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I have never been very cool. I've been a
bookish nerd from puberty on. And I mean bookish. I loved books and
still do. Oh, my parents gave me an e-reader, of course, but it's
just not the same. I love to feel the weight and heft of a book,
and turn the pages.

And the older the better! The smell of an
old book is fascinating to me. I love reading a book from a hundred
or even two hundred years ago and thinking about how someone two
centuries ago held the same book in their hand and was reading it
just like me!

I have a really good imagination, and a
fascination with olden times and ways. I thought of being an
archaeologist once, and then a historian, but in the end, I decided
to take Library Sciences and become a librarian.

That's not as easy as it might seem. You
need a lot of education to be a librarian! First you have to get a
bachelor's degree in something, then get a masters of library
science. And it helps if you can get part-time work in a library
along the way.

I was lucky because I knew Carol, who was a
librarian. I had spent so much time at the library as I grew up
that I'd gotten to know her, so she had some great advise on what
to take, and also helped me get a summer job there.

Now given I had just one year in college
taking English Lit, I didn't have a whole lot of skills, and wasn't
exactly given the most important jobs. Mostly, since I was young
and healthy (and skinny) I did a lot of fetching and carrying.

I was assigned downstairs in the archives,
where the stacks were quite high and you had to do a lot of
climbing up and down ladders. But that was fine with me. It was
good exercise, and I got to handle all those fascinating old
books!

My only problem was I kept pausing to read
them. And then Mrs. Dawson would look up the ladder and say
“Olivia! Work now, read later!”

And then one day she greeted me when I came
in in the morning.

“Olivia, how would you like an interesting
assignment?”

Okay, I'm young and naive but even I know
that's probably not going to be good!

“Uhm... what kind of assignment?” I asked
hesitantly.

“A elderly man has passed away in Brentwood.
He has a library of books which his heirs wish to have assessed for
removal and possible donation. He was quite a wealthy man so there
could be some very important old books we might be able to get our
hands on.”

“That sounds cool!” I said.

“It's mostly a matter of bringing books down
from the shelves to be examined and cataloged,” she warned.

“That's more or less what I do here,” I said
with a smile.

“Good. You can go up there now. Mister
Dunlop will drive.”

I winced. Mister Dunlop was in his sixties,
as dry a stick as you'd ever want to meet (or not want to meet)
whose main complaint was that young people didn't treat their
elders with respect, and didn't have any morals. Ugh! Spending all
day with him would be horribly boring!

But there was was no way to turn it down so
I glumly went out to the street with him and got into his car. It
was so old it still had bench seats. Geeze. It was the size of a
freaking boat, too! As for the music, you can probably guess. It
played old man music.

I brought my Ipod and listened to an audio
book and dreamed about life in ancient Rome – a place I desperately
wanted to visit some day.

We drove across town, then up into the
hills. The size of the houses got bigger and bigger the higher we
climbed. And there were more and bigger trees. The sidewalks
disappeared and walls began to appear alongside the roads – high
walls with hedges in front of them and then even bigger hedges
behind them, some twenty or thirty feet high.

These people sure did like their
privacy!

“Man, these people sure have money,” I
said.

Mr. Dunlop only grunted. He wasn't much of a
talker.

Finally we turned in at these huge black
double gates and he opened his window, leaned out and pressed a
button on a box thing which resembled those ordering boxes at
drive-through restaurants.

“Yes?” a voice said.

“Good morning. My name is Dunlop. I'm from
the public library.”

There was no reply, but the gates slowly
swung inward, so he closed the window and pulled up through a long,
curving driveway and stopped in front of a BIG gray stone house. We
got out, with him carrying a laptop and case and me kind of
following behind, looking all around in fascination.

“This place looks old,” I said.

Mr. Dunlop grunted.

It had a big, broad lawn with a fountain in
the middle, turned off now. It also had big, double doors – black
like the gates, only a lot shinier. One of them opened as we
arrived, and a fastidious looking little man in round glasses
answered it.

“I'm Charles Billings,” he said. “I work for
the executor of the estate. You're from the library? Good. The
library is this way.”

I looked around as we walked down corridors
lined with beautiful walnut wainscotting. The whole place smelled
of age! We were led past rooms I'd have loved to have gone into to
look around in, filled with furniture that looked antique.

And then we found the library. Wow! This was
what I called a library! I had dreamed of one day owning a library
like this! It was classic! No metal shelves here, and no plastic!
It was all heavy dark wood. The book shelves were ten feet high,
with a rail running across the top which let a ladder on wheels
slide around! A wooden ladder!

The floor was dark, ancient hardwood, as
well, with a large red Persian carpet at one end. There was a kind
of second level of shelves reached by going up a narrow, spiral
staircase to a kind of catwalk about six feet wide which ran along
three walls.

“Wow!” I said, looking around in awe.

Then I realized something

“This is gonna take a long time,” I said,
frowning.

“Indeed,” Mr. Dunlop sighed.

He put down his case and opened up the
laptop.

“You go up to the catwalk. Start at the far
end. Examine the spines of the books and get a feel for what type
of books are in what area. Take pictures of the shelves along the
way. No one who cares about books enough to collect this many is
going to simply throw them onto the shelves willy-nilly. There has
to be some kind of catalog somewhere and some system for what type
of books go on what shelves. I will look for the catalog.”

“Okay-doke,” I said. “Geeze, it's freaking
hot in here.”

“It's a very old building with a very old
electrical system,” he said. “It is most unlikely to have air
conditioning.”

“Ugh.”

I had dressed this morning for the library,
which most definitely WAS air conditioned, not a musty old building
which would get hotter as the day wore on. But there was nothing
for it but to climb up the stairs and go to the end of the catwalk,
then start figuring out what books were stored where.

I was still fascinated with the books, but I
have to admit, it started to get hot after a while, even with the
windows open. Then, once I started carrying books down to Mr.
Dunlop I started to sweat.

It didn't seem to bother him much, but he
sat at the big desk in front of the windows getting some breeze. I
was the one who had to keep running up the steep spiral staircase,
grabbing armloads of books, and bringing them back!

It's a good thing there were no mirrors
because I was sure I looked like hell by the time we called it
quits and he drove us home. I was exhausted, bedraggled, my hair a
mess, and my clothes needed immediately laundering.

The next day Mrs. Foster came with us, along
with David Ross and Sarah Moore, who were younger staff. I also
wore sneakers, a loose skirt and a thin, light blouse.

I still got the crappiest job, of course,
which was running up and down the stairs and getting books from up
there on the catwalk. Because I was 'young and skinny', as Mrs.
Foster put it.

Mrs. Foster was old and fat, so I didn't
really complain, though I thought Dave and Sarah were young enough.
They were an item, though, and tended to do everything
together.

I was at the far end of the catwalk, in no
hurry, examining books to take down, when I found something odd. I
tried to pull a bunch of books off and one book wouldn't come out.
It was the last book on the shelf. I put the others on the floor
and looked at it sitting there, wondering what it was stuck on, and
then tried to move it again.

To my surprise, it would tilt but not slide
out. And when it tilted, there was a clicking noise from the edge
of that shelf. Since I'd spent so much time with my nose in books
and had an active fantasy life I guessed immediately what it was.
Sure enough, a little push and the whole section of shelf swung
inward!

I wondered what was inside. Treasure!?
Gold!? Bodies!?

It was a secret passage! Woo hoo! I had the
urge to turn and yell at the others, then decided to explore on my
own. I had my phone in my pocket so took it out and turned on the
flashlight app, then stepped down the narrow interior passage.

It led about ten feet in, then went down a
very narrow staircase just a little wider than me. I knew I wasn't
being paid to go exploring, but couldn't resist. Besides, I figured
I could say this was my paid break.

There was another short passage, then
another set of stairs. This set turned and continued down, and I
felt a sense of anxiety. How deep did they go? I let my imagination
run to demons and monsters and other fantastical things silly girls
discovered in old houses, which stoked my fears.

I came to the bottom of the stairs, which
had turned from wood to stone. The walls were now stone, too. At
the bottom was a stone corridor with a low ceiling. I wondered how
long it had been since anyone had been down here, and felt like an
archaeologist exploring ancient ruins!

I came to a door. It was thick and old and
heavy, and had a foot wide window with bars across it! It also had
a heavy bar that slid across to lock it, and I gaped at it, then
slid the bar back. The door opened with a rusty creaking sound, and
inside was a small stone room with shackles bolted to the
walls!

Holy geeze!

I knew this house was old. I wondered how
long it had been since anyone had been held prisoner, and why
they'd been held in the first place! Did this used to be a court or
something?!

I walked on and found the corridor ended in
a larger room with a higher ceiling. It wasn't a big room, compared
to most I'd seen in the house, but was probably fifteen or twenty
feet wide and long. There was a wide table with shackles and chains
on the corners, a kind of sawhorse thing, several places with
shackles dangling from the walls, a scarred post with shackles
attached up high, and then two wooden beams with shackles on top
and bottom.

Holy shit! It was like... a torture chamber!
Why would they have this, even hundreds of years ago!?

I was definitely going to have to
investigate the history of this house! But for just then I let
myself stare around and imagine some poor guy being tortured here
hundreds of years ago. Was he an evil criminal being punished or
questioned by the local magistrate, or was the owner of the house
evil, like a criminal type?!

I went back up the corridor and followed it
past the stair. There were a couple of more cells, and then a wider
stairway heading upstairs. I turned and headed back up the other
stair, emerging in the library, and closed the shelf behind me.

Freaky!

I was eager to share my discovery, but got
bitched at right off the bat for disappearing when it wasn't my
break yet, and then I thought, well, none of these people deserve
to know about it anyway. Fuck them.

I continued working, thinking longingly of
the much cooler basement dungeon. And when I went home I tried to
do some research on the house and its history.

I discovered it had been built in eighteen
twenty seven, which didn't make a lot of sense. Who would need a
dungeon then? I did a little more research and found that the man
who'd built it was named Jonathan Patrick. He was a southerner
who'd gotten rich in the slave trade!

Bingo, I thought.

But we were in Massachusetts and they had
abolished slavery many decades before the house was built. I
wondered if he'd come north, but continued his old trade somehow in
secret. But there was no mention if it. Instead, it looked like he
became famous for being a 'libertine', who outraged society with
his wild parties!

There were all kinds of rumors about those
parties, which involved many ladies of 'ill repute' and 'untold
debauchery'! Freaky! But what did that have to do with the
dungeon?!

It was a couple of days later that I was
able to find out. That was when I met Daniel Patrick, the deceased
owner's grandson. Mister Dunlop and Mrs. Foster had gone out to the
car to eat lunch with the air conditioning on. Sarah and David had
disappeared somewhere. I was alone, sitting in the window (it was a
big window) munching on a sandwich and skimming one of the
books.

I didn't even notice him, at first. He
walked over to me, and only then did I look up, startled.

“Good day to you,” he said.

He looked to be about, well, thirtiesh. He
was a, well... rough looking guy. I mean, he was wearing what
looked like a very elegantly cut, expensive suit, so I wasn't
worried some gang member or something had broken in. But he had a
face with hooded eyes, a broad nose, large mouth, short dark hair,
and a days growth of beard. He was good looking, but in a sort of
foreboding way. Like, this was not a guy who looked friendly and
not a guy who had much patience for anyone.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“Uhm, uh, I'm Olivia!” I gulped.

“An interesting bit of information but not
very informative,” he replied.

“Oh! I mean, I'm with the library! The
public library? That guy, whatshisname, Peters, asked us to come
and catalog the books in this collection.”

“Working hard?” he asked.

I frowned. “It's lunch. Mr. Dunlop and Mrs.
Foster are the librarians. They're in his car enjoying the air
conditioning.”

He snorted and looked around, then back at
me.

“And you don't mind the heat?”

“I'm getting used to it,” I said.

“My name is Daniel Patrick. I own this place
now.”

“Oh! Uhm, sorry for your loss.”

“I didn't really know my uncle, so it wasn't
that much of a loss. He was a grumpy old man I hadn't seen in
years.”

“It's ah uhm, nice house.”

“It's a fire trap that hasn't been renovated
in decades. If it didn't have a heritage designation it would be a
lot easier to sell so someone could tear it down.”

“Did uhm, interesting things happen here
long ago?”

He shrugged. “Define interesting?”

“Well, people getting tortured?”

He looked at me strangely.

“You have a very odd imagination,
Olivia.”

I flushed. “You know about the uh,
dungeon?”

He looked at me blankly.

“Through the secret passage up there?” I
said, indicating the catwalk.

“Show me.”

I hesitated, but I was still really
fascinated so I hopped off the thick ledge and led him up the
stairs, then along to the end of the catwalk. I opened the door and
he let out a brief laugh. “Well that's interesting. Torture
chamber?”

I took out my phone and lit it up and we
went downstairs, eventually to the dungeon.

“Well, I'll be damned,” he said.

“The guy who, uhm, built the house was
involved in the slave trade,” I said.

That guy had been named Patrick too, so
likely his relative.

“Yeah, I knew that. He was a pervert,
too.”

“He was? I read something about him having
wild parties.”

“More like orgies.”

He examined some of the chains, then went
over to a low post I hadn't seen before. It was of wood, and about
two feet high. But there was also a narrower screw sticking out of
it and a kind of wooden tube atop the screw. The tube narrowed and
became round at the top, and Patrick examined it, then turned a
bolt again and again. It raised the tube upward bit by bit.

He laughed and shook his head.

“I would suggest that some of his orgies
happened down here, Olivia.”

“What? But this place is... it's not exactly
uhm... party central,” I said uncertainly.

“Depends on what your notion of fun is.”

He turned the screw and lowered the tube
again while I looked at it blankly.

He turned and I was aware, standing this
close to him, how big he was, and how broad shouldered.

“Some people,” he said. “enjoy different
kind of fun and games.”

I frowned and looked around and then I guess
my jaw dropped. The tube was basically a dildo! And a woman could
stand over it and then the screw would raise it up and...

My face got hot and I turned away.

“Yes,” he said. “Most likely he took some of
his women down here and tortured them.”

“How awful!”

“Unless they liked it,” he said.

I frowned disapprovingly.

“I suppose it might have been him that
enjoyed being tied up and … punished,” he said. “But I doubt
it.”

He looked at the sawhorse thing, which had
straps on it.

“This is a female punishment device,” he
said.

I frowned as I looked at it. How was it
supposed to do that?

He bent and I saw there were two metal poles
which folded out from the base, and there were shackles on the end.
Which meant... you would be sitting straddling the narrow wooden
beam with your legs held apart. I winced at the thought, and then
blushed hotly again.

“Care to give it a try?” he asked with
arched eyebrow.

“No thank you!” I said, face red.

“Well, I don't see that this adds to the
value of the house, fascinating as it is,” he said.

We went back upstairs. I was a bit
unsettled. But also feeling odd with him behind me. I wasn't...
threatened, exactly, but very aware that he was a large, powerful
man. In the context of the weird stuff back there that felt...
strange.

He seemed like the sort of dangerous guy who
would tie a girl up and whip her! Especially if she annoyed
him!

And I was very aware he was walking up the
stairs behind me with my butt in his face!

That made me nervous, and a little
off-balance. It also made me rush. There was a place where the
stone stairs came to a landing, then the wooden stairs went up in
the opposite direction. There were no railings or anything to hold
onto. And I misstepped, slipped, and the Iphone went flying.
Because of the turn the stone staircase was open a bit at the side,
and so instead of falling just on the stair it flew off to the side
and hit the stones below, smashing.

“Shit!”

I almost joined it, but he grabbed me around
the waist, swinging me back up.

“I have to get my phone!”

“We'll get a flashlight or something first.
And I'll have it repaired if it's been damaged. I asked you to show
me the dungeon, after all.”

There were no flashlights to be found, as it
turned out. He said he'd have someone come around and get the phone
and not to worry about it. Of course I did! I wanted my phone!
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I have to admit that the experience had been
weird. I kept thinking about that tube thing, and the sawhorse
thing, and the shackles. Only now it was in the context of kinky
sex, with girls shackled in place for some perverts to do horrible
things to them!

Of course, if they liked it then it was
okay.

Sort of...

Wasn't it?

Here's the thing, I had had a lot of
fantasies, including sexual fantasies. And some of those fantasies
were kind of...not very feminist. I mean, I read a lot of
scientific fiction and fantasy. I wasn't exactly a masochist but I
had imagined myself in all kinds of … submissive sexual situations,
like being the prisoner of a pirate or captured by Arabs and taken
to their harem, or being abused by Indians after they raided my
homestead.

In all these fantasies my captors were big,
handsome men, of course, and in all of them they did a lot more to
make me scream in pleasure than in pain. But they were all very
predatory and I was made to please them sexually.

These kinds of fantasies made me squirm,
especially when I was naked in the shower, or under the covers in
my bed, and sliding my fingers over my body.

As a nerdy girl I hadn't had an awful lot of
sexual experience with others up to that point in time. In
adolescence I'd been skinny, flat chested, and had thick glasses
and acne. Partly because of that I had also been painfully shy.

I was most of the way through high school
before my breasts began to really develop. And I have to say, I
became extremely proud of them, even narcissistic, because I
thought they were so... perfect.

They are perfectly round and quite large,
but they don't push out too far from my ribs so that they sag.
Which meant that even when they developed not many people noticed.
Especially since I was shy and tended to wear unfashionable and
loose clothing.

So they were more of a secret ego thing,
especially since, as Mrs. Foster said, I'm slender, and so they
seem even larger than they were.

I was thinking Mr. Patrick had noticed,
given how he'd looked at me!

My acne hadn't cleared up until my senior
year, really, and then my mother had given me laser surgery for my
birthday to get rid of my glasses. I began to look at myself in a
whole new light (literally) and realize I wasn't nearly as hideous
as I had always thought. In fact, I would pose before my mirror
naked and imagine all the guys at school getting erections looking
at me, and wanting me.

I was less shy, after that, less
self-conscious, and so when I went to college I kept my head down
less, and stopped assuming guys looking at me were sneering at me.
But I was still kind of shy, and hadn't yet met a guy I was willing
to sleep with.

Yes, I'm a cliché', the virginal
librarian.

Well, not a librarian yet, but some day. And
by then I wouldn't be a virgin!

But that didn't mean I didn't think about
sex, that I didn't have sexual fantasies, and that I hadn't had
orgasms. I had had a lot of orgasms! But with myself. And I no
longer had a hymen for I'd experimented with a variety of...
things... to see how it felt to have something up inside me!

All of which is to say that I couldn't help
imagining myself down there in the dungeon naked and shackled while
some handsome guy pawed and leered and menaced me. And you can
imagine what form the guy took! Yes, it was Mister Patrick!

The next day was going to be a short one. I
had a doctor's appointment, and had told Mr. Dunlop I had to leave
at One. There were buses which ran through this area – for the
servants, you understand. And one of them went past the road just a
couple of blocks down.

It was a hot day, hotter than usual. We
broke for lunch at noon. Once again, Mrs. Foster and Mr. Dunlop
went out to his car to eat, and the love birds took off wherever it
was they took off to to be alone, I was left alone in the library.
Finally!

