except his shaft and balls.

Why was a man here!?

With me like this!

I know it's weird, but his cock in my mouth
and throat didn't seem all that important compared to him simply
being here and seeing me naked like this. Just goes to show how
confused I was.

I gasped dazedly as he pulled out, coughing
and panting.

He pulled out and Rachel knelt beside me.

“Here. Hold this as straight as possible in
your mouth,” she said.

She had a bit of stainless steel pipe, thin
and hollow with a pointy, closed end. She slid the open end of the
pipe through my lips. Since it was wider than most cocks it barely
fit through my lips and I moaned around it as she returned to her
easel.

“Raise the nose a bit,” she said.

What the fuck!?

The guy tilted the thing up a bit and stood
back.

“Yes, excellent.”

The dildo in my pussy stopped pumping and
slid out. Then the 'pipe' pushed forward on its own, only it felt
wider, thicker. There was little friction to it, though, so it
pushed in fairly easily, though it was quite tight.

“Shift the nose down just a bit,” she
said.

I had no idea what she was doing and decided
it didn't matter since there wasn't anything I could do about
it.

“Good. Take it out and we'll try another
angle.”

The guy slid the pipe out of my mouth while
the machine one slid back out of my pussy. Rachel was there and
undoing the chain around my neck, then the ones around my arms and
thighs and ankles. She and the guy, who I still hadn't actually
seen, except upside-down, rolled me over, and I groaned
dazedly.

I felt them raising me up, lifting me so my
knees were on the edge of the platform. I felt something slippery
pushing at my back opening, then a finger wriggled down inside me.
It slid in and out, then a second finger joined it. They were thick
fingers, so I didn't think they were Rachel.

My legs were being tied down or chained down.
And then my wrists were lifted up and back behind me and chained
together. Another chain went across my upper back, pinning it down.
I felt my braided hair pulled up and back as the fingers slid out
of my bottom, then something else pushed into me there, something
metallic and... curved. It slid a few inches deep and I felt it
curve up and around my tailbone.

I gasped as my hair was pulled back, raising
my head up. I was still kind of light-headed from the repeated
difficulties breathing, and also dizzy from being upside down and
then righted. I didn't quite understand the point of what they were
doing but didn't care enough to object.

I became aware that my hair was tied to the
thing... the hook they'd put in my ass, the one hooked over my
tailbone. It was holding my head up, though not far up. I was still
looking down at the floor, just not straight down.

I felt the metal pole thing being pushed into
my pussy again as Rachel came around in front of me and picked up
the other one.

“Now it's important to hold this at exactly
the right angle,” she said, pushing the open part into my
mouth.

What?

I moaned around it as she let go, then got up
and stepped back. She came forward again to adjust the angle, then
did it again. I groaned as the pipe pushed deeper into my belly,
then she went back to her easel and started to draw.

I stared down the length of the hollow stainless steel pipe
wondering what the fuck was going on. It was filling my mouth and
forcing my lips wide, but it wasn't doing anything else. It was
about eight inches long, including the part in my mouth, so not
very heavy. But what was the point?

As nothing else happened my mind began to
clear. But I couldn't do anything and I couldn't say anything. So
instead I focused on there being a guy here! A guy here holding a
pole in my pussy! A guy standing behind me right now looking at me
like this! A guy I'd never met! What the fuck!?

“See if you can snarl more, Jonathan,” Rachel
said.

Snarl? What? What the fuck?

I was actually surprised at how easily I was
taking things. I mean, I should be feeling mortified by having a
guy here touching me and seeing me like this. Not to mention
fucking my throat! Instead, it was just like... well, okay, another
modeling session with some kinky stuff going on.

I mean, I was coping pretty well. Exposing
myself in all these lewd, naked positions while she watched and
drew and took videos had kind of gotten me used to the idea of
people seeing me like this. And of course, Jasmine seeing me and
touching me and all that stuff had a part in that.

“You probably wonder what I'm doing,
Princess,” she said.

She stepped around the easel and brought the
pad with her, then knelt in front of me and showed me what she'd
drawn.

I stared at it, blinking, and thinking
'Oh'.

She went back behind her easel and my mind
considered what I'd seen. It was a drawing of a helpless girl
kneeling like I was, with an angry warrior shoving a spear
completely through her body. Like, through her pussy and out her
mouth.

Like... did this even qualify as kinky? Maybe
it had its own description given how shocking it was.

But feeling that metal rod in my pussy, as
thick as a cock, and deep as one, which wasn't entirely still even
if the guy wasn't moving it on purpose, was doing things to my
mind. Not to mention having a guy with a big cock standing behind
me while I was kneeling here helpless and obscenely exposed.

“That should do it.”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I felt the pole or whatever sliding out of my
pussy. The guy came around in front of me and pulled the other one
out of my mouth, then knelt in front of me. I could at least see
him better now. He was a very muscular looking black man –, as in
the blackest of black men. He was bald, and probably somewhere in
his late twenties.

Big hands gripped my head and then his cock
pushed into my open mouth.

I moaned as I began to suck, as he began to
pump, and then as he drove himself to the balls in my throat.

This was all so insane. It was like I was in
a different world here with different rules.

He drew out and I gasped for breath.

“Do you like my cock, Princess?” he asked in
a deep voice.

I only moaned and he rubbed his cock all over
my lips and face.

“Tell me you love my cock, Princess,” he
ordered, slapping it against my face.

“I-I... I... I... love your cock,” I
moaned.

He gripped my braided hair and yanked back so
that I cried out.

“Master. Call me master,” he growled.

“Master!” I gasped.

“Do you love my cock, Princess?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you, Princess.”

He drove his cock down my throat, making it
kind of hard to talk, and ground himself against my lips before
pulling back.

“Beg me to fuck you, Princess.”

I gulped in air, panting, and he jerked on my
hair.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

He got up and moved behind me and I felt his
fingers against me. His hands rubbed my buttocks, and then I felt a
large, wide tongue sliding up and down over my pussy, licking hard
and fast. He focused on my clitoris and I felt the rush of heat and
pleasure and lust and passion swirling and churning through my
body.

I began to wriggle and pull and strain
against the chains, my breathing growing more ragged.

And all I heard, aside from myself, was
Rachel humming as she drew.

Fingers gently massaged my clitoris, then
lips sucked on it as fingers pushed into me and pumped in and out.
Finally, I felt his slick cock rubbing up and down along the puffy,
wet, overheated lips of my sex. The pressure pushed against me and
he slowly forced himself in. I felt his hands sliding over my hips,
then down my body.

I gasped as he jerked back on my braid.

“Beg me to fuck you, Princess.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

His cock drove deeper still, and I groaned at
the delicious ache. His hips began to slap against my buttocks as
he used my body. There was a steady, wonderful rhythm to it and I
knelt there with slit eyes, shuddering and gasping every time he
sheathed his big cock in my warm, tight pussy.

Crack!

I cried out at the sharp slap to my
bottom.

“Beg me to fuck you, Princess.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, Princess.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

The heat inside me grew more intense, his
hips striking me with more power. My body rocked and shuddered to
the force of his thrusting. And then stopped. He halted, his cock
halfway inside me, the shaft being gripped by the lips of my
sex.

He held still, unmoving, as I trembled and
moaned.

Rachel hummed and sketched.

My pussy thrummed and simmered and bubbled
like a boiling pot, squeezing down on his cock, wanting him to
move. But he didn't.

He yanked on my braid and I gasped in
pain.

“Beg me to use your slut body, Princess.”

What? Wow!

Crack!

“Ow!”

Yank!

“Beg me to use your slut body, Princess.”

“Please... use my... my slut body... Master!”
I gasped.

Crack!

“Again.”

“Please use my slut body, Master!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Louder.”

“Please use my slut body, Master!”

What did this have to do with pictures, I
thought, bewildered.

He started to thrust into me, this time with
deep, powerful thrusts that buried his cock and were followed by
him grinding himself against me. He did this again and again,
sliding his cock slowly out, then spearing it forward to grind
himself against me. Then he started to thrust normally, hard, fast,
his hips slapping my upraised buttocks so my whole body shuddered
and shook.

Another orgasm rose up within me and tore
what was left of my mind apart as I cried out in dazed ecstasy. My
whole body seemed to be focused on the feel of that big cock
driving up and down inside me even as he jerked on my braid and
slapped at my buttocks.

My body was shuddering but my mind was
shaking apart into scattered pieces as I gurgled and gasped and
sobbed in dazed pleasure. I felt completely overpowered by the
sensations tearing through me, and surrendered to them, wallowing
in the pleasure that gripped me and caring nothing for anything
else.

