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I woke to the soft but rising melody of Bach
playing from the speakers on either side of the bed. The music was
coming from my iPhone through the home WiFi setup. It woke me up
slowly and I sighed as the alarm app on the phone slowly brought up
the hidden lighting in my bedroom.

I rolled onto my back, then reached over for
the big feather pillow on the other side of the King-sized bed and
yanked it over to place it on the one which had already been under
my head, propping me up more. The phone was sitting on its wireless
charger base on the table and I grabbed it, then used the app on it
to raise the blind on my windows.

I yawned hugely, arching my back and throwing
my arms up and out, then dropping my back onto the bed again. I
grabbed the remote and turned on the TV – tuned to the BBC's
international edition, and then did a few slow stretching exercises
preparatory to getting out of my lovely bed.

I have always slept in the nude since I don't
like the feeling of clothes being bunched up under the sheets, as
it does when I move. Anyway, my sheets are bamboo. They're
expensive but deliciously soft against my bare skin.

The blinds rolled obediently up, letting the
morning light into the room, giving it a deep, rosy glow. I sat up
in bed, pushing back the covers, and felt a small sense of
satisfaction at how clean and tidy the room was. Everything was in
its place. It was a very, very neat room.

Which was the way I liked it. The way I like
everything, in fact.

It was a very nice room, a large room, with a
high ceiling. I'd replaced the paintings on the walls with neat
canvas prints of artists and scenes I found to be particularly
soothing and restful.

I swung my legs out of bed and stood beside
it a moment before going to the window. It was a large window, in
keeping with the large room and in keeping with how modern the
building was. My window looked out on some lower buildings and then
the harbor. My building was right downtown.

Standing naked in a large window which
descended to my knees didn't worry me. There were no other
buildings near enough or high enough for anyone to see. Still, it
gave me just a little sense of being adventurous, of being daring,
of being... I don't know, brazen!

Which, of course, I am not. I am careful. I
am responsible. I plan things. I don't do things on impulse. I
could feel brazen standing naked in a large plate glass window with
the sun shining on my body, with my breasts practically touching
the glass. But only because I had long since weighed the odds of
anyone being able to see me and found them vanishingly small.

I turned and walked forward. The TV was in
the corner and I did some more slow stretches while watching. Then
I grabbed my phone and headed for the bathroom. It shone. Which
pleased some part of me. The tiles were very shiny, especially when
you kept them really clean, as the cleaning staff did. The glass on
the shower cabinet looked new. The faucets glistened. The mirror
was unmarred.

I appreciated all of this as I examined
myself in the mirror, then turned on the fan before turning on the
shower. I gave it a half minute for the water temperature to
settle, then stepped in to prepare for the day. As I washed my hair
and showered my mind ran through the day's task-list.

I had a well-ordered life and intended to
keep it that way. And I couldn't if I fell behind in things. Never
put off till tomorrow what should be done today, I say.

I work at a bank. And it's a very formal
atmosphere. I put on a black dress with the hem a few inches above
the knees. The only ornament was a square cut silver chain...
almost a choker, around my neck, and a matching bracelet. I also
wore large, black-framed glasses and high heels.

I gave myself a last look in the mirror,
pleased my hair was so well-ordered, then headed out the door to
the elevator which took me thirty-seven floors down to the
street.

Singapore is the most beautiful city in the
world. It's a clean city, an orderly city, a city of tall,
glittering skyscrapers with wide streets and boulevards bordered by
thick greenery. The trees you'll find along its main downtown
streets aren't the pitiful little things you occasionally might
find in western cities. These are huge, sweeping rain trees,
broad-leafed mahogany, and giant tembusus forty meters high.

The streets of Singapore aren't bordered by a
few trees, but forests of trees, flowers, hedges, and bushes.
Greenery is everywhere! Dirt is nowhere to be found! The city is
not entirely crime-free, but as close to it as you'll find for a
place this big.

I was astonished when I arrived. I'd been to
Paris, Madrid, Rome, and New York and never seen anything even
remotely similar. Everyone was so polite, and everything so
well-organized! And no one hits on me in the streets!

Compared to London, and especially Paris and
Rome, that's nirvana! I can walk around and enjoy window shopping
(or the real kind), or jog, if I can take the heat, without having
to fend off guys who see me, think I'm sexy, and want me.

Don't get me wrong. I'm happy to be
attractive. Any girl who says otherwise is lying through her teeth.
But there are times I enjoy it, and times I wish people wouldn't
stare, or at least wouldn't try to chat me up. I don't know you!
I'm not going to give you my phone numbers or name! Go away! You
could be a serial killer or something!

I don't think men understand women on a quite
fundamental level. Dating and sex to them are just games, without
the stress or worries women have. They see a woman they're
attracted to, and they ask for her name. They don't care who she
is. They don't care what kind of a person she might be. All they
see is the face and body. And that's all they care about.

I suppose that comes from being bigger and
stronger. No fear.

Plus, of course, sex for men is a nearly 100%
guarantee of pleasure. They don't need the woman to do anything but
be present. Oh, sure, they might prefer more, but when you get
right down to it men will have sex with a girl who's unconscious
and still get off on it.

Women have no guarantees at all. Maybe he'll
know what to do with his hands, or maybe not. Maybe he'll have a
decent-sized penis, or perhaps it will be tiny. Maybe he'll be good
at oral sex, but likely not. Maybe he'll know how to do foreplay
and actually do it. But possibly not.

There are, in my experience, an awful lot of
guys out there who know very little about sex beyond what they've
seen in porn videos. Some of that is our fault, of course, we
women. We fall for some guy and let him have sex, and then, to
protect his ego, we don't tell him how bad he was. So he goes on
doing it with other girls.

The exception is men who have been in
relationships. I know I don't hesitate to point out certain things
I want when I'm with a guy – if we're in a relationship. I've
'trained' a couple of guys that their new girlfriends ought to send
me thank-you cards for.

But it's all a gamble when you accept a date.
Will he take no for an answer or get angry and bitter if you refuse
– or worse, violent? We just don't know. And if we agree to sleep
with him will he be any damned good or will it be a miserable,
painful experience? We just don't know until we do it.

There's a reason why men orgasm almost 100%
of the time during sex while almost half of women never do. And
it's related to unfair anatomy and male ignorance of what they need
to be doing to pleasure their partner (assuming they care).

And that's another divergence for us girls.
We go out with a guy hoping he'll be fun and interesting, and they
go out with us hoping we'll let them have sex.

I've been prey to predatory guys since I hit
puberty. I've always been called pretty, with an oval face, big
blue eyes, full lips, and lovely eyelashes. My shoulder-length
mahogany hair is full and soft and thick and rich and neatly tamed
so that it perfectly frames my face as it spills down to my
shoulders.

So I get looked at a lot. Guys like eye-candy
(well, so do girls, admittedly) so I get a lot of second looks
wherever I go. I'm used to it by now. My body is slender, lithe,
and toned because I exercise a lot to make sure it is. I'm
especially proud of my breasts.

So yes, guys want me. A lot. They want to
touch me. They want to tear my clothes off. They want to
fuck me. They always have. And that, given how society
works, makes me prey. And given I'm much shorter and weaker than
almost any guy I'm very much at their mercy in private. Thus the
wariness I have.

So an orderly, law-abiding city like
Singapore, where most people are far too polite to stare at
strangers, much less hurl crude insults at them, is like
heaven.

I work as the junior administrative assistant
to the president of the Merchant Bank of Hull, which is
headquartered in London. Now, you might, if you were rude, ask
yourself how a nineteen-year-old English girl on her summer break
from her second year at Cambridge finds herself in such a lovely,
well-paid job halfway across the world.

Nepotism. Yes, sorry, but it's all
connections. There's no such thing as white privilege, but there's
definitely class privilege. The president of the bank is, well, my
uncle Joshua. He arranged it for me, with my parents' consent.
They're major shareholders. They knew I wanted to go somewhere over
the summer and chose Singapore, probably because, as I said, it's a
very safe city.

They also arranged for me to stay at a condo
which the bank owns. It's normally used for high-level visitors or
senior executives who transfer from elsewhere. It would normally be
occupied by my boss here, but he's Indian and has five kids, so
found it too small.

So I get to stay in it free!

And if you have any idea the cost of a nice
apartment in Singapore you'll realize just how incredibly generous
the bank is being to its branch president's junior administrative
assistant!

Thanks, Uncle Joshua!

I walked along the sidewalk, pleased at how
clean it was, pleased at the scent of flowers and greenery growing
lushly along the side of the road. It was half-past Nine, which
meant most workers were at work. The streets weren't very crowded
and I had an easy walk to work.

Luckily the condo and office are only blocks
away from each other. Not only does that save me time but it saves
me from getting all mussed up and sweaty in the heat. Singapore is
in the tropics, after all. It gets quite hot and quite humid.

My boss here is Mr. Mbeki. He's very formal
and very polite. The tasks I'm given are reasonably easy, but not
too easy. I'm not sure what Uncle Josh told him but he seems to be
tailoring things so I learn and gain experience in banking.

My job starts at Ten AM. Mrs. Chan, who is
the senior administrative assistant, starts at Six in the morning.
She leaves work at Two PM. I work on until Six PM. Mr. Mbeki works
all during this time and doesn't seem to find his twelve-hour days
difficult.

I stopped off in the lobby for a tea, and
took it with me up the elevator to the Fifty-Third floor, then
walked down the corridor to Mr. Mbeki's office and let myself in.
There was an outer office presided over by Mrs. Chan with her big
desk facing the outer door. She was a middle-aged woman with
considerable expertise and aplomb and I felt vastly inferior in
knowledge and skills to her.

“Good morning, Mrs. Chan,” I said, bobbing my
head.

“Good morning, Elena,” she replied with a
slight nod of her regal head.

I headed into the side room, which I
suspected had been a storage room prior to my arrival. Now it had a
desk and chair, shelf, and side table with a printer. I had put up
a large, narrow print of a palm tree on one wall, and a smaller one
of waves washing ashore on another.

That had baffled Mrs. Chan, since the idea of
decorating your office, of personalizing it, was apparently
something she had previously not considered. I suspected I got away
with it only because visitors would not see them and she knew who
my uncle was.

The Chinese are a very hierarchical people.
And no one challenges the boss, nor wishes to annoy the boss's
relatives. Nepotism is a way of life in Asia.

I sat down, turned on the computer, and
brought the mirror out of my top drawer just to lightly brush my
hair and ensure it was in proper order.

My desk was empty, of course, and clean. I
like to work on one thing at a time so there's no reason for
anything else to be on the desk. Well, except for my tea, of
course, which I put on a tea cozy.

And thus did my day unfold, perfectly
orderly, perfectly calm, precise, with me finishing each task and
then starting another. Mr. Mbeki stopped by to say hello a couple
of times on his way in and out, and Mrs. Chan brought me some
documents to photocopy. Once photocopied I carried them up and down
the hall to the offices of other senior executives, giving them to
their admins, then came back.

At noon I went downstairs to get lunch; a
salad, and brought it back to my office. I entertained myself with
my phone, the cordless buds in my ears turned up more loudly now.
Mrs. Chan was away, probably eating with her friends. I'd been
invited, of course, but my Mandarin was still weak, and her friends
were all, like her, middle-aged anyway.

Mr. Mbeki was at a meeting somewhere across
town, leaving me alone in the office. That was fine with me. I
enjoyed my own company and my own thoughts. At least I did until
the outer door opened and a man came in.

I looked up from my phone and blinked in
surprise. Almost everyone who comes to see Mr. Mbeki is Asian, with
a few scattered white people among them. I hadn't seen a Black man
in the office before, nor in the building, nor in Singapore.

Seeing no one at the main desk he turned and
saw me. Then, naturally enough, he came into my little office.
Well, into the doorway. My desk was only a couple of feet beyond
that.

I quickly finished chewing and swallowed.

“Good afternoon, Sir,” I said. “May I help
you?”

He was a very large man! He barely fit
through the door! He looked to be in his early thirties. He had
broad shoulders, very short hair, and a thin beard, almost stubble
along his jaw and going up on either side of his lips to his
equally thin mustache. He was wearing a dark blue suit with a
silver tie. The suit was too form-fitting to not be tailored and to
my eye was very expensive.

He was not, in other words, some sort of
messenger or other lowly worker.

“I'm looking for Mister Mbeki,” he said in a
deep, baritone.

“I'm terribly sorry, Sir,” I said. “Mister
Mbeki isn't in the building. Did you have an appointment?”

He looked at me for a long moment.

“What's your name, girl?” he asked.

