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Getting a scholarship to a really top notch
private school was great, in a way, but it had its downside too.
St. Christopher's Academy in northern Massachusetts offered these
scholarships mostly to both salve its conscience and as public
relations against people who called them a snooty factory for the
rich.

But they were a snooty factory for
the rich. The tuition was usually about twenty thousand a year. And
that's for a high school, not college. A guidance councilor at my
own school applied. I had been going to a public school, and not a
great one. It wasn't in a rich area, and didn't have all the stuff
a place like St. Christopher's could afford.

It had thirty five kids per class, for
example. St. Christopher's had ten. It had a lot of burned-out
teachers going through the motions. St. Christopher's only hired
the very best teachers and fired any who didn't work at it. It had
some computers, but not that many, and they were mostly old. St.
Christopher's gave every student a laptop to use while there, and
it was cutting edge.

St. Christopher's had an indoor swimming
pool, a professional quality gym, and a top-notch athletic program
with personal trainers.

The quality of the education you'd get at
St. Christopher's was just unmatched. And given it also was a
boarding school, it was ideal for me.

I'm an orphan. My parents died when I was
young and I've been bouncing around foster homes since then. I'm
also a nerd. A huge nerd. I'm not fascinated by fashion and guys
and Hollywood celebrities, but by atoms and quarks and protons and
DNA. I wanted to be a scientist or something like that. I even
loved math!

Which was how I got the scholarship. Four
years of free living at St. Christopher's too!

It was, however, lonely. Then again, that
was something I was used to. Being a big nerd didn't make me a lot
of friends at school anyway. Being a poor nerd didn't make me any
more at St. Christopher's. These were all really well-off kids, and
they mostly didn't even understand that others couldn't afford the
stuff they took for granted.

So what I mostly got from the girls there
were sneers and taunts, when I was unlucky, and ignored when I was.
The boys, well, they mostly ignored me. I didn't smile and flirt
and flatter them. I'm not blonde. I didn't wear stylish or
revealing clothes. And I'm just... I guess, boring, and boring
looking.

I much preferred being ignored, being left
alone with a good book. Given a choice I'd spend most of my free
time in the library reading, or surfing the internet. And I don't
mean going to social media sites. I went to science sites.

And that was how I met Bryce.

Bryce was a typical rich boy. He was good
looking, athletic, and popular with the girls. He didn't tease and
taunt me, just ignored me. Which was fine. But then he started
getting in trouble for mediocre grades in Science.

Everyone in a small class knows who has all
the answers, and that was often me. I mean, I rarely put my hand
up. But whenever I got called I gave the right answer, and people
noticed. The teacher sure noticed. So it was him that suggested I
tutor Bryce.

I declined.

What persuaded me was simple. Money. Bryce
had a lot and I had none. It was our senior year and I was starting
to wonder about what was going to happen afterward. I was probably
going to get at least a partial scholarship to MIT. But how was I
going to support myself over the summer? Where was I going to live?
I'd have to leave St. Christopher's in June.

We wore uniforms at school, but not on our
own time. What I usually wore were corduroys and t-shirts. My
t-shirts weren't particularly tight, and didn't have any stylish
names or logos on them. Mostly they were brown or black or
beige.

Being a teenage boy, Bryce couldn't be alone
with a girl without doing or saying or acting in some way sexual.
He kept staring at my chest, for example, which was embarrassing. I
always wore my uniform jacket to classes. The fact I was...
comfortably endowed... wasn't really that noticeable.

I finally got cross. “Pay attention to the
formula, Bryce, and not my chest,” I said.

He grinned, not the least embarrassed.

“I didn't know you had a chest like that. Or
I would have paid attention to it a long time ago.”

Now I was embarrassed.

“They're just breasts,” I said firmly.
“Every girl has them.”

“Yours look.... big,” he said.

I glared at him, exasperated, and folded my
arms across my chest.

“Do you want to go back to your room?”

He beamed.

“Alone!?”

“Sorry.”

We focused on the formulas again, but I
again caught him looking at me, and not even at my chest.

“What?” I demanded, frowning.

“Nothing.”

I scowled.

“You have nice hair,” he said. “I mean, it's
too short and it's not very fashionable or well-styled, but I like
the color and I bet it's soft.”

He reached out and slid his fingers through
my hair, until I jerked away and pushed his hand back.

“The book is down there,” I said firmly,
pointing.

I did little with my hair, to be honest. It
just brushed my shoulders. I parted it on the right, so the thick
bangs cut across my forehead, kept out of my eyes by my
glasses.

Which was the next thing that distracted
him.

“Have you ever considered getting laser
surgery?” he asked.

I was startled and looked up at him from the
passage I'd been reading, then sighed.

“You have really pretty eyes,” he said.

“Bryce,” I said. “You are not getting
anything out of me but tutoring in science.”

“I'm not coming onto you,” he said. “I'm
just saying something that's factual.”

“The book, Bryce,” I said, doing my best to
not show that I was flattered.

But I was. I wasn't used to people saying
nice things to me, except teachers congratulating me on acing
tests.

We turned back to the book, and I was able
to improve his grades through several more tutoring sessions. He
was always nice, though, and flattering, and outrageously flirty.
But he didn't really pressure me because, I think, he was a really
good looking guy with obscenely rich parents and pretty much had
his choice of hot, sexy, rich blondes.

Anyway, through the normal back and forth
conversation we had during those sessions he knew I was going to
MIT and knew I was an orphan, and knew I wasn't sure what I was
going to do with myself after I graduated.

So when we were near the end of the year, he
very kindly offered to let me stay at his place.

I snorted and shook my head and he
grinned.

“It's not what you think,” he said.

“Uh huh. It's always what I think.”

“We have an estate north of Boston.”

“Not interested,” I said.

“I won't be there.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“I'm going to Europe this summer. My mom and
sister are going separately.”

“How come?”

He gave me a look. “You think I want to
spend my summer with my mom and sister? Seriously?”

I shrugged. I could only wish I had a mom
and sister.

“We have these two Samoyeds,” he said.

“What?”

“Dogs. And they need to be exercised every
day, and brushed and cleaned and fed and all that stuff.”

“So what? I'm sure you have lots of
servants.”

“Not really. My father doesn't like
strangers hanging around the house. We have a cleaning service that
comes, mostly in the middle of the night. We have a butler and a
chauffeur, but they stay in the garage or in rooms over it. Neither
of them much likes dogs.”

“I'm still not getting the point of this
conversation.”

“We have a girl who exercises and takes care
of the dogs and does a few other odd jobs, but my mom has come to
like her a lot, so she's taking her to Europe to take care of
whatever she and my sister need doing while they're there.”

“You want me to look after your dogs?!” I
asked in disbelief.

“The job comes with an apartment, free room
and board, in other words. And it's not exactly hard work. Run
around with the dogs. Get them to swim in the pool. And it pays a
thousand bucks a week.”

“For taking care of dogs!?”

“My father is... comfortable.”

“Duh.”

“These are expensive dogs; pure breeds. I
think he paid something like twenty thousand for the pair.”

“For dogs!?”

He shrugged. “It's only money.”

I was dubious, to say the least, but the
thought of free room and board, and a thousand dollars a week were
awfully attractive. I suspected he was just making it up and it
would all be some sort of joke between him and his friends,
though.

So he had me talk to his mother over the
phone. Or someone who said she was his mother... She didn't sound
like a teenager, though. She was crisp and businesslike, asking my
age, my social security number, and other stuff. And she wasn't
exactly inviting.

“You will be expected to conduct your duties
with careful attention to details, Miss Warren,” she said in a kind
of haughty Boston accent. “We will be unforgiving if Mindy and
Mandy are not properly cared for.”

I blinked into the phone, then realized that
must be the names of the dogs.

Stupid names, in my opinion.

So that was why, after graduating, I wound
up driving north in a chauffeured limo. Bryce himself went south to
Boston to catch a flight to Europe. So it was just me in the back
seat with the chauffeur, whose name was Anthony.

Anthony seemed a fairly ordinary kind of
guy, medium height, short dark hair, regular complexion, and looked
good in a dark suit. He was probably about thirty, I guess. And he
didn't talk with the kind of haughty accent of so many of those at
school. He talked with Bahhhston accent, which was kind of Boston's
version of Brooklyn English.

“But you can call me Tony,” he said.

“So... have you been a chauffeur for the
Hunters for a long time?” I asked hesitantly.

“About three years. I'm not just the
chauffeur. I do basically anything that needs to be done.”

“How come you don't walk the dogs?”

He laughed. “I'm allergic, for one thing.
Also, I hate dogs. And I can't swim.”

I looked at him in surprise.

“Swim?”

“Yeah, you have to swim with them, you
know.”

“Seriously?”

I rolled my eyes.

“Seriously, honey. As much as the Hunters
worked not to spoil their kids too much they spoil these mutts
rotten. Or at least Mrs. Hunter does. Wait till you see their dog
houses. And God help you if one of them has snarled fur. Mr. Hunter
might not be as devoted to them as his wife, but he's not exactly
easy-going when it comes to what he expects from employees.”

“Well, I'm only here for the summer,” I said
uncertainly.

“Irritate Mr. Hunter and you won't be here a
week,” he said.

“So he's a dick?”

“Not a dick exactly. He's hard but fair.
He'll tell you exactly what he wants as your boss, and as long as
you do that you're fine. If you fail, and you don't have a good
excuse for that, you're in trouble. Just remember, he ain't your
daddy. He doesn't have to accept excuses, and he doesn't care if
you cry. I say that cause you're kind of young and you millennials
sometimes don't seem to get how strict some of these bosses can
be.”

“Well, I'm just taking care of dogs so I
doubt there's going to be a lot of problems.”

*

It was intimidating enough just being here.
This place was freaking enormous! It was a colonial type mansion
with a big central part, then arms reaching out to both directions,
then wings which were at right angles to the rest. You reached it
by driving up a stone driveway and around a big, three level
fountain in the middle of a circle in front of a huge stone
porch.

Or you drove right past that if you were
going to the 'servants entrance' and went around to the side to
where the garage was. I didn't actually get into the house at
first, as Tony led me out onto the back yard. It was a back yard
the size of a city park.

There was a huge swimming pool there, with
stone dolphins at one end spitting streams of water into it. The
pool had a sloping edge on the shallow side so the dogs could get
in and out, he said.

“Yeah, this is a quarter million dollar pool
and they designed it with the dogs in mind,” he said to my raised
eyebrows.

The dog houses were off on the other side of
the house. They were each about four times as big as you might
expect, and had a flap of clothe across the entrance.

“For privacy?” I asked sarcastically.

He laughed. “To keep wind out and because
they're climate controlled.”

“They have air conditioning?!”

“Of course. And heating, for winter.”

He showed me the area in front of them.

“This is their yard. They can go to the
bathroom here. You get to pick it up.”

I made a face.

“Who's the third dog house for?”

“For you if you fuck up,” he said with a
grin.

I snorted.

“That used to be for a Lowchen. Don't ask.
It died last year. Good riddance.”

Then Mr. Hunter strode out of the house and
over to us, that frown on his face, those piercing eyes locked on
me like I had no right to be there. And he didn't look like a guy
to mess with!

“Mister Hunter,” Tony said respectfully,
“This is Alyssa Warren.”

Hunter stood there for long moments glaring
at me, as if inspecting me. Then he held his hand out and I
anxiously took it.

He had a big fucking hand!

He was very... male. Surprisingly so. I
mean, I had expected some old guy in a three piece suit, maybe with
gray hair and all elegant and snooty. Instead he looked like, well,
like a guy you wouldn't want to meet in a dark alley!

He was big, broad shouldered and chested,
and sort of... loomed over me. He had a rough-hewn face that was
all slabs and angles, with a full, neatly trimmed beard. His brown
hair was longer than I would have expected from a guy in his
forties, and straight up and to the right. He had penetrating
gray-blue eyes and a brow which seemed to be always furrowed
suspiciously.

His hands were huge! When he shook my hand
mine disappeared into his! I felt this idea like he could just
crush me like a bug! I had this thought when I met him that he
ought to be carrying a sword or an axe and be getting ready to
conquer my village or something!

He didn't wear a suit of armor, though, or
even a suit. He had on a black sweatshirt over a black t-shirt over
gray slacks and black walking shoes. His voice was clipped and
brusque as he showed me where things were and explained what he
expected – complete with a typed list that had been
plasticized.

“Miss Warren,” he said.

Okay, I have to admit that as a heterosexual
I had an interest in men, and various things about men. I mean, the
height, the shoulders, the face, the chest, the ass, the hair, and
how they move all goes into how sexy I thought they were. It had
never really occurred to me before to consider their voice. Their
lips, sure, but not their voice.

Mister Hunter had a really sexy voice! It
was deep and well-modulated. You wouldn't hear a voice like this
over the phone and not know this was a big, strong guy! And he
managed to, just in two words, convey a tone of appreciation
somehow, and yet doubt.

And I had no idea which was for what! Well,
the doubt was clearly about whether I would work out. I wasn't sure
about the appreciation!

Welcome to my employ,” he said. “You can
call me sir, or Mr. Hunter, whichever you prefer.”

He said that without a hint of amusement in
his voice or in his eyes. I was startled and the best I could come
up with in return was.

“Uhm... okay!”

He looked at Tony briefly, and as if somehow
that had conveyed a message I never got Tony said he had to get
back to things and turned and walked away as I thanked the back of
his head.

“No need to thank him for doing his job,”
Mr. Hunter said. “I will not thank you for doing yours. Nor will I
expect thanks for a paycheck or your room and board. You and I are
making a trade here; something you have that I want in exchange for
something you have that I want.

I didn't know what to say to that.

“What do you have that I want, Miss
Warren?”

I gulped! “Uhm, uh...”

“Your body.”

I blinked in surprise, and then felt a flush
creep into my cheeks.

“You have no skill-set, after all. But the
job I want done does not require anything in particular but
physical labor. It doesn't require education, personality or
expertise. It requires obedience to my orders and for you to do a
variety of things I require doing related to the dogs. Is that
within your capability, Miss Warren?”

“I uhm, yes, sir,” I gulped.

“The thing you need to remember, Miss
Warren,” he said in a low but very, very determined voice “is that
I pay top wages and I expect top performance. No slacking, no 'good
enough' to get by. No substandard effort. If you don't know
something or understand it I expect you to ask for clarification.
Is that clear?”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I gulped.

“Are you healthy? You look reasonably
health, but without a physical assessment that's difficult to be
certain of.”

He took my wrist suddenly and lifted it up
and back.

“Make a fist.”

“Uhm... !”

I did it, though as his big hand encircled
my arm and went all the way up over my bicep.

“Decent, for a female,” he said, releasing
my arm. “I trust you have good lungs.”

I gaped at him and he turned his back on
me.

“Come,” he said, almost barked.

I followed him, rolling my eyes a little
behind his back as we went over to what looked like a little
house.

Good lungs? Was that a shot at my boobs?!
They were bigger than normal but not that big!

He showed me into the little house. It was
more than a shed but not much more. Inside there were gardening
supplies, and supplies for the dogs. There was everything from food
– most of it refrigerated – to bottled water (for dogs!) and
medical supplies. There was flea powder and special shampoo and
nail clippers, treats and a whole wall full of doggy clothes.

Then he showed me the dog houses, including
a little pipe where you poured spring water into a little tank
which dispensed it into a bowl inside the house.

“It's to be changed twice a day,” he said.
“My wife doesn't want the dogs drinking foul water.”

The dog houses were big enough that he had
me go inside one. There was a bowl set against the wall, attached
to it, actually. Water flowed into it from some pipe in the wall so
that whenever the dog wanted to drink there'd be water there.

Cool air flowed out from two little vents in
the back, and the floor was a soft leather mat.

He introduced me to the two dogs, which were
these big, incredibly furry white things.

“Samoyeds are gentle and friendly and smart,
but strong-willed and stubborn,” he said. “They need to be
incentivized rather than punished.

“So bribe them?”

“Essentially. Play with them. They don't
like to be bored.”

I was starting to get the sneaking suspicion
I wasn't here so much to feed them as to entertain them. Most of
the things on the list were for things like throwing balls and
taking them running and taking them swimming and stuff like
that.

No wonder Tony wanted no part of that! I
suddenly realized what Hunter probably meant about good lungs. I'd
be expected to do a lot of running around playing with these fluffy
white mutts!

“Chase the ball, but what does just chase
mean?” I asked, puzzled, reading down the list.

“Samoyeds are herd dogs,” he said.

I looked up at him blankly.

“Run from them and they'll be very happy to
chase you and try to herd you back in the direction they want you
to go.”

“Really? How do they do that?”

“Usually by barking and shouldering you
aside. They are not small dogs, after all.”

“Weird.”

“No, basic animal instincts. We all have
them, Miss Warren, including you and me.”

I looked at the list again. “Swimming with
the dogs? Don't they swim uhm, by themselves?”

“Lead them into the water. Once they're wet
it's much easier to throw things into the water and have them chase
them around.”

“Uhm, I didn't bring a bathing suit.”

“An oversight on your part,” he said. “But
there are bathing suits for guests in the swim house.”

He indicated a little sort of cabana at one
end of the pool.

“Uh... guest swimsuits?”

He raised his eyebrows.

“New,” he said after a moment. Do you think
we'd offer up used swimsuits to guests?”

“Uh....”

I just never ran into people who thought the
expense of having spare swimsuits sitting around was such a big
nothing they'd provide them for convenience, like candies or
pretzels.

I couldn't say that, though.

The only way to tell the dogs apart at the
start was that Mindy had a pink collar while Mandy's was a sort of
lime green. They seemed friendly enough, but like Mr. Hunter they
were a bit intimidating in their size. I'd never really been around
big dogs much.

“Since it would be inappropriate to put you
up over the garage with Tony and Paul, you'll be in the main
house,” he said. “But you don't have the run of the place. You'll
be in the South wing in a guest room there.”

We walked up to the house and he led the way
inside. I couldn't help gawking. The place was freaking huge! And
it was like, marble and chandeliers everywhere! It was not a modern
house. It was like something from a palace in France or
something.

My room... was fucking huge! I mean, it had
a ginormous four poster bed with a canopy eight feet above, and
print curtains falling down around the ornately carved posts! It
had a whole French provincial sofa set with high-backed chairs and
delicate tables in front of a huge fireplace. It had four huge
windows overlooking the grounds, plus a desk and several sofas and
a table!

It also had a big TV hidden behind a picture
on the wall facing the foot of the bed. The picture could go up
with a remote which also worked the TV. The attached bathroom was
ridiculously large too! It had a massive marble tub in the middle
of the floor, counters and mirrors on either side, a shower still
you could put a dozen people into, and a separate room with a
toilet and bidet.

I was trying to figure out what a hotel room
like this would cost in Boston. It would probably be in the best
hotel in the city, and be like a thousand or two thousand dollars a
night.

“The kitchen is on this level, just go down
the hall to the end, and turn right, go past the library and turn
left again. You can contact Paul on the house phone ahead of time
to find out when and what he's serving.”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I gulped.
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These mutts were spoiled rotten! They wanted
entertainment or they'd bark incessantly! Like kids who learned to
throw tantrums if they didn't get what they wanted! I didn't have a
lot of fancy clothes. None, really. I'd mostly packed t-shirts and
shorts since I figured I'd be with the dogs, mostly.

Unfortunately, it was hot! The dogs didn't
give a damn. They wanted their entertainment. But I did figure out
that if they got too hot they'd just abandon me and go back to
their little doggy houses to cool off, or run and jump in the pool.
Then they'd want to play again!

Things were a little... flustered and
confused for much of the first day.

These bitches didn't obey me at all!

What was worse, the instant Hunter showed up
they'd obey him like he was God! They'd come when called, sit when
directed, and let him pat him, shake hands, or go fetch on
command.

“You look... bedraggled, Warren,” he said on
his first visit.

“Y-Yes, sir,”I said.

I was a bit out of breath and sweaty from
running the dogs around.

