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Going out alone is pretty difficult for a
girl. You look pathetic, and it's hard getting around, especially
in club dresses. You don't take public transportation in club
dresses, not alone anyway. And if there's three or four girls you
can hire a cab. It's expensive to get to Manhattan, but worth it.
That's where the best clubs were, and the best clubs are where the
best people are.

I'm not the best people – exactly. I mean,
this is New York. You know who lives in New York? Some really,
really rich people, a bunch of merely rich people, and then
everyone else. The first two groups live in Manhattan, pretty much,
with a scattering along the shores of the East River in Brooklyn.
The rest of us lived everywhere else.

Including Queens. Queens could be a shithole,
or it could be reasonably middle class, depending on what part you
were in. All of it was more expensive than other cities. And
everyone tends to have an attitude. Like, hey, I'm from Queens, so
fuck yourself.

I don't know anyone who lives in Manhattan.
No one I know knows anyone who lives on the island. You pretty much
have to be rich to live there. Unless you live way north, like
north of Central Park in Harlem or the Bronx.

That doesn't mean I don't want to go and
party there. That's where the bright lights and the flash and
sizzle are. That's where the 'best people' meaning the rich ones,
live. Now I won't say I'm looking for a rich husband, because that
would be weird and old fashioned. I'm nineteen. I'm not looking for
a husband. Just... fun.

I was not meant to be a virgin. Not for long,
anyway. I got so much flattery about how pretty I was that I got a
bit of an ego. And I got so much admiration for my body once I
developed that the urge to try it out as soon as possible became
overwhelming.

At first, I tried it out myself. That was
exciting! I enjoyed it so much and so often I had to get some help
from a guy. So I did that, and that was even more exciting! If my
own hands and fingers felt delicious on my body, well, someone
else's hands and fingers felt even more delicious!

If a dildo inside me felt great, well, a real
cock was just incredible! I loved having a big cock inside me!

Dating, however, is a bit... frustrating. I
mean, guys can see what a girl's body looks like before they even
ask them out. But an important part of a guy's anatomy is hidden. I
wanted a guy with a big cock, because I liked to feel as if I was
just being stuffed! I liked to be stretched! I liked it to ache!
Not too much, but... yes, a nice ache from a big fat cock is
hot!

But then there's the problem of guys coming
too soon. Damn it! The only way to find out if a guy will last is
to try them out first.

And as I got more experience, I began to
understand the difference between a guy who knew what he was doing
with his hands – and his tongue – and his cock – and a guy was just
panting like a dog and hammering it into me.

But once again, that wasn't something I could
know until after I'd let the guy have sex with me. So after a bit
of time I started moving upward in the age range, figuring older
guys would have more experience, and would know what to do with my
body.

I wanted fun and games! Besides, men my age
are mostly pretty damn boring. I mean, aside from the sex and
making-out part. They watch a lot of sports. Boooring. They have a
juvenile sense of humor. Their manners are often poor, and they get
sulky when you don't want to do what they want to do.

That's assuming they even want me around
aside from sex and dancing. Lots of times they expect you to sit at
home until they feel like doing something with you. Yeah, like I'm
gonna sit at home watching TV while you're out with your buds! Fuck
you, man!

I'm a party girl. You don't like it, fuck
yourself! I can walk into any club in the world and walk out with
half a dozen guys drooling after me.

If you think I'm a bit arrogant, well, I
suppose I can come off that way. I know just how attractive I am to
guys. I know how much in-demand I am. I know my value, in other
words. I don't need to settle, and I don't need to compromise. Why
should I? Would you?

So I go out only with hot guys who have
money. And if they want more dates they better treat me right, and
they better be good in bed. So I figured, Manhattan was the place,
so me and Angie and Brooke and Holly took a cab across on a Friday
night looking for fun – and guys.

We went to the Cauldron, just because that
was the hot place now, and since we looked like what we looked
like, we got in ahead of the people waiting in line.

There are advantages to being a hot looking
girl. Especially if you wear a hot dress.

Once inside we found a table, and then we set
out hunting guys. That meant separating, since guys like to hit on
you alone in case you turn them down.

Now usually I wear my hair parted in the
middle and flowing down the sides. But when I'm looking for fun I
try to make myself look more... cute. Guys get intimidated by hot
girls. They want hot but... girl next door. You know?

Well, I wasn't girl next door in this
glittery black dress, but I could do wonders with my hair, so I
parted it more to the side so I had thick bangs cutting across my
forehead, almost to my eyes. It softened my look. And it always
worked. I started getting hit on right away.

I danced with several guys, but they didn't
impress me a lot. Then Colin asked me to dance.

Colin was a guy who seemed to have a lot of
potential. He was a big, studly, good looking, square jawed blonde
guy wearing the right kind of clothes. I met him at a club, and he
danced really well. I decided he'd be my boy-toy for the night, and
I'd go home with him.

Now, a girl doesn't tell a guy that in so
many words. I kind of let him know, though, but he wasn't quick on
the uptake. Instead of taking me home we left the girls behind and
went to another club. Okay, more dancing. He was good, like I said.
But I was impatient.

So then the cab drove us to a condo. And then
the door man opened the door to the condo. We went inside, but
Colin was staggering a little and I had to help him.

We went up sixty floors in the elevator, and
then he showed me around this fabulous looking penthouse! Whoa! I
was his! But he kept drinking! And ignored my suggestions he have
some coffee. So you can probably guess what happened. Yes, he fell
asleep. Can you believe that!? What an idiot!

He fell asleep before we even got to the
bedroom! I went to the bathroom and came back to find him snoring
on the sofa with his head hanging back over the top cushion.

I mean, fuck me!

I sighed and looked around. Colin had blown
his chances before I'd even had a chance to blow Colin. I could
sort of, kind of make allowances for a guy my age getting drunk
like that, but Colin was twenty five. Too bad. This was the kind of
place that appealed to me.

I went out on – it was too big to call a
balcony – sort of, a deck, I guess, and looked out on the city
lights, appreciating the beauty of it, but pissed off that I wasn't
going to get any tonight. And I'd been all primed too!

Now I was going to have to use my own money
to get a taxi home. Believe me, I wasn't going to be riding the
subway alone in a dress as tight, short and low cut as I was
wearing. It was a club dress, which meant the only acceptable place
to wear it was a club.

It was black, glittery, and the top was held
up by two thin spaghetti straps going up behind my neck. It was
mostly backless, and the front of the dress plunged down to below
the bottom of my breasts. So it was decent enough from straight
ahead, but sure gave a lot of views from any sort of angle.

The hem was a mini, and it had a slit up the
hip as well. And the whole thing was tissue thin and clung to my
body. Plus, there was no way to wear a bra with the top like that,
and no way to wear underwear with the high slit.

Yeah, ride the subway? Not a chance!

And then Colin came through the big, wide
door, which I'd left open. Or at least, I thought it was him, at
first. I quickly realized it was a much older guy. A man, in
fact.

“I take it you're my son's date,” he
said.

“Uhm... .”

Yes, not the mot intelligent response, right?
But I was surprised.

“I'm Oliver Mathews,” he said, extending his
hand.

“Uh, hi,” I said. “I'm Courtney.” I
hesitated. “Courtney Rogers.”

My hand kind of disappeared into his. He had
a big hand, and a rough one. I mean, the skin of the palm was not
smooth. And Oliver Mathews did not have a smooth face. It was...
craggy, weathered, and old. Well, middle-aged. Like, late forties
anyway.

He was pretty good looking, though. I mean,
he didn't look like a dad. He looked like a … cowboy or something.
He looked like he could be out on a horse chasing rustlers. He was
wearing a faded blue denim shirt and khakis. And had a kind of
gravelly voice. He had darker hair, with piercing blue eyes, and
practically no neck. I mean, he had very wide shoulders with a
broad chest. Colin's dad was a big guy!

“I apologize for your disappointment,” he
said.

“Uh...?”

“I'm fairly sure you didn't expect to come
back here and have your date fall asleep on the sofa.”

I snorted. “No.”

“Colin lacks discipline. He spent too much
time with his mother growing up, and she had none.”

I wondered why he was trash-talking his kid
in front of Colin's 'date' but then, it wasn't like he was telling
me anything I hadn't figured out already. I'd already seen it. I
wasn't hoping for more than a fun time in bed, and maybe a name to
add to my list for when I was bored.

I also wondered why he was still holding my
hand.

I didn't mind it, though. He had a warm but
not hot hand. He squeezed, but not too tightly, just... firmly. His
hand wasn't sweaty, and holding his hand kept me very close to
him.

And the more I saw him the more I
thought.

This guy is fucking hot!

I'd never really considered a guy this old
before, but boy, not many men are this good looking and this sexy,
let alone men who have twenty-five year old kids.

I was still wasn't really considering him as
anything more than a hot... man, yet, but I was appreciating his
hotness even so.

“How did you plan to get home?”

“Uhm, a cab, I guess.”

He shook his head. “I'll drive you.”

“Oh, that's not necessary,” I said.

But it was for form's sake. He might be rich.
I was not. And a cab ride back across the river to Queens would
cost a lot of money.

“I live in Queens,” I warned him.

“That's a long drive,” he said.

I felt anxious. Was he going to bail on
me?

He was still holding my hand, by the way.

“Has Colin showed you around?”

“Uhm, yes... sir.”

“You'll have noted, then, that we have six
bedrooms. One is available for my daughter when she visits, but
she's not here. One is Colin's. The master is mine. You can pick
one of the three others and stay the night. In the morning, I can
have my limo take you home. Jeremy starts work at seven.”

“Uhm...”

The prospect of riding in a limo was
cool.

“The guest room comes fully equipped,
including with fresh, unopened toothbrush and other toiletries,” he
said.

“Well...”

“Let me show you the amenities.”

He was leading me back into the house, and
still holding my hand.

I was just... just starting to get the
thought, a ridiculous thought, that maybe, you know... but come on!
He was more than twice my age! But maybe... well... I mean... he
was hot and...

He released my hand but then his hand was on
my back, guiding me along, past the snoring Colin, and back to the
entrance, then up a marble staircase.

The bedroom he showed me to was about, oh,
fifteen feet by twenty or so. It was an incredibly luxuriously
furnished room, with a big flat screen on the wall and the same
glorious view of the city towers out the floor to ceiling
window.

He led me into the ensuite bathroom, which
again, was huge.

“Walk in shower,” he said. “Multiple shower
heads.”

He opened the drawer and showed me all the
toothbrushes and other toiletries, all in boxes.

“The only thing it doesn't have is a
nightie,” he said. “But... that dress would probably do.”

He smiled ever so faintly.

“I don't think this would work well as a
nightie,” I said, smiling back, and then, feeling a bit of
tightness in my throat said, with a sort of cheeky grin. “But I can
just sleep naked.”

“We have the best quality bamboo sheets,” he
said. “The fabric will feel great on your bare skin.”

“Oh, uhm, cool.”

“If you'd like to shower before bed I can get
you some towels.”

My chest got tighter, and I began to feel
this little flutter in my lower belly.

My mind, though, was like... come on! No
way! Are you crazy! This guy is too old! But he's hot! But he's
your freaking date's dad! But I owe nothing to Colin! But he's old!
But he's hot! And rich!

I was, in a word, kind of confused about what
to do, and uncertain even about what he wanted. Maybe he was just
being polite. Maybe he had no interest in sex with me. I was way
younger than him, after all.

Then again, I'm pretty hot.

Does that sound arrogant? Look, I can see
myself in a damn mirror. I have long blonde hair, a nice, toned
body with lots of curves, high, round breasts, and a great ass.
What's not to like? I've been pursued by guys for freaking ever.
How could I not know I was attractive unless I was brain dead?

He left, I guessed to get towels, but my
chest was still tight, my mind still moving at breakneck speed. Did
I dare!? That would be sooo slutty! But it would be wild! Well, it
could be. What would it be like with a guy this old!? What if Colin
found out!? Fuck Colin! It's his fault for getting drunk!

Did I want to get a cab home and go to sleep
early? No!

I wandered back into the bedroom, then over
to the windows. Actually, it was a door, I realized. The door
basically went all the way up to the ceiling fifteen feet above. A
button on the wall made it slide open.

“Wow!” I said admiringly.

I stepped out onto a balcony which overlooked
central park. Well, not that you could actually see anything in
Central Park in the daytime. But you could see the wall of
buildings along its edges.

“It's a beautiful view, isn't it?”

I gasped as Mr. Mathews came out onto the
balcony.

“Yeah. Boy, there's sure no view like it from
Queens.”

He came up behind me and his arm moved quite
naturally around my waist.

I felt my chest tightening again, felt the
hot, thrumming of energy along with the wild confusion of thoughts
which signaled I still had no idea what I was going to do.

“No, the view from the top is well worth the
climb,” he said.

His hand was on my right hip. He was on my
left. I was very, very aware of both these things. My heart was
starting to beat pretty fast and my mind was still considering what
to do. Then the hand on my hip kind of pulled, turning me in
against him as he turned to me.

“The view from up here is very nice,” he
said, looking down at me.

He wasn't even looking into my cleavage
either!

Then he was kissing me! Whoa! His other hand
slid up around me so both were on my back, and he pulled me in
against him as his lips pressed lightly against mine, then sort of
slowly melted against me! I was taken by surprise, my eyes
widening, but I didn't struggle because I wasn't sure what I wanted
to do!

My hands were against his chest, and they
couldn't help noticing just what a big hard, firm, warm chest it
was under that denim shirt! They slid up onto his shoulders as he
continued to kiss me, as his lips moved more firmly against
mine.

This guy knows how to kiss! I
thought!

I felt my nipples starting to prickle against
the inside of the dress as my breasts pillowed out against his
chest! His lips were still on mine, now moving slowly against me as
his hands, those big, hard, firm hands, slid slowly up and down,
caressing my lower back, then the top of my buttocks and my lower
back, then just my buttocks!

I felt an OMG moment as his fingers slid over
the curves of my buttocks, then began to squeeze me gently, then
harder. His lips were still moving against mine, his tongue dipping
and brushing as my pulse raced and my heart beat like a drum!

His right hand slid onto my right hip – which
was where the slit in the dress was, and then slid smoothly inside,
caressing my bare bottom!

I felt a hot rush of energy, some more doubt
and anxiety, and then another rush of heat as his hand kneaded my
bare buttocks!

And he was still kissing me!

His other hand slid up and down my back, and
then up under my hair behind my neck. And the next thing I knew the
thin black strap going behind my neck was untied and the top of my
dress fell to my waist!

I gasped, my hands instinctively jerking down
off his shoulders to cover my now bare breasts!

But then he pulled his hands off me, looked
down at me with this very, very... intense look that took my breath
away, and reached out to take my wrists. He gripped them firmly,
but not roughly and then pulled them slowly away!

The dress fell to my hips, and then slid down
to my ankles!

OMG!

I could hardly breath as he looked me up and
down, then lifted my wrists up into the air above my head!

Woah! What the...?

He lifted them up together and then crossed
my wrists, raising me onto the balls of my feet! I was... confused,
to say the least!

He was able to hold both wrists in one big
hand. The other hand combed softly through my hair, then his
fingers slid along my trembling lips, then descended. I gasped as
he caressed my breast and gave my left breast a squeeze. He rolled
and pinched my stiff nipple, making me gasp and moan, then his
fingers slid up again, caressing my lips.

“Pretty girl,” he said in a low voice.

He let his index finger push slowly forward,
across my lips and onto my tongue!

WTF?!

OMG! This is so... different!

I had never been with an old guy before.
Maybe this was how they did it!?

I mean, he wasn't panting and groping me
everywhere and moaning and tearing at his clothes. He was calm, and
he moved slowly and patiently, but... firmly!

His finger pushed slowly into my mouth, and I
rolled my eyes up at him, then down, and then I closed my lips,
sucking softly, then licking it as my pulse raced wildly!

He eased it out, then slid it forward, only
now there were two fingers! I licked and sucked on them, moaning
softly as he pumped them in and out!

Then he slid them out, and dropped his hand.
I gasped aloud this time as I felt his fingers right there against
my sex, as if he didn't need to even look! His warm, slippery
fingers stroked along the line of my sex, right near the top,
spreading them apart, and rubbing my clitoris!

He lowered his left hand, the one holding my
wrists, and brought my hands against his chest.

“Undo the buttons,” he said in a soft
voice.

But... it wasn't a request, exactly. It
wasn't a suggestion either!

He let go of my wrist and my fingers trembled
a bit as I undid the buttons down the front of his shirt. I felt my
excitement grow as more of his flesh appeared. I pulled the shirt
out of his pants, and then slid my hands up and down his firm, flat
stomach and onto his chest.

What a chest! I mean, it was a man's chest! I
had run my hands over plenty of boys chests in my life, but not
like this one! This one wasn't smooth and shaved and hairless, for
one thing. It was also twice the size of most of them.

I was breathing raggedly already as my
fingers stroked up and down along his chest. His fingers was doing
wild things between my legs, and starting to push inside me!

I moaned as it dipped into the mouth of my
sex, then pushed a little deeper as he kissed me again. We kissed
as my hands moved up and down his chest, and then his hands slid
around me, caressing my bare back, my bare buttocks. One of them
slid upward into my hair, and then gathered it together.

I felt the pressure as he pulled backwards,
forcing my head back and my back to arch until I was staring almost
up at the sky! I felt his mouth on the center of my left breast,
then, and whimpered as he sucked and licked and lightly chewed on
my flesh!

His other hand was between my legs, his
finger pushing into me, sliding up, rubbing and stroking!

Then he drew back a bit, and I felt the
pressure on my hair again, forcing me down, down onto my knees. He
ground my face lightly against his crotch, and I breathlessly
reached up and undid his belt, then undid his pants and pulled down
the zipper.

Please don't let him be tiny, I thought, hard
pounding.

OMG!

At first I was both pleased and confused. He
was long and thick, but pointed straight down. And then I
realized... he wasn't hard yet!

I gasped as he reached down and gripped his
cock, lifting it up and back against his belly, then pulled forward
on my head and hair, pushing my mouth and face in against the
underside! I shuddered, licking his balls, then sucking them into
my mouth, my own excitement mounting by the second!

He pulled on my hair, guiding me upward and I
licked my way up his hardening shaft to the top. He let it go and I
gazed at it in awe. In the light of the moon, it seemed huge! I
moaned as he gripped it and pushed the head against my mouth.

My hands rose and he jerked back sharply on
my hair.

“Put your hands down,” he ordered. “Use only
your mouth.”

No guy had ever tried to boss me around
during sex like this! But it didn't seem like he was bossing me
around! I mean, it just seemed like... I don't know! He was telling
me what I should do! I mean, it wasn't like I hadn't done a lot of
oral sex, but... I dropped my hands immediately.

“Put your hands behind your back. Grip your
wrist with your other hand.”

I moaned and obeyed as he used my bunched up
hair like a kind of handle, guiding me onto his cock again. I
licked excitedly at the underside of the head, then took the head
into my mouth. I got even more excited at how thick it was! I
stretched my lips wide, sucking and licking as I pushed my lips
down the length of him.

Fuck he's big! I thought.

I began to get both excited at the thought of
him inside me, and anxious about the possibility he wouldn't all
fit! I wanted every inch! Part of the excitement was feeling I had
a guy completely inside me! Was he too long for it!?
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I bobbed up and down, and he began to pump,
threatening to gag me. This was... something new to me. Always
before I'd felt like the flirty girl, the girl in charge, coyly
toying with a guy's cock, sucking and licking. Always before it had
felt like I was completely in charge.

Now, with my hands behind my back, and him
gripping my hair the way he was, with him pumping, it felt like...
I don't know, something dark and exciting, and hot! Like he was
fucking my mouth!

He pulled my head back and then lifted me to
my feet. Well, the pull on my hair forced me to scramble to my feet
as I gasped and cried out. Then he was spinning me around, pressing
me against the rail. I felt his cock against my buttocks, hard and
slick, then pushing between my thighs.

His right hand reached around my hip, down
between my legs, and gripped the head of his cock as I spread my
legs a little further, his left cupped and kneaded my right breast,
and his lips... moved in along the nape of my neck, chewing and
licking and sucking and kissing me!