Pride? Dignity? Inhibitions? Who cared about
boring stuff like that!?

My body was flaring with such an incredible
release I thought I must be radiating heat!

*

The thing about Statistics is that some of
the formulas are so irritatingly complicated you have to spend a
whole page on figuring out what the numbers are just to plug into
another formula to get the final number. And it all had to be
written neatly down to show your work, otherwise you wouldn't get
the mark.

I was in my dorm, wearing sweatpants and a
T-shirt, sitting at my desk, doing homework. The wild, outrageous
events of Friday evening were behind me, and I had three hundred
dollars in my pocket.

Now I had to get back to my other life, which
was figuring out all these numbers so I would get a decent mark and
move on to the next course. And the one after that. It wasn't that
I didn't understand it. But it was a lot to remember.

Why I needed to know how to do all this stuff
for Accounting, well, that wasn't up to me. Nothing much was my
decision these days.

There was something very strange about those
modeling sessions. I mean, at the very least Rachel should have
consulted me before inviting people in to... to have sex with me!
But she'd treated it with the same casual, clinical, just-a-job
kind of thing she always did. Which made me feel I ought to be
casual, too.

Which was ridiculous! A man I'd never met had
fucked my throat and pussy! And yeah, he was hot and sexy, but God!
I should be consulted! And yes, he'd fucked me better than any guy
I'd ever had, and given me a fantastic orgasm, which I rarely had
with guys but still... still I felt I should be indignant.

But every time I thought about it, about
anything to do with 'modeling', I felt this dark, wild sense of
delicious excitement. I'd never done anything like... any of that
before in my life! And likely never would again. But boy, talk
about learning about things! I was learning a lot more about kinky
sex and the pleasure I could feel than I was about any of my
accounting subjects!

Yes, it was slutty of me, but somehow that
didn't seem to matter. It was like whatever happened up there in
her studio wasn't real. It wasn't a part of the real world. It
was... a cartoon, a story, a … a role, like an actress might
play.

I wrote the numbers carefully, keeping my
handwriting neat and precise. Good handwriting was important for
accounting, even though most of what we did now was on computers,
on special accounting software and spreadsheets.

My laptop beeped and I checked to see who the
email was from. I felt a jolt when it had Rachel's name on it. I
licked my lips and opened it and found a link to a page which had
several very colorful animated drawings of … of what I'd done the
other day! You couldn't recognize me from the face but I knew it
was me, and boy! Were they ever wild and shocking!

I mean, the drawing of the warrior putting a
spear through me had been bad enough. This was so much more
lifelike! So much more realistic! Well, except for the lack of
blood. The one of me laying on my back was the same, with a pole
going completely through my body and emerging through my mouth.

This was some pretty dark and kinky
stuff!

By comparison, the big black warrior using me
from behind was almost ordinary, except for me being chained up.
But it was certainly a hot picture of, well, a powerful man
dominating a helpless woman. I wondered if the racial angle was a
part of that. He was very black and I was very pale and blonde.

And Rachel had made his cock even thicker
than it was so that it looked like some kind of horse cock!
Yikes!

Then there was one taken of my face with my
lips stretched wide around a black cock. No, two of them. First,
with just the head between my lips and what looked like a foot of
shaft remaining. Then with his cock buried in my throat. You could
see the bulge in my throat. Not to mention in my eyes! The cartoon
looked a lot like me, though subtly different. But I didn't think
anyone seeing it would think it was me.

The computer animations were very well done,
very realistic, and very graphic and nasty. That I could see them
and remember made my face redden and sent a flush down my chest as
my nipples hardened. That had been so outrageous!

Sick, sick, sick!

But hot! Scalding!

It was hard to get back to boring old numbers
after that, but I did it, eventually finishing my homework.
Financial Management was the worst, but my homework this weekend
wasn't too bad and I'd wrapped it up easily.

Now I was thinking about what to do with
myself. There were some chores, some things to go buy, say, but
what about this evening? Staying home and watching Netflix while
Sung Yi, my roommate did more homework did not fill me with
enthusiasm. I had open invitations from several guys for dates.

The fraternity houses had parties every
weekend, and unless I was mistaken, they sent invites around to all
the freshmen girls based on their looks. I was always getting notes
slipped under my door for that. Or I could just go to a club just
off campus and I'd certainly get picked up.

But did I want to be? And by whom? Because
all the thinking about the nasty sex I'd had while modeling had me
thinking about... sex.

I sifted through the invites I'd tossed aside
with hardly a glance. My parents had suggested I accept some to get
to know people. But I figured the only getting to know involved was
likely to be the frat boys getting to know what I looked like naked
and had passed. I wasn't of the mentality to join a sorority
either.

I wore a short skirt and tight top, but
nothing particularly immodest. The party was already going strong
when I arrived, and I was greeted warmly, as I'd expected. Then the
frat boys took turns dancing with and trying to seduce me and the
other girls there.

I liked the dancing, but the courting rituals
were kind of childish. Boys tended to act goofy in their eagerness
to impress me, and had been doing so for years. Maybe that was one
of the reasons I'd taken to the kinky sex in the studio so well.
Because it didn't involve anyone trying to impress me. The sex
skipped all that stuff.

Because I was horny I wound up going up to
his bedroom with one of the guys. I blew his mind with my
deep-throating skills, which had really been improved lately
(forcibly so). Of course, then I had to get him hard again after
swallowing his come. And he didn’t seem to have any interest in
returning the favor. Once I got him hard again he rolled atop me
and thrust away for a couple of minutes before coming again.

All of which was... well, not boring, but
hardly on the same level as the kinky stuff I'd done in front of
Rachel's eyes. In fact, even as I knelt blowing him I had this
strange thrum of excitement at the thought of someone behind me,
doing me at the same time. And maybe slapping my butt while the guy
before me pulled my hair.

Posing for those kinky pictures was turning
me into some kind of nympho pervert.

Anyway, it was awfully tame compared to what
I'd done with Jasmine or Jonathan. And so it wasn't very exciting.
I went back to my dorm and considered my options for future fun,
for future sex, for future money, for what kind of a person I
thought I wanted to be.

I still liked numbers and wanted to be an
accountant, though I wasn't sure what kind. And besides, posing for
this kind of thing had a limited career. I would get older and then
she'd look for someone younger, just like all the regular modeling
agencies did. In fact, by their standards, I was already getting
old.

The next morning I got a text from
Rachel.

Work tonight?

I felt a jolt. Tonight! I'd just modeled two
days ago! Already! Was I ready to plunge deeper into her dark,
nasty world of sex and bondage!? What if it made me so I couldn't
enjoy sex any other way? Would I spend my life wanting to be tied
up? Mind you, I didn't anticipate a lot of difficulties persuading
men to do that...

Plus I'd make money, of course. That was
always good.

I showed up again, wary, nervous, but with my
tummy fluttering with anticipation to find Rachel as casual and
calm as usual.

“Oh, here you are. Get undressed,
Princess.”

“You keep calling me that,” I grumbled.

“Haven't people treated you like a princess
for years?” she asked.

I glowered at her but didn't answer, because
of course they had.

She put a black leather collar around my
neck: a wide, thick one. Matching leather restraints went around my
wrists, but also my biceps. She attached a heavy chain to the back
of my collar, which ran down to a ring set between my shoulder
blades. Shorter chains went from there to the restraints around my
biceps, pulling them back, forcing my shoulders back.

A slightly long chain descended to the wrist
restraints, for no reason I could see but the visuals.

Then again, I was a model.

Rachel had me kneel on the floor in front of
the screen, which had a view of a big, thick stone wall, like you
might find in a dungeon, I supposed. For once she didn't want my
head back. Instead she wanted it to be bowed low as I knelt
submissively.

Then she sketched me from the rear.

“All right, face down, bottom up,” she said,
coming over to me after I'd been posing for some time.

She gripped my arm and helped me reposition
myself, this time with my breasts pressed into the floor and my
bottom raised high.

“Spread your legs,” she said.

It was strange to have a woman say that to me
but I did it. Then she moved back behind her easel.

What a strange position to pose in!
Especially since she was behind me!

Then Jasmine showed up!

I gasped, my face reddening as she wandered
in.

“Ah, here you are,” Rachel said. “As you can
see, we've started already.”

Jasmine smirked at me and I looked away, my
pulse racing.

“Get dressed. There's a bag there with your
costume,” Rachel said.