“It's good your hair is short – though I
personally prefer longer hair on women – it should make it easier
to maintain. There are brushes and combs in your bathroom.”

I looked at him in irritation.

“Well, yes sir.”

“You think I'm being unreasonable. Do you
have that right?”

He looked at me suspiciously and I looked at
him anxiously.

“You're my employee. I have the right to
demand you be presentable.”

“But... sir, I mean, I can't run around with
them without getting hot and sweaty!” I protested.

“I'm not a fool nor unreasonable, Miss
Warren. However, should I bring out a guest or two to show them the
dogs I don't want you looking like, no pun intended, something the
dog dragged in. Change your clothes more frequently, brush your
hair more frequently. You don't have to return to your room for
that. The pool hut has a bathroom with all the conveniences.”

“Yes, sir.”

I sighed with relief as he went back to the
house.

“Asshole,” I muttered under my breath.

I looked at the list again and took them to
the pool. I was supposed to play swimming games with them. There
were toys there for that purpose. First I needed to put on a
bathing suit.

I did not make a habit of going swimming.
There was a pool at school, and swimming lessons were mandatory,
but it was in the school's one-piece swimsuit, which everyone
hated. I certainly hadn't brought it with me. And since the the
bitches there were a lot nastier than the ones here, I spent very
little time there aside from the lessons.

So I was a little uneasy about wearing a
bathing suit at work, even if I was mostly only around the dogs.
That uneasy feeling got worse once I got into the hut and found the
guest bathing suits, all neatly wrapped in plastic, with sizes
clearly marked.

The ones that would fit me were almost all
bikinis, and all of them, even the one pieces, were thongs! I gaped
at them, at first. I couldn't wear these!

My mind spun wildly, and I sort of cursed
myself for not having thought of this! Who would pick the
swimsuits? Probably Bryce's mother and sister. They were rich
bitches who spent their time on the French riviera and Monaco and
other snooty, rich hangouts in Europe. God knew I'd heard the girls
at school talking about that enough.

So naturally they had 'fashionable'
swimsuits for others of their kind. This was not a city beach,
after all, nor a school pool.

The most modest swimsuit I could find, and
this was after trying on several, was a one piece. It was a thong
with a tiny scrap of triangular fabric at the top of my buttocks
which stretched up to either side to my hips, way up to a little
higher than my belly button. The front was narrow, and angled up
just as high, curving to my hips at the same level as the back to
meet up there.

Then that bit of fabric on my sides
disappeared just above my waist, leaving both sides completely
open. The chest was also kind of low cut, though not showing as
much boob as the bikinis. On the other hand, there was a generous
amount of side boob for anyone standing to the sides of me!

It wasn't something I would even dream of
wearing to the beach or a pool. I was not a girl who was
comfortable in showing off my body. I mean, don't get me wrong. I
have a great body. It was something of a secret source of ego to me
that I had a better body than most of the bitches at school.

But I couldn't even remotely compete with
those girls in the outfits they wore, their thousand dollar
haircuts, their expensive makeup and all the rest, so I had never
even tried. Instead I wore low key outfits that would let me pass
largely unnoticed.

Better to be thought of as a nerd who had no
interest in style or fashion, than a pathetic wannabee who tried
desperately to dress up just to have them laugh at my efforts! I
didn't wear tight clothes or bright clothes. I wore nerdy 'don't
notice me' clothes.

Bryce was not the only guy to be surprised
at hints of what I had underneath, and that too gave me a secret
sense of pride. God knows I didn't have much else, other than my
mind. And you can't flaunt your mind!

Well, I could, but if I did that, at school,
the bitches would have hated me even more.

In fact, even as I looked at myself in the
big mirror, appalled at how much skin I was showing, I felt a kind
of tightening in my belly, a kind of pride at how hot and sexy I
looked in these expensive suits. I wondered what Bryce would say if
he showed up and saw me in this, I thought smugly.

I had no real alternative anyway. I had
shorts, but they weren't cutoffs, you know, like denim. My shorts
were made of different fabric and kind of loose and long. Getting
them wet would make them heavy enough to slide right off. I'd also
look weird in them. Like, why on Earth would I be wearing those in
a pool?

Well, I was a bit nervous when I came out,
but no one was around but Mindy and Mandy, and they sure didn't
give a damn what I wore. I could be naked for all they cared. And
all alone here, I had that thought, that it would be kind of neat
to swim naked in this gorgeous pool.

I left my glasses on the table and then
urged the dogs into the pool. They just looked at me and panted. I
muttered, then took Mindy by the collar and walked into the pool.
She resisted a bit, then came along willingly. She swam well as the
water got higher and then I threw myself forward into it and swam
slowly across to the other side.

By the time I got there both of them were
paddling towards me.

Not a bad summer job, I thought in that
moment.

I climbed out and got some toys, then jumped
in the shallow end and started tossing big foam and plastic balls
around for them to jump at and chase. They were smart enough to use
their noses to push the bigger ones along the surface of the water
and back out the shallow end to where I waited. The small ones they
grabbed in their jaws of course

It was kind of fun, and they were clearly
enjoying themselves.

And then Mr. Hunter was there again! I
froze, but then didn't know what to do! I couldn't squeal like an
idiot and run back into the swim hut to hide myself! He'd think I
was out of my mind! His daughter and wife and their friends
probably wore this sort of thing all the time!

And then he was right there and it was too
late to do anything as his eyes raked me.

“I uhm...”

I combed my fingers through my hair and he
snorted

“Even I, Warren, don't expect your hair to
be well-brushed when you're jumping in and out of the pool.”

“Yes, sir,” I gulped, flushing.

“Remember that the everything over a couple
of feet requires they swim, and that uses a lot more energy than
you walking around. Don't over-tire them.”

“Yes, sir.”

Is he looking at my boobs!? Oh! Oh! Is he
looking at how high cut the bottom was!? God! Is he looking at my
bare butt!?

I really didn't know, but my chest was tight
and my pulse racing. He brought me over to the little shower area,
a hand on my arm to get me started.

“When the dogs are done with the pool you
have to make sure you rinse them off. My wife is adamant about
that. She doesn't want the salt in the pool to damage their
coats.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He looked down at me, and again I felt my
chest tighten.

Is he looking at my boobs!?

“They're smart, Warren, but they're dogs.
They probably won't understand why you're pouring water on their
heads after they just finished playing in the pool. Be firm and
they'll respond appropriately.”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I said doubtfully.

He looked around. “Get the green ring,” he
said. “They like that.”

“Uh... sir?”

“The heavy green rings,” he said. “They must
be in the shed there.”

I gulped for that demanded I go look, and
so, flushing hotly, I had to do that.

Turning my back on him and walking away.

Bare assed!

I kept telling myself his wife and daughter
and Bryce would have friends over all the time dressed like this,
but I was still squirming inside! It wasn't like I had ever been to
the south of France, after all!

I got the rings and brought them back to
him.

“Throw them into the pool at about the eight
foot level,” he said. “One at a time. One for each.”

I tossed the first ring in and Mandy dove in
and then somehow managed to dive deep to grab it off the bottom of
the pool. I tossed the second and Mindy did the same.

“It's good exercise for them,” he said.
“Don't do it in the deepest end.”

“Yes, sir.”

He made a face which was almost human for
once. He noticed me notice and looked at me and then almost...
almost smiled.

“Have you ever heard the acronym HWHL,
Warren?”

“Uhm, no sir.”

“Look it up sometime.”

His eyes raked me and that time I was almost
sure he was looking! I mean... looking, you know!

I felt my chest tighten, but he turned and
walked away and after long seconds I remembered to breath
again!

Because it had almost seemed... I mean I
couldn't be sure... but it had seemed to me he was looking at me in
a kind of... approving or even appreciative way!

The dogs climbed out with the rings and I
tossed them in again. They dove down to the bottom, picked them up
in their teeth and brought them back.

Later, after rinsing them off, which turned
out be a pain, I looked at myself in the hut as I changed, looked
at myself the way Mr. Hunter had looked at me, and felt another
little flush of ego. I turned my back to it and craned my neck
around to see me how he'd seen me as I walked away, partly
embarrassed but also partly... well, proud.

I have a nice ass! And the interesting thing
was nobody, not even him, could accuse me of dressing in a
revealing way or trying to show off. I mean, I hadn't picked the
suits! And I'd chosen the most conservative one there that fit!

So if I was showing off my bare ass, well,
that wasn't my fault!

I felt a little weirdly aroused at that. I
wasn't sure why, really, except the opportunities to, well, flaunt
my female assets in front of a guy had not come all that often in
the last few years. Granted, he wasn't a guy-guy, but he was a man,
and not some old, stoop-shouldered or fat or balding type men
either. He was a MAN.

I dressed and led the dogs back to their
houses to rest, then went back to the house. I hesitated, then went
to my own room and figured out how to use the phone to call a guy I
had not met yet, Paul, and ask him about dinner.

Paul was the Butler and he was, from the
sound of it, an English butler. Interesting.

He said I had my choice of like, I don't
know, lots of stuff! I suggested a salad and he said Mr. Hunter
didn't approve of vegetarian diets for his daughter and wasn't
likely to approve it for me either. So we settled on a steak.

I was a bit piqued at that. What business
was it of theirs what I ate? Of course, they were paying for it so
I suppose I shouldn't complain.

I wasn't sure what he meant about dressing
for dinner. Maybe he was afraid I'd show up in that swimsuit. That
got me wondering if Mr. Hunter had talked to him about me and told
him how hot I looked, you know, in the way guys gossiped about
girls?

I didn't see Hunter doing that, though. He
seemed more mature than that.

Dinner was not eaten at the kitchen counter.
I was to dine with Mr. Hunter in the small dining room. The bigger
one apparently sat two dozen. Hunter was wearing a suit and I was
in t-shirt and shorts. He gave me a disapproving look.

“Miss Warren,” He said.

“Yes, sir?” I gulped.

“Did Paul not tell you we dress for dinner
in this house?”

I stared at him uncertainly, then looked
down at myself.

“Dress does not mean the opposite of naked,
Miss Warren,” he said. “I have no fear my children will come to
dinner naked. It means dressed formally.”

“Uhm... like in a dress or something?”

That sounded inane even to me and I
flushed.

“I didn't expect... I mean, I didn't uhm,
pack nice dresses and stuff,” I said.

I'm just the doggy daycare girl, I wanted to
protest.

“I don't require gowns, Miss Warren. Paul
will show you to Carolyn's closet. In future, you may borrow
dresses from there.”

I stared at him.

“Carolyn is my daughter. You're roughly her
size, though younger.”

“Uhm, how would she feel about some strange
girl borrowing her clothes?”

“That's not relevant. I pay for them so
they're actually my dresses.”

The man I figured must be Paul showed up
with a cart laden with a mass of food which seemed far too much for
two people. He served them quietly and carefully, with no
expression on his face, and I started to eat.

The steak was terrific, though not something
I was used to.

“How was your first day?” Mister Hunter
asked.

“Uhm, fine, sir,” I said.

“Fine is an uninformative word. Your room is
adequate? You have no confusion over the requirements of the
position?”

“No, I mean, yes sir and no sir. The room is
fabulous and I think I know what the job is.”

“You think you know?”

“Doggy daycare, basically,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows then seemed to
mentally shrug.

“A reasonably accurate description,” he
said. “With the proviso that if the mother isn't happy with how her
precious is doing she will take it out on you.”

“Uh.... are you the – ?”

“My wife. I don't care if the things drown,
personally.”

I blinked in surprise.

“Marriage, like employment, is an agreement
to exchange one thing for another, or a collective group of things
for others. That requires a degree of compromise.”

“I uhm, suppose so,” I said.

“It's no different in a long term
relationship, Warren.”

“Uhm, I guess, sir, but I've never been in
one of those,” I said.

“You're mistaken. You have long-term
relationships with family, with friends, with employers or
colleagues or teachers.”

I ran through that list very briefly. I had
none of those. No friends, no family, no colleagues. My teachers
and I had some sort of relationship but I don't think any
compromise was involved.

“Well, I'm an orphan with no family. I don't
have colleagues, and my teachers weren't into compromise much.”

“You compromised by devoting your time to
study and work at learning in exchange for them teaching and
tutoring you.”

“But I like learning. So it wasn't much of a
compromise.”

“You're comprising now to be here and to
look after dogs.”

“Well, that's true.”

“Friendship requires compromise too.”

I shrugged.

“No friends?”

I flushed a little. “The school was full of
really rich girls into fashion and stuff. I'm poor and into nerdy
stuff. We didn't have a mutual set of interests.”

“Nonsense. You didn't look. There are plenty
of young girls into nerdy stuff, as you call it. Wealth is
irrelevant to that. Don't even try to tell me every girl at that
school was an airhead only into fashion.”

I shrugged. He might have been right, but I
hadn't put much effort into it. I'd mostly assumed from, the start
that they were all rich snobs – God knows I sure met a lot – and
kept to myself.

“A scholar shouldn't make permanent
decisions on the basis of impulse or emotion, Warren. She should
investigate and assess, gather evidence and make a logical
decision.”

“Uhm, yes, sir.”

“And what about boys? Don't tell me boys
didn't have an interest in you.”

I flushed again.

“I'm a nerd and ...”

“A beautiful girl with what every young man
would regard as an excellent body. I know young men. I have a son.
And I used to be one. Don't tell me they wouldn't be interested in
you.”

I flushed even more at the inference he was
referring to seeing me in that bathing suit!

“I'm not blonde and not rich or
fashionable...”

He snorted in disdain and shook his
head.

“Again, it sounds like you gave up far too
easily. You felt inferior because of your monetary situation and
thought the boys would mock you and only look for rich
blondes.”

I felt stung and resentful.

“You weren't at school!” I said.

“They're all the same, Warren. I went to one
just like it. If I'd seen you in that bathing suit when I was
eighteen you'd have needed a stick to beat me off.”

I flushed again, though I also felt a
delicious sort of sense of, well, pride in his offhand
compliment.

“I didn't walk around in a bathing
suit.”

“Bryce described you as a mousy girl who
wore oversized uniforms,” he said.

“They weren't....oversized,” I said,
scowling. “Just not... tight.”

“You've been hiding.”

“You're not – !”

“Your father? No, but you don't have one.
Anyway, I wouldn't want to be your father.”

That stung again for some reason.

“It would be entirely inappropriate to find
your daughter sexually attractive,” he said.

Understand that he was saying all this in as
casual and offhand a tone as if he was talking about the weather,
while eating and sipping wine!

I gaped at him and flushed even more, then
dropped my eyes to my food!

“Don't worry, Warren, a man of my wealth and
means, not to mention looks, has no need of pressing himself on
unwilling females. I merely stated a fact. Any heterosexual man
between twelve and ninety would be attracted to you. That's why I
flatly disbelief your claim of boys not showing interest. You hid
because you felt inferior. That's a logical inference based on
available evidence. Which is what a scholar should be doing.”

I shrugged, still feeling awkward. And
confused! On the one hand his broad, sweeping, casual statement was
awful damn flattering! On the other he'd just said he was sexually
attracted to me! Yet he hadn't said it as if it was hitting on me
or anything, just dropping it casually into the conversation!

“I certainly hope, for your sake, you don't
do the same in college. High school should be an educational
experience, not just in terms of the subject matter but in how you
relate and interact with others. It sounds like you got little or
nothing out of that, which will stunt your maturity. If you act the
same in college you'll graduate with a degree but little ability to
cope with people. You're eighteen now, aren't you?”

That required an answer!

“Uh huh,” I said, still looking down.

“An adult grows wise through experience,
Warren, not merely through reading books. Experience is what grants
informed judgment.”

The thing is, as embarrassing and awkward as
this was, I couldn't actually deny a single thing he had said. I
mean, I'd never put it that baldly before, and never thought about
it that baldly before, but now that he had I realized he was
absolutely correct.

So what was I going to do about it?
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I had to set my alarm for 6:45 in the
morning. I woke up, yawning, because I hadn't gotten a lot of
sleep, threw on the same clothes I'd worn yesterday, and went down
to feed the dogs and give them fresh water. With that done I went
back to the house, to my fabulous room and took a shower.

I hadn't gotten a lot of sleep because I was
in a strange bed in a strange room and because my mind was filled
with annoying thoughts that kept me awake. One of them was a sense
of anger and frustration at myself. Hunter was probably right. He
struck me as a really smart guy, and he seemed to be saying I'd
wasted four years of my life when I should have been having fun and
learning things.

I had come to conclude he was probably
right. If I had put myself out more, tried to find girls – and guys
– who were more into, uhm academics and science, and less into
fashion and football, and was less worried about people sneering at
me for being poor, I almost certainly would have found some. I'd
been hideously self-conscious about my impoverished state and
hidden away.

It was strangely comforting the way he
treated my being poor as if it was so unimportant. At the same time
it was even more strange having him openly and casually admit he
thought I was sexually attractive. Yet, if I stood back and looked
at myself – especially naked – I could admit he was simply being
honest.

I was sexually attractive. And just about
any straight guy would say the same. That again gave me a little
rush of heady pride as I posed for myself in the bathroom mirror.
Unfortunately, my experience with men... well, was non-existent. My
experience with boys was minimal because of my shyness brought on
by being so self-conscious.

Yes, I was still a virgin.

It troubled me that he thought my lack of
experience with people had stunted my maturity because I
immediately thought he was right. You see, just about the only
thing I'd been able to take pride in over the last several years
was being smart, being intelligent. But if I was so lacking in
experience as to lack judgment then what did that make me?

Well, I could get a lot of experience in
college. I'd meet men there. Real men.

Like Mr. Hunter, though younger. How was I
going to deal with them? They'd expect me to know all sorts of
stuff about sex and I only knew what I'd seen on the internet.
Which, to be honest, wasn't much. I mean, the internet came through
the school's Wifi and account so anything dirty was censored.

What was I going to do when they invited me
to go out, and maybe dance. I didn't know how to dance! The idea
made me blanch! Shy girls don't dance!

Too bad Bryce wasn't here. Maybe I could
have learned a few things from him. He didn't look much like his
father, though. He was more... pretty. I guess he took after his
mom.

I headed back outside in new clothes, took
the dogs for a jog, threw things for them to chase, got us all hot,
and then led them to the pool. I went into the little hut but that
bathing suit was gone! So were the other ones I'd opened.

Someone had come in and cleaned up, I
realized. Even the plastic was gone. And the spare swimsuits were
all neatly on shelves, except there were more of them now to
replace the open ones.

Was this part of this service Bryce had
talked about, that came in the night and cleaned everything?

There were no one-piece suits that fit me
now. It was just luck I'd found one the other day. I'm slender, but
a bit top-heavy, and one pieces rarely handled that well. I felt
kind of guilty opening the bikinis to try a few on, wondering if
they'd all be carted away and thrown away that evening. I resolved
to keep whichever one I chose and take it back to my room.

They were all thongs again. Some were
awfully glittery and didn't look like something you should play
with dogs in. And in the back of my head was the thought that Mr.
Hunter might stop by again. I wanted to look... sexually
attractive!

Not that I was actually thinking of doing
anything with him! I mean, he was old enough to be my father!
But... well, I wouldn't want him to change his mind about me being
hot. I settled on a black number which was reasonably simple and
unadorned.

But like the one-piece it was small and high
cut, with a narrow front and slim straps angling up high on my
hips, and a narrow, inverted triangle at the back. I blushed just
thinking of him looking at my virtually bare ass in this! The top
was the right size but it left half my breasts bare. They also
squeezed them together to produce some uh, attractive looking
cleavage. Still it wasn't... especially immodest, or at least, no
more than anything else.

I went out and swam with the dogs, threw
things for them to chase and then rinsed them off, without Hunter
showing up. I wasn't sure if I was relieved or disappointed in
that. I wasn't in any big rush to change, though. After having
rinsed the dogs off I had to brush them out nicely so did that back
at their doggy houses still wearing the bikini.