That was a tad rude, I thought, but smiled
slightly.

“My name is Ms. Ross,” I said. I'm Mr.
Mbeki's junior administrative assistant.”

“Where's the one that sits out there?” he
asked, pointing his thumb back at Mrs. Chan's desk.

“Mrs. Chan is presently at lunch,” I
said.

I felt a slight quiver of anxiety. He was a
large man, after all, and one hears how violent Black people can
be, not to mention rude and aggressive. Especially towards women.
But I reassured myself that this was Singapore, where such things
would simply not be tolerated. And besides, he had a very expensive
suit, so must be educated and have a responsible job.

He came into the room, which merely meant he
took a step forward until his thighs were pressed against the front
of my desk.

“My name is Black,” he said.

How altogether appropriate, I thought.

“I need to get Mbeki to sign off on a
transfer of several million dollars for a deal I'm working on, and
I need it today.”

The amount of money was impressive, speaking
well of his place in society, and I smiled reassuringly.

“I'm certain Mrs. Chan can make arrangements
with Mr. Mbeki when she returns,” I said.

“You don't know how to contact him?”

“Well... I do, in an emergency, of course,
but – .”

“This is an emergency.”

“Mrs. Chan will be back in just a few
minutes, Mr. Black. I know she'd want to handle this.”

“What you mean is that she'll be pissed off
at you if she comes back and finds you dealing with it,” he said
bluntly.

Which was, well, correct.

“Well too bad for her. It's already
Three-Thirty in Sidney and the bank there closes at four. I don't
have time to wait.

“Uhm – .”

I checked the time on my iPhone. It was
Twelve-Thirty-Four, actually. Mrs. Chan would likely be back in
about ten minutes, but that didn't leave much time if Mr. Mbeki was
to make arrangements and get money transferred by One our time

I stood up and walked around the desk,
expecting him to back up. He didn't, at least, not immediately,
which left me staring into his tie for a long second before cocking
my head back.

“If you would please, Mr. Black, I need to
get to Mrs. Chan's desk.”

He snorted and backed up and I walked a bit
nervously past him. He certainly was large! I went over to Mrs.
Chan's desk and picked up the multi-line phone, then pressed the
button for Mr. Mbeki's cell phone. Somewhat to my disapproval, Mr.
Black followed me, not simply across the floor, but behind the desk
so that he stood right next to me, towering over me.

I wondered what such a monster weighed?
Certainly well over twice what I did. Three times, maybe? Or was
that too much?

Mr. Mbeki answered in Mandarin.

“Excuse me, Mr. Mbeki,” I said. “It's Elena.
Mrs. Chan is at lunch and there's a Mister Black here who urgently
needs your approval for a cash transfer to a bank in Sidney which
will close by One our time.”

To my surprise, Black took the phone from me
and then began to bark what I first took to be Mandarin into the
mouthpiece as I stood back, frowning. It didn't sound quite like
Mandarin, though, I decided. So it must be something else. Which
was odd. Black spoke English with an American accent. Why hadn't he
just spoken in English? Mbeki had nearly flawless English.

I also found his tone with Mbeki odd in that
most people who spoke to Mr. Mbeki spoke very politely. Black was
talking in a tone of voice which suggested he was Mbeki's superior,
and not the other way around. Perhaps he had a lot of business with
the bank, but I'd never heard anyone talk in such a demanding voice
to Mbeki before.

Rude man, I thought.

Suddenly he reached a long arm out and a very
large hand slid behind my back to pull me towards him. He handed me
the phone as I half stumbled forward, and I took it
instinctively.

“Hello?” I said cautiously.

“Ms. Ross, will you please ask either Mr.
Peterson or Mister Ho to come quickly and speak to Mr. Black? I'm
not sure which is free and I'm at an important meeting.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He hung up and I hung up. Fortunately, Mrs.
Chan's phone had a row of buttons neatly labeled with the names of
senior executives. I pressed the one for Mr. Peterson and his
secretary answered. I explained Mr. Mbeki's requirement and she
said Peterson was in a meeting but she'd pull him out and send him
over.

I hung up and turned to find Black
uncomfortably close again. He loomed!

“Uhm, excuse me, Mister Black. Mister
Peterson will be right over to attend to your needs.”

He looked down at me and I felt a little
twinge of recognition at the way he was looking at me. I'd
certainly seen that sort of look before.

“I'd rather have you... attend to my needs,
Ms. Ross,” he said in amusement.

Uncivilized man! Then again, he wasn't a
staff member, and he wasn't Chinese. From what I gathered of other
girls – Chinese girls – sexual harassment wasn't unusual at work
from bosses. As I said, things were very hierarchical here, and
those in charge often took advantage of that. I, of course, was
spared that sort of thing, being a foreigner (meaning White) and
being my uncle's niece.

“I'm afraid I lack the expertise,” I said,
pretending not to notice his fairly obvious double meaning.

“Oh, I'm sure you could be trained,” he
replied.

He was making me a little nervous, what with
being alone with him, sort of pinned against the desk, and how
he... loomed.

“You know, my people used to wear slave
collars. Now I wear Gucci and own a yacht.”

He leaned in a little, which made me lean
back, clutching the edge of the desk in my hands.

“What about you, Miss Ross? What did your
people use to own?”

“Banks, I believe,” I said stiffly.

I almost said 'your ancestors', because he
was being annoying and I felt like being insulting back. But that
might, perhaps, be going too far. Besides, he might get
violent.

“None of your people ever wore a slave
collar, hmm?”

He reached out and I felt my pulse race as he
let his index finger slide lightly along the silver choker around
my neck.

“I'd like to see you in a gold slave collar,
Miss Ross,” he said in amusement, “And nothing else.”

There was a quick knock at the door and he
pulled back, allowing me to straighten and then slip around him,
heart thumping as Mister Peterson came into the room.

Peterson apparently knew him and they shook
hands as Black quickly described what he needed done and showed him
some kind of paper. I retreated to my office, watching Black
warily.

Slave collar, indeed! What an arrogant
man!

A slave collar and nothing else!? How
incredibly perverted!

Mr. Peterson picked up the phone to make a
call and Black turned and looked at me. I gulped but looked back
sternly and he smirked. I sniffed and turned away, going back into
my room and sitting down behind my desk.

Peterson apparently finished what needed to
be done and Black thanked him. They headed for the door, shaking
hands at it. Peterson departed and Black started out the door as
well, but then turned back.

“Thank you for your assistance, Miss Ross,”
he said politely.

“You're very welcome, I'm sure,” I said
coolly.

He grinned. “And I'd still like to see you on
a leash,” he said before pulling back and closing the door.

I gaped at it, face flushed. A leash!? What
an awful man!

I was a bit confused, though. Did they use to
put leashes on slaves? I couldn't recall that from any sort of
history. Leashes were what you put on dogs. I suspected that was
some sort of kinky sexual reference. A quick search on my iPhone
confirmed that.

Filthy man!

Well, I've heard worse, put much more
crudely. Though usually that was at larger gatherings or coming
from much younger or drunker men. None had ever suggested they
wanted to put me in a collar and leash, though! What an outrageous
and unbelievably sexist and misogynistic idea!

At the same time, the very idea of being some
sort of... helpless... naked possession of such a large,
powerful man made my chest tighten. Imagine if I was at his mercy!
What sorts of things he'd do to me! Well, I could imagine
those, of course, at least the obvious ones.

How big was he... down there, a
little, furtive thought flitted through my head. Was it as big as
the rest of him? Having sex with him would be like being mauled by
an animal! Or at least, some big, eager savage type with no
sophistication or care for his lover at all. Like some barbarian
warlord from centuries past.
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Mrs. Chan came into my office the next day,
carrying a thick envelope.

“Elena, would you please run these documents
across town for me?” she asked.

It was phrased as a polite question, but of
course, it was an instruction.

“Of course, Mrs. Chan,” I said.

She must have heard the confusion in my
voice.

“We do not wish to use a messenger for this,”
she said. “These documents are very private and very valuable.”

I nodded acceptance.

“You can get a taxi downstairs. We will
reimburse you, of course.”

I bobbed my head in acceptance again and she
handed me the package.

“Give them directly to Mister Black,” she
said.

I felt a jolt at that and stared at her a
long moment.

“He is at the yacht club. He lives on his
boat.”

I couldn't think of a thing to say to get out
of it, so nodded helplessly and left the office. I wasn't happy,
though. I was fairly sure she was sending me out on a silly errand
in mid-day on a super hot day as a kind of punishment..

Mrs. Chan valued her value, you see. She
didn't really want me doing anything but what she told me to. She
apparently thought she had lost face by my 'disturbing' Mr. Mbeki
at his important meeting. I should have gone downstairs and gotten
her, she said.

Which, to my mind, was silly. She'd still
have had to call him. Which was her point. She wanted to be the one
calling him on important matters, not me. And so, even though I
knew very well that there were a number of very reliable messengers
the bank used to carry important and valuable messages around I
would have to go out into the stifling, humid day.

To see Mister Black, of all people!

Truth to tell I'd thought of Black any number
of times since the other day. He was such a large, powerfully built
man with a deep voice and a very... macho attitude one rarely
encountered. Combined with his clear interest in me and his
outrageous remark about me being naked in a collar and, well, how
could I quickly forget him!

And the idea, outrageous as it was, had
played upon my mind like a dark, forbidden fantasy, the kind of
wicked fantasy you never confessed to anyone! It made me squirm to
think of me being naked in a slave collar, with him holding a leash
to it!

Yes, the idea was bloody outrageous and
perverted. But it was also very dark and wicked, in the way such
sexual fantasies could be – when you never expected them to ever
come true. Rather like the thought of a threesome, say. Yes, it was
an intriguing thought, but I was most unlikely to ever experience
such a thing. Nor did I intend to seek such a thing out!

I thought Black was extremely rude and crude
to express such thoughts to a girl he had just met, a girl far
younger than he. Clearly, he hadn't thought me important enough to
bother not offending me! Arrogant man! I was quite sure my family
was wealthier than he if he lived on some sort of boat.

My family lived in a country house and had
the remains of a castle on our land!

I worried over what I was wearing as I made
my way downstairs. I had on a tight, pencil skirt and a white,
high-collared silk blouse. I had had a blazer to go over the blouse
at work. It made a nice, formal, businesslike outfit.

My little office was, though, as I said, a
former storage room, with no window, and got hot during the day. I
had doffed the blazer, and hadn't considered wearing it out given
it was just past noon and the day was hot and humid.

But now I rather wished I had, for the blouse
was... form-fitting if you take my meaning. And Black had already
shown too much interest in my form for my peace of mind.

Going back up for it now, though, was out of
the question. Mrs. Chan would think I was crazy, for one thing.

Well, I would have the taxi wait, hand him
the documents, and leave. He wouldn't have time to get rude.

That was my plan. The plan lasted only until
I got to the yacht club. I'd never been before, of course, and knew
nothing of the layout. But when we got in I was confronted with
scores and scores of boats tied up at docks which extended out away
from the shore. And it seemed, from my imperfect Mandarin, that the
dock I wanted was at the far end, but could only be reached by
walking.

I ruefully let the taxi go, then walked down
onto the dock. It went straight out from the shore, then met up
with rows of more docks going left and right. There was, however,
one main walkway which went south for some distance, and I took
this.

The boats were not particularly impressive to
me. They certainly weren't what my family would call yachts. They
were cruisers or cabin cruisers. But after walking for a bit I
reached the far end of the dock, and there were real yachts here,
big ones. The kind which costs millions of dollars, even tens of
millions.

I found myself resenting it that Black's boat
was apparently one of them. I was also resenting what a long walk
I'd had to take along the dock. Who designed this idiotic
place?

I finally fetched up before a quite
impressive looking modern yacht, gleaming in the sun. It looked
like it was over a hundred feet long, with multiple raked back
decks. I assessed it as likely costing ten million pounds or more.
On the other hand, I thought, cheering myself up, he might simply
own a piece of it, with the rest owned by the bank.

I could hear music pounding away from
somewhere aboard – definitely not my kind of music. I went to the
rear and looked glumly at the narrow gangway leading up to it,
considered the likelihood of him hearing my call with that awful
music playing.

I sighed, brushed my hair back, and then
nervously walked up it and stepped out on the rear deck. Much of
the rear deck was in the sun, at least at this level, and I shaded
my eyes with the documents, trying to see into the open interior of
the ship.

I stepped forward to the doorway. “Hello?
Mister Black? Are you there!? I'm from the bank! I have documents!
Hello?”