Meanwhile the hand with his cock rubbed him
up and down, up and down, up and down along my hot, swollen lips,
pushing between them, rubbing across my clitoris again and again
and again!

My legs were getting rubbery! My body felt as
if it was so filled with tension and pressure that it would
explode!

“Do you want my cock inside you, little
girl?” he breathed into my ear.

“Y-yesss!” I moaned.

The hand on my breast slid up my chest and
then was around my neck, not... not roughly, but firmly, pulling my
head back against his chest.

“Say it,” he said.

“Yes!” I moaned again.

“Say it. Beg for it.”

Seriously?! Oh wow!

I felt a wild flare of heat.

“Please... fuck me!” I gasped.

“Sir,” he said, giving my neck a little
squeeze.

Oh man!

“Please fuck me, sir!” I moaned.

The hand came off my neck, or actually slid
around to the back, and pushed forward. Since I was almost pressed
against the railing my hands hot out and grasped it as I leaned
forward more and more under the pressure of that hand.

I felt the fat head of his cock push more
insistently against the mouth of my sex, and shifted my feet apart
further! If it weren't for the five inch stiletto heels there was
no way I could be tall enough for this, but as it was, I shuddered
as I felt him slowly stretching me apart and pushing into me!

It felt incredible! It ached, but a wild rush
of heat was making it almost impossible to think!

He pushed in, and my fingers tightened on the
bar at the top of the glass railing. I was gulping in air in ragged
gasps as I felt his cock pushing up through my elastic sleeve,
stretching it out wide and making it ache too!

He jerked on my hips to force me back
further, to force me to bend over more! My breasts wobbled as they
hung below me, and I moaned as his cock slid even deeper into my
churning belly!

It hurt. But I didn't care. The wild animal
hunger and passion gripping me ignored that pain, exulting in the
pressure and fullness, in the dark erotic hunger of having that
beautiful thick cock deep inside!

He started to pump, in and out, in and out,
slowly, and my hips moved a bit in tandem, simply because I was
squeezed so tight around him! I had never had anything so big
inside me, and it was making my mind flare with a wild animal
heat!

He continued to pump, but he was pushing
deeper, too, deeper and... and deeper! I shuddered as I felt that
aching, stretching pressure move deeper into my abdomen!

He pulled back, all the way, and I moaned and
trembled, feeling vacant. Then he pushed into me again, and I
shuddered and cried out helplessly as he slid deep inside me! He
pumped in and out, then pulled out again, rubbing himself against
me.

“Do you want it? Do you want it, baby?”

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

He slapped my ass!

“Beg for it.”

Fuck!

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

This was so hot and wicked and nasty!

I shuddered as he ground the head over my
clitoris.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

He sank into me, deeply, and I moaned
helplessly.

He pumped in and out, then slid back so just
the head was inside me.

“Ride your hot little cunt back on my cock,”
he growled.

OMG!

I whimpered and pushed back, and my eyes
almost rolled back in my head as I impaled myself, sliding my pussy
down, down, down the long, thick length of him!

His hands slid up and down my hips, up and
down my waist, up under to cup and knead my breasts as I moved my
hips in and back, in and back, riding his cock, sliding back more
and more, desperately trying to get it all inside! I kept gasping
and squeaking as the head pushed deep! But then I'd slide
back more, trying to get it even deeper!

I felt his fingers in my hair, felt him
gathering it up, then jerking it sharply up and back.

I cried out, but while he pulled my hair
back, which forced my head up, his hand was also pressing against
my neck to keep me bent over!

Crack! He slapped my ass again!

“Ride that cock, girl,” he ordered.

This was so wild, so hot! So nasty!

My hips slid in and out, in and out, until
with a cry of pleasure and pain, I felt my bare buttocks pressing
firmly against his hips! I had him all inside me! Yes! Fuck! I was
so full, so stuffed! I ached!

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he growled, jerking
on my hair as he ground himself into me.

I whimpered and gasped and moaned as his big
fat spear shifted inside my abdomen!

Then he started to pump, in and out, in and
out, in and out, with the head seemingly punching against the back
wall of my sex, against my cervix, perhaps! His hips were slapping
against my buttocks, and his hand was roughly kneading my
breast.

I felt like the world was swirling around me!
The heat was rising as he thrust harder.

I felt...owned! And I mean in a good way!
Like this was a big, powerful, masculine, confident, macho guy who
was just... just fucking using me like his bitch! That was
so hot!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Fuck! Fuck! Oh! Oh! God!”
I cried as his hips hit my buttocks with bruising force.

Suddenly he jerked my head up and back by the
hair, and I cried out even louder, startled. His right hand dropped
low, fingers finding my clitoris, rubbing it as I stood pressed
back against him. The hand on my hair shifted to my neck, squeezing
softly as he pinned my head to his chest.

“Do you want it, baby?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

He ground himself against me, his cock high
inside my aching belly!

Oh God!

He slid back, and I felt his cock pulling out
of me. He roughly turned me around and bent over and then lifted me
up! I gasped as I was dropped belly-down across his left shoulder,
my arms and head and torso dangling down his back!

OMG!

He slapped my ass again sharply enough I
yelped, then carried me back into the bedroom!

He walked over to the bed and then threw me
on it!

I gasped and then stared at him as he lowered
himself, one knee on the bed, then the other as he came down to all
fours like... like a tiger!

I backed away a bit, kind of scrambling on my
back, legs spread. He crawled forward, even as I reached the head
of the bed, and then he gripped my legs and yanked me back!

I squealed, then he was on top of me, his
body pressed against me! I felt his thick cock pressed against my
abdomen as he gripped my hair, jerked it back and then kissed me
roughly, hungrily, passionately!

Oh wow! Was all I could think!

He rose up, leaving me gasping, then reached
beneath my head, gripping the pillows and throwing them away. He
caught at my wrists and shoved them back against the mattress above
my head, pinning them there as he stared down at me with those
intense eyes!

Then he was looking above me, as if at the
headboard, and reaching for something. I started to cock my head up
and back, even as I felt something going around my wrists! I
gasped, twisting more, trying to see, and then my eyes widened as I
saw a black strap, with a loop at the end he had just cinched
tightly around my wrists!

OMG!

He slid back, gripping my legs, yanking me
back again until the strap went taut!

He pressed himself against my throbbing sex
and pushed slowly as my chest rose and fell frantically. Then he
gripped my legs, lifting them up and pushing them back. He kind
of... leaned into me, and his cock pushed deeper and deeper as he
leaned more and more!

He slid his grip down my legs, from behind
the knees to the ankles, and forced my legs way back across my
shoulders as he drove himself home.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh!” I gasped in pain and dark
heat.

“Hot, sexy little slut!” he growled.

He began to pump, his hips moving up and
down, up and down, and my body began to burn hotter and hotter!
This was so fucking wicked and wild and hot!

And he was so big and... and … masterful!

I stared up at him, my eyes wide and seeming
to melt under the heat spreading through me! His eyes still had
that intense look as his hips struck my upraised buttocks again and
again and again, his cock a spear of flesh driving deep into my
shuddering body!

The orgasm welled up inside me and then
exploded!

I cried out, arching my back, and then,
suddenly it redoubled! My cry grew more intense, my muscles
spasming as he hammered into me from above! That huge, thick, hard
cock was driving deep into me as my body spasmed again and again,
and I felt as if my mind and body were being torn apart by the
incredible pressure of that climax!

He was just hammering his whole lower body
into me by then, crushing me, pounding me, his weight slamming me
down into the mattress so the springs could throw me back up to
meet the next stroke. I was overwhelmed and filled with a stunning
clamor of sensation as the orgasm ripped through me, and it left me
dazed and gasping for breath.

He pulled out, then flipped me over, again as
if I was weightless. He just grabbed me and whoosh, I was on my
belly.

Crack!

“Raise that ass in the air,” he barked.

Crack!

I gasped and moaned, pulling my knees in a
little, and his hands gripped my hips and jerked upward.

Crack! He slapped my ass again, a
sharp, stinging blow that made me cry out!

He pushed into me from behind, even as his
hands gripped my waist, forcing my hips higher but also kind of
bending me sharply in so that my thighs were pressed against my
belly.

Crack!

I yelped in pain, starting to think that I
ought to tell him to tone it down!

But then I felt that cock rubbing up and down
against me, and shuddered as it sank into my body and pushed deep
again. The sensation was overpowering as that thick cock drove deep
into my body, and I lost all thought of protest as he filled me up
and ground himself against my buttocks.

Then he started to ride me again, to ride me
hard, and I gasped and grunted and moaned as his hips struck my
buttocks with hard, jarring blows that made my entire body shudder.
The feel of that big cock punching in and out of me was like
nothing I'd ever experienced, and all my focus kind of narrowed to
it even as he gripped my hair and jerked it back sharply.

Crack!

Fuck! This guy was just... just... riding me
like a bull! Like an animal!

There was something deeply, deliciously
exciting about that! I felt my blood racing, felt the flow of
sensation and heat growing. This was so wild! So hot! So
carnal!

And I felt like the world was out of control,
like I was being swept before this wild storm of angry sexual
hunger, tossed and turned, tumbled and battered as the big man
behind me used me with unrestrained hunger and strength. It felt...
savage!

The heat spread and grew into a firestorm
like I had never really experienced before. My entire body felt as
if it were radiating heat! The sensations of wild, animal pleasure
were resonating through my body. It was like I was in a fever
dream, and I wallowed in it!

Another orgasm hit, and I cried out, the
pleasure crackling through my body like sexual electricity, like an
overload! I trembled and shook, my mouth opening wide to scream but
no air in my lungs to do so, at least until a sharp yank on my hair
made me gasp and then suck in a desperate, ragged lungful of
air!

Could you be fucked to death, I wondered
dazedly?

He stopped, pulled out, and flipped me over
again. Once more, he lifted my legs up, pinning them back,
thrusting himself into me, then lowering his body. His hands were
on my ankles and before long they were jammed against the mattress
above my head!

I felt so small and helpless and utterly,
utterly... dominated! I was like his toy to play with, and he could
play as roughly as he felt like!

He ground himself into me and then drew back,
letting my legs flop down.

Now his hands coasted over my body, over my
heaving chest and quivering belly. His fingers massaged my sex,
caressed my thighs. He slid downward, sucking and chewing and
licking at my breasts and nipples, then nibbling and kissing his
way lower. He forced my thighs wide and then his tongue went to
work at my pussy.

I was bewildered by this. Why was he... ? I
mean, in my experience guys went down on you as a kind of mandatory
exercise, a chore to get through before they could fuck you. They
didn't stop in the middle to do it!

But he did.

And with his fingers sliding into me and
pumping in and out, it had a tremendous affect! I was just about on
the edge of another orgasm in no time! My body was writhing and
twisting, my back arching as I shuddered and moaned and gasped in
pleasure. My head rolled back and I began to grind my hips – or try
to – up against him.

And then he rose up, flipped me over, and
slapped my bottom sharply.

Crack!

“Get that ass in the air, you hot bitch,” he
growled.

Crack!

I moaned and raised my hips. He pushed them
forward, bending me sharply again, forcing my legs forward against
my belly. Then he was in me, slowly sinking deep. This time he
thrust slowly. But I felt something else back there, as well. I
felt his finger or thumb pushing against my wrinkled back
opening!

I shuddered as it pushed into me, wriggling,
pumping and twisting. It was thick, and it was... slippery, as if
he'd put something oily on it. I moaned as it pumped in and out, as
he fucked me at the same time! I could feel his thumb kind of
pulling up against my tailbone even as he slammed into me with his
hips, and the dark fire spilled through my veins again as I began
to grind my hips back.

Crack!

“Ahh!'

He gripped my hair and yanked it back.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

He dropped my hair and my face dropped to the
mattress.

Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.

He pushed a second finger into my ass, then
pulled his cock out of me and pushed it against my back
opening.

I moaned in denial, but was barely capable of
coherent speech just then unless someone gave me the exact words to
use!

I felt his thick cock slowly pushing into me,
forcing me open. The thing is, I'm one of those girls who has
always kind of liked anal sex. It just always seemed so... raw and
nasty, and thus exciting!

I groaned as his cock moved into me, feeling
the ache grow as his hands moved up and down my body. He gripped my
hair and gathered it together, then yanked as he pushed deep. I
cried out, and he slapped my ass sharply and pushed deep again.

He felt so big back there!

But so hot!

I shuddered and moaned as he started to pump.
Yes it hurt, but the aching just added to the storm of sensations
sweeping through me.

He yanked on my hair.

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

I shuddered.

Crack!

“Do it!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” I cried.

This was so deliciously sick and kinky! This
was going to be something to remember!

My mind and body both felt inflamed as he
drove his cock deeper into my ass. And when he finally got it all
in I felt a deep, powerful wave of excitement burning me up!
Despite the aching!

I was being used like a bitch, and I was
loving it!

He began to pump into me, using harder and
longer strokes, and another orgasm tore into me as I sobbed in
pleasure, my body shaking under the powerful impact of his hips
against my buttocks.

He slapped my bottom and pulled my hair, and
every time he did my hands instinctively tried to jerk back – only
to be brought up short by the strap. That, in turn, instantly drove
a spike of dark heat into my mind as it reminded me I was tied up,
helpless! His prisoner! His bitch!

Still another orgasm rocked my mind, rocked
my world! I twisted and writhed, crying out in dazed pleasure,
jamming myself back onto his cock, glorying in the dark, nasty
sexuality of it as he rode me! My body felt a long, intense blast
of pleasure that drove almost everything out of my mind but the
desperate hunger for it to live on forever!

He gave a final series of powerful thrusts,
then halted, buried deep in my trembling ass. His hands caressed
me, then he slowly eased back and out of me. He got up and walked
across the room and into the bathroom, where I heard the water
being turned on.

I stayed as I was for a minute, then slowly
sank down onto my belly, groaning weakly, kind of shell-shocked
from the ferocity of the sex and climax.

Wow!

That, I thought wearily, was the wildest, and
most exciting sex of my life!

He came back into the room, and knelt on the
bed. I grunted wearily as he reached above me and unstrapped my
wrists. But then, to my surprise, he drew them down and back behind
me, and crossed my wrists behind my back.

Then I felt something being wrapped around
them, something slim, then thicker, then... what? I didn't know,
but clearly he was tying my wrists together behind my back. I felt
some anxiety at that, but not a lot. I mean, what was he going to
do to me that I wouldn't allow? What was he going to do to me he
hadn't already done?

And being tied up was... kinky. I mean,
especially by a man like him! I felt, despite the howling storm of
pleasure I had just experienced, the start of a renewed sense of
hunger and anticipation.

He dragged me off the bed, literally dragged
me off by the arm, and put me on my knees on the floor! Thankfully,
there was a thick, comfortable rug around the bed!

I gulped in air and looked up his body.

And another dark rush of heat swept over
me.

He looked so... masterful, so high, so strong
and so... I don't know, so sexual! Like sex personified! And here I
was kneeling naked and bound before him! Wow! He gathered up my
hair and then jerked my face forward into his groin.

“Get to work,” he growled.

Wow! He was so... outrageous!

I didn't for a moment, though, think he was
just some arrogant punk, as I would have if, say, Colin had acted
like this. No, he had already proven he was a sophisticated and
intelligent man who could be polite and well-mannered. This was...
this was part of this bondage stuff.

I mean, guys had tied me up before, but
mostly, that had produced giggles. Not now. This was a guy I sensed
took this sort of kinkiness seriously! And that made my lower belly
quiver and thrum!
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He was soft and damp, and he smelled of soap
(thankfully). I licked lightly at his thighs, little butterfly
licks, then at his balls, pushing my face in against his cock and
testicles. Like before, I had to do this without using my hands.
Only this time my hands were actually tied firmly behind my
back!

That was deliciously hot!

He jerked on my hair from time to time,
guiding me, directing me, his words cold, demanding. I began to
worry – a bit – that he was, for want of a better word, serious. I
mean, instead of just pretending, instead of playing a role, maybe
he really was a nasty, crude, cruel man.

I didn't think so, though. And in fact, the
possibility that he was only made it hotter. Because then it made
me even more helpless, even more at the mercy of his dark whims! It
added a sense of danger, and that was always exciting for me!

I sucked and licked and he hardened in my
mouth. Several times, though, I gagged as he pushed himself too
deep. That was... difficult.

He lifted me up – by the hair, and flung me
onto the bed again! I gasped, and then cried out as he pounced,
rolling me onto my belly, and now lifting my ankles up behind me! I
felt him wrapping something around them, like rope, only very
soft.

He pulled my ankles further back and I felt a
new pull at my wrists. I realized he was tying my wrists together
to my ankles! That was bowing my body back as he tightened the
ropes and then tied them off.

I didn't protest. I had no idea what he
intended, but I was on a thrill ride, and was going to stay on as
far as it went!

He put me on my side, with my head just at
the edge of the bed, my tangled hair locked into his big fist. Then
he pulled back, making me cry out, just as he pushed his cock into
my open mouth.

I moaned and started to suck and lick as it
pumped in and out. But then he yanked back on my hair again,
producing another sharp stinging pain to my scalp! And just as he
did so he pushed his cock forward – deep into my throat!

I mean, my body, my mind, were just reacting
to the pain in my scalp, and it was like they missed the feel of
his puffy fat cock pushing into my throat! Then it was halfway down
my throat! I gurgled and gagged, my body instinctively writhing and
twisting helplessly against the ropes as he held himself in place,
then pushed even deeper!

I was on my side, and he put a knee on my
upper hip to hold me in place, leaning into me, pushing his thick
cock deeper into my throat, until his balls were hanging against my
cheek!

I trembled and shook violently, but he held
me easily in place as he ground his hips against my mouth!

Then he started to fuck me! I mean, he just..
he pumped his cock up and down in my spasming throat! His fist held
my hair firmly in place, forcing my head sharply back, and he had a
straight angle down my throat from my mouth – and used it!

My chest began to burn, and my head was
pounding! I forgot to gag as I began to focus on the lack of air! I
trembled and spasmed and jerked, but he just kept fucking my throat
and mouth!

He pulled out and I coughed violently and
then gulped in deep, shuddering breaths of air!

I had deep throated a guy once before, almost
by accident. But his cock was so much bigger, so much thicker and
longer, that it made my throat ache!

In fact, even as I was gulping in air I felt
a sense of awe that I had managed to get the thing down my throat!
It was right in front of me, after all, glistening and hard!

And then he jerked my hair back and pushed
into my mouth again! I felt my eyes widen, wanted to shout no, but
then he was jerking on my hair and pushing himself into my throat
again!

It was a bit easier the second time, though
it still left me dazed. The third time was easier still... or was
that the fourth time?

I don't remember. Things got hazy. He rolled
me into my belly. Holding my head up and back by the hair, he
fucked my mouth and throat as I trembled and jerked helplessly. I
do know it got much easier, to the point I was just staring with a
sense of wonder at his glistening cock as it moved in and out, in
and out, feeling it in my throat, staring at his tightly trimmed
pubic hair as he fucked my face.

He untied my ankles, and heaved me back into
the bed. Then he was atop me, his hands stroking me, fondling me,
caressing me as he kissed me. He jerked back on my hair again, but
not as hard, and this time for his mouth to feast on mine as his
fingers rubbed my clitoris and pushed into me.

He was much more gentle now, and I moaned
into his mouth as he kissed me, relieved. He rained kisses and
light little bites on my lips, my throat, my shoulders, then began
to suck and lick at my nipples so that they burned!

Meanwhile his fingers were pumping inside me,
but not hurriedly. They were big fingers, too! They moved slowly in
and out, pressing against the front wall of my sex, against the
inside of my stomach, even as his thumb rubbed my clitoris.

Heat flared again within me, bubbling and
churning as it spilled through my veins. He pulled his fingers out
and his hard cock pushed into me, filling me up, filling me all the
way up!

I moaned beneath him as he ground himself
against me, returning his kiss, helpless to do anything else. He
fucked me slowly, in no hurry, pausing often just to grind himself
against me, with that big cock high inside my belly,
throbbing...

His mouth... ravished me, feeding at my own
mouth, while his hands roamed my body freely.