And then, out of the blue, there he was!

“Ah, Warren, working hard, I see,” he said
from behind me.

I gasped and blushed and stood up quickly,
turning around. I was still really self-conscious about wearing a
thong!

“Nice bathing suit,” he said.

I flushed even more deeply.

“Dogs giving you any trouble?”

“N-No, sir!” I gulped, my voice squeaking a
bit.

He was wearing a bathing suit himself! And
his chest was every bit as impressive as I had thought it was the
other day. So were his shoulders!

“I waited for you to finish so I could have
my swim. I don't swim with dogs,” he said. “But I thought I'd stop
by and check on things.”

“I-I'm fine, sir!” I gulped.

He backed up and half turned away, then
turned his head back.

“Logically, you know, it would make sense
for you to stay in a bathing suit rather than sweating through your
T-shirts and shorts. Just an idea, Warren,” he said.

Then he walked away, across the yard towards
the pool.

I stared after him, face hot. What had he
meant by that!?

Okay, on the face of it he was right. It
would make sense. But what he he meant!?

Did he mean he'd like me to walk around in a
thong bikini more often!? I bet he would!

Of course, the indignation that accompanied
that thought also brought another flush of pride.

Maybe I should show up for dinner like this,
I thought, a bit smugly.

I squatted and resumed brushing Mindy,
wishing Mrs. Hunter had got dogs with shorter hair, or at least,
smaller dogs. With that done I got up and turned, intending to go
back to the pool and change. I hesitated, and felt my chest
tighten. Mr. Hunter might still be there!

I agonized over that for a few long minutes.
On the one hand, the thought of him seeing me in this bikini
brought embarrassment but also a kind of... well... flirty sense of
pride. Then on the third hand was the worry that he might think my
coming over there was some kind of attempt to see him again and
maybe... I don't know... stuff!

But my clothes were there, so it was either
go get them or go into the house in this bikini and upstairs to my
room to change. And then, since he'd probably seen my clothes in
the little hut he'd wonder why I did that.

The little hut! I flushed again. For in
addition to my top and shorts my bra and panties were there! He'd
probably seen them! Would that turn him on or would he sneer at me
because they were so... cheap and modest?

I finally decided the only intelligent,
mature thing to do was to go and get my clothes and change out of
this suit. So that's what I did. But I was gripped by anxiety as I
headed across the lawn. I couldn't see the pool directly because of
tall hedges around it.

Again, I was both relieved and disappointed
when I got there and there was no sign of him. I looked at the pool
and, well, it was hot and why not take another dip before changing?
I took off my glasses and put them on the table, then waded into
the pool. When it was waist deep I threw myself forward, doing the
breast stroke through it to the far side, then turning and swimming
back.

And there he was, coming out of the little
hut! And he still had on nothing but a bathing suit!

He frowned at me when he saw me, though and
I felt instantly anxious that he'd think I was goofing off and
lazy. He had a squeeze bottle of something in his hand as I waded
out of the pool and walked over to me I saw he was putting some
kind of oil – almost certainly sunscreen, on himself.

“Warren,” he said in disapproval.

“Uhm, I uh, thought you were done, sir and
since I had to come back and get my clothes I thought I'd uh, just
have a quick – .”

“Why aren't you wearing sunscreen?”

I stared at him for a long moment, my train
of thought abruptly derailed.

“My son said you were extremely smart. You
got into MIT on a scholarship. Yet I see a girl with very fair skin
walking around in the late morning sun without any sunscreen
on.”

He walked right up until he sort of loomed
over me, frowning down.

I gulped, looking up, feeling a wild mixture
of emotions, including self-consciousness but also a sort of
breathless sense of... of something. I mean, he was so big and
so... male and so right in my face!

“I'm sure a smart girl like you must be
aware, Warren, that in our society, a woman's attractiveness gives
her a certain degree of social power,” he said. “You don't have
money so your looks are all you've got, along with your brain, of
course.”

“I-I'm... I mean, I don't think my looks are
what I need in life, Mr. Hunter,” I said.

He snorted. “Yes, yes, the feminist belief
that looks are unimportant. That's ideological wishful thinking,
Warren. If you examine any psychological or social study you'll
quickly learn that the more attractive you are the better deals you
get from life. Attractive people get hired faster and promoted
faster. Judges and juries tend to let them off more often and
people want to be friends with them. You use whatever you've
got.”

And with that he put his hand on my
shoulder. It was, as I said, a big hand! And it was all oily and
slippery as he turned me abruptly so my back was to him and started
to slide both hands firmly over my shoulders and down my back!

I gulped, feeling my pulse rate pick up
really quickly.

“You don't have friends or connections or
family, Warren,” he said. “So you need to make use of what tools
you have, and nature gave you a good one. You can't tell a book by
it's cover is an old axiom, and it's mostly true. But a good cover
gets people to open it and examine the book. You don't believe me?
Ask the publishing companies. They put a lot of effort into
designing attractive covers.”

His hand was moving entirely... well...
businesslike over my skin. I mean, it wasn't... like he was
fondling me or anything! At the same time it wasn't moving very
fast, either. It was stroking smoothly and gently, and I flushed as
his hand moved under the bra strap, stroking along my shoulder
blades and up between them!

“You should get your hair properly styled,
too, and get rid of those glasses,” he said, gesturing towards them
sitting on the table as his other hand slid lower along my
back.

“I-I can't a-afford expensive haircuts like
those girls at school!” I gulped. “And contacts cost money!”

His hands were stroking along my hips at the
top of my little suit and then down along the outside of my thigh,
but then he sort of half curled his big arm around me, his hand
sliding up and down along the front of my thigh, and then my inner
thigh so that the edge of his hand actually pressed briefly against
the very slim crotch of the swimsuit!

I felt a jolt at that but he quickly moved
it up along the front of my thigh and over my abdomen, which was
almost entirely bare, and over my stomach.

“I was thinking more along the lines of
laser eye surgery,” he said as his hand rose.

“Th-that's even more expensive!” I squeaked,
my heart pounding. “I-I can...can put this on myself, sir!”

“Most employers have medical coverage, you
know. Most good ones anyway. And that would include eye care.
You're an informal employee, it's true, but the expense would be
trivial.”

What?! Was he suggesting... surely he wasn't
saying that he would pay for me to have laser surgery done on my
eyes! That cost thousands of dollars!

His hand slid down the other thigh, stroking
it, and again the edge pressed against the crotch of my suit! This
time it lasted longer, as his hand rubbed oil into my inner thigh
the edge stroked up and down right against my crotch!

I felt an incredible rush of something
almost alien in that touch, and almost jumped away, but then he
moved further behind me, his hand sliding along my back again.

“The glasses get in the way of you seeing to
the dogs properly, too,” he said. “At least in water play. I don't
see why that shouldn't be attended to. I can have it done today if
you like.”

“T-Today!?”

“When you're me, you don't wait in line,
Warren,” he sniffed.

“But – !”

His hand slid down past the slim strips of
my bathing suit bottom and began to stroke across my bare
buttocks!

I felt another wild jolt! I froze, gasping,
my head spinning with uncertainties as his warm, slippery hand
caressed my buttocks, then slid between them and between my thighs.
This time there was no doubt, as his hand rubbed directly along my
crotch!

I gasped and stumbled forward – right into
the table there, and had to throw my hands forward to grab it so I
didn't fall!

“An exchange, Warren,” he said. “Something
beneficial to both parties.”

His big, warm, slippery, firm hand was
directly rubbing me through the little thong bottom and it was
causing this tremendous thrumming and pulsing of... sensation
there! And that flashed through my body like a wildfire so that I
felt my nipples instantly tighten and tingle inside the bra
cups!

“I-I-I... s-sir... M-Mr... Mr... Hunter!” I
gasped.

His other hand slid up my back onto the back
of my neck, and it pressed me forward, and down, so that I bent
over more. Then at the same time, then at the almost the same time,
I felt the fingers of the other hand slide in beneath the thong and
tug it down a bit!

I felt the tight, slim straps sliding down
my well-oiled hips, felt the crotch pulling away, and then his bare
hand was on my bare sex, slippery, warm and very, very, very male!
I gurgled helplessly at a wild, churning flood of confused emotions
and sensations as his fingers gently stroked me there!

I felt that whirling, churning rush turn
into a veritable Niagara Falls! It stunned me into immobility as
his fingers gently caressed the line of my sex, and then pushed
between my tight labia to stroke upward across my clitoris!

My mouth was opening and closing as words
tumbled through my mind, but I couldn't put any of them into a
sequence to express what I was thinking – because my mind was
filled with a wild cacophony of emotions!

And sensation! The feel of his fingers
rubbing against me was sending an incredible burst of sensation up
through my body, and the more he rubbed the more intense those
sensations were! His fingers were rubbing up and down between the
lips of my sex, now, across my clitoris!

His other hand on the back of my neck was
gradually getting heavier, and I didn't even notice it! I was
bending further and further as the oiled fingers between the lips
of my sex shifted angles, and I felt one slowly dip into the mouth
of my sex, dip and prod and push and then slide deeper!

His finger, like his hand, was big! I
whimpered, overcome with emotions and a scalding rush of sensation,
and then it was sliding deeper, pulling back, sliding deeper,
pulling back, as my breasts began to flatten against the table
top!

He impatiently drew his hand back, then
jerked the thong down fully so it slid to my ankles! Then he lifted
my left leg up and roughly spread it wide.

“M-M-Mister Hunter!” I gasped.

His hand was at my sex again, and now that
finger slid smoothly into me, deep inside me! I choked on my next
words, moaning as the finger slid in and out and then was joined by
a second! They twisted and turned within me, pushing downward
towards my belly as his thumb stroked hard and fast across my
clitoris!

His fingers drew back and then pushed
forward again – or – something did! It felt wider, thicker than his
fingers, and softer! I moaned as the lips of my sex stretched wider
and wider, and then it pushed slowly into my body and I knew it
wasn't fingers!

I was again overcome by shock, but the wild
thrill of a deep, intense excitement and anticipation was gripping
my body and mind, and that was growing more and more powerful with
every passing second!

He's fucking me! I thought wildly! So
this is what it feels like!

I had no hymen, of course. I mean, I might
have lived life in shy solitude for the most part, but I wasn't
completely innocent. I had experimented with masturbation, and that
included, for me at least, a delicious sense of excitement at
penetration. So I had always used penetration in my self-pleasure,
either my fingers, or things like a hairbrush handle or carrot or
something similar.

He felt much bigger than anything else I'd
ever had inside me, though, as he pushed in slowly, drew back,
pushed in, drew back, and pushed in deeper! His slippery hands, in
the meantime, slid up and down my body, and I gasped as I realized
he'd undone the straps of the bikini top!

He was no longer pressing against the back
of my neck, and I almost instinctively tried to rise! And then his
hands slid around me and cupped my breasts, big, warm, slippery
hands, squeezing and kneading my breasts as I felt his warm breath
against the back of my neck!

Oh my God, they felt so good!

My breasts thrummed and throbbed with warm,
delicious energy as his fingers kneaded them, and all I could do
was suck in ragged breaths of air as he kissed his way along the
back and side of my neck and up under my hair and mashed my breasts
between his big fingers!

Then his bare chest was pressing more firmly
against my back, bending me further forward as his hips began to
grind against me, delivering short little thrusts to push himself
deeper! My body felt... electric! I felt as if I was burning up,
crackling sexual energy cascading through my overheated body as his
hips pressed firmly against my raised bottom and ground against
me.

I could feel his big cock deep inside, sort
of twisting, shifting, and then he started to pump, using short
strokes at first, but then longer and longer ones as I gurgled and
gasped and grunted in helpless animal heat!

And that's what I felt like! An animal! It
was as if my mind had fled, leaving just these dark, animal
instincts that craved pleasure and passion! All higher orders of
thought were pushed to the background as I felt my body glorying in
the deep, powerful penetration and he began to stroke with more and
more authority!

He seemed to straighten, his hand pressing
down against the back of my neck again. I felt his other hand
gripping my thigh, jerking it wider, then he slapped my bottom
sharply enough it stung and I gasped.

His hips used a looooong stroke for the
first time, drawing himself almost all the way back, then thrusting
himself fully inside me! He pulled out entirely, rubbed himself
against my entrance, then pushed into me and thrust deep! Then he
started pumping steadily, using long, hard strokes that had his
hips slapping against my raised buttocks!

It felt so... so wanton, so lewd and
lecherous and slutty and wild and sexual! A part of me was
horrified but mostly I felt exultant. My mind was bathed in fiery
lust and excitement and the knowledge I was no longer a virgin felt
wonderful!

It was also, of course, incredibly
startling! I hadn't prepared for this! At the same time, it was so
much more... thrilling and pleasurable than I had imagined it would
be! I mean, I've read lots of stories from women about their first
time, and most of them said it was awful, that their lover had been
thoughtless, drunk and ignorant of what to do.

None of those could be used to describe Mr.
Hunter! He was a man who knew what he wanted and knew what he was
doing! He felt... masterful! For the first time in my life I really
understood the term 'manhandled' and being manhandled excited me
for reasons I couldn't even begin to understand!

I was... I was kind of writhing, jerking,
the muscles in my hips spasming, and I pressed my hands against the
table, pushing up, only to feel his hand grip the hair behind my
neck and jerk sharply on it so I cried out, startled!

He all-but dragged my upper body off the
table, up and back so I was almost standing upward, though with my
legs spread wide.

“Hot little slut,” he growled, chewing on my
throat!

Chewing on it! I gurgled helplessly as he
held me by the hair, and then his other hand slid over my hip and
down between my legs, finding my clitoris as it rubbed hard and
fast!

I cried out, then again as he roughly bent
me over once more so my bare breasts pillowed out against the
table! But his hand was still holding my hair, and his other was
still rubbing my clitoris as he thrust into me again hard!

It wasn't like I'd never had an orgasm. Like
I said, I had explored self-pleasure and certainly enjoyed it. But
there are, as I now realized, orgasms and then Orgasms! This one
started like the usual, spreading up through my belly and then
taking over my body, and I quivered as my muscles spasmed!

And then it surged upward into a strength
and power like nothing I'd ever felt before! I cried out in
helpless, animal heat and pleasure, again and again, as the orgasm
tore through me! All the while my body jerked under the now violent
pounding of his hips against my buttocks as he thrust his cock into
me like a spear!

I had never experienced anything like this
level of arousal! My body was trembling with the heat and sexual
pressure gripping me! I was gulping in air as fast as I could,
totally lost to the shock of what was happening, to the
overpowering flood of lust and pleasure, to the amazement of the
feel of him inside me, or the realizing he actually was
inside me!

This was actually happening! And I could
feel the size of him moving in and out, the head of him seeing
to... to punch against the back wall of my sex with every thrust! A
feverish heat gripped my mind so that I couldn't think or move,
only stare dazedly ahead through glazed eyes, gasping and
whimpering as the storm of sensation continued.

It was so.... wonderful! Like nothing in my
life!

The second orgasm that hit was a tornado of
sensation churning through my body, and that hard cock slicing
violently through the folds of my tight sex was driving repeated
explosive burst of heat and unbearable pleasure right through the
middle of it!

There were no thoughts in my head but a
frantic addiction to that all-consuming pleasure! It was glorious!
Rapture! My body trembled and shook as he rode me savagely, and I
could barely retain enough sanity to remember to breath!

And then it slowly fled, leaving me barely
conscious, eyes slitted, jaw slack, grunting dazedly as his hips
continued to slam into my buttocks until, with a final flurry of
deep thrusts, he came inside me
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I thought absolutely nothing of him drawing
my wrists up and back behind me and crossing them. I thought
absolutely nothing of absolutely everything! I was... dazed, and
just lay there in the deep, languorous aftermath, as if my mind had
been so blasted by that incredible heat and orgasm it was incapable
of thought.

But that didn't last long. I mean, even as
he did something, putting something around my wrists, I could kind
of feel the cobwebs breaking and floating away, and my mind started
to function again.

The first thought, of course, was remorse,
and embarrassment, and guilt, and then a degree of indignation at
what he'd done without my consent! I felt his hand pulling me
backward off the table, and then I was sitting awkwardly back
across his lap as he sat down in the chair next to the table.

Sitting across his lap I was a little taller
than him, but not a lot, and I squirmed a bit as he examined my
breasts and then cupped one in his hand. My hands pulled and pulled
and then my mind finally figured that they were stuck behind me
somehow.

“Wh-What – ?”

I twisted my head from side to side, trying
to see them. But they were bound together, wrists crossed, and I
couldn't see by what! Then he seized my hair behind my neck and
jerked my head up and back, making me cry out as my back
arched.

I felt his mouth on my breast, his teeth
sinking into the soft flesh and then a suction as his tongue lapped
at my nipple!

His hand pushed my leg apart and then his
fingers were rubbing at my sex, at my clitoris, as I tried to
figure out what to do, what to say, or even what was going on!

He jerked my head forward by the hair, and
down and then his lips were against my mouth against my breast, and
they... tasted like strawberry as they closed tightly against my
mouth!

I moaned into them as he kissed me, hard,
passionately! It was an overwhelming kiss, a kiss that was like he
was trying to eat at my mouth! His tongue shot in against mine,
twisting and turning, teasing and taunting, caressing my tongue as
his lips slid against me.

And then I felt his fingers penetrate me,
two of them, sliding up inside me as I shuddered, moaning a
confused, half-hearted complaint into his mouth. They slid deep,
all the way to the knuckles, and then his thumb started to rub
against the top of my sex, against my clitoris. It rubbed from side
to side, then straight up in quick little strokes, then side to
side again.

Meanwhile, the pads of his fingers inside me
felt as if they were rubbing against the wall of my sex!

And suddenly he jerked back on my hair
again, forcing my lips away from his, forcing my head up and back,
making my back arch again! I felt his mouth against the center of
my breast, chewing, sucking, licking, as I sobbed dazedly.

“P-Please!” I gasped. “Please!” I moaned
desperately.

He jerked forward on my hair, his mouth
coming off my breast.

“Please what? Am I hurting you, Warren?” he
asked.

The question... confused me. No, he wasn't
hurting me! Was he crazy!?

“N-No!” I gasped.

He jerked back on my hair again and I cried
out as my back arched and his mouth found my breast, sucking and …
chewing! God!

“M-Mister Hunter!” I gasped.

It felt suddenly weird to call him that. I
mean, given he had just taken my virginity and given me an
incredible orgasm – two of them, but... I didn't even know his
first name!

He jerked forward on my head and hair again,
and I gasped aloud.

“What is it, Warren?” he asked in a mild
tone.

Yes, what was it? What was it I wanted to
say? What did I want him to do!?

I stared at him stupidly, unable to figure
that out, and then cried out again as he once more jerked back on
my hair and started to chew and suck and lick at my breast and
nipple! My nipple was crackling and burning and when he sucked on
it I felt my toes want to curl!

That sexual pressure which had faded with
the explosive orgasm was rebuilding! My body was already overheated
and thrumming with a rising heat and hunger! And the fingers at my
sex were making me want to squirm and writhe on his lap!

And then as the sexual heat rose and the
arousal became a feverish need once more I lost myself to the
pleasure and gave up even thinking about anything else! I just sat
and gasped and trembled and moaned as he chewed and sucked on my
breasts, and fingered my sex, until, with three fingers thrusting
into me, he brought me to another wild, shattering climax!

“You're nicely responsive, Warren,” he said.
“I like that in a girl.”

I heard him but I barely noted what he was
saying. I was groaning in that languorous afterglow once more.

He slipped his arms under me and sort of
lifted me as he leaned forward, then lowered me to my knees on the
ground. I tried to catch myself but of course, my wrists were still
tied behind me somehow.

“Let's see what you can do in return,” he
said.

He gripped my hair and pulled my head and
upper body forward between his legs, and for the first time I
actually looked at his lower body naked. I gulped as I saw his cock
curled up there in seeming innocence amid a short, trimmed tangle
of pubic hair.