Jasmine went behind the curtain while Rachel
continued to sketch me. I wondered what costume Jasmine would have.
I expected some kind of medieval outfit, given what had happened
before, but instead when she came out, grinning, she was wearing a
neck to ankle PVC leather outfit which included a very large cock
and rounded balls. It was angled upward, hungry and eager to bury
itself in someone like... me!

“I guess I'm a man for the day,” she
said.

She had a hood on over her head and then a
lone ranger type mask across her upper face.

“Oh no, dear, you're much better than that,”
Rachel said.

Jasmine laughed as she came over to me. I
looked nervously up over my shoulder at her.

She went to the cabinet and returned with
what were apparently Rachel's favorite toys, the vibrator with the
vibrating clip base and the dildo which had a bulge near the bottom
so it would stay inside me – kind of like a butt-plug.

She at least had some lube, too. For I felt
it on her gloved fingers as they pushed into me, pumping in and
out. Then the vibrator pushed in as I felt my heart beating faster
and faster. Then the dildo was driven into me until the bulging
part was inside and just the final inch or so remained outside.

“Rise up on your knees, Princess,” Rachel
said.

I rose up, and she had me turn to face her.
Jasmine knelt before me and positioned the hollow base of the
vibrator so it exactly framed my clitoris then turned it on. She
stuck her tongue out at me as she let her gloved fingers rub my
already swollen clitoris, then got to her feet.

Rachel positioned Jasmine next to me, then
had her gather my hair up in a thick mass and hold it in her gloved
fist.

“Head back. Look arrogant and superior,”
Rachel told her.

“Head down. Look meek and submissive,” she
told me.

Yeeks!

“Legs spread wide.”

I obeyed but was already pulsing with heat
and arousal. I'd been wet even before Jasmine's fingers had pushed
into me. Now I felt the vibrator buzzing and felt the thickness of
the two black 'cocks' driven up inside me and my mind was eagerly
anticipating what would happen next.

Certainly the long, thick cock sticking out
and up from between Jasmine's legs was going to come into play!

After spending about ten minutes posing in
the same position she had me turn more towards Jasmine, and Jasmine
turn more towards me. Then I had to rise up a bit and mouth her
'balls' and hold my mouth around it as she sketched.

“Good thing you don't try this on a guy,”
Jasmine said. “I doubt he'd have the patience.”

The next pose had me with my lips stretched
wide around her 'cock' while she held my hair tightly. I had a
harder time not moving because my body had heated up during the
previous pose. The vibrator was buzzing inside me and around my
clitoris, and my mind was becoming sodden with liquid heat and
want.

After that Rachel returned me to my previous
position, except with my side to the screen and my other side to
Rachel. Meanwhile, Jasmine knelt behind me, pulled the vibrator out
and worked that big cock of hers into my pussy. We then posed with
it halfway in and her gripping my hair and pulling it up and
back.

It was even harder not to move with the
'cock' halfway inside me. My buttocks kept trying to slide back to
take it deeper. She slapped my ass several times, which was
embarrassing as I was acting like some kind of nympho. When Rachel
gave her the go-ahead to bury the thing in my belly it ached but my
body burned!

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God!” I moaned as she forced the
last inch into my quivering body.

“Our little blonde princess loves that black
cock,” Jasmine said in amusement.

“Hold still,” Rachel said, sketching
away.

Which was easier said than done. Jasmine had
my hair pulled way back, so my head was forced up and back sharply
between my shoulder blades. I was panting for breath as she subtly
ground the rounded 'balls' of the suit against the mouth of my
pussy, which heated me up even more.

She didn't even have to fuck me. If this
lasted much longer I was going to have an orgasm! I felt so full!
My pussy throbbed around the big cock inside it. The nose was
jammed achingly deep and the balls were roughly carved as they
ground against the straining lips of my sex.

“All right. Slide out of her, Jasmine, and
turn her face towards me more.”

I moaned low in my throat as the thick cock
slid back out of my trembling pussy. Jasmine used her grip on my
hair to turn me more towards facing Rachel and then Rachel had me
down on my chest again with my bottom high in the air.

Jasmine slid the vibrator back inside me and
then stood in front of me. Rachel got her a thin chain, which she
clipped to the back of the collar around my neck, then held
tautly.

“All right, Princess, lips on her boot,”
Rachel said.

Huuuuuuh?

In addition to the PVC bodysuit, Jasmine was
wearing stiletto-heeled black boots with pointy toes. She tugged on
the chain to bring my face closer to it.

“Kiss your mistress's boot, slave girl,”
Jasmine said in a teasing voice.

Oh yikes!

I gulped, pulse racing, pussy throbbing, and
then brought my lips down against the top of her boot.

“Hold that,” Rachel said.

So I held in position like that with my lips
against Jasmine's boot for long minutes. It was another strange
pose, but not hard to hold.

“I think you need something more,” Rachel
said.

She came out from behind her easel and
fetched a long, slim black stick of some kind for Jasmine. It had a
leather handle, a body as thick as a pencil, and a thin, soft flap
of leather at the tip.

Rachel got behind her easel again and flipped
the page.

“All right, put your tongue out against her
boot,” she said. “Make it visible.”

Yikes!

I did as she ordered, while Jasmine held the
stick up menacingly.

“Try releasing her hair and pressing the tip
of the riding crop against the back of her head,” Rachel
suggested.

Yikes again! A riding crop!

Holding my tongue out for any period of time
was difficult. I had to keep pulling it back and then pushing it
out again.

“If you were my lover you'd get more practice
out of your tongue muscles, slave girl,” Jasmine said.

I just bet I would!
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And then Jonathan walked in. Fuck!

I gasped, but I couldn't really move as
Jasmine held tightly to my hair. I rolled my eyes up at him as my
face heated and he grinned as he looked down. Then he turned to
Rachel.

“How do I look?”

“Fine.”

He was wearing a three-piece suit for some
reason, and shiny black shoes.

They re-positioned me to be licking his shoes
instead. Meanwhile, Jasmine stood over me, holding the crop and the
leash attached to my collar.

“No, that doesn't work,” Rachel said. “Take
the chains off her.”

Jasmine knelt behind me and unlinked the
chains from the collar and restraints, and also unclipped the wrist
restraints so my arms came apart.

“Princess, put your hands around your
master's ankle,” Rachel said. “Jonathan, push your left foot
forward more. That's it. Now, Princess, lick his shoe and hold the
pose.”

I felt the heat building up even more. It was
like my body was bubbling over with it, waiting for a touch to set
it off. I held in that pose, my swollen breasts against the floor,
my tongue against his shoe, my hips raised up and legs spread as
Jasmine held my 'leash'.

This was so fucking kinky!

“She's so wet she's practically dripping,”
Jasmine said. “She's been waiting for you, big boy.”

“Maybe I'll have to do something about that,”
Jonathan said.

“Not if I get her first.”

“Nice cock there, girl.”

“Nice and thick and hard and never goes
soft.”

“Yeah but it's knowing what to do with it
that matters.”

“All right. Jasmine, kneel behind the
princess and put your penis halfway inside her. Pull the leash taut
but not so it pulls her lips from Jonathan's shoe.”

I moaned as Jasmine slid the vibrator out and
then pushed the dildo into me. I was desperately close to coming,
and I wanted that orgasm more and more. I was becoming feverish
with the heat as I felt myself stretched out again by the thick
cock she had attached to her suit.

My hips started to grind back at her and she
snapped the crop down on my bottom.

“Hold still, slave,” she taunted.

I moaned and obeyed... temporarily. But my
body was charged up and started to try to ride back again. She let
the soft leather tip of the crop slap against the side of my right
breast and I gasped.

“Nasty, slutty little slave girl,” she said,
slapping the side of my breast several times.

“All right. Bind her wrists behind her
again,” Rachel said.

Jasmine pulled my wrists back and clipped the
restraints together.

“Jonathan, I assume you're erect. It
certainly seems like it. Kneel in front of her and take your penis
out and put it in her mouth.”

I moaned as he eagerly unzipped and pulled
his stiff cock out.

“You take her hair. Jasmine, you grip her
bound wrists and the leash and pull her chest off the floor.”

The two of them pulled on my wrists, collar,
and hair, so I was kneeling and facing forward, then Jonathan slid
his thick black cock through my lips.

“Not too deep,” Rachel said.

They held still, each of them half-buried in
my body as I trembled and burned and moaned.

After a minute it was too much and I tried
again to drive my pussy back onto Jasmine's cock. But my breasts
were now fully bared and she brought the crop down and other, the
tip slapping stingingly at my tingling nipples.

“Hold your hot pussy still, Slave,” she
growled.