I felt like I was his toy again, his
possession, his... thing, to use as he chose. Helpless. And that
ignited the heat within me again.

His hips began to move faster, harder, and my
knees spread wide in total surrender as I grunted wearily, heat
spreading through my body

Another orgasm, then another, then another,
in a long, slow, delicious fuck that had my mind melting slowly,
baking in the heat, until there seemed nothing else in the world
that mattered.

*

I woke up in that bed, half under the sheets.
I grunted and my eyes fluttered in confusion. I gasped and sat up,
but not easily. I couldn't make my arms work. Everything came
flooding back, and I gasped, staring around me.

Wow!

All that... hot, nasty, sexy, outrageous sex!
It all just rolled before my eyes as I sat there in awe. I had done
that! Wow! Wow! Holy jeeze! I could hardly believe it! That had
been so wild and intense!

But it was morning and I was still tied up!
He must have forgotten!

I got up slowly and looked around, a bit
nervous to be naked and not at home. The door... or maybe you could
call it a part of the wall, was still open, and I felt this
incredible urge to go out there, just like this to look around!

That would be crazy!

I walked over to it, then paused. There was a
dresser here, and a mirror. I pulled my hands to one side and half
turned towards it, staring. It looked like my wrists were bound in
half a dozen loops of black rope! It was soft rope, but definitely
rope, about as thick as my middle finger.

Seeing it made me feel a dark rush of heat. I
pulled at my wrists, but I could see and feel how very firmly the
ropes were tied!

Naked, my wrists tied behind my back, I
padded out onto the balcony, feeling my nipples instantly harden as
I blinked in the sunlight. The city was spread out and there were
all kinds of nearby buildings, tall ones, which had windows looking
back at me!

I gulped and looked down, then around, then
moved back into the bedroom.

He had to have a bedroom nearby. I would go
and wake him up, and have him untie me. I wondered, partly in
anticipation, if he might not want more sex. I was feeling kind of
sore, to be honest, so I wouldn't really have minded if he didn't.
But a part of me was feeling... playful and excited.

I turned my back to the door so I could grip
the knob with my hands and turned it, then pulled the door in. I
stepped out into the hall warily. Colin hadn't shown me the master
bedroom, but I figured it was there at the end of the hall, with
the door closed.

I looked nervously around. He had mentioned
someone starting work the next morning, presumably some kind of
servant. Wouldn't THAT be mortifying, if I he saw me! I would have
to explain just who I was and what I was doing here!

And then a door opened just as I was passing
it! I gasped, my heart leaping into my throat, twisting around to
see … Colin!

He looked just as surprised to see me! He
gaped at me! He was wearing a pair of sweat pants and nothing else.
And even in my surprise, I have to admit I noticed just how nice
his chest and belly were. They were toned and tanned and muscled
and sleekly shaved!

I squealed, turned and ran back into 'my'
bedroom!

It was instinctive!

He came after me, though, and what was I
supposed to do about that.

He barged in, closing the door behind him,
and I gulped, turning away, running into the bathroom. I think I
had some sort of thought of closing and locking the door, but he
was too close behind. He grabbed me and spun me around.

“Go away!” I cried.

“What the fuck are you doing here!?” he
demanded.

How was I to answer that!?

“I guess I don't have to ask where you took
off to!” he snapped accusingly.

“You fell asleep!” I shouted.

“So you decided to jump my father instead,
you slut!?”

“I did not! He... he made a move on me and …
and... he was really... good,” I said, blushing furiously.

“You were my date!”

“I wasn't your date! We never made a date! I
barely know your name!”

“I brought you home, not my father!”

“And you could have had this if you hadn't
gone to sleep!”

“Well you must be pretty easy to get out of
your pants, baby if you're screwing my father ten minutes after I
zone out!”

“Your father is hot!”

“And I'm not!?”

Well, he was really hot, actually, especially
wearing just those sweat pants.

“You fell asleep!” I repeated. “I was going
to go but your father showed up and we talked and he offered to let
me sleep the night in a guest bedroom and... And anyway, untie me!
It's none of your business anyway! You had your chance and you blew
it!”

I gasped as he pulled me back against him,
turned me and then lifted me suddenly up onto the counter!

“Maybe I want another chance!” he
growled.

“I-I... you... you can't... – !”

He jerked my thighs wide, and jerked them up,
which made me yelp as I fell back onto the counter with my ass at
the edge. Then he dropped to his knees in front of me. Using his
arms to hold my thighs wide, he began to lick me!

“Don't! Colin!”

He ignored me and I gasped as the sensation
of his tongue sweeping across the tender lips of my sex began to
send a warm, delicious buzz through my groin.

My mind was swimming in confusion again. On
the one hand, I was with a guy who I had come here to have sex
with. So... why not? Yet it had been interrupted by another man –
his father – but he wasn't here and... and but... I mean... this
wasn't... on the other hand...

On the other hand he was a very handsome and
sexy guy who knew how to work his tongue! And I was feeling
distinctly sexual! I stared at him anxiously, a part of me wanting
to make him stop! But I wasn't sure why I ought to. I mean, I was
already naked. I was already here. He was super hot. And... and the
feel of his tongue was reeaaaally good!

But this would be so slutty!

But what I had done last night was slutty
too! And hot! And wicked! And so would this be!

His thumbs were spreading the lips of my sex
as his tongue worked at my clitoris. He had this way of... licking
hard, then sucking, then wriggling his tongue around, then sucking
rhythmically, then licking hard, then soft... I'd never felt
anything quite like it.

And his thumbs had sunk slowly deeper and
deeper into my already very moist sex, stretching me wide.

The heat grew to eclipse the doubt raised by
my own sense of... well, morality? My own thinking that somehow
this was just too slutty. Whatever it was, it faded as the heat
grew. And then I just felt myself surrendering and accepting.

Did it really matter if he fucked me? And
given how hot I felt and... well, why not?

He stood up and jerked his sweatpants down,
and I moaned as I realized he took after his father. He was already
hard as he pushed himself against me, and I groaned as he leaned
over me, then slid deep and began to fuck me hard!

I felt this strange sense of disorientation,
of unreality. It was so soon after another guy had fucked me and
here I was with my wrists tied behind my back being fucked
hard!

But heat swirled and excitement churned and I
began to pant and moan and tremble as his big cock drove up into my
belly in hard, deep thrusts.

His hand came down around my neck, squeezing.
I gurgled, my eyes bulging as he held my throat in his hand and
continued fucking me. I couldn't breath, and began to feel a sense
of fear, my mouth open wide, trying to gulp in air.

He released me and I gasped for breath as he
gripped my legs and lifted them up onto his shoulders. He never
stopped thrusting, driving his big cock into me hard. And now his
hips were striking my buttocks, making my body shake and
tremble.

His hands roughly squeezed my breasts, then
one rose to squeeze my throat again.

Again I gasped, my eyes bulging, unable to
breath as my body trembled and shook.

He released me and I gasped as he continued
to pound me, my whole body shaking.

What was he doing? I had no idea. But my mind
was jumbled and confused as heat and passion churned through me,
and I gloried in the dark hunger and delicious crackling sexual
electricity.

He didn't seem to have the same rapid shifts
in techniques that his father had. He just pounded against me. On
the other hand, he had a lot to pound with, and this whole thing...
being here naked and tied up was... just so irresistibly hot and
nasty and thrilling!

I came, twisting and writhing and humping
against him, and he closed his hand around my throat again as I
ached and bucked and cried out – silently, giving myself to the
orgasm and hoping it never stopped!

I spent the last part of his fuck just kind
of groaning weakly, eyes slitted, just laying there gripped by the
afterglow, not paying much attention to him or anything else.

He leaned over me, panting, after coming.
Then he backed up, sliding out of me. He snorted, looking at me
laying back on the counter like that. He pulled up his pants and
turned to go.

“Wait,” I moaned weakly. “Untie me.”

“I didn't tie you up. Why should I untie
you?”

And then he left. Bastard!

I groaned and sat up, not without effort.

I stood up and then turned to look at myself
in the mirror.

“Slut,” I said.

I wasn't entirely unhappy, though. Part of me
felt sort of, well... daring and wild!

The ropes were very firmly wound around my
wrists. It looked like five loops perfectly laid, side by side,
criss-crossing my crossed wrists. I didn't think I was going to get
out of them easily by myself.

I went to the door again and peeked out into
the hall, then headed for the door at the far end. I turned my back
to it, opened it, and then walked in.

It sure was a huge room! But the big, four
poster bed was empty.

I would have to go and find him!

Damn, this was nuts!

I padded warily down the hall to the head of
the stairs. I didn't hear anything, and licked my lips nervously,
then eased down them, a step at a time, looking anxiously around.
When I reached the bottom, I peered into the big living room room
but that was empty too.

I turned and headed up the hall, and then
this huge bald black guy came out of a side room and stared at me.
I squealed and turned to run but he grabbed me by the hair and
pulled me back!

I screamed but he ignored me, turning and
walking up the hall, while holding me by the hair!

“Let me go!” I cried.

I had to scurry along beside him – NAKED! He
didn't say anything, just walked, and turned a corner and then went
into the kitchen and then through it to the dining room!

Mr. Mathews was sitting at the table, wearing
a suit and tie. Thanks God!

“Mister Mathews,” the Black guy said in a
very deep and accented voice. “I found this individual in the
corridor.”

“Ah, thank you, Jeremy,” Mathews said. “Put
her there, would you.”

The big black guy led me over to the table,
then jerked downward on my hair. I squealed and dropped to my
knees, and he released me.

“What would you like to eat, girl?” Mathews
asked.

The … casual way he treated this all was kind
of amazing. Even the black dude didn't seem the least bit surprised
or bothered! Like, was this how all the dates wound up here!? Not
that I was a date but...

“Would you untie me, please!?” I exclaimed,
turning and thrusting my hands out.

“Do you drink milk or orange juice or coffee
in the morning,” Mathews asked.

Colin showed up then, and grinned at me.

I flushed and turned my face away.

This was so freaking weird! I was kneeling
naked with three guys here and I hardly knew any of them!

“I see the little slave girl found you,”
Colin said.

Slave girl!? Little slave girl!? What the
fuck!?

He sat down and examined the food on the
table.

“Coffee, sir?” Jeremy asked

“Of course. And bring a bagel. I'm in a rush
this morning.”

“A bagel?” his father said.

“I'm not hungry,” Colin said in
annoyance.

“You drank too much last night.”

Colin shrugged.

“Hello? I'm still all tied up!” I
exclaimed.

“Good,” Colin said. “All you blonde sluts
ought to be tied up.”

“Fuck you!” I said in annoyance.

“I already fucked you,” he said,
smirking.

I flushed again.

“Well you can go fuck yourself now!”

“I'd be more respectful to my betters if I
was you,” he said, glowering, “especially if I was tied up naked
with a nice ass that looks like it's begging to be spanked.”

Spanked!?

This was some kinky stuff, and I was starting
to feel a strange, swirly kind of... what... fascination? I mean,
the Black guy was gone so it was just these two and I guess I
didn't need to be embarrassed around them since they'd both fucked
me.

A kind of warm, bubbling sense of heat and
sexuality was starting to simmer within me as I looked from one to
the other. And as the rope around my wrists reminded me how
helpless I was.

“You fell asleep. So if she's a slave girl,
she's my slave girl,” Mathews said.

Colin glared at him. “I found her.”

“And lost her. She would have gone home and
never seen you again if it wasn't for me.”

He turned to me. “Isn't that right?”

“I was getting ready to leave,” I said.

“See?”

Colin didn't seem any more mollified.

“And I'm not a slave girl,” I said.

Colin smirked, while Mathews merely smiled
tolerantly.

“So are you gonna untie me?” I demanded.

But the truth was... I wasn't entirely sure I
wanted to be untied. I mean, I was starting to feel kind of tight
chested about all this 'slave girl' stuff and being tied up around
them. This was kind of kinky and intriguing.

“If we untie you it will be harder to spank
you if you're rude,” Colin said.

I stuck my tongue out at him, then squeaked
as the Black guy came back!

I kind of settled down onto my heels, my legs
tightly together, and bent over.

He ignored me, as far as I could tell.

“The slave girl is shy,” Colin said
mockingly.

I didn't say anything until Jeremy was gone,
then warily looked up and around before glowering at him.

“She obviously needs to be properly trained,”
Mathews said.

Trained?

“What do you mean trained?” I demanded.

“Disciplined, so that you know how to
properly act around your master.”

I snorted, feeling a hot little rush of
energy down low.

It would have seemed dumb if Colin had said
it, but coming from Mathews that struck me as darkly exciting.

“What do you do for a living anyway?” Mathews
asked.

“She's a sales clerk at Target,” Colin
said.

“That hardly seems to be a job suitable to a
person with your...”

“Great tits?” Colin interjected.

“Assets,” Mathews said. “She has excellent
assets.”

“Like I said, great tits. Great ass too.”

“I'm so glad I spent so much on your
education.”

Colin shrugged. “I didn't ask for it. I'd
just as soon leach off you the rest of my life.”

“No doubt.”

Mathews turned in his chair and looked at
me.

“Spread your knees apart, girl.”

I looked back warily.

“Why?”

“How about because if you don't you'll get a
belt across your bare ass?” Colin suggested.

“You should because I say so,” Mathews
said.

In that voice of his... the toneless one that
somehow seemed both menacing and demanding, like you better not
even dare think about contradicting it!

I spread my knees apart.

“More. Wide.”

I gulped and, flushing more, spread my knees
wide.

“Sit up straight on your knees, shoulders
back.”

“Tits out,” Colin said.

I obeyed, the flush spreading down my face to
my chest.

“Yes, definitely superior assets,” Mathews
said. “I think Jeremy could use an assistant. A maid, shall we
say?”

“I don't want to be a maid,” I gulped.

It pays three times what you get at Target,”
Mathews said.

I blinked in surprise.

“And it comes with a regular supply of hard
cock,” Colin added.

“Colin,” Mathews growled.

“It comes with room and board,” Mathews
said.

I blinked in shock. Was he kidding!? Was he
actually offering me... what, to triple my salary and let me stay
here in Manhattan, in this ridiculous huge penthouse!?

Of course, it was for sex. On the other hand,
shit, the sex so far had been insanely good!

“Wh-what would I have to do?” I gulped.

“Obey. Learn discipline. Learn your
role.”

“And you're already wearing your uniform,”
Colin said.

“Colin. Do you have somewhere you need to
be?” Mathews asked. “You said you were in a rush.”

“Fine,” he said, standing up. “Hire her to
suck dick. Just so she sucks my dick when I want it.”

He swept out of the room and I glared after
him, then looked up at Mathews and felt a wild jolt hit me. I mean,
was I seriously considering this!? That would be fucking insane!?
Work here as some kind of... slutty maid!? But I'd get to say
here!? Here! And at triple my salary! And... and wow, the sex, the
possibilities, that was so... fucking breathtaking!
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“So I'd be like... your... your...”

“Sex slave,” he said with a faint smile.

I felt another jolt. I mean, not that I
thought he was serious. Like, you don't pay a sex slave. But... the
idea was... it was suddenly so strangely hot!

“Would I have to be naked all the time?” I
gulped.

He smiled faintly a second time. “No. On the
other hand, I think it would be necessary for you to lose some of
your inhibitions, including your inhibitions about nudity.”

He held out his hand, his fingers, and I
looked at them in surprise, the noted he was holding something...
it looked like some kind of piece of a bun or something.

“Eat, slave girl.”

Slave girl! That was fucking wild!

I leaned in warily, then felt my heart give a
lurch as I licked the bun out of his fingers.

Wow! Wild! Sick! Kinky!

I didn't know if this was really going
anywhere but it was deliciously hot and darkly thrilling where it
already was!

He fed me another piece, and another, and
then Jeremy came back into the room. I gasped and bowed low
again.

“No,” Mathews said in a curt voice.
“Straighten up. At once!”

I gulped and obeyed, flushing hotly as Jeremy
stood there looking at me.

“Spread your legs,” Mathews barked.

I hesitated, then reluctantly obeyed.

“What do you think, Jeremy?”

“She has an excellent body,” Jeremy said
without any particular enthusiasm.

He was dressed in a dark suit, but he looked
like he could be some kind of African tribesman, and that was where
his accent sounded like it came from too! I wondered anxiously if
they still had slaves there!

“Take her to the dance room and put her
against the low bar. I'll be in soon.”

“Yes, Mister Mathews,” Jeremy said. “You have
a meeting at nine.”

“Yes, I won't take long.”

The big black guy came over and reached down
for me, his hand folding completely around my upper right arm and
pulling me effortlessly to my feet.

“But – !

“Sex slaves must learn to obey, among other
things,” Mathews said.

Sex slaves! Oh wow! Oh fuck!

Jeremy pulled me away from the table and out
of the room, then down the hall, saying nothing. He led me into a
large room which had windows all along one side, and mirrors along
the other.

“Stand there and wait,” he ordered.

I looked at him warily as he moved further
into the room, then opened a closet door. He took out three long,
thick metal poles and walked over to a spot near the windows. There
he stopped, and pushed one of the poles down. It looked like there
was some kind of hole in the floor, and it clicked into place. Then
about six feet further along, he pushed another post into a hole
and that clicked into place.

The posts were about three feet or so high,
but the one in his hand was twice as long, and he attached that to
the tops of those posts, so it locked into place between them. Then
he came and got me and led me over in front of it.

“Stand.”

He moved back into the closet, and came out
with lengths of dark rope similar to the one around my wrists!

He returned and turned me so my back was to
him.

My heart was beating furiously! I was
intensely embarrassed and self-conscious, too much to say anything!
I squirmed on the inside as I felt his hands on my wrists! He
untied the rope there, but he didn't let my hands go. Instead he
folded my arms in and drew my hands up behind my back, between my
shoulder blades.

Then he tied my wrists together again like
that! He said nothing as he tied, and I didn't have the courage to
ask what he was doing or what he intended to do! It was whatever
Mathews had told him! And it concerned putting me against 'the low
bar' which I figured was that thing in front of me.

I felt loops of that soft rope going around
my upper arm, around my bicep, then across my back and around my
other arm, then back again, then back again, then back again.
Slowly, he began to pull the ropes taut and I gasped as my arms
were forced slowly back further and further together.

This raised my wrists higher between my
shoulder blades, but made my shoulders ache!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

He said nothing, but tied off the rope, or so
it seemed, then he gripped the back of my neck and bent me over. I
thought he was bending me over the horizontal post, but he made me
bend further, and then duck beneath it. To do that I had to spread
my legs wide apart, and then raise my bottom high!

It was a horribly obscene position to be in,
especially with a man I didn't know! I was a bit frantic, horribly
embarrassed, anxious and more than a little fearful, but he was
so... casual and unemotional about it that it didn't seem like he
intended to hurt me or anything!

I could feel the ropes being bound around the
post which was now above me. Then he moved to the side, and
squatted, tying rope around my left ankle and pulling it a little
further aside, so he could tie it to the left vertical post. He
moved aside to the other side and did the same to my right
ankle.

This was all very astonishing to me. I mean,
bondage wasn't something entirely new to me, but this level of
creative bondage was something I'd never experience nor even really
imagined!

He walked back to the closet, was in there a
minute, then came out with a stainless steel... bar? It was like a
stainless steel candy cane, about a foot long, with a curve near
the bottom. He returned and stopped in front of me. He put the bar
down, then gathered my hair in carefully, combing it up and back
with his fingers, twisting it behind me in a rough braid.

He jerked sharply and I cried out as my head
was jerked up and back. And then he pushed something against my
open mouth! I was so surprised I couldn't resist. I felt pressure
against my lips and instinctively opened them wider, and something
round pushed into my mouth!

It wouldn't go all the way in, but he didn't
seem to care. He drew thin straps from it around my cheeks, then
fastened it together behind me. With that done he did something
with my hair, then released it and moved behind me.

I raised my head, eyes wide, and stared at
myself in the mirror across from me. I recognized it, even if I'd
only ever seen it on the internet. It was a ball gag!

Holy fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! What am I
getting myself into!? I thought
frantically.