He gripped it and kind of lifted it up and
back against his abdomen, then guided my face forward.

“Start on my balls,” he said.

I blinked. Start? Start what!?

All right. I had actually given oral sex
before, though only a few times. But that had made a lot of use of
my hands, which I couldn't just now. Still, I realized what he
wanted and cringed a bit even as I acknowledged I didn't really
have much choice.

I kissed one of his testicles as he pushed
my face against them, then hesitantly pushed my tongue out and
licked at it. It tasted of strawberry.

“What's wrong?” he asked.

I gulped anxiously. “Uhm... d-doesn't it
have... isn't that sunscreen on it... sir?”

He chuckled throatily. “The lotion in
question is very environmentally friendly, Warren. My wife and
daughter wouldn't have anything else. It's vegetable based, which,
by sheer coincidence, actually makes it edible.”

I licked at him again, then gasped as he
jammed my face against his crotch.

“Open your mouth wider, girl,” he
ordered.

I obeyed, moaning, and he guided my mouth
towards his balls.

“Suck them into your mouth.”

Oh!

I did. They looked so funny, and it felt so
weird having them in my mouth, but not... not gross, really. I
licked at them while they were in my mouth, then started to kind of
suck

“Harder,” he ordered.

I obeyed, licking and sucking harder, until
he eased my head back, then pressed my face against his cock.

“Lick.”

I licked my way up and down his cock, and
saw it starting to grow, to thicken and harden as he had me take
the head into my mouth. I moaned and sucked rhythmically, still not
really thinking about why I was doing this. I mean, events had kind
of run ahead of my mind and I was still trying to catch up.

As he hardened I began to bob up and down,
sucking and licking, and then began to feel a sense of amazement,
almost awe, because he was getting so much thicker and longer and …
and it was really impressive and... started to make me feel
breathless!

I know that they say size doesn't matter.
And I suppose from a purely physiological point of view they're
right. But the most important sexual organ is the brain, and when I
saw the length and thickness, and felt it sliding over my tongue,
and my lips had to spread wide as the slick shaft moved in and out
– believe me, it mattered!

I moaned as he gripped my hair firmly, and
my wrists tugged against whatever was binding them and I felt this
flash of... of... something dark, thrilling and intense. It
was this sense of being so completely... dominated by this
big, powerful MAN! I was helpless before him, kneeling naked and
bound, and rather than being at all scared the thought was rousing
something within me to set my lower belly thrumming with a wild
heat again!

This kind of melted more of my inhibitions
and I began to almost assume this mindset that I was his to do with
whatever he wanted, that I had to obey his orders and service his
body like I was some sort of sex slave or something!

He jerked back on my hair, pulling my head
up and back sharply, and I cried out as I lost my balance and fell
back onto my back on the grass. I panted, chest heaving, looking up
at him as he looked down at me.

“Roll over,” he growled.

I felt a shudder pass through me as I
obeyed.

“On your knees.”

Another dark rush of heat rolled through me
as I raised my bottom up into the air, and another as I spread my
legs. This was such a … a sexual position! More than that, it was
such a submissive position, my bottom raised, my head down, waiting
for him to mount me like a bull!

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

I felt so hot, inside and out! I obeyed as
he slid off the chair to kneel behind me.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped as he slapped my bottom.

His big hands gripped my waist and kind of
jerked back, forcing my belly in closer against my upright thighs.
Then his hands slid over my buttocks, kneading and caressing them.
One of them slid down the back of my right leg, curved in along the
inside and slid back up, then over my sex!

I was still oily, and so were his hands, as
his fingers massaged me there. Then a long, thick finger pushed
into me, then a second, and I gasped as a third worked its way into
my tight, aching, burning sex! I gasped as I felt another finger
prodding at my back opening, then dipping into me. I wanted to
complain but... but I didn't!

I couldn't complain! He could do anything he
wanted to me! That was my mindset. I don't mean because I was
physically helpless, or even because he was my boss, but just...
that was how I felt!

I squeaked and moaned as his finger dipped
and rubbed at my back opening, while his other fingers thrust in
and out of my sex. His other hand moved in under my abdomen and his
fingers began to massage my clitoris.

The raw sensations began to grow in power
and strength, and I began to tremble with the buildup of sexual
pressure within me again!

The finger in my ass... it was so thick! It
pushed in all the way, and I knew it was his thumb because I could
feel the flat of his hand against my flesh as his other fingers
thrust in and out of my sex! Muscles in my abdomen were starting to
spasm, and my hips were beginning to roll up and back at his
plunging fingers.

Then he abruptly pulled his fingers out of
me and repositioned his body.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom again and now I felt
something else pushing into my ass. It was thicker than his thumb,
but softer, and I felt a belated realization he was going to fuck
me in the ass!

My God, I thought. First he fucks me, then I
suck his cock and now he's going to fuck me in the ass, all in the
space of a few minutes! And I didn't even know his name! I started
to feel a sense of shame, but it was quickly washed away in the
rising heat as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into the soft
flesh of my body.

The idea of that should have kind of grossed
me out. Certainly I had always thought of it as gross before, on
the rare occasions when it had entered my mind for one reason or
another. Now it didn't seem gross. Now it seemed... nasty, but in a
wild, exciting way. It seemed... daring, wicked, and also made me
feel again how dominated I was being!

And that excited me! He was a big, handsome,
rich, powerful, dominant male! Wasn't he exactly what my body and
all my instincts were supposed to crave? I gasped and moaned as his
cock moved even deeper, to the point I was starting to feel
discomfort.

But that didn't really matter compared to
the storm of heat and wild excitement. He could have done almost
anything to me just then and it would have excited me! He slapped
my bottom several times, and I never felt the slightest resentment!
It just reminded me he was the guy in charge! He was the big man! I
was just his helpless, obedient little sex toy!

Which was outrageous, really. I mean, I
should have been outraged by the very thought. But I wasn't.
Instead it made my blood burn!

He was starting to pump in and out, fucking
my ass, his hands sliding over my buttocks and along my waist. And
then he leaned over me more, his hands and powerful wrists pressing
into the grass on either side of my shoulders. He dropped his body
lower, so his elbows supported him, and jerked my hair up and
back.

His lips moved hungrily along my neck,
chewing and kissing and lightly nibbling. With his big body atop me
now, pinning me down, I felt even more in his power, even more
helpless, and then he began to thrust hard, and deep enough his
hips began to hit my buttocks!

Those deep thrusts were a little painful, at
first, as the head of his shaft punched against something deep
inside me. But it seemed like my body soon learned to accommodate
it, and the raw fire and lust grew even more powerful, enveloping
me in a sexual haze which had me gasping and panting!

My whole body began to shudder to the impact
of his hips on my buttocks, my insides resonating with the hard
thrusting of his cock through my belly! His right hand slid down
under my hip and his fingers found my clitoris again. Then his left
pushed under my neck, fingers curling up and back, and closed
around my throat!

I gurgled, eyes starting to bulge as a
little as my breathing got harder! Then, abruptly, I couldn't
breath at all! My head began to pound and I gurgled helplessly, as
he continued to slam into my bottom!

His fingers eased their grip and I gulped
and gasped for breath, but then they tightened again, and my head
pounded! I was getting light-headed as he eased his grip once more,
letting me gasp for breath, but then he closed his fingers
again.

The orgasm hit and I screamed silently,
unable to exhale, my eyes bulging as my hips jerked frantically up
and back. His fingers were rubbing my clitoris furiously as he
drove his cock into me from behind, and the explosive force of the
orgasm seemed to build up inside my head as if he had held it
locked inside by his fingers around my throat!

I trembled and shook and convulsions tore
through my body as the orgasm went on and on and on, and only when
I thought I would pass out – not that I cared about that – did he
open his fingers for me to draw in loud, ragged, frantic breaths,
each of which I cried out as the orgasm continued to tear apart my
mind!

And then, his triphammer hips, beating at my
bottom, halted. It was like a violent earthquake suddenly stopping,
where your body keeps shaking in anticipation. He pulled out and I
just lay there, gasping as he stood up and moved away.

He went over to the shower and rinsed
himself off, even used the soap to rinse off the lotion.

I continued to kneel there, gasping, and
then slowly fell over onto my side with a dazed groan.

He came back to me and did something to
untie my wrists before straightening.

“You still have work to do, Warren.”

He pulled on his swimsuit and then walked
back to the house.

I pulled my arms forward, groaning, and saw
that the top of the bikini was still tied to one wrist. I sat up
after a minute and plucked it off, feeling woozy and
shell-shocked.

Had that really happened!? To me!? How could
that have happened!? To me!?”

That was simply not the sort of thing that I
did!

I stumbled to my feet, my mind returning,
along with a flood of guilt and indignation and outrage and
self-recrimination. Not to mention the awareness that I was naked
outside where anyone could see me from the house's windows!

I found my thong and slipped it on, then
untangled the bra, my back to the house, and donned it. I was not
going to shower under that shower-head out here in the open! I
mean, it was all well and good to use it to rinse off salt water
but not... not this!

I went into the hut, stripped off the
bathing suit I had just put on, and put on my clothes, not caring
that I was slick with lotion. Then I made my dazed way up to the
house to my room, before stripping again and having a shower.

I was befuddled, confused, bewildered. Mr.
Hunter's behavior was not particularly shocking to me. Men will do
whatever you let them get away with, after all. I've known that for
years. My confusion was over why I had let him get away with all
that!

Of course, trying to puzzle my way through
this kept immersing me in the memories of what had happened. And
they were... scalding! Unbelievable! And they echoed with the
incredible heat and passion and... I admitted to myself, lust,
which had gripped my body and mind all through it.

My own sexual desire had overpowered me, not
Mr. Hunter. What I couldn't figure out was why!

Granted, he was an attractive man in almost
every way, if a bit cold. But while acknowledging that I couldn't
recall being particularly attracted to him. I mean, yes, I thought
he had a nice body and was good looking. But what about his
personality? Nothing about what he had showed me had caused me to
feel close to him, to even feel as if we were friends, let alone
feel sufficiently attracted to him for a sexual relationship!

All I could figure was that I had given into
my animal instincts. I had given into sexual feelings which had
been long suppressed, perhaps, and powerful. I had craved the
feeling of a physically powerful man who would... use me...
hard.

Well, that wasn't all that unusual, I
thought to myself. I mean, a big powerful handsome man who would
throw a girl into bed, and treat her like a man should was a staple
of every period romance, and God knew I'd read enough of them.

I just didn't know how strongly I was
influenced by that sort of desire until today!

I was sore inside! He had really pounded me!
Front and back! God! And I had come like a whore! He must think I
was a whore! He had certainly treated me like one!

I had certainly acted like one, I thought
guiltily.

Yet wallowing in guilt was hard because my
memories continued to tighten my chest and make my nipples tingle!
I had never experienced such incredible heights of arousal or
pleasure in my life! I hadn't even known it was possible to feel
such powerful sensations!

And I had become instantly addicted. I
wanted more! My body wanted more! My mind certainly wanted
more!

As my soap slippery hands moved over my body
they reminded me of how his oiled hands had caressed me, especially
when I caressed and squeezed my breasts! And that made me thrum low
in my belly, despite the ache I was feeling there!

And after I rinsed off and dried off and was
looking at myself in the mirror, I flushed again just... thinking
of him looking at me like this! I gulped to see teeth marks around
my nipples and on my breasts! God! My nipples hardened immediately
as I stared.

I turned and bent way over, turning my head,
trying to see myself as he saw me. I couldn't, of course, for his
view would have been higher. Still, it made me flush.

After I'd done my hair... what else could I
do but get dressed and go back to work? I went down to see the
dogs, then took them for a light run. I gave them both a bath, and
brushed out their hair nicely, changed their water again, and fed
them.

But what had happened with Mr. Hunter was
never far from my mind. I cringed at the thought of Bryce finding
out, and him telling all the people he knew at school what a whore
I was. Oh well, it wasn't like I was going to see those people
again anyway, nor like they were friends.

Probably Mr. Hunter wouldn't tell him,
though. He wouldn't want his wife to find out, after all. And it
just wasn't the sort of thing a man told his son, I was sure.

But the thing which then began to fill my
mind was a sense of doubt and anxiety over what I was going to do
if Mr. Hunter wanted to that again! A part of me wanted to think,
well, he would never dare. I mean, his behavior had been outrageous
and he should be ashamed of himself!

I wasn't convinced of that, though.

So what would I do if he decided he wanted
sex again!? Say no!? How did I do that?! What if he got mad and
fired me!? I was anxious about how I could persuade him to leave me
alone.

At the same time I was feeling grave doubts
about whether I wanted him to leave me alone! Like I said, my body
and mind both wanted more of that stuff!

The thought of it was... daunting, but I
wanted more anyway!
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I was going to skip lunch. I just... was too
embarrassed and uncomfortable at the thought of eating lunch with
Mr. Hunter! But Paul, the butler, called on the house phone and
asked why I hadn't come to lunch.

“Uhm, I'm uh, not that hungry, Paul,” I
said.

“Mr. Hunter said that it's important for
people who work hard to eat a decent meal. He left instructions to
ensure you did so before he left on business.”

“Oh, well, uh, okay.”

I went down and ate. He had prepared a very
nice salad, plus something called butternut squash soup and then
California lamb chops with baked apple. He ignored my protests it
was all too much.

“The engine must be fed,” he said. “And you
may as well use premium.”

I sighed and ate. It was all delicious,
after all, and he had obviously put in the time to make it.

I felt stuffed afterward!

“How am I supposed to run around with dogs
feeling like a blimp?” I complained.

“It will fade. In the meantime, you might go
upstairs and select something to wear for dinner.”

I looked up at him.

“Remember what Mr. Hunter said. He believes
in dressing for dinner.”

“Oh.” I felt a rush of anxiety at the
thought of having dinner with him!

“I doubt this girl will be happy at me
wearing her clothes,” I said.

“She's not your employer.”

“Where is her room anyway?”

“I shall show you.”

So he led me upstairs and down the hall and
into another immense room like mine, only bigger. It was all modern
furniture, though. I figured she had demanded the right to decorate
it herself. I certainly would if it was mine. He led me to the
closet and I did a bit of a doubletake.

When I say closet I mean room. It was
big!

“Wow,” I said, looking around.

“The rich are different,” he said.

The room had cupboards completely filling
the walls for like fifteen feet down both sides. It had a big... I
won't call it a dresser... in the middle. I didn't know what to
call it. Think of a long, low dresser with its back pressed against
a similar one. It was kind of like that. There were hundreds of
shoes on special, angled shelves on the wall!

Paul opened up a couple of the
cupboards.

“I would suggest you select from here,” he
said. “Unfortunately, most of Ms. Hunter's clothes are meant for
going out dancing, and she tends to prefer bright colors. You need
something subdued, black or gray or darker primary colors like
blue, green or brown.”

I looked at some of them.

“I don't think these will fit,” I said.

“Ms. Hunter takes after her mother and is
shorter than you and... more petite,” he said, with a glance at my
chest followed by raised eyebrow.

“Well what should I do?”

He snorted. “Have you ever heard the story
of when Joe Walsh and John Belushi decided to go to a fancy hotel
in New York?”

I stared up at him. “Who?”

He made a face. “They're... celebrities. The
Eagles? It doesn't matter. The maitre'd wouldn't let them in
because they weren't properly dressed. They wore jeans, you see.
Even for a bribe of several hundred dollars he refused to budge.
People must be dressed properly in a fine restaurant, you see.”

“Uh huh.”

“So they bought a can of spray paint at a
nearby store and sprayed their jeans black.”

I felt my eyes widen.

“Then they walked back in and had no
difficulty being seated. All the maitre'd saw were black pants,
which was what was required, you see. Similarly, if you wear a
black dress, no maitre'd will refuse to seat you because it doesn't
fit properly. Do you take my meaning?”

“I guess.”

“The form must be observed, however
imperfectly, in polite society,” he said.

He left and I started to examine black
dresses. It quickly became obvious to me, though, that not only did
this girl like short skirts and dresses, but she was a good deal
shorter than I was. She also was considerably smaller in the
chest.

That meant virtually everything was too
tight and too short! Of course, Hunter had already seen me stark
naked, so I supposed that shouldn't matter too much. And since I'd
be sitting at a table the length of the skirt wouldn't be so
important.

I chose a black dress with built-in bra that
had thin, spaghetti straps going over the shoulders. It was tight,
but not as tight as some others, and because it was kind of a slip
dress it would hang as it would. That meant it was pretty short at
the hem, of course, which was slit, in addition, but like I said,
I'd be sitting down anyway.

Of course, my breasts were too big for the
cups but they were still safely inside the dress, with only the top
couple of inches showing. It wasn't particularly modest, but
nothing this girl had was. The slut!

Still, even if it would only be Hunter, who
had already seen me naked, the thought of wearing it made me
anxious. I'd spent most of the last four years dressing down,
wearing loose, shapeless clothes. Wearing something so, well,
revealing, made my stomach thrum somewhat.

I had never worn anything with cleavage or
anything that even really did anything but de-emphasize the size of
my chest. This thin slip dress made it abundantly clear that, uhm,
I was abundantly endowed!

But there was nothing for it. I took it back
to my room, got dressed in my 'work clothes' and went back to
work.

And then Mr. Hunter showed up. I had almost,
just for a minute, forgotten him as I cleaned up the little doggy
yard. Then there he was, and suddenly it was like my body was so
tense and my chest was tight and I could hardly breath!

“Miss Warren,” he said.

I gulped.

“You look hot,” he said.

I gulped, but then realized he meant that
literally, and not as a compliment.

“It's uhm, very... warm out today,” I said,
a bit breathlessly.

“You'd be cooler if you were wearing a
bathing suit.”

I felt another jolt.

“I-I guess,” I gulped.

“You know, when I suggested that you simply
wear a bathing suit all the time I was just speaking off-handed,
but now that I consider it, it's actually quite a good idea. And
the service simply replaces the dirty ones each evening
anyway.”

“I'd get sunburned,” I gulped.

He smiled and I flushed.

“Not if you're wearing the proper
sunscreen,” he said.

I flushed even more!

“I wouldn't want that lovely skin of yours
to be marred or burned,” he said.

My heart was beating really fast at this
point!

He stepped back and I could breath a bit
better.

“I spoke to my people about getting your
eyes done.”

I stared at him.

“Come with me.”

“Uhm...”

What else was I to do!?

I scurried after him as he walked across the
big grass field.

“The problem is that once you get the
operation you're laid up in bed for a few days and then aren't able
to do things like swim and engage in too much exercise for the
following weeks,” he said. “That would make it hard for you to do
your job. Needless to say swimming would be right out.”

“Uhm, that's okay.”

“They'll do it just before you go back to
school,” he said. “You'll be able to show up at MIT without those
glasses, and your studies won't be a problem for your eyes.”

“Y-You don't have to do that!” I said.

“I don't have to do much of anything,
Warren. But as your employer I feel it's important. So it's done,
or at least, arranged, once you have an eye exam anyway, which is
later this afternoon. Tony will drive you to it.”

My mind was frantically searching for
something to say that was unrelated to his fucking my brains out
earlier!

“I could get used to riding around in a
limo,” I said

“Do you have a drivers license?”

“Me, no.”

“Why not?”

“Uhm, well, I never needed one, and I can't
afford a car anyway.”

“Hmm, I understand your scholarship to MIT
only covers tuition.”

How did he know that!? Probably Bryce, I
thought.

“You'll need a part-time job then. It might
be useful to have a car to get to it rather than trying to take
public transportation.”

I realized we were headed for the pool, and
felt the tension inside me grow, my pulse quickening and heart
beating faster!

“I could probably arrange a part-time job
there,” he said. “I have some small degree of influence, after
all.”

That jerked my attention away momentarily.
That would be super excellent, after all! It was one of the things
I'd been worrying about!

“Might even be able to get you a startlingly
good deal on a car,” he said, turning and raising his eyebrows as
he almost smiled.