I held still, but once again, the heat was so
feverish my body took over, trying to push back despite Jonathan
holding tight to my hair. And once again Jasmine used the tip of
the crop to slap at my nipples and breasts until they stung.

Gasping and wincing, I held still for another
minute. Or maybe it was half a minute. Then my body tried to ride
back on her dildo again.

“Horny little slut,” Jasmine said, slapping
harder at the side of my breast, then underneath at the nipple.

“All right. Give her what she wants so she'll
calm down,” Rachel said. “Bury your cock in her and hold it.”

I'm not sure if she was talking to Jasmine,
but Jonathan did the same. I gurgled, my eyes bulging as he pushed
his cock deep into my throat. But at the same time, Jasmine thrust
her cock deep into my quivering pussy and ground the balls against
the mouth of my sex.

The orgasm tore through me like a volcanic
eruption. I screamed around Jonathan's cock as he shoved himself
balls-deep in my throat and held me in place. My hips bucked back
frantically against Jasmine's dildo, sending waves of overpowering
pleasure and lust and wonder through my overheated body.

And then Jasmine twisted the riding crop
around and slid the soft leather tip in under my abdomen, finding
my clitoris and rubbing and lightly slapping at it.

The orgasm seemed to rocket upward, and I
trembled and shook, drowning in the fiery liquid heat, screaming
around Jonathan's cock until I couldn't breathe. My body trembled
and shook, rutting back against Jasmine as she rubbed my clitoris
with the crop and slapped my bottom with her hand.

It felt as if the release was so powerful my
skull would explode! I was losing my mind as the pleasure, the
ecstasy, rampaged through my body and mind.

Jonathan pulled his cock out of my throat,
finally, and I coughed and gulped in air, barely conscious.

“All right, let's try this again,” Rachel
said.

Jasmine and Jonathan re-positioned
themselves, with the latter's cock in my mouth but not my throat. I
was too dazed to do anything at first. That orgasm had been
mind-blowing. When I was able to focus my thoughts I felt a sense
of awe at how intense the pleasure had been and how long it had
lasted.

Then came a sense of consternation. Why!?
Neither of them had done much of anything to me! Jonathan had put
his cock in my mouth. That was it. Jasmine had her phony cock
halfway inside me and nothing more. At least not until I had
come.

Why had I come so powerfully with them and
not with that handsome frat boy the other night?

I didn't understand it at all!

But I was still aroused with the feel of
Jasmine's cock inside me. Especially since I still had the dildo in
my ass, which made me feel absolutely stuffed.

They undid the wrist restraints again. I
mean, they kept them on but unclipped them. Once again I had to
grip Jonathan's shoe and lick it. Only this time Jasmine held my
hair as if forcing my mouth down. And... and she started to fuck me
with her big cock.

“Lick, Slave!” she growled.

I licked. I mean... I didn't just put my
tongue against it and hold it in place. I licked his shoe as she
twisted her fingers in my hair and drove the big cock into my
aching, burning belly with steady thrusts. Every time she buried it
she'd grind that fat round base with the contoured black 'balls'
against me and I'd shudder at the rush of heat.

“Lick your master's shoe, sex slave,” she
ordered.

I licked, moaning. She slapped at the side of
my breast with the tip of the crop.

“Lick harder, slave!”

I licked harder. Panting and moaning and
shuddering as she drove her cock into my belly again and again.

Crack!

The crop cut across my buttocks.

“Lick harder, Slave!”

Crack!

“Long licks!”

Crack!

“Faster, slut!”

I trembled and moaned, my hips jerking back
against the pumping dildo as I licked faster and faster, gasping
and shuddering as my body burned, as my mind melted.

“If she's a slave I'd like to get back inside
her,” Jonathan said.

“Ha! She's my slave!” Jasmine said, cracking
the crop across my bottom again.

I was becoming feverish again, desperately
overheated, licking frantically at his shoe as I clutched his ankle
and Jasmine drove the dildo into me harder and faster.

At a word from Rachel, they turned me around.
Then it was Jonathan sliding his cock into me as Jasmine stood up
and I licked her boots.

His big hands on me felt incredible. They
were so strong! And I was so helpless! He slid them under to mash
my breasts up against my chest, and the orgasm swept through me. My
hips rutted back as the passion exploded and I cried out at every
hard thrust as he drove himself into me hard and fast.

It was glorious! It was just a total
breakdown of everything in my mind and body and a complete
surrender to the waves of pleasure sweeping over me! And the fact
it was a real cock inside me made it doubly hot compared to it just
being a dildo. It made it wilder, it made it more... real!

Of course, how this was related to modeling
might be argued, but my mind wasn't in a position to make that
argument. It simply didn't care.

He pulled out of me and Rachel stood up to
have me rearranged once again. Was she really a fast enough
sketcher to get what she needed in just a few minutes? Then again,
I'd seen how well she sketched me before in less time. And how
she'd been able to turn that into computer animation.

This time they stood me upright. My wrists
were lifted above me again and chained in place like the other day.
This time I was turned to face the screen, not Rachel. Though she
did move her easel so she was sort of not just behind me but to the
side.

Jonathan pushed the ball-gag into my mouth
while Jasmine got the vibrator and spread my legs so she could push
it up inside me. I still had that dildo in my butt as Jonathan ran
his hands up and down my back, then reached up to adjust the straps
around my wrist and the chain they were fastened to. I was forced
up onto the balls of my feet again.

Jasmine turned on the vibrator and I
shuddered, then she started to lick me. The way the thin little
bars of the base framed my clitoris made it excruciatingly
sensitive as her tongue licked and teased it. Her hands slid up and
down my body, kneading my breasts, then forcing my thighs
wider.

Meanwhile, Jonathan had picked up a belt. It
wasn't a normal kind of belt. It was quite wide and had no buckle.
It wasn't rounded, the way you'd expect a belt to be when folded in
half. Instead, it folded perfectly in half in his hand.

Suddenly that hand moved back, not that I
paid it much attention. I only kind of noticed his arm's sudden
movement out of my peripheral vision since he was standing off to
my left. He swung his arm forward and then something snapped across
the underside of my buttocks with sufficient force to startle me. A
split second later the sharp, stinging snap of pain followed and I
cried out into the gag, startled and jerking my head around
wildly.

“Bad slave girl,” he said.

What the fuck!? I wasn't bad!? What had I
done wrong!? I'd done everything they wanted!

Isn't it weird that those were the thoughts
that tumbled through my mind, rather than outrage that he'd swung a
belt down across my bottom?

He didn't swing it again, though, so I kind
of thought that maybe it was just for Rachel's drawing and let my
mind be pulled back to the thrumming flood of sensations Jasmine
was producing in front of me.

Because that was really starting to fill my
body with a pulsing, throbbing sexual pressure again. My nipples
were rock hard and my breasts felt swollen and hot and hard!

Crack!

I squealed at another blow, twisting my head
around again anxiously.

“Slave girls get punished,” Jonathan said in
amusement.

“Slave girl,” Jasmine said from below.

I moaned as she licked especially hard across
my clitoris, her tongue moving faster as the vibrator buzzed
determinedly.

I cried out again as my hair was yanked back
and rolled my eyes back at Jonathan as he leaned in to kiss his way
along the nape of my neck and up under my earlobe.

“Sex slave,” he whispered in a throaty
purr.

I moaned helplessly. This was so sick! So
dirty and nasty and wild and hot!

He released my hair and stepped back, and I
stared down at Jasmine, my hips grinding against her now as –.

Crack!

I cried out again as the belt swept in and
hit my buttocks. It wasn't just a belt, but two, after all. It was
like... the inside one hit me and then a split second later the
outside one hit the inside one, which kind of produced an echo of
the sharp sting.

“Sex slave!” Jasmine taunted.

“Sex slave,” Jonathan said.

Crack!

Oh, fuck! This was so fucking dark and
perverted and kinky!

Crack!

“Sex slave,” Jasmine teased.

I yelped as the belt hit my butt again. It
stung! And my bottom was starting to heat up!

I was twisting and writhing in pleasure as
Jasmine licked me, but every time it looked like I was going to
rise up and flip over into another orgasm the belt cracked down on
my bottom, jarring me free from the sweltering sense of dazed
pleasure.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My butt was turning very hot, and each snap
of the strap made my hips jerk forward, but Jasmine was in front of
me, her hands on my thighs to hold me in place.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and cried out, jerked and twisted
and shuddered, my mind becoming overpowered by the wild rush of
sensations of both pleasure and pain. The funny thing was it never
occurred to me to protest what was being done. I mean, not that I
could, with the ball gag and being strapped in place or anything.
But it didn't occur to me that I even could or should protest!