I wanted to get my damn phone! But I didn't
want anyone to know about where I'd lost it. I went up to the
catwalk, went to the end, and opened the secret passage.

There was a small round table on the catwalk
right by the wooden railing, which held a candelabra. I had brought
a lighter, and now lit the candles before lifting the thing up and
taking it into the secret passage. Then, I hesitated. This felt
even neater than using a phone. It felt like... like an old book or
something!

I turned and inspected the shelf to ensure I
knew how to open it from the other side, then pulled it closed.

I slipped down the stairs, turned, and got
my phone, cursing when I saw the glass was broken. I had expected
it to be broken, though, so it wasn't a shock.

I continued on down, carrying my lunch and
the candelabra, reached the bottom, where the air was a lot cooler
and dryer, and went to the big room – the dungeon. There was a
chair by the table there, and I put the candelabra down on the
table, then sat down and took out my lunch – basically sandwiches –
and inspected the phone.

It worked, even with busted glass, but it
didn't work very well. I hoped Patrick wasn't just saying that
about fixing it. He didn't have to, but it would be cool if he did.
Besides, if he owned this place, then he was rich. I don't care how
old it was or how many renovations it needed. This house and the
land under it were worth millions.

I looked around, imagining this place with
people in it. There were a number of wall sconces which seemed to
hold actual torches, you know, like the ones that had to hold oil
or gas or something. I was sure whatever made them work had long
since dried out, though. But the room could have been fairly
well-lit at one time.

What kind of wicked, nasty, perverted things
went on down here back in the day!?

After eating I picked up the candelabra and
walked around, examining things. The... tube thing gave me a weird
feeling. Had it actually been inside a girl a hundred and fifty
years ago? Had she been made to stand over it as the screw was
turned and the wooden tube rose up deeper and deeper inside
her!?

And then what had happened!?

It was hard to imagine those old Victorian
era people doing kinky stuff like this, but I guess they were young
then too.

I put the candelabra down and reached up to
examine a frame in the corner. It was an upright post about eight
feet tall, which had a curving branch at the top. The branch curved
up and out for about four feet, and ended in a chain dangling
down.

There were a pair of leather... restraints,
I guess, dangling from it. They were kind of dry and cracked, and
had metal frames around their middle. That looked to be how they
closed – by screwing the screws so that the metal tightened around
the leather – presumably around someone's wrists.

I'm not sure where the idea came from,but it
grew stronger as I let my imagination run. I mean, first I slid my
wrist into one of the restraints and then tightened the metal
around it to see what that was like, then I did the same to my
other wrist, though tightening the screw wasn't easy.

But standing there like that with my wrists
held above my head sent a deep, throbbing sense of dark heat
through my body as I imagined myself a helpless prisoner of some
dark, dangerous pirate or lord.

When I got the idea to stand like this
NAKED, I felt this incredible thrill of heat sweep through me! That
would be so outrageous! So wicked and nasty and wild! There was...
some danger, but not much. None of the others knew about this
place, after all.

Still, I argued with myself about it, back
and forth, feeling a growing sense of excitement and anxiety. It
wouldn't take long, I thought. And it would be freaking neat!

I quickly stripped off my blouse, then slid
my skirt down and off. I instantly felt an incredible sense of
sexual pressure inside me! I took off my shoes and socks, wanting
to feel the cool stone floor underfoot! Then, looking around
anxiously, feeling daring and at the same time crazy, I undid my
bra and removed it, then slipped off my panties.

I was completely freaking naked!

This was the most outrageous thing I'd ever
done!

I went over to the leather restraints, so
filled with sexual pressure my hands were shaking! I slid one in
through the leather restraint, and then tightened the metal frame
until the leather was squeezing firmly around my wrist.

My chest was tight and my breathing already
ragged! I thought this was so wild!

I pushed my other wrist through the second
leather cuff and then tried to work the screw. It was very awkward,
though, probably on purpose. You didn't want people able to open
these if you wanted to keep them prisoner.

I was able to turn it, though, probably
because the chain wasn't taut. If it was taut then my wrists would
be firmly held up and I would not be able to twist my hands in and
back and use my right to turn the screw on the left.

I should have brought some oil, I thought,
trying to turn the thing. This was annoying and detracting from my
excitement!

Finally, though, I got it turned enough that
the cuff was tight. The chain still wasn't taut, of course, but I
could kind of fake it by spreading my legs wide, which lowered me,
and then moving forward a bit to tighten it up.

As I stood there I felt that sense of tight
chested arousal, once more. I let my mind fantasize that I was
being locked down here, waiting the evil, cruel, perverted
attentions of the handsome Lord of the manor!

I was so aroused that I thought I could have
had an orgasm if I had just touched myself a little! My nipples
were soooo hard! My breasts felt swollen and hot, and throbbed with
every beat of my heart!

I squeezed my thighs together, rubbing them,
moaning softly as the heat swirled and churned within my body and
mind. My body was lit by the lightly flickering flames, and I was
really getting into the mood of being a helpless prisoner!

Then I saw, almost by chance, what looked
like a pedal at the base of the tall post. I wondered at its
purpose, and thought, in my excitement, that it might have
something to do with raising and lowering the chain! That the chain
wasn't taut unless my legs were spread wide was kind of wrecking my
dark, masochistic mood and I wanted to fix that.

I kind of moved in closer towards it,
stretched out my bare foot, and then pressed down on the little
pedal, and I felt the chain pulling upward! I moved back so I was
directly under it, raising my wrists high, and the chain clanked
and withdrew!

So hot!

Now I was almost up off my heels, the chain
tight, and I ground my thighs together, moaning more and more
loudly as I imagined myself a prisoner about to be... to be
whipped!

I had never felt so aroused in my life!

I let myself pretend I was being whipped,
arching my back and gasping, twisting around under the chain,
grinding my thighs together as best I could! And then the orgasm
hit!

It wasn't as powerful as it could have been.
I mean, you can only do so much grinding your thighs together, but
it was still an orgasm, and heat flooded through me as I twisted
and writhed in delicious pleasure!

I halted, trembling, gasping for breath.
Sanity returned. This was sooo crazy!

“Yes, it must have been kind of like that,”
said a familiar voice.

It was a good thing I was only nineteen and
in good health. Otherwise I'd have had a heart attack! The shock
was... stunning. Literally. I gaped towards the voice, not even
able to see him until he moved forward. Then I let out a shriek,
turning away from him, and then trying desperately to pull my
wrists free of the cuffs!

Turning the screw to squeeze them closed had
taken some time, though, and that was when my wrists weren't being
held so tautly. I needed to ease the chain so my hands would have
more freedom!

And then he came around in front of me and I
squealed and turned my back to him again. To him and the pedal.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked in
amusement.

“Get out!” I cried.

“Get out? It's my house. You're the one who
shouldn't be here. You're trespassing,” he said.

God! I had never been so... mortified in my
whole life! And I was shy, so I got embarrassed a lot!

I gasped as the chain tugged upwards,
forcing me up onto the balls of my feet! Then I felt his hand on my
arm turning me around.

I dropped my burning face low as he looked
at me, NAKED!

“Very nice,” he said. “Far better than I had
imagined from the other day. You're actually quite a beautiful
girl, Olivia.”

“Don't touch me!” I squealed.

“As you wish,” he said, taking his hand off
my arm.

I turned away again, my pulse racing and my
face getting ready to burn right off!

“I came back at lunchtime so as to not
disturb your work,” he said. “I gather you already have your phone.
Ah yes, here it is.”

He walked away from me, which was a profound
relief.

“Now let me see if what I read was correct,”
he said from across the room.

I tried to tug my wrists out of the cuffs to
no avail, then tried to push on the pedal to lower the chain, but
the chain was so taut now I couldn't stretch my foot out to touch
the pedal!

I was actually locked here! Unable to free
myself!

Completely at his mercy!

And in case I haven't already mentioned it,
NAKED!

Then, suddenly, the light in the room grew!
I gasped, looking over my shoulder, to see Patrick fooling with one
of the wall sconces.

“Gas light,” he said, satisfied. “All you
had to do was turn the screw and light it.”

He put the glass frame over the light and
the light grew! Then he went to another wall sconce and lit that,
then another, then another! Each time he did the room brightened,
and I cringed! I was too embarrassed to even speak!

“My, my, what a lovely morsel you are,
Olivia. I wish I had a mustache to twirl.”

I kept my back to him and looked down at the
floor, heart pounding.

He came closer, and my pulse raced as he
stood behind me.

“Now what should I do with you?” he asked.
“Should I... call your boss down to take care of this shocking case
of trespassing on my private property?”

I gasped, the idea horrifying!

“Or perhaps call the police?”

I cringed.

“Or I could just let you go with a warning,”
he said.

That sounded way better!

“Of course, when people are able to break
the rules without punishment there's little to stop them doing it
again. Our society is based on rules, Olivia, and punishment for
violating them. So I think some kind of punishment really is in
order. Don't you?”

“Wh-What?” I gulped, my voice a low
squeak.

“Well, there's an old saying about the
punishment fitting the crime. I would think the appropriate
punishment for this is... hmm, a strapping.”

“A-A what?!”

“Yes, that sounds right. You have a lovely
bottom. I'm sure a little strapping won't cause any lasting
harm.”

What did he... did he really mean... surely
he wasn't suggesting that...”

“A dozen blows from my belt across your
pretty bottom should do it,” he said.

I felt a sense of panic as I realized he
might be serious! But I also felt a strange, dark jolt of confusing
but gut churning anticipation.

“A dozen across your bottom with my belt and
we'll call it even. Deal?”

I couldn't agree to that! But... it sounded
infinitely better than having Mr. Dunlop find out what I'd been
doing!

I gasped as he gripped my hair and pulled my
head up and back so I couldn't avoid looking at him.

“Is it agreed, Olivia?”

I felt my face burn! He was close enough
that with my head back like this and his height that he could see
my breasts!

“Yes!” I cried.

He released my hair and stepped back and I
stood there anxiously, heart pounding like a drum!

“I wonder how many pretty girls have stood
exactly as you've stood,” he said. “Waiting anxiously for their
punishment.”

And then the doubled up belt cut across my
bottom!

Crack!

The impact shocked me, because I wasn't
looking and so it sort of came out of nowhere! No one had ever
spanked or strapped me, of course, and I was at first surprised at
how light the blow was. A moment later I was surprised at how sharp
the stinging pain was as I cried out and danced helplessly at the
end of the chain.

“Lovely,” he said, as if to himself.

He swung it again and again the belt lashed
in across my buttocks with a stinging blow!

Crack!

I squealed and twisted helplessly as a line
of fire cut across my bottom!

“Are you sorry for being naughty?” he
asked.

I just moaned, gulping in air.

I gasped as he moved up behind me again,
gripping my hair and pulling it back so I had to look up and back
at him.

“Are you?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

He released my hair an stepped back.

“Say it then. Apologize.”

God! This was so humiliating!

“I-I'm sorry!” I gulped.

“The rest of it.”

He was such a bastard!

“I'm... sorry for... for... being...
naughty,” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Now say I'm sorry for being a naughty
little girl sir.”

I flushed.

“No!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Refusal to admit the error of your ways
might require more punishment, prisoner,” he said.

He was enjoying this! The bastard!

My bottom was already hot and sore!

“Say I'm sorry for being a naughty little
girl sir.”

I kept stubbornly silent.

Crack!

“Ngh!”

Except when the belt snapped down stingingly
across my bottom!

“Are you sure you wouldn't like to make your
captor happy by apologizing?” he asked.

“I already apologized!” I cried.

Crack!

“Aghh!”

“Not in the proper form, little girl.”

“I'm not a little girl!”

“Clearly,” he said.

I gasped as he tugged back on my hair again.
Then he raised the doubled up belt and looked down at my bare
breasts!

“Are you sure you wouldn't prefer I switched
targets?” he asked. “Your bottom is starting to get very red. There
are other targets for the belt, hmm?”

And the he lightly slapped the belt against
the side of my breast!

I gasped at the suggestion, and he gave a
credible evil laugh, then released me and stepped back.

Crack!

The belt snapped across my bottom and I
cried out in pain.

And then I heard a phone ring.

He stopped and put down the belt as he
answered it.

“Yes? Patrick here? Oh, Robinson. Yes,
listen, I had some concerns about that building in San
Francisco.”

He was walking away from me as he talked
into the phone, leaving me there panting and trembling. I looked
over my shoulder, but he had disappeared down the hall.

“I'll be back, prisoner!” he called.

What!? I wanted to yell that he had to come
back at once, that he had to release me! But I kept silent, glad of
the reprieve.

I looked around the room, newly revealed
through the brighter gas lights, and felt a sense of amazement that
I found myself in here like this, shackled, helpless, NAKED, being
tortured!

By a big pervert! He was obviously a
pervert!

And what more might he do to me!?

I looked at the base of the post and now in
the light could see that the pedal was actually two pedals. They
were close together, but there was clearly a line down the middle.
One raised the chain and the other would lower it. If I could press
down on the other pedal, I could lower the chain and escape!

Or at least, that was what my frantic mind
thought.

I tried again to reach it, but couldn't
without my left foot coming off the floor. And then, in
desperation, I decided to swing over, and give the pedal a stamp. I
braced myself, then threw myself towards it, letting my left foot
come off the floor and jammed my right down against the pedal.

The wrong pedal.

I swung back and my feet clawed at the floor
for support, but barely found it! I had raised the chain! Now my
toes barely brushed against the the floor and I was literally
hanging from my wrists! The leather and the metal around it
squeezed in much harder now, and I moaned at my miserable
failure!

I swung a bit from side to side. Reaching
the pedal again was out of the question.

“Mister Patrick!?” I called.

There was no answer.
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I spent a minute cursing my stupidity, my
idiocy, my failure!

My wrists were starting to hurt, though. My
arms were starting to ache, too, as were my shoulders.

My body felt... heavy, but oddly, only below
the waist. It was like... the part of me which was ME was only
above the waist, and the rest of me was this weight dragging me
downward! I felt tension in my chest muscles, and my legs seemed to
be waaaaay down below me!

I was again swept by a sense of disbelief
that I had gotten myself into this situation. Naked and virtually
hanging by my wrists in a dungeon waiting, hoping for a man to come
back and... and do what!?

There was no doubt Patrick was a sexy and
attractive man. And my initial sense of complete humiliation seemed
to be easing The anxiety and swirling uncertainty remained, though.
What was he going to do to me!? And what would I do when he
did!?

I looked around the room, now lit by gas
lamps, and wondered if other women had hung here, in exactly this
position, centuries ago! It felt so... weird to be doing it now!
With another rich, predatory man waiting outside to... abuse and
punish me!

It was weird, but wanting him to come back –
in order to ease the ache in my wrists and arms – also served to
diminish my fear of him. I was certainly wary about what he would
do to me, given how utterly helpless I was! But, I told myself, he
wasn't likely to actually harm me. So what was the worst he could
do?

The worst he could likely do happened to
bear a reasonably strong resemblance to many of my sexual
fantasies, as a matter of fact.

And then he returned and I felt a rush of
shame spreading through me as he stopped and examined me.

“Now THAT, is an amazingly erotic picture,”
he said

I dropped my eyes, hopelessly
embarrassed.

The light was lit by a sudden white flash
and I gasped, jerking my head up to see him examining his
phone.

“Did you just take my picture!?” I
gasped.

“Of course. I like taking pictures of
beautiful things.”

“Delete it!” I blurted.

He raised his eyebrow. “Slave girls don't
give orders to their masters.”

I flushed. “I'm not a slave girl!”

“Ah, but you want to be.”

“I do not!” I said, face hot.

He walked closer and I dropped my chin,
cringing under his gaze, feeling his eyes raking my naked body!

“You are an absolutely gorgeous young
woman,” he said. “You have a beautiful face, lovely hair, and a
nearly perfect body.”

I gasped as he gripped my hair and forced my
head up so that I had no choice but to look at his face!

“What more could a man ask in a sex
slave?”

I gulped, heart pounding furiously.

He released my hair and stepped back.

“Of course, you have to beg first.”

I stared at him in flustered confusion.

“For what? To let me go?”

“No, to be my sex slave, silly girl.”

Was he crazy? Or just really this
arrogant!?

“I don't think so!”

“Well, I think we better get on with your
punishment, then.”

He gripped my arm and turned me gently away
from him, which, on one hand, was good, but on the other hand meant
he was going to resume strapping my bottom!

Crack!

“Aghh!” I cried, my legs kicking wildly at
the sharp, stinging blow to my bottom.

“Baby,” he said mockingly.

Crack!

“Such a pretty bottom.”

Crack!

“Oh, please!”

He snorted as my body jerked and swung in
response to the last blow.

“Is your bottom tender? Sore? It is starting
to get rather red.”

“Let me down!”

“Let you down? I didn't put you up. How did
you get up that high anyway?”

He moved past me and pumped the pedal, the
right one, and I was lowered a couple of inches, enough, anyway, to
take most of my weight onto the balls of my feet. I groaned in
relief as the pressure came off my wrists.

Then he moved back again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out, wincing and jerking as the belt
snapped down across my hot, throbbing bottom! I had completely
forgotten how many times he'd hit me so far, but thought that
surely this must be almost finished!

Crack! Crack!

I moaned now, for my bottom was so throbbing
and hot that the fresh blows seemed to provide less of a jolt of
pain.

I gasped as he appeared behind me and jerked
my hair up and back, which of course, jerked my head up and
back.

“Are you sorry for trespassing on my
property, slave girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

He jerked sharply on my hair and I
gasped.

“Yes master,” he said.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

Like... whatever!

“Are you sorry for being rude to me?” he
demanded.

I felt a flare of indignation but... reality
set in.

“Yes... Master,” I gulped.

“And sorry for trying to escape? I gave you
an extra five swats for that, by the way.”

I felt another surge of indignation.

“Yes, Master,” I said, more unhappily.

“Good. Then you have begun the journey.”

He stepped on the pedal a few times and I
groaned with relief as I sank back onto my bare heels on the
floor.

“What... journey?”

“To understanding, to self-discipline, and
to becoming my slave girl.”

He grinned mockingly and I flushed, wanting
to say something sarcastic and insulting but very much aware I was
still helpless.

He reached up and opened the shackles and my
arms dropped. I immediately dropped them down to cover myself and
he laughed.

“I think that's probably too late, pretty
girl.”

He went to the walls and blew out the gas
lights, leaving only the original candelabra.

“Would you like me to have your phone
repaired?” he asked.

“No!”

He smiled. “You have it repaired and give me
the bill.”

He turned and walked away, leaving me there
naked in the near dark.

I looked around for my clothes, which I'd
left in a pile near the table, then gasped as I realized they were
gone! I picked up the candelabra and moved slowly over the room,
searching the floor, the table, and the other objects to see if
somehow he'd picked them up and put them out of the way.

Then I moved slowly up the corridor – still
naked, glancing anxiously into each room I passed. I paused at the
stairs leading up to the library. I certainly couldn't use those!
Lunch was probably over, or almost over, and I was NAKED!

I continued along to the end and then, with
no other alternative, began to make my way anxiously up the
stairs.

Cursing him as I went.

Because I had little doubt he'd taken my
clothes for this very reason! The bastard! He just wanted to... to
stare at me naked some more!