The music didn't sound like it was coming
from inside here at all. I could see an open area with plush,
comfortable-looking sofas and chairs, tables and shelves, a bar,
and at the far end what might be a kitchen. I stepped further
inside, relieved to be out of the sun.

What I needed to do, I thought, was go
upstairs to the next deck. I went back out onto the rear, but there
was no ladder or stairs, so I went back inside again. I walked
through the salon, if that was what it was, laboring not to feel
envious, and down a wide hall I saw the stairs.

I climbed up them, hearing the noise grow.
Music? Blech. It was some of that Black American stuff which had no
real melody but just a pounding drumbeat and words which I could
(thankfully) not make out as even being of the English
language.

They were almost certainly obscene anyway,
from what I understood.

Well, I certainly hadn't expected to hear
Chopin or Bach here, I thought with a derisive sniff.

I emerged on another rear deck. Like the
lower deck, it was half open to the sun, and at the rear was some
sort of hot tub or small swimming pool. I gulped as Mr. Black
looked over at me. He was in the pool or tub, with an icy drink of
something beside him and his phone in hand.

I felt my pulse rate pick up alarmingly but
braced myself and strode forward. I hesitated, not wanting to get
closer – or go back out into the sun.

“Well, it's the lovely English rose,” he
said. “Couldn't resist coming to see about that gold collar?”

I frowned sternly. “I have some documents for
you to sign, Mr. Black,” I said.

“They sent you with them?”

That was a question so obvious as to not need
an answer so I merely shrugged.

He stood up and climbed out of the pool and I
gulped. He was not only a very large man but a very muscular one.
He had quite well-defined muscles on his chest and stomach, with a
dusting of dark hair across the former.

He was also wearing a very small, tight
bathing suit – a speedo. And it was pulled in rather obviously
tight around his – his body parts!

Water trickled down his body as he picked up
a towel and casually dried himself, then came over to where I was
standing. I backed up nervously and thrust the package at him.

“Here you are,” I said, preparing to turn and
leave.

He took the package from me.

“Well, I'll just be g-going – .”

“Not so fast, Miss Ross,” he said. “I have to
sign some of these and you can take them back with you.”

He looked me up and down while I struggled
not to return the favor.

“You look hot. And I don't mean that as a
come-on. Care for a drink?”

“Oh, well, no, no. I'm fine, thank you,” I
said.

“How about a dip in the pool while I look
these over and sign them?”

“Thanks anyway,” I gulped. “I didn't bring a
suit, you see.”

He grinned widely. “No need for a suit. All
you need is that collar. I'm sure I can find where I last put
it.”

“I think not,” I said, my voice a little
strained.

He chuckled and sat down at a nearby table,
tearing open the package and pulling out a mass of papers. He
separated them into three piles, for some reason I couldn't
discern. I looked away, at the pool, first, for the thought of
immersing myself in cool water was awfully attractive just
then.

My eyes moved back to him and I couldn't
ignore the powerful shoulders and arms, nor the very visible
pectoral muscles. He was certainly a powerfully built man!

A moment later a man in a white shirt and
trousers appeared. Black said something to him which included a
gesture towards me and the man bobbed his head and quickly
disappeared. A minute later he returned carrying a glass of water
with ice cubes bobbing in it.

He handed it to me and I took it
uncertainly.

“Oh, uhm – .”

“Drink, little girl,” Black said. “You're not
from around here. You don't even have a suntan yet, and this heat
is a scorcher. I don't want you fainting on me.”

“I'm not a little girl,” I muttered as I took
an experimental drink.

“Well, If you don't want to melt into a
little girl, you'll stay indoors in the summer heat here. The
tropics are places for people like me, not you.”

That was somewhat reasonable, but I still
felt the need to deny it.

“The British settled this island, you know,
long before there was air conditioning.”

“You mean you overthrew the local sultan,
smuggled in a relative, then bribed him to let you set up a port.
Then you bribed and threatened him into signing the place over to
you.”

I shrugged.

“Cuz saying you founded it kind of makes it
sound like there was no one here before you beautiful white people
arrived.”

“I didn't mean it that way,” I said in
annoyance. “I just meant to say we got along just fine before there
was air conditioning.”

He got up and I averted my eyes form that...
bulge again. Which was hard... I mean... difficult, given that the
bulge was substantial enough to make my mind swirl wildly with...
curiosity. Not to mention something darker than that.

“Don't worry, little girl, I don't need to
drug potential bed-mates,” he said with a grin, tapping the glass
with his finger as he passed.

“I didn't suggest you would!” I
protested.

Though, of course, the thought had occurred
to me.

He turned and held his arms out wide.

“Do you think many women would turn down all
this sleek, powerful negro flesh?” he asked.

Fortunately, he didn't wait for an answer but
turned and walked to a bar to pour himself another drink.

“How long you been in Singapore?” he
asked.

“Uhm, a month.”

“And you don't have a tan yet? Yeah, you been
staying indoors,” he said in amusement.

I frowned at him, for it was certainly
true.

“You can't get acclimated to a place unless
you spend time outside,” he said.

“I... intend to. Anyway, I'm only here for
summer hols. Then I go back home to school.”

“Cambridge or Oxford?”

“Cambridge,” I said in irritation.

He came back, glass in hand, and stopped
before me.

“So why are you working as some kind of
junior clerk?”

“I... well... my parents feel it is incumbent
upon – .”

“Your parents made you,” he said.

“They didn't make me,” I protested. “They
just feel we should work at, er, introductory jobs before we uhm
...”

“Get rapidly promoted into senior positions
because you're rich and have connections?”

What an annoying man!

“I made all this myself, baby,” he said,
waving his arms around. “I started with nothing. No connections, no
family, no inheritance, no degree from snooty colleges.”

Clearly, I thought. Nouveau riche.

“Now I can afford a superyacht.”

“Congratulations,” I said.

I wasn't impressed. Money was money. Well,
okay, maybe a bit.

“Now if this was the old days, like the days
when you Brits took over people's territory, I could just order
some pretty local girls into my bed any time I wanted. That was how
your ancestors did it, wasn't it?”

How gauche he was!

“I wouldn't know. But as you say, I'm sure
you have no difficulty obtaining female companionship.”

There were a lot of wild thoughts and
emotions swirling within my head. There was anxiety, of course,
being alone here in private with this half-naked monster of a man.
There was resentment and irritation at him bragging (so like the
nouveau riche), and trying to guilt-trip me over whatever the hell
British people had done a century before I was born.

And there was that indefinable, and often
nervous sense of sexual electricity. Because he clearly was
interested in me. And he was a very forceful, determined, and
powerful man. And with all that naked, muscular black flesh right
before me, not to mention that big bulge I was avoiding looking at,
well, the animal instincts within the back of my mind were feeling
a strong crackle of sexual electricity.

The thought 'what would it be like' kept
circling through my mind.

He'd be rough, fast, probably ride me like an
animal, interested only in his own pleasure.

What it would NOT be was boring! And unless
he'd stuffed half a roll of toilet paper down there I wouldn't have
to worry about him being small.

But he'd be in charge. Of that, I had no
doubt. He'd be completely in charge! He'd... he'd ravish
me!

“Ah, but you see, after a while, you get
picky. Once you've been to Disneyland, the local playground don't
interest you. Y'dig? Why have hamburger when you can have
steak?

He looked at me with eyes which made me want
to take a step back and which made my heart beat faster.

“I am not meat,” I said defiantly.

“No, you're an English rose, and I bet you
taste as good as you smell and sound.”

“S-Sound?” I gulped.

He edged forward and now I did find myself
stepping back, though only until my back was to the wall – er,
bulkhead.

“That voice of yours would give a gay man an
erection,” he said. “That upper-class English accent, so refined,
so delicate, and with that soft tone... oh yeah.”

I licked my lips nervously. If he were a
lesser sized man – and not practically naked – I would have put my
hand out against his chest to push him back.

“Fortunately,” I said, “You are a man of
discipline, and not unduly... controlled by your... your
instincts,” I gulped.

He grinned and stepped back, much to my
relief.

“Of course!” he said. “See?”

He waved his hand downward and looked down,
and I involuntarily looked down at his speedo at the same time.

“See? Nothing there.”

I flushed, and he grinned smugly. I couldn't
resist.

“Maybe that's what it looks like erect,” I
said.

I could have smacked myself! Fortunately, he
just laughed, uproariously, in fact.

“I promise you it's not, English girl,” he
said.

And then he took my hand in his, firmly if
not roughly, and pulled my open hand right in against his crotch! I
felt an incredible jolt which was a mixture of embarrassment,
outrage, anger, and... something much more raw and wild.

“No woman has ever complained I was too
small, little girl,” he said.

He was rubbing my unwilling hand against the
front of his speedo, and within seconds I could feel him expanding,
hardening. He let me jerk my hand away, face burning, but I looked
down unwillingly and saw the head of his cock push up out of the
top of the little pouch covering him. It pushed up and... up... and
up!

I felt a wild, raw emotion

“See? It likes your touch,” he said with a
smirk.

His erection was now fully outlined against
the thin fabric of his swimsuit, the shaft thick and hard as it
thrust upward. About half of it was now visible, sticking out the
top of the suit. It was... large. Very large! Large enough to make
something dark in the back of my head thrum with excitement. I'd
never had one that big before!

For that matter, I'd never had a lover this
big before, this tall, this heavy, this powerful or, for that
matter, this old. Not to mention this black.

I gulped, my face hot, and turned my eyes
away.

“And here I thought you were in control of
yourself,” I said.

“I was just showing you what you wanted to
know, baby. Your touch made it hard. Now it wants your touch to
make it small again.”
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I was frozen in place. A part of me was
embarrassed, nervous, even a little afraid. Another part of me was
deeply interested and excited by... possibilities.

And then, perhaps sensing my indecision, he
reached out and took my hand again. I resisted – a little – to no
avail, and he pressed my hand against his hard cock! His flesh was
warm and soft around the hard meat beneath.

I felt my pulse racing as he slowly rubbed my
hand up and down along the exposed shaft, and down against the
bulging swimsuit. My heart was pounding and I was beginning to feel
an incredible sense of... of... breathless sexual tension and...
excitement!

He reached down and pushed his suit down and
his cock sprang out at me, entirely naked, long and... very
thick!

I felt an enormous shock roll through me, a
mix of fear and alarm. But at the same time there was this sense
of... awe and wicked curiosity.

He grinned and rubbed my hand slowly up and
down its length, then down under his balls, pressing my hand in. He
reached out and took my other hand then pressed that against the
head of his shaft.

“Don't they teach English girls what to do
with big cocks?” he sneered. “Or maybe they don't since Englishmen
don't have any.”

He moved forward, and I gasped as his body
pressed me back against the bulkhead. His cock was squeezed against
my belly as he released my hands and grabbed my head and hair
instead. I let out a cry of pain as he yanked up and back on my
hair, my scalp aching! Then his lips were on mine, and they were
harsh and hungry!

His mouth crushed mine! His lips moved
passionately against me as he pinned my head back by the hair. His
other hand slid down my body, roughly squeezing my breast. My focus
on his lips and the hand in my hair was distracting me from what
his other hand did as it slid down along my hip. But suddenly the
skirt loosened around my waist and I only had a moment of shock
before he tugged it down!

Not enough to do anything except belatedly
try to grab it! Especially since he was still holding my head back
by the hair and his lips were still moving hungrily against mine!
It was like he was feeding at my mouth! All I could do was allow my
lips to be forced open and let him do whatever he wanted!

A wild rush of heat and pressure were filling
my body. I felt as if my skin were crackling with energy. My
fingers felt as though they were trembling as I hesitantly tried to
push him back. But making contact with his chest, his skin, sent
another rush of something wild through my body.

I cried out as I felt his big fingers pushing
down into my thong, as I felt them making contact with my sex! My
cry was swallowed by his hungry mouth, though. I grabbed at his
thick wrist but his hand was already inside my panties and what
could I do against such strength?!

His fingers, though, were surprisingly
gentle, compared to everything else he'd done. They found the line
of my sex, then began to stroke up and down, spreading me slowly
apart, finding my clitoris – already swelling and throbbing – and
rubbing skilfully.

I was already wet, stunningly wet, from the
feel of his fingers. I felt a cringing sense of embarrassment, but
had no time to focus on it as he suddenly pulled his fingers out,
pulled his lips back from mine, and then thrust his fingers into my
mouth!

I gasped as he pushed two very large, thick
fingers through my lips.

“Suck!” he growled, his eyes boring into
me.

I gulped, feeling another jolt of anxiety, of
something like fear. He was so large, so powerful, and... and
black!

I closed my lips, and he pumped his fingers
slowly in and out as I sucked.