I suddenly realized that he was making a
proposal like he had before, like the operation for sex thing! I
mean, that hadn't had any influence on me at the time, but I
certainly remembered it afterward!

“Ah, here we are,” he said, opening the door
to the pool hut.

He walked in and I reluctantly, and
uncertainly followed.

“Hmm,” he said, examining the packaged
suits.

“Try this one on, Warren,” He said, turning
to me and handing me one.

I felt the heat coming to my face again! My
head was spinning around with trying to come to terms with what was
going on! Did he just offer me a part-time job and a car!? For
what? For sex? He'd already had sex!

For more sex!

I looked at the package and took it from him
almost automatically, feeling increasingly breathless. I knew that
he'd already seen me naked, of course, just that morning, but he
was still acting as if he hadn't! I mean, he was in a suit, and
hadn't shown any kind of leering, winking attitude or anything.

Yet!

“I'll let you change,” he said.

He left, closing the door and I stared at
the closed door, heart beating, then down at the plastic package
he'd given me! What was I supposed to do!?

This was... incredibly sexist, looked at in
one way. I mean, it was outrageous to think that my BOSS would tell
me to wear bikinis and then hand me one to change into! And
presumably after I did I'd go out there so he could look at me!

On the other hand, the incredible heat I'd
felt that very morning was still sort of echoing in my mind. As
embarrassing as the memory was, in a way, it was still scaldingly
hot! Yes, he was way older than I was. But did that matter if it
was just like... a fling? No, no! It wasn't even a fling! He hadn't
even shown any real affection! He was just an older guy who wanted
to fuck me!

But if it was good... and if I was learning
a lot... then why not? Nobody would know but us!

And he was going to get me a car and a
part-time job!? No, no! I couldn't take that into consideration! If
I was going to do – things – it wasn't because of him buying me
stuff or getting me jobs!

Of course, if he wanted to do that I wasn't
going to complain, really...

I was really filled with indecision about
what to do! But in the meantime he was out there waiting and I had
the swimsuit in my hand! I could just go out there and tell him I
didn't want to wear his swimsuits but then what? He could fire me!
Not to mention I wouldn't get any more chance to see what that
wild, nasty sex was like!

I stripped, feeling the tension rising
within me as I did, feeling my breasts already starting to throb as
I shrugged off my bra! My nipples were already getting hard even as
I pulled on the tiny bikini top – which barely covered them! I
slipped off my shorts and panties and stepped into the tiny little
thong bottom and then winced as I saw myself in the mirror!

I braced myself, then and opened the door.
Then I hesitated, took off my glasses, and put them on the shelf
before stepping outside. I was not surprised to find him still
there, sitting at the table nearby.

He gestured me over.

Heart pounding, I walked across the deck
towards him, feeling my face hot.

He pointed at a spot on the deck right in
front of him and while I felt a small surge of indignation I
stopped there.

“Very nice,” he said, looking me up and down
unapologetically.

I felt the tension rising higher!

He made a turning signal with his finger and
I felt that little surge of indignation again, but reluctantly
turned.

“Very nice bottom.”

I flushed and turned around again.

“I'm not sure this is your color, though.
Try on one of the others.”

I blinked in surprise, then almost
gratefully turned and walked back to the hut, knowing his eyes were
on my butt!

Once inside, though, I felt a little rush of
heat in addition to my indignation and self-consciousness. I
ignored it as I changed into a different color suit. This one had
slightly bigger cups, but the bottom was smaller! God, it was a
good thing I shaved!

I walked back out again, and he examined me
again.

“Walk back and forth in front of me.”

God, what nerve! I felt indignant again,
but... I did it, walking a half dozen steps in one direction, then
turning, and walking back. I turned my back to him at his signal,
feeling his eyes on me, the flush creeping down my face onto my
chest!

“I like this one better. Let's see
another.”

My mind was befuddled with all the thoughts
and emotions by then, but I walked back to the hut to try on
another swimsuit.

This was so... degrading! Why was I doing
it!? I didn't take this job to model tiny swimsuits for dirty old
men!

I took out the next package, and removed my
bra. My nipples were sooo hard! I stared at them and frowned. Why
were they so hard!? Why was there this... this sexual tension
filling me!? Because I was parading around in tiny swimsuits in
front of a dirty old man!?

Of course, he had fucked my brains out this
morning...

I was about to pull the bottoms down when
the door opened!

I squealed and clamped my arms over my
breasts as he came in.

He looked at me in amusement, eyebrows
raised.

“I've already seen your lovely breasts, Miss
Warren,” he said. “Just this morning, in fact.”

My heart beat like a drum!

“The thought occurred to me that you're not
wearing any sunscreen,” he said. “We had just spoken about the need
to protect this lovely skin of yours.”

He reached out and ran his fingers along the
skin of my wrist – the wrist of the hand I was trying to cover my
breast – or some of it – with!

Then his fingers slipped around it and
pulled it up and away.

I gasped, flushing hotly, pulse racing, as
he gripped my other wrist and pulled that up and away too! He
pulled them both up above my head and then shifted his hands so he
was holding them there with my wrists crossed and held in one big
hand.

“Yes, lovely indeed,” he said, examining my
breasts.

He pushed back a little on my wrists, and I
stumbled back as he stepped forward. Then my back was against the
wall, my wrists pressed to it above me.

He grinned at me, then reached up and pulled
a fabric belt away from a wrap which was hanging on a peg. He held
my wrists together above me as he wrapped the belt around them! I
jerked my head up, eyes wide, trying to see what he was doing as I
felt the belt going around me!

“Wh-What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Allow me my little games, Warren,” he said.
“Indulge me. I will make it worth your while.”

He was tying my wrists together! And that
reminded me of how he'd tied my wrists behind my back with the
swimsuit top! And then of what he'd done next!

“M-Mister Hunter!” I gasped.

I felt it important to protest, even if the
sexual tension within me had become a kind of throbbing, hungry
thing which overheated me inside and out!

He tied my wrists together and then tied the
belt around the peg and stepped back.

I was left standing on there in front of him
topless, my wrists tied above me! Helpless! And half naked!

“Lovely,” he said.

His hands cupped my breasts gently, lifting
them, his thumbs coming up and rubbing across my stiff nipples,
brushing them so that they crackled with life and sensation!

He stepped up before me and I couldn't
breath! Then he bent, gripped the straps of my swimsuit bottoms and
tugged them down smoothly.

I gasped, starting to instinctively jerk my
thighs together, but his hand shot in before them, cupping my
sex!

“You girls spend a lot of time attending to
hair on your legs and bikini area,” he said, his fingers rubbing
me. “You do a good job, Warren.”

I blushed hotly as his fingers stroked me
and his thumb moved up to flick and rub against my clitoris.

“Not as good as a laser would, of course.
I'll send you to one tomorrow.”

What!?

And then he shocked me by dropping to his
knees in front of me! His big hands gripped my thighs and forced
them apart, and then he began to lick his way up along the inside
of my left thigh!

I... I gaped down at him as his tongue
licked up and down, and then slid higher, tracing the line of my
sex! He licked harder along the edges of my labia, then his thumbs
delicately spread the lips of my sex and he slid his tongue
directly into me!

And I mean that! His tongue, like everything
else on him, was big, and he pushed it against the entrance to my
sex like some slick, warm, soft thing which slowly oozed up into my
body! It was a sensation like none I had ever felt before, and it
seized my mind and froze it in place!

His tongue pushed startlingly deep, pulled
out, then pushed in again, doing this several times as I began to
tremble and quiver. Then he set to work on my clitoris.

Nobody had ever performed oral sex on me.
And despite my anxiety and uncertainty my body was definitely ready
for it! The sensations flowed into me like a river, and my hips
were soon grinding helplessly back at him as waves of heat swept
over my body!

They were... intoxicating! My mind was
sweltering in the heat, the sexual fever soon catching me as I
shuddered and moaned and gulped in air! The belt was tighter around
my wrists because of how he'd spread my legs, and that reminded me
– continually – that I was tied up! Helpless! At his mercy!

I said before that parading before him in a
bikini was degrading. Yet somehow that turned me on. Being tied up
and helpless was even more arousing! I had no idea why either! And
my mind wasn't functioning to the point I could even examine the
question.

His tongue's movements were echoed in my
body! My muscles were spasming and my nerve endings were crackling
like live electrical wires as I was lost in the sexual heat!

I sobbed as I felt his big fingers sliding
up into me, but it wasn't of sadness, but of dazed, helpless
reaction to the surge of wildfire heat and pleasure!

I cried out as he thrust them deep, then
started to pump, and then I came, crying out, my buttocks slapping
against the wall as my hips spasmed again and again! The fiery heat
of the orgasm swept me up in its embrace, and there was just
absolutely nothing else in the universe I could care about while it
lasted!

I think I would have collapsed afterward
were it not for his hands on my thighs and the belt around my
wrists. I sagged against the wall, dazed, mind blasted, eyes
slitted and jaw slack as I groaned like the survivor of some sort
of stunning explosion!

He stood up and turned away, and then he
turned back with the squeeze bottle of sunscreen. He squeezed some
onto my upper chest, a thick mass of it, then his hands began to
gently spread it downward over my breasts, taking his time, his
hands stroking back and forth, kneading and caressing my breasts,
then sliding around to cover my ribs, then up over my
shoulders.

He worked his way down slowly, bypassed my
sex to drop low and get my legs. Then he turned me to face the wall
and his hands slid up and down my bare back, from shoulders to
buttocks, kneading the muscles of my shoulders as I began to regain
my breath.

He slid lower, his hands kneading my
buttocks as he spread the oil over them. Then his hand finally slid
down between my buttocks and in between my legs.

I gasped as his fingers slid back and forth
along my sex. His left hand pushed between my front and the wall
and then pushed out on my hips, forcing my feet back a bit, making
me kind of push my bottom out.

His left hand caressed my abdomen, his
fingers rubbing at my clitoris, and now the right pushed up inside
me! First one finger, then two, then three, pumping steadily as the
fingers of his left rubbed my clitoris!

This was all so insane! How could anyone
sane cope with it!?

Then his oiled thumb pushed up into my ass,
sliding deep!

That no longer held the disgust in my mind
that it had once, not after I had climaxed so powerfully while he
fucked my ass earlier in the day!

Now the fingers in my pussy and the thumb in
my ass worked in and out as his other fingers rubbed at my
clitoris!

“I foresee great things for your future,
Warren,” he said.

And then I climaxed again, with those long,
slick, oiled fingers thrusting deep inside me!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Getting away for a time to try and get my
head working seemed like a good idea. So I didn't fight the idea
when Paul came to tell me Tony would take me to my appointment I
hurried inside, got changed, and then went out to the side where
the limo was.

I tried to make polite conversation with
him, but my head had been reeling since the afternoon. Mr. Hunter
had made me climax once by licking me, once by fingering me, and
then a third time by licking me! Then he'd simply smiled and walked
away – after untying me.

God!

There was so much to think about! First was
the guilt over letting myself get talked into a sexual relationship
with some kinky guy twice my age! Second was how I was letting
him... exploit me! Third was the shocking intensity of the pleasure
and heat which gripped me when he did!

And intermingled with that was the confusing
thought about letting him do stuff for me, like pay for my eye
operation or get me a part-time job or even a car. That was just
wrong! Wasn't it!? Well, it would be wrong to have sex with him
because of that! But was I letting him have sex with me because of
that? I didn't think so.

But did he think so!?

I wanted to tell Tony to shut the fuck up
and let me think but he wanted to chat, and flirt. I was grateful
when we got to the office and he handed me a business card. It had
the address and room number.

“I'll wait here,” he said.

I smiled hesitantly, then got out.

Hey, if Hunter was willing to pay for it...
why not?! It would be better to not have these ugly glasses when I
got to college because... I was thinking a lot more strongly now
about a social life once there! Locking myself away in my room to
study no longer held the same attraction!

Doctor Morgan did all the tests I was used
to, and then some, then said that laser surgery wouldn't be a
problem. He scheduled it for late in August, and even though I
still wasn't entirely sure I wanted to accept I took the
appointment card and went back downstairs to the limousine.

Tony drove me away. I thought he was driving
me home but we only went about five blocks before he stopped in
front of another building. I looked up at it uncertainly, then at
Tony.

“What are we doing here?”

“Boss said to take you here,” he said,
handing me another business card.

I took it and looked at it. It said Victoria
Laser.

I was confused but okay. Was it maybe uh, a
second opinion? Surely they weren't going to laser my eyes now
after what Doctor Morgan and Mr. Hunter had both said about putting
it off!

I went inside and the gave the girl my name,
thoroughly confused because this sure didn't look like it was an
eye place. Nobody was here but young women, for one thing.

She led me inside and then to an examination
room with one of those usual high padded bench things. A minute
later a woman came in. She was in her early twenties, pretty, with
long dark hair.

“Hi!” she said in a friendly manner. “I'm
Tiffany. I”ll be your esthetician.”

“Uh... “

“You're getting the full treatment?” she
said. “That's good. I got it done a few years ago and believe me,
any girl who doesn't is out of her tiny mind!”

Tiffany was effusive, enthusiastic,
friendly, and kind of overwhelming.

“The amount of time you save just in not
having to shave your legs any more is incredible!” she said. “Not
to mention those who wax! Eww! That's painful! And you have to do
it again and again! I say get it over with and then you're
beautiful and clean and never have to think about it again!”

What on earth was she talking about!?

She lifted her little uniform skirt and I
saw her smooth bare legs.

“Want to feel? Smooth as a baby's bottom!
Not a hair on them!”

Startled, I realized she was going to do
laser hair removal on my legs! I felt a moment of delight, then
indignation, then embarrassment! Was Hunter not pleased with my
legs!? Did he think they looked or felt hairy!?

But Tiffany wasn't giving me much time to
pause and reflect because she was getting ready to start work and I
had no idea what to do other than go along with her! Frankly, the
idea of never having to shave my legs again was an awfully
attractive one!

So that was how I got my legs lasered. Nor
did it stop at my legs! Tiffany was very friendly, and by the time
she got to my 'bikini line' and didn't stop, I didn't know how to
object! I mean, Hunter had obviously arranged this, and I recalled
what he had said earlier about my having done a good job – but not
as good as laser hair removal!

So, blushing hotly, and in something of a
daze, I just lay back and let her put my ankles into stirrups, and
continue! She continued all the way up to my underarms!

“Your next appointment is in six weeks,” she
said afterward.

“Uh...”

“Some will grow back. But after a few
treatments, none will,” she assured me.

I walked back to the door with weird
feelings and thoughts. On the one hand, that had been really
embarrassing! At least by the time she had gotten high enough for
me to have to take my panties off I had kind of gotten used to her
and sort of 'acclimated' to how casual she was about such
things.

I had no idea what that had cost but I knew
I shouldn't be letting Hunter pay for it, especially since it was
for him he was doing it! That led to a confusing question. Should I
be grateful he had paid for it or should I be outraged he should
have arranged it because he wanted my skin to be smoother!?

The skin of my sex! Which was not his to
begin with and to which he had no right!

I mean, talk about a colossal gall!

A memory came as I thought that, of me tied
up against the wall and him licking me there! That abruptly
channeled my mind onto an entirely different track and made my
nipples harden. God! That had been crazy! I shook it off, wanting
to keep thinking straight.

And I thought, well, on the other hand... it
was done and... I couldn't think anything but 'great!'. Not having
to do any shaving anywhere ever again was something which appealed
on so many different levels!

And even if I quit and left it was done.
Okay, I was supposed to come back in six weeks. But now that I had
done it I could do it, if you know what I mean.

Er, assuming I had a job to pay for
it...

I was left thinking that however outrageous
Hunter was his estate was like, a different world. He was so rich
that he didn't have to care about rules that everyone else did. He
could do whatever he wanted, say whatever he wanted, and get away
with it.

I mean, who was I going to complain to if I
thought his behavior 'inappropriate'? Tony? Tony's behavior was
borderline inappropriate too! He kept flirting with me and looking
at me in 'that way'. You know the way! Although to be candid I
hadn't been looked at in 'that way' very often, and while it was
uncomfortable it was also undeniably flattering.

That I shouldn't be flattered by it
was irrelevant. Though it was another reminder to me – along with
how I had been so easily seduced into his kinky sex by Hunter –
that my assumption I was this splendidly logical, intelligent girl
who wasn't swayed by girlish emotions was not quite correct.

The limo was parked there, and I walked over
to the rear door and pulled it open. Tony had a laptop he was
playing on but quickly put it aside, snapping the lid – though not
before I caught a brief glimpse of a picture of a topless buxom
blonde

“Hey, beautiful! Back at last!”

He started the engine and pulled away from
the curb, glancing at me in the rear view mirror.

“Ready for your next appointment?”

“There's another one!?” I demanded.

“Yeah, some beauty place. Paul said for a
haircut.”

He glanced at me. “I think your hair is too
short as it is.”

He wasn't the first to say it. On the other
hand, Bryce had said my hair was, uhm, ragged, on occasion. His
father had mentioned it too. Well,if he was paying for it fine, a
part of me thought. The other part of me was indignant and
offended, of course!

But compared to what I'd already been
through this just didn't rise as high on the outrage scale.

So ten minutes later I was sitting in a
chair, which was tilted way back, with my feet up and apart and my
hands out to the sides while four women gave me a manicure and a
pedicure simultaneously and a fifth washed and shampooed my
hair!

With so many of them doing it it didn't take
long, and then I was sitting up while a gay guy was standing behind
me examining my hair and going “Hmm,” a lot.

He slid his fingers through my hair, in the
most unsexy way imaginable, sort of like someone looking to buy
vegetables fondling them first.

I was braced for a really snooty remark and
so was surprised when he smiled at me in the mirror.

“You have absolutely lovely hair, my dear,”
he said.

“Uhm, I do?” I asked with a frown,
suspecting sarcasm.

“Deliciously healthy and thick at the same
time, unmarred by years of harsh chemicals, dyes, colorings or
other maltreatment. It has a rich, natural coloration! I adore your
hair!” he said, fingering it.

“Uh... thanks,” I said uncertainly.

“I would suggest only two things. First, of
course, a slightly different style.”

I knew he was being diplomatic with that
one!

And on the mirror in front of me was
suddenly a girl's face. Mine, with no hair! I gaped at it as he
played with some sort of keyboard, and then a blur of hairstyles
swept over my face before stopping with a simple short cut, a
little longer than now, really. But it was parted in the middle,
and layered beautifully.

“It is elegant but simple, easy to maintain,
and will need almost no adjustment even if you grow it out longer –
which I would advise.”

“Uh, that looks...good,” I said.

“Also, a very mild rinse to enhance the red
in your hair. This will darken it and give it a richer mahogany
look to contrast even better with your skin.”

“Whatever you think is best,” I said.

I emerged from the studio with my hair
feeling softer and fluffier than I could ever remember, and with a
bag with shampoo and conditioner I was willing to bet cost a
fortune.

“Hey!” Anthony said. “I like! I mean, you
were hot before but now you're just gorgeous!”

I flushed self-consciously, but wasn't
displeased.

It DID look great! I had never seen my hair
looking so good!

Tony flirted outrageously all the way back,
which I tolerated because I was feeling fairly immune to it, and
because I was wondering again about what the hell I was doing and
what Mr. Hunter would expect after paying for all this.

On the other hand, he had already fucked me
repeatedly so... maybe I had pre-paid? I mean, if this was a quid
pro quo sort of thing.

I got back to my room just before dinner,
and found the black dress I had left there gone, replaced by a
different black dress. I scowled at it crossly. Was it Paul who'd
made the change, or Hunter? I picked up the dress and shook my
head. This was definitely low cut! It was thinner than the one I'd
selected, still had spaghetti straps across the shoulder, was just
as short but had more of a slit up the side.

I grumbled and stripped, then pulled it on.
This one, unlike the one I'd selected, had no bra attached on the
inside. Nor could you wear one. It was simply too low cut. The two
cups curved diagonally down across my breasts much like the bikini
tops, the fabric descending a couple of inches below my breasts
before starting to curve back up.