He had moved behind me, and a moment later my
eyes shot open again as I felt his finger pressing against my
wrinkled back opening!

“Don't!” I gasped.

Or at least I tried to. It was kind of hard
to say anything with the ball gag in my mouth. It pushed down
against my tongue, and if you can't work your tongue you can't
talk.

He ignored me anyway, his finger slippery
with something, rubbing and then slowly pushing into me!

I moaned, my mind swirling and my stomach
churning wildly as his finger slowly pushed down into my ass, then
pulled back again. A moment later what had to be the bar pushed
against me. It was thicker than his finger, and colder, but
smoother, and he slowly worked it about... two or three inches into
my ass!

Then he reached down and gripped my hair and
pulled.

My head had been kind of hanging down, but
now the pull on my hair forced it up and back. I could also feel
the candy cane, or hook, pulling against my ass! It was hooked in
beneath my tail bone, and I felt the pressure raising my ass higher
even as my head pulled back!

I felt him doing something, tying something
as my chest heaved and my pulse raced, then he moved back and I
found that my hair was tied to the bar!

Holy fuck! Holy shit! My God!

This was beyond what I thought of as kinky! I
mean, it was beyond anything I'd ever even thought of! Period!

He moved in front of me and knelt down, with
more rope in hand. I couldn't quite see what he was doing because I
couldn't lower my chin at all. I had to stare ahead of me, aside
from rolling my eyes around. Then I felt his big hands at my
breasts! They were dangling below me!

I felt rope being tied around them! Not
together, but separately! The rope was up against my ribs, and
slowly tightening. I felt the soft flesh of my breasts getting
taut, swelling, the skin going taut as the ropes tightened.

I moaned helplessly, way over my head!

He finished what he was doing and then left
the room.

I stared at myself in the mirror across from
me. And even if there wasn't a ball gag in my mouth I guarantee it
would have been wide open! I could see my breasts sticking out hard
and taut, kind of angling to the sides a little, the nipples
unbelievably long and stiff!

My legs were straight, but spread way wide
apart, and my ass was higher than my head and shoulders!

This was... unbelievable!

It occurred to me, by the way, that Jeremy
hadn't even touched me sexually. I mean, he had pushed his finger
into my ass, and touched my breasts, but I was certain it was just
done in a sort of clinical way to get the job done, to get the bar
in me and the ropes around my now-throbbing breasts.

He could have done anything to me!

He still could!

I moaned around the gag, baffled by this
level of kinkiness. If Mathews wanted to fuck me again all he had
to do was ask. After last night I would have let him do almost
anything to me without any of this stuff!

And then Mathews came into the room. I rolled
my eyes at him as he came across the floor.

“Lovely,” he said.

I felt a dark rush of heat as he looked me
over.

“Excellent material. I intend to make you
into one of the most deliciously sensual and sexual creatures in
the world,” he said.

Well... that didn't sound terribly awful!

He walked to the closet, and then returned
with something in his hands. As he got closer I saw it was a big
cock! I gasped to see it as he walked around behind me! Then I felt
it rubbing up and down along my very obscenely displayed and
hopelessly vulnerable sex!

It pushed forward, slowly, spreading the lips
of my sex wide, then sinking deeper and deeper into my quivering,
trembling body! It pushed deep, until I began to squirm and moan in
pain, then he seemed to lock it in place somehow, as if attaching
it to the bar sticking out of my ass!

And then it began to buzz, to vibrate!

He came around in front of me and looked down
at me.

“Your task for today, slave girl, is to learn
how to deep throat. It's a vital skill for a sex slave, one you're
capable of, but have had little experience in.

My pussy was already spasming around the
thick vibrator! It was not only buzzing inside me, but against the
outside of me, against my clitoris, and my hips were starting to
jerk convulsively.

It was as if my body had been simmering and
waiting... waiting to be penetrated! And now that something thick
and long had slid into it my body was flaring hot and doing so at
breakneck speed! The fact the thing was vibrating so powerfully
against my clitoris only quickened my response further!

He reached behind my head and undid the
strap, then worked the ball gag out of my mouth.

I gasped and worked my jaw, or tried to. The
way my hair was pulled back made it really hard to talk! And before
I could say anything he had unzipped. His cock was hard and just as
thick as I remembered it yesterday! He pushed it into my open mouth
and I moaned around it.

“Suck.”

I sucked, moaning, licking at it frantically
as he pushed a bit deeper.

I knew he was going to shove it down my
throat, but was trying to delay it as long as possible, sucking and
licking energetically so he'd want to leave the head there
longer!

He started pumping, in slow, short strokes,
and the head pushed further and further into my mouth. My pulse
rate got faster and faster as I sucked and licked, and then,
without warning, he simply pushed himself into my throat.

As he did, he hit my ass with something I
hadn't even seen. It wasn't his hand. It was something a lot
thinner, and flexible. It wasn't a belt, because it was stiffer
than that. I couldn't see it. I could only hear it give a kind of
'whirring' sound as it cut through the air, then it cut down across
my right buttock with a stinging jolt that distracted my mind just
as the head of his cock pushed into my throat.

The next thing I knew my lips were pressed
right up against his expensive trousers and I could smell the scent
of the detergent in my nose. I twisted and writhed helplessly as he
held himself there. He pulled back about two inches, then thrust
firmly forward, buying every last inch again. Then he did it again,
then again.

By then my head was pounding and my chest was
burning and I was twisting and writhing against the ropes,
desperate for air.

He pulled back, leaving me gasping, drooling,
coughing and gulping in air.

“It will not take you long before your
instinctive gag reflex fades,” he said.

Then he shoved himself back into my mouth and
straight down my throat. He began to pump slowly up and down, so
that the head of his cock pulled back almost out of his throat,
then drove deep with every stroke.

I trembled and shook, and when he pulled out,
coughed and gasped for breath again.

“A lovely, tight throat,” he said.

He fucked my throat again, faster, then
again, harder, before coming inside me.

“I have confidence in your ability to expand
your skills, slave girl,” he said, zipping up.

He left me there, un-gagged, gasping, chest
heaving, completely helpless. I was light-headed, and it took me a
minute to regain my breath.

I was angry, but not really angry. I was
indignant, and resentful. That had not been pleasant! Then again,
he'd done something like it last night. The bastard. Still, I felt
a sense of satisfaction that I'd done it. I mean, well, I'd gotten
better after a bit. It had become easier.

Would have been easier still if he didn't
have such a huge cock!

How long was he going to leave me tied up
like this, I wondered.

My breasts throbbed. And that vibrator was
making me squeeze down with my pelvic muscles again and again! My
nipples felt as if they were crackling with energy, and would be
soooo tender to the touch! If anyone was around to touch them!

Slave girl! Sex slave! That was so dark and
kinky!

But three times my salary? And free room and
board in this fabulous apartment!?

How often would an old guy want sex anyway?
Okay, Colin was younger, but even so, it wasn't like they would
want sex all day. I'd have most of my time to myself.

Then Jeremy returned.

I flushed, fighting to keep my hips still. He
went to the closet, and came back with a big bowl, which he set on
the floor below me.

“You learn,” he said.

What?”

He took something from the bowl. Again, I
couldn't see since I couldn't tilt my chin down. But when he lifted
it I saw it was a dildo. It was pink and about six inches long and
about average thickness. I stared at it, then gasped as he pushed
it into my mouth.

Now I knew what he meant! He meant I had to
learn to deep throat!

He pushed it right into my throat and I
gagged and gurgled around it as he pumped it in and out.

“Learn,” he said.

Learn!? What was I supposed to learn!? Not to
gag!?

He took that out and I gasped for breath,
then he produced another one. This was ridiculously long. No one
had a cock this long!

He pushed it into my mouth and down my
throat, inch after inch after inch! I could feel the head sliding
down through my neck and then into my chest! He kept sliding it
deeper as I gaped at the sight of him holding the tip.

The tip was shaped like the head of a cock, I
realized. This was a double-headed dildo, the kind lesbians
used!

And I had almost all of it inside me, easily
way over a foot, over a foot and a half!

He pumped it in and out slowly, but
continuously, and only pulled out when I guess my eyes became too
glassy. Then he pulled out so I could gulp in air. When he figured
I'd had enough, he pushed it back down my throat and pumped
again.

And you know what? I learned. Not only did I
stop gagging, but I began to realize I could actually breath around
it. Oh, it wasn't easy, and I couldn't breath deep, but I could
suck in just enough air to keep me going for a while longer.

He pulled out, leaving me dazed,
light-headed, gasping, drooling into the bowl, and moaning.

I had a headache!

It was a dizzying experience, and not very
sexual, despite the vibrator buzzing inside me. Because if you
can't breath – nothing else matters a damn.

But as it got easier, as I began to succeed
in handling the big dildo and also breathing, I began to feel a
sense of excitement – not sexual excitement, but excitement in
getting better at it, in learning, in improving. Because let's face
it, a girl who can deep throat is, or at least, was to me, a sexy,
sophisticated girl that most guys would be delighted to have
between their legs.

And that excitement and sense of victory
began to overshadow my unhappiness at my current uncomfortable
position and the outrageous way I was being abused. By a complete
stranger!

In fact, the easier it got the more
outrageous it seemed, but in that dark, thrilling way which turned
me on. I became more aware of my swollen, throbbing breasts and
tingling nipples, and the vibrator buzzing inside me, of my
outrageously exposed and obscene position, bent over the way I was,
and my helplessness.

It was a dark, shocking stew which began to
make my body burn once again. I felt the vibrations more and more
intensely, and my body began to thrum with sexual electricity and
pressure.

And then Jerome stood up and pulled the
double headed dildo he'd been using to teach me out of my mouth.
Instead he unzipped his black pants and pulled out his own cock. It
was big and long! I mean, it wasn't quite as big and long as
Mathews' was, but it was freaking impressive!

And it sent twin spikes of emotion through
me. The first was alarm. Because up to that point his behavior
towards me had been almost clinical in nature, completely asexual
given the circumstances, as if he was just doing a job. The thought
he was going to fuck me too was a shock and... well,
outrageous!

But as I mentioned, outrageous behavior
towards me was turning me on now for some reason, and as soon as a
real cock slid through my lips I felt a deep sense of sexuality
settling on me again. This was no longer just a harsh learning
lesson, this was something entirely different!

And as it pushed into my throat I felt almost
like... like the way it caressed the inside of my throat was an
erotic experience. He pushed himself into me to the balls in one
smooth, unhurried stroke, and ground my face against him like... I
was a helpless prisoner!

Which, I suppose, in a way, I was.

And that was what was so wildly exciting!
Because it was like I was living out a dark fantasy, yet in a safe
way in which I still ultimately held the power to scream and
refuse. I mean, if I got angry they'd let me go. They clearly had
no intention of keeping me against my will or Mathews wouldn't be
offering to pay me so much.

But it was so easy to feel otherwise, and to
wallow in that dark, erotically charged fantasy as the man's big
cock pumped in my throat and my breasts throbbed and my lower body
trembled and spasmed around the vibrator!

And then he pulled out and moved behind
me!

I moaned aloud, gasping for breath, my eyes
wide, wanting him to... even as I didn't want him to! I mean, this
would be the third guy I barely knew in under twenty four hours!
How could I allow that? How could I live with myself!? But God, my
pussy was throbbing and wet and swollen!

He pulled the vibrator out of me, and then I
groaned in helpless heated passion as his big cock pushed itself
into my body. It was thicker than the dildo, and spread me out just
a little wider as it slid deep, deep inside me! I felt the head
jammed against the back of my pussy!

And then he began to pump and I lost it. I
cried out in greater and greater heat as my body trembled
violently. The orgasm flared hotter and hotter and I twisted and
writhed, straining against the ropes binding me as his big cock
punched into me again and again!

I was so overloaded by the insanely
overpowered sensory explosion of that climax! I could only tremble
violently, convulsions wracking my body, as Jeremy thrust and
thrust, his hips now pounding against my upraised buttocks so my
entire body shook!

The orgasm had its claws in me and it shook
me like a dog with a rag doll in its jaws, shook me and then threw
me onto the floor, to gasp dazedly, eyes glassy, barely conscious
despite those hard hips still slapping against my buttocks.

God it was intense!

He kept pumping, hard, deep strokes that made
me grunt and gasp and moan and cry out, his hips battering my
buttocks as that big cock speared deep into my sodden, overheated
flesh.

The wild, sensory hunger roiled my mind, and
then began to grow again, to grow rapidly. My eyes fluttered and I
felt a sense of disbelief. I had never had such arousal so soon
after an orgasm. And that had been an amazing orgasm! Yet it was
undeniable, and I certainly wasn't going to fight it!

I embraced it for all it was worth, wallowing
in my own degradation, my own harsh, rough use, my own bondage! It
was just all so deliciously exciting and erotic! I couldn't help
being incredibly aroused by it all!

So I remained in place – I could hardly do
anything else – standing, bent sharply, bottom upthrust, while this
stranger who I had never even spoken a single word to used my body
to sate his own lusts!

And inflamed mine in the process!

Another orgasm rocked my mind and my world,
and I gurgled and gasped and sobbed in breathless heat, a burning,
boiling liquid heat drowning my mind as I trembled and shook for
long, long seconds.

And still he pounded me. And then bent
forward, for I saw his hands push down to either side, then come up
and cup my swollen breasts. They squeezed slowly, softly,
repeatedly, his thumbs rubbing at my tingling nipples.

The sexual fever had me in a state of dazed,
sexual passion, an animal thinking of nothing so much as her own
pleasure. What more was there to life?
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I wasn't exactly in the right state of mind
to hold a discussion when he finally untied me. I was woozy,
exhausted and more than slightly shell-shocked. He untied me except
for my wrists, which he left tied together behind my back. Then he
marched me out of the room and up the hall.

I had no idea where Matthews was, or even
Colin. And I felt another sense of awe that I was tied and naked
and helpless under the control of this man, this huge, African man
I had never so much as spoken a word to! How in the fuck had I
allowed this to come to be!?

Yet I wasn't particularly alarmed or
anything, just awed, anxious and marveling at it.

He brought me to a huge bathroom, one which
glittered with marble and had a chandelier overhead, as well as
sconces on the walls along the mirrors, and pot lights over the
huge shower enclosure.

He pressed my belly against the counter and I
stared at myself in the mirror as he searched through the
cupboards. He pulled out a toothbrush, opened the container, and
then turned on the water. He put toothpaste on it, and then gripped
my hair, jerking sharply as a signal for me to open my mouth.

I stared at myself and at him, and felt a
sense of disbelief. Was he really going to brush my teeth!?

He was. He brushed my teeth for me, while
bending me forward over the sink so it would catch any of the
toothpaste. Then he filled a paper cup with water and held it to my
lips. I rinsed out my mouth, and then he took another paper cup and
put mouthwash in it. He held it to my lips and I took it into my
mouth, swished it around, and then spat it out.

He bent me over the counter, then, and fished
in the drawers for something else. A moment later he pushed a
slender object into my ass. And then warm water began to flow into
it.

I felt my face color – not as badly as if he
hadn't already fingered my ass and shoved a pipe up it and then
fucked my mouth and pussy but still – because what goes in must go
out, and I was to be given no privacy.

After that humiliating experience was done he
led me over to what I had first taken for a second toilet. It
wasn't. It was a bidet. I had had no previous experience with a
bidet and only knew vaguely about them. Well, Jeremy showed me what
a bidet was for.

And after that Jeremy took off his jacket,
then undid his tie and removed his shirt.

He was extremely muscular, and I felt a warm,
soft heaviness down low in my abdomen.

But he seemed intent on business. He untied
my wrists and then pushed me into the shower, turned on the water.
It gushed down to soak me head to toe. A moment later he turned it
off, then stepped into the huge shower enclosure, still wearing
shoes and trousers, and began to soap me up.

He lifted my hands up and put my wrists
behind my neck, then soaped me from neck to knee before making me
sit on a marble bench in the corner. He bent and soaped my lower
legs and feet up, then used a shampoo on my hair.

When that was all done he pulled me to my
feet, backed out of the shower, and turned on the water, which
poured down on me from five different directions, rinsing me off
quickly.

He wasn't done.

He had to use a cream rinse on my hair,
too.

When that was rinsed out he toweled me dry,
then led me back before the counter and picked up a brush.

“I can do it,” I said, finally working up the
courage to speak.

He slapped my bottom!

“Ahh!” I gasped.

Then he began to brush my hair.

He was such an intimidating size that I
didn't argue further. But the slap didn't scare me. It actually
kind of, well, turned me on. Not at first, but after a minute. I
felt suitably chastised and that renewed my sense of helplessness,
as if I was a sexual prisoner!

He was to make that even more startlingly
real.

After he had brushed and dried my hair he led
me back into that large room with the bar and over to the closet. I
didn't get close enough to look inside, though. He had me stand and
hold out my hands, then he went in and came back with a box.

He took from it a pair of... well...
bracelets. They were shiny stainless steel, with rounded edges, and
a ring set into them. He folded each around my wrists, and then
closed it tight with a click that made my stomach flutter
wildly.

He drew out a collar, then. It too was bright
and shiny metal, and had a ring dangling from the front. I gaped at
it as he fit it around my neck, then clicked it shut!

He sat me on a chair, and put two more of the
bracelet things around my ankles. Then he took a short chain from
the closet, lifted my wrists up behind me to the center of my back,
and attached the chain to the bracelets and the back of the
collar.

This was soooo kinky and perverted and wild
and astonishing and insanely darkly outrageous!

I stared at myself in the mirrors on the
wall, my mouth open wide.

A moment later the ball gag filled it.

He gripped the back of my neck, bending me
way forward, and kicked my ankles apart. Then I felt his finger at
my back opening. His finger was slippery with something, and pushed
slowly up inside me, pumping in and out.

I got a look at the thing he took from the
closet next, but only a brief one.

It looked like... well... sort of like a pink
five scoop ice cream cone. Except the scoops weren't so wide. The
top was smaller than the second, and the third was too, but the
fourth was even wider than the second.

The top scoop was the size of a ping pong
ball, the second, a golf ball, the fourth, the third a bit smaller,
and then the fourth - maybe a billiard ball!

He pushed the thing against my back opening,
the ping pong ball pushing in easily. I moaned as the golf ball
slid through, but it wasn't that hard. Then the narrower third ball
popped into me, and then I felt the pressure of the wider ball. I
moaned helplessly as it spread me wider and wider, then it slowly
slid through!

My sphincter closed then around the, well, I
guess the cone, if it was an ice cream cone. But it was a much more
slender cone, about as wide as a D-cell battery, and not any
longer.

I didn't see the next object, but I felt it
pushing against my pussy, spreading it wide and then sliding deep
into my belly. It wasn't shaped like a normal dildo. It was more
elongated, and it curved. It filled me up, though, and slid very
deep. The top was narrower than the bottom.

Then, much like the one in my ass, the widest
part passed into me, leaving a more narrow part pushing out of my
body. Then thin straps went up along my hips and over behind to
lock together behind me.

He pulled me upright by the hair, and I
stared at myself, the picture of dark, sexual eroticism. I could
see the base of the two dildos pushing out through my pussy and
back opening, both of them round and about an inch or so long.

He drew me over a little further, then he
attached another chain to the ring in the front of the collar and
led me out of the room – as if it were a leash!

My thighs brushed against the base of the
thing in my pussy, while my buttocks rubbed against the one pushing
out of my ass. It made for strange, difficult walking! But it
wasn't like I had any choice!

Of all places, he led me to the library.

It was a very old fashioned room. It had big,
gleaming, dark brown built-in bookshelves along two walls. They had
cabinets at the base, then shelves above which went way over my
head. In fact, there was a sort of balcony that ran around the room
above the shelves, and then more shelves covered the wall above
that! And they all seemed to be filled with big leather bound
books.

What did anyone need with so many books!?
Didn't these people have e-readers!?

A huge double pedestal desk stood at the far
end before the windows, and to one side sat leather armchairs and a
table before a fireplaces.

But a few feet inside the doors were a pair
of polished wooden pillars which went up to support the balcony
which was overhead. Rather than pass through them, he halted me
right between those pillars. He unchained my wrists, then unlinked
them, and brought my right wrist up and out towards the pillar
beside me.