“Use your tongue, English girl,” he
growled.

I flinched again and obeyed. It seemed I must
obey such a voice, such a man!

He pulled his fingers free and then crushed
my lips with his once more. A moment later I felt his hand pushing
down the front of my thong once more, forcing it lower, in fact,
rubbing along the line of my sex. I moaned as his fingers pushed
into me, this time, curving in and up as his thumb found my
clitoris.

Abruptly he pulled back again, and again
pushed his fingers against my mouth, pushing them through my
lips.

“Suck!”

I moaned anxiously and obeyed as he pumped
them slowly in my mouth.

I felt downward pressure on my hair as his
hand forced me to drop to my knees before him. Then his cock was
pressed against my face, rubbing up and down it as he gripped the
base of the shaft. He pulled the head up and back against his
abdomen and guided my lips to his balls.

“Suck!” he ordered again.

This was outrageous! It was shocking! It was
crude and vulgar! But... heat was burning within my mind and body,
and I whimpered as he pushed his large testicles into my open
mouth.

I sucked, and then began to use my tongue as
he stared down at me, as those dark, hungry, menacing eyes bored
into me. My tongue licked at his testicles as I sucked, until he
pulled back.

“Lick!” he ordered.

Again I felt a need to obey. I licked my way
up his long, thick shaft as he held it in place, my pulse racing
wildly as my tongue licked long, slow licks, going higher on the
shaft until reaching the underside of the head.

He released it and the head fell forward. I
spread my lips wide and his cock pushed into it.

I felt another wild emotional jolt at this, a
sense of shock in myself, at myself, at what was happening. I
moaned around the thick shaft as he pushed it deeper. I rolled my
eyes anxiously up at him as he began to pump slowly in and out.

I was still backed against the bulkhead. And
now he abandoned my hair and reached down to take my wrists. He
pulled my hands roughly away from him and then pushed them back
against the wall above and to either side of my head.

He pushed deeper, his thighs pressing in
against my chest and shoulders, and I gurgled and gasped around the
thick head and shaft as he pumped.

“Sexy little English rose,” he said. “How'd
you like to be my sex slave?”

Outrageous! What a shocking, absurd
suggestion!

Suddenly he pushed deep. I was taken by
surprise as the head of his cock jammed into the back of my throat.
I started to gag, my body straining to pull free, but instead of
pulling back, he thrust deeper and the head drove down my
throat!

I twisted and bucked frantically to no avail
as his thick shaft slid remorselessly down my throat. He pushed
every inch through my lips until they were locked firmly against
his body at the base of his shaft. I continued to tremble and shake
and strain against him as he leered down at me.

“How's that for good tasting meat, English
girl?” he growled.

My head was pounding and my chest was burning
from lack of oxygen. I was starting to panic as he held me easily
in place, and perhaps that distracted me from the gagging I should
have been engaged in. My neck ached with the fullness of his thick
shaft filling it. Black dots danced before my eyes.

He slid back, then, and my eyes watched as
inch after inch after inch of glistening black shaft slid out of my
mouth and into the light. The head popped free, and I had no time
for anything but gulping in desperate lungfuls of air.

He pulled back and yanked me roughly forward
so I fell onto my belly on the deck. Then he was behind me, jerking
up on my hips, jerking my skirt off entirely.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom stingingly! A
moment later I felt him literally tearing my thong off.

Crack!

I cried out at the second stinging blow, now
that I had some air to do it with!

Then I felt the hard, hot, slick head of his
cock rubbing firmly up and down against my pussy. I was still
panting for breath, my head spinning as I felt the pressure mount,
felt the head stretching me out and then slowly, achingly,
penetrating my trembling body.

I pushed myself up onto all fours, only to
have him grasp my wrists and yank them back along my sides and
hips. Yet he held them back so that the pull on my shoulders kept
my torso from falling back to the deck. He pulled them back against
him even as he pushed his cock slowly into my body.

I was being impaled! He was so thick! I cried
out as he stretched me wide, as his hard cock burrowed its way up
into my tight belly. Jab, jab, jab, jab, jab! The spongy head of
his cock kept forcing its way deeper, kept forcing my silken flesh
to move apart.

He drew my wrists up and back together behind
me, then pinned them with one massive hand. The other hand grasped
my hair and yanked, and I cried out again, even as he forced his
cock even deeper inside me!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I cried.

“Please? Please what?”

He forced my head up and back further, and
his other hand abandoned my wrists, his arm curving out and around
my body, roughly squeezing my breast through my blouse, then
sliding down to rub my clitoris.

“Please what?” he demanded, jerking on my
hair again.

“Ahh!”

“Please fuck me? Please fuck me hard? Was
that what you wanted to say, bitch?”

He forced my head right back against his
chest. His hand abandoned my hair, thankfully, but then closed
around my throat instead! He didn't squeeze it – much – but pinned
my head more firmly against him as he ground his hips against my
buttocks.

His other hand slid up and nimbly undid the
buttons to my blouse as he chewed and sucked and kissed the nape of
my neck. Then he released me only to grasp the blouse and yank it
back over my shoulders. He roughly pulled it down my arms and threw
it away, then undid my bra and yanked it off, as well!

I was naked! Naked on the floor! Well, the
deck. And he was... was ravishing me just as I'd feverishly
imagined! He was a savage! A barbarian! And yet, my body was
thrumming with pressure, with sexual electricity!

And I was on all fours before him naked!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Please!” I gasped again as he
pumped his cock inside me.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Please what? Please, sir? Was that what you
mean to say? How about please master?”

Master!? There was that kinky suggestion
again, the one he'd brought up the other day, about wearing a
collar and being naked! Well, I was already naked!

I cried out he seized my hair again, yanking
it up and back as he leaned over me. I felt his hard flesh against
my back as his teeth chewed lightly on the side of my throat.

“Say it,” he whispered, his lips moving up
against my ear. “Say it.”

He chewed on my earlobe. “Say master. Say
please master.”

I gasped as he yanked on my hair. My mind was
swirling and churning with dark heat and wild anxiety at the same
time.

“Say it!”

“Please, Master!”

He chuckled throatily.

He released my hair. His hands shot down
under my arms, then up and back behind my neck as he straightened
on his knees. That forced my arms sharply up and back as it raised
me up on my knees, as well!

“Hot, sexy little English slut,” he growled.
“Ride my black cock, bitch!”

I whimpered and gasped and moaned as he
forced me down onto him. He was now sitting on his heels, his knees
together. I was straddling him, and the pressure of his arms forced
me down even as he thrust up. The head of his cock punched even
deeper inside me!

For a long minute, I rode up and down,
gasping and moaning, panting for breath as I sank even deeper,
until my buttocks finally made contact with his thighs. God, he was
so deep inside me! I felt a dawning realization of just how high he
must be as I felt the head up inside me. And with it came a wild,
animal hunger.

There was something so outrageous, so
animalistic about being taken so savagely! So crudely! By such a
big, powerful man! Yet at the same time, I was outraged!
This was horribly offensive to my sense of dignity and pride! It
was impossible to reconcile this, though, with the heat growing
inside me.

Then he released my arms. I fell forward, but
he caught me again before my dazed face would have hit the deck. He
lowered me and my breasts pillowed out against the hard floor.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom again and then gripped
my waist to yank it back more sharply even as my buttocks pressed
back against his thighs and belly.

“Put your hands out in front of you,” he
ordered.

Trembling, panting for breath, I obeyed.

His big hands slid slowly up and down my
body, his hips grinding against my buttocks, his thick shaft
twisting around inside me! I felt so like an animal as I knelt
before him like that, my chin on the deck, my bottom raised high,
his big cock impaling me!

Then he eased back and I groaned in relief as
his cock slid down the narrow tube of my sex and popped completely
free.

“Don't move,” he ordered.

He rubbed the head up against my sex, then
rubbed it against my clitoris as I lay there, well, half lay, half
knelt, my breasts throbbing against the deck. My clitoris burned as
his cock rubbed against it, and I shuddered and moaned.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered.

How outrageous!

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Say it!'

“I-I-I'm y-your slut!”

Crack!

“Ah!! Please!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“That's master. Say it. Say please
master.”

“P-Please, Master!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

Oh my God, this was so insane! So shocking!
And yet, a wicked feral jolt of heat swept through me at the very
idea of saying such a thing.

“I-I...I'm... I'm your... your slut...
master!” I gulped.

He pushed into me. Oh God, I felt so...
incredibly... full! I moaned helplessly as he filled me up and then
some! Then he ground his hips against my upraised buttocks.

He drew back, drew out completely, and rubbed
the head up and down against me once again.

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

This was so insane!

Crack!

“Oh please!”

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please... master!”

“Say it.”

“I... I'm your slave girl, Master!” I
moaned.

Again he pushed into me and again I shuddered
and moaned at the incredible eroticism of that big cock pushing,
pushing, pushing deep into my body!

His hands kneaded my buttocks, then slid down
my back and over my shoulders.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered.

His hands slid around my neck and I
gasped.

“Beg, slut.”

I felt another wild jolt of emotion, of
shock, of dark heat!

“P-Please... fuck me... master!” I
moaned.

He began to do just that, his hips moving in
and out, faster and faster, that big cock punching against the back
wall of my sex as he used my body! This was so... feral! So wild
and animalistic!

“Beg, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped in a
choked voice.

He reached forward, gripping my arms, and
pulled them back behind me. I felt him crossing my wrists at the
small of my back. Then, even as he pumped into me, he wrapped
something around my wrists, something like leather, something which
firmly bound them in place.

He released them and I found them tightly
bound. That made me shudder again as another dark wave of heat
swept through me – along with no small anxiety.

His hips were starting to slap against my
buttocks as he drove his cock into my trembling body with hard,
fast strokes. I'd been taken from behind before, and felt something
similar, but not so powerful! And I'd never felt, at the same time,
the head of a cock punching me deep inside!

And he'd tied me up! That awareness erupted
within my fuzzy, dazed mind suddenly. It reminded me how helpless I
was, that I was completely at his mercy! And it reminded me again
of his ridiculous 'slave' nonsense! I jerked my wrists against
whatever it was but they were firmly bound together!

His hands slid forward along my body and then
down around my throat. I gurgled and gasped as they closed, forcing
my head up and back. I gasped for breath, though his fingers
weren't pressing hard against my neck as opposed to the base of
it.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he demanded.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

He lifted me up and back by the neck so that
I was once again straddling his closed legs, and forced me down
onto his cock.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

He released my neck, much to my relief. But
his left hand wrapped my hair around it to force my head back, and
his right slid down to roughly squeeze and knead my breasts as he
thrust up into me!

“Sex slave!” he said, chewing on my
throat.

I could only moan and gasp for breath. Then
the hand on my breast slid down my body and his fingers found my
clitoris. Another powerful pulse of sensation shot through me as
they began to rub hard and fast. At the same time, he was thrusting
up into me, impaling me on his black spear of a cock!

The dark animal hunger throbbed as the
sensations grew more intense. I whimpered and moaned, unable to
stop myself from pushing my hips back at him. The power of the heat
gripping my mind and body exploded in strength until I felt in the
grip of a sexual fever!

And then the orgasm hit. I cried out at the
force of it, jamming myself down against him as hard and
desperately fast as I could! His fingers rubbed furiously at my
clitoris as I was impaled again and again, and my mind spun wildly
around, overpowered by the strength of the pleasure swamping my
nervous system.

I rode his cock, feverish with need, crying
out in pleasure as his fingers stroked my pulsing clitoris, bathed
in the fires of one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever
experienced. It went on and on, longer than usual, longer than
almost ever!

He released my hair, his other hand quickly
snapping around my ribs so he could fill his big hand with one of
my breasts.

“Come for me, sex slave,” he growled into my
ear. “Come for your master, slut!”

It wasn't like I had a choice!
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He slowed his pumping as my trembling,
shaking, thrashing body slowed in its movements, as my cries of
pleasure gave way to deep, wracking gasps for breath. His fingers
slowed against my clitoris, too.

He gripped my hair again, behind my neck,
gathering it in a mass and wrapping it around his big fist. Then,
with a grunt, he eased back and stood up, pulling on my hair to
force me to rise, as well. I stumbled, gasping, yelping at the
stinging pull on my scalp. Then I was on my trembling feet as he
marched me deeper into the ship.

“W-wait!” I gasped, aware of my nudity.

He ignored me, and I found myself padding
down a narrow corridor, wondering what had happened to my shoes. I
didn't even remember taking them off! My wrists pulled feebly
against whatever was binding them, and as the wild heat faded my
anxieties rose again. What was he doing? Where was he taking
me!?