Which meant that the view from an angle, as
opposed to straight on, would show a goodly amount of the insides
of either breast, depending on the direction. It was an undeniably
sexy dress, and I looked undeniably sexy and hot in it. It
wasn't... indecent exactly, though it was less than I usually wore
to bed.

Inside my head, my indignation with Hunter
trying to dress me so I was eye candy for his dinner entertainment
warred with delight at how hot and sexy I looked in what was
clearly a very expensive dress.

If it weren't for those... sexual incidents
between us I would have been horrified at the thought of wearing
something like this in front of him – or anyone, to be honest. It
was a daunting prospect even so. But given he had seen me naked and
touched me all over it seemed emotional nonsense to worry about him
seeing me in a sexy dress.

It wasn't even as revealing as the bikinis,
I told myself, so I was being silly. At least my ass was
covered!

There was even shoes and... a bag on the
night table. I picked it up. It was from an optometrist. I opened
it and found contact lenses! In the time between my seeing the guy
and then getting my hair cut – or lasered – they'd already made and
delivered these!

When you were filthy rich you got the best
in services, I guess.

I debated being obstinate and just wearing
my glasses. That idea really appealed to me! But at the same time I
was feeling a lot of satisfaction in looking so hot and sexy! And I
would look way better in this dress without the glasses.

I had to walk carefully going to the dining
room. I felt really weird walking around braless in this skimpy
dress! It was so open in front! And my breasts moved as I moved. I
was afraid they'd pop out! At least a bikini top was pulled in
tight against them, not draped across them loose!

Did I mention I didn't wear any panties
either?

The slit on the hip was thin but high. And I
owned no thongs of my own, nor anything with tiny, high cut
waistbands. So anything I wore would show in the slit. And I had no
black panties, which would make it even more obvious.

My teen years had been spent being
unfashionable, but on purpose. I had always done my best to give
people the impression it was simply because I didn't care, not
because I couldn't afford it or didn't know any better. Wearing a
pair of white or yellow or blue panties that showed through the
slit of a black dress would be so... gauche! No way!

The one thing I had desperately fought to
avoid at St. Christopher's was giving the other kids cause to
believe I didn't understand what was or wasn't fashionable, stylish
or in. Because that would reinforce their sneering thought about my
being some cheap little poor girl who was way less sophisticated
than them!

So no way in hell could I wear panties with
this dress! Fortunately, the slit was not very wide, and given
whoever had left it had also left a pair of high heels, black, four
inch stilettos, I had to walk slowly anyway. I was definitely not
used to walking in high heels, which I had always dismissed as
stupid and bad for you anyway.

But all of that meant I was walking through
the hall in less than I usually wore to bed, and there were men
around! That made me feel very... vulnerable!

I braced myself, though, and walked slowly
down the circular staircase, holding the railing carefully. I
reached the bottom without falling – which was good because if I
fell my breasts were definitely spilling out of this thing!

I made my way down the side corridor and
then into the dining room, feeling the tension within me growing
with almost every step I took. And telling myself that he'd seen me
naked or in bikinis that were even more revealing didn't do a lot
to help.

I walked into the room, feeling extremely
nervous, and yet doing my very best to appear casual and elegant,
but without even caring or trying, if you understand what I
mean.

To be absolutely honest this was about the
first time I had ever tried to appear – sexy – and 'dressed
up'.

Mister Hunter looked at me appreciatively.
“You look ravishing, Miss Warren,” he said.

“Thank you,” I gulped, face flushing despite
myself.

“I just hope my breasts don't fall out of
this, “I grumbled.

He raised an eyebrow. “Don't worry. I'll
catch them if they do.”

I flushed even more, then gave him a
suspicious look as I sat across from him.

“Did you select this dress?”

“I thought it might look good on you.”

“And does it?” I asked.

“I have excellent taste.”

I snorted.

“Was this your daughter's dress?”

“No. It was delivered today.”

I stared at him.

“Paul ordered it based on his assessment of
your size. I selected it, and others, however.”

“Uh, others.”

Paul came out then, pushing a cart of food
so we left off the conversation, or at least, that part.

“The dogs are well?”

“I checked on them when I got back.”

“And your various visits turned out well? I
certainly think the hair stylist did a good job.”

I shrugged uncomfortably, blushing a bit. “I
never put a lot of effort into my hair,” I said.

“Remember what I told you about books and
covers. You need to project yourself more. That's particularly so
once at university. It's not only a place for learning and getting
a degree but a place to make connections which will be extremely
valuable to you in the future.”

Paul pushed the cart out of the room and
left us alone and I began to eat.

“I don't believe I ever asked what you were
taking at MIT.”

I hesitated. “What would you say if I said
womens studies?”

He snorted. “I would probably haul you
across my knee and give you a spanking to smarten you up.”

I gulped, because I wasn't at all sure that
wasn't something he might not want to do anyway!

“Uhm, Biological Engineering,” I said.

“Hmm, interesting. Definitely a future trend
given all the work being done on DNA sequencing and identification.
If one has the aptitude for deep science.”

“I think I do.”

It was a strangely normal dinner. I say that
because for all the tension I'd felt he wasn't acting like a
lusting, horny guy or anything. He was treating me much as he had
at our previous dinner the other day, though perhaps more polite
and more interested in me.

For my part I was more interested in him. I
mean, he'd deflowered me, whether he knew it or not, and introduced
me to sensations and feelings I had barely been aware existed.

“You know, he said, “I'm not sure a
part-time job would be wise given the likely study time you'll have
to put in for that sort of course.”

“It's not a full scholarship,” I said. “It
doesn't even pay for room and board.”

He made a sweeping gesture with his
hand.

“Chump change.”

“For you, perhaps,” I said.

“For me, definitely.”

He gave me a look and I felt a sudden jolt,
wondering if he was implying he would pay for my room and board.
That was ridiculous! I barely knew him and he had only fucked me
once! Why the hell would he do that!? I mean, even if it was chump
change to him!?

“What would a part-time job normally pay to
a college student?” he said, then answered his own question.
“Minimum wage is eleven dollars per hour. I doubt an unskilled
student without much on her resume would command a lot more. At
twenty hours per week that's $220 minus applicable taxes and other
deductions. That's not much and will substantially lessen your
opportunities for both studying and socializing.”

He sipped from his soup while I stared at
him.

“Do you know that men have been known to pay
up to five thousand dollars for a single night with an escort.”

“Uh... no? Five thousand dollars!”

“Well, as I said, chump change, and if you
want the best, well. Why not?”

“Are you suggesting – ?!”

“No,” he said, cutting me off. “Merely
pointing out wealthy men are willing to pay that amount, and that
that amount is more than you would expect to earn your entire term
working part-time.”

He took another sip from his soup.

“I've never been particularly interested in
the professional services of such women myself,” he said. “I much
prefer... amateurs. They're much more intriguing. I particularly
like showing them things about themselves. For example, I bet you
weren't aware you were into bondage.”

I blushed hotly “I am not!” I exclaimed.

He raised his eyebrows and I tried to glower
at him, then dropped my eyes. I don't know! Maybe he was right! I
mean, he had tied me up both times he'd... done things to me! And I
had sure enjoyed it! And... well, I couldn't really deny that being
tied up had added to the wild thrill of it all.

“The most important sexual organ, as I'm
sure an intelligent young woman like you knows, is the one between
your ears,” he said. “A woman is not aroused through the body but
through the mind. And I think that's particularly so of
intelligent, imaginative, creative women.”

Paul came out to tidy up and to pour more
wine, and Hunter asked about the dogs, then about why I had chosen
Biological Engineering for a subject, and how far I hoped to go in
it. That, of course, depended on how long I could get funding.

My stomach was fluttering too much to eat
much, and I was feeling a lot of strange, swirling emotions and
thoughts as I sat there in that tiny, thin little black dress. But
my thoughts of hurrying back to my room after to think about things
didn't get far.

“Come with me, Warren,” he said after Paul
had cleared the table.

I reluctantly followed him further down the
corridor, in a direction I'd never seen. I couldn't help looking
around as I did. God, this place was huge! I mean, like, how many
families could live here!? Everywhere I looked was luxury for as
far as the eye could see!

We went up a flight of stairs, and I felt my
anxiety and stress levels rising again, wondering what I would do
if he wanted to have sex again! The memory of him performing oral
sex on me and fingering me to repeated orgasms that afternoon was
frankly embarrassing! But at the same time it filled me with sense
of hunger for more.

He opened a door and I saw a bedroom with a
big double bed, gulping as I halted at the doorway. He didn't seem
to care. He stopped a little inside and opened the door of an
upright dresser, then took something from it and came back to
me.

“Feel this,” he said.

I looked down to see that he had a folded up
length of fabric or something, still with a cardboard band around
it. At first it looked like a small ball of very thick yarn like
you'd buy at the knitting shop. But as soon I held it and got a
closer look I saw that it was way too thick. I frowned uncertainly.
It was as thick as my thumb but very soft.

He tore off the cardboard clasp and then let
it fall out and I saw that it was, well, a length of rope... or
something like rope. I mean, it was black and it was way too soft,
I would have thought, but otherwise it looked like rope.

“Cross your wrists here,” he said, taking my
hands and lifting them up and then crossing my wrists together
before me.

Then he doubled up the thing, and pulled it
around my wrists. I just stupidly stared as he looped it around one
wrist, pulled it tight, then looped it around the second. Then he
carefully crisscrossed my wrists until there were at least half a
dozen loops around each, with a length of doubled up rope
remaining.

Then he jerked his hand up, forcing my hands
up above my head.

I jerked and felt the bubbling, swirling
sexual tension suddenly explode!

“Now, what does this do to your mind?” he
asked. “And thus to your body?”

“N-Nothing!” I gulped.

“Liar,” he said.

He let go of the rope and went back to the
upright dresser while I dropped my arms and stared at my bound
wrists. It was weird but... it didn't feel as... sexual... when
they were just tied like this, as opposed to raised over my
head...

He returned with a black scarf, and then
pressed it against my eyes! I jerked my hands up, or tried to, but
he'd stepped on the rope which trailed down to the floor, and then
he pulled the scarf around my head and tied it behind me.

My heartbeat was going a mile a minute
again!

I felt him take up the rope and then pull it
up so that my arms were again forced above my head.

“Now what do you feel?”

“N-Nothing!” I gulped again.

“Liar. If you keep misbehaving, Miss Warren,
I will have to punish you,” he said.

He let my arms come down but then I felt
them turned by pressure from the rope and I turned with them, then
was pulled forward back out the door.

“Wh-where are we going!?” I squeaked.

“Not far.”

“T-Take this off!” I demanded.

Well, perhaps pleaded.

“In a moment.”

I was forced to walk along the hall without
being able to see where I was going, relying on him not to run me
into something! Then we turned and I sensed we were in a more
closed in area. We walked a few feet forward and then he raised the
rope up again so my arms were raised high.

I felt his fingers at the knotted scarf
behind me and then it came loose and I stared at myself in a
mirror.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


All around me were mirrors! We were standing
in a smallish room which was shaped like an octagon. And every one
of its eight sides was completely mirrored! I looked up and saw
that my wrists were tied to a ring hanging overhead from a
chain.

And then Hunter undid the spaghetti straps
holding my dress up and it slid down my body, halting briefly at my
hips, then dropped down to my ankles!

“Oh!” I exclaimed, twisting, turning, as he
stood back.

He merely stood in place watching me as my
pulse raced and I realized the limitations of my movements! I
certainly couldn't do anything to move away, nor to cover my body!
I blushed furiously, but I also felt a sudden rapid increase in my
pulse rate!

After watching for a minute he stepped
forward and bent over, lifting my left leg up behind me and
removing the shoe. He dropped that foot, lifted the other, and
removed that shoe, taking the pooled dress away at the same
time.

Now I was completely and absolutely naked!
It shouldn't have made any difference, but somehow, removing the
shoes so I could feel the cool stone under my toes did make me feel
more naked!

I stared at him anxiously, gulping in air,
and he looked back, a small smile on his face.

“So?” he asked. “You feel nothing? I mean,
I've done nothing which should arouse you, have I?”

He stepped forward and thrust his hand
between my thighs, and I squeaked as it forced them apart. Then his
hand was softly caressing my sex as I felt a wild thrill of dark
excitement and arousal sweeping through me!

He slid his other hand up through my hair,
then jerked it back sharply, causing me to cry out.

A moment later his lips were on mine and I
moaned into his mouth as he kissed me for a long, long, breathless
minute! His other hand was between my legs all the while rubbing
and stroking, using skillful fingers to massage my clitoris and
build that dark heat higher.

He released my hair and then pulled his lips
off mine, moving behind me. He kept his hand between my thighs, but
then gripped my hair again as he stood behind me and jerked it up
and back.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, and he held my hair
firmly, forcing me to look straight ahead at the mirror there,
showing me... and his hand.

“Now which is more arousing,” he whispered,
his breath warm against my ear. “What my hand is doing, or...
everything else?”

His left hand released my hair, his arm
curling around me to cup and squeeze one of my breasts instead.

His lips nibbled at my earlobe, then down
the nape of my neck, and I felt as if I was losing myself, as I had
before, falling into that sense of helpless submission, accepting
that he would do whatever he wanted to me and all I could do was
simply wait and see what that was.

That wasn't really a scary thought. It was
instead kind of freeing, in a weird way, because it absolved me of
any need to do anything in return. Which was great, because I knew
very well that as a lover I'd be a complete idiot! What did I know,
compared to someone like Hunter!?

He stepped back, and then pulled open a door
behind me. It was mirrored on the outside, but inside I could see
shelves and other things. I didn't even have to turn to see it, but
could simply see the reflection. I heard a humming sound, and then
with a gasp I stared at the reflection in front of me, which showed
a stainless steel post rising up out of the floor between my
feet!

I jerked my eyes downward in astonishment as
I saw it rise higher and higher! The top of it was most definitely
shaped like a penis! And the top foot or so was sort of curved a
little.

“Oh! Mister Hunter!” I exclaimed,
staring.

I forced myself backwards as it rose so that
the tip slid up just in front of me before stopping.

He stepped forward behind me. His arms came
around me and his hands dropped down between my legs to grip my
thighs. They pulled them apart and then he pushed with his hips,
forcing my body forward!

“Oh! Oh! Wait!”

The thing slid across the lips of my sex,
and then when he pulled my legs further apart that lowered me onto
it! It pushed into the mouth of my sex fairly easily, since,
apparently, I was kind of wet. I stared as it stretched me open,
feeling the tension in the lips of my sex as they were stretched
wider.

Then the thing hummed and rose, sliding
deeper into my body!

“Wh-What are you doooing!?” I squealed.

“Teaching you things about yourself,” he
said.

He moved back to that open doorway and came
out with two leather bands, then returned and squatted behind me,
fastening them around my ankles. He had a pair of chains in hand,
and pulled my right leg out a foot or so, then attached the chain
to a ring in the floor before shifting to my left and doing the
same.

That forced my legs wider and forced me down
further on the thing!

He stood behind me and seized my hair again,
making me stare at myself, at the image of myself impaled on this
thing, gaping at the sight as his arm came around my hip and his
fingers started to rub my clitoris!

The sensations rolling up through my belly
grew more and more intense, and then the orgasm hit and I cried out
in helpless pleasure, trembling and jerking as I stared at myself
in disbelief, as the raw, dark thrilling excitement rampaged
through my mind and stomped my inhibitions, cares and concerns into
the ground!

I groaned as my hips tried to buck and jerk
against the immovable metal cock inside me. All my movements did
was sort of twist my inner organs against it! And then it pushed
even deeper as I sagged back, gasping.

He moved back and returned, reaching up and
untying the rope. My arms fell as I gulped in air, and I watched
him untying the rope, then replacing it with the same sort of
leather restraints as he had put around my ankles. He attached them
together with a small clip and ring, then raised my arms above my
head once more and locked them to the ring above.

God!

Staring at myself in disbelief, I pulled
against them, feeling my heartbeat quickening despite the orgasm
having just passed.

“Here's another little toy which is
particularly effective with that inside you,” he said.

He brought out a tool of some kind. It
looked like a microphone, that is, a handle with a round top. But
he brought the round top in against my sex and it began to buzz as
he rubbed it gently against me.

It was a vibrator! I shuddered as I stared
down at it and felt the way it was setting my nerve endings
jangling and crackling!

Was it my imagination, or was the metal pole
inside me vibrating too! Of course, it had seemed to be humming
from the onset, so maybe it was!

He attached the base of the vibrator to the
pole below me! The rounded buzzing part was pressed up and back
against the top of my sex, against my clitoris!

He moved back to that cupboard and returned
with another small stainless steel thing, sort of like an egg. Then
I lost sight of it as he stepped up behind me. I gasped as I felt
it pressing against my back opening, felt it pressing harder and
harder, slowly sliding up inside me! It spread me open wider and
wider, almost to the point of pain, then it slid into me, getting
abruptly narrow to the point it all was sucked into my body.

Not all. Something remained, pressed against
the outside of me!

He went back to the cupboard and returned,
this time with a black ball, which he worked into my mouth! He
pulled straps around behind my head, then fastened them, closed the
door of the cupboard, then opened another mirrored door, and closed
it behind him.

That left me alone. With myself. With eight
mirrored images of myself! All of us tied up naked!

Impaled on this... this... thing!

And as I stood there, staring around at my
images, the little round vibrator thing started to move! It moved
from side to side, then up and down, then side to side again!

Seriously!?

I stared at myself, at my lips wrapped
around the black ball, at the way my body was stretched out and the
studded leather restraints around my wrists and ankles and the rod
penetrating me and it was all just so unbelievable, so wild and
shocking and freaky and kinky!

It was like some wild, perverted fantasy!
Surely this wasn't really happening!

Yet it was, and the more I looked around at
my different images and the more the vibrator thing rubbed against
me and the more I squirmed around the thick metal cock thing inside
me the more darkly aroused I became! My body was pulsing with a
wild, rising sense of sexual pressure!

And then it exploded! Another orgasm tore
through me! Only... now... without anyone there watching, and with
the ball gag effectively helping keep me from making too much
noise, I felt a relaxation of any need to restrain my voice or
response.

I cried out, louder and louder since I was
gagged, giving full throat to the astonishing eruption of pleasure
roiling my mind! My back arched and my hips jerked and I cried out
all the breath in my lungs as my body trembled and shook
violently!

Oh God!

I shuddered as it faded away, and my eyes
fluttered as the vibrator pulled up and away from me.

I groaned, gulping in air, feeling the
tightness of the restraints around my wrists as my feet had come
further apart. I shifted a bit closer to relieve the pressure, and
looked down to see the little round vibrator ball sitting still an
inch from my body.

Wow! Hunter really was a kinky pervert! But
then, what did that make me!? Still helpless, for one thing. I was
still... a prisoner. That thought aroused me more than scared me,
though.

A helpless naked sex prisoner!

I moaned as I looked around at my images
again, wondering how long Hunter was going to leave me here like
this. Why didn't he come and fondle me and grope me and... well,
fuck me!?

I stood there for several minutes regaining
my breath and senses, and calming down a little, but a dark
undertone of sexuality bubbled through my veins. And then the
little round ball on the end of the arm moved, curving in and
pressing against me again! It started to move from side to side and
it buzzed and vibrated against me!

Was this Hunter's idea of torture!?

And was I really into bondage!? It certainly
did seem wildly exciting at that moment!

And how on earth had I let myself be tied up
like this by that... crazy pervert!?

God!

The little vibrator rolled back and forth
across me, rubbing and grinding, pausing now and then to move up
and down instead, and even altering how hard it pressed! It was
impossible to not stare at myself and feel waves of exotic
thrilling sexual heat beating against my mind!