I was increasingly frazzled, my mind taken by
a feverish heat.

And every time the belt hit me Jonathan or
Jasmine would say. “Sex slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My ass was on fire! I should have been
practically in tears from the pain! And I could feel the moisture
in my eyes as I gulped in air around the ball gag and cried out in
dazed confusion. But the fiery sexual heat continued to churn
through me, and my hips rolled and ground against Jasmine's skilled
tongue as it kept trying to push me over into another orgasm.

“Turn her to the side more, Jonathan, and
remove the gag,” Rachel said.

I hardly heard her. I mean, I heard her but
hardly understood or cared. But Jonathan removed the gag and I
panted and gasped for breath.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty sex
slave?” Jonathan asked.

Crack!

“Aaaiihh!”

“Are you sorry for being a naughty sex
slave?” he asked in an insistent voice.

Crack!

“Ahhh! Yes!” I cried.

“Say yes master,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master!”

“Say you're sorry for being a naughty sex
slave.”

“I'm sorry for being a naughty sex slave!” I
moaned.

Crack!

“You forgot to say master!”

“I'm sorry for being a naughty sex slave,
Master!” I cried.

Jasmine stood up in front of me and I gurgled
as her hand gripped me by the throat.

“Are you sorry for being a nasty blonde
slut?” she asked, leering teasingly.

“Yes!” I gurgled.

“Say it.”

She eased her grip a little.

“I-I'm... I'm... sorry for being a filthy
blonde slut!” I gasped.

Crack!

“AhhH!”

“You forgot to say mistress,” Jonathan
growled.

Crack!

“Try again!”

“Aahhhh! I”m sorry for being a filthy blonde
slut, Mistress!” I cried.

She slid back down between my legs and
started licking me again and I shuddered helplessly.

Crack!

“Ahhh!” I cried.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, slave girl,”
Jonathan said.

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Beg harder.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slut!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!” I cried,
my voice cracking, near tears.

“Take her,” I heard Rachel say.

I whimpered in relief as Jonathan threw down
the belt. I felt his hand at the base of the dildo protruding from
behind me and then felt him sliding it slowly out. A moment later I
felt his cock laying up between my buttocks as he gripped my hair
and pulled my head back.

“Hot little sex slave,” he purred, his lips
moving along my throat.

The head of his cock found the angle and
began to sink into me as he chewed on the nape of my neck. One of
his hands slid around my ribs to cup and fondle my breast and roll
my nipple as his hips started to work in and out.

I was deeply relieved at the lack of fresh
blows, and felt the tenseness I had hardly known I was experiencing
leak out of me. With that, my mind relaxed more into the dark,
wicked kink of what I was experiencing, and I moved quickly up
towards another orgasm.

The deeper he thrust his big cock the more
aroused I felt.

Jonathan had both hands around me now,
cupping and fondling my breasts and nipples as he drove his cock
deep into my belly with every stroke. When the orgasm hit his right
hand slid up and went around my throat, choking me, while his left
moved up and covered my mouth.

He thrust harder, faster, while Jasmine
licked harder and faster.

My body trembled and shook as my muscles
spasmed. Violent convulsions tore through me as my mind was
overpowered by the dark, nasty intensity of what was happening to
me. The orgasm went on and on as my skull pounded. My chest, unable
to breathe, burned.

I didn't care.

I reveled in the power of the pleasure
gripping me, in the darkness of the fantasy they had created. It
was thrilling in a way the ordinary sex I'd had never even begun to
approach, and it took over not just my mind by my soul!

All that mattered to me was the wild rush of
sensation as Jasmine licked my swollen clitoris, and the dark,
cruel power of Jonathan's big cock stabbing up into my vitals with
harsh, savage thrusts!

Sex slave! I was a sex slave!
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Rachel sent me pictures over the following
week. At first, they were the black and white sketches she'd done.
Those were hot and nasty enough. But then she'd follow up with the
colorful computer art, and that was so realistic and so well-done
that it made me flush and made my chest go tight.

Because every picture reminded me of a moment
I'd experienced. Only now I could see it from the outside, from
where Rachel had been sitting. And it reminded me that she had been
sitting there, a silent observer! All that... wild, twisted sexual
stuff had happened! To me! Here was the picture to prove it to me!
And it had happened before an audience!

The pictures were very good mirrors of my
body. My face, in the pictures which showed it, was easily
recognizable too, though again it was subtly changed.

She had given me five hundred dollars for
that modeling session. Not because of the sex but because of the
strapping, which left my bottom sore. Mind you, it wasn't sore for
long, while the money would last a long time. That was a good
trade, as far as I was concerned.

Then she sent the first bit of animation. It
was me from the first session, kneeling on the platform, hands
behind my neck, breasts thrust up and out, and that... egg thing
pressed against me. The animation zeroed in so that the pussy – my
pussy(!) filled the screen, showing the naked lips of my sex slowly
spreading aside for the egg, showing the egg sliding up inside! And
then little droplets of liquid trickled down the base as the video
zoomed out again to show my face filled with heat and pleasure,
with passion and sexual need.

OMG! I gaped at it and my fingers stole down
inside my pants to finger my suddenly burning clitoris! Seeing this
and knowing it was me was insane! My fingers rubbed frantically at
my clitoris as heat rolled through me. I watched the animated
girl's mouth go wide, her head rolling back, her back arching even
more as she rode up and down on the egg!

She was literally dripping wet, her juices
slowly but visibly trickling down the base of the egg... until she
slid low enough to take the whole of it inside her body.

I came before she did!

I'd never had an orgasm so quickly in my
life!

What was the video of last week going to look
like!? Yikes!

This was so crazy!

I looked at her face, recognizing myself in
it, watching her come, watching her eyes. It really was
fascinating! She was so sexy and sexual! And it was weird to
realized that it was just like me! I mean, it's not like my own
physical attractiveness had escaped my notice. Even if I was too
oblivious to notice it in a mirror plenty of people reminded me
every day.

I've mentioned before how tiresome the
attention I get from men can be. But I had started to feel more
comfortable with that attention lately. Not just comfortable but
kind of... smug about it. I know that's not politically correct.
That kind of thinking leads to vanity and arrogance.

But I was feeling more confident about myself
and my sexuality, which is kind of strange given that all the sex
and posing had so far been aimed around the theme of me as a
helpless and degraded sex slave. I mean, I had prostrated myself on
the floor and licked people's boots!

Why should that make me feel cocky and put a
swagger into my walk!?

Yet it did. Not only that but I wore clothes
to school I had previously avoided so as to not get too much
attention. I don't mean I wore club dresses or low cut tops. That
would have been wildly inappropriate, after all. But I took less
care to avoid clothes which were, well... form-fitting.

I didn't mind guys, individually or in
groups, eyeing me with approval as I walked by in the halls. I
liked it, in fact. It served to remind me how hot I was! It helped
to reinforce that I was sexy and attractive and desirable. Very
desirable. There was a power there somewhere, which seemed quite
the opposite of my powerlessness when acting the role of a 'sex
slave'.

Yet I liked the role, for it was, oddly
enough, freeing.

I felt an especial little hot thrum when
Black guys looked at me. Maybe that was because so far this posing
had been all black and white. I mean, I was pale skinned blonde
while Rachel, Jasmine, and Jonathan were all Black. Jonathan, in
particular, was very dark-skinned. I wasn't sure why Rachel had
arranged this unless it was simply the contrast she liked.

But it had been having a subliminal effect on
my mind. Subconsciously, I was feeling more aroused at the hungry
gaze of Black men than White or Asian, or Hispanic men. Maybe I
needed to find a Black lover – an angry one who would tie me up and
use me roughly!

No, that would be too dangerous. I'd need to
know a guy for a while before trusting him to tie me up. Oddly, I
hadn't really felt that way about Rachel. But then, she was a
woman. I hadn't considered that she was a possible threat at the
time.

I settled into my seat at my Accounting class
and sat back in my chair waiting for the start of the class. As
with others, once set up there was nothing to do but look about. I
avoided catching the eyes of the people who were looking back.
There were a number of them.

I was wearing a turtleneck sweater, which was
certainly modest enough, but it did little to hide how slim my
waist was and how full and firm my breasts were. And since we were
in an auditorium style class, with tiers of seats forming a curved
audience for the floor below, a lot of people could take note of
me.

I ignored them, or pretended to. I brought up
the class notes from the last lecture and skimmed them but let
myself notice what I could from my peripheral vision. It wasn't
like any of them was going to be rude here, after all. I would need
to leave fairly quickly, though, to avoid anyone finding a pretext
to come over and strike up a conversation with the aim of asking me
out.