Into a cabin, as it emerged. It was a
luxuriously appointed bedroom and he simply flung me forward so
that I stumbled across the room until my lower legs hit the foot of
the bed and I fell over into it. He came up behind, grasped my
legs, and flipped me onto my back as if I weighed nothing.

Then he was jerking my legs achingly wide as
he knelt at the foot of the bed. He gazed at my recently ravished
pussy and then leaned in and licked his fat tongue slowly up and
down along it. His big thumbs quickly spread the lips of my sex,
and then his tongue and lips started in on my clitoris.

It felt raw and swollen and over-stimulated.
Which meant it also felt hypersensitive. I moaned and twisted, or
tried to, but he ignored me. His lips sucked rhythmically on my
clitoris, and a wave of sensation reignited the heat again within
my mind and body.

My throat was sore. My insides were sore.
This was far easier on me! I simply lay on my bound wrists and arms
staring at the ceiling, gasping as his tongue and lips made my
clitoris start to burn again. His big hands momentarily abandoned
my pussy, sliding up my body and folding around my soft breasts to
squeeze and knead them.

It felt like heat flooded into my chest every
time he squeezed them!

He slid his hands back down my body and I
moaned as I felt his fingers pushing into me. They were thick and
long and began to stroke in and out, rubbing against the top of my
pussy even as his tongue licked from the other side.

Dark, sexual hunger spread through my body,
and I felt my mind starting to melt under its influence, like a
narcotic, getting fuzzy and filling with a sense of... elation...
rapture! I could feel my body heating up, and my muscles starting
to jerk and spasm.

Abruptly, he got up. I was laying at the foot
of the bed, my buttocks almost over the edge, legs splayed. He
moved around to the side of the bed, gripped my hair, and dragged
my head and upper body to the side until my head hung over upside
down. My glasses, which had held on until then, fell downward and
off.

Then he knelt and drove his cock into my open
mouth and after a few pumps, deep into my throat.

I gurgled and gagged, my legs twisting and
flopping, my lower body trying to writhe around. But he held my
head firmly down even as his upper body leaned forward. His big
hands gripped my thighs, forcing them down and apart, then I felt
his tongue licking at my clitoris.

Not that I cared all that much. The cock in
my throat was much more important as it drove all the way into me
to the balls, then began to slowly pump in and out!

My throat ached and burned and my stomach
threatened to overturn! Then he pulled out, leaving me coughing and
gasping, and shifted his grip onto my shoulders. He lifted me
upright and threw me forward onto my belly. Then, as he'd done out
in the other room, he yanked my hips up to raise my buttocks.

Crack!

The slap and the stinging pain were almost a
welcome distraction as I continued to cough and gulp in air.

He positioned me with my knees on the edge
and my buttocks raised high. Then he knelt and began to lick me
again.

I was just... lost. I had no control over
anything and no idea what was even going to happen! But his tongue
on my pussy felt very good, and it was also a deep relief. Anything
he did other than shoving his cock down my throat was fine with me,
just then!

As I caught my breath the sensations of his
tongue and lips began to have more impact again. I moaned dazedly,
my pussy thrumming and throbbing as his fingers pushed into me and
he sucked on my clitoris.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he said.

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

He stood up, and then something cut across my
bottom, stinging much like his slaps, only... different. I yelped,
my head twisting around to see him holding a belt in his hand,
doubled up.

“Louder!” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

He swung the belt again and it cracked across
my bottom.

“Tell me you're my slave whore!”

Wow! He was crazy!

Crack!

“Ah... Please!”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I'm your slave whore... Master!

Crack!

“Ah! Please, Master!”

Crack!

“Miserable white slut. Beg me to fuck my
white slave whore.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Beg!”

“Please fuck your white slave-whore, Master!”
I cried desperately.

I felt his fingers penetrate me, big fingers,
long, thick. I moaned as they pumped in and out, as they twisted
around in my sopping warm pussy, and felt the thumb rubbing against
my clitoris.

“Again, slave!”

“Please fuck your white slave-whore, Master!”
I moaned.

Crack!

“Louder!”

“Please fuck your white slave-whore, Master!”
I cried.

He pushed forward. He... filled me! So
long, so thick! God! I shuddered as he ground his hips against my
upraised buttocks. It felt so incredible! And as he began to thrust
into me my body sent waves of heat sweeping up through my skull
until my mind melted again.

I could do nothing but gasp and grunt and
moan as his hips struck me with bruising impact and his cock drove
deep into my belly. I was adrift, dazed, moaning, waves of pleasure
rolling over me. He leaned forward. I sensed but hardly cared about
one of his feet coming down on the bed next to me. Then that foot
came down on my head. I gasped dazedly, not really caring as his
cock continued to ram into me and the waves of pleasure made my
mind roll over and over and over again.

Another orgasm shattered my mind and I lost
all ability to think. I was reduced to the status of a wild,
mindless animal drowning in pleasure, writhing and bucking and
twisting as my muscles spasmed, drunk on the ecstasy pouring
through my body.

And all the while that big black spear of
flesh was punching deep into my aching belly and his big, powerful
hips were hammering into my aching buttocks!

Again and again and again and again!

*

He left me in that position. Kneeling on the
edge of the bed, my bottom raised high, legs apart.

“I want my come to have time to trickle down
into your womb,” he said.

God, he was so crude!

But he'd tied my legs apart, using some kind
of black rope, tying it around my legs just above the knees and
forcing them to stay in position far apart. Then he'd left, saying
he had to go over those documents before signing them.

After a minute or two I felt a growing sense
of indignation. I couldn't do much about being on the bed but I
could slide my torso further forward so that I lay flat. This was
at least less.. obscene and... well... submissive.

But a few minutes later he came back into the
room.

“Didn't I order you to remain in that
position?” he demanded.

“I... you're not my... boss! And I have to –
Ow!” I yelped as he slapped my bottom hard.

“When your master gives you an order, slave,
you obey it.”

He gripped my hips and yanked them up,
dragging my torso back.

“I'm not your slave!”

Crack!

His big hand slapped stingingly against my
bottom and I cried out in pain.

“Sure you are, white girl. You know why?
Because you want to be,” he said.

“I do n – Oww! Stop!” I gasped.

He had gripped my hair and jerked it
back.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom again!

“Apparently you fail to recognize what a
natural born slave girl you are,” he said, his fingers stroking up
and down against my pussy.

“I'm not a slave girl!

Crack!

“Don't lie to your master, white girl.”

I heard a buzzing sound, now, and then
something pressed against my sex, against the top – well, now the
bottom, rubbing against my clitoris. It was a vibrator, and I
gasped at the intensity of the vibrations delivered against my
sensitive little button.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped, my hips squirming
to escape it.

Crack!

“Hold still!” he barked.

I whimpered and obeyed as the vibrator rubbed
back and forth, then began to push into my body.

“You're a sex slave now. A sex slave to a
Black man,” he taunted, pumping the thing slowly.

I shuddered as it pushed deeper and deeper,
my mind filling again with anxiety about how crazy he might be, how
violent he might be, what he might do to me!

But the feeling of the thick vibrator pushing
down inside me was also filling me with a sense of warmth and
sensual excitement which was growing and spreading. And when he
pushed it all the way in it turned out to have one of those curved
little branches at the base which pressed directly against my
clitoris!

A moment later he drew thin straps up from
the base, up across my hips and fastening together behind to hold
the thing in place.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

He left the room again, leaving me as I was
before, only now with a thick, throbbing vibrator stuffed deep
inside me. I lay there on my chest, my breasts crushed beneath me,
my wrists locked together behind me, my bottom in the air, feeling
the thickness and weight of the thing he'd driven up inside me and
feeling the sensations coming from it.

I was feeling those sensations both inside
and outside. And it seemed to me they were like waves washing
against one another, causing a lot more surging, frothing jolts of
sensation. And that was on top of being deeply penetrated by
something thick – which I had always gotten off on.

Not to mention the dark outrage, which
somehow was thrilling some part of my mind, at being tied up like
this in this lewd and submissive position by a big, powerful man!
I'd never allowed myself to be this vulnerable to anyone, much less
a man I barely knew! And that added a layer of breathless anxiety
to the raw power of the arousal flooding through my body and
mind.

Was he crazy? Was he going to keep me as his
sex slave!? No, of course not! How could he!? Mrs. Chan knew I had
come here. The police would come looking. He wouldn't want
that!

In fact, I should be heading back to work!
Soon she'd be wondering what took me so long! Mind you, she already
thought I was lazy. I knew that, however polite she acted. I didn't
have the same work ethic as she did.

Because, of course, I didn't need to have
such a work ethic. I was, I knew, destined for bigger and better
things. This was just a minor stop along the way to gain some
experience in an exotic locale. I was a privileged girl with
contacts, family, and money.

Who, just then and there, was tied up like a
sex slave!

I couldn't keep still, despite his orders. My
hips began to spasm and jerk, to roll in and back as the vibrator
made my nerve endings quiver with life and sent waves of sensation
up through my body. I was getting incredibly aroused, and falling
into that same sense of total sexual hunger and need I'd felt on
the floor of the other cabin!

I was becoming like an animal in heat! A
feverish heat that drowned my mind in hunger and lust and
passion.

And then he returned.

I froze momentarily, another jolt of anxiety
gripping me in case he decided to slap me again.

“Well, little white sex slave, are you
enjoying yourself?” he asked.

“I-I'm... I'm... not a … a sex slave!” I
moaned.

“Oh, don't!” I squealed.

I could feel something pressing against my
back opening! It was his finger! And it was all warm and slick with
something!

“You have a gorgeous ass, white girl,” he
said, his finger wriggling into my bottom. “Don't tell me no guy
has fucked you in the ass before.”

I gasped at the suggestion. No, it wasn't the
first time some guy had suggested it, but I'd always disdained the
idea. Now I knew I couldn't! I had no way to control him! And yet,
even as that realization made me feel slightly panicky, I realized
that his finger was pumping slowly in and out and … it didn't hurt
or anything.

Then a second finger pushed into me and I
moaned, my sphincter clamping down. A moment later, though, he
jerked back on my hair again and I cried out at the pain to my
scalp.

“Call me master,” he said.

I gasped and moaned, my scalp stinging as he
pulled back on my hair. He jerked on it and I cried out.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“Master!” I cried.

“You're my slave-whore, remember? You said so
yourself when my black cock was jammed deep in your pussy.”

I moaned as the fingers inside my bottom
pumped in and out, even as the sensations from the vibrator washed
over me.

“Isn't that true?”

He jerked again and I gasped.

“Answer me, slave.”

“Yes!” I moaned.

He jerked on my hair again and I realized
he'd pushed a third finger into me!

“That's yes master. Say it, slut.”

I moaned helplessly. “Yes, Master!” I
whimpered.

“Tell me you're my slave-whore.”

I cringed at that but cried out as he jerked
on my hair.

“Say it.”

“I'm... your slave-whore, Master!” I
cried.

“Beg me to shove my black cock up your
ass.”

I shuddered, his words dark, shocking,
wicked, outrageous, causing huge spikes of confused emotion in my
mind. Given the pleasure and arousal pouring through me, though, I
found myself even more aroused than outraged.

Darkly aroused, as if the thought of myself
as some kind of helpless sex slave was exciting!

Which, as a fantasy, I admit... it was.

His fingers pumped slowly in and out of my
ass.

“Say it, slut,” he demanded, jerking on my
hair again.

“Oh! Please!”

“Say it, slave whore.”

“Please... please... fuck my ass, master!” I
gasped.

He jerked on my hair again.

“That's not what I told you, slut. You have
to obey better than that.

“Please shove your … your black cock up my
ass, Master!” I cried.

He chuckled throatily, and his finger pulled
free. A second later I felt his cock pushing into me. It slid in
surprisingly easily, despite its thickness, as he again jerked on
my hair as if to distract my muscles.

The heat was washing over me in bigger,
faster, harsher waves as I felt his cock driving deeper into my
belly. Consider the vibrator was already stuffed up inside me the
sensation of being so utterly full was shockingly arousing.

And then I came. Before he'd even finished.
The orgasm just exploded inside me. My body jerked and trembled and
shook and thrashed back as the orgasm flooded my mind. I lost
control of my body, as muscles spasmed and nerve endings crackled
like live wires.

He pumped into me as I came, driving deeper
as my muscles spasmed. By the time the orgasm faded the head of his
cock was so deep inside me it was giving me cramps. He jammed
himself the last inch or two into me and I felt his flesh against
my buttocks as his hands slid down my body and through my hair.