Then again, I had been shackled helpless in
the dungeon with no one knowing about it. If he had really bad
intentions he could have just... done whatever he wanted to me
there. He hadn't, so it was hard to be actually afraid of him, as
opposed to indignant and embarrassed and irritated.

What did he want?!

Well, obviously he wanted sex! That was what
all men wanted! He'd seen me naked, and liked what he'd seen.

I felt a degree of ego gratification there,
despite myself.

But again, he wasn't going to take it
without my permission or he'd have done so. That was...
reassuring.

Beg him to be his sex slave indeed! Talk
about arrogance!

I made my way up to where a door blocked the
way further, then, feeling a great degree of anxiety in case anyone
else was up here, blew out the candles and then slowly opened the
door, just a crack.

I was in some kind of storage room, off in
the rear, behind a large armoire which was half covered by a dusty
plastic tarp. Several tables were stacked up to the side, and a had
to wriggle around a number of chairs to get to the door. I put down
the candelabra on one of the tables, then cracked the door a
bit.

The corridor was narrow and not pretty. It
looked like I was in some sort of service area. I stepped out of
the closet, trying to cover myself with my arms. I looked warily
around, walking slowly up the corridor to another set of stairs,
then followed them upward to another door.

This one opened into what looked like a
kitchen area, an immense kitchen area, like the one for a
restaurant. I had no idea where I was in relation to the library
but I hoped I was nowhere near it! I crept slowly across the floor,
looking for something to throw around myself, but found
nothing.

I walked up another narrow hall and now I
was in the heart of the mansion, with wide, polished marble floors
and paneled walls. I heard some music up ahead, classical music,
and I shuffled slowly forward, pulse racing, ears listening for any
sign of strangers.

I came to a doorway and it gave onto a sort
of parlor. The floor was covered in a huge blue rug, and there was
antique furniture, padded chairs and rickety looking tables. It
looked like something from a movie set in old England. All except
for him, sitting relaxed on a couch of some sort with his feet up
on an ottoman before the fireplace.

I glared at him as he examined his
phone.

“Mister Patrick!” I hissed.

He looked up at me and smiled. “Good to see
you again, Slave girl.”

“You're not funny!” I snapped. “Where are my
clothes?”

“Clothes? What clothes? You were naked when
I saw you, my dear. Are you sure you had clothing?”

'Of course I had – !”

I glared angrily. This was ridiculous! I was
naked and trying to hide as much of me behind the doorway as I
could! Yet he'd already seen me completely naked anyway.

Blushing hotly, I marched across the floor,
refusing to try to cover myself with my arms, stopping before his
chair to confront him.

Which was... weird! I mean, I was naked and
standing in front of a man! Yes, yes, I know that I had only
minutes before been hanging helplessly before him, but this was me
with my arms and legs free to run away or hide and I wasn't doing
it!

“I demand you give me my clothes!”

“Demand?” he asked with arched brow. “You're
hardly in a position to make demands, my dear.”

He stood up.

“But, as I am a gentleman, I will gallantly
accede to your request for clothing.”

I snorted but didn't say anything insulting
in case he change his mind.

“Follow me, little pretty,” he said.

I had little choice! I scurried across the
room after him, then out into the hall, looking around anxiously
again.

“Is anyone else here?!” I asked.

“Only your friends in the library, but I
assume that unlike you they won't go exploring my house.”

“It's not like it's your... home,” I said in
annoyance. “You don't live here.”

“It's still mine,” he said, turning and
giving me a scowl.

We went up the widest staircase I'd ever
seen in a private house, with me still feeling very, very hyper
aware of my nakedness. But I was fearing discovery less now that he
said we were alone, and that meant I was becoming more and more
aware of him beside me.

Him as a man, that is.

It felt very weird walking around naked in
this strange house with the wide corridors and stairways and high
ceilings, especially next to a folly dressed man in a suit!

And he was, let's face it, a handsome man. A
man who had recently strapped my bare bottom while I was hanging
from my wrists!

The more time I spent with him the less fear
I had of him, and the less embarrassment. Oh, I was still
excruciatingly self-conscious, of course, but that was a different
sort of thing.

The embarrassment and anxiety had been so
powerful they had blocked out any other emotions. As they faded,
though, I began to feel this strange sense of slightly breathy
excitement. I mean, he was a big, strong man and I was naked! And I
knew he wanted me! Yet I was reassured he wouldn't do anything
without my permission. Also, he'd already had a full, long, careful
look at me naked so there was no point in trying to hide my
body.

I'd never, to be honest, been in a remotely
similar situation.

We were on the second floor. Once again, the
corridor was very wide, covered in a long black and red rug, and
had doors along the sides. Doors to bedrooms!?

We went to the last door and he opened it,
walking through. I licked my lips and followed.

It was an immense bedroom, with a huge, four
poster bed with an actual canopy sitting on a low raised section of
floor next to the big windows.

“What are we doing here?” I asked
anxiously.

“Getting you something to wear, my
dear.”

“You brought my clothes up here!?”

He opened a closet and walked in. I pursed
my lips, then headed for the bed. There were no sheets on it, but I
thought that maybe I could pull one of the bed curtains down. I
couldn't, and turned as he came out of the closet.

“Here you are,” he said cheerfully.

“What is that?” I demanded, starting to feel
exasperated. “Where's my clothes?”

He tossed it to me and I caught it, turning
away from him. It seemed very small and thin, perhaps a nightie,
but at least it would cover me! Or at least some of me....

I pulled it on over my head and it dropped
down around me.

It was a nightie, a very small pink nightie.
It had two thin straps going over my shoulders, leading down to a
lacy front which was elastic and completely see-through. Below
that, however, the fabric was opaque, offering up some
covering!

It was also very short, and slit up the
sides all the way to the lacy bra part!

“You are... a pervert!” I snapped.

“Of course I am. I'm a man,” he said.

I glowered at him.

“I am not going to sleep with you!”

He looked at me as if surprised. “My dear
girl. I haven't asked.”

He walked back towards the door.

“Oh please! I'm not an idiot!” I said. “I
know what you want!”

I looked at myself in the mirror on the
dresser and blanched. I looked like... some sort of... sex kitten
or something! My hair was all tangled like... bed hair! And I was
wearing this ridiculously slutty nightie! I felt the urge to tear
it off but it was all I had.

On the other hand... God, I looked sexy in
it!

I chased after him, out into the hall and
down the hall – stopping to check the doors along the way. They all
had beds and none of the beds had any sheets or blankets. Damn.

“Mister... Mister Patrick!” I exclaimed.

He walked down the stairs and I hurried to
catch up, cursing under my breath. This was sooo ridiculous!

He went down the hall and into a large room.
They were all large in this place, I noted. This one had a billiard
table, card games, dart boards, and big old red leather sofas and
chairs. Patrick went around the billiard table to get a cue off the
wall and I followed warily.

“I demand – .”

That was as far as I got before he handed me
the cue, which I took automatically. Then he picked me up, gripping
me by the waist and sitting me on the edge of the pool table before
I knew what he was doing.

“I'll make you a little deal, little girl,”
he said, leaning in so close I felt his breath against my cheek and
taking back the cue..

“Wh-what!?” I said, my voice suddenly
squeaking.

“We'll play pool. And if you win....”

“What?” I gulped.

He leaned in even closer and I turned my
eyes away and kind of leaned back. Which meant I had to put my
hands onto the table behind me.

And he was standing right there against the
edge, between my legs, as a matter of fact, both of which were bare
because of the slit nightie.

“If you win,” he said in a very soft, low
voice, “I will let you... kiss me.”

I looked at him, startled, and then
glared.

“I have no interest in – Mphhhh!”

He was suddenly kissing ME! And not just
kissing me! His arms were around me, one hand behind my head and
the other behind my back as he kissed me! I was so startled I
barely reacted, at first! Then, when I finally started to react by
pushing him back, he backed away, moving around to the side of the
table with cue in hand.

I gaped at him, sputtering a bit,
indignant.

That had been... an amazing kiss!

It reminded me that Patrick was a man, and
not a... a boy, like I had dated and chatted to and sort of...
well, flirted with.

“I.... you... I thought I had to win to be
allowed to kiss you!” I exclaimed indignantly.

“Yes, well, you looked like you could use a
little pickup. I know how sad you must be that you disappointed me
and caused me to have to strap your lovely bottom.”

I flushed and glowered at him.

“You're a... a bully!”

He shrugged and leaned over the table. I
slipped off it and marched around to confront him.

And since he was leaning over I slapped his
bottom as hard as I could.

And then ran for it!

I didn't get far. He caught me at the door,
spun me around and then... then I was trapped between him and the
wall. He grabbed my wrists as I tried to slap him and pinned them
against the wall above my head. Then he kind of stood back, looking
down at me.

My chest was heaving, my heart thumping and
I was feeling very very... strange.

“I didn't give you permission to assault me,
little girl.”

“You hit me with your belt!”

“Ah, yes, but only for cause and with your
permission.”

He put his free hand under my chin to force
it to raise.

“I did not give you permission, little
girl.”

“I'm not a little girl!” I gulped.

“Prove it.”

And then he kissed me again. This wasn't
like the first kiss. This was a soft, and kind of gentle kiss, at
first. I twisted my head to one side, then the other, but his lips
followed me, and they got more... insistent. And with that
insistence my pulse raced faster and faster!

Boy, he was a good kisser!

I felt a sudden very powerful surge of
something dark and heady. The way he was pinning my wrists, the way
he was blocking out the world, the sheer bulk of him and... those
delicious, soft, moist, hungry lips were starting to make my mind
turn to mush!

He brought his right hand down onto my side,
which, because of the deep, long slit in the nightie, was complete
naked. I shuddered as his hand caressed my side, gently gliding up
and down along the side of my chest, down along my waist to the
side of my hip and back up!

The feel of his skin on mine sent another
hot rush of dark energy through my mind, and I moaned involuntarily
as I realized I had started to kiss back!

My nipples were hard little pinpoints of
tingling excitement as they pressed against him. My breasts felt
hot and swollen. My heart was beating a mile a minute as my
thoughts raced. Why not, they asked. Why not?!

And then he released my wrists, stepped
back, and went back to the pool table.
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I stared, panting, then felt a wave of
indignation. I stalked after him and drew my arm back, then swung
my hand in sharply to spank him again!

He turned at the last instant and grabbed my
wrist, then he was kind of backing me towards the wall again. I put
my other hand against his chest and he grabbed it, raising both my
wrists again! I gasped as my back hit the wall and he pinned me
there with one hand around my wrists.

The other hand slid down to cup my chin,
then lower, until it was practically completely circling my slender
throat! It wasn't squeezing me, or choking me, but I felt a sense
of his power over me, of his strength even as he bent over and
kissed me again!

I moaned against his mouth and felt myself
kind of... surrendering to him, to his kiss, to his strength
and determination!

Why not, I thought, kind of frantically now.
Why not!?

His mouth was... was... feeding at my mouth!
It was in constant motion, slow, but very firm, those lovely lips
moving against mine as his tongue darted out and caressed me! I
barely noticed when his hand left my throat and slid down along my
shoulder. Then it was caressing my side again. Only this time it
slid in through the long slit and I cried out as it pushed in
between my thighs to cup my pussy!

I hadn't dated a lot, but I had some
experience with boys groping me. And it had never felt like this!
He didn't... grope me, that is. He slid his big warm hand between
my thighs and gently cupped my whole sex, firmly but not pushing
hard. Then his middle finger kind of pushed in between the lips of
my sex and gently rubbed up and down!

His mouth was still devouring me as his
finger stroked lightly up and down, then kind of ground from side
to side between the lips of my sex. The sensations that created
were intense, and growing rapidly! I couldn't even keep my body
still! My hips were grinding and rolling and my buttocks were
slapping back against the wall! What I can only describe as a
churning flood of sensation – of pleasure, swept through me!

He drew back.

“Trying to attack your master,” he said,
shaking his head. “That's very naughty, slave girl.”

“I-I... I'm... I'm not your... slave girl!”
I gasped.

“No?”

He picked me up as easily as if I was
weightless, slung me over his shoulder, and walked out of the
room!

“Hey!” I gasped. “Put me down!”

I was belly down across his shoulder, and
slapping at his back – his muscular back – accomplished nothing. I
gasped as we went back down the stairs towards the dungeon!

“Wait! Oh! Oh wait!” I gasped, trying to
wriggle free.

The staircase was not well-lit – at all! We
were soon in shadow! Then it got even darker! He pinned my legs
against his chest with one arm, then took out his phone and, as I
had originally done, brought up the flashlight app.

We went back down to the dungeon – almost.
We stopped at one of the cells. He pulled back the bar and walked
into it, carrying me, then muttered and backed out again. There on
the wall in the corridor was one of those oil lamps. He played with
it, and lit it.

“Put me down! Mister Patrick!”

“Be silent, slave girl.”

He carried me back into the cell and then
set me down, but he gripped my wrists and pushed me back against
the wall. I gulped, heart beating a mile a minute as he pinned my
wrists to the wall above my head. Then, despite my struggles, he
locked them into a pair of shackles!

“Now doesn't this look pretty,” he said,
standing back.

I gulped, staring at his shadowy figure. The
gas light flickered from the hall outside as he stood there looking
at me. Then he came in again, kissing me hard, very hard! I gasped
as his mouth came down on mine, his body crushing mine against the
hard, stone wall!

His hand caressed my bare side again, then
slipped in under the slit, rubbing my pussy! The sensations swept
through me again and I trembled and gasped helplessly!

He stepped back again, examining me.

“There's just one thing that seems a little
off,” he said.

He grinned and then reached out, gripped the
front of the little nightie, and tore it off my body!

I let out a startled cry, then my face
flushed even more than it already was as I found myself naked and
helpless before him – much as I had been earlier! I was back in
that same position! Only... things were going to be much different
this time!

He gripped my hair again, roughly, jerking
my head back as his lips came down on mine once more. His other
hand cupped my breast, kneading softly, his thumb stroking against
my swollen nipple as his big fingers dug into my soft flesh.

I moaned helplessly into his mouth, then
gulped in air as he shifted his lips downward, and his teeth bit
lightly into the soft flesh at the nape of my neck. I gasped as he
forced my head back further, his lips and teeth moving along the
front of my throat.

He was a large man, with a large mouth, and
I felt a sense of something primal as he closed it on the front of
my throat! I shuddered as his other hand slid down between my legs
even as he chewed lightly against the front of my throat and sucked
gently on my flesh.

He drew back, and suddenly gripped my
throat, his big hand around it, squeezing enough to make my eyes
bulge! But... his hand loosened, even though it held me firmly. His
other hand was more insistent now between my legs. I felt a long,
thick finger penetrate me and slide slowly up inside the sodden
depths of my pussy!

And they were sodden! I had never felt so
moist, so aroused! I was literally trembling with the sexual
pressure that filled my body!

“Spread your legs!” he barked.

Gasping, I obeyed, gulping in air as he
slowly forced a second big finger up inside me. I could feel them
pressing against the front wall of my abdomen as they rubbed
lightly up and down. Meanwhile, his thumb pressed up against my
clitoris and rubbed from side to side as he bent to take the center
of my right breast into his mouth.

The world seemed to be swirling around me,
dissolving into this raw, wild storm of sexual electricity crackled
through my body. My mind was filled with a sense of thrilled
anticipation, anxiety, excitement, disbelief and shocked pleasure!
I was a girl on the world's biggest roller coaster – and I'd never
been on a roller coaster before!

I had no idea what he was doing or what he
was going to do, but ohmygod it felt good! The way he was...
chewing at my breast was painful, but not very. He was biting me!
His teeth were digging into my swollen flesh, his lips closed as he
sucked rhythmically at my nipple! My nipple flared wildly!

And those fingers. Fuck! He pushed a third
inside me! I felt sooo stretched! I ached! But they were pumping in
and out, rubbing against the front wall of my pussy, as if trying
to press in against his thumb which was rubbing right back, only
against my clitoris!

My wrists jerked against the shackles – hard
metal shackles, on the ends of short chains bolted to the wall! My
soft body, my back, my buttocks, my legs, were grinding against the
hard stone wall behind me. And that wall WAS stone. It wasn't
concrete. The wall was made of stones, rough, uneven stones!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God! Oh my God!” I half
sobbed. “Oh! Please! Oh God! Please!”

He pulled back abruptly, spun me around and
then slapped my bottom, startling me with the sharp, stinging blow.
Then he spun me around again, his hand around my throat, his
fingers pushing into me, his thumb stroking me.

Dazed, I trembled and moaned, hips grinding
against him.

He pulled back and spun me around again!

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Say please master,” he growled, gripping my
hair and yanking it back.

“Please, Master!” I cried.

He abandoned my hair and gripped my hips,
jerking them out. Then I heard his zipper going down, and a moment
later something hot pushed between my thighs!

He reached around my right hip, reached
down, and I dropped my head, gasping, saw the head of his cock
pushing out as he gripped it. It looked thick!

I moaned as he rubbed the head up and down
against my sex, especially against my clitoris. My hips ground
helplessly and wantonly back at him!

“Do you want me to fuck you? Do you, you hot
little slut?”

I shuddered, waves of heat sweeping over me,
through me, drowning me!

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Yes!” I moaned.

His left hand came up to cup my breast,
roughly this time, making me cry out, then slid up higher, around
my throat, so that I gurgled as he squeezed.

“Master,” he growled. “Say it.

“Master!” I gasped.

He loosened his grip.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Oh! Oh God!”

He tightened his grip again, still rubbing
his cockhead up and down against me!

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me!” I gurgled.

He released my throat, drew back.

Crack!

“Ah!”

Then he was against me again, crushing me
against the wall, and I felt his cock pressed up between the cheeks
of my buttocks.

“Master,” he whispered, chewing at the side
of my throat. “Say it.”

“Master!” I gasped.

I felt like I was going out of my mind! I
was lost, adrift in the storm of emotions and sensations!

He drew back, gripped my hips, and jerked
them back. Then I felt his cock pushing up and down along my sex
again.

“Beg,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

I felt him change the angle, felt the
pressure now against my slick opening. I trembled as the pressure
mounted, becoming a dull ache. Slowly, he forced the lips of my sex
in and back – and back, spreading them wide – then wider still, so
that the dull ache became a sharper thing.

I felt the head slowly pushing through them,
filling the mouth of my sex, then pushing deeper.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh my God!” I
whimpered.

He pushed deeper and deeper into my body,
stretching out the soft, elastic walls of my sex!

And then he stopped.

He halted, his hands sliding up and down my
body, caressing my soft skin. He kneaded my buttocks, slid up along
my sides, and in front to cup and knead my breasts. His hands slid
back downward, gripping my thighs, jerking them wider, pulling them
back a bit. But he didn't move his body otherwise.

One of his hands moved inward, the finger
stretching until it found my clitoris and began to rub me.

I shuddered, unable to keep still. My hips
rolled and ground against him, and then pushed back further. His
cock slid deeper inside me as I did that, and I moaned, my hips
jerking, moving in and out, in and out, in and out. I was fucking
myself on his cock even as he stood still!

I gasped as he gripped my tangled hair and
forced my head up and back. I found his lips there, his teeth
biting into the nape of my neck as he leaned into me.