Then he attached a chain which was dangling
there from a ring to my wrist!

I gaped at it. Like... what the fuck!?

Before I could even think about reacting he
did the same to my left wrist. Then he spread my legs and chained
them to rings near the floor.

He left me like that, gagged, naked and
chained, and staring at that library and the tops of towers outside
that I could see through the window.

It was maybe ten minutes later that Mathews
arrived. He came in behind me.

“Lovely,” he said, startling me.

He examined me from behind, and ran his
fingers lightly up and down my spine, then caressed my back. He
gave my bottom a few squeezes, then moved sideways, going around
the pillar to examine me from the front.

I flushed as he cupped my breasts and then
rolled my already stiff nipples.

“The life of a sex slave can be very easy or
it can be much more difficult, depending upon her obedience and
self-discipline,” he said.

Sex slave! There was that phrase again! So
dark and outrageous, so nasty and deliciously hot!

He went over to the desk and sat down, and
then began to examine some documents. He largely ignored me for
several minutes while I stood there fidgeting, my body feeling
continuous rippling waves of sexuality and sensuality.

How long was he going to keep up these
wicked, kinky games!?

I had never had sex for more than like an
hour and a half. That includes the messing around in front of it,
and the cuddling, if there was much, afterward.

It felt like I'd been having sex since he'd
taken my dress off last night! I mean, I'd even slept naked and
tied up! I'd wakened the same way, and there'd been nothing but
sex, sex sex since then!

I wasn't bored, though. This was more
exciting, intriguing, and just plain different than any kind of sex
I'd ever imagined!

And then the thing in my pussy began to
vibrate. Like, all by itself!

It shocked me, and my hips spasmed. I stared
down at it wonderingly, but it just kept buzzing. I looked up at
him, but he wasn't apparently paying me any attention.

Now I'd already had like half a dozen orgasms
this morning! You would think I'd have no further interest in sex,
at least for a while! But all the sex had been so different! And
now this vibrator was buzzing against me, inside and out!

My body and then my mind began to respond to
it. It became harder and harder to keep still, to keep my hips from
grinding and rolling and jerking. The straps over my hips jammed
the base of the thing up hard into the mouth of my sex, and that
included against my clitoris!

I felt my muscles spasming as I instinctively
tried to fuck myself on it. Of course, I couldn't. It moved as I
moved.

He looked up at me and smiled. He watched me
for a minute, then got up and walked past me without saying a word,
leaving me alone.

I moaned there, confused by what the fuck he
was doing, what they were doing. My body thrummed and pulsed,
though!

He came back around in front of me, and
plucked my right nipple. Then he lifted up a little round silver
loop and slipped it around my very, stiff nipple. He pushed it in
as close to my areola as he could, then tightened the loop more and
more, until I moaned as my nipple was squeezed tightly!

He let it go and the loop dangled a small
metal ball the size of a ping pong ball from my nipple! He put a
second one on my other nipple, then brushed the bangs out of my
eyes.

“You will learn a lot about your body as I
train you,” he said.

Then he went back to his desk.

I had two little metal balls dangling from my
throbbing nipples!

Which was bad enough, but when I moved they
swung around. And when I moved sharply, they tended to bounce, and
tug at my nipples.

And this new example of how outrageous and
perverted he was made my body pulse even more excitedly.

Which meant that I ground my hips and my body
began to twist and writhe, the little balls bounced and tugged on
my nipples again and again. That stung – at first. But as the
sensations grew to a storm that enveloped my body it simply
absorbed the sharp little stings from my nipples, and then echoed
it.

And after that... the sharp little aches only
added to the breathless power of the sexual electricity crackling
up and down my body. My hips began to grind and roll more and more
violently, which made the little balls bounce and tug on my
nipples, and flames rolled up my body as an orgasm erupted deep
inside!

I saw him watching me, and knew both deep
embarrassment, and a kind of strange sense of exhibitionistic
thrill! I twisted and jerked and strained against the chains as the
orgasm rolled through me, then sagged, gasping, moaning.

He lowered his eyes back to his
documents.

The vibrator didn't stay on. It went on and
off, and changed its intensity, seemingly at random. It seemed to
me that it built up its intensity, making me thrum, then throb and
pulse, then burn, and then as I writhed and my hips jerked, the
intensity reached its peak, driving me to mine!

After the third such orgasm he got up and
walked past me. He returned a few minutes later to stand in front
of me, smiling faintly. He showed me something in his hand and I
gasped.

It was a whip!

I shook my head anxiously and he smiled.

“This is a flog,” he said. “Like all whips,
crops and canes, like all punishment devices, these come in various
sizes and weights, depending upon the mentality and mood of the
person they are to be used on. This one, as you can see, is very
light weight, practically a toy.”

He let it sort of fall against my chest, the
thin black laces landing without any force or pain, and kind of
sliding across my breasts.

“I don't believe in using the heavier
versions of these,” he said. “They leave nasty looking bruises and
even cuts sometimes. I like the flawless complexion of the female
body.”

He let his hand caress my breasts.

“I have no interest in causing any damage to
it.”

That certainly sounded good, but I still eyed
the thing anxiously.

“Of course, turning it a little pink or red
for a brief period of time causes no damage,” he said.

And then he kind of swept the flog across my
breasts! The laces – maybe two dozen – landed with a sharp little
smacking sound, and though they were lightweight, there was a lot
of them!

Anyway, I was startled, and … yes, outraged,
and screamed into the gag as the flog swept down across my warm,
swollen breasts!

It... stung. It didn't sting much, but it did
sting. So I was relieved on the one hand, but on the other I was
still outraged and somewhat indignant.

Then he did it again, and again, and again.
He swept the flog across my breasts with short, quick movements of
his arm as I twisted and yelped and cried out, the stings landing
all across my breasts and chest!

He chuckled softly, and then went back to his
desk, tossing the flog on one of the chairs.

I gaped at him, gulping in air, my heart
pounding! I looked down at my breasts, which felt... sore. They
looked kind of pinkish, but nothing serious.

He had like... like... whipped my breasts!
Holy fucking shit!

Sex slave!

God, this was too kinky for me!

On the other hand, the vibrator was still
buzzing, and the flog hadn't really hurt much. And the pink began
to quickly fade from my breasts.

I felt more anxious now, but at the same time
the 'whipping' lent a strange dark, dangerous tint to this wicked
game, and that made my body pulse hotter. God!

The vibrator built up its intensity, and my
body began to wriggle and jerk and twist more, and then he got up
and came back, picking up the flog on the way.

I moaned and shook my head and he smiled and
then brought the flog down across my breasts again. He swept it
down a dozen times, as my breasts stung and burned, and turned
pink, and then began to turn red! Then he halted and went back to
his desk.

Holy fucking shit!

This was so kinky and perverted and sick!

My hips ground frantically and another orgasm
swept through me.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I was half hanging by the wrists now, panting
and flushed, gulping in air around the ball gag, while across the
room from me he lowered his head and signed some document on his
desk.

He got up then and came over, picking up the
flog on the way. I was less scared of it now, and only moaned as he
came to me. This time, though, he moved around the pillar and
behind me. And then I felt the flog hit my back, right along my
shoulder blades!

It stung! I cried out, startled, arching my
back, and then it hit again, and then again, and then again, moving
lower, hitting my lower back, then my buttocks, then going high
again, hitting my shoulder blades and moving down!

I twisted and writhed and cried out, the heat
rising, starting to feel a sense of wild anxiety again.

He swung the flog against my right ribs,
then, which meant the laces swept around them and smacked at my
breast!

I squealed and twisted, and he laughed
softly, hitting my breast again and again, then switching to the
other side, then back to the first, then hitting my back again.

He squeezed my bottom and jerked back on my
hair sharply, his lips close to my throat.

“Hot little blonde sex slave!” he
whispered.

He chewed lightly at the nape of my neck
above the collar, then under my earlobe, before drawing back.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog hit my back several times, then he
moved around in front of me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out, panting, breathless, my body
hot, my torso hot and sore!

And then he simply went back to his desk.

Fuck!

My breasts were more red this time, and I
supposed my back was too! And my skin felt... hot and sore, like I
had a sunburn.

But... not a really bad one.

And soon the red began to fade to pink, and
then back to nothing at all.

I let my head hang tiredly, gasping, shaking
it, amazed, really. This was just too much for me. Yet it was still
outrageously hot! This guy had... I mean... I had been whipped!
Like... like... whipped! That was such a stunning thought!

Okay, it wasn't real... not real real anyway,
but it had stung!

And the vibrator began to buzz once more.

When he got up the next time I moaned,
waiting for the blows. I wasn't afraid or anything. I mean, it
stung but it wasn't exactly something to be afraid of. But I was
kind of anxious! But instead of swinging the flog he stood in front
of me and fondled my breasts.

“Are you ready to act like a respectful
little slave girl?” he asked.

What the fuck was I supposed to answer to
that? I nodded my head anxiously.

“Proper slave girls obey their master
instantly. They do not speak unless spoken to. They answer yes
master or no master when asked a question. They are humble and
submissive.”

He reached up behind my neck and undid the
strap which held the gag in, then worked it out of my mouth.

I gulped and licked my lips, working my jaw
slowly, eyeing him uncertainly.

“What do you call me, slave girl?”

Uh.... ?!

“M-Master?”

“Good slave girl.”

I felt a sense of relief.

“How many orgasms have you had this
morning?”

“I... don't know, Master.”

“But many?”

I nodded, and he swung the flog so it snapped
across my breasts.

“Ah!”

“Answer aloud, slave girl.”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

Fuuuuck! This is sick! And fucking crazy!
And wild!

Were all old guys perverts like this!?

I gasped as he gripped my hair and forced it
back.

“Nasty, naughty, slutty little blonde sex
slave,” he said softly, letting the laces slide across my taut
breasts. “Clearly you were made to be whipped and taught how to
service men with your beautiful body.”

Fuuuuck!

I felt the long, thin laces sliding over me,
up and down, again and again.

“You're a cock hungry little slut, aren't
you, slave girl?”

“I-I... y-yes, Master!” I gulped.

“I want you to say that. Go ahead. Say
it.”

“I-I'm a cock hungry little slut... master!”
I gulped.

God, this was weird and dirty! But it made my
mind squirm, and then my body!

He pulled my head back further, leaning in to
suck and lick and chew at my nipples as I gasped and moaned
helplessly.

I felt the vibrator being pushed harder
against me, grinding against the outside of my sex. Then it drew
back and began to pump slowly, in short motions, always grinding
against me as it pushed deep. I shuddered and trembled as he sucked
on my nipples and felt his teeth digging into the flesh around
them.

“Tell me you're a cock-hungry slut,” he
said.

I gasped as he pinched my nipple!

“Say it!”

“I'm a... a cock-hungry slut!” I gasped.

He rolled and plucked the nipple again.

“You forgot to say master.”

I cried out as he brought the flog down
across my breasts.

“Master!” I cried.

“Tell me you're a cock-hungry slut.”

“I'm a cock-hungry slut, Master!”

“Very good, little slave girl. Now perhaps we
shall see how well you can follow orders.”
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He unchained me from the pillars and brought
me further into the library, then roughly pushed me across his
desk.

“Hands behind your back, slut.”

I gasped at the words! It was so... nasty!
But it struck a delicious cord deep inside me, too! I brought my
arms back and he locked the wrists together, then shoved me over to
the side, to the corner, in fact, so my left leg was pressing
against the front of the desk and my right was pressing against the
side.

That left the top corner pushing right up
against the base of the vibrator still sticking out of me, and kind
of jamming it harder against me!

He gripped that... ball thing in my ass and
then slowly worked it out of me. It felt really weird! Because it
was made up of different thicknesses of these round scoop things! I
gasped as it pulled slowly out, then pushed back in again.

“Did you like it when I fucked your ass,
slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Tell me you love being fucked in the
ass.”

“I love being fucked in the ass, Master!”

My mind squirmed anew!

Crack!

He slapped my ass!

“Slut!”

I moaned as he ground the thing into me, then
pulled it slowly out.

“Say it again, slave girl.”

“I-I love being fucked in the ass, Master!” I
moaned.

Crack!

He slapped my ass again!

“Nasty little blonde slut.”

He shoved it deep then moved around and sat
down behind the desk, observing me from the front.

“Again,” he ordered.

“I love being fucked in the ass, Master!” I
gulped.

“Then beg for it.”

“Please... fuck me in the ass, Master!” I
begged.

I shuddered at how sick and perverted this
was, grinding my sex down against the corner of the desk, which
meant grinding the vibrator into me! God, this was hot!

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!”

“You called, Mister Mathews?”

I gasped, my eyes widening as I heard
Jeremy's voice.

“Yes, Jeremy, come in, Mathews said.

I trembled, my pulse racing as I felt him
coming up behind me!

He would have heard me!

“Jeremy, my sex slave would like to be
sodomized.”

“Yes, sir. I think I can do that,” Jeremy
said in his deep voiced, heavily accented English.

OMG!

Mathews brushed some of the hair out of my
eyes.

“You don't mind being sodomized by a Black
man, do you, Slave girl?”

“I-I – !”

“You don't dislike Black men, do you?”

“No!” I gasped.

He looked past me and I cried out as Jeremy
slapped my bottom.

“You forgot to say master again,” Mathews
said.

“No, Master!” I moaned.

“So then you wouldn't mind having Jeremy fuck
your tight little ass, correct?”

“I-I... I... n-no, sir!” I gulped.

“You should beg him then, just as you begged
me.”

I stared at him helplessly. This was soooo
embarrassing!

But it was also scaldingly hot!

“P-Please fuck me in the ass... Jeremy!” I
gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please!” I squealed.

“You don't address Jeremy by his first name,
slave,” Mathews said, shaking his head and glowering at me. “Jeremy
is a free man. You are a miserable sex slave; the lowest form of
life imaginable. You call him sir. Now, beg him to fuck your
ass.”

Wow, these guys were insane!

“Please... fuck me in the ass, sir!” I
gasped.

I felt the dildo thing in my ass twisting and
turning. It pulled out and pushed in, then pulled out again. A
moment later I felt his hard, thick cock jammed against my opening
and cried out as it pushed harder and harder, stretching me
wider!

It slid slowly forward, deeper and deeper
into my ass!

“Have you had an African man's cock in your
ass before, slave girl?” Mathews asked.

God!

“N-No, Master!”

“Ah, well. I understand African men
particularly enjoy sodomizing blonde girls. Isn't that true,
Jeremy?”

“Yes, sir,” Jeremy said, working his cock
deeper.

“Not that they like blonde girls, of course.
Jeremy doesn't even like me. But he has a particular frustration
and disapproval for blonde girls. Isn't that right, Jeremy?”

“Yes, sir,” Jeremy growled.

“Why is that, Jeremy?”

“They are filthy sluts, sir!” Jeremy
growled.

“Huhhgh!” I cried as he thrust his cock
suddenly deeper, grinding his pelvis against my buttocks.

“And you disapprove of sluts, do you?”

“No, sir. But filthy sluts should not pretend
to be otherwise,” Jeremy said. “Their bodies should be free for any
African man to use when he chooses.”

I yelped and moaned as he began to pump his
big cock. He felt so thick inside me, as if his cock was taking up
half my stomach! And right next to it was that vibrator, buzzing
and vibrating against me and inside me!

I cried out again as he seized my hair,
yanking my head back!

Mathews sat back in his chair, steepling his
fingers as he watched me with interest.

“Blonde girls can be quite arrogant, Jeremy,”
Mathews said. “It is good that this one should be properly punished
and put in her place.”

“Hunghh! Oh Ungghh!” I gasped as Jeremy's
hips began to hit my bottom hard.

My body began to shake and tremble with the
force of the impact as Jeremy rammed his thick black cock painfully
deep in my ass! It ground my pussy – meaning the vibrator – against
the corner of the desk. The vibrations were more intense, more
powerful, and the feel of his big cock punching into me again and
again was insane!

Mathews held up his finger and Jeremy thrust
himself into me all the way and then held himself there, slowly
grinding his hips against my buttocks.

“Tell me, slave girl. Are you enjoying that
big African cock inside you?”

Jesus Christ!

Crack!

“Answer your master,” Jeremy growled.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Then you should thank Jeremy.”

I stared at him in confusion, gasping
dazedly.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Thank Jeremy for fucking you in the ass,”
Mathews said patiently.

Crack!

“Oh! Please! Th-Thank you for fucking me in
the ass, Jeremy!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You're forgetting, slave girl, that
creatures who are as low as you do not address a free man by his
given name,” Mathews said. “Try again.”

“Please I... thank you for... for fucking me
in the ass, sir!” I gasped.

“Slaves must always be polite and
respectful,” Mathews said.

This was beyond sick! This was some whole
other level of perverted I'd never even imagined existed! But that
big cock was sliding in and out of me, in and out of me, in and out
of me, and his hips were hitting my bottom each time, and jerking
me forward, and grinding the vibrator against the desk.

My insides were flaring with wilder and more
intense rushes of sensation and heat as I gasped and moaned and
gulped in air.

Mathews just sat there observing me, calm as
could be. Then he held up his finger.

Jeremy jammed himself deep and halted.

“I do have to get back to my work, Jeremy. If
you would move her over there...” he said, pointing.

“Yes, sir.”

I cried out as Jeremy yanked me upright by
the hair!

He slid his big cock out of me and pulled me
backward a few feet, then sat himself down in one of the chairs
facing the desk. His big hand reached up and gripped me by the
throat, and his eyes were dark and not friendly as he pulled me
forward!

I felt my heart beating faster still as he
forced me forward until my legs hit the front of his chair.

“Spread your legs, slave!” he growled.

I gasped and obeyed and he pulled me forward
so I was straddling him, then lowered me. He gripped his cock with
his other hand, and I moaned as I felt it pressing against my back
opening. Then he began to push into me as he lowered me
further.

I cried out helplessly as I slid down his
thick, steely, glistening pole, impaling myself!

He held onto my throat, not stopping me from
breathing, especially with the collar around it, but tight anyway,
jerking me forward more. Then he pushed up and jerked down, pushed
up and pulled down, forcing me to use my own legs to ride up and
down on his cock!

My wrists pulled wildly against the metal
shackles around them, but they were helpless to do anything as I
rode his cock, shuddering and moaning. I felt myself... losing
myself to this dark, shocking, perverted role of the slave girl,
thinking only of how to obey and please them, and nothing else!

Except, of course, for the sensations
rampaging through my body and mind, like the feel of his cock as I
slid up and down atop it, and the vibrator still buzzing away
inside me!

Things had gotten so wildly out of control so
amazingly fast!

He was chewing and sucking on my breasts now,
and biting harder than Mathews had! I moaned and whimpered and
trembled as I rode his cock, feeling my body pulse with energy now
as my inhibitions entirely collapsed.

I was a sex slave! I had to obey! I had to
use my body to please them!

I was their helpless prisoner!

I felt the heat roiling within my lower belly
like a pit of churning, bubbling lava!

I was leaning forward against him, sliding my
ass up and down his cock, when suddenly he pulled his mouth off my
aching breast and jerked my head up and back. I sank fully down on
his cock, and he began to work his hips then, thrusting up into me.
His other hand ground the vibrator against me even as he tightened
the hand around my throat so I could barely breath!

The feeling that swept up through me as I
sank down atop that thick cock, as I felt it sliding up, up, up
into my ass, was simply incredible! Mathews had introduced me to
anal sex only the other day, and now I was coming to feel a sense
of dark fascination for it!

Because it was... degrading, to me, to my
mind. But deliciously, wickedly exciting, partly for that reason.
It was soooo nasty! And the sensations as it slid up into me were
becoming intensely sensual and erotic, filling my mind with a sense
of passion and hunger and growing lust!

Sliding down, down, down! Oh it felt
incredible! I slid up, pulling myself up, feeling it tugging at the
elastic walls of my ass, then... down, down, down – until I felt
the ache deep inside as the head jammed against the very end of my
anal passage!

Sick! Wild! Perverted! Hot! I moaned and
panted, while the vibrator buzzed inside me and Jeremy – this big
black guy I didn't know – pawed me and sucked and chewed at my
breasts and nipples!