“Hot, sexy little white slave,” he said.

He gathered in my hair and I shuddered and
trembled.

“Memorize this position, white girl. It's
your natural position. Bent over helpless, ready to be mounted by
your master and his friends.”

He ground himself against me, twisting his
big cock around in my belly. Then he pulled harder on my hair and I
cried out as he lifted my head up and back. I forced myself up with
it so that, as before, I was kneeling upright on the edge of the
bed.

Only now his cock was up my ass, and the
vibrator was up my pussy.

He shifted his grip to my throat again,
pressing my head back against his chest as his other hand mauled my
breasts. Then it drifted down and began to grind the base of the
vibrator against my clitoris.

I came again!

I'd never had so many orgasms! I'd certainly
never had two orgasms this close together! But the feel of his cock
jammed up inside me along with the way the vibrator was now
grinding into me sent too intense a rush of pleasure and wild heat
through my body and mind to withstand.

He thrust into me as I trembled and shook,
his hand closing around my throat so that I could barely breathe.
My head pounded and threatened to explode, and the orgasm surged
higher still, to realms of ecstasy I'd never reached before.

He let me drop forward, but not all the way.
He caught my bound wrists and held them before him, which jerked
back on my shoulders and kept me hanging in a bent-over position,
my breasts wobbling below me as he began to pound his hips into my
buttocks.

“Hot little white slut,” he growled.

Crack!

I moaned at the slap to my buttocks.

“Gonna make you my bitch!”

Crack!

“Gonna make you my whore!”

Crack!

“Gonna make you my slut!”

Crack!

He roughly squeezed one of my breasts, then
drew his hand back and slapped it! I was shocked at that, yelping
in pain. But then he seized my hair again, jerking my head up and
back. All while his cock continued to thrust into my belly and the
vibrator continued to buzz in my pussy!

It was insanely overpowering sex compared to
anything I'd ever indulged in before, and it was driving me out of
my mind!

“Tell me you love black cock!” he
demanded.

He jerked on my hair and I cried out
dazedly.

“Say it, slave!”

“I love black cock, Master!” I cried.

He jerked again on my hair.

“Again!”

“I love black cock, Master!”

“Again!”

I had to say it again and again and again as
my entire body shuddered to the harsh blows of his hips against my
buttocks, as my breasts swung back and forth below me, as my
insides glowed with heat from the vibrator and the big cock.

And then another orgasm tore through me,
shattering my mind and leaving it in pieces!
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In the end, he had put me in a cab and sent
me back to work with his signed documents. But he'd kept my thong
and made me keep the vibrator inside me, tightening the straps
which went up diagonally across my abdomen and over my hips to join
in back, and adding another which went up between my buttocks to
keep it firmly in place.

It was long and thick, and I had to sit very
gingerly since the base of the thing was jammed up harder by the
pressure of the seat! I certainly couldn't remove it in the cab!
Nor could I remove the fat little plug he'd pushed into my bottom!
He called it a butt-plug, and said I was to wear it always so that
my bottom was ready for the next cock that wanted to use it!

Can you believe the outrageous arrogance?! I
was too relieved that he was actually letting me go free to really
protest at the time.

But then, as I was halfway back to the
office, it started to vibrate again! I gasped, thighs clamping
together, staring at the back of the driver's head.

He apparently couldn't hear anything,
though.

Keeping my thighs together made the
vibrations seem even more powerful, but I didn't dare open them!
Instead, I did my best to ignore the sensations. Which, of course,
was far easier said than done!

My phone buzzed with a message. Then buzzed
again. More to distract myself than anything else I looked at
it.

Are you enjoying my black cock, white
girl? The text asked.

I flushed. The vibrator was shaped like a big
black cock, except for the base part which curved up over my
clitoris.

I can control it from here, he
said.

Please turn it off! I texted back.

You forgot to say master, bitch.

Please turn it off, Master! I
typed.

Tell me you love black cock inside you.

I hesitated.

Now, slave! If you want me to turn it
off.

I love having black cock inside me,
Master! I typed.

Tell me you're my slut.

I'm your slut, Master!

Tell me you're my bitch.

I'm your bitch, Master, I typed
desperately.

Beg me to turn off the vibrator inside
you.

“Please turn off the vibrator inside me,
Master, I typed.

And it turned off. I shuddered in relief.

Remember, white girl, you're my sex
slave, he typed.

God, what a degenerate!

I arrived back at the office and tried to
walk normally across the lobby despite the big vibrator inside me.
The base was flush with my body, but that still forced the lips of
my sex apart so that they were being rubbed by my thighs as I
walked.

I rode the elevator back up. I was almost at
my floor when the thing started to vibrate again. I gasped, but
kept my responses as quiet as possible for there were others in the
elevator. Was terrified they'd hear it and trace it back to me, but
no one seemed to hear.

The elevator opened and I walked stiffly out.
I needed to go to the bathroom to get this thing out of me, so
turned to my right, only to meet Mrs. Chan returning.

“Ah, Elena,” she said. “Your errand took
longer than expected.”

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Chan,” I gulped. “He... Mister
Black wanted to read every single page to ensure there were no
changes before he signed.”

I thrust the envelope at her and she took it
doubtfully.

“Are you feeling all right?”

“I'm f-fine!”

“It is very hot outside,” she said
sympathetically.

Actually, I suspected it was mock
sympathy.

“Perhaps you should wash your face and brush
your hair.”

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Chan!” I gulped.

That was exactly what I wanted to do! Well,
after I got these things out of me! I headed for the ladies room
with as much dignity as I could manage, and was relieved to find it
vacant. I hurried into a stall, jerked up my skirt, and then pulled
the straps down over my hips. I slid the thick vibrator slowly
down. I was a little surprised at how realistic it looked, and how
thick. I felt a dark rush as inch after inch slid out of my
body.

But then discovered a problem.

It was attached to the butt-plug! I tried to
pull the plug out but couldn't! Somehow it seemed to have gotten
much wider inside! I winced and gasped and tried to pry at the
little base on the outside, but couldn't get it out!

What on Earth was going on!?

My phone kept buzzing as I did this, and
finally, in desperation, I looked at it.

By the way, slave girl, the butt-plug has an
interesting feature. The inside has a lip that can push out to the
sides or draw back in if the blue tooth app tells it to. So until I
tell it to pull back in you can't take it out of your pretty little
ass. And until that happens you can't take the vibrator out
either.

I stared at it in astonishment. Was he out of
his mind!?

Are you out of your mind!? I
typed.

The vibrator has some interesting features,
too. It can sense how wet you are, white girl, and how hot, and how
ready to explode. And it sends that to my phone app.

Skype me, he ordered.

I stared at the phone in astonishment. Then
the chime sounded and I hesitantly opened up the Skype app. He was
back in his pool, looking at me.

“So here's how we're gonna do this, slave
girl,” he said. “You're going to be a good, obedient little slave
for the afternoon, and then, as long as you've behaved, I'll send
the signal to the butt-plug and you can pull it out.”

“You're going to get me fired!” I hissed.

“What does that matter to a rich girl like
you?

The door to the ladies' room opened and I
gasped, sitting down on the toilet anxiously.

“It looks like you're in a bathroom,” he
said.

Fortunately, his voice was coming over the
Bluetooth earbuds in my ears so no one else could hear!

“I want you to slide that black cock back up your hot, pink pussy
for me, white girl, and let me see you've done it.”

I gulped, staring at the door to the stall.
Fortunately, one of the things I appreciated about Singapore was
that they didn't need to have the openings stalls did in London or
America. They weren't worried about what people might do in stalls.
They weren't worried about people having sex or doing drugs or bums
sleeping there.

Singapore, as I said, was a very orderly
place.

And besides, this was the executive floor of
a major office building! So there were no gaps under the doors, nor
between the doors and the frames. I was in perfect privacy here.
Other than sounds.

I had little choice but to obey so I slouched
on the toilet, spreading my legs wider as I slid the vibrator back
into my body. I reluctantly held the phone out so he could see me
do it, too.

“Excellent,” he said. “Now slide it out
again, slowly.”

I flushed hotly.

“Slump down more. Spread those lovely English
legs.”

I obeyed, sliding the black vibrator out of
me.

“Rub the head against your clit. And hold the
phone so I can see.”

This was outrageous!

I had to do it, though, anxiously watching
the closed stall door.

“My boss is waiting for me,” I whispered
anxiously.

“Do as you're told, slut!”

I gulped but obeyed, rubbing the buzzing
vibrator against my clitoris.

“Now fuck yourself with it.”

I cringed again, but pushed it into my body,
pumping it in and out as I held the phone out so he could
watch!

This was so bizarre! So outrageous! So nasty
and wicked and filthy!

But despite all that I was starting to feel
that familiar sense of forbidden heat and excitement.

“Tell me you love black cock,” he
ordered.

“I love black cock, Master!” I whispered
helplessly.

“Shove it up your pussy and you can go back
to work,” he said.

The vibrator stopped vibrating, and with a
shudder, I buried it in my pussy, then pulled up the straps.

“Can you make the... the plug go down,
Master?” I whispered.

“Not just yet, slave girl. I want you to have
an interesting afternoon.”

“Please, Master!”

He hung up and I bit my lower lip, then
lowered my skirt and left the stall. I hurriedly washed my face and
brushed my hair, then returned to my little office.

I was anxious, frustrated, and still hadn't
come to grips with how I'd let things get so wild and out of hand
on his yacht. Not to mention with the intensity of the emotions and
sensations and pleasure I'd felt! I felt like such a slut! I'd let
this... uncouth... nasty... bigoted... arrogant man use my body for
his own pleasure and treat me like garbage while doing it!

And I'd had incredible orgasms at the same
time! What was wrong with me!?

God! Imagine if anyone found out!

I wasn't exactly a virgin, mind, but I'd
never done anything this outrageous before! And certainly not with
someone I barely met who wasn't even close to being in a
relationship with me! Nor did I even WANT a relationship with him!
He was a swaggering pig of a man! Not to mention way older than
me.

Still, there was no denying he had a
fantastic, powerful... masculine body! I'd never had sex so rough,
so wild so... so animalistic! Nor had it ever reached such
incredible heights of passion and pleasure.

In retrospect, though, it had been a
humiliating experience. I'd let him treat me like a slut! I'd even
called myself one! I'd let him degrade me and somehow wallowed in
it! He'd treated me with contempt and I had begged him for
more!

Black was a nasty, crude, arrogant,
swaggering bully! And maybe even dangerous! I had been lucky he
hadn't taken me out to sea and maybe... ravished me and tortured me
and sold me as a white sex slave!

I fumed about this for some time, which made
it hard to concentrate on my work. And my concentration got worse
when the vibrator started up again. I gasped aloud, which made Mrs.
Chan turn her head to look at me. But I pretended nothing was wrong
and she turned away.

My phone chimed and I saw a picture of a big
black erection. His, I presumed. I gulped and looked at Mrs. Chan
again, then dismissed it.

So arrogant! Such low-class behavior! He was
certainly no gentleman!

My phone chimed again. I glared at it then
checked. I gasped as I stared at not a picture but a video, a short
one – of me! More particularly it was my head and neck. My head was
upside down and my mouth open, and now a big black cock pushed into
it and then slid slowly deep into my throat. It pushed so deep I
could see the movement of it against the outside of my throat! Then
his balls were pressed against my eyes as he ground himself into
me!

God, how had I forgotten – how he'd pushed
his cock right down my throat! How had it ever even fit!? My throat
still ached a little from that. Yet so much else had happened I'd
practically ignored it! Yet now I stared as the video played again,
and again and again. It was only a few seconds long, but I stared
in a mixture of horror and awe as the thick shaft slid all the way
through my lips until they were wrapped around the base of his
cock.

Where had the camera been!? I hadn't noticed
it! What else had he taken of me!?

I did not give you permission to take
pictures or videos of me! I texted back, trying desperately to
restrain myself from cursing and insulting him.

Please delete that and anything else you took
at once!

You don't tell your black master what to
do, white slave, he replied.

God damn him and his perverted games!

And you forgot to say master again. I'm going
to have to take a strap to your pretty white ass if you keep
failing to address me by my proper title.

Please, Mr. Black! I typed.

Please master, he replied.

I cursed again, looking warily towards Chan,
not wanting her to realize I was tapping away at my phone.

Please, Master! I typed.

Tell me you're my sex slave.

I bit my lower lip in frustration. But the
only route to ensuring he didn't try to show this thing to anyone
seemed to lie in playing along with him and keeping him happy.

Say it, slave.

I'm your sex slave, Master,” I
reluctantly typed.