His other hand remained low on my thigh, his
fingers rubbing, rubbing, rubbing!

I felt a growing sense of something like
yearning! I wanted him to fuck me! I needed him to fuck me! I had
never been this aroused in my life! I was engulfed in a sexual
fever!

I forced myself back further, the shackles
pulling harder against my wrists, aching. How big was he!? I wanted
it all! I rolled my hips wantonly, sliding them in and out, trying
to impale myself on him!

“Fuck me!” I moaned.

He released my hair, gripped my throat,
squeezed.

“Slave sluts don't give orders,” he growled.
“They beg.”

I gurgled, eyes bulging, unable to
breath.

He leaned in and chewed lightly on my
earlobe.

“Beg,” he whispered.

“Please!” I tried to say around his
hand.

His hand loosened.

“Please!”

It tightened again.

“Master. Say it.”

“Master!” I gasped. “Please, Master!”

He released my throat, and now both big
hands gripped my thighs, jerking them farther apart, so that I was
on the balls of my feet.

“Beg, slave girl.”

“Please! Please fuck me, Master!” I
gasped.

I couldn't ride back any more. He was
holding me in place, his cock deep but... not deep enough!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

I needed him to move! I was on the
precipice! I was getting ready to explode!

And then he did.

I cried out as his cock pushed deeper – and
then shockingly deep! Achingly deep! I was astonished, awed! It
thrust high into my belly and then his hips were grinding against
my buttocks! His hands were pulling up and back on my thighs to
that only my toes were on the floor now!

He began to pump in and out, in and out, his
hips slapping against my buttocks with soft, jarring blows that got
progressively harder and harder and faster and faster!

The orgasm that tore through me was like
nothing I had ever experienced in my life! I felt this incredible
building pressure, building to the point I wanted to scream! At the
same time his hips were slapping against me harder and harder so my
entire body was shaking with the force!

And then that pressure tightened inside me
and then gave off a tremendous flare of sensation that was the
purest, most intense pleasure I had ever felt! And it exploded up
through my body to the point of stunning me!

I cried out... in one long, continuous
exhale of all the breath inside me! Even as my body shook and
shuddered to his thrusting hips and hard, plunging cock! Oh God! I
was so aware of that big cock as it moved inside me! It was
pumping, thrusting, driving up into me again and again and
again!

That was so incredible, so erotic, that the
pleasure grew even more intense! I sucked in a desperate breath and
it all howled out of me again even as his hips continued to strike
me harder and harder!

Then I sucked in another breath and cried it
all out as well!

My hips were bucking and jerking even as his
hips were slapping against them, and that big spear of flesh was
thrusting up deep into my belly again and again!

I was going out of my mind! It was like I
was reduced to an animal, rutting back in frantic hunger while he
drove himself relentlessly into me!

The orgasm didn't seem to want to end. I
felt a sense of wonder at that, and even a thought I might die from
it. I can't say that really bothered me. I wasn't up to caring
about anything just then aside from that hurricane of pleasure!

His body pushed me in closer against the
wall, and my soft, throbbing breasts pillowed out against the rough
stone, grinding against them as his hips thrust into me. He yanked
my hips back, slapped my bottom, and then resumed his hard
thrusts!

The world was spinning and I gurgled
dazedly, crying out in glassy eyed heat as my body pulsed and
burned.

*

It took me a while to get my breathing under
control, and for my heart to stop thundering in my ears. As I
calmed, I raised my head and looked around again, just as amazed as
I had been earlier, but more able to process that amazement.

He had locked me in the cell.

The cell door had a small square, barred
window which let in a little of the light from the hall, enough to
see myself, and the shadowy interior of the cell. I was able to
turn around and stare up the length of my arms to the metal
shackles around my wrists.

Standing that way for long was pointless,
and it pressed my still very sensitive breasts against the rough
stone. I turned my back to it again, staring at the window,
wondering when Patrick would be back.

I wasn't entirely naive. It's not like I had
never heard of this sort of thing, after all, and not like I hadn't
had fantasies about similar things. Patrick was playing a game, a
dark, wicked sexual game. My role was his sex slave!

And that was just so... freaking hot!

It was also outrageous! I barely knew the
man! And he had... fucked me! Oh ,God how he had fucked me! I was
still sore inside! Wow! The intensity of that explosion of pleasure
was still resonating through my body, an echo of something that had
almost literally stunned me.

Okay, so... I had given in to impulse and
let him. And I wasn't sorry I had. Wow! But... now I was standing
against a stone wall in a dark cell naked and shackled! How long
was he going to keep me like this!?

His parting words before the door had
slammed shut had been less than informative.

“You'll stay here until you're taken out to
be sold at the slave markets,” he had growled.

God! The man was a fucking pervert!

Mind you, from what I could tell, most men
were. Certainly all boys I'd known had been.

But I was on very unfamiliar ground here.
I'd never done any sort of sex games. I wasn't even much
experienced with sex! Nor was I very familiar with men, especially
grown men like him! I mean, he was ten years older than me, and
that was an eternity! I'd been ten years old when he was in
college!

Still, as unfamiliar with boys as I was, I
still kind of understood how dating worked. And this
definitely was not it! We ought to be sitting at a table eating
while we talked about our favorite TV shows or something!

It was hard to measure time down there.
There were no sounds. There was nothing to look at but myself and
the stone walls. But more and more time was passing and I wracked
my brain trying to figure out what he was doing, what his plan was?
There was nothing exciting for him in this. He couldn't even watch
me! He was upstairs somewhere!

I was still aroused.

How could I not be? I was naked and shackled
in a cell in a dungeon, the prisoner of a man who had taken my
virginity, and given me the most incredible sexual experience of my
life!

And was clearly not done yet!

What was he intending to do!?

And then... the gas light went out.
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I was in absolute, complete darkness!

Why had it gone out? Had he turned it off?
Had it run out of gas? Was he out there? It hadn't provided a lot
of light through that little window, but some. Now I couldn't see
anything at all. Not even shadows. My ears listened very intently
for the slightest sound, but heard nothing!

“Mister Patrick!?” I called.

Silence.

This was so freaky! No sound, no sight.
Nothing much to smell. All I had was the feel of the cool metal
around my wrists, and the rough stone against my back and buttocks.
I waited, and I waited. Nothing happened. How long was he going to
keep me here!?

And then the sound of the bar being drawn
back on the door. It was so loud against the silent background! The
sound made me cry out!

“Mister Patrick!? This isn't funny!” I
exclaimed.

Where was he!?

His hand pushed in between my thighs, and I
cried out, startled.

“Mister Patrick!”

His hand suddenly pressed against my mouth,
silencing me!

Then the other roamed slowly up and down my
body, groping me roughly, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples
so that they stung!

“Oh! Ow! Mister Patrick!” I tried to
gasp.

It didn't feel like him at all. And then I
suddenly felt this emotional jolt. What if it wasn't even him!? It
could be anyone!

He spun me around and I gasped, stumbling,
yanked up by the chains.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom stingingly, then jerked
my hips out and slapped me again before his hands slid around me
and roundly groped my breasts! I felt him grinding against my
buttocks as his teeth bit into the nape of my neck and his hands
mauled my breasts!

“M-Mister... Mister Patrick!” I gasped.

I cried out as he yanked back on my hair,
biting further along my neck. Then he let go and spun me around
again! He seized my body, his hands against he sides of my ribs,
and jerked me out and up so that my back arched. Then he chewed and
licked and sucked on my breasts and nipples while I balanced
precariously on my toes – my wrists still locked up and back behind
me!

He let go and as I gasped for breath,
staring around, I felt his hands on my legs, on my thighs. They
forced my legs roughly apart.. A moment later, I felt his tongue at
my sex!

With my legs forced apart the chain was taut
against the shackles, and I moaned as he pinned me helpless to the
wall while his tongue pushed into me. I felt his tongue licking
firmly along my sex, then dipping in, pushing startlingly deep,
twisting and pumping, then sliding out again.

The rough stone ground against my soft skin
as my chest heaved and I gulped in air. It was like being mauled by
an invisible animal! I couldn't even see shadows!

He paused, and I felt his hand sliding down
along my leg to my ankle. A moment later something metal slid
around my ankle and locked it tight. He turned to my other ankle,
pushing it wide and locking it down as well! I was barely on the
balls of my feet like this, stretched taut along the wall!

Then his tongue slid up and down along my
sex. His fingers spread me open and his tongue dipped inside,
pushing and twisting, turning and stroking and squirming! It pulled
out and slid up, teasing my clitoris, brushing it, then circling
then sweeping from side to side!

My hips began to grind helplessly against
him as hunger and passion filled me. My buttocks were grinding
against the stones behind me as his tongue licked harder and
faster! A feverish heat spread through my mind as my head rolled
against the wall and I moaned and gasped in rising pleasure.

His finger pushed into me, pumping slowly in
and out. Another slid into me, twisting, turning, pumping. They
drew back, and then... something else began to push up into me. It
was thick and hard but... it didn't feel like... him. I mean, it
didn't feel warm and human.

It pushed deeper, then deeper still, and my
body thrilled to the sensation of being filled up and stretched
out. I groaned as I began to ache, but the ache was... exciting,
thrilling, erotic! I felt it slowly lurch deeper, twisting,
pumping, the pressure forcing it higher into my belly!

His hands went up around my hips, and I felt
something... thin... metallic... curving up along my abdomen on
either side, then pressure against my hips and back as his hands
withdrew. It was like some kind of thin... chain?

The thing inside me began to buzz, to
vibrate, and I let out a squeal of startled surprise, then a gasp
of reaction as the vibrations began to make my already
hyper-sensitive clitoris quiver and pulse with more and more
intensity!

He drew back. And it was as if I was alone
again, with no sight or sound to indicate anyone else was in the
cell. The vibrations seemed to spread through my body until it
trembled like a plucked wire, my hips grinding and rolling in
desperate hunger as the vibrations began to drive me out of my
mind!

Then something struck me! It was a number of
somethings; small, thin, lightweight, flexible. It was like...
shoelaces... leather shoelaces. A bunch of them! And they all
struck together, across the surface of my chest! Even together they
didn't weigh much, but each of them stung like a … a scratch!

I squealed in surprise, staring around
blindly, wondering what that had been, what had happened!? I felt
thin lines of heat across my upper chest and breasts!

They struck again, and again I squealed,
jerking against the shackles, then again, and again! Each time they
struck I heard a soft sound at the impact, but I didn't understand
what it was! All I knew was that something was being swung down
across my breasts, which began to ache and burn!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Don't! Please! Mister Patrick!”
I cried as the things swept in again and again.

The thin cat claws snapped down across my
lower chest, and belly, and then my abdomen! Every time they struck
I felt the multiple sharp little stinging blows followed by a flare
of heat from every one! And there were a lot of them!

“Oh! Ow! Stop! Oh! Please!”

Then I knew, suddenly, an image flashing
through my mind. I knew what it was. It was a whip! It might have
some other name, but I'd seen them on the internet. It was like...
a handle with a whole bunch of thin laces attached! And then I did
recall the name – the cat! The cat of nine tails or something like
that!

They cut across my breasts again, and I
squealed and cried out, trying to twist and turn away. They snapped
at my ribs, along the sides, along my waist and hips and then back
against my breasts! My entire body felt hot as if it were
sunburned! My nipples ached and stung and burned and throbbed!

The blows halted, and then suddenly my
ankles were free. I gasped, drawing them in together to ease the
pull on my wrists. That sent a wave of relief through my wrists and
ankles but the intensity of the vibrations seemed to grow worse! I
moaned helplessly, then gasped as the blows resumed!

The cat clawed across my breasts and I
yelped and then twisted around to pull them out of range. That was
when the whip cut across my back!

I cried out, then again, then again as the
whip slashed across my back repeatedly, then moved lower, to cut
into my buttocks.

The blows stopped again and strong hands
spun me around again, then his tongue attacked my clitoris!

With the vibrator buzzing powerfully inside
me, stretching me wide, and his tongue licking and lapping and
sucking at my clitoris, my chest heaved like a bellows and my heart
pounded wildly. The dark, feverish heat built up again and then
poured a river of fire through my mind to drown out all thought of
anything but the raw, wild pleasure!

I cried out again and again, trembling and
shaking, my hips bucking violently against his tongue as his
fingers dug into my buttocks and he licked furiously.

Then he was drawing back, disappearing
again. I heard the cell door close, the bolt being thrown, and I
was alone – so far as I knew, in the dark.

I moaned weakly, my breaths ragged.

What the fuck had that been, I thought in
awe and wonder.

I was fairly sure it had been Patrick,
though he hadn't said a word. Who else could it have been!?

Anyone he sent, I thought uneasily. How
would I know?

Meanwhile, the vibrator was still buzzing
away, and it was proving impossible to ignore it. The orgasm had
eased the intensity of the pressure inside me, but hadn't removed
it. I was still hot, my pulse still racing, my body still thrumming
with sexual hunger and passion.

The vibrator was lodged deep inside me, and
was vibrating all along its length, including the part which was
jammed into the mouth of my sex, holding my pussy lips stretched
wide. The vibrations were echoing through my flesh even as I
squirmed and ground my thighs together and moaned in helpless,
panting hunger.

I had never been exposed to a vibrator
before, and the experience was proving eye-opening, to say the
least. With my already being incredibly aroused from the wild,
carnal situation Patrick had put me into the vibrator made my body
tremble with the crackling sexual electricity rolling up through
it.

I ground my thighs together and another
orgasm swept through me. I twisted and wriggled wildly, gasping and
moaning and crying out softly as the flames consumed me.

But there was no relief in the orgasm. The
vibrator was relentless, and I continued to moan, twitching and
trembling and grinding my thighs together around it. The pressure
built up again, and again I ground my thighs together frantically
to bring myself to orgasm.

And then again.

My breasts throbbed. They felt swollen. My
nipples were hard, swollen little buttons. I twisted around,
pressing my breasts against the rough stone, rubbing them gently,
gasping and moaning in a mixture of pleasure and pain, rubbing
harder as I ground my thighs together into still another
orgasm!

The bolt snapped open, and I cried out in
shock, my head turning towards it, my eyes staring into
blackness.

“Mister Patrick!” I cried.

A large hand closed around my throat.

I gurgled, eyes bulging, gasping for breath
as it squeezed. I couldn't breath. I twisted and wriggled against
the wall, pulling against my shackles, but I was completely
helpless!

The hand withdrew and I gasped for breath,
gulping in air. Then my hair was jerked back sharply, and my mouth
opened wide to cry out. Something pressed against it, pushing
firmly, forcing its way in, forcing my jaws wider until it was
filling my mouth!

His hand pulled back, leaving it there. My
teeth came down against... something hard, something still inside
my mouth, but too big to close my jaws behind. A strap went behind
my head, locking it in place!

I moaned helplessly!

I felt his lips on my breasts, on my
nipples, his hands on my ribs, sliding down my back, cupping my
buttocks.

His lips moved downward, licking and kissing
and lightly nibbling on my belly, then abdomen, then lapping at my
clitoris. They went away and I felt his hands on my right ankle.
The shackle was removed, but something else, like... a thick
leather... strap, was wrapped around it and tightened. He turned
his attention to my left ankle, doing the same.

A moment later I felt something going around
my neck, a thick strap. I panicked, trying to twist my head away,
but too late. It closed around my neck and tightened firmly. But,
to my relief, did nothing to interfere with my breathing.

His hand gripped my right arm, pressing it
firmly in place against the wall, then another strap went around
it, a thick, heavy strap. It felt much like the ones around my
ankles. I felt the shackle removed, and tried to jerk my arm down,
but his hands were far more powerful than mine. And then it was the
leather strap holding my wrist up instead of the metal shackle.

After he'd done the same to my left wrist,
he pulled them both down. I jerked on them but they were still
attached to a chain or something, and it was pulling me away from
the wall.

I moaned into the gag, pulse racing,
wondering what he was doing. But I had no choice but to move
forward, towards the door, and then out of the cell. It was just as
dark out here. But I thought we were going back to the main
room.

I shuffled forward, arms extended, moaning
around the thing in my mouth, and frantically wondering what he was
going to do to me!

I kept shuffling until he stopped me. Then
he gripped my leg and pulled it forward until it hit something. It
felt like... yes, the two foot high wooden table I'd seen in the
room. He pulled me forward anyway, and since the table wouldn't
move, my only option was to crawl onto it, to put first one knee,
then the other on it.

That seemed to be what he wanted. Then he
bent me over until my breasts were flat against the rough surface
of the table. I felt the chain, or whatever was attached to my
wrists pulling taut. A moment later my knees were spread wide, and
strapped down, then another strap went over my back, low, drawing
it down so that my lower belly was almost pressed back against my
thighs!

I was completely locked into place with my
bottom high and legs wide!

I felt the vibrator move! It slid slowly out
of me, came free, then rubbed up and down along the sodden mouth of
my sex before penetrating me again and thrusting deep. It twisted
and turned and pulled out again, and now pressed directly against
my clitoris, grinding from side to side!

I shuddered and moaned, my hips jerking and
bucking feebly as the vibrator ground against me. I felt his finger
push into my sex, then a second join it, then a third. He was a big
man and his fingers were big too, and I groaned and gasped as they
slid in and out repeatedly while he ground the vibrator against
me!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I
trembled and shook as the wild rush of liquid heat swamped my
nervous system. It swept me clean of all cares and concerns, all
sense of anxiety or worry, filling me with a great and unquestioned
sense of pleasure that kept rising and rising as each wave rolled
over me.

He pulled the vibrator away and turned it
off. The room was in silence for a moment. Then I heard the soft
sound of music – classical music. I felt his hands on my hips. His
hands felt slick, slippery, oily or something. They caressed my
hips and buttocks, and then slid slowly and gently down along my
back, gliding lightly at first, then more firmly, spreading the oil
down along my back to my shoulders, then along my ribs and
back.

What was he doing!?

Then something weird happened. It was
like... something dropped out from underneath me. Like the table
had a door which opened. Then a second door. They were right under
my breasts. They weren't large doors. But I could feel the center
of my breasts pressed down on – nothing now.

A moment later I flinched and gasped as I
felt a hand on my right breast! Or at least, on the center. It
rubbed and squeezed and then pulled. The holes felt about as wide
as pop cans, but of course, my breasts were wider. They were also
quite malleable, and he was kneading and squeezing them, and
pulling my breast down through the opening!

Soon enough my ribs were flat against the
table top, with my breasts pulled through the holes to hang below!
The holes being smaller, my breasts were puffed out tautly below
me, and his fingers kneaded and stroked and caressed them before
rubbing, pinching, plucking and rolling my nipples.

Then his hands slid up and down my legs, my
thighs, gently caressing them, working the oil into my soft skin,
and working upwards. His fingers caressed the mouth of my sex,
stroking gently, then spread my lips open and pushed into me.

All of this was just... beyond my
experience, of course. I had never really played any sort of sexual
'game' or done anything with anyone which had lasted remotely this
long. I was a virgin, for Gods sakes! Or had been...

Now his warm, slick fingers moved inside me
and out, stroking, caressing, rubbing, getting my body more and
more aroused again.