The orgasm exploded, just... exploded inside
me! It was this tremendous wave of pleasure, growing in intensity,
spreading up through my body as I cried out in dark, wanton
heat!

I trembled and shook violently as I bounced
atop him while he thrust up, and my body ached and burned as the
orgasm tore through it. I strained and twisted and gurgled
breathlessly, as if enveloped by a powerful, crackling curtain of
sexual electricity!

It was insane! And I wasn't much better!

*

You might not think washing the kitchen floor
was very sexy. I wouldn't have thought so either. But it was when
you're naked and doing it by hand – on all fours – with your wrists
shackled together in front of you, a collar around your neck,
little round weights dangling from your nipples, a big vibrator
inside you, and a butt-plug in your ass.

Given I'd practically had my head blasted
apart by that incredible orgasm, I was kind of dazed at first, and
I just did what Jeremy told me to do without really even thinking
anything.

Did I forget to mention I had the ball-gag in
my mouth again? Not like you can complain when you have a ball gag
in your mouth...

There was a bucket of hot, soapy water next
to me. I had to push the sponge into it, take it out, squeeze it to
get most of the water out, then scrub a small section of the floor
with both hands while he did whatever he did way up there on the
counters.

I couldn't just sit on my heels and do it
either. No, I had to kneel. And I had to keep my knees apart
because 'slave girls always show their assets'.

My asset hurt! Boy, I felt like I had really
been reamed out by his big black cock!

My breasts wobbled as I scrubbed, and that
swung the metal balls around on their short little chains, tugging
on my nipples. My nipples were starting to get really sore.

But I was still aroused. I was still finding
this the most intensely erotic... well, anything I had ever
done!

I knew he was watching me, Jeremy. He was...
scary. Because he was so big and black and... foreign and seemed
kind of... well... hostile and because he just didn't talk much
except with that deep voice. It made me nervous being around him,
especially helpless and naked like this.

I knew being a maid would involve cleaning
stuff, but I hadn't expected to be naked when I did it!

I moved slowly along the side of the kitchen,
doing a section about three feet wide, reaching the far wall, then
moving backwards along another three foot section next to it. I
moved backward, not forward, so I wasn't crawling on the wet floor.
When I reached the far wall, I turned and headed back in the
opposite direction again.

I gasped as the vibrator turned on again. It
did so intermittently, without warning or notice, and I had to
ignore it, despite the pulsing waves of sensation which began to
roll through my lower belly. I fought to keep from squeezing my
thighs together as I scrubbed the floor, moaning softly into the
gag.

God, this was bizarre! Was this thing on a
timer or something?!

It was a very weird experience, scrubbing the
floor while the vibrator buzzed inside me and against me. And the
longer it continued, the harder it was to ignore. My fingers began
to tremble, the muscles in my hands spasming as they sought to dive
back down between my legs and rub my clitoris.

But I couldn't to that with him watching! I
had to simply endure it, and keep scrubbing to help take my mind
off it until it... stopped.

I blew out a breath of relief as it faded,
and plunged the wet sponge back into the bucket of water again. The
muscles in my lower body were still twitching, and my nipples
tingled. I began to scrub again, my breasts feeling swollen and hot
beneath me.

And then I heard another voice! A woman's
voice! It wasn't speaking English so I had no idea what it said,
but it was in the room! I jerked my head around briefly and saw a
short, Black woman in a black maid outfit scowling at me. My
instant reaction was to run and hide, but before I could Jeremy
casually brought his big foot down on my back between my shoulder
blades, and I gasped as my breasts pillowed out hard against the
floor.

“Hands in front of you!” he barked, for I had
instinctively tried to cover myself with my hands!

Moaning, I obeyed.

“Legs spread!”

My face was flaming as I shifted my knees
apart, but a slap to my bottom made me spread them more! Then he
just held me there, his foot pressing against my back as he talked
– in whatever the fuck language that was – to the black woman!

Oh my God this was mortifying!

The two talked for like a full minute while I
knelt there with my ass in the air, my chin against the floor, my
breasts squeezed out beneath me and my pussy and ass raised high
for her to look at!

And that meant she would certainly see the
vibrator sticking out of me, and that little round coin-shaped base
of the butt-plug!

I was horribly embarrassed!

I was so relieved when she left, her heels
clicking on the floor.

“Back to work, slave,” Jeremy growled.

Fuck!

He gripped the back of the collar and yanked
me forward so I fell onto all fours, then slapped my bottom.

I gasped and my hands grabbed at the sponge,
then thrust it into the bucket, and continued working.

My mind, on the other hand, was gripped by a
sense of wonder and disbelief. What kind of insane place was this!?
Was this sort of thing considered normal around these people!?
We're they all perverts!?

Was I?!

I mean, I was on all fours naked, shackled,
collared, gagged, and scrubbing the damn floor in front of some guy
I didn't even know! And despite that I was feeling a deep, powerful
sense of arousal.

The woman, whoever she was, had crystallized
something in my mind – that this was like, a different world! All
the rules I knew of, about what a girl should and should not do,
seemed to be unimportant here.

And this was where I worked and lived now! Or
would be. At triple my salary!

All I had to do was let them treat me like a
sex slave!

That would be no, no, a thousand times no, if
you'd asked me a couple of days ago, before I had experienced the
breathless excitement and scalding heat that this all brought.

But now... now I couldn't seem to work up the
necessary willpower to refuse.

I scrubbed down to one wall, then turned,
still backing up, and scrubbed back to the other. All while Jeremy
mostly ignored me.

The vibrator stared up again and I jerked
sharply, gasping as the sensations pulsed through me. It took much
less time to rouse me, as my nerve endings were still feeling
somewhat raw. And soon I was finding it hard to keep from touching
myself or rolling my hips.

I reached the wall, and this was the last
bit. I moaned and then looked over at Jeremy, wondering what to do
next.

After a minute I caught his eye. He snapped
his fingers at me, and I flushed and got to my feet, which were
kind of shaky. Thank God the vibrator stopped then. I moved over
before him and he looked me up and down, which made me flush. Then
he spun me around and locked the wrist shackles together behind my
back.

That immediately caused my pulse rate to
shoot up, and my pussy to squeeze down on the vibrator in...
anticipation.

He snapped the 'leash' to the front of the
collar and then led me from the kitchen.

This is so sick! I thought wildly.

He led me down the hall, and into another
room. And that black woman was there! This time I got a better look
at her. She had very dark skin, like Jeremy, high cheekbones, a
slender nose, and dark, piercing eyes. She looked at me with
disapproval, and I dropped my eyes, deeply embarrassed again.

Then I realized, with a sense of anguish,
that Jeremy was giving me over to her! He handed her the leash and
then left. The woman stood up and also left, tugging on the leash
so I had to scurry after her.

Fuck!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


The woman led me back into that room which
had the metal posts and the closet full of perverted things, and
over to the closet! Then she jerked down on the chain, forcing me
to my knees. She removed the chain and glared at me as she said
something in whatever language it was she spoke.

Which I did not understand, of course.

“Kneel, slut!” she barked. “Sit on your
heels.”

Her voice was as heavily accented as
Jeremy's, and I blushed hotly as I obeyed.

“Spread your legs wide. You are a slave
girl,” she said, her voice almost sounding indignant.

Blushing furiously, I obeyed, my head low.
She searched for something in the closet, then came out with a
thin, flexible black rod. It was a couple of feet long, no thicker
than a pencil, with a handle on one end, and a thin flat flap of
leather on the other.

“You learn to obey, yes,” she said. “You
learn respect.”

She thrust the rod out at me, pointing,
glaring. The tip was a scant inch from my breast.

“Shoulders back!” she barked.

I gulped and obeyed, and she let the tip, the
square, flat leather flap on the tip anyway, rub against my nipple.
My nipple was very hard, which was embarrassing. Worse, the
vibrator turned on again! Fuck!

“You must learn that a slave is nothing,” she
said. “A slave does not protest, or complain, does not refuse or
hesitate, does not question. A slave obeys. Instantly. Always.”

She was sweeping the thing back and forth as
she talked, which made the tip of the flap lightly flick from side
to side against my nipple.

I arched back a bit more to pull my breast
out of range, but she snorted and then shifted the thing in her
hand.

“Do you understand, slave girl?”

Now she slapped it lightly and repeatedly
against the center of my breast.

I nodded, and she slapped harder.

“Speak, dog!”

“Yes!” I cried, or at least, tried to.

It was hard to make any intelligible response
around the gag.

She slapped more softly, stopping to rub the
flap, then slapping a bit, then rubbing.

“I call you dog. That is what you must be; a
bitch in heat, always eager, always ready for whoever wishes to
make use of this body. You must abandon pride. Your body is not
yours. It belongs to your master. There is no shame in its use,
only pride in obedience.”

She was saying all this shit like she
believed it, which was kind of freaky! I mean, was she acting? If
so, she was pretty good. But if she believed this, maybe because of
whatever weird way her country was set up, than that was freaking
bizarre!

“Position yourself to be used,” she
ordered.

Whaat?

She brought the thing snapping down harder,
right across my breast, and I squealed and turned away at the
stinging pain. I felt her hand on the back of my head, pushing me
and I fell forward, twisting to take my weight on my shoulder.

“Raise your hips!

Crack!

The thin rod snapped down across my buttocks
and I yelped and twisted, jerking them upward into the air.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, dog!”

Moaning, I obeyed. That thing stung!

She knelt next to me and pushed my left leg
forward, then my right.

“Keep your legs exactly so,” she said,
meaning, I guess, perfectly vertical.

“But spread wide, inviting any man passing to
use you.”

She pushed my legs well apart.

I was kind of folded up, my lower belly
practically pressed against my thighs, my back sharply arched, my
chin on the floor as I felt her sliding the rod up and down across
my buttocks.

“This is an invitation a bitch in heat makes
to any male to come and mount her,” she said.

My mind squirmed wildly!

She snapped the rod down across my taut
buttocks, but not hard enough to cause me to do more than
flinch.

“Memorize the position. Failing to assume
this position as you are commanded will bring punishment.”

She was acting like she was taking this slave
bit seriously! It was really strange!

I was losing the worst of my embarrassment,
though I was still terribly self-conscious. In some ways it was
more embarrassing to be seen like this by a woman than by a
man.

I gasped as her foot came down against my
neck.

“Face forward, slut! “You do not need to know
what is happening behind you. You need only obey.”

Fortunately, since she was wearing stilettos,
the heel pressed against the metal collar as it pinned my chin to
the floor.

“Roll your hips, slut. Roll them as if
winking at a male dog.”

!!! I felt my face burn again.

Crack!

“Obey!”

I gasped in pain at the sharp blow, then
again at a second.

“Obey, slut!” she ordered.

I moaned and flinched, then began to roll my
hips as she stood there, feeling horribly degraded again!

“Yes. You wish a man to mount you, to thrust
his member deep into your hungry body,” she purred.

“You want to feel him filling you with his
hot seed. Roll your hips, slut.”

Crack!

I gasped and obeyed, moaning into the
gag.

The vibrator buzzed inside me, filling me
with a powerful, pulsing heat. It was being suppressed, to a
degree, by how shocking and wild and embarrassing this was, but I
could still feel the sense of arousal!

“Stand, slut.”

Panting, moaning, I sat back on my heels,
then pushed myself to my feet. I was almost half a head taller than
her, but on the other hand, that was with her wearing stilettos and
me in high heels. But my height gave me no additional power against
her. I had none, clearly.

She ran the rod over my body, down between my
thighs, then back and around to slap lightly at my buttocks.

“An excellent slut body,” she said, “made for
a man's pleasure.”

I flushed hotly again.

“It is what your kind, you blondes, are made
for in any case.”

Crack!

I winced at the blow to my bottom.

“Bend over, slave.”

She gripped my bound wrists and jerked them
up and that quickly forced me to bend way over.

“Legs apart, slave.”

Moaning, I obeyed. She reached down and
gripped the vibrator.

“So. A toy to excite your privates,” she
said, grinding it against me.

I moaned again!

She undid the strap and then began to pump
the vibrator slowly in and out while I shuddered and gasped
helplessly.

“Do you wish to have orgasm, slave? You
cannot. Not until I grant you permission,” she said.

She was pumping and twisting and grinding the
vibrator, and the sensations were growing more intense as they
spilled through my body.

She pulled the vibrator out of me entirely,
rubbing it up and down against my swollen, overheated sex.

“Pahh, you are dripping wet, slut.”

My mind squirmed with embarrassment.

She released my wrists, and then came around
in front of me to grip my hair and jerk my head up to see the
glistening sex toy.

“You see? You see your own juices on it,
slut?”

She rubbed it against my red cheek.

“Your body wants a man's member inside it.
You want to be ridden hard.”

She released my hair and moved behind me,
then into the closet. She returned with a dildo, a big one, and
pressed it against the swollen lips of my sex.

“Push your hungry pussy back against your
lover,” she ordered. “Swallow it.”

I didn't see that I had any choice, and she
was already grinding the thing against me. I eased back, gently,
slowly, moaning as the dildo spread me wider and wider, then began
to sink into my body.

Crack!

I gasped at the blow.

“Take him deep, slut. Deep!”

I grunted as I pushed myself back, feeling
the dildo sliding deeper into my overheated belly. It was
deliciously thick! I grunted as the nose jammed against the back
wall of my sex.

Crack!

“Roll you hips back at him, slave.”

Gasping, a little dazed, I obeyed.

I was still bent over, and my stomach muscles
were starting to ache, which meant I was slowly bending further and
further over, and the blood began to rush to my head.

“Now squeeze down on him as you move
forward.”

I eased forward, feeling the dildo sliding
slowly down my tight tunnel.

Crack!

“Squeeze, slut!”

This was so incredibly humiliating!

But even so, my body was throbbing, my
nipples aching, and I shuddered as I sank down on the thing, then
rolled my hips forward.

Crack!

I winced at the blow.

“Squeeze down hard, slut.”

She made me push my hips back and then pull
them forward, squeezing down on the dildo each time I moved
forward.

“Are you squeezing? You need to squeeze
harder,” he growled.

I gasped and moaned, for I was sliding my
pussy down it again and again, faster and faster.

“Remember, slave, you do not orgasm without
permission,” she said.

Fuck you! I thought dazedly.

She slid it out of me entirely, rubbed it
against my mound, then thrust it in again, letting me roll and ride
my hips back and forth, back and forth, gasping and moaning
helplessly as the heat rose and grew more intense. Then she pulled
it out entirely.

A moment later I felt two thin fingers
sliding into me.

“Squeeze, slave. Let me feel you squeeze as I
slide back,” she ordered, pumping them in and out.

I felt another level of embarrassment, but
obeyed, panting, gasping, light-headed as I rode her fingers. And
now I felt her thumb stroking rapidly across my swollen clitoris. I
gasped and moaned, my hips spasming, my body feeling wild rushing
waves of pleasure.

She pushed a third finger into me, pumping
them in and out as I rode them. She drew them back and pushed
forward again, and they were thicker still. The deeper they pushed,
the thicker they seemed to get.

“Phah, you are sopping wet,” she sneered.

I flushed hotly.

Her fingers twisted and turned, stretching my
opening wider, making it ache sharply.

“You must be able to squeeze tightly around a
man's member, but must be able to take any size of member inside
you.”

I gasped and grunted and moaned as her
fingers jammed against the entrance to my sex. I felt hot, swollen
and wet, and more than a bit achy, for she had not been gentle with
the dildo. Now I felt as if I was stretching even more, and started
to move away.

She gripped my bound wrists and jerked them
up, forcing me to bend over more.

“Legs apart, slave!”

I moaned and obeyed, gasping as her fingers
slowly pushed into me

“So wet,” she sneered.

Her fingers pushed deeper, and a dark,
blossoming heat roiled my body and mind as she filled me up,
stretched me out!

Her fingers were still pushing into me! I
felt bewildered, dazed. How could they push so deep!?

And then I realized, and was shocked,
stunned, as I felt the sensation of my aching opening sliding over
the widest part of her hand, then felt her entire hand pass through
and push inside me!

“Tight, but we shall make you tighter with
more exercise,” she said.

Her fingers pushed higher, and her wrist slid
through the tight, clutching lips of my sex!

Her hand turned inside me, then turned the
other way as I trembled and shook. My eyes were wide with disbelief
and shock. Her hand pushed deeper, then, and the fingers drew back
into her palm. That let her fist slide still deeper, and then twist
and turn within me.

“Now squeeze, slave. Squeeze down. Let me
feel you squeeze.”

My shoulders ached as she jerked my wrists up
higher, and I moaned around the ball gag, which was now a lot
wetter than my sex! In fact, I was drooling around it!

“You may not climax without permission,
slave,” she said.

I shuddered and gave a half sob as her fist
rotated inside me, then began to pump in and out.

“Squeeze as I withdraw,” she ordered.

Squeeze!? I was so stretched inside it was
all I could do to not cry out!

She began to move her fist slowly in and out,
in and out of my trembling body, and as she did I guess my muscles
eased, loosened. That just made her move her fist faster!

I felt the dark heat closing around my body,
felt the wild, helpless thrill of this insanely sexual and
perverted situation warping my mind! I began to tremble with the
sexual pressure building up inside me, pressure which quickly swept
my mind into a kind of sexual fever.

She lifted my wrists higher, making me bend
over even more, my hair almost dragging on the floor now as she
punched her fist into me with hard, firm strokes, her hand and
wrist sliding in and out of the hot, swampy depths of my churning
belly!

“I am not feeling you squeeze, slave,” she
growled.

At least, I think she said that. I wasn't
paying a lot of attention to her words.

The thought that she had shoved her whole
fist up into my belly was insane! I was astonished! Yet the reality
was so incredibly intense! I could feel her fist twisting and
turning inside me, pushing forward and moving back, even as she
held tight to my hair to keep me from moving away!

I felt as if the world were swirling around
me, and then fading into the background as she jerked back on my
hair every time she pushed her fist into me! Overwhelmed by the
dark, scalding heat I felt the orgasm rushing upward and then
filling my body and mind with a clamorous sensory storm!

I cried out again and again, until I was
without breath, suffocating under the mindless, animal heat as her
fist churned my insides to a coiling cauldron!

She released my hair, dropping my shoulders
back to the floor, and her hand slid in under my belly, her fingers
finding my clitoris as she rubbed furiously.

That seemed to make the orgasm redouble in
strength and intensity, and I sobbed dazedly as my hips bucked
frantically back against her plunging fist. It was so thick, so
long, so incredible as it drove into me! I forgot who I was or even
what I was doing there, nor cared about either. The pleasure
consumed me!

When it was done, she slowly eased her hand
out of me, and I shuddered, my knees sliding apart until I was flat
on the floor, gasping, eyes glassy, mentally and physically
exhausted.

“There are rewards for being a sex slave,
yes?” she said, smirking down at me.

*

She did not let me lay there for long, but
used that thin rod – the riding crop, which is what I later
discovered it was called, to force me back up so I was sitting on
my heels again, my knees spread wide. She made me lean back,
though, so I was basically staring up at the ceiling overhead, my
back arched, my hands, still locked together behind me, flat on the
floor to support me.

She removed the ball-gag, and stood over
me.

“Are you a slave girl?” she asked.

I could not see any part of my body, given
how my back was arched and my head back. In fact, my hair was
brushing my hands on the floor behind me. But I could feel the flat
tip of the crop as it rubbed against my nipples.

“Y-yes!” I gasped.

Slap!

“Ow!”

“You will say yes mistress or no
mistress.”

Oh fuck! This is so insanely
perverted! I thought.

“Now. We shall try again. Are you a slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Are you a sex slave?”

I felt a jolt at the word.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She rubbed the tip across the other
nipple.

“Do you love having a big cock inside you,
slave girl?”

I hesitated. “Yes, Mistress!”

“So. You are a sex slave and love to have a
big cock inside you. I wish you to say this.”

She slapped the crop lightly against my
nipple.

“Speak.”

“I'm... I'm a sex slave and I love having a
big cock inside me!” I said, my mind squirming.

“Louder, slut.”

I felt another jolt.