I didn't want to go out with complete
strangers who were attracted only by my looks. I just wanted to be
admired by them and otherwise left alone. When I wanted someone I
would select them, not the other way around.

The problem was how to do that to get what I
wanted when I wasn't at all sure what I wanted to begin with. I
wanted... someone intelligent and good-humored, successful, or
likely to be successful, with drive and energy. And a big cock.

Yes, I know that's not a thought I'm supposed
to have. It shouldn't make any difference. But it did,
psychologically. I had been extremely aroused by being penetrated
by the large dildos and cocks (well, one of them) and wanted more
of that now. Had they ruined me for ordinary men?

*

I arrived at my next posing session to find
Rachel away. Instead, Jasmine was there, dressed in that same
outfit she'd had on before, the one with the big cock attached to
the crotch of the suit.

“Where's Ms. Rachel?” I asked, eyeing her and
her big cock a bit warily.

“She'll be back in a few minutes. Get
stripped, slave girl.”

I hesitated, but then went behind the
curtain. I came out with my face flushing a little but my body
already feeling the anticipation of sex.

Jasmine put a collar around my neck, and
restraints around my wrists, but then sat down on the wooden chair.
There was music playing from an iPod set on a base in the
corner.

“Give me a lap-dance, white girl,” she said
with a smirk.

“I don't think Rachel wants to draw a
lap-dance,” I replied.

“I don't care. I want to see if you can move
your skinny hips. And you're a sex slave, remember. You should be
calling me mistress.”

“That's just for posing,” I said, my face
flushing more as my body began to feel more warmth flooding through
it.

“Then pose as my bitch.”

She reached out and gripped my wrist, jerking
me forward.

“I bet I have to show you how it's done.”

“I know how to do a lap-dance,” I said, a
little annoyed.

After all, I wasn't a virginal innocent. I
was a.. a sexually sophisticated girl! Woman, I mean. Although, of
course, I knew she was more sophisticated and knowledgeable. Still,
I let her pull me in and straddled her, then began to awkwardly
roll my hips in time to the music.

“Bitch, you need to get my cock excited,” she
said.

She jerked me down so I was physically
touching her PVC clad thighs. They were shiny and slick, of course
as I rolled my hips up and down against them. She reached around
and pulled me in closer, so my breasts were in her face and I felt
that hot thrum of sexual hunger rising.

“See how high in your hot little belly my
black cock is gonna go, white girl?” she asked.

I looked down and sat the big black dildo
attached to the suit was pressing against my abdomen. Her hand
stroked the head, which was way up high on my belly.

“You love my cock, don't you, slave,” she
said.

Her hand cupped my breasts and I felt them
throb in her hands.

Her fingers dug into my breasts, kneading and
squeezing them, then she seized the nipples between thumbs and
forefingers.

“Rise up, slave,” she ordered.

I gasped as she tugged on my nipples,
pinching them and making me raise my buttocks up off her legs. She
released one nipple even as I gripped her wrists, then dropped her
hand and pressed the dildo flat before letting me sink back
down.

I felt the rounded length of it under my
pussy now as my heart beat faster.

“Grind yourself against my cock, slave girl,”
she said. “What do you think a lap dance is for anyway?”

She gripped my hips and I ground myself back
and forth along the shaft of the dildo, then rolled my hips,
grinding my buttocks down even as the heat rose within me.

She leaned in and sucked and licked and
chewed on my breasts and nipples as I gasped and gripped her
shoulders. I rolled my hips and ground myself down, trying to move
in time to the music.

Whether this was for posing or not it was
still hot!

“Tell me you love my cock, slave,” she
ordered.

I gasped as she gripped me by the throat. My
hands instinctively grabbed her wrists.

“Drop your hands to your sides, Slave!” she
growled.

Moaning, heat rolling up my spine, I
obeyed.

“Tell me you love my cock, white girl.”

“I-I love your cock... Mistress!” I
moaned.

She shifted her fingers a little more around
the back of my throat and pulled me in and down so that my lips and
hers met in a hot, lewd, passionate kiss that went on for long
seconds.

Rachel came in and I gasped and broke free,
but not entirely, for Jasmine put her arms around me to keep me in
place on her lap.

“Girls,” Rachel said.

“Don't you think this is a good pose, Ms.
Rachel?” Jasmine asked sweetly.

“Not really,” the woman replied. “But it can
be made so.”

She came up behind me.

“Hands up and back behind your collar,
Princess,” she said.

I licked my lips nervously and obeyed, and
she quickly locked the restraints to the back of the collar.

“Elbows back,” she said.

She stood back and looked at our little
tableau, moving around us.

“Rise up,” she said, gripping my hair and
tugging gently.

I rose up as Jasmine grinned at me.

“Put your penis inside her, Jasmine,” she
said.

I blushed in a way I wouldn't have if she'd
said 'cock'. She just seemed so fastidious and clinical.

Of course, Jasmine obeyed and I felt the
pressure against the mouth of my sex. I was wet, and my rubbing
myself back and forth along the dildo had made that wet, too. I
gasped as the head slowly forced its way into my body, and I sank
down.

“Not all the way, Princess. “Want to be able
to see the big cock inside you.”

She moved back and gripped her easel, moving
it to the side.

“Jasmine, squeeze her breasts. No, from
underneath. I want to see the nipples. Keep your head and elbows
back, Princess.”

And so I had to pose like that. It was a
variation of what I'd done the previous week, the sexual tension of
having a big cock halfway inside me and not being able to move on
it. But this time it was combined with a physically awkward
position, kind of squatting over Jasmine.

“Rise up completely so the head is just
pushing against her,” Rachel said.

I slid up a bit and Jasmine's 'cock' came out
of me. The head pushed against my opening and I held in that
position for a couple of minutes.

“Now sink down slowly. I want just half the
head inside.”

God! I sank down about an inch and held like
that as Jasmine smirked at me. She licked my stiff nipples from
time to time as her fingers kneaded my breasts.

“Elbows back, Slave,” Rachel said.

I pulled my elbows back, feeling a jolt.
She'd always called me Princess before. Somehow, her calling me
'slave' sent a dark rush of heat through my mind.

My legs began to wobble and ache.

“All right, slide down more, Slave.”

I moaned as six inches of black 'cock' pushed
up into the tight, moist, overheated depths of my belly.

I wanted to slide down all the way, but
Jasmine prevented me. Then, to my disappointment, Rachel told me to
stand up again.

She brought me over by one of the walls as
Jasmine followed. She had me stand pressed to the wall, my breasts
pillowed out against it as they unhooked the restraints from the
collar, then raised my arms high along the wall.

“Bring your hips back, Slave,” Rachel
ordered.

She gripped my hips and pulled them out more
than a foot from the wall, then another. She adjusted my position
so my shoulders, face, and arms were against the wall. My warm,
throbbing breasts were pressed against it, too, but also hanging
loose where she could see them from an angle behind and to the
side.

“Spread your legs, Slave,” she ordered.

I obeyed, and moaned as Jasmine worked the
vibrator up inside me. By the time she was slowly twisting and
pumping and moving the dildo deep into my ass, I was ready to come.
And they hadn't even turned the vibrator on!

“All right, legs together,” Rachel said.

I brought my feet back together, gasping at
the feel of the base of the vibrator sticking out between the lips
of my sex, being squeezed by my thighs, and the dildo pressed
between my buttocks.

Rachel got on a chair and tied my wrists to a
ring set in the wall, then put a ball-gag in my mouth before
returning to her Easel.

She examined me from there, then returned,
and put leather restraints around my ankles, locking them together.
Then she returned to her easel, shifting it a foot to the side,
then starting to draw.

“She's got a nice ass,” Jasmine said,
slapping it.

I flinched.

“Yes,” Rachel agreed.

“A nice bubble butt.”

Crack!

I moaned and she chuckled.

“Get the crop, Jasmine.”

I gulped as Jasmine opened a drawer and took
out the riding crop. She grinned at me and slid it between my
thighs, letting the thin, soft leather tip rub against my
clitoris.

“See if you can cut a line or two across her
buttocks,” Rachel said.

“With pleasure. She's a bad little sex slave,
after all.”

The sound of the crop as it cut across my
buttocks was thin and high, almost like paper tearing. But the
sting was much sharper than it had been with her hands, or for that
matter from strap the previous week.

I yelped and jerked in place. But there
wasn't much I could do about it, including complaining.

She thrust the tip between my thighs, rubbing
my clitoris again, then swung the crop down across my buttocks to
send another stinging jolt through my system.