Tell me you love to feel my black cock inside
you.

He was such a crude man!

I love to feel your black cock inside me,
Master, I typed.

God, this was so dirty! I could feel my face
getting hot.

Now I want you to slump down, spread your
legs, and take a picture of your hot little pussy wrapped tight
around the base of the black cock I fed into you.

I blanched. I looked at Mrs. Chan
nervously.

I'm not alone here! I typed.

Don't lie to me, white girl. I know exactly
where you're sitting. That Chink bitch can't see under your desk.
Do it.

He hadn't made any sort of threat. But I was
wary of what he might do anyway. So I slowly tugged my skirt up
higher and higher, over my knees, then up my thighs. I slumped
lower, then spread my legs and put the phone under my skirt, and
snapped a picture.

I looked at it and made a face. It was
disgusting! Why did men like pictures like this!? But it did show
my pussy lips stretched out around the bottom of the vibrator. And
no one could say it was a picture of me, so if it did get out it
didn't matter. Certainly, it wasn't even remotely as bad as that
video!

I reluctantly sent him the picture.

Could you please turn off the vibrator
now, Master, I asked.

No, your pussy isn't hot enough yet. Try
rubbing your clit and thinking about me. When your pussy is hot and
wet enough I'll turn it off. Not before.

Bastard!

I sat up straighter and tried to ignore the
thing, but it was terribly distracting! I tried to work, but the
vibrations were really making my pussy feel hyper-sensitive. I
wound up squirming a lot. And my breasts began to feel hot and
swollen. My nipples got hard inside the cups of my bra.

Finally, I slumped just a bit, spread my
legs, and then pushed my hand down the front of my skirt to find my
clitoris with my fingers. The base was pressed against it and I had
to sort of, ease it back a bit to let my fingers rub. But the
sensations which flooded up from there were immediate and
powerful.

The vibrator had made my clitoris incredibly
ready for any touch of flesh, and I felt my breath catch in my
throat at the burst of pleasure as my fingers began to rub myself.
I squirmed and rubbed myself, feeling my body begin to pulse with
heat and growing arousal.

I wanted to pump the thing in and out or ride
up and down on it. Neither was possible, of course, not with Mrs.
Chan right out there in front of me. I kept my eye on her while
pretending to stare at my monitor, and tried to keep my breathing
and movements under control.

My phone chimed.

I froze, heart pounding, and felt a rush of
embarrassment, remembering what he'd said about the vibrator being
able to tell how hot and wet I was. He was on Skype! I cringed a
bit, but then opened it to see him slouched comfortably on a padded
bench on what looked like another level of his boat.

“My app says your tight pink pussy is getting
all hot and buttery, little slave girl,” he said into the earbuds
in my ears. “I can see you're thinking about my black cock and
getting ready to come. But remember, you're my sex slave now. Your
body belongs to me. You're not allowed to orgasm without my
permission. So if you want to come, you have to beg me.”

God, what an outrageous man!

But my heart was beating rapidly, my pulse
racing, and my entire body was flushed with heat. I shouldn't even
be thinking about an orgasm! But I wanted one. Between my legs, the
vibrator was now changing its vibrations, pulsing and then
throbbing, then pulsing, then throbbing.

“Beg me to come, white girl,” he
demanded.

I refused, glaring at him, and he smirked.
Then the vibrator turned off. A moment later he hung up.

Bastard!

I eased my hand up out of my skirt,
determined to get back to work. I did, but not easily. I still
squirmed in my seat. My pussy felt very... sensitive.

And then, about forty minutes later, the
vibrator started to buzz again!

I jerked sharply, then tried to ignore it.
But that worked even less well than the previous time. I began to
grind myself against the seat as I worked. I leaned further
forward, spreading my legs wider, grinding, and rubbing. I was able
to mash my breasts against the edge of the desk at the same time,
which increased the sensations flooding through me.

My nipples were soon so hard I longed to open
my blouse, slide my fingers into it, and rub and roll them. But I'd
have to push my fingers into my bra and it was just too dangerous
with Chan there.

Still, I was getting near to the point where
I might have an orgasm, and I began to worry about that, about
ensuring I didn't make any sound or do anything which would lead
her to suspect what was happening. The big monitor on my desk
mostly hid me from her view except when I looked over the right
side.

Then the vibrator stopped.

My phone chimed. It was a text message.

You don't get to come without my
permission, slave-girl, it said.

Bastard!

I straightened up and determinedly went back
to work.

But about twenty minutes later it started
again.

I was becoming quite frazzled by then. I
tried to ignore it, but the sensations soon had me squirming once
more. I halted when Mr. Mbeki came out of his office and stopped by
to say hello. I smiled and pretended nothing was wrong as we
exchanged small talk. Though I was desperately afraid he'd hear
something and ask what the heck that sound was!

Fortunately, he gave no sign he saw or heard
anything amiss, and left the office. I tried to concentrate on my
work again, but was soon squirming and rubbing myself against the
seat of my chair. I leaned forward again, mashing and rubbing my
breasts against the edge of the desk.

Then the vibrator turned off.

The phone chimed again, with the same
message.

You aren't allowed to come without my
permission white girl, it said.

I cursed sullenly.

Well, you know what, I thought. The hell with
you. I'll go to the bathroom and masturbate there without using the
vibrator. Except maybe as a dildo.

Oh, and in case you think you can masturbate
and come without my permission, you should probably know that
butt-plug has a little trick too. It can deliver a little
electrical shock. Not a powerful one. It feels kind of like the
static electricity you can get when you rub your socks on the rug
and touch a light switch. Only it's inside you...

I gaped at the words appearing on the screen.
Surely he was making that up! Yet, if the batteries in the vibrator
could power it then certainly it was possible to have the butt-plug
give little shocks. I wasn't sure what static electricity would
feel inside my bottom but I doubted it would be good!

You're sick! I typed angrily.

I felt a momentary jolt of electricity which
was quite unpleasant indeed and cried out.

“Something wrong, Elena?” Mrs. Chan
asked.

“Ah, uhm, no, sorry, Mrs. Chan,” I said.
“Just a little static electricity.”

She nodded and looked back at her
monitor.

God the man was a pervert!

Now apologize for being a slut, he
typed.

I bit my lip and glared indignantly at the
words but if I didn't would he jolt me again? Probably!

I'm sorry for being a slut, Master, I
typed.

Mrs. Chan picked up her things and left for
the day. That left me alone out front so at least I didn't have to
be quite so discrete when the vibrator started up again twenty
minutes later. But all it did was make me more frazzled, and then
stop before I could come.

Mr. Mbeki came out of his office again and
stopped by.

“I have a meeting, Elena. I should be away
for several hours, and will likely go home from there.”

“Yes, sir,” I said in relief.
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It was an hour later when the outer office
door opened and Mr. Black came in.

I froze, gaping at him, then stood up, my
pulse racing.

He smirked as he walked in.

“Why hello there, little white girl,” he
said.

“M-M-Mister Mbeki is away for the day, Mr.
Black!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, I know.”

I stared at him in surprise.

“He's at a financial meeting I was invited
to. I saw his name on the acceptance list.”

He went to his office and tried the door,
then turned to me.

“Unlock it.”

“But... but... I can't!” I exclaimed.

“Of course you can. You're one of his
administrative assistants. Don't tell me you don't have a key to
his office.”

“But...why?”

“I just want a comfortable place to sit down
and chat up his pretty admin assistant.”

I flushed darkly and he took out his
phone.

“Want a little static shock?”

“No!”

“You mean no master, right?”

I bit my lip anxiously. “No, Master!”

“Get this door open.”

I hurried to Mrs. Chan's desk, took out the
key, and then unlocked the office door. He grinned and opened it,
then took my arm and pulled me inside. Once inside he turned and
closed the door, then locked it.

My heart was beating wildly!

“Strip.”

I hesitated, then unbuttoned my blouse and
removed it. I undid my skirt and slipped it down and off, then
removed my bra.

“Shoes too. But leave the glasses on.”

I took off my shoes and looked up at him,
blushing hotly.

“Get down on your hands and knees.”

“But – .”

“Obey your master, slave!” he barked.

I jerked back, then sank to my knees. A
moment later I fell forward onto all fours.

He undid his belt, then to my surprise, slid
it out of the loops and pushed the tongue into the buckle. He
dropped it down over my head until it settled against my shoulders,
then tugged the other end so the loop drew tight around my
throat.

“Crawl, slave girl,” he ordered.

I gasped but the tug was sharp enough I had
little choice. He made me crawl across the floor towards the far
corner where there was a large white sofa. He sat down and then
dragged me up across his lap by both the belt and my hair, ignoring
my cry of pain.

Crack!

His hand slapped down sharply against my
buttocks.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Moaning, I obeyed, and I felt his fingers at
my pussy and at the butt-plug. He undid the straps and then slid
the vibrator slowly out of my body, detaching it from the
butt-plug. But then his fingers caressed me and pushed into me.

“Nice and hot and wet,” he said, as his
fingers pumped in and out.

I moaned and trembled.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

“Wh-Why!?” I squeaked.

Crack!

“Because I said so, white girl!”

I gasped in pain, then obeyed. A moment later
I felt them tied together.

His fingers returned to my pussy, now rubbing
my clitoris. And despite my anxiety and what I felt about him, my
body began to immediately heat up. I shuddered and moaned as his
fingers plunged deep, as they stroked skillfully across my
clitoris. My hips began to jerk and roll back against him as the
heat swirled within my mind.

Crack!

I gasped in pain.

“Beg me to make you come, slave girl.”

“P-Please... make me come... master!” I
moaned.

He chuckled softly, then I heard a strange
slapping sound, not on me but on something else.

He pushed me off him.

“Stand up, slut.”

I obeyed, my whole body flushed with
heat.

“See that coffee table?”

I could hardly miss it. It was right in front
of him. And it now had a big black cock sticking up from the top!
It was on a suction cup, and that was no doubt what I'd heard.

Straddle that, sink your buttery little cunt
down, and ride it.”

“But... but... I – .”

He grinned and reached over to touch his
phone and I squealed at the jolt inside my bottom.

“Now, slut!”

Gasping, I knelt on the table, then
positioned myself over the fat head of the dildo and began to work
myself down. It was thicker than the vibrator, almost as thick as
him, and I moaned as it stretched me open. I slid slowly down as he
watched me, smirking, and even as the heat rose within me I felt a
sense of outrage at him.

Which didn't seem to bother him at all.

He grinned and sat back on the sofa, then
brought one of his knees up and untied his shoes. He pulled his
shoe off, then took off his sock too!

“All the way, slut. I know you want that big
black cock deep inside you,” he said.

The words were so... crude and nasty! But
somehow, even though they angered me, I felt this strange rush of
heat.

“Why... why must you be so... offensive!?” I
demanded.

“Am I offending your delicate sensibilities,
English girl?”

“You're being deliberately insulting!”

“Yup.”

I stared at him in confusion.

“Why?”

“Well, a few reasons. First, you English tend
to be fucking arrogant and superior. I like to take you down a
notch or two. Two, modern western girls have too much pride. You
bitches think too much of yourselves. Not only is that annoying,
but it gets in the way of you properly enjoying a good, solid
fucking.”

I flushed and glowered.

“You have too many inhibitions. You care too
much about how you look and what people think of you. You have the
mind of a whore but you're too repressed to properly enjoy it.”

“I do not!”

“Ha. You came like a whore,” he sneered.

I flushed again.

“Slide that hot pussy down further. I want
that black cock so deep inside you it feels like it's gonna come
out of your mouth.”

He stood up and gripped my hair. I gasped at
the pain to my scalp as he jerked it back, then shoved down,
forcing me to sink further onto the big dildo.

“Oh! Ow! Please!” I gasped.

“Please master,” he said. “I don't hear you
if you don't call me master, white girl.”

He leaned over me.

“We both know you love that black cock,
baby,” he growled into my ear.

His free hand, the one not clutching my hair,
roughly squeezed my breast, then slid down to rub my clitoris.

“We both know you want to be my sex
slave!”

“I-I don't!” I gasped.

“Hot little sex toy. You want lots of cock,
don't you? Yeah, you do. And being a sex slave is the only way you
can let yourself have it.”

He forced my head back further.

“Tell me you love black cock.”

“I-I love black cock, Master!” I moaned.

He pulled up on my hair so that I rose up on
the dildo.

“Freeze. Don't move.”

My heart was pounding and my chest was tight
as he drew a length of slim black rope from his jacket pocket. He
tied it around my right leg just above the knee, pulled it under
the side of the table, fed it across to the other side, then
gripped my left leg and pulled it wider.