“I'm a sex slave and I love having a big cock
inside me!” I exclaimed.

Slap-Slap-Slap!

The tip of the crop slapped stingingly
against my left nipple!

“Mistress,” she said. “Try again.”

“I'm a sex slave and I love having a big cock
inside me, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Arch your back more and raise your bottom
off your heels, slave.”

I moaned but obeyed, lifting my buttocks up
as I arched back even more. I felt her fingers at the aching,
swollen lips of my sex, then something pushed against me, spreading
me open. It wasn't her fist, thank God, but something thick and
round. I moaned as it slid through the mouth of my sex.

“Now, sink down again, slave.”

I lowered myself, feeling my sex sliding down
the slippery surface of something that felt very much like a dildo,
completely with carved veins. I moaned as I sank deep, until my
buttocks were on my heels and the thing was high inside me.

“Do you like having a big cock in you,
slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped, as the crop rubbed
against the top of my sex.

She slid the thing up along my bowed body,
rubbing at my nipples.

“Would you not say, slave girl, that a sex
slave must be a slut?”

My mind squirmed a bit, but it was impossible
to deny, and in any case, I knew what answer she wanted.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Then you are a slut. Is that not
correct?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a slut, Mistress!”

It was freaking weird saying it!

“Again.”

“I'm a slut, Mistress!”

“What is the purpose of a sex slave?”

“To... to have sex with people, Mistress,” I
said uncertainly.

Slap-slap-slap!

I hissed as the tip slapped against my
clitoris.

“The purpose of a sex slave is to give sexual
pleasure to all who wish it. A sex slave makes no decisions on who
uses her body or in what manner. For her body belongs to her master
or mistress.”

I again felt the sense of disorientation, of
wondering if she actually believed that, if it was some sort of
African cultural norm and she thought I really was a sex slave.
Because of course, I wasn't! I was just... just... playing around!
I could stop it any time I wanted to!

“Raise your bottom up, slave, and then sink
down again on the lovely cock I have given you.”

I moaned but obeyed, sliding my sex upward
along the dildo, then back down again.

“Again, slut.”

Gasping, I obeyed.

“Again. Continue until told to stop.”

I moaned but obeyed, slowly riding up and
down on the dildo, which seemed to be attached to the floor
somehow. She let the flat leather tip of the crop rub over my
breasts and along my abdomen and down between my legs against my
clitoris.

“Sex slaves must always obey their masters.
And when they hesitate or question or refuse to show disrespect,
they must be punished.”

She slapped lightly at my belly.

“Is that not true, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

So freaking weird! So sick! So darkly,
fascinatingly hot!

“But of course, if their mistress or master
chooses to punish them. They may do so for any reason. Whether the
slave has been bad or not. Perhaps they might do so for their own
amusement.”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“Or perhaps merely an example to the
slave.”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

I moaned and whimpered as the tip slapped
sharply down against my nipples.

“Keep riding your cock, slave. You know you
love it,” she said.

God help me but I did!

“Whore,” she said in a sneering voice.

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“Slut.”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

I trembled and shook, my pussy riding up and
down, up and down on the dildo as she slapped at my nipples, at my
breasts, and then at my inner thighs and pussy!

“Your only purpose in life is sex.”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“And obedience!”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

She reached for my hair and jerked my head
upright, lifting my arched body up and forward. That sank me fully
onto the thick dildo and I cried out as the head jammed up high
against my cervix!

And now I saw that she was naked. Her black
skin gleamed, her body slim and hairless.

“Now you will learn to service your mistress,
slut,” she said.

She pulled my face forward and jammed it into
her sex.
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What a weird fucking day this was
becoming!

Look, I was no stranger to sex. But like I
said, sex was something you did for an hour or so, maybe two on
occasion. But it had been nothing but straight on sex since I'd
come here last night, with only a brief break for sleeping! And
even then I'd been naked and tied up!

And I'd had sex with three strange men and
now... now this! I didn't even know this woman's name! But she'd
masturbated me to orgasm! She'd fist-fucked me to orgasm! And now I
was licking breathlessly at her sex as I felt the head of that big
dildo jammed achingly deep inside my belly!

And just as with the men I felt utterly
dominated! Helpless! In my mind, this woman was... all-powerful! I
had to do whatever she ordered! That was almost instinctive!

So I did nothing to resist, and licked at her
sex, at her clitoris, moaning and gulping in air as she gathered my
hair in and wrapped it around her fist.

I had, of course, experimented with women
before. It was the fashionable thing to do. I even kind of liked
it. It had less stress than with guys, and it could be quite fun,
stroking and caressing and kissing another girl, feeling her soft,
warm flesh against me.

Nothing like this, of course!

I was certainly feeling a sense of stress, of
the need to please her! My nipples ached hotly, and I knew they'd
get more attention if I hesitated or failed!

The ache inside me from the dildo was hot and
deep, but not … entirely unpleasant. It added to the rising sense
of arousal growing within me once more. That massive orgasm had
apparently done little to ease my newfound enthusiasm for kinky
sex!

She reached down with her other hand,
spreading the lips of her sex, and I licked harder at her clitoris,
then pushed my lips in to suck. I had no hesitation at all! I knew
I had to demonstrate my eagerness!

Why? I'm... not sure. It was amazing how
quickly my thinking had come around to this strange, heady idea of
myself as a sex slave. But just pretend! Yes, a pretend sex slave!
That was what I was! The sheer outrageousness of everything that
had happened had just mind-blasted me into this wicked, wild dark
place! And I was wallowing in it!

“That's it, slut. Lick your mistress. Please
her so she does not beat you too badly,” she growled.

I moaned and continued, partly anxious,
partly aroused by her words. They were a … a threat, but at the
same time they echoed that strange dark idea of 'sexual
slavery'.

I ignored the pain in my scalp as she tugged
at my hair, and licked and sucked until her hips bucked against me
and she jammed me in harder.

Then it was on to more lessons.

She unlinked my hands so they were free. But
it didn't occur to me to try and resist her, though!

“On all fours, like the sexual animal you
are.”

I assumed the position, then after the crop
snapped down across my bottom, shifted my knees apart.

“Arms and legs straight,” she said, walking
around me. “Head back. Back straight.”

She let the shaft slide across my back as she
moved, then let the tip slap lightly against the side of my breast
as it hung below me.

“Now you are a she-bitch ready to be mounted,
yes?”

She shoved the dildo into me and I closed my
eyes, shuddering, as she pumped it in and out, in and out, twisting
and turning, in and out, in and out, the head punching against my
cervix!

“Beg me to fuck you, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Louder whore.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

She was punching that thing into me hard and
fast, and my body rocked under the deep thrusts!

She stopped, leaving me gasping for
breath.

This part of the floor was bare, and she
slapped the thing down.

“On your knees, slut,” she said.

I rose, panting, and saw the dildo was stuck
to the floor by what looked to be a suction cup.

“Straddle the lovely cock.”

I moaned and shifted over, my knees
spreading.

“Now I want you to squat, not kneel.”

I looked at her in confusion.

“The word confuses you?” she demanded.

“N-No, Mistress!” I gulped.

I put my hands out to steady myself, then
squatted on the floor. That meant on the balls of my feet,
basically, with my buttocks mostly on my heels.

And the dildo lodged in the mouth of my sex.
It was just deep enough to stretch me open.

“Hands on your head.”

I wobbled unsteadily, then put my hands atop
my head.

She extended the tip of the crop and let it
rub against the top of my sex, against my clitoris.

“Who owns this body, slut?”

I blinked up at her, breathing heavily,
focusing hard on maintaining my balance.

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“Who owns this slut body?”

“I-I...”

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“Your master. Who is who?”

“Mister Mathews, Mistress!” I gasped.

“So who owns this body?”

“Mister Mathews, Mistress!”

“And what can he do to it?”

“Anything he wants, Mistress!”

She sniffed, and reached up to slap at my
hair. It was loose, untidy, ragged.

“And what is this blonde hair for, slut? What
does it tell us about you?”

I had no idea what she was getting at! I was
trying very hard to balance, and very much aware of the head of the
dildo lodged up inside the mouth of my sex.

“It tells us that whoever wears such hair is
a slut, girl. It signals to all others that she is little more than
a sexual animal who needs to be kept in a kennel, leashed,
collared, and used for the sexual satisfaction of others.”

She was so fucking outrageous!

Slap-Slap-Slap!

“Is that not true, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

“Filthy blonde slut. Get on all fours
again”

I gasped in relief. The balls of my feet were
aching! I fell forward, off the dildo, and onto all fours again.
Then I knelt in that position as she pulled on her maid outfit and
found a chain on the floor.

She sniffed, attached the chain to the collar
again, then picked up the dildo. She then tugged on the leash and I
gasped, lurching forward – on my hands and knees!

Oh! Oh, this was so dirty! So nasty! So
wild!

I was crawling on the floor beside her like a
fucking dog!

Bitch in heat!

She led me to the door, then out and up the
corridor. My knees were starting to ache, but whenever I slowed she
brought the crop whistling down across my bottom with stinging
force!

She had me crawl back into the library, where
Mathews was still working at his desk.

I flushed as I crawled in and he looked
up.

He waved a finger towards an upholstered
leather chair and the woman jerked on the chain and had me crawl
there.

“Sit in this chair, slave,” she ordered.

I half crawled into the chair, turning
around, feeling... very... tense, very sexual, very aroused, very
wild and uncertain.

“That is not how a slave sits,” she growled.
“Slump down, and drape your legs across the arms.”

I flushed and obeyed, slumping down,
spreading my legs wide apart so my knees were across the arms of
the chair.

She handed me the dildo and I took it
uncertainly.

“Put it inside you, slave.”

I gulped, then obeyed, rubbing and twisting
and turning the head against my opening, then sinking it slowly
into my very moist depths. It was a thick cock, but not quite as
thick as Mathews, let alone Jeremy. I worked it deep, uncertain
what she wanted, what they wanted.

“Well, so here you are.”

I gasped as Colin came into the room, jerking
my legs instinctively up and together.

“Spread your legs, slave!” the woman
snapped.

I blushed hotly but obeyed.

“Now draw it out, so that only the head
remains.”

I obeyed, confused.

“Now push it back in, deeper this time.”

I flinched and then pushed it back in.

“I've got something she'll like better,”
Colin said with a smirk.

“Masturbate for us, slave,” the woman
ordered.

I shuddered, and Colin's smirk made my
embarrassment and self-consciousness grow worse!

But I obeyed, pumping the dildo slowly in and
out, feeling a strange dark haze settling over me.

“Rub your clitoris, slave,” the woman
ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, pumping the dildo, rubbing
my clitoris – while three people watched me!

That dark heat grew more intense, more
powerful, and it took very little time before I wasn't just going
through the motions! I really was masturbating! And then Jeremy
came into the room, bringing a glass of wine for Mathews, and
Mathews had him stay to watch!

Four fully clothed people I had only just met
today or yesterday night stood or sat there and watched me
masturbate with a big dildo!

The embarrassment was deep, but the heat was
far more intense! And growing rapidly!

“Slump lower, slave. Draw your knees back to
your shoulders,” she ordered.

Panting, flushed, my body thrumming with
sexual energy and pressure, I obeyed, so that I was mostly laying
on my back, knees straining wide. I plunged the dildo into my body
with hard, deep strokes, my fingers rubbing faster and faster
against my clitoris as the orgasm approached!

“Stop!”

I gasped, hesitated, then halted, panting,
gasping.

“Hands behind your head!”

I drew my hands up behind my head,
trembling.

“Remember, slave,” she said, raising her
foot. “You may not orgasm without permission. If you do, you will
be beaten.”

As she spoke, she let the ball of her foot,
of her shoe, press against the base of the dildo.

I cried out as it slid deeper, the head
jamming achingly hard against what must surely have been the back
wall of my sex!

“Do you understand me, slave?” she
demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

Colin snickered.

The urge to grab her ankle and halt that
pressure was almost overwhelming, but I maintained my position,
back arched, knees back, the head of the dildo jamming hard into
the back wall of my sex!

“Obey, slave!” she barked.

She pulled her foot back and I gasped in
relief.

“Continue masturbating.”

Fuck! This was just... just... next level! I
felt overwhelmed again!

I reached down and slowly eased the dildo
back, then pushed it in again.

'Faster, slut.”

I gulped, but obeyed.

“Do not neglect your clitoris. Rub it.”

I drew my other hand down and my fingers
began to rub my clitoris.

“Faster!”

Moaning, I obeyed, heat clawing at my mind at
how nasty and sick and kinky this was, my hips jerking
helplessly.

“If you climax you will be beaten,” she said
again.

I hesitated.

“Continue, slut.”

This was fucking insane!

And unfair! It's not fair! I wanted to
moan. My body was gripped by a sexual fever, and I felt sort of
disoriented, as if I were in a different world, the past gone. I
was drowning in a world of sex, sex sex, where all my inhibitions
seemed to be out of place! Rubbing my clitoris and pumping the
dildo were increasing the churning heat inside me, yet she insisted
I keep doing it! Why would it be my fault of I came!?

“Have the slave spread her legs wider,”
Mathews said.

The woman slapped my thighs with the
crop.

“Spread your legs wider, whore,” she
growled.

I can't explain why their outrageous words
and behavior, why being subjected to such... degrading treatment
and words turned me on so much. I don't really understand it
myself. Maybe because it was just so wild and so completely out of
bounds with every cultural norm I had been raised on...

“Deeper, slut. You know you want it deep!”
she said, slapping at my bottom.

“I can shove something deeper,” Colin
said.

I thrust the dildo into me, pushing and
twisting it, forcing it deeper, reveling in the dull ache deep
inside as they all watched. I was flushed and panting, my mind
churning almost as much a my belly, filled with disbelief,
embarrassment, and a deep, feverish sense of hunger and
arousal!

“All of it, slut,” she ordered. “Every
inch!”

I moaned and gasped and slowly screwed the
thick dildo deeper, groaning as it seemed to lodge against the back
wall of my sex. I twisted it, changing the angle, and managed to
get it a little deeper, so that only enough was left outside me to
grip with my fingertips.

It ached! But my orgasm was approaching, and
nothing she'd said about being punished mattered! I was trembling
and gasping and shaking as I rubbed my clitoris and pumped and
screwed the dildo in and out.

And then it arrived, and I cried out in
pleasure, then the cry came again, louder, as the pleasure grew
more intense. The cry became a long, animal howl of ecstasy that
emptied my lungs! I sucked in a ragged breath and cried it out
again, rubbing frantically, jamming my hand against the base of the
dildo to force the head in even harder!

Pleasure exploded within me, sending a wild,
burning wave of liquid heat up through my body! My muscles spasmed
and sputtered as my head rolled and jerked from side to side. It
was so fucking good that I didn't care about anything else,
including the four of them looking down at me!

“The slave needs more training,” Jeremy
said.

“I see I shall have to take her in hand
myself,” Mathews replied.

“I can do it.”

“I'm sure you'd like to. But she is, after
all, my sex slave.”

Colin shook his head in irritation and then
left. Jeremy went right after him, and after some signal I didn't
see, the black woman disappeared too.

Mathews stood up and came around the desk,
looking down at me as I sat slumped and obscenely displayed in the
chair, the dildo all-but buried in my swollen, overheated sex.

“Stand up, slave girl,” he said.

I moaned and brought my legs together, then
hesitated and reached down for the dildo.

“Leave it in.”

I stood up, but felt weak, drained.

“Hands behind your neck. Arch your back.”

I groaned and obeyed, then gulped as I saw
that the woman had left the thin black crop.

“You have been a bad little slave girl, now
haven't you?”

“She knew I was going to come! That's why she
made me masturbate!” I cried.

“But you were ordered not to climax. Do you
have no control over your body?”

“I was... she used a vibrator and – .”

“I'm not interested in your complaints or
excuses,” he said. “You showed a lack of self-discipline and
disobeyed orders, slave.”

He was rubbing my stiff nipples with the
flat, soft tip of the crop.

“Slave girls who disobey orders are punished,
of course,” he said. “Arch your back more, sex slave.”

I gulped and ordered, thrusting my chest
out.

“How should I teach my little sex slave
obedience and submission, hmm?” he asked.

He began to slap my right nipple with short,
rapid little motions of the crop. His arm was barely moving, but he
was using his wrist and hand to make the crop a blur as the tip
slapped down.


slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

He shifted to the other nipple, and I moaned
as the first one throbbed.


slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

Now both my nipples and the surrounding flesh
felt hot and throbbing!

“Bend over the desk,” he ordered.

Panting, moaning, I obeyed, and he locked the
wrist restraints together again, in front of me. Then he took a
cord from a drawer, clipped it to the ring in the bracelets, and
clipped the other end do something on the underside of the
desk.

“This is clearly too small,” he said.

He slid the butt–plug out and shoved a thick,
long dildo up my ass while I squirmed and moaned.

Then I felt the shaft of the crop rubbing
against my ass.

“Such a lovely bottom,” he said. “Made all
the more exciting with the dildo sticking out of its ass, and the
other one spreading the lips of your lovely sex apart.”

Thwack!

“Ah!” I gasped.

He halted, then drew my hair back and shoved
the ball gag back into my mouth.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

I flinched and gasped and moaned and cried
out as the crop snapped down across my bottom! It stung, and the
more he hit me the more it stung and the hotter my bottom got!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!
Thwick!

“When ordered to not climax you must repress
your natural sluttish desire until your master releases you,” he
said calmly.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“We can't have sex slaves simply climaxing
whenever they so desire. They'd never get anything done.”

My bottom was on fire, and I moaned
helplessly as the blows continued! But there wasn't anything I
could do or say! I mean, that was obvious, so there wasn't even any
point thinking about making him stop! So it never occurred to me to
even try!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“I'm sure that once you're properly trained
slave girl you'll be able to obey every order flawlessly,” he
said.

His fingers pushed between my thighs, forcing
them apart, then found my swollen clitoris up against the base of
the dildo. They began to rub me and I shuddered, my hips jerking
and bucking as his fingers stroked and rubbed me harder and
faster.

He halted and moved around in front of me,
then undid the straps and pulled the gag free.

I cried out as he filled his fist with my
blonde hair and roughly yanked my head up and to the side.

“Would you like to come, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, Master!” I moaned.

He unzipped and pulled his cock out. He was
hard again, and shoved himself into my mouth, then, after just a
couple of seconds of pumping, and my sucking, shoved every inch
down my throat. He held himself in place for a few seconds, then
pulled back out.

“Beg.”

“P-Please... Please... maybe I come,
Master!?” I gasped.

He shoved himself back into my mouth and down
my throat once again, this time pumping slowly in and out before
pulling back.

I coughed and gasped, and cried out as he
jerked on my hair.

“Beg, slave.”

“M-May I come p-please, Master!?” I
gasped.

He shoved his cock back down my throat and
pumped in and out, then pulled free again, leaving me dazed and
gasping.

“I don't sense sufficient submission in your
pleas, slave girl.”

He released my hair and then removed the cord
and gripped my hair again, roughly pulling me up off the desk and
backward, so I stumble a few steps. Then he shoved me down onto my
knees.

“On your belly, slave.”

Gasping, panting, chest heaving, I fell
forward to all fours, then sagged lower, and kind of... lay on my
stomach on the floor.

“Now raise your bottom high in the air.”

I moaned and obeyed, drawing my knees in and
raising my hips high, spreading my legs wide.

He snorted and moved in front of me.

“Grasp my foot in your hand,” he said.

I was... confused, but obeyed.

“Now show me how submissive you are. Beg me
to allow you to climax.”

I was too confused to understand. I gasped as
he brought the crop down on my bottom.

“Lick,” slave girl. “Lick,” he said.

I felt blank again, then I thought I
understood. I felt big rush of dark, delicious, thrilled heat mixed
with disbelief and indignation.

I gripped his foot more tightly, in both
shackled hands, and eased forward, my breasts grinding against the
floor until I could lick his shiny black shoe.

The crop snapped down on my bottom with
stinging force. Thwick!

“Harder, slave,” he growled.

I gasped and licked harder.

Thwick!

“Harder! Show me how much you want to
come!”