I gasped, and the vibrator buzzed and my body
throbbed around the dildo and my breasts pulsed with heat as they
pressed – well, as the top of them pressed against the wall.

“Slutty little slave girl,” Jasmine
taunted.

“Want me to fuck her in the ass?”

“Not just yet, dear.”

I moaned, the heat growing much more
intense.

The crop cut across my bottom again and I
yelped in pain.

“Slutty sex slave,” Jasmine said.

Again the crop hit, and again she pushed the
tip in to rub my clitoris.

“I bet you can't wait to feel another big
black cock up inside you, slave girl.”

She wasn't really wrong!

“All right, take the dildo out and replace it
with yours,” Rachel said.

I moaned as Jasmine eagerly pulled the dildo
out of my ass, then pushed her dildo into me.

“Not all the way, and angle your right hip
back so I get a better view.”

She complied, and her left hand slid around
my hip so her fingers could rub my clitoris.

“Sex slave!” she taunted me.

The heat rose and the hunger and passion
churned within me. The dildo projecting out from her body was
thicker than the other had been, but I wanted every inch inside me!
Then she started to push deeper, pulled back, and pushed
deeper.

Soon she was fucking my ass with a long,
smooth stroke, her hips moving slowly as she worked the head of the
big dildo achingly deep into my belly.

“White slave girl,” she taunted.

God! God! God! It felt incredible! That long,
thick cock jammed high into my belly as my insides spasmed around
the vibrator.

She began to thrust harder, and I cried out
at every deep plunge of the fat head into my belly. Lust rode my
mind and filled it with a dark sense of thrilled delight as Jasmine
thrust harder and faster. And to think I'd once hated the idea of
being sodomized

“I'm here. What'd I miss?”

I gasped as Jonathan's large bulk blocked the
doorway.

“Nothing yet, Jonathan. We're just finishing
up this pose,” Rachel said.

“Hmm, that's one tight little ass to take
that big cock,” he replied, moving forward.

The dark confusion and heat and hunger and
passion swirling through my mind grew at his presence. And as
Jasmine thrust harder and fingered my clitoris the heat exploded
into an orgasm.

Just as I noticed that there'd been another
guy behind Jonathan. He too was a large, muscular black man, and
his eyes were filled with excitement and lust as he saw me!

The realization couldn't stop the orgasm. I
was already crying out again and again as the pleasure spilled over
me, as it burned along my nerve endings and made my muscles quiver
and shake as convulsions tore through me. My hips jerked back
against her as she drove the big dildo into my ass, and my body
trembled as I ground my breasts against the wall.

“That's a nice big cock,” the new guy said as
he wandered over.

“She likes big black cocks,” Jasmine
said.

“Oh yeah? Sounds good to me. I like sexy
blondes with big tits.”

“Who doesn't?” Jonathan asked.
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I moaned as they untied me and pulled me away
from the wall. They put me on my knees, with my wrists locked
together behind my back. Jasmine knelt behind me, pressed against
me, the dildo still up inside my ass. Jonathan and the new guy,
Malcolm, stripped naked and stood before me while Rachel shifted
her easel to the side.

Jasmine pulled the gag out of my mouth and
then gripped my hair.

“Got some lovely black cock for you to suck,
slave girl,” she whispered into my ear.

She pushed my face towards Jonathan's cock
and I gasped as it pushed into my open mouth.

“You do a good job on that black cock or
we're gonna hang you up and whip your white ass,” she purred into
my ear.

Her fingers kneaded my breasts as she spoke,
and the dildo she wore was a thick, straining ache deep in my
belly.

“Dirty little white girl,” she purred.

Jonathan pumped slowly in and out, then
halted at a word from Rachel, with the head of his cock almost in
my throat.

I gurgled around it, sucking and licking,
while Jasmine slid a hand down between my legs to rub my
clitoris.

“Sex slave!” she taunted, nibbling on my ear.
“Fuck toy!”

“All right,” Rachel called.

Jasmine pushed my head forward and I briefly
gagged as Jonathan's cock pushed into my throat. He drove himself
in to the balls and Jasmine held me there, my lips wrapped around
the base of his cock. He ground himself into me as Jasmine chewed
on my throat.

“White slave!” she teased. “Sex toy!”

Jonathan pulled slowly back, the long,
glistening length of him pulling free as I gasped for breath. Then
the new guy, Malcolm pushed his cock into my mouth. I shuddered as
Jasmine rubbed my clitoris especially hard, and my hips spasmed,
which rode me forward and back on her dildo.

Malcolm buried his own thick cock in my
throat, then slid out.

“Tell me you love black cock, Slave,” Jasmine
ordered.

She jerked on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

“Obey your mistress. Tell me you love black
cock.”

Jonathan was rubbing his cock over my
forehead while Malcolm rubbed his over my cheek.

“I-I... I... love... black cock!” I
gasped.

She jerked back sharply on my hair.

“You forgot to say mistress, slut! Try
again!”

“Ahh! I love black cock, Mistress!” I
cried.

She pushed my head forward again, jamming my
mouth onto Jonathan's cock and shoving it all the way down to the
base. She held me there for long seconds, then pulled back, and I
panted dazedly.

“Let me hear you beg, sex slave,” she said.
“Beg this man to fuck your whore throat.”

She jerked on my hair.

“Beg, slave!”

“Please... Please fuck my throat – .”

She jerked sharply back on my hair and I
cried out.

“Beg him to fuck your whore throat, not your
throat.”

“Please fuck my whore throat!”

“Master.”

“Please fuck my whore throat, Master!” I
gasped.

God! This was so nasty and deliciously
outrageously perverted! Saying the words was … embarrassing, but I
felt a dark tide of heat immediately afterward!

He shoved his cock into my mouth and fucked
it up and down my throat as Jasmine rubbed my clitoris again.

“Slave girl!” she taunted.

He pulled back and I gulped in air.

“Beg this man to fuck your whore throat,” she
ordered, turning my head toward Jonathan.

“Please fu-fuck my whore throat, Master!” I
moaned

He did, fucking my throat with long, deep
strokes.

Then it was Malcolm's turn, then Jonathan
again.

I was light-headed when Rachel called an end
to it. They raised me to my feet, unlocked my wrists, then led me
over in front of the screen again, and raised my wrists up. This
time they spread them apart and attached them to a pair of hooks
dangling from chains. Then they spread my ankles wide, which raised
them off the floor completely!

Jasmine smirked at me as she pushed the dildo
back into my ass and the ball-gag into my mouth. Then she knelt in
front of me and started to lick my clitoris.

My wrists ached as I hung fully from them,
but I was relieved at being able to breathe freely again, and
gulped in air as I hung in place. Waves of excitement and heat were
rolling through me as the others moved around behind me. I didn't
know what they were doing but wished one of them would fuck me or
something.

“Watch. It's all in the way you snap your
wrist,” I heard.

Then something sliced across my shoulder
blades. It wasn't heavy and it wasn't big or thick. But it stung
enough to make me yelp and twist my head around.

“Sex slave,” Jasmine said from between my
legs.

The new guy, Malcolm, had an actual whip in
his hand! I mean, it sure looked like one! It had a foot-long
leather-wrapped handle and a long thin cord of some kind hanging
from it. The cord – the whip, was maybe three or four feet long,
but I was sure it wasn't a real whip. It hadn't hurt
enough.

He swung it again, showing Jonathan, and it
cut across my lower back, making me gasp and moan.

This was so kinky and dark!

Jasmine swept her tongue up across my clitoris again and again as
my toes curled and my hips tried to grind against her.

Crack! The whip cut across my upper
back again. Then my lower back, them my buttocks. I yelped at that,
my hips jerking forward as the blow left a thin line of heat.

This was so siiiiick!

The whip cut across my back repeatedly, each
blow producing a sharp, stinging ache followed by a line of dull
heat.

I was becoming disoriented, swept by churning
waves of dark excitement, wild rushes of pleasure, and sharp little
stinging jolts of pain.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip snapped forward again and again
while Jasmine licked me

My whole back was starting to feel warm and
achy, from neck to thighs. The stings were worse now, and the
throbbing ache they left behind was more noticeable. But the thrill
of what was happening was so charged with sexual electricity I
couldn't care.

Then the whip began to wrap around me, to
snap at my breasts! They didn't hit any harder but I was, of
course, a lot more tender and sensitive there! I cried out again
and again, shocked, outraged, and thrilled with an almost
masochistic delight as the whips cut across my round breasts!

This was so darkly real! And the fantasy was
so shockingly hot!