The vibrator clicked on, rubbing against my
clitoris as his fingers thrust in and out of me, and my hips began
to jerk more and more violently until another orgasm tore through
me!

The vibrator turned off, but it or something
similar, was thrust deep into my pussy again. Then I felt his oiled
finger rubbing against the small, wrinkled opening of my butt! I
squealed and squirmed, but to no avail, as his finger slowly worked
itself way into me and pumped in and out.

It withdrew, and something else pushed into
me, another dildo. I moaned as it turned and twisted, pumped slowly
in and out, driving deeper and deeper until I felt cramps in my
abdomen.

His hands caressed my body, then my breasts.
A moment later I felt something squeezing against my right nipple,
squeezing hard! I squealed as my nipple burned, but then he did the
same to my other nipple!

He turned on the vibrator and then, as far
as I could tell, went away.

I was left in that... incredibly vulnerable,
obscene pose, completely helpless, with the vibrator buzzing, the
dildo stuffed deep into my ass – and somehow held there, and
something biting into my nipples. Every time I moved too
energetically, energetically enough my breasts trembled a little, I
could feel my nipples being tugged, as if something was dangling
from them!

I had no way to measure time. I had several
more orgasms, but how long that took I could only guess. I was
exhausted, drained, and yet still felt a thrumming sexual heat
inside me.

What was this insane man doing to me, I
wondered dazedly.

And then his hands were on me again!

I gasped and jerked, then moaned as his
hands glided up and down my body, stroking and caressing me
everywhere. He slid the vibrator out and pressed it directly
against my clitoris, causing my hips to jerk violently. Then he
slapped my bottom sharply and thrust it back deep.

I felt the dildo in my ass twisting and
turning, then slowly pulling back out of me. My body was twitching
and trembling and my hips were spasming against the vibrator as I
felt something else pressed against me. I knew at once it wasn't
some … toy. The warm, soft feel of real flesh was unmistakable.

His cock pushed into my ass slowly, and I
shuddered and moaned. He pushed deeper and deeper, then buried it
inside my aching belly as his hips ground against my upraised
buttocks. He began to pump, his hands sliding over my body, his
hips striking my buttocks with growing force.

It felt like it had been forever since I had
been able to see anything! Had that heightened my senses at all? I
didn't know, but they were certainly burning wildly as his cock
thrust into me again and again while his hands roamed my body.

Then they moved under the narrow table,
tugging on the clips or whatever was biting into my nipples, making
them burn even harder before releasing them entirely. My nipples
felt swollen, throbbing hard, but as his fingers caressed them they
began to burn in an entirely different way.

His hips continued to slap against my
buttocks, his cock plunging deep into my ass with every stroke. It
was all simply too much, and my mind surrendered to a massive wave
of pleasure which swept through it, all but stunning me into
unconsciousness with the power and force that crushed my mind.

*

He must have spent himself. I was too dazed
to know or care. But he stopped thrusting and pulled out. Then he
began to unstrap me. He drew my arms up and back behind me, and
locked my wrists together again. Then he lifted me off the
table.

And onto, from the feel of it, his
shoulder.

I grunted as he carried me somewhere. My
head and upper torso hung down his back while my legs hung down his
front, held against his chest by one arm.

After a minute we began to climb. And after
about half a minute light began to appear, faint at first, but
quickly growing to the point I had to half close my eyes. I had to
narrow them to slits as we reached the first floor. We went up a
hall, then climbed another set of stairs, emerging on the second
floor of the house.

By then I knew he was naked, having been
able to open my eyes enough to see his bare back and buttocks below
me.

He carried me into a bathroom. And there he
set me on my feet and released me.

I was standing in front of a cabinet and
mirror, and stared at myself wonderingly.

I think my eyes were kind of bloodshot.
Though that might have been the result of adjusting to the sudden
light – and being dangled upside down on the way upstairs. I think
my eyes also looked kind of wild and dazed.

You have to remember that sex had not been a
huge part of my life, aside from masturbation, which was...
pleasant. This was all a thundering shock to my system! I'd had so
many intense orgasms, and had so many outrageous things done to me
since lunch it was almost impossible to believe it was still even
the same day!

And here I was now in the light of the
chandelier overhead, naked, with a collar – one of those leather
bondage collars with a big metal ring in the front – around my
neck! My wrists and ankles were encased in similar, smaller
versions of the collar, and I had a black ball half protruding from
my mouth! One of those... those ball gag things I'd seen on the
internet!

It was so astonishing to see myself looking
like this! Like some kind of... slave girl! I gaped at my image,
stunned. After what I had gone through recently to finally be able
to see again, to have my mind flooded with color and images, and to
see myself like this... it was a real shock!

I cried out as he seized my hair behind my
head and jerked it back, forcing my back to arch. I stared at him
in the mirror, standing behind me, feeling again that sense of
stunned disbelief.

“It's time for you to clean up, little slave
girl,” he said.

He had turned on the water in the tub while
I'd been staring at myself. It was a large, claw foot tub in the
middle of the bathroom. He picked me up – in his arms this time,
not slung over his shoulder, and carried me to the tub, then
stepped into it and knelt, before sitting down.

It was a big tub, but he sat me across his
lap anyway, his hands sliding over my body. I felt weirdly shy.
Weirdly, given all he had seen and done to me already. I mean, what
did I have left to be embarrassed about!?

This was the most luxurious bathroom I'd
ever seen, never mind been in. But it was quite old fashioned. The
shower stall had no glass, for example. Instead it was in the
corner behind a tiled wall which left one side open.

His hands moved gently over my body,
kneading and caressing my breasts, rolling and plucking at my
nipples, then sliding under the water, which was still rising, to
lightly rub my pussy. There were no marks on my body that I could
see from the thing he had used to... to whip my breasts with.

He poured something into the water. I
assumed it was bath oil or soap or something.

“So,” he said. “Little librarian with dark
fantasies. Have you enjoyed seeing some of those fantasies come to
life?”

Did he expect me to answer that. I made a
sound around the ball gag, as if to remind him.

He smiled and his finger traced along my
lips where they rested on the ball gag.

“Hmm, should I let the slave speak? Masters
rarely are interested in the opinions or demands of slave
girls.”

I frowned at him. Wasn't this slave girl
game over now?

I gasped as he tugged back on my hair, then
leaned in to chew lightly along the side of my throat.

“Have you ever wondered what it would be
like to be a sex slave, little librarian?” he asked in a low
voice.

I moaned, my heart beating faster as his
hand kneaded my breast.

“I bet librarians have good imaginations.
They read a lot, after all. But reading something isn't as good as
doing it.”

His hand dipped below the water, his fingers
caressing my sex, brushing lightly across my clitoris.

“But do you even know your value?” he asked.
“For example, here I am a very wealthy man, and yet I can't buy
something like... you. Oh, I can rent it. I can rent professionals
who would let me tie them up, and would probably be good at acting
as if that was thrilling to them. But I can tell the difference
between an act and reality.”

He pulled my head forward again.

“You, are the reality. And that is
priceless,” he said. “If it were legal, I would pay millions to own
a slave girl like you. So would most men.”

Seriously??!

I made more sounds, to remind him I was
still gagged and that this was a one-way conversation, and maybe he
should remove the gag.

He ignored my hint.

“Of course, you too are hemmed in by the
rules of society. It's not like you could ever ask a date to do
something like this. Perhaps if you had a boyfriend you trusted
sufficiently...”

He let his now slick, wet hand slide along
my shoulders and down my arms.

“You're a dirty little girl, but I'll clean
you up,” he said with a smirk.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


It was nice to be clean, but I still
couldn't talk. And I was still gripped by a swirling sense of
emotional uncertainty and anxiety about what he was going to do
with me. I was also still feeling a soft, churning sense of
anticipation and excitement. This was, after all, incredibly wild
and raw and carnal and darkly thrilling.

And the intense orgasms and shocking depths
of heat and pleasure which I had been experiencing over the past...
however much time since he'd shown up in the dungeon, was, so far,
the most exciting thing I'd ever felt in my life.

I had missed my doctor's appointment,
though.

“I have plans for you, little librarian
slave girl,” he said. “Plans I hope both of us will find deeply...
satisfying on several levels.”

I stood there and watched him dress in his
tailored suit. I remained naked, and voiceless. Then, when he was
dressed, he attached a chain with a handle to the ring in the front
of the collar around my neck, and then tugged on it.

I gasped, feeling a sudden rush of heat as I
followed him. Like on a leash!

Like a slave girl!

This was so incredible! So utterly
outrageous!

I tried to talk, to remind him that maybe he
ought to listen to what I had to say. He ignored me, and led me
downstairs, then along the hallway and into a... I guess you could
call it a sort of living room.

It had two huge old brown armchairs in
buttoned leather, in front of a huge ottoman of the same material.
The wall ahead of them was built-in shelves, with the center cut
out and holding a large, flat screen television.

Patrick had me sit on the ottoman, then
disappeared. I looked around at the luxurious room and wondered
what I was doing here, and when he was going to untie me. When was
he going to take the gag out of my mouth? What time was it, even??!
How long was he going to keep this kinky sex game up?

He returned with a small brown box, setting
it down on one of the chairs. Then he pulled me off the ottoman and
had me kneel next to it on the floor, bending me over so my
shoulders and head were on the ottoman.

I was mystified about what he was going to
do, unless it was to fuck me from behind. But he didn't seem to be
intending that. Instead he took out a long length of coiled rope
from the box, and a sharp knife. He uncoiled the rope, doubled it
up, and then tied two knots in it with the loops stretched
wide.

He passed the rope under me, and then pulled
the two loops up around my breasts.

And then he slowly began to tighten them! I
gasped as I felt the rope digging into the sides of my breasts. But
there wasn't much I could do as he was kneeling right behind me and
leaning over me. I felt the loops tightening more and more, right
at the base of my breasts, making my breasts puff out tautly,
throbbing, the nipples tingling!

He fed the ends back around behind me under
my arms and tied them there. Then he wrapped the doubled up rope
around my arms and tightened it, forcing my upper arms back tighter
together and making my shoulders ache!

He passed the rope down along my arms and
wrapped it around my wrists, then undid the leather bands around
them and tightened the rope, crossing my wrists, and then
criss-crossing the rope around them. He passed it down between my
legs, then but let it dangle for a moment.

I felt his fingers sliding up and down along
the line of my sex, then penetrating me. He wriggled his finger in
and out as my pulse rate picked up, then drew back and pushed
something else against me. I moaned as it stretched me out. It was
hard and thick, and he worked it way up high inside me!

A moment later he pushed a dildo into my
ass, too!

Now he wrapped the rope around that one,
then drew the two lengths of rope up carefully against my pussy.
The lips of my sex were stretched wide around the base of the dildo
there. But it was all-but buried inside me. He pressed the rope
against the base, then gripped my hair to make me gasp and rise
upright on my knees.

Then he pulled the rope in harder, and I
cried out as the head was forced deeper inside me, until it felt
like it was jammed hard against the back wall of my pussy! He
ignored my moans of discomfort, feeding the rope up to just below
my belly button. He held it there with his thumb, then swept it
around my waist and back and then in around the part he'd been
holding. He gave it a sharp tug, then, forcing the rope even harder
into my pussy!

I stared downward, seeing my bulging breasts
and hard nipples, and then, beyond them, the ropes digging into my
pussy. They had sunk right in between the lips of my sex, except
that he had tied a couple of knots right at the top. Those ground
into the top of my pussy, into my clitoris!

Patrick pushed me over onto the big ottoman
and then lifted my ankles up and back behind me. I felt the ropes
going around it, then felt them attached to the ones around my
wrists, tightening more and more to force my body to bow
sharply.

He lifted my head up and back, then, by the
hair, but then tied a rope to the strap of the ball gag!

He adjusted my position, sliding me forward
so my swollen breasts were over the side of the ottoman, then sat
down there and peeled apart a section of rope into individual thin
lengths of twine. Then he tied loops in two of them, placed them
around my nipples, and tightened them.

He ignored my squeals of pain as the twine
bit into my nipples, pulling them down and tying them off to
something, perhaps the legs of the ottoman.

With that done, and still ignoring my scowls
and glares, he turned his attention to a remote control. He turned
on the big flat screen, then went to a laptop computer and played
with that. Finally he turned and grinned at me. “I'll be back,
little slave girl.”

He left, leaving me in a distinctly
uncomfortable position, with my breasts throbbing, my nipples
burning, and the rope digging uncomfortably into my pussy! Not to
mention my body bowed back so tightly my shoulders and back were
already starting to ache.

And then an image came on the TV. It was
oddly colorless. It wasn't black and white, but more... green and
white. The white part was... me! I gaped at it, at an image, a
video, of me standing against the wall in the cell downstairs,
naked!

That reminded me of him taking a picture of
me earlier, and my shock at the time. That was nothing compared to
this! How had he taken a video of me!? There was no light down
there! Then again, how had he been able to see enough to... do the
things he'd done to me!?

He must have placed this camera in the cell
before he'd put me there! Where was it?! Granted, it was very dark
in there, but surely I'd have noticed a camera! But I saw him now,
a clothed man moving in front of the camera before moving off to
the side.

I also winced and gasped, for I was quickly
discovering that if I moved my body much it tugged my nipples
against those thin little lengths of twine tied to them! Also, if I
let my head come forward too much I felt the pressure on the rope
tied to the ball gag grind the rope in against my pussy!

I shuddered as I watched him caressing me,
watched him licking me, watched myself reacting, straining,
arching, my hips grinding and rolling against him!

The heat began to rise around me, and I felt
my pussy flooded with arousal and moisture. I trembled as my
movements tugged the rope against myself down there, including
those knots!

The rope was rough and scratchy, and it
ached sharply, but... the heat was growing worse and worse! I
watched him thrusting into me from behind and felt a fiery,
churning excitement. I had never seen myself like this, never heard
myself like this!

It took very little time before my body was
wrapped in heat, my mind suffused by a dark, pounding hunger and
breathless excitement. But there was also a nagging sense of
anxiety and fear. I was so... brazen, so naked, so obscene, so...
carnal and sexual in these videos! Imagine if someone I knew saw
them!

I watched myself coming, heard myself
coming, as his cock thrust up into me again and again! And I
remembered what it felt like! I moaned, my head rolling, tugging at
the ropes which fed back between my buttocks and up between my
pussy lips.

My nipples burned, but my entire mind was
aflame as I stared at myself, watching and listening to my orgasm!
Then there was even less light. Still, I could see my pale body
against the dark green background. I heard myself calling his name,
saw him moving silently off to one side.

I listened to myself anxiously calling out
his name. Then I watched him pawing me, groping me, roughly
manhandling me! I saw him tie my legs apart and begin to lick me,
then slide the vibrator up inside my body!

I watched my body twisting and arching as he
whipped my breasts, and moaned into the gag, staring, wide-eyed. My
body was trembling as I stared, and I felt utterly sopping wet down
between my legs, where the rope ground against me!

Then he left, and I watched myself react to
the vibrator. And just then... the thing inside me began to
vibrate! Oh my God! I was starting to squirm uncontrollably! My
head jerked forward again and again, as I deliberately,
unthinkingly, ground the ropes and knots against my pussy!

Yes, it ached! But I didn't care! I needed
to feel – and then the orgasm hit and I cried out, my voice rising,
loud to my ears, but strangely muffled because of the gag. I
twisted and writhed, awash in dark passion as I watched myself on
the screen!

I was drunk on sexual heat! And it didn't
ease as I watched myself climaxing again and again! And then it got
worse, as the scene shifted! I gasped and my eyes widened as I
stared at the table in the dungeon, stared at myself kneeling on
it, my hips, my bottom raised high, my legs spread!

I watched his hands moving over me, watched
his fingers teasing and caressing me, plunging into my body, making
me come again! I came in real life, as I watched myself coming on
the TV, the breath sobbing out around the gag as I stared, unable
to move my eyes from the scene!

And then he pushed his long, thick, hard
cock into my ass! I came again, and again as I watched him fucking
my ass, watched him using me, watched him slapping my buttocks and
yanking on my hair, watched him using me like his whore, like his
sex slave!

I was sweating badly. The house was no more
air conditioned than it had been earlier, and I'd been twisting and
wriggling and bucking against the rough rope, gasping for breath,
heart pounding, pulse racing.

I was glistening wet from my own
perspiration, my eyes blinking, my hair a tangled mess.

And then he walked back into the room and
looked down at me. I moaned, and as he knelt before me and undid
the strap holding the gag in place I realized I had been drooling
around the ball thingee onto the floor.

I was so drained and dazed I hardly cared,
though.

He got the ball gag out of my mouth, and I
gasped, as he gripped my hair, using that to keep my head up and
back. Then he pushed his cock straight into my open mouth.

“Pleasure your master, sex slave,” he
growled.

I gurgled dazedly, but then reacted almost
instinctively, sucking on his big cock as he slowly pumped it in
and out.

I gasped, for he was rough in the way he
pulled my hair.

He pulled his cock out and shifted, pulling
my mouth up against his balls.

“Lick them. Suck them. Obey your master,
slave.”

Trembling, I did so, licking and sucking his
balls, drawing them into my mouth and sucking them, until he pulled
back and slid his cock back into my open mouth. He reached behind
me, gripped the rope which trailed down my back, and yanked.

I know my eyes bulged as the sharp pull
yanked the knots and rope hard against my pussy. And in that
moment, he thrust his cock deep into my throat!

I was... astonished, shocked! I stared at
the base of his cock, until even that was invisible, as he pushed
forward. My nose was against his groin, his entire long cock buried
in my mouth and throat! That this was simply not possible held me
in a state of shock as he ground himself against me.

My throat felt... like nothing it had ever
felt before. Like it was overfull with... something... him... all
along its length, all the way down through my neck and beyond!

He drew back, inch after inch of glistening
thick cock appearing before my glassy eyes, then he buried himself
in my throat again!

He pulled out completely and I gulped in
ragged breaths of air as saliva spilled over my lower lip. My head
throbbed and my chest burned, and I gasped again and again.

Then he did it again!

I trembled and shook, twisting and writhed,
but I was in no position to resist. Even if I could have pulled my
body backward against the pull of his hand in my hair my nipples
were bound in place – and burning!

He started fucking my throat! It was a wet,
slurpy, gurgling, somewhat gagging fuck, which shocked me once
again. Partly I was shocked that he was doing it, and partly I was
shocked I wasn't gagging more.

Maybe one reason was he kept distracting me
by yanking on that rope which went down my back and between my
legs.

He pulled out, and my head fell forward as
he abandoned hold of my hair. I was boneless, gasping, panting, and
hardly paid much attention to him going around behind me. Then I
felt him yanking up and partly untying the rope. My ankles came
down and my body unbowed.

I groaned in relief at that, even as he
yanked up on my hips, raising them high, and spread my legs apart.
I felt him peeling the doubled rope down along the throbbing,
aching line of my sex, then peeling it and the knots out
completely! Oh my God that felt so good!

I felt his hands on my thighs, then his
tongue began to lick up and down against my sex. The scratchy rope
had left my flesh aching and irritated – and hypersensitive. Now
his soft, wet tongue licked at me and I couldn't help crying out,
again and again, moaning, my hips grinding and wriggling against
him!