The pressure of the thing inside me
stretching me out, and the even the thing he had pushed into my
ass, along with the vibrator and the gag and... and everything,
were just so wildly beyond my experiences that I was in awe of it
all, and gripped by a sense of amazement and wonderment and dark,
wicked heat at how, well, at how a boring girl like me was being
treated like some kind of wild, sexy woman!

Because this was definitely not the sort of
thing I had ever imagined anyone wanting to do to boring me! And
yet here I was, right in those mirrors, the very figure of a sleek,
exotic, erotic naked woman writhing and twisting in heated sexual
arousal!

And what would all those boys at school have
thought if they had seen me like this!? They'd have all regretted
never having sought me out and tried to seduce me, that's what!

The mirrored door opened behind me and I
gasped, flushed, moaning, turning my head, though that wasn't
really necessary given the mirrors, as Hunter came in. He hadn't
undressed or anything. He looked just the same, as if he'd stepped
out to take a phone call or something.

“Enjoying yourself, slave girl?” he asked,
his hand coming up to cup and fondle my bottom.

Slave girl!? That was so freaky!

I cried out as he gripped my hair and jerked
my head back sharply against him.

“Perhaps I should keep you here as my
prisoner,” he said, “And turn you into a sex slave.”

I felt a wild shock, for an instant
wondering if he might mean it! But I quickly realized he was just
teasing me, playing his perverted kinky game! But God, the thought
of it was so... dark and thrilling and wild!

His other hand slipped around me, fondling
my breast.

“I could keep you naked all the time, in
shackles and chains, just to serve my sexual needs,” he said,
chewing lightly along the nape of my neck.

“I'd make you call me master. I wonder if my
wife would like a little slave girl. Do you think you could be
trained to please women, sex slave?” he asked, nibbling on my ear.
“My wife would whip you if you misbehaved.”

I recognized he was trying to create mental
images for me, trying to make things seem more real, but it was
working! However outrageous his words were they were still setting
fires in my already sex sodden mind!

He jerked back harder on my hair, and leaned
in more, chewing more heavily along my neck. His hand slid down my
body and pushed aside the vibrator so that his finger rubbed hard
and fast against my clitoris to bring me to another orgasm!

“Come for me, little sex slave,” he growled.
“Come for your master.”

And I did! God, this was too wild not
to!

My hips bucked against his hands and my
buttocks ground against his crotch and the wild heat of orgasm tore
through my already fractured mind! All I could do was scream into
the gag and tremble and shake and twist and writhe against the
restraints as the firestorm of pleasure rampaged through my
body!

I moaned as the orgasm faded, and he pulled
his fingers away. His hands cupped and kneaded my breasts, then
drew back. He moved to the cupboard again, opened it and drew out a
strap, or so I thought. But when he came up behind me he wrapped it
around my neck!

I shuddered, staring at what was clearly a
collar. It was leather, like the things around my wrists and
ankles, and had a metal plate in front to which a thick ring was
attached. The sight of me wearing it just added to the unbelievable
kinky nature of what he was doing to me!

“Now, little sex slave, we'll have to see to
your training,” he said.

He reached up and did something with the
leather restraints around my wrists so they came apart. I mean,
they were still around my wrists, but not linked together. His
strong hands held them firmly, though, as he pulled them down, then
immediately drew them back behind me and locked them together again
before I could even think of resisting.

The vibrator stopped buzzing and the little
lever thing pulled back, then with a hum, the whole pipe thing slid
downward and out of my body.

Hunter was already back at the cupboard, and
he returned with a very obvious looking dildo! It was even thicker
than the metal thing, but it felt way better as he slowly worked it
up inside me! I began to moan into the gag as it slid deeper, and
then still deeper! I felt an ache deep inside and tried to shake my
head, to indicate it was too high.

He ignored me, pumping and twisting it until
it was virtually buried inside me! Then he took a thin strap
attached to the base and pulled it up between my buttocks, took a
second and fed it up diagonally across my abdomen and over my hip,
then across to fasten to the other. A third strap went up
diagonally over my other hip and again, joined the other two at the
top of my buttocks.

He leaned over and removed the chains
binding my ankles in place, then gripped the ring in the front of
the collar and pulled me forward a little before pushing me down
onto my knees.

“Now slave girl, it's time for you to please
you master,” he said in a growl.

He squatted before me and jerked my knees
wider.

“Sit on your heels. No, not like that.”

He shifted my feet so the backs were flat
against the stone and my buttocks were sitting on my heels, then
spread my knees achingly wide. He jerked back on my hair and pushed
in against the small of my back.

“Make sure your shoulders are back, head is
up, chest thrust out proudly, and back straight, little sex
slave.”

Every time he said that it sent a strange
dark thrill through me!

Sex slave!

He stood up, scowling at me.

“Don't move or you'll be beaten,” he
threatened. “Maybe even whipped.”

He said in a mock-menacing way that I knew
wasn't meant to be taken seriously, but it was still hot! And then
he left me alone again, closing the door and cupboard so I was once
again in the center of the mirrors, and staring at myself from
eight different angles, kneeling there like... like a sex
slave!

I moaned, squirming both mentally and
physically. I had no idea where he was going with this but the ride
was as electrifying as anything I had ever experienced in my
life!

He opened the door again, and this time he
was completely naked!

Now here's the thing about naked men. First,
I had never really seen one in person before him. And frankly, the
ones I'd seen on the internet hadn't really impressed me much. Most
seemed too smooth and too, well, gay, like underwear models. The
ordinary looking ones looked a little goofy when they weren't hard.
It was easy to laugh at their little shriveled up cocks dangling
there in the midst of their pubic hair.

I had seen Hunter the other day but not much
of him. I mean, he hadn't been naked in the pool hut. And when he'd
taken me at the pool it had been from behind. I had seen his cock.
I had sucked his cock, after all! But he'd been sitting down
then and I'd been on my knees before him.

I had not seen him! Not like
this!

He had a wide chest. It wasn't as perfectly
chiseled as on the models, but it was impressive, as were his broad
shoulders. He had a visible six-pack, without any hint of a beer
belly or such. There was very little hair between his legs, and he
was about half hard and... very, very fucking impressive!

He closed the door and stood before me, then
gathered up my hair, raising me off my heels and pulling my face in
against him! He reached behind me and undid the strap then worked
the ball gag out of my mouth.

“Now it's time to service your master, slave
girl,” he said.

He guided my mouth to his balls, and I felt
a rush of heat as I let him, opening my lips and sucking them
eagerly, reveling in the dark, exciting, wicked role of helpless
sex slave! I licked and kissed and sucked on them, licked and
kissed my way and down his shaft as it hardened and thickened and
then began to suck.

And I let him guide me every step of the
way, telling me how fast, how slow, how hard or soft, a part of me
delighted in the instruction since, like I said before, I knew I
had little experience or knowledge. Another part of me was excited
by the instruction in my role as 'sex slave'!

Which he kept calling me!

He paused several times to crouch before me,
jerking back on my hair to force my back to arch and letting his
hand stroke and fondle my breasts, then finger my sex.

“Tell me you're my sex slave, Warren,” he
said, pushing two fingers rubbing my clitoris.

I shuddered and moaned and gasped, my body
thrumming with sexual heat.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I-I'm your sex slave!” I gasped.

He jerked on my hair and I yelped at the
sting.

“Call me... Master.”

I shuddered and felt another wild flare of
heat!

“Master!” I gasped.

He stood up and let me suck him again, then
crouched once more.

“Are you my sex slave, Warren?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Do you want me to fuck your hot little
body, sex slave?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

That was so outrageous!

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

“Not yet, slave. You haven't pleased me
enough to deserve my cock.”

He stood up again and I sucked and bobbed on
his cock

“The one absolutely necessary requirement
for a sex slave in pleasing her master with her mouth, Warren, is
to swallow every last inch of him,” he said.

I heard but didn't quite grasp the meaning
of that at first, not until he abruptly pulled out, crouched, and
jerked back on my hair again.

“Did you hear me, slave?” he growled. “Have
you ever deep throated a man before?”

“N-No!” I gasped, suddenly anxious.

I gasped as he pinched my nipple!

“No master,” he chided.

“No, master!”

“You need to learn, or you'll never be a
proper sex slave.”

“I-I don't know if I can!” I whined.

I felt his fingers stroking across my
swollen clitoris.

“Why wouldn't you be able to? Do you think
you're not as smart as some porn star slut, Warren? Do you have
less control over your instincts?”

“I-I don't know!” I gasped.

Again I felt the sharp sting as he pinched
my nipple!

“Master,” he said.

“I don't know, master!”

“Do you gag when you swallow food,
Warren?”

“N-No, Master!”

“It's all mind over matter, Warren. If your
mind thinks its okay for that big thing to be sliding into your
throat then your gag reflex won't operate. It's not a physical
thing, it's a mental control thing. And you are a girl who prides
yourself on your determination and discipline and intelligence, are
you not?

He stood up and pushed himself into my
mouth. I moaned helplessly, staring along the glistening length of
him and waiting for him to shove it down my throat!

“Deep breaths, slave girl. Fill your
lungs.”

I felt a sense of panic rising but I gulped
in air and then suddenly the head of his cock, which was already
deep in my mouth pushed deeper even as he pulled me forward! The
slick head pushed forward and I gagged as it entered my throat! I
instinctively tried to jerk back but he was such a powerful man and
he pulled me remorselessly forward even as he thrust into me!

My eyes bulged and I twisted in a panicked
reaction but his cock pushed deep, deep into my throat, and what
could I do!? He had a firm hold of my head and forced it forward
until every last inch was buried and my face was jammed in against
his groin!

But at that point I felt a tremendous wave
of something like relief mixed with elation. I had done it! Oh, not
easily, and my throat ached! And my gag reflex kept fluttering like
it was getting ready to engage any second! My stomach churned a
little, but not as much as I might have expected.

Oh, and I couldn't breath.

“Good slave girl,” he said. “I can see you
have a natural aptitude for being a sex slave.”

I could only moan and whimper a little
around his thick cock!

He drew back slowly and carefully and I
gurgled and gasped and trembled as I watched inch after inch of his
thick shaft appearing, as my head slid back until, with a sort of
slick, oozing sound, the head pulled free of my throat and I could
gulp in deep, ragged gasps of breath!

“Very good,” he said, rubbing the spit wet
thing across my face.

“You're a natural,” he said. “Once you've
had more practice you'll make every other girl at MIT envious.”

The thought of me making other girls envious
at college was certainly an attractive one, and I immediately
recalled my new more stylish haircut, and the eye surgery I'd have
to get rid of my glasses and my newly lasered body. It was weird to
think of myself as this hot, sexy girl others might be envious of,
but I liked it!

Then he was in my mouth again and I braced
myself as he pushed into my throat again! It was a little easier
the second time, in that I wasn't as panicked. It was even easier
the third and fourth times, and by the time he was pumping it
slowly up and down in my throat I was, well, okay, I was
light-headed from repeatedly being without oxygen, but I was hardly
gagging at all!

He pulled me to my feet, then, and,
stumbling and panting and gasping, I was led out of the room and
into a bedroom beyond it. He pushed me onto the bed on my back and
then climbed between my legs as my chest heaved.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

I shuddered as he undid the strap and pulled
the thick dildo out. Then his own thick, hot hard, slick cock
pushed into my body!

It seemed more... real this time, for some
reason. Maybe because we were face to face and I was on a bed, not
bent over a table by the pool! I groaned with delight as his cock
slid deep inside me, feeling it throbbing up high in my abdomen as
it stretched me out deliciously!

He lifted my legs up and pushed them back,
then raised them up onto his broad shoulders and leaned over me as
his hips began to rise and fall.

As his chest came down further and he
settled onto his elbows, my legs were forced back even harder, and
his face was just above mine. I felt... crushed, folded in two,
utterly and completely overwhelmed by his weight and strength and
power, especially since I was laying on my bound arms!

He was taking his time, grinding himself
against me, shifting the direction of his thrusts, and then pausing
to kiss me hard and passionately for long seconds at a time!

The wildfire heat grew more intense, the
pressure more severe, until I was gripped by a sexual fever just as
I had been when he'd taken me the first time! It all felt so
incredibly hot and wicked and scalding! And all I could do was lay
there and stare up through glassy eyes, moaning and gasping as his
hips drove him into me again and again!

Helpless! Like a sex slave!

I felt the heat building, swelling and then
the orgasm swept in around me! My feet, which by that point were
above my head, started to twist and jerk and my head rolled and
thrashed, and then his big hand came down around my throat and
completely closed around it so I couldn't breath!

My eyes bulged and my entire body quivered
as violently as a tuning fork as the orgasm tore through me! I
couldn't breath and didn't care! The pleasure was that powerful!
And if my head exploded in a second or two, well so what!?

He eased up, letting me gulp in air, but he
was far from finished, thrusting into me steadily as the dark,
dazed heat churned through my mind and body. Another orgasm tore my
mind apart, then another and another, as an intoxicating heat
enveloped me and set aside all worldly cares and concerns.

I was nothing but a sexual animal responding
to my animal instincts! A bitch in heat!

Because nothing else could possibly matter
more than this storm of incredible pleasure!
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I gave Mindy and Mandy fresh water, then
took them for a run, then fed them, then cleaned up their little
yard. And I did it all in a tiny thong bikini, because Mr. Hunter
had said that was how I was to dress from now on.

And I didn't even necessarily mind!

The kinky sex with him had been
mind-blowing! And I couldn't possibly regret it. I was almost giddy
with the awakened sexuality that now filled my mind and body. I
felt proud of my looks, of my sexuality and hotness, even a little
smug about it.

I could deep throat a man!

Wow!

I was going to be a different person when I
went to MIT than the silly, self-conscious, immature girl who had
gone to St. Christopher's and simply hoped no one would notice
her!

And then as I was getting ready to take them
to the pool Mr Hunter showed up. The instant I saw him my chest
tightened and I became a little breathless! I did my best to
pretend otherwise, of course. I'd spent the last four years not
showing my emotions.

And in truth I was confused about how to
react to him! I mean, it was like he was my boyfriend, my... lover,
and yet he clearly wasn't! I mean, he was way older, already
married, and aside from the sex he didn't show a lot of affection.
In fact, he treated me like an older man would treat some younger
employee.

“Warren,” he said. “Working hard.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I gulped.

He raised his eyebrow. “Don't you mean yes
master?”

I gulped. “Uhm, well, I didn't think we were
uhm, playing that game now,” I said.

“What makes you think it's a game, slave
girl?”

I felt my chest tighten further and a sudden
thrumming down low in my belly!

“Clearly you aren't in the proper... hmm,
mindset. Perhaps it's because you're wearing too much clothing,” he
said.

He slid a hand up my back and undid the
clasp for the bikini. I gulped and clasped my hands over my chest
as he slipped the thin straps over my head and then tugged at the
bikini top.

“W-What if someone comes?!” I gulped.

“Who's going to come except you?” he asked,
jerking it free.

I gulped and looked around anxiously.

“Have you seen anyone back here since you
started except me?”

“Well... Tony came once!”

“Yes, he brought you. Anyway, why be
embarrassed? You should be proud of your breasts, slave girl.
They're among the finest I've ever seen. Only youth allows you to
have breasts as firm and full as you do. Enjoy it. Let others enjoy
it. Show them off.”

“I'm not used to anyone seeing me naked!” I
exclaimed.

“You're not naked, yet.”

That made me anxious!

He grinned.

“But I can see that this newly exposed flesh
requires protection,” he said. “You don't have sunscreen?

“I-In the shed!” I gulped.

“In the shed, master,” he said.

“In the shed, Master!” I gulped.

He led me to the shed and found the lotion,
then spread it over my breasts. Nor did he stop there! He said my
skin needed to have a good coating and slid his hands up and down
my body and into my little thong bottom, rubbing and stroking and
massaging me until I came!

“No more tops,” he said, as he left.

That made me pretty anxious! I mean, just
walking around topless outside was wild! Even if no one was nearby!
I eyed the house anxiously from time to time. It was a huge yard
and the house wasn't close, so nobody looking out the window would
likely be able to tell. But if they had binoculars they'd certainly
get an eyeful!

It was outrageous for him to demand I walk
around topless! I never would have accepted that from someone my
own age! I mean, from a boyfriend! But he was so... intimidating! I
mean, he hadn't been mean or threatening or anything, but the idea
of refusing him was daunting!

I took the dogs to the pool, and swam with
them, threw things for them to chase, and felt what was, to me, the
novelty of moving and walking around topless. It had been a very
long time since I'd spent much time topless. I mean completely
topless. Even if I was going to bed or in a nightie I'd be wearing
something.

I felt the weight of my breasts more when I
moved, and especially if I moved quickly! They might be firm, like
he said, but that didn't mean they didn't move around when I
did!

Of course, that led to the problem afterward
of how to take them for a run. I certainly couldn't run topless.
That was out of the question. Even doing it in a bikini was a bit
difficult. I had worn a sports bra before. I got one of the bikinis
and put the top on and then took the dogs for their run before
leading them back for another dip in the pool. Then I rinsed them
off under the shower and went back to brush them out.

And that was when Mr. Hunter came out
again.

“Warren,” he said. “You've disobeyed your
master's orders.”

I looked up at him in surprise, then blushed
and remembered I still had the bikini top on.

“Uhm, I uhm, had to take the dogs for a run,
sir.... master,” I said.

“So?”

I blushed. “I can't run without anything to
uhm, support my... chest!” I gulped.

“Why not?”

I gave him a look, you know, like, you're
not that stupid.”

“You don't want your breasts bouncing
around?”

“Duh.”

“Warren,” he said. “You're being impertinent
to your master.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“Do you know what happens to slave girls who
are impertinent to their masters?”

I felt a rise in both sexual tension and
anxiety.”

“Uhm... they get... punished?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact.”

He took my wrist and led me towards the
shed, as my heart and pulse rate both picked up and I felt a
pulsing down low!

We entered the shed and he hummed to
himself, then got the sunscreen oil and then sat down on a chair. A
moment later I squealed as he yanked me in so that I fell across
his lap!

“Oh! Mister Hunter!” I gasped.

He was already tugging the thong down, and
then – .

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

Crack!

“Mr. Hunter!”

Crack!

“Oh! That hurts!” I gasped as his hand
slapped down on my bare bottom.

Crack!

“It's supposed to hurt,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad slave girl.”

“Ow! Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You have to learn to be more respectful to
your master,” he said.

“Mister Hunter!”

Crack!

“That's master.”

Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Master!” I squealed.

“Better.”

Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to be a good little sex
slave?”

My bottom was stinging and getting hotter
from his slaps, but this was also starting to set fire to my body!
Being across a man's lap practically naked while he spanks you was
just... kinky! And especially given what had already happened
between us!

Crack!

“Oh! Please, Master!” I gasped.

Crack!

“I like the sound of that. Try it
again.”

“Please, Master!”

His hand paused in the spanking, sliding
down between my buttocks, and under them, between my legs. There
his fingers rubbed and stroked and caressed my pussy as I squirmed
and gasped and moaned at the wild, swirling emotions and sensations
the spanking was giving me!

“Had you mentioned the need to keep your
lovely breasts from bouncing around as you moved, Warren, I would
have found a resolution to the problem,” he said.

Crack!

I yelped.

“But defying your masters orders,” he said,
adding in a “tsk, tsk, tsk.”

Crack!

“You must surely know sex slaves don't get
to do that.”

I almost said I wasn't his sex slave! But
then he might spank me more!

He undid the bra and pulled it free, leaving
me completely naked! Now he squirted oil over my back and his hands
spread it over my body, one hand kneading my breast while the
others pierced me and pumped in and out.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said.

I moaned helplessly as the sexual pressure
grew within me! His fingers were thrusting and twisting and
stroking inside me! And doing amazing things to my body as the
sensations grew more powerful!

He lifted me off him and bent me over a pile
of bags of topsoil.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread those lovely legs, sex slave,” he
growled.

I obeyed, moaning.

Crack!

“Raise that lovely ass higher.”