I whimpered and moaned, licking frantically
at his shoe as I gripped his ankle! I licked up and down along the
top, then down along the side.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please may I come, master!” I gasped,
licking desperately.

He reached down and gripped me by the hair,
then roughly dragged me to my feet, shoved me against the desk and
over it, and slapped my bottom hard.

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I cried out and obeyed, and his fingers began
to rub my clitoris. He pumped the dildo in and out, then pulled it
free. A moment later his big cock was sliding deep into my belly
and I felt the world beginning to dissolve under the feverish heat
of sexual abandon!

He fucked me hard and deep, his hand gripping
my hair like the reins of a horse, yanking it up and back as he
slapped my bottom! His cock pounded into me hard and fast, and my
mind collapsed, drowned in the thrilling wonder of the darkest,
most deliciously carnal sexual heat I'd ever known!

The orgasm swamped my senses, and I wallowed
in the violence of the storm of pleasure tearing through my
body!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Wow! Talk about overdosing on sex! Wow! It
was almost unbelievable what I'd been through! And sure, some of it
was a bit painful, but the pleasure was just so intense and the
sexual hunger so pervasive that I couldn't really complain!

The rest of the morning was taken up by
exercise – which I did naked. Jeremy assigned it to me and
supervised the first exercises of each set, then went away and left
me to it.

Alone in that beautiful little gym, with a
view of the city, I exercised on the expensive machines, and tried
to fit my mind back together. I felt weirdly out of place, because
everything that had happened in this place was so different from my
life experience, and everything I had come to learn was the right
way to behave.

But everyone seemed to think otherwise, and
they were all older and more sophisticated than me, so, it was easy
to see this as an entirely different world, with entirely different
rules. Especially for sex slaves!

I sure had enough incentive to do so! I'd had
like, a dozen orgasms this morning! And then there was the triple
pay! And on top of that the idea of living in this fabulous
penthouse!

The exercise was tiring, but I didn't mind.
If it would make my body look better, tone me up, then it was well
worth it! No one wanted a flabby sex slave, after all!

Jeremy came and got me and washed me again. I
briefly protested that I could shower myself, but that just got me
a smack on the ass. Jeremy washed me, then gave me a uhm, maid's
dress to wear. It wasn't like the one the black woman had worn,
though.

It was extremely short and black, with a lacy
white fringe along the bottom. The hem just barely covered my pussy
in front, but then curved up along the hips so that most of my
buttocks were bare. It had a little white apron tied around the
waist, and then a lacy, white, see-through panel which rose up the
center from there, and curved out at the breasts so they were both
nearly completely visible.

Even the black part was partly see-through,
but it was a lot more clothes than I had worn all morning so I
wasn't going to protest! Not that I could, since he put the
ball-gag in my mouth first!

Mr. Mathews came in to eat at the dining room
table, and Jeremy had me serve him, bringing over plates of food
and wine.Mr. Mathews looked at a flat screen TV across from him,
but largely ignored me except to say things like “More wine,” or
“butter the scone there.”

No please or thank you for a slave girl!

Colin came by to get a juice, and squeezed my
butt casually as he passed, then left again.

When Mr. Mathews was done eating and I had
brought his things back to the counter and then cleaned the table
Jeremy removed the black maid outfit and replaced it with a sort of
harness of leather straps and metal rings.

He carefully adjusted the size of the straps
that surrounded my breasts, so they were cinched in tight all
around them. Two straps came down from the center of the straps
just under my breasts, and joined with another strap that went
around my waist.

Two more straps came down from my hips,
angling in to join to a ring at the top of my sex. Another strap
was attached to the bottom of that ring, and went down over my
pussy and up between my buttocks to join the straps around my
waist. That one was kind of tight, tight enough to drive the
slender strap up between the lips of my sex.

The little ring at the top of it exposed the
very top of my sex – my clitoris.

He put a bowl of stew on the floor for me. I
gasped at the outrageousness of it, but I knelt on all fours, well,
on my knees and elbows, dipped my lips down, and ate my stew that
way, without using my hands!

After lunch Jeremy brought me to Mr. Mathews
bedroom, and had me change the sheets and pillowcases and make the
bed, then vacuum the rug around the bed, dust, and mop the floor.
None of that took a lot of time because the place seemed
spotless.

Then I had to clean his bathroom.

It was a big bathroom! And Jeremy, after
telling me to clean it, yanked back on my hair sharply,k forcing me
up onto the balls of my feet, and making my back arch!

“Do a good job, slave,” he growled in that
deep, menacing, African accented voice. “You will be licking
everything here to demonstrate how clean it is! Including the
toilet!”

Was he serious!? I was left awed by the
possibility!

But just in case... I set to work scrubbing
hard! I started on the shower, which was big! I scrubbed the walls
and glass, and then rinsed them off, before doing the floor. I made
sure to scrub extra hard on the floor!

After that I cleaned the counter and sink and
faucet, then did the bathtub before doing the toilet. I cleaned
that really good, inside and out, and then cleaned it again! After
that I scrubbed the floor. Let me tell you, no bathroom had ever
been scrubbed better!

It was... work. But it was work that had a
definitely sexual tinge to it. His threat made me pay very close
attention to what I was doing to make sure I did my best. But I was
also mostly naked, except for the leather straps and rings, and the
one between my legs was digging into my pussy so I ached. I also
had the butt-plug in.

I looked awfully hot and sexy in that collar
and halter!

When Jeremy came back he was as good as his
word.

“On your hands and knees, slave,” he
growled.

I gulped and obeyed.

“Crawl into the shower.”

I obeyed, feeling a rising sense of anxiety,
and dark heat.

“Bend your face low and lick the floor.”

God!

I obeyed, bending my head, lowering my upper
body, and licking the floor with long, slow licks!

“Now the wall.”

I gasped again but rose on my knees, licking
the wall.

“Crawl out.”

I crawled out, feeling a wild, boiling,
churning wall of heat.

He gripped my hair roughly and forced me to
scurry forward to the tub, then bent me over it and made me lick
the bottom of the tub. After that he dragged me up and around and
shoved my face down at the base of the toilet!

“Lick, slave!” he growled.

This was so degrading! So... outrageous and
so fucking hot!

I was trembling from the building rush of
sex-heat, and I bent over and let my tongue lick along the base of
the ivory bowl, then lick up along the side to the rim.

“Keep licking, slut.”

I gasped and moaned as I licked the rim of
the toilet bowl, then he jerked my hair and forced my head into the
bowl.

“Lick, dog.”

Whimpering, trembling, I licked the inner
bowl above the water!

He jerked my head up and back.

“Hands down!” he barked as my hands came up
instinctively to grasp at his wrist.

I dropped my hands to my sides as he held me
by the hair, glowering down at me.

“You should thank me for allowing you to
service your master's room.”

He jerked on my hair again and I gasped.

“Th-thank you for... letting me service my...
master's room!” I gasped.

He jerked again, sharply, and I cried
out.

“Sir!” he growled.

“Thank you for letting me service my my
master's room, sir!” I cried.

He pulled me to my feet by the hair and
marched me out of the bathroom, then out of Mr. Mathew's bedroom
entirely. He marched me down the hall to the bedroom where I had
slept.

“Kneel on the edge of the bed, bottom high,
legs spread.”

I obeyed, panting, moaning, and he undid the
strap at the small of my back. I heard him unzip, then he peeled
the strap out of my sex and I felt his hard cock pressing against
me. I was sopping wet, but the feel of his cock thrusting into me,
stretching me wide, filling me up, was... glorious!

I cried out in dazed hunger, and he gripped
my hair, much as Masters had done, fucking me, hard! I came within
seconds, crying out again and again as he drove his big, hard cock
deep into my quivering, trembling belly, riding me like a whore,
like a bitch in heat!

After he came inside me he released me.

“Clean yourself,” he ordered, leaving the
room and closing the door.

I fell over onto the bed, then rolled onto my
back, chest heaving, moaning low in my throat. I ached inside but I
was gripped by a languorous sense of relief and release.

This place was crazy, but God was it ever
wild!

I had a shower, and despite how intensely I'd
cleaned that bathroom, brushed my teeth twice and used mouthwash
twice!

After that I wondered what I was supposed to
do. Jeremy hadn't told me to do anything else. I didn't think I
could get the straps and rings back on myself, and the maid thing
wasn't here. I opened the door to the closet and found stuff
hanging there.

Mostly it was extremely short, sexy dresses
with plunging cleavage or lacy, diaphanous, see-through nighties
and nightgowns. When was I supposed to wear these? I pulled one
down and examined it. It looked like a long nightgown, entirely
see-through, from what I could tell.

I slipped it over my head and let it fall
down around my body to my ankles. It had bare shoulders and arms,
and two thin black straps crossing my shoulders. From the middle of
my waist and down it was nothing but sheer lace, like curtains,
only black, loose and without the pleats you'd have for lace
curtains. Above the waist it was tighter, with ruffled lines going
horizontally across my body, but elastic bands pinning it tightly
against my breasts.

Wearing it was almost more naked than naked,
but I had to admit I looked awfully sexy in it, especially with the
collar and wrist-bands.

And I was looking at myself when Jeremy came
in. I gasped and momentarily tried to hide myself with my hands
before realizing how pointless that was. Then I slowly dropped my
arms and tried to stand straight as he scowled at me.

“Your master instructed me to inform you that
your services will not be required prior to dinner, slave,” he
said.

Then he turned and left.

Asshole, I thought.

Well, I had some time to try on other things.
So I did that. Everything was extremely revealing, including the
actual dresses to be worn outside. They weren't see-through, but
they certainly had high hems and lots of cleavage. One was a
glittery red dress that had a cowl neck that plunged – I swear, to
just above my crotch!

I put them all away and returned to my bed,
then sat on it and fooled around with the TV remote. The remote
could do a lot of other things, I discovered, like open and close
curtains and blinds, and turn the lights on and off. I went out
onto the deck, feeling a little flush of daring excitement at being
naked outside, and looked out at the view.

Then it occurred to me that just as you could
see through lace curtains up close, they blocked your view far
better from a distance. So perhaps that loose nightgown might be of
use after all. I went back and put it on, then came back out
again.

It made me feel a little more.... elegant,
and less brazenly naked. But at the same time, it really didn't
change the feeling that I was naked. It just felt, I don't
know, more sophisticated.

I looked out at the city, and thought about
all the wild, crazy things that had happened in the last – boy, was
it only 24 hours? Not even! Wow! Did I want to put it all behind me
and get out of here? Not especially. There were all kinds of
possibilities here, and the hot, nasty, thrilling sex was
fascinating me, and maybe even changing my whole view of sex.

I mean, I'd always liked sex, but I'd never
gone out of my mind with it before. I'd never come like I had here.
Of course, I'd never done anything nearly as outrageous as I had
here either! And the frustrating part was I couldn't tell anyone! I
could kind of hint at things about Mathews, I guess, if I left out
Jeremy and that maid, not to mention Colin...

Triple pay sounded good too, especially since
I wouldn't have to pay for rent or food or... or cable or much of
anything!

I went back inside and did some Facebooking,
being careful about the hints I offered. I did, however, take a
picture of the view, and put that up with a “Guess where I woke up
this morning” caption. That would certainly make them all jealous,
I thought in satisfaction.

I did NOT take any selfies, of course! I
couldn't remove the collar, and I couldn't explain it either!

I watched some TV, then I got up and,
hesitated. I was supposed to be able to go anywhere I wanted, after
all. Though clearly I shouldn't go and bother Mr. Mathews.

And wasn't it weird I had to think of him as
Mr. Mathews when he had fucked my brains out!

Or 'master'!

I wandered down the stairs, weary of who I
might encounter. I did not want to encounter 'mistress'. I still
didn't know her name but that bitch was nasty! I still couldn't get
over that she had fist-fucked me! And worse, made me come like a
whore! Every time I thought about the wild assed shit I'd done
today I felt like I was going out of my mind!

I mean, that bit about slumping back on a
sofa with my legs spread and masturbating while they watched...
God! I could still hardly believe I'd done that! That was the
sluttiest thing I'd ever done in my life!

I stayed out of the kitchen, which seemed to
be Jeremy's hangout! I peeked into the great room, and since it was
empty, wandered in and looked around, shaking my head at how big
and gorgeous it was. I went back down the hall, the black lace
nightgown kind of billowing out behind me as I moved, and wandered
into the games room.

I fooled around a bit with the pinball
machines and the old fashioned video games from the 80s, then
wandered out and down the hall and into the theater. It seemed to
have a permanent smell of popcorn, and I saw there was a machine
that would turn on with the touch of a button – so I touched
it.

I sat down at the little computer and it
brought up a program which divided the screen into different kinds
of things I might like to watch, like TV shows, Movies, and
specials, then subdivided it into comedies, dramas, action
pictures, and stuff like that. It looked like it had just about
everything, including all the shows from Netflix and then some.

Ten minutes later I was sitting back in a
luxurious armchair type seat with my feet up, munching popcorn and
watching a movie. It felt... weird to be doing so essentially
naked, but it wasn't like there was anyone here who hadn't already
seen me naked.

Including Colin, who opened the door about an
hour later.

“So, there you are, little slut slave,” he
said, wandering in.

Prick, I thought.

He kind of swaggered as he walked over and
then came to stand almost in front of me.

“I was just thinking that I hadn't had my
cock sucked in a bit, and where could I find a cock sucker. And
here you are.”

I looked up at him warily. I wasn't quite
sure about him or what he could or might do. But since Jeremy and
the maid had both smacked me I supposed he could probably get away
with it too.

“Well, get to it, slut.”

I sat forward and reached for him but he
gripped my hair to pull me onto my knees on the floor.

“Drop your hands to your sides.”

I obeyed and he unzipped and brought his cock
out, then rubbed it over my face as I knelt there. I really didn't
like Colin, now that I'd had a few experiences with him. He was
older but just as immature as most of the guys my age. His father
was much more interesting and exciting.

He did have a nice body, though, and a very
nice cock, all neatly shaved too.

He hardened as he rubbed himself against me,
and then pushed himself against my mouth. I began to suck and lick
him, feeling a bit weird with my hands at my sides. But I knew that
in this house I wasn't going to be allowed to control how much of
the cock got into my mouth.

Sure enough, he pulled me forward and pushed
his cock down my throat.

I was surprised at how well I took it, how
easily. I barely gagged at all, and Colin's cock was nearly as big
as his father's. He jerked on my hair as if to emphasize he was in
charge, then began to slowly fuck my mouth and throat, using the
full length of his cock.

Sometimes he jerked me forward to meet his
strokes, and sometimes he just held me in place while he fucked me.
The weird thing was I was starting to find that strangely erotic.
It was literally him fucking my face. I watched his glistening cock
moving in and out, in and out, and felt it sliding fairly smoothly
now up and down in my mouth and throat.

It felt darkly exciting, mostly from the
perspective of thinking of myself as the slave girl. And despite
him doing nothing to pleasure me my body began to hum with sexual
energy.

I was not surprised that he came in my face.
It was kind of a typical thing for a guy like him to do. He
laughed, sneered down at me, put himself back into his pants and
left.

Prick.

I cleaned off my face and went back to
watching the movie.

No, I didn't like Colin, but he didn't scare
me or anything. I just thought he was immature. Taking care of his
sexual needs would be pretty easy. He had a nice body, but he
didn't really do a lot for me beyond that.

Jeremy now... there was something darkly
thrilling about him – no pun intended. He was scary hot. And Mr.
Mathews, he was sophisticated and stern and mature and very capable
in bed. His punishment sessions were a bit painful, but wildly
exciting despite that.

Imagine making me lick his shoes! God!

Of course, Jeremy had made me lick the
toilet! Ick!

Those two were fucking hot.

Jeremy came and got me and had me change into
the maid outfit, complete with gag, then help him set out dinner. I
served Mr. Mathews and Colin, with Colin casually groping me and
making sneering little comments at my expense. After dinner he
removed the maid outfit, and had me eat – on the floor. Then he put
the gag back in and sent me to see Mr. Mathews.

“Ah, there you are slave girl. Come in.”

We were in the great room, and Mr. Mathews
had decided to try his hand at photography. I was the subject, of
course. That made me a bit nervous, but not as much as if it had
been Colin. He had me pose in a variety of poses, then led me to my
room and had me try on various outfits, without the gag, collar or
shackles

“Bend a little further forward and tilt your
head to the right,” he said, focusing in on me with what I guessed
was a fabulously expensive camera.

“I hope none of these get onto the
internet... master?” I gulped.

He snorted. “I wouldn't worry about these,
slave girl. If you're going to worry about anything worry about the
videos Colin took of you masturbating in the library.”

I gasped and turned my head towards him.

“Turn to the right, please.”

“I didn't see that!”

“You were busy at the time.”

“He won't put them on the internet will he...
master?”

“Probably not, but what if he does? There
must be hundreds of million of naked girls on the internet. The
odds of anyone who knows you stumbling across yours would be
vanishingly small.”

“But – .”

“And if they did, well, you looked
astonishingly beautiful and erotic. You certainly looked better
than any of those cheap porn actresses doing the same. In fact,
maybe I'll take some videos of you, as well. Not only would they be
very exciting, but they'd help to further erode your
inhibitions.”

I was... uneasy about that, to say the least,
but I didn't see how I could really say no! Soon he had a video
camera, instead of the other, and he wanted me to masturbate in a
variety of poses while he and the camera looked on. At first he
told me to pretend I was aroused, but then, after using the
vibrator for a bit, I really didn't have to pretend.

And after that I really began to get turned
on! I rode up and down on big dildos, rubbing my clitoris. I knelt
with my face to the floor and my bottom raised, my hands back down
beneath me fingering my clit and pumping a dildo. I fucked myself
in the ass with a dildo, I knelt on all fours, sliding my pussy
back against a big dildo that was stuck to the post...

I was starting to get this dark hazy thrill
at how outrageously I was acting, and that it was all going down on
video! It was dangerous, you see, and the more I did, the more I
felt like... like I really as his slave girl! Because suppose he
decided to send those videos to my friends!

Not that he knew who they were, but
still...

The videos the next day were even worse. He
had me doing lesbian stuff with the black maid – whose name, I
finally found out, was Danielle. We did a sixty-nine, and Danielle
fucked me with a trap on – roughly, yanking on my hair and slapping
my ass. And then she fisted me again, and Mr. Mathews crouched
right in front of me, zooming in as I screamed through an
incredibly intense orgasm!

Then he took videos of me sucking Jeremy's
cock, swallowing every inch, then of Jeremy fucking me – pounding
me, first from behind, then from above, with the backs of my feet
pressed firmly against the floor behind my head!

Then I straddled him and rode him, and two
more black men Jeremy had invited over came in and fucked me at the
same time – one in the ass, the other in my mouth. Mr. Mathews
moved excitedly around like a Hollywood director, getting me from
different angles!

He let me look at the videos afterward, and
my face was burning with embarrassment at the thought of anyone I
knew seeing them! But it was also flushed with heat at how hot and
deliciously slutty and sensual I looked!

The more of them I made, the more I degraded
myself in them, the more I saw myself as helplessly in his power!
And the more excited I became! I know, I know, it's weird. But
being able to think of myself as a helpless slave girl turned me
on! And now... now he could do a lot worse than just firing me if I
disobeyed!

He never threatened to, and I honestly didn't
think he would, but it still aroused me and filled me with a dark,
delicious dread!

In a way it was like me giving myself to him!
Handing him the power to crush me if I ever left!

He took video of me licking feet, licking the
toilet bowl, and eating off the floor. He took videos of me that
would have horrified even my most jaded friends!

And I came so often through them that it was
absolutely obvious that I wasn't faking when you watched the
videos.

I moved my stuff into Mr. Mathews' penthouse
that week. My clothes went into the closet, to be worn whenever I
went out on my own. But I was also allowed to order whatever I
wanted on the internet, including clothes which were sexy, but not,
let's face it, totally slutty!

The totally slutty ones I wore out with him
or Colin.

Most of the rest of the time I wore nothing
but the collar and restraints, feeling a dark, burning, simmering
heat almost all day long at being a sex slave! I had been a party
girl, and now my life was one long sex party! What more could I ask
for!?

 


END
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Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


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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