His tongue found my clitoris and I just
about went out of my mind! I was screaming as the orgasm tore
through me, going mad, bucking and twisting and thrashing as his
tongue lapped at my swollen, aching button again and again!

Multiple orgasms rippled through me, like a
long freight train. And then he finished me off by driving his cock
deep into my sopping wet volcano of a pussy and hammering me hard.
He reached forward and yanked back on my hair, yanked back on my
body so my nipples burned, and his hips pounded bruisingly against
my buttocks until the intensity became so stunning that it was too
much for me and I simply lost consciousness.

*

My nipples were sore.

My throat was sore, too, but I'd had sore
throats before, if not for the same reason. I mean, nobody had ever
fucked my throat before! My God! Just thinking about it was
insane!

I was sore inside, too. I had masturbated
before, of course. But I'd never shoved anything the size of
Patrick's cock into me and then pounded myself so hard and fast and
– long!

But it was my nipples which were really
bothering me.

Patrick had tied those rough little cords
around them, squeezing and pinching them tightly to begin with.
Then my body had writhed and bucked and jerked against them again
and again and again. And now they felt burned, raw, and aching.
Like they'd been rubbed with sandpaper or something!

I was back home, Patrick having driven me,
and I felt... shell-shocked. I had been through the most
incredible, outrageous, scalding sexual experience of my life by
far. In fact, the most outrageous, incredible experience of any
kind in my life! And I still felt astonished that it had happened
to me.

I felt almost as if I was a different
person, and maybe I was. Maybe that shocking, wild, perverted and
kinky sex had changed me. It had certainly shattered a lot of my
assumptions, and almost certainly heavily eroded my
inhibitions.

He had fucked me in the ass!

God!

I kept having flashbacks to being shackled
in the cell, naked. I could still feel the rough stone of the wall
against my back!

And there was absolutely no one I could talk
to about it! Anyone I knew would think I was an absolute slut for
letting that happen! Worse, it was such a juicy story they'd be
bound to tell others.

Maybe I was an absolute slut! I
certainly couldn't use the excuse that he was my boyfriend. I had
never even used his first name! And he was way older than me!

I still felt tender and kind of raw between
the legs, where the rope had dug into me. But it hadn't yanked at
my tender parts the way the cords had. My nipples throbbed, and
they were still, hours later, fully erect. I didn't want my breasts
squeezed into a bra. But if I didn't then every move rubbed my
nipples against whatever top I wore.

So I was wearing nothing except a thong.

That wasn't the way I usually hung around.
And in the light of what had happened, being mostly naked served to
keep reminding myself of what a slut I'd been, and how incredible
an experience it had been.

Still being tender down between the legs, I
thought to use some skin lotion. That, of course, quickly devolved
into my masturbating. The increased sensitivity of my pussy made it
ache as I rubbed it, but it was a delicious ache, and soon my oiled
fingers were thrusting deep into my pussy as my hips ground and
rolled in wanton heat.

You'd think I'd have had enough sex for one
day, but apparently not!
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Hot or not there were still standards to be
maintained when you worked for the public library. No shorts, for
example, and no T-shirts or tank tops or bare shoulders. Even
though we weren't dealing with the public, and were working in an
empty (presumably) building.

What I could wear was a very light, flower
print summer dress which had a skirt that was simply too short for
working in the library. It was actually too short for me, as a
matter of fact. It had been a present from my aunt, who apparently
had forgotten about my last growth spurt.

I wouldn't wear it to work because it was
too short. And I wouldn't wear it on the street for fear of the
wind blowing up my skirt, or some boy making a remark. But for the
(presumably) empty library with no guys around except Mr. Dunlop,
who was ancient, and David, who was infatuated with Sara, I figured
I could get away with it.

The dress was green and gray, had puffy
little short sleeves, and lace around the collar. If the skirt had
been a foot longer it would have been perfect for me. But I rarely
wore skirts much above the knee, even at school.

I was nervous, of course, going back to the
library. But a strong part of me figured that Patrick had gotten
what he wanted, and no doubt had all sorts of rich-people things to
do with his time. It wasn't like he hadn't had sex before
(obviously!) or that he'd have trouble finding girls. He was a
handsome, wealthy man, and far from shy! So I'd probably seen the
last of him.

Of course, saying he'd pay millions for a
girl like me made me uncertain about that!

Would a man really pay millions of dollars
to 'own' a girl like me!? I mean, why? I was cute, I guess, and had
nice legs – a nice body, in fact. I'll admit it. But I wasn't any
gorgeous blonde bimbo.

Jesus God, how many orgasms had that man
given me!?

My nipples were still sore. Though they'd
gotten better. I was wearing my silk bra and pantie set, though.
They were a present, too, from my friend Amanda, and I'd never
really worn them before. Partly because silk is hard to clean.
Partly because they simply weren't my style.

They were, however, very, very soft. They
were purple, with a small, triangle top, and a bottom which sat
very low on the hips. So low, in fact, that the back showed a
fingers length of 'cleavage' at the top of my buttocks. The strings
went straight sideways across my hips, which kept making me worry
it was going to fall down.

But they were soft!

I was nervous, wondering if he would drop
by. But there was a lot to do, as boring as it was, so that kept me
busy, mostly carrying and fetching. This job was certainly giving
me lots of exercise!

As lunch time approached I kept glancing up
at the secret entrance to the passage, my pulse rate quickening,
wondering if he was down there waiting for me! He wouldn't be able
to do much, though, because unlike yesterday I was expected back
thirty minutes or so after we broke for lunch. I hoped he knew
that.

Sara and David took off to have lunch
together. Mr. Dunlop and Mrs. Foster went to his car.

I was alone. Staring up at the passageway
entrance, my heart quickening, wondering anxiously what, if
anything I would find down there.

I ate my sandwich as I walked up the stairs,
nervous, anxious, and filled with anticipation and a sense of
wariness. I noted the candelabra was back on the table – though I
had left it in some other room. I licked my lips nervously, opened
the passage, got the candelabra, lit it, and then went inside,
pulling the shelf door closed behind me.

The trip down was almost familiar, though I
took it slowly and carefully, heart rate picking up the lower I
got.

I found the dungeon empty. I was both
relieved and disappointed.

I munched on the sandwich as I looked around
at the things there, wondering with a lot more than idle curiosity,
what else Patrick might want to do with me if and when we met
again.

And then the candles, which I had left on
the table behind me, abruptly went out!

I gasped and whirled. How could they all go
out at once!? I hadn't felt any great breeze!

“Mister Patrick!?”

There was no sound.

“This isn't funny!” I exclaimed.

I eased my way over to the table, and felt
around on it, but there was no sign of the candelabra!

“Mister Patrick!”

And then two big hands gripped my arms!

I screamed, but they held firmly to my arms
just below my shoulders! Then I felt a soft breath on the back of
my neck, followed by a gentle kiss.

“Y-You scared me!” I protested.

His kisses moved along the back of my neck
and down along the side, and his teeth began to chew at my soft
flesh.

I trembled and moaned, my arms still locked
firmly in his big hands.

“I... have to... to get upstairs after
lunch!” I gasped. “They'll... miss me!”

He moved me backwards, swung me around,
pushed me forward.

“Mister Patrick! What are you doing!?”

At least, I sure hoped it was him! Who else
could it be!?

He released my arms and then I felt the
string tie at the back of my dress untied and the clasp undone. He
pushed the dress forward over my shoulders, and though I almost
instinctively clasped my arms up across my chest, he soon pulled
the dress down, forcing my arms down, then pushing the dress so it
slid down around my ankles.

“C-Can't you light the candles!?” I
moaned.

He ignored me. He undid my bra and removed
it, then began to knead my breasts as he kissed, sucked and lightly
chewed his way along the nape of my neck and up under my ear! Then
he untied the string at the side of my panties and they fell
away!

He pushed me forward, his finger down
between my legs, rubbing insistently.

This was so freaking weird! I still didn't
even know for absolute certainty it was him! It could be anyone! A
stranger!

But I was still very sensitive down there,
and his fingers were stroking and rubbing me in such a way that my
hips were already grinding helplessly!

He gripped my leg and forced it apart, then
pushed me forward a little. Then I heard a strange sound, a
metallic sound. A moment later, something cool and hard pressed
against my sex. It pushed up slowly, as the strange metallic sound
continued. I felt it slowly forcing the lips of my sex back wider
and wider, and moaned helplessly.

Then it began to slide up inside me, inch by
inch by inch, while his finger rubbed my clitoris and his teeth
chewed softly along my throat and his hand kneaded my breast!

I felt the thing pushing up deep, thick and
hard. Then his hands gathered my wrists back behind me and tied
them in place!

I saw a lighter flick, off behind me. I
turned, or tried to turn. I stared down and gasped, for it was now
obvious that I was standing on that... that wooden dildo thing that
stood at the end of a little post. And he had pushed it up inside
me! It was already too deep for me to move off it! I was able to
turn around, though, to face into the room as he lit more of the
candles on the candelabra.

He turned, his face in shadow. But it was
him.

“You might talk a little first,” I gulped.
“Try saying hello! Or... or something!”

He walked back to me and gripped my hair,
then roughly jerked my head back so that I cried out. He leaned in,
kissing and chewing and sucking at the front of my throat!

The metallic sound returned as he turned the
screw, and I felt the thick wooden dildo thing pushing higher.

“Oh! Wait!” I gasped. “Not so deep!”

I had to draw my feet in closer together to
raise myself up.

“Mister … D-Daniel?”

His fingers found my clitoris and I gasped,
even as he raised his head and pulled my head forward.

“Who said you could use my first name,
slave?” he asked calmly.

“I-I'm not your... your... slave girl!” I
gasped.

“But you want to be.”

“I don't!”

He smiled and then took something out of his
jacket pocket. It had a six inch handle, a one inch stem, and a
little round thing like a small, metal ping pong ball on the end.
He pressed a button, an the ping pong ball began to vibrate.

“D-DanIEEL!” I cried as he pressed it
against my sex.

The sudden rush of sensations almost took my
breath away! My flesh was still very sensitive down there, and he'd
been rubbing at me with slick fingers. He must have put some kind
of lube on the wooden cock thing, too! Now the little ball was
quivering madly as he rubbed it back and forth against the top of
my sex!

He gripped my hair again, roughly, jerking
my head up, and then his lips crushed mine.

I was gulping in air, my eyes wide, my lower
body jerking helplessly as he let the round, vibrating little ball
move slowly up and down and then in slow, slow circles! I couldn't
keep still! My entire body was soon trembling violently as the
sensations flooded through my mind!

The orgasm came quickly, and completely
overwhelmed my mind! I cried out in wild, animal heat, twisting and
jerking and trying to ride myself up and down on the dildo!

And then his hand shifted from my hair to my
throat, closing around it, making my eyes bulge, and somehow
enhancing the tremendous pressure wave of sexual release already
drowning me! The air sobbed out of me as he shifted the vibrator,
now pressing harder, and faster, rubbing it quickly from side to
side.

He loosened his hand around my neck, though
it was still firmly gripping me, as if holding me in place while
convulsions wracked my body.

“Please!” I croaked. “Please! Please!”

“Slave girls say please master,” he said
softly.

“Please, Master!” I half sobbed.

The orgasms were tearing through me, again
and again, my insides aching, burning, my nerve endings raw and
muscles spasming.

He drew the thing back a bit, then jammed it
in, right where the wooden dildo was pushed into me, and ground it
slowly upward.

I cried out, forced up onto the balls of my
feet, up onto my toes, the sensations tearing my mind apart as he
tightened his hand around my neck again.

“Little slave girl,” he said. “Are you going
to obey your master or must he torture you?”

“Please!” I gasped. “Please, Master!
Please!”

He eased the thing back and I continued to
tremble and shake, moaning helplessly, gulping in air, my insides
feeling as if they had been torn apart and were still shaking!

He turned the screw and I felt the wooden
cock push higher. I moaned at the ache deep inside me, rising onto
the balls of my feet again.

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

I just moaned, and he gripped my hair,
jerking my head back again.

Then the vibrator turned on.

“Yes! I'm your slave girl!” I cried

“Master.”

“I'm... y-you're slave girl... m-master!” I
gasped.

I was trying to get my breath back, swaying
weakly. The orgasms had been shattering!

He turned the crank in the other direction,
and the wooden cock slowly slid downward out of me until it came
out completely. He pulled me to my knees and unzipped, then drew
his erection out.

“Service your master, slave girl.”

I moaned and began to suck him, bobbing up
and down, chest still heaving.

“You have great potential,” he said. “And
are utterly wasted as a librarian. It's clear you were made to be a
slave girl.”

He drove his cock down my throat. I should
have expected it, but I hadn't. My eyes bulged and I instinctively
tried to pull back, but of course, he had my hair firmly in his
fist, and his other hand behind my head. He began to pump in and
out, in and out, as I wriggled and twisted, then buried himself in
my throat and simply held me in place.

He pulled out long enough to allow me to
gulp in ragged breaths of air, then plunged himself deep into my
throat once more, pumping in and out before pulling back. He pumped
his hand on his cock as I knelt, swaying, eyes slitted, gasping for
breath, and then came, shooting his come over my face.

*

I got back to the library only a little
late, and no one seemed to care. No one seemed to notice that my
face was covered in his come, either. He'd rubbed it in like skin
cream.

Nor did anyone notice I had no bra and
panties on. Or rather, that they had been replaced.

Instead of the soft silk gently pressed
against my skin, I had the hemp rope he'd used on me yesterday. Two
thick strands were pulled in tightly between the lips of my sex,
and went up between my buttocks to the single strand which circled
my hips, low, like the panties had. And there was a hard knot
pulled in firmly against the top of my sex, against my
clitoris.

A single strand of rope circled each breast.
He had unwound another section of rope into slim cords, and two of
these were tied to the loops. They crossed directly down the middle
of each breast, squeezing my nipples between them.

The afternoon was agony!

I was so itchy! And it was impossible to
scratch and get any relief!

And what was almost as distracting was the
knowledge of how sensitive the rope was making my skin, and what he
was going to do about that when he got me alone at the end of the
day! Just thinking about it made me incredibly... aroused!

Needless to say, it was hard to concentrate.
I honestly don't now how I got through the afternoon. I had never
felt so incredibly uncomfortable! And at the same time, I had felt
desperately aroused for hours! I wondered if I was going out of my
mind!

Finally, I approached Mr. Dunlop. I told him
that he didn't have to drive me home, just to the first major road
where the bus ran. He was agreeable. I winced, sitting down in his
car, though. I hadn't sat down all afternoon!

He dropped me off, and I practically ran
away, going back around the corner and walking towards the
house.

Then Patrick rolled up in a BMW. He lowered
the window and looked at me.

“Would you like a ride?”

“Yes, please!” I gulped.

He closed the window and drove up about
fifty feet and stopped.

I stared after him and then walked up the
sidewalk, the ropes rubbing against me! I stopped next to him and
he lowered the window.

“Would you like a ride?”

I stared at him a moment. “Yes, please,
Master,” I gulped.

“Take off your dress.”

I stared at him with wild eyes. Then I
looked up the road, then down the road, then across the road, then
behind me. I mentioned this was a super rich area, right? That
people like their privacy? There were high walls, fences and hedges
all along the road, with no windows in view.

“But... what if – ?”

He drove on another fifty yards, and I
gulped and followed.

“Take off your dress, slave,” he
ordered.

Moaning, my mind flustered and swirling, I
reached behind me and undid the dress, then pulled it forward over
my shoulders. I quickly slid it down and stepped out of it,
standing there, trembling, naked but for the ropes!

“Shoes, too.”

I undid my shoes and he took them and the
dress, then drove on another fifty yards.

I squeaked and hurried after him, trying to
cover myself with my arms and hands.

He opened the window again.

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed, pulse racing.

“Arch your back. That's it. Gorgeous.”

He drove on fifty yards, then stopped and
reached behind to open the back door of the car.

I moaned and walked up the road, hands
behind my neck, back arched, heart pounding wildly.

He motioned for me to get into the back seat
and I did.

“Sit with your hands behind your head.”

I obeyed, trembling, and he drove back up
the street, turned the corner, went up the next road, and then
turned into the driveway of the house. He pressed a button on a
remote and the gates swung back so we could drive through.

We only drove inside far enough to close the
gate, though, then he stopped the car, got out and opened the rear
door.

“Get out, slave.”

I obeyed, looking around anxiously, but less
so.

“Get down on all fours,” he ordered.

God! God! God!

At least he pointed at the grass next to the
drive, so I went there and got down on all fours. He got back into
the car.

“Crawl to the house.”

Then he drove up the driveway. I stared
after him, amazed, shocked, outraged. And then I started to crawl
on all fours to the house.

This was even more sick than I had imagined,
but my body was pulsing with a feverish heat that was only getting
hotter.

I crawled across the broad lawn to where he
had parked the car and was standing watching me. When I reached the
driveway he motioned for me to stand, and I did, then brought my
hands behind my neck again and followed him into the house.

This was so perverted!

We went into the parlor, where he had more
rope waiting. He made me bend over one of the tables, and then
untied the rope at the small of my back. He peeled the ropes down
between my buttocks and out from between the lips of my sex. But
then he thrust a dildo into my ass, and a vibrator into my pussy
before retying the ropes.

He had me straighten, then tied double loops
around my wrists, binding them to the ropes at my hips.

Then he began to strip.

He was a lithe, muscular man with an
excellent body. And he clearly wasn't shy about it. He stripped
completely. He sat down on one of the soft chairs, spread his legs,
and then crooked his finger at me.

I moaned, then moved forward, kneeling as he
ordered.

“Please your master, slut,” he said.

Oh my God! This was so sick!

I leaned in and he gripped my hair, jerking
it roughly, winding it around his fist, then guided me to his
balls. I licked and sucked on them, then licked at his inner
thighs, then kissed his balls and his cock before licking at the
latter.

“Spread your legs. Wider. Keep them that
way, as if another man were kneeling behind and getting ready to
mount you. You'd like that, wouldn't you, slave girl? Having
another big cock thrusting into you from behind while you sucked my
cock?”

Sick! Sick! Sick! But oh God, it
sounded so wildly, wickedly hot!

His words were raising images in my mind,
outrageous images, and my pussy throbbed as waves of heat flowed
over me.

The vibrator started up, then, and I gasped,
my hips jerking violently. Then he shoved down on my head and I
gurgled as his cock thrust up into my throat! I instinctively
fought him but the fight was brief as my lips slid down his thick
cock all the way to the base. Then he held me there as I writhed
and thrashed helplessly.

“Swallow that cock, you hot little sex
slave,” he ordered.

It wasn't like I had any choice!

He pulled back on my hair and I trembled and
gulped in deep, ragged breaths. As I did so he yanked me over his
left leg and slapped my bottom sharply and repeatedly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then he yanked me up and back by the hair
and forced my mouth down on his cock again – all the way down.

It was... rough... even savage! But it added
to the incredibly outrageous nature of what I was doing, of what he
was doing! And it made my blood burn!