I trembled and moaned but obeyed, and his
fingers kneaded my buttocks. Then three of them pushed into me
again, twisting and turning from side to side as they moved in and
out. He rubbed my clitoris at the same time, and I shuddered, my
breasts grinding against the bag beneath me as I clutched the far
end with my fingers!

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave,” he ordered.

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

Had I really said that!? Just saying the
words was a jolt!

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

I gasped at the words but obeyed.

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Louder, sex slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

His fingers pulled out and a moment later I
shuddered at the delicious feel of his cock pushing into my body! I
was trembling and burning up already as his big cock pushed deep
into my belly, much deeper than even his long fingers! It felt
so... perfect!

And then he started to thrust into me with
hard, steady strokes that just about blew my mind! I moaned, eyes
slitted, chin against the sacks of soil, gulping in air as I felt
him pushing in again and again, his hips slapping against my
buttocks. I could feel the climax welling up inside me and embraced
it with desperate hunger!

He thrust harder and the orgasm tore through
me! I cried out again and again, especially when he grabbed my hair
and yanked it up and back, his hips pounding against me more and
more violently!

I grabbed at his hand out of instinct, but
couldn't shift it, and then the orgasm grew so powerful I simply
didn't care.

He left me bent over the sacks, gasping for
breath, dazed and exhausted!

After a minute I picked myself up, still
twitching, and shook my head.

I mean wow! I sure had never imagined
anything like this when I'd agreed to be his freaking doggy
babysitter!

The problem, I soon realized, was that when
he'd left he'd taken the bikini with him! Now what was I supposed
to do! I wasn't going to walk around stark naked! Topless was bad
enough!

I'd have to go back to the pool to get
another bikini. Of course, that might lead to another spanking but
though that had kind of stung, uhm, I wasn't really thinking that
would be so terrible a thing!

So I did that, though just to be careful, I
took the top off as soon as I got back to where the dogs were. That
wasn't as.. visible as other parts of the yard anyway.

And it was a good thing I did because Mr.
Hunter soon appeared again!

“Ahh, Warren, I have resolved your problem,”
he said.

“Y-You have?” I gulped.

“Of course. That's what Masters do, they
take care of their little slave girls,” he said, as if that should
be obvious.

Weirdly, I liked the sound of that. Maybe
because nobody had really taken care of me in years.

“I brought you some things to wear,” he
said.

The look on his face made me gulp and feel
anxious, but also made that now-familiar thrum appear down low!

He had a bag with him and now took my arm
and led me back to the shed. There he set down the bag, released
me, and opened it, drawing out something that looked considerably
larger and heavier than any of the bikini tops I'd worn!

It was leather, black, and sort-of a bra...
sort of. I stared at it in confusion because it didn't seem to have
much for cups.

He put it against my chest. He wrapped it
around me and did it up tight behind my back. It was sort of uhm,
like a shelf bra. But there wasn't much shelf to it! Almost none!
The lower part was about maybe two inches thick pressing against
the wall of my chest and the underside of my breasts.

The tips of the 'shelf' then curved up
around the outsides of my breasts, narrowing as they went, until
they were half inch straps which he pulled up and then in,
criss-cross across the top of my chest, then over my shoulders to
fasten behind my neck!

There was a final strap which went across,
left to right, pressing down against the top of my breasts so that
they were enclosed from all four sides.

But they were also completely naked!

The leather was a lot stronger than a bikini
top, and it squeezed up, and in and down so that my breasts were
kind of squeezed together and held there!

“I don't think they'll be bouncing a lot
while you wear this,” he said in satisfaction.

I gaped down. My breasts were looking even
bigger the way the thing was squeezing around them!

“This goes with it,” he said, wrapping the
leather collar around my neck before I could protest.

“But... but... I can't wear this outside!” I
said anxiously.

“Why?”

“What if Tony or Paul see me!?”

“Then I predict they'll find you extremely
hot and sexy looking.”

“But – !”

“Oh, and let's not forget the matching
bottom,” he said blandly.

He pulled something else out of the bag
while tugging my bikini panties down.

“Mister Hunter!” I moaned in complaint.

“Think of it as a uniform, Warren,” he
said.

I gaped at the bottoms. There was something
wrong with them! It was a leather thong, sort of. But there were...
things attached to it!

He grabbed me and bent me over the sacks
again, then slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave!”

Moaning, I obeyed, and I felt myself
penetrated. First there was a thick dildo pushing between the still
slick lips of my sex, and then a fat butt-plug entering my ass!
When they were both fully inside me he drew the straps of the thong
around my hips and waist to fasten together.

The dildo and butt-plug were actually
attached to the insides of the thing!

“And just to complete the ensemble,” he
said.

He attached the leather restraints around my
wrists and ankles, then... left!

I tugged at them and looked at them and
investigated how they were attached for a minute or two, marveling
at the depths of that man's perversion. My breasts throbbed a
little because of how they were squeezed together, but the real
throbbing was inside me.

The butt-plug and dildo were filling me up
inside, and it felt strange moving with them inside! But I gingerly
stepped outside. It was simply too hot in the shed not to. I didn't
have a mirror but I was willing to bet I looked like some kind
of... sex slave!

I knew where there was a mirror, though. I
made my way across the lawn to the pool and into the pool hut, and
then stared at myself in something like disbelief! Holy shit! I
looked like some kind of kinky sex toy! And the amazement I felt
only deepened as I realized that was exactly what I was!

But what else was I to do but go back to the
dogs? That was my job, after all.

Wearing that getup, of course, made even
picking up dog poop seem an erotic experience! Everything I did
that morning, no matter what it was, I did with a continuing thrum
of simmering sexual excitement and passion.

Until Paul showed up.

I was away from the shed, and there was
nowhere for me to hide when I realized he was there! All I could do
was blush hotly and clamp my arms across my breasts!

“Ah, here you are, Miss Warren,” he said.
“You didn't come up to the house for lunch.”

I gaped at him, too embarrassed to
speak!

“Mister Hunter is quite strongly resolved to
ensure everyone eats well around here,” he said.

He was talking in that English butler sort
of way, as if he didn't even notice what I was barely wearing!

“I-I wasn't hungry!” I gulped.

“Nonsense. You've been doing energetic
things, Miss Warren. It's important you eat. Come along.”

“Oh ah, I uhm, I'm uhm, too busy and...”

“Nothing is more important than your
health,” he said blandly, taking my wrist.

I squealed and then somehow, before I even
understood what he was doing, he'd pulled my wrists together behind
me and locked the restraints together! Then he took a chain from
his pocket and attached it to the ring in the front of the collar
and headed back into the house, pulling me along with him!

Like it was a leash!

“Paul!”

“Mister Hunter's orders, Miss Warren,” he
said, without turning around or stopping.

It was excruciatingly embarrassing! At
least, at first. My breasts were naked, and he'd seen them, even if
he wasn't paying much attention to them! And I was in this... this
sex getup! Not that that seemed to bother him any either.

He led me back up to the house, down the
corridor, and into the dining room.

“Since you're rather oiled up you had best
not sit on these chairs,” he said, eyeing the expensive looking
fabric. “You'd best kneel.”

He pushed down on my shoulder hard enough I
almost instinctively folded up under him until I was kneeling. By
then, of course, I had come to figure out that he was 'in' on the
kinky game Hunter was playing, but that only made it a bit
better.

He tied the 'leash' around one of the chair
backs, then went into the kitchen, leaving me there on my knees,
heart pounding, face burning, mind flustered and embarrassed and
trying to cope with all the emotions going through me!

Then he came out, set down a bowl of salad,
and began to cut and fork some up, before turning and thrusting the
fork down towards my mouth.

“Eat,” he said.

I gulped and opened my mouth, and he slid
the fork in!

Then he proceeded to feed me, face as bland
as if he didn't think anything at all odd about a mostly naked girl
tied up in front of him!
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After he had fed me and given me milk to
drink, Paul unclipped the restraints and went back to the kitchen,
leaving me to scurry away!

Boy had that been embarrassing! But
admittedly, it had faded over lunch. It was weird how he pretended
that what he was doing was perfectly normal, and never really even
stared at my breasts! Mind you, he didn't avert his eyes either! He
noticed them!

God! This was so freaking weird!

I vowed that Hunter was going to get a piece
of my mind next time I saw him!

And then I went back to work.

Well what else was I supposed to do!?

It was all really, really confusing and I
was having a hard time figuring out what to do about it! I mean,
sure the sex was scalding! And the bondage stuff was kinky and hot!
But now I was wearing it, like, even when there was no sex! Even
outside! Like it was normal or something!

And it was making me squirm inside in more
ways than one, both physically and mentally! Like, there's supposed
to be a time for sex and a time for everything else. And usually
the time for sex is when you're alone in someone's bedroom,
right?

Of course, he had fucked me by the swimming
pool, and then had masturbated me inside the pool hut, so....

And it was certainly more exciting than
taking care of dogs!

But going around topless like this where
someone could see was making me really anxious! Especially now that
Paul had seen me! God! That had been humiliating! Not just because
I was bare-breasted but because of, well, all the stuff, the collar
and restraints and... I could only hope he didn't know the leather
thong thing had a dildo and butt-plug attached to the inside!

It was kind of a relief that he'd shown so
little recognition of how kinky that all was, that he acted as if
he couldn't even notice or didn't care or that it was all perfectly
ordinary.

But I was still anxious!

I decided, finally, to put on a regular
bikini. If Hunter wanted to spank me for that, well, let him. But
when I went back to the pool hut they were all gone! So that meant
I either wore the thing or wore nothing! Or... I supposed, I could
go up to the house and get shorts and a t-shirt. That made the most
sense. But some part of me didn't like the idea.

And it was because t-shirts and shorts
weren't, well... sexy. And this newfound idea I was sexy and hot
and all was deeply attractive. It sure livened up an otherwise
boring day! I found myself reaching down to try to slide my fingers
into the leather thong, where my sex was feeling very hot and
sensitive around the dildo, and where my clitoris throbbed.

I went into the shed, which was hot, with
the overhead sunshine, and then looked around carefully before
closing the door. That, of course, made it even hotter, but I
didn't intend to stay long. I undid the thong thing and eased it
slowly down, gasping as the thing dildo slid out of me and the
butt-plug pulled free of my ass!

God! I was so wet and swollen and hot!

I ran my fingers over my sex, feeling wild
rushes of heat rolling up through my body as I stroked my clitoris.
I sat down, then, slumped down on the chair, drawing my knees up
and apart, and using just the dildo, began to plunge it in and out
of myself as I stroked my clitoris!

The dark heat began to grow, and grow fast!
My entire lower belly felt like it was throbbing, and the sexual
heat took hold of my mind once again like a wild fever. I shuddered
and gasped and moaned as I plunged the dildo in and out and my head
rolled back, eyes slitted, heading for what I was sure was going to
be a massive orgasm!

My blood was boiling, and the sexual
pressure grew unbearable, then exploded as the orgasm shattered my
mind! I cried out again and again, at the top of my lungs, arching
and jerking, my body convulsing as my muscles spasmed
violently!

I slumped, gasping for breath, jaw slack,
eyes almost closed, groaning in the afterglow. I groaned, pumping
the dildo very slowly, still feeling this delicious sense of
sexuality and pleasure, pumping in a more relaxed way now as I
tried to catch my breath.

And the heat began to grow again, though not
so rapidly. Still, it grew more intense, even as the heat around me
grew. I mean, I was dripping sweat. Droplets of perspiration were
trickling down my face and across my breasts by then. It was hot in
that shed!

But I didn't care. I pumped faster,
groaning, jamming it in deep and grinding it against myself,
forcing my knees back even harder as I stared through glazed eyes
at my sopping wet sex and the dildo pumping into me.

And then the door opened and Hunter was
there.

I gasped, shocked, dazed, pulling the dildo
out and trying to cover myself but too awkwardly. I actually fell
to the floor as he strode in.

“Well, I can see leaving you alone without
proper supervision was wrong, little sex slave. Clearly your
interests only go in one direction. And if you stay in here you'll
boil your brain.”

He attached something to the ring in the
center of the collar and then jerked, almost sending me sprawling
onto the floor. I caught myself, though, and he pulled again. I
couldn't rise because of the way the... the leash was pulling on
the collar. I could only scramble forward – on my hands and
knees.

He pulled firmly until I was outside, and I
felt a wave of cool air across my feverish skin, despite the fact
it was actually hot outside. The garden shed had gotten much
hotter.

“You need cooling off, sex slave,” he said
as he continued to pull remorselessly on the leash.

Every time I started to rise the thing
jerked me forward so I had to put my hands down and I found myself
crawling across the grass on all fours until we were near the dog's
area.

“Face and chest on the ground, bottom up,”
he said, his voice suddenly very firm.

And then he hit me with a thin stick or
switch. It was light and flexible but it did sting as he brought it
down on my bare bottom!

I gasped, dropping to my elbows, and then at
another sharp blow, laying flat, or at least pressing my breasts to
the ground.

“Hands out front. Bottom high!” he barked as
the switch cut stingingly across my bottom again!.

“Ow! D-Don't!” I gasped, obeying.

“Tuck that belly in, slave girl!” he
said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

I scrunched up as he wanted, pushing my
hands out.

Crack!

“Spread those legs wide.”

I obeyed, trembling, gasping, and he walked
forward, then he got a bowl from somewhere. It wasn't the dog's
bowl, or at least, I didn't think so. I mean, they had water dishes
attached to the insides of their little houses. But he filled it
with water, and then put it on the ground in front of me.

“Drink,” he ordered.

I started to push myself up and he brought
the switch down across my bottom again!

Crack!

“Don't use your hands. Spread your arms to
the sides. Now just use your tongue and lips.”

This was... confusing me, but I was really
hot, and I managed to raise my chin and start slurping cool water
from the bowl.

He knelt beside me and I shuddered as I felt
a finger thrusting into my sex, then a second, then a third, then a
fourth as I trembled and gasped and drank.

“Hot little sex slave, aren't you,” he said,
pleased.

He pulled his fingers out of me and then
tugged on the leash after I had drank most of the bowl, pulling me
back up onto all fours, then kept tugging so I had to crawl across
the lawn towards the pool. When we reached the pool deck he had me
lay my chest down and raise my bottom again like before, then he
drew my wrists behind me and locked the restraints together. He got
some sunscreen and poured it over my body.

His skilled hands then began to stroke and
caress, to squeeze and knead and massage me so that I was gasping
and whining and moaning once more, my hips bucking and jerking back
against his fingers as the sexual heat took over my mind.

“Well that looks like fun,” said a familiar
voice.

I gasped dazedly, jerking my head up as I
saw Bryce coming over, wearing nothing but a swimsuit, with a towel
draped over his shoulders.

“She certainly is,” Hunter said.

I gasped, trying to rise, but the leash was
still attached to my collar and Hunter was kneeling on it!

I was frozen in shock as Bryce came right
over, feeling a sense of panic, but without any idea of what to do
other than run – which I couldn't do! I tried to jerk my legs
together but Hunter's hand was firmly between them.

“Nice body,” Bryce said. “Even better than I
had thought it would be.

“I leave her to you then,” his father said,
getting up.

Bryce grinned and I tried to jerk myself up
too only to discover Bryce was now stepping on the leash. I jerked
my legs closer together but Bryce had the switch and brought it
down across my bottom with a stinging blow.

“Keep that ass high, slave girl!” he barked.
“Legs spread! Now!”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Don't! Ow!”

“Now, sex slave!”

I gasped and moaned and then squirmed into
position as he stood over me!

“You have to learn to be an obedient little
sex slave, Alyssa,” he said.

He dropped down to his knees, making sure
one was on the leash, and then I gasped as his hands began to slide
over my body, over my buttocks and between my legs. I trembled
anxiously as his fingers massaged my naked sex, then dipped into
me!

I was still gripped by disbelief as his
fingers slid deeper, turning and twisting, twisting and turning,
pumping slowly as his other hand fingered my clitoris! This was so
astonishing!

“I wanted to fuck you so bad back in
school,” he said, hungrily.

He undid the leather straps and removed the
'bra', then gripped my hair and pulled, forcing me upright.

He stood up and pulled off his swimsuit, and
his cock sprang out hard and erect!

Grinning down at me, he tugged on the leash,
pulling my face in against him.

“Now let's see how you perform, little sex
slave,” he said.

I shuddered as his cock slid into my mouth
but... but I started sucking and licking. I just didn't know what
else to do!

He pumped slowly, then pulled my head back
by the hair, guiding my lips to his balls to suck and lick and
massage them inside my mouth. Then his cock was in my mouth and
then in my throat as he drove himself deep and pumped steadily!

The shock was fading, as was the wild sense
of embarrassment, heat starting to grow once more!

He threw me back onto my back, scooped my
legs up and shoved them back and then drove himself into me hard
and deep so that I cried out! Then his heavy body came down atop
me, crushing me in two as his hips rose and fell, harder, faster,
harder, faster! I gasped and grunted and moaned as his hands
gripped my ankles, forcing them over my shoulders and then down
behind my head!

“Nice and hot and tight!” he gasped, ramming
himself into me!

I felt so utterly and completely used! And I
don't mean that in a bad way! The wild dark heat surged up within
me and then exploded into a helpless, scalding orgasm as he
pummeled my body, inside and out, as he hammered himself against me
until I thought my brains would fall out of my skull from the
steady pounding impact!

After that he put me back on my belly, my
bottom raised high and legs apart as his hands roamed my oil slick
body

“Oh yeah,” he growled, his hand know
kneading my breasts and stroking the nipples.

“Now this is a hot body!”

I moaned as his fingers stretched me out! He
wasn't as big as his father, but he had four fingers inside me now
as they twisted from side to side, and he'd managed to get his
thumb on my clitoris to stroke across it as he kneaded my breasts!
Now he twisted his thumb around, plunging it into my ass and
pumping it in and out.

Then it was his cock driving into me back
there, his hands gripping my hair as he rammed himself into me,
driving me into another wild climax that left me dazed and
exhausted!

And after I had recovered enough energy to
move, we went swimming. He wouldn't take no for an answer. And he
even talked to me as if I was, like a normal person – even though
we were both completely naked! Well, I was wearing the collar and
restraints but still...

“I love these tits,” he said, as he cupped
and fondled them in the pool.

I stood there a bit awkwardly, not
displeased but finding this all really, really strange!

We got out of the pool and sat down, and had
cokes, and he talked about how boring Europe was, and that he'd
come home early and was going to go to Japan in a bit, and maybe
see China before coming back for school.

And then he had me straddle him and ride him
as he got hard again. I put my hands on his shoulders and rode up
and down, feeling a deep sense of rightness, of pleasure, both
physical and emotional, as I rode up and down on his beautiful cock
and he sucked and licked my breasts!

Dinner that night was 'formal' as it had
been the previous night. This time the dress laid out for me was
much longer, but just as revealing. It had slits on both sides all
the way to the waist, and had a deeply plunging neckline.

And before bed I had sex with the two of
them – separately. Also in the morning.

When I told Mr. Hunter wearing the thong
thing with the butt-plug and dildo was uncomfortable he agreed I
didn't have to wear it. But then I couldn't wear anything at all.
Except for a butt-plug.

“I want that tight little ass ready for use
at all times,” he said.

*

Mister Hunter found an apartment for me
within walking distance of MIT! It was really nice, and way better
than any dorm! It was all paid for, along with everything else,
including the internet, cable, and food!

What I hadn't known about previously was
that Bryce was going to MIT too! So in exchange for everything, I
would, on occasion, like, a couple of times a week, let Bryce use
me as his sex slave there in the apartment! And sometimes he'd
bring over a friend... or two!

I didn't mind, though. The sex was
fantastic! And it made me feel even more like a hot, sexy,
sophisticated woman of the world. It literally made me into a
different person, a more confident person, proud of herself, and
not shying away from talking with other people.

After all, once you've had sex with three
guys at the same time, two of them strangers, it's kind of hard to
be embarrassed about a lot!

But that's another story!

 


End

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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Molly's Black Master
(Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


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 Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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