Somehow they both had a whip now, and they
were taking turns, sweeping them across my ribs on the right and on
the left, snapping at my breasts one at a time to make them burn
and throb and sting.

Jasmine got up and moved back and then the
next blow curled across my right hip and down to snap at my pussy.
At my clitoris! The extreme tip of the thin whip was even thinner
and lighter, the blow a light sting that nevertheless made me
squeal and tremble and shake.

With the way the thin bars coming from the
vibrator framed rather than covering my clit, and how swollen it
was, the whip had little trouble finding it. Nor did the other one
which curled around my other hip. They snapped around again and
again, one and then the other, faster and faster as I screamed and
writhed and thrashed and twisted in dazed heat.

Then Jasmine slid to her knees again and
started to suck on my clitoris.

I lost my mind around then, screaming all the
air out of my lungs as a massive orgasm tore through me. I was kind
of aware of someone pulling the dildo out of my ass and thrusting a
big cock up deep inside me, then pumping in hard and fast. But it
was only a small rush of excitement amid the hurricane of wonder
and rapture gripping me.

I don't know how long the orgasm was. I know
it was the first of a bunch of them. I don't remember Jasmine
moving away, but suddenly I was crushed between the two big, black
men, one cock in my pussy and the other in my ass. They drove their
hips into me with harsh, relentless force, their big cocks
thrusting up inside me, churning my belly to a wild, burning
froth.

And all the while Rachel just watched and
sketched.

*

Look, I'm not stupid. It was obvious this was
more than just posing. At least, to the other 'models'. They were
obviously thoroughly enjoying making use of my body. They were also
clearly getting off on treating me like a sex slave. That was okay,
I was getting off on being treated like a sex slave, on acting out
the role. It allowed me to accept doing outrageously slutty stuff
because, hey, I was playing the role of a sex slave.

I was wildly unsure why Rachel allowed all of
that. I mean, she didn't need the actual sex for her sketches.
Arguably, the sex made it more difficult. Though since she was
taking multiple videos of me from different angles maybe they added
to her turning the resulting sketches into computer animation.

It was near spring when for the first time,
Jasmine led me from the studio up the hall and into another room.
It looked like a sort of small den or parlor or something. I was
naked save for a metal collar and metal restraints on my ankles and
wrists.

“Kneel and present,” she ordered.

I knelt, spreading my legs wide and bringing
my wrists up and back behind my neck, arching my back and looking
upward.

“Are you a filthy blonde sex slave?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress! I'm a filthy, blonde sex
slave!” I exclaimed.

“Wait here. Don't move. Your master will be
in to use your slut body. You had better obey, Slave,” she added
with a growl.

I had, as usual, the vibrator in my pussy and
the dildo with the bulge in my butt. The vibrator had been on for a
few minutes, making me squirm and rousing me, as it usually did. I
wasn't sure who was coming in. I had 'posed' with Jonathan the
most, but also Malcolm, and then Leon. Always black men.

The door opened and a black man came in. He
was a complete stranger, and I flushed a little, my mind
immediately squirming with a mixture of embarrassment, indignation
and outrage – and the dark hunger the outrageousness of this
brought.

“Well, well,” he said, looking down at me.
“Aren't you something.”

He was older than the other models, much
older. He wore an expensive suit and a Rolex watch.

“Stand up, Slave.”

Heart thumping, I did. He reached for and
cupped my right breast, squeezing it.

“Nice,” he said.

He sat down in a thickly padded
buttoned-leather chair and motioned me over.

“Kneel, slave.”

I obeyed, taking up the same position I'd had
before.

“So. You're a sex slave, are you?”

“Yes... Master!” I gulped.

He reached down beside the chair and brought
up a riding crop.

“What do sex slaves do?”

“They obey, Master!” I exclaimed.

He reached forward and let the flat tip of
the crop slap lightly, stingingly, and repeatedly against the
center of my right breast.

“And what happens to them when they
don't?”

“They're punished, Master!”

He slapped my left breast a little harder and
I winced.

“Such lovely nipples. You have beautiful
breasts, slave girl.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said.

What was I doing? There was no one here
drawing this, no cameras. Was this just some guy that Jasmine had
brought by?! But he was way too old to be one of her friends. Was
she charging him!? That was so fucking outrageous that... that it
just aroused me even more!

“Do you like that buzzing little vibrator in
your pussy, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I gulped, self-conscious.

“I hear you have a lot of orgasms. Are you a
slutty little girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Turn. Facedown, bottom up.”

I obeyed, turning around and pressing my face
to the floor, raising my bottom and spreading my legs. I gasped as
he slid the soft tip of the crop back and forth over my
clitoris.

“Do you like that, Slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

“Roll over, Slave girl.”

I obeyed.

“Spread your legs, knees back. Masturbate for
me.”

Yikes!

I gulped, my mind churning again, but I
obeyed, rubbing my clitoris, which responded immediately, while he
looked down at me. I didn't have to fake the arousal. This was
wicked hot, even if he was more than twice my age!

I was on the edge of orgasm when he stopped
me.

“Let me see how good your throat is,
Slave.”

I rose on my knees, panting, and was soon
bobbing up and down on his stiff cock while he fondled my breast.
Then I was straddling him. He removed the vibrator and I sank my
pussy down onto his stiff erection, riding him excitedly as he
mouthed and fondled my breasts.

I was strongly suspecting that Jasmine had
sold me to this guy, as if I was some kind of prostitute! And that
was so deliciously nasty that I had no difficulty coming even as I
rode up and down on him.

He had me kneel and present again, then left.
About five minutes later another strange black man came in. He was
younger, bigger, and more... growly. His voice rose as he made me
shift rapidly into various poses, using the crop on my bottom or
breasts or back whenever I failed to move quickly enough, even with
my wrists locked together behind me.

I had to lick his shoes, then he fucked my
throat before throwing me roughly down on the floor. He lifted my
legs up and back, drove himself into me, let his heavy body crush
my legs back against me, and pounded me wildly.

I came, screaming.

After him, a man came in and strapped my
bottom before sodomizing me. Then a man spanked me, fingering me to
orgasm before fucking me. Then a man came in and whipped me before
fucking me.

I didn't know any of them. I didn't even know
their names.

And it didn't matter. I was filled with a
dark, crackling sexual hunger that would not ease.

After that Rachel came in and sat down,
smiling.

“So, Slave girl, the semester is almost over.
Do you have a summer job lined up?”

The question was so out of the blue it
confused me and it took me a few seconds to get my mind off the
dark 'slave girl' track it had been on and remember that I actually
had another life.

“Uhm, not yet,” I said.

“Well, the average summer job for a girl with
just one year of college under her belt wouldn't likely pay much
more than fifteen dollars an hour. That's about twenty-two hundred
a month minus taxes. So let's say you have four months of work.
That ought to bring you somewhere around ten thousand dollars,
provided you can save it all. Which you won't.”

I had no idea where this was going.

“I have a proposition for you.”

“Uh... a proposition?”

“There is a... a club for wealthy men who...
appreciate art. You could work there during the summer, with
seven-hour shifts. You wouldn't be required to “pose” for more than
four men each shift. Three would be more likely.”

“Uh...”

“The pay for the summer would be one hundred
thousand dollars.”

I blinked at her in astonishment.

“Needless to say, these men would be good to
have as connections for looking for work once you graduate.”

My mind raced. I wasn't fooled by her calling
it 'posing'. This would be men fucking me, much like the men had
fucked me today. That had been emotionally exhausting. But if they
were spread out over a whole seven hours... probably not so much.
But... every day!?

“I will say this, the current culture of
respect between men and women, where men are not permitted to
notice much less remark on a woman's beauty and attractiveness,
goes against their nature. For many of them, I suspect having a
beautiful woman act as their slave girl, obedient and submissive,
is much more exciting than merely making use of her lovely
body.”

“This is, in other words, merely a role to
play, like an actress. One in which you will be well-rewarded in
terms of both money and... well... enjoyment. You see, women also
chafe under the rules of society. Especially beautiful ones like
you who long to show off your bodies and enjoy the pleasure you can
derive from them.”

“A discreet gentleman's club would seem to be
an experience you would enjoy as much as they would.”

She wasn't wrong. And what the heck, the
money was sure good.

One thing I did worry about. All this
submissive slave-girl stuff had already made me, well, far more
sexual, far more easily aroused, and far more flirty and arrogant.
But it had also made me much more ready to accept orders and obey.
I wasn't sure what working as a slave girl for four straight months
would do to my head.

But I was going to find out!

 


END
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Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
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wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
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Chauffeur series)
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moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss
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On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
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wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
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