He flung me onto my back on the floor and
then knelt before me, undoing the rope that went down between my
legs and pulling the vibrator out of me. He lifted my legs onto his
his shoulders, pushed his cock into the mouth of my sex, then
leaned into me, letting his upper body come down – and push my legs
back – against me.

“Are you going to come for your master, sex
slave?” he purred.

His heavy weight came down on my legs,
forcing them back against my own body, effectively bending me in
two as he kissed me bruisingly hard. His hips started to rise and
fall, rise and fall, while his chest kept the pressure on my
legs.

I moaned and gasped and cried out into his
open mouth, and he swallowed it, his tongue swirling and dipping
and darting as his hips began to pound down against me. His cock
was a steel spike covered in wet silk, thrusting into me like a hot
spear, driving deep into my abdomen with every savage stroke!

And then the first orgasm tore through me
and I screamed into his mouth, a wild animal howl of mindless
pleasure that only halted when I ran out of breath.
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Patrick spent some time playing with my body
as if it were a toy. I was so sensitive down there, and at my
breasts and nipples, because of the rough rope that my nerve
endings were crackling like live wires. It didn't take much
fingering, stroking, licking or caressing to send scalding waves of
dark heat and pleasure racing through my body.

And as for the vibrator, that nearly drove
me out of my fucking mind! Even when he finally stopped I went on
trembling and twitching for long minutes!

But at least I didn't have the rope around
me any more. For while I recovered he put on the leather collar as
well as leather restraints around my wrists and ankles. He thrust a
butt-plug into my bottom, but my swollen, aching pussy was
mercifully untouched.

Or at least, uncovered.

As I caught my breath and started to calm
down, as my shattered mind fit itself back into something
approximating working order, and I became capable of thought again
(and shame and uneasiness) I began to feel the same familiar sense
of squirmy discomfort for allowing myself to be so … used, so
degraded.

I didn't understand why that provided me
with such a dark thrill, but I knew, somehow, that it was wrong and
I shouldn't allow it.

Kneeling before him, sitting on my heels,
knees spread, wrists locked behind me, I avoided looking at him. I
was very deeply aware of his presence, though, of his attention.
Being back to sanity, it made me uncomfortable and confused me.

It wasn't like he was my boyfriend or
anything. He was way too old and I barely knew him. I should not be
kneeling here naked in front of him!

“Are we ready to start our training now,
slave girl?”

I stared at him in confusion, then anxiety,
despite feeling that wild little thrill rise up again.

“Wh-what training?” I gulped.

His eyes narrowed.

“Master,” he said.

I felt like scowling or rolling my eyes.

“Master,” I said.

“First, you must learn obedience. You must
obey your master at all times, instantly and without questioning
him or hesitating.”

“But – .”

“You don't get to say but,” he said.

He stood up and walked over to me and I
gulped as I saw what looked like a thick, curving dildo in his
hand. He gripped my hair and tilted my head back, then slid the tip
of the dildo into my open mouth.

This dildo didn't feel like the others. The
surface of this one wasn't of some fleshy-substitute. It seemed to
be made of slick latex, and was gleaming black. It slid into my
mouth smoothly, and he pumped it slowly in and out, then pushed it
deeper.

I gurgled as I felt it sliding down my
throat, and jerked convulsively. He held me firmly, however,
tilting my head back more, and I felt the slick dildo sliding deep
into my throat. It had looked to be very long, perhaps ten inches,
and it felt it as it slid deep into my throat.

There was a wide leather pad at the base,
and it was attached to this. As he pushed the last inch into my
mouth the pad was pressed down over my lips and completely covered
my mouth and the skin around it. Then a strap went behind my head
and was buckled.

He sat back in his chair watching me. I
trembled and moaned, realizing that the dildo was not merely
something to be pumped in and out, or held momentarily, but was
going to stay there for some time! I fought down panic, for surely
he wouldn't let me actually suffocate!

But it was very hard to breath with the
thing in my throat! Almost impossible! I had some experience with
deep-throating lately, but his cock had never stayed buried in my
throat for long.

With the pad over my mouth I could only try
to breath through my nose, of course. And I could... slowly. But...
it didn't feel like the air was coming around the edges of the
dildo, which was lodged tightly in my throat. It sounded and felt
as if the air was actually coming through the dildo! As if
it had holes or something, and was hollow.

Then he showed me a slim black stick about
two feet long. It was no thicker than a pencil, but quite flexible
given he was bending it in his hands. At its tip was a kind of two
inch loop of leather.

“This is a riding crop, used to train
animals – including sex slaves,” he said.

He stood up and I gulped nervously,
momentarily distracted from the dildo in my throat.

“All you need to do avoid its sting is to
obey.”

He leaned over and unclipped the wrist
restraints so that my wrists came apart.

“Hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced.
Arch your back.”

I gulped and obeyed, and he let the tip of
the thing slap lightly against my swollen nipples, then rub
them.

“Love these tits,” he said. “Now get on all
fours.”

I hesitated, then fell forward onto my hands
and knees.

Crack!

I gasped as the crop cut across my buttocks
with a stinging blow.

“Head up, back, legs apart. Bottom
high.”

He thrust the crop between my thighs and let
the long, thin leather shaft caress my pussy, sinking it in between
the lips to where I felt raw and sore, and sliding it up and
down.

“Now, face down, ass high. Push your arms
out ahead of you.”

Crack!

He brought the crop down on my ass
again!

“Push that ass high! Legs apart. Tuck your
belly in tighter against your thighs!”

Crack!

“That's it, you hot little slut. Now you're
positioned to be ridden. Imagine a hundred men staring at you,
wanting you, getting all hot and horny as they anticipate dropping
to their knees behind you and plunging their horny cocks deep into
your wet, warm pussy.”

Crack!

I winced and moaned as the crop cut across
my buttocks again.

“This is an excellent position for a sex
slave,” he said, thrusting the crop between my thighs again,
pushing the shaft up between the lips of my sex and sliding it back
and forth.

“You don't know who's behind you and you
don't care. It literally does not matter to you as long as a stiff
cock is pushing into your hungry little pussy.”

I was moaning into the gag, but not making a
lot of sound. My pulse rate was picking up, though, and so was my
heart rate – and my breathing.

He leaned over and pushed my hair out of the
way, then reached around to the front of the collar and did
something there, clicking something to it, then pulling. The collar
turned until the ring was up top behind my neck, then I felt the
collar jerking upward.

“Up on all fours, slave dog.”

Slave dog?!

I gasped as I rose to all fours, and then I
realized that he had attached a leash to the collar!

“Crawl, little slave bitch,” he said.

Slave bitch!? OMG this guy is so
perverted, so sick! I thought!

I gasped and lurched forward as he tugged on
the leash, and was soon crawling back and forth as he held the
leash tightly.

Slave bitch!

God!

Crawling around takes energy, which consumes
oxygen, and it was hard to breath, so I began to get
light-headed.

Then he made me lay back on the floor and
draw my knees up and apart. He tossed me another dildo.

“Masturbate. I want to watch.”

Of all the outrageous things to say, to
demand!

I had never masturbated in front of anyone
in my life! I had never even talked to anyone about
masturbation!

“Obey your master, slut.”

There was a TV in the room and it came on.
This time the image wasn't in green and white. It was bright full
color! It was from that... den or whatever it was the other day. I
was on the ottoman, writhing and twisting, moaning and gasping for
breath, the ropes tightening around my body as I got hotter and
hotter!

I could hear gasping and moaning in the
background, because this was of me watching myself in the video.
And ironically, it hadn't occurred to me at the time that he might
be recording me then too! But he was! I watched myself climax again
and again!

Moaning, I slid the dildo slowly into my
body, pumping it in and out as I stared at myself in the TV.

I pumped it in and out faster and faster, my
fingers finding my clitoris as I watched myself, as I watched him
take me, watched him lick me to insanity, then fuck my brains
out!

I came, screaming into the gag, my need to
keep the sound down tempered by the manic insanity of the pleasure
pouring through me, and the reassurance that the gag would tone
down the sound on its own. Which it did.

But it was very hard to breath as fast as I
wanted to breath, and I became light-headed again as I rammed the
dildo into my pussy and rubbed my clitoris frenziedly! My hips
bucked up wildly as I drove the dildo achingly deep again and
again, sobbing with heat and pleasure as the orgasm lashed my body
with an incredible rush of pleasure!

I moaned and my arms collapsed, my chest
heaving.

“Good slave.”

He walked over and gripped my hair, pulling
my head up, then reached behind and undid the strap there. He slid
the gag slowly away from my lips – pulling the dildo attached to it
up out of my throat and finally out of my mouth.

I could breath properly!

I sucked in great, ratted gulps if air as he
pulled me onto my belly, then lifted my hips up.

His hands glided over my body, caressing me,
stroking me, lightly kneading my breasts.

“You're a sexy little slut,” he said. “A hot
little beast, a bitch in heat.”

I moaned as his fingers stroked against my
pussy.

He stepped back, then, and moved around in
front of me.

“Are you grateful for your master's
attention, slave?” he asked.

I knew there was only one answer to
that!

“Y-Y-Yes, M-Master!” I gasped weakly.

“You will demonstrate that gratitude
now.”

I groaned and got my hands under me, or at
least, my elbows, lifting my sore breasts off the floor as I pushed
myself up on all fours. I raised my head to where he towered over
me.

“Don't look up, slave. Look down,” he
ordered, his finger pointing at the floor before him.

I automatically looked down, wondering what
he was pointing at.

“You see these fine shoes, slave?

I looked at his black shoes, frowning, still
gulping in air.

He sighed and then moved away, but returned
a moment later with a whip. I recognized it even if I hadn't seen
it before. It had a leather handle, from which sprouted a bunch of
long, thin black laces – maybe nine of them!? It must be the thing
he'd used on me in the cell!

He stood before me and pointed down again,
at his shoes.

I looked down at them wonderingly.

“Clean them, slave.”

How was I supposed to – ?”

He brought the cat down and I cried out as
the thin laces slashed across my back. It wasn't a heavy blow, you
understand, and they didn't sting a lot, but it did raise my
anxiety level!

“With your tongue, slave.”

Fuck off! I raised my head, staring
up at him in disbelief, and he swung the cat again, bringing the
laces down across my back.

“Show your master your submission, slave
girl,” he growled.

I winced, then gasped as he brought it down
again!

This was so degrading! But fuck, it wouldn't
hurt!

I leaned in and licked at his shoe!

“More, slave slut.”

Crack! The Cat snapped down across my
back!

I licked more.

“Raise your ass and spread your legs. I want
to whip your pussy to inspire you to more energy.”

OhmyGod!

I obeyed but I licked a lot harder. I mean I
was really licking, my tongue licking strongly, with long licks,
along the top of his shoe.

I winced as the he swung the thing and the
thin laces swept straight down to snap lightly across my buttocks,
and thighs and... between my legs!

“Lick all along the sides, slut.”

I moaned, my head sort of reeling! A part of
me was anxious to please him to avoid getting those laces snapping
down on my pussy! Another part was just anxious not to get hit at
all. But another part of my mind was starting to glow with this
dark, sullen, wicked sense of – outrage. This was surely even more
degrading than masturbating in front of him!

Why did that arouse me so!?

But it was doing so, even as I winced as the
laces came swinging down to snap at my buttocks and pussy again –
harder!

“Lick, sex slave.”

I licked! I licked up and down along one
shoe and then the other.

“Keep that ass high! There's a line of men
forming behind you. They're going to get down on their knees and
fuck your hot little slut body while you show your submission to
your master.”

Fuck, he was sick and kinky! But it was
turning me on!

I licked, raising my bottom, imagining men
getting ready to fuck me like this!

My tongue licked along the toe, and then
further back, all the way up along the laces, then sideways, along
the side below his ankle!

Then he eased back a bit, and raised his
left foot, or at least, lifted it up and back onto the heel.

“Don't forget the bottom, you miserable
slave,” he growled.

Fuck off!

A rush of the darkest, nastiest heat spilled
through me, and I shuddered, my hips kind of rolling as I turned my
head and licked at the bottom of his shoe, my tongue lapping up and
down along it, tasting the grit as he brought the cat lightly down
against my ass and pussy!

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said. “You're a
sexual animal.”

He snapped the leash to the collar and
jerked me up onto all fours, then led me, crawling, out of the
room.

My mind was kind of spinning, and I
continued to have wild bouts of doubt, anxiety, shame and anger, at
both me and him. But the dark heat pulsed within me as I crawled
nakedly on the leash. He paused, then, and pulled me to my feet. He
drew my wrists up and together above me right in the hall and then
locked them to a convenient hook. Then he pushed the ball gag back
into my mouth.

And went away.

I was left in the corridor, naked, collared,
chained, gagged. Trembling, moaning, dazed by it all. How had this
come to pass?

Did it matter?

It was the most exciting, breathless,
thrilling and erotic experience of my life. And the best part,
perhaps, was that no one I knew would find out. My reputation would
remain intact. I needn't worry about people talking about me behind
my back.

A door opened up the hall and a man came
out.

A man I had never met!

I felt an incredible shock pass through
me!

He was a large man, in a dark suit. He was
black, with a bald, shaved head. He was perhaps, well, thirty,
maybe. He had enormous shoulders, and and dark eyes that stared at
me.

After a momentary moment of stunned
disbelief, I quickly twisted myself around so my front was pressed
against the wall!

He walked closer, and my heart beat wildly.
Then I felt an enormous black hand on my shoulder. He turned me
around and I squirmed helplessly, twisting my head away so I didn't
have to face him! That only worked for a moment, then he seized my
hair and jerked my head up and back.

My eyes rolled wildly, my face flaming as he
examined me.

“Very nice,” he said in a low, deep,
rumbling voice.

Then he released my hair and walked on
before turning into the same room where Patrick was!

I heard just tiny bits of conversation as I
stood there, my mind still shocked by what had happened!

Oh! My! God! I mean... I mean... oh
my God! I was like... he had... what was he going to... oh my
god!

They returned, both of them. There was some
relief that Patrick was there, at least. I mean, I knew him...
intimately...

They both looked at me, then the black man
reached up and unlinked my wrists from the hook, before heaving me
up over his shoulder!

Patrick led the way, carrying a large
flashlight, and the Black man followed, carrying me back down into
the dungeon!

What were they going to do to me!? Was the
black man going to fuck me too!? What would I do if he tried!?

Patrick lit the gas lights and then he and
the black man sat me down on a kind of small, narrow ledge attached
to one of the wide, wooden ceiling support beams. The shelf or
ledge was barely as wide as my buttocks, and not really very deep.
I could not sit on it without falling off.

But then, I didn't need to. The two men
lifted my legs up and back! I gasped as each ankle was locked to
one side of the wooden beam above my head. Then my wrists were
pulled straight down along the sides of the beam and locked in
place there.

To say this was an obscene position would be
an understatement!

I was basically propped on my buttocks with
my ankles back behind my head and my lower body completely and
utterly... exposed!

Patrick placed a thick strap around my neck,
and around the beam, and cinched it tight. It didn't really
restrict my breathing at all because the collar protected my neck
from it. But it did serve to keep my head pressed firmly against
the beam.

A moment later Patrick got the vibrator and
rubbed it up and down along the mouth of my sex. I moaned and
twisted my head away as best I could, unable to watch the Black man
watching me!

Patrick slid the big, thick vibrator deep
into my pussy, then used a small strap to hold it there. A moment
later he slid the dildo into my ass, pumping it and out, working it
every deeper. It was very realistically shaped up until it suddenly
swelled out near the base.

I moaned as he managed to work the swollen
part into my ass. And then it was inside, the thickness of the base
sharply decreasing so that the bulge kept the thing inside me.

He turned on the vibrator, then the two men
left.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I felt a deep sense of relief spreading
through my body as the Black man left. I had been afraid he was
going to... do something to me!

Who was he?! Why had Patrick brought him
into his sick little game!?

But I knew. He had even talked about it to
me, how I should think about a man fucking me from behind while I
sucked his cock, putting that idea into my head about how wicked
that would be.

And it would be.

And that was the man he intended to do it, I
thought, with a dark sense of anxiety and fear.

And heat.

NO! I wouldn't permit it!

But why not, a voice asked?

I didn't even know his name!

But I barely knew Patrick either, the voice
said. Think how how it would be to have two men fucking you at the
same time! That was like something out of a dark fantasy!

My mind spun over that for some time, not
doing a very good job of sorting through my feelings.

In part that was because I was in that
awkward position, tied and squeezed together, with my pussy filled
with a buzzing dildo and my insides starting to flutter in
response.

Sex slave! Those words kept swimming
through my mind. That was the role I was playing, after all, the
dark, wicked game I had embraced. Did it matter if it involved
another man I didn't know, so long as Patrick apparently vouched
for him?

Yes!

But how?

What I had already done, what I had already
involved myself in, would condemn me as a slut in the eyes of any
woman I knew. How was this worse?

A big, angry Black man!

No, no! That was racist! Wasn't it!?

I didn't have a lot of friends. And none
were Black. I had not dated much, and never dated a Black guy. I
dated... nerdy guys. The Black guys were the jocks. At least they
had been in my school. All I had were societal rumors and myths and
probably racist stories about violent, well-endowed black men
lusting after white girls.

Along with lots of news stories about
violent black men.

Had I had sexual fantasies about such men?
I'm embarrassed to say I had.

And now, unless I did something drastic to
demonstrate my refusal, I was almost certain to have that man
fucking me!

The thought made my mind squirm wildly!

Sex slave!

God!

I moaned into the gag as the vibrator
buzzed. I could feel my muscles squeezing down on it, squeezing
down on the dildo in my ass. I felt so... full! They were both deep
and made me ache!

But the beam I was pressed against was about
ten inches or more wide, and my ankles were bound to opposite
sides, which had the affect of spreading my thighs sufficiently far
apart I could not do anything to enhance the feeling of the buzzing
vibrator. I couldn't grind my thighs together or anything!

My mind kept swimming through what it would
be like to do both of them, Patrick and the black guy, together!
The thought of being trapped between those two big men – MEN,
was... helplessly erotic to my mind. Poor, weak little me trapped
between two big powerfully built men determined to use my body
however they wanted!

Like a sex slave!

I felt tremors rolling through me even as my
mind veered wildly back and forth between deciding things had
simply gone way too far and resolving to stop and burning with a
dark, intense sense of anticipation for when it might happen!

And then I heard a sound!

I gasped, rolling my head, trying to turn my
head. It wasn't easy because of the strap around my neck pinning my
head to the post but I thought I saw something moving off to the
side!

Then the gas light turned down... not off,
but down. My heart beat faster, and then faster, and then I felt a
wild shock as he stepped forward out of the darkness.

The black man!

Only he was naked now!

Oh my God! Oh my God! OhmyGod!

He stood before me, his body incredibly
well-muscled, his black skin gleaming. I could hardly see his face
because the light was mostly behind him or off to one side. Plus,
well, he had very black skin!

I felt like a mouse tied in place while a
cat loomed over me!

And then he suddenly dropped lower, as he
got to his knees in front of me. He stared at my sex, then leaned
in, and I moaned and jerked and pulled against the straps and
restraints as his tongue pushed out – an extraordinarily long
tongue, and began to lick lightly up and down along the strained
lips of my sex!

His long, agile tongue slid up one side,
then down the other, circling around the vibrator sticking out of
me. Then it slid around the top and began to work on my clitoris,
and my body began to jerk and spasm in helpless convulsions!

The vibrator and this whole wild, shocking,
outrageous situation had kept me in a state of hunger and arousal
since I'd been placed here. Now his tongue was sweeping back and
forth across my clitoris and sending sharp spikes of wild raw heat
up through my body!

I was... horribly... horribly self-conscious
and embarrassed! But my body was reacting quite powerfully despite
that. And within seconds the orgasm washed over me, overloading my
nervous system and making me spasm and tremble and shake
uncontrollably.

He undid the straps and pulled the vibrator
out of me. I was dripping wet, and felt another wave of
embarrassment as his fingers slid into me, for he would easily
detect this!

He had huge fingers!

I whimpered and moaned as they slid deep and
pumped in and out. Even as he began to suck gently but rhythmically
on my clitoris!

My mind continued to squirm but my body
began to squirm even more violently! I writhed and twisted and
sobbed as another orgasm swept through me, and then another!

He stood up, then, and I saw his cock at
least. It had been hidden in shadows before, or too low. Now he
picked it up and lay it across my sex!

It was every bit as thick and long and...
menacing as I had imagined, as my fantasies had drawn for years. I
stared at it, transfixed, as he rubbed himself slowly up and down
against the soaking, swollen lips of my sex!

Then he pushed into me, slowly, stretching
me out even more than the vibrator, sinking slowly into my body as
my flesh oozed back out of the way, as he forced his way deeper and
deeper until I ached!

And still I stared at it, so big, and black
and thick!

He started to pump in and out, in and out,
then held the vibrator down to press against my clitoris.

I felt myself surrendering. It was as if
something in my mind just gave in. The sexual heat had become a
fever and I let it melt away my inhibitions and anxieties, my
embarrassment (most of it) and my concerns. And as he sank deeper I
felt myself melting in the rising heat.

He started to pump harder, deeper, and his
hand came up to knead my bare breasts as he rubbed the vibrator
against me.

How could I resist? There was no point.

And why would I?

It felt so... so... sooo good! His thick,
slick cock plunged into the center of my belly again and again, so
long, so beautiful, so powerful! Every deep thrust made me want to
scream in pleasure, and then I began to do just that, screaming
into the gag as orgasm after orgasm tore through me.

*

I was in bed.

I vaguely remembered being carried here.
Vaguely. I couldn't see anything. But I could feel the soft bed
under me. I was bound spreadeagled, legs and arms stretched wide.
Something, some soft fabric was across my eyes.

I had fallen asleep after that. How long? I
had no idea.

My throat ached. From screaming.

“Mister.... Patrick?” I called weakly.
“Daniel?”

I heard nothing. And of course, saw nothing.
Then there were fingers against my lips!

I gasped.

“Master,” he said softly. “Say it.”

I shuddered.

“Say it.”

“Master,” I gulped.

I felt his hand slide over my body. Was it
his hand!?

“I-I... is... he here?” I asked in a small
voice.

“Who?”

“Th-that man?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. Maybe there are ten men
sitting around watching you. Maybe twenty.”

“Please, I – .”

His fingers pressed against my lips
again.

“Are you hungry? Thirsty?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

“Yes master.”

“Yes, Master.”

I felt the pull on my ankles stop. They were
free. Then he freed my right arm – or at least, unchained it. He
held it firmly in his big hand. He rolled me over and undid my
other wrist, then drew them behind my back and locked them there. A
moment later he lifted me out of bed and set me on my feet.

“Follow your master.”

I felt the pull on the collar and lurched
forward, moaning.

This was such a dark, shocking game!

I followed him, my bare feet feeling cool
against the marble,

He sat me on a chair.

“Y-You could... unlock my wrists,” I offered
tentatively.

“Slaves do not offer their opinions to their
masters.”

“But – .”

“Or they get punished. No one is interested
in the opinion of a sex slave.”

God!

I could smell something good being warmed in
the microwave. Then it stopped, and he walked over to me. I gasped
as I was picked up. Then I was sat down again, across his lap, it
felt like!

I felt his fingers tracing my lips. Then
they went away.

“Open your mouth, slave girl.”

I obeyed.

His fingers pushed into my mouth, then
retreated, closing my mouth.

“Eat.”

It felt like... meat... with spices... salt,
pepper, some kind of vegetable type gravy... It tasted good, though
and was hot. I chewed and swallowed.

He put more food in my mouth and I ate it.
It felt very weird to do so, to be eating from his fingers. It felt
very... dependent.

From there I walked to some other room, one
with a television and a sofa. I lay across his lap while he watched
the news. His hands would idly caress my body, slide up and down to
stroke, squeeze or knead my breasts or buttocks, or finger my
pussy.

I was gagged again so couldn't speak. But at
least it was the ball gag and not the penis one.

After about an hour or so hands gripped my
hair and pulled me off, pulled me to my feet. I had no idea whose
they were, whether they were his or someone elses! Big hands
gripped me under my arms, lifted me and dropped me on my bottom on
a table. Then my legs were lifted up and apart, dropping me back
onto my back – well, onto my arms!

My feet were set on the edge of the table,
but wide apart. Then I felt the tongue.

It was the black man!

My pulse rate shot up as I felt that big,
fat tongue licking up and down against me! I whimpered and moaned
around the gag as his tongue pushed into me, twisting and
squirming, sliding shockingly deep before pulling free. It lapped
at my clitoris, and his lips then slid in and began to suck!

God! God! God! What was happening to
me!?

Dark heat flooded my body and drowned my
mind!

He stopped and I felt that hard/soft cock
rubbing up and down against me! The head pushed against me, slowly
forcing its way into my body!

Then he lifted my legs up and back. His arms
pushed forward as his hands slid up to knead my breasts, then they
spread apart, gripping me by the chest, right under the arms
again.

He lifted my body up off the table, raised
it up and pulled it upright. But my legs were now held up and apart
by his thick arms, even as he actually lifted me off the table
entirely.

He was holding me upright, my legs were
draped across the crook of his arms.

And then the hands gripping my chest lowered
me and I sank down onto his cock! It pushed up into my trembling
body, making me cry out into the gag! He raised me and lowered me,
raised me and lowered me, as if I weighed nothing! My pussy was
sopping wet as it slid up and down him.

He carried me somewhere, then sat down. The
sofa!? I didn't know! I felt his bare thighs against mine as my
knees came down on some kind of cushioned fabric on either side. I
felt his mouth on my breast, felt him sucking and licking and
chewing.

My pussy sank slowly down his thick girth,
and I trembled and moaned as heat rose and intensified. I began to
rise and fall awkwardly, unable to use my arms, only my legs. Then
his big hands slid under my buttocks, helping me rise and fall.

I slid down lower and lower, then cried out
as I slid down all the way, and felt, with a sense of astonished
heat, the head of his cock deep inside my belly! It felt...
immense! It felt warmer than me! As he raised me up and then
lowered me, I was sliding up and down on it and it ached but... it
felt as if I could feel every single vein and ridge on his huge
black cock as it drove up inside me!

He slowly raised and lowered me as I writhed
and wriggled and shook and trembled and gasped for breath through
the ball-gag! It was like he was a robot or something!

He tilted my upper body back and my head
fell back as he continued to ride me up and down. But now he bent
to... bite at my breasts! I cried out again and again as his big
jaws closed around the thick, soft mass of flesh on each breast,
biting into them, sucking and licking as he rode me up and
down!

My nipples felt as though they were on fire
as his teeth ground against them, and my flesh felt hot and swollen
as he sucked hungrily! I had this wild belief I was being devoured
as the big, muscular man pumped me up and down faster and his mouth
feasted on my breasts!

I felt the orgasm burst up and out from
between my legs, spreading up through my body like a firestorm as I
twisted and bucked and cried out in animal pleasure. And all
through it he simply raised and lowered me, faster and faster,
riding me down on his mighty cock, impaling me!

It was incredible!

Finally, he settled himself down onto his
knees, then lowered me back onto my back on the floor. But his cock
remained inside me. He gripped my legs and jammed them back against
me, then spread them a bit wider, and his big hands slid up to the
ankles.

He leaned over me, driving his cock deep
into my quivering, overheated belly again, and forced my ankles
back over my shoulders, forced them back so far my spine ached and
my buttocks tilted upward, rising off the floor. I felt the carpet
against the backs of my feet as he let his body sink down atop
me.

Then he began to thrust into me with long,
deep strokes, driving himself higher and higher into my trembling,
squashed down body! I felt like his cock was going to burst right
through the wall of my stomach, and maybe even come out my mouth as
he forced himself deeper! It hurt!

But I was filled with such a terrible heat I
didn't care!

He didn't pound me. He just slid that thick
black spear deep into my body, then pulled back, then did it again
– and again – and again – and again!

God, it felt amazing! It was... awesome! I
just lay there all crushed beneath him, trembling and gasping and
moaning as he fucked me slowly. But each time he drove that thing
into me I felt the head mashing strongly against what must surely
have been the back wall of my sex.

And then he drove himself into me and his
hips pressed firmly against my buttocks!

I had the entire fucking thing inside me! I
felt stunned. Given how big it was how could that possibly be!?

He started to fuck me harder, then, and my
mind kind of fell apart, the world moving too quickly around me as
all my attention turned inward. Another stunning orgasm tore my
mind apart, and I sobbed breathlessly as he fucked me harder
still!

Then my eyes rolled back in my head and I
lost my mind as still another orgasm ripped through me!

*

I spent the night in the cell. The only
light was the gas light from out in the hall coming through the
cell bars. Someone had, however, put down a mat next to the wall to
spare my knees. The Black man knelt me on it and then spread my
knees achingly wide to either side before chaining them in place.
He shackled my wrists to the wall, then he finally removed the ball
gag from my mouth, kissed me (which was startling) and left.

The padded mat below me, though, was not
just a mat.

I had been kneeling there for maybe an hour,
just starting to get the idea that – as outrageous as it sounded –
Patrick intended for me to stay here all night – when there was a
soft whirring sound from down there. I yelped in surprise, staring
down, though I couldn't see much, as a kind of tube came up on a
spring or a lever or something and pressed against my sex.

It was the size and shape of a dildo or
vibrator, but it wasn't the head which pushed against me but the
actual shaft. And then it started to vibrate.

Fuck!

I moaned helplessly, ignoring it, at first.
But you can't ignore a vibrator for long! At least, I can't!
Especially given I was naked and shackled on my knees in a fucking
dungeon! Not to mention I'd been overwhelmed with sex virtually all
day!

I couldn't move a lot, but as the vibrations
made my insides quiver my hips began to kind of buck against it.
Since it was angled up and forward from beneath me, that kind of
ground my pussy up along the shaft, which felt... delicious! It
felt like the same material as someone's tongue! And as soon as I
got wet it got wet!

My hips ground up and down against it as my
breathing got more and more ragged, and then an orgasm tore through
me that made me literally scream.

I mean... I always kind of self-censor
myself during sex, at least kind of. Do you know what I mean? I
mean, I don't make that much noise if I can control it. But now,
down here alone, all alone, in a fucking dungeon, and after the day
I'd had... I made no efforts at all. I just screamed, arching my
back and crying out in pleasure.

And I swear that made the orgasm feel even
more intense!

The thing stopped vibrating, and lowered
itself once again so I couldn't feel it. I slumped, gasping,
moaning dazedly, my arms and thighs aching.

“Y-You're a fucking pervert, Patrick!” I
moaned.

It was just about then that I remembered
those videos... videos which had been taken in this very cell by a
low-light camera! I gasped, staring into the dim, shadowy recesses
of the cell, staring at the wall across from me. I couldn't see
much, though. But I cringed a bit at the thought of another wildly
slutty video of me!

I actually fell asleep, then. I mean, not
immediately, of course. I knelt there, my back against the stone,
my arms overhead, my knees wide, my chin slowly falling onto my
chest as time passed. But I must have fallen asleep, because I was
jerked awake by the tube thing pressing against me and vibrating
again.

“Fuck,” I moaned weakly.

I had no idea how much time had passed. I
tried to ease back from it but that was impossible. My back was
against the wall. I tried to endure it, but sure enough, my body
began to react and my hips ground up and down along the tube and
the heat poured through me again.

And I came again, arching and crying out and
bucking like a whore.

And then it stopped and I fell asleep
again.
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I was wakened again – dazedly, by a fist in
my hair jerking my head up and back. I was groggy and confused and
could only see a big shadow before me before a thick cock pushed
into my open mouth. I gurgled and gasped as it began to immediately
pump in and out.

I knew somehow it was the Black man. I
moaned around his cock, my eyes rolling up at the shadow that
loomed overhead. Then his thick, slick cock pushed into my throat,
and no amount of squirming or twisting could do a thing about it as
it moved deep, burying itself to the balls!

He held himself there as I quivered and
twisted, then slowly pulled up and back. He pulled out, and I
gasped for breath, but after just a couple of ragged gasps he
pushed himself back in, buried himself in my throat, and then
started to fuck my face with long, slow strokes.

The vibrator thing had come up between my
legs at about the same time, and was buzzing against me as he
fucked me. It didn't have as much impact as not being able to
breath, though. And as he fucked faster my eyes just crossed and I
got too light-headed to care.

Next thing I knew I was being carried across
his shoulder up the stairs.

Was it only yesterday morning I had gotten
up normally? It seemed like an eternity had passed.

Where was I? Who was I? I had been wakened a
number of times during the night by that... vibrator thing. Was it
morning? I couldn't ask. He had put the ball gag back into my mouth
before heaving me over his shoulder.

We came up into light, and then went down
the hall and into a bathroom. So that at least, was familiar.

There was just one thing that wasn't
familiar. Him.

It was not the same black guy! This one
seemed just as big and muscular, but he had short, straight cut
hair! I was... shocked at the realization! Even more dazed than I
had already been! I mean, what the fuck!?

He was as naked as me as he pulled me into
the shower stall, and then turned on the water. His big black hands
moved casually over my body as he soaped me up, and all I could do
was stand there dazed.

He shampooed my hair, rinsed it all off,
then knelt before me, spread my legs, and began to lick me.

Maybe it had been all those powerful
vibrations, but my pussy was feeling awfully sensitive, and before
long I was again in a state of animal heat as his tongue drove into
me and swept across my clitoris with skill and care.

He didn't quite lick long enough for me to
come. He just suddenly stood up, turned off the water, and began to
dry us both off. He dried my hair with a blow dryer and brush, then
left me bent over the counter while he dressed. He pushed a
butt-plug up my ass, then attached a leash to my collar and made me
crawl after him up the hall.

We crawled farther than before. We passed by
the living room, or at least, what I thought of as the living room.
We went to a dining room instead. This was another immense room,
with a big, wooden table that could have seated two dozen
people.

Patrick was seated at the end of the table,
already eating. The Black man led me over there, had me kneel (with
my legs wide of course), then removed the ball gag and left.

I worked my jaw muscles and looked up at
Patrick, who ignored me as he ate.

I was hungry, all of a sudden.

“You – .”

“Don't say anything you don't want to be
whipped for,” he warned.

I gulped and closed my mouth.

He held out a piece of what looked like
buttered bagel or something. I took it from his fingers and began
to chew.

“If you wonder what's going on, slave girl,”
he said. “You clearly haven't put your mind to it.”

He fed me another piece of buttered
bagel.

“I'm putting you into the position of an
actual slave girl, a sex slave. I'm letting you experience just
what an extravagantly sexual life of hedonism and pleasure such a
slave girl would live. Well, probably more. I don't think I need to
keep my slave girl in a cell in a dungeon, after all. But it does
play on the fantasy, doesn't it?”

I started to say something but he pushed
something else into my open mouth. I had no idea what it was but I
started chewing. It was a piece of pear.

“A once in a lifetime experience in a dark
fantasy many women have but almost never have the nerve or
opportunity to explore,” he continued. “And of necessity that
involves a lack of control over what happens to you.”

“Wh-who – .”

He pushed another piece of fruit into my
mouth.

“Very carefully selected employees,” he
said. “Anonymous. And yes, I used Black men deliberately. The
perfect sexual fantasy for a middle class, suburban white girl with
little experience. They represent raw, animal machismo and male
lust to you.”

He fed me a piece of bacon.

“There'll be more of that. I want you to get
a good feel for the idea of being a sexual submissive, a sexual
plaything, a sexual toy for the use of others. Then, presuming you
are still reacting as … enthralled as you are now, I will have a
proposition for you.”

“A-A... a pro – ?”

“A very well-paid position in my
organization,” he said.

I stared at him in confusion.

“I'm going to be a librarian,” I said
slowly.

He snorted in disdain. “You've spent enough
time reading about the exciting things others do, Olivia. You need
to experience some of that yourself. Besides, you can always be a
librarian. There's no time limit on it. Being a hot, sexy young
slave girl, on the other hand, isn't something you get to do when
you're fifty.”

*

After breakfast he led me by the leash,
crawling, back to the bathroom. He brushed my teeth for me, gave me
mouth wash, and then I began another day as a sex slave.

The highlight was back in the living room
again, with that first black man from yesterday pawing and
caressing me, and then sliding his giant cock into my belly again.
This time, though, he rolled over so I was on time. I slowly rode
his cock while Patrick watched.

Until the second Black guy came in. He slid
in behind me, pulled the butt-plug out, and then worked his own big
cock deep into my ass! Fuck! I was going insane even before he had
it up inside me! I came and came and came again, my mind feverish
with heat as the two men fucked me!

Then a third black man walked into the room,
as big and muscular and naked as the other two. He gripped my hair,
jerked my head up and drove himself into my mouth!

Later in the day it was a sleek black woman,
teaching me how to lick pussy, how to pole dance, and how to lap
dance.

In between, Patrick put me through my
paces.

I spent that night in a cage, instead of in
the dungeon. It was a lot more comfortable, and I got to sleep
through the night.

Sunday was more of the same.

I went to work for Patrick a week later. His
home wasn't nearly as big and old as the old house, but it was a
luxurious mansion, and I got to sleep in a huge, four-poster
bed.

I took more lessons from the black woman in
oral sex, for both men and women, dancing, stripping, pole dancing
and lap dancing, as well as giving 'erotic massage'.

My life was sex, sex sex all the time! I
never wore clothing and had a dozen orgasms a day!

That part only lasted a few weeks, though.
Patrick bought me a wardrobe which consisted of business clothes.
They were awfully sexy business clothes, though, with short skirts
and tight tops. I went to work for him as his personal
assistant.

And part of that was to smile and giggle and
flatter important men he met with, and sometimes do more than
that.

I was a sex slave, after all. And if my
master told me I was going to have sex with the middle aged
Japanese CEO then that was what I did. And if that man wanted to
spank me or strap me, then he did that too.

Sex slaves don't ask questions. Sex slaves
do what they're told.

And sex slaves have a lot more fun and
excitement in their lives than librarians!

Oh, maybe I'll become a librarian one day.
Mr. Patrick has promised he'll get me into any program I want, and
he has the power and influence to do it. But until then I'm
enjoying myself, as well as making far more money than I had ever
imagined making as a librarian!

I have no intention of doing anything else
any time soon!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master
(Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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