“Oh! That's too wide!” I gasped.

“Slave girls need to learn to spread their
legs wide,” he said.

He tied the rope to my left leg, then

I cried out but obeyed as he chuckled and
released my hair. Then he sat down again, facing me as I knelt,
legs wide, impaled on the thick dildo.

My mind was in a daze again by all this. I
was outraged again, embarrassed, resentful, indignant. But I was
also filled with arousal.

He knelt down again, then gripped my hips and
pulled me slowly down so that the dildo pushed up into my belly. He
leaned forward and started to lick my clitoris as I slid down, and
I shuddered at the dual floods of sensation.

He pulled me all the way down so that the
head was jammed up against the back wall of my pussy. His tongue
licked hungrily, swirling and circling and sweeping from side to
side against my swollen clitoris. Then his hands slid up my body,
kneading my breasts.

He caught my nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers and rolled and rubbed them, then pinched them and
pulled upward. I gasped, rising up on the dildo several inches.
Then he pulled down and I slid back down, gasping in pain. He
pulled me up again, pinching my nipples, then down again.

“Please!” I moaned.

He ignored me, pulling up on my nipples, then
down. I started to ride up and down on my own to ease the pull and
he loosened his fingers, rolling and stroking them instead.

The sexual pressure within me was growing
more intense as his fingers spread out and caressed my breasts and
his tongue lapped at my clitoris. I rose up and fell, rose up, and
slid down, again and again, gasping and moaning in helpless
passion.

He eased back then, standing up, then sitting
back on the sofa to watch me.

I gulped, dropping my eyes, and
hesitated.

“Keep riding that black cock, slave girl,” he
ordered. “And look at me.”

I obeyed, flushed and overheated.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

God!

“I'm your slut, Master!” I said.

The words jolted me. They were so dirty, so
outrageous!

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master,” I said
breathlessly, riding up and down the thick black cock.

He raised his bare foot, and propped it on
the edge of the table, then let his toe angle in so that it was
pressed against my clitoris. The touch sent another burst of
sensation into my already overloaded nervous system.

“I met white girls like you before,” he said.
“You love that black cock and will do anything to get it. That's
because black men treat you like you know you should be treated –
like their whore. Jam that pussy all the way down, bitch.”

I moaned and obeyed and he rubbed his big toe
from side to side against my swollen clitoris!

I was going to come! Oh my God, I was going
to come so hard!

Suddenly he got up and gripped my hair, yanking my head back. I
felt something pressed against my clitoris, and the vibrator
started up, grinding away at it, sending an explosion of sensation
up through my spine!

I cried out helplessly, especially when he
leaned in and closed his mouth against the center of my breast. He
started to chew at my flesh while his tongue licked furiously at my
pink nipple and he sucked rhythmically.

I cried out again and again, back arched,
riding the dildo frantically, a hurricane of pleasure battering my
mind as the orgasm tore through me. It went on and on. I couldn't
breathe. Or maybe I just didn't think to try. I rode up and down,
jamming my pussy down so hard it felt as if it would take in the
suction cup below the dildo.

I wanted to! I wanted it so deep!

The orgasm reached a crescendo which was so
intense I thought I might lose consciousness entirely. Then,
drained, gasping for breath, exhausted, I slid down the dildo,
trembling and twitching with my mind filled with haze.

He got up and walked away, leaving me there
impaled on the dildo, gasping for breath. When he returned he had a
glass of something in his hand. He sat down again, looking smugly
at me.

“Nothing like a gorgeous white girl with her
legs spread and a big black cock inside her,” he said.

I raised my head and gasped as his phone
flashed, realizing he'd taken a picture of me like this.

“Oh! Oh no! Please! Please delete that!” I
cried.

He looked at it, then turned it around and
showed it to me. I blanched, thinking of others seeing me like
that!

“Please delete that, Mister Black!”

“Master.”

“Please delete that, Master!” I begged.

“You don't want me to send it back home to
daddy so he can see how hard his little baby is working?”

He raised his foot again and his big toe
began to rub my clitoris.

“You don't want daddy to know you love black
cock inside you, that you're a whore and a slut and a sex slave to
a Black man?”

“I'm not!” I said faintly.

“Are you calling me a liar, bitch?”

He stood up again, and once again seized my
hair, forcing my head back.

“Didn't you tell me you were my slut? Didn't
you?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

He reached down, rubbing my clitoris again,
then fondled my breast before releasing my hair and opening his
pants. He shrugged off his jacket, then undid his shirt, and pulled
that off, showing me his incredibly well-muscled torso again. I
gulped, unable to take my eyes away as he stood up naked.

“Hot little sex toy,” he said.

He stepped up to me and gathered my hair in
his hand, then pulled my face forward, mashing it into his groin,
rubbing my face up and down against his hardening cock. As he had
before, he made me suck his balls and then lick my way up and down
his shaft.

“Beg me to let you suck my cock, white
girl.”

“Please may I suck your cock, Master!” I
gulped.

He pushed himself into my mouth, and I moaned
around it, sucking anxiously, licking hard along the underside of
the head, trying to please him so that he might delay shoving
himself down my throat.

He pulled me further forward, tilting my head
back, and I gurgled as his cock pushed into my throat, sliding
deep, sliding all the way into me until my lips were wrapped around
the base of his cock.

“You gotta swallow every inch, slut,” he
said. “I won't accept half measures. You want my cock you got to
earn it, white girl.”

He held my head against him as I trembled and
shook, my chest starting to burn, my head pounding. Then he pulled
slowly back until the head popped out of my throat and I could gulp
in deep, ragged breaths of air.

He dropped to his knees and his tongue
attacked my clitoris again as I lay my head back, chest rising and
falling. I got my breath back and swayed in place, looking down at
him as his tongue swept across my clitoris, again thinking of how
insane this all was.

He straightened up, grinning, then untied the
rope binding my legs to the table.

“Are you going to obey your master,
slut?”

He stood up and grasped my hair again,
forcing my head back.

“Are you?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

He put the loop of his belt around my neck
again, then released my hair and jerked me up. I gasped as the loop
tightened, rising up on the dildo, then off it entirely as he
pulled me to my feet. He untied my wrists, then jerked down on the
belt so that I fell to my knees, then my hands and knees.

“Crawl, slave.”

I gasped and crawled as he tugged on the
belt, crawled across the floor to Mr. Mbeki's desk. He opened
drawers and I was just starting to feel a sense of obligation to
say something when he found what he had evidently been searching
for – a ruler.

He jerked on the belt and turned me around
and I crawled back across the floor, then pulled me to my feet and
pushed me against the window so my breasts flattened against the
glass.

“Hands up on the window above you, slave. Now
push your pretty white ass back at me.”

He walked back to the sofa and picked up the
vibrator, then brought it back and slid it into my pussy, jamming
at the base so it was flush.

“Close your legs, slave.”

I obeyed, trembling, and the vibrator started
to hum.

He pulled the belt off my neck, which was
something of a relief, but then he swung it in against my
buttocks.

“Ah!” I cried as it hit.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

“Please!” I moaned.

“I don't hear anything that doesn't call me
master.”

Crack!

“Ahh! Please, Master!” I cried.

“Tell me you're my whore, white girl.”

“I'm your whore, Master!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you're my white slave girl.”

I hesitated.

Crack!

“I'm your white slave girl, Master!” I
cried.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, white girl.”

“P-Please fuck my ass, Master!” I gasped.

“Spread your legs, you filthy little
slave.”

I moaned and obeyed and felt his fingers at
the butt-plug. He pulled and I felt the pressure inside me, felt it
pushing out against my sphincter. It came loose and I shuddered.
Then I felt his big cock pushing into me. It slid deep, covered in
my saliva.

I shuddered as the head drove so high that
cramps beset me. He forced himself all the way in to the balls,
then ground himself against my buttocks.

He leaned forward, gripping my wrists above
my head on the glass with one hand. The other slid over my hip and
down to rub my clitoris as he started to fuck me.

And God help me the dark heat burned away at
my mind again. It rose higher and higher as his hips began to slap
my buttocks, as his fingers rubbed my clitoris, as the vibrator
buzzed inside me.

I'm losing my mind, I thought
dazedly.

I felt his hot breath on my neck as he drove
his hot black spear of flesh up into my belly again and again. My
body shuddered to the impact of his hips, and my breasts ground
against the glass as the pressure and heat and passion grew to take
over my mind and body.

He pulled back suddenly, and gripped my hair,
dragging me back from the window, spinning me around. I stumbled to
my knees and then fell on the floor.

“Spread your arms and legs wide apart,
slave,” he ordered.

I gasped as I felt his foot on my back,
shoving me down against the carpet.

It was good quality carpet, but not exactly
silky against my skin.

“Spread those legs wide!”

I moaned and obeyed, panting dazedly. He got
down on his knees behind me, and then I felt his hand on my back
again, then his cock against my back opening. He pushed into me,
his upper body coming down over mine, then down onto mine!

I gasped as his weight crushed me into the
floor. He drew his arms in and used it to support much of the
weight on his chest, then began to work his hips in and out,
sending his cock thrusting into my churning belly again.

His tongue and lips and teeth were on the
nape of my neck as he used me. I gasped and grunted and cried out
at every thrust.

My legs were spread wide, wide apart on the
floor, and the thick vibrator was jammed into my pussy, buzzing,
buzzing. It stretched me out, and now the top of my sex was being
ground against the rub as his heavy body thrust into me.

“Please!” I gasped weakly. “Please!”

He slid a hand under my neck and jerked it
up, squeezing.

“Please master!”

“Please, Master!” I croaked.

“Please what? Please fuck my whore ass? Was
that what you meant to beg? Please fuck my tight white ass with
your magnificent black cock master? Was that it? Please drain your
come in my tight white belly, Master? Please make me come with your
big cock deep in my ass master?” he growled into my ear.

I could breathe, but not easily. My body was
trembling and shaking and shuddering as he used me so violently.
The sensations were raging within me as the dark rush of thrilling
wonder overwhelmed my mind.

He drove his thick cock deep inside me, then
ground his hips against my buttocks.

“Sex slave,” he growled into my ear.

I came again, the orgasm massive,
all-encompassing. I trembled and shook, convulsions wracking my
body, as Black rode me, as he crushed me under him, as he impaled
me, as his mouth sucked and chewed at my throat like a wild
beast!

I was lost to the dark feverish wonder,
grunting and gasping and moaning insensibly, my entire body burning
up with the incredible storm of pleasure. All while he continued to
ram himself into me from above and half strangle me!
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I used Mr. Mbeki's shower afterward, after
Black had gone, locking the door again behind him, shaken in both
mind and body by what he'd done to me. I ached inside from his hard
sodomy, and from riding up and down on the dildo so hard. My
clitoris felt raw and achy from grinding against the rug, and my
throat was sore again.

But I had a haze of dark sexual wonder
surrounding me – and shame, of course. But the wonder was more
intense. What I'd done with Black today was so... so out there, as
to be beyond all my previous life experiences.

It wasn't the sex which was causing me
anxiety, though. Oh, yes, I was awfully slutty having sex with a
guy almost twice my age I barely knew, sure. But it was the way he
treated me, the way he sneered at me and degraded me. Why was that
turning me on? How was I able to come so powerfully with such a man
savagely using my body?

Savagely. Yes, yes, as if he were some kind
of savage! Some kind of rough, violent, uncivilized person!
Practically not even a real human being! Certainly not the sort of
person one chose to spend time with! What exactly did he do for a
living to make so much money? Perhaps he was some sort of
international criminal!

That would explain a lot!

Not, however, the way my body flared with
heat when he grabbed me by the arm or hair. But the thing is,
everything with him was different. It wasn't making love. It was
fucking. It wasn't a relationship of equals or partners or people
getting to know each other. It was simply a rough, carnal, animal
coupling with an incredibly powerful man!

Besides, he'd forced me! Well, sort of, in a
way. It made me feel better to think he had, in any event. He'd
intimidated me!

Mind you, that body of his was so strong, so
powerful, so muscular, it was awfully hard not to think about it
and get a catch in my throat. God, he was like an Adonis! Only
older and, uh, blacker.

It made my mind squirm thinking of how he'd
made me crawl like an animal with the belt around my neck as though
it were a leash! What a misogynist he was! What a pig!

Yet even as I thought that I remembered and
felt a flush of heat. Crawling like his bitch, with the belt around
my neck had been so... so... shockingly wicked! So lewd, so
obscene! And all those nasty things he made me keep saying! What a
narcissist he was to want to hear my forced praise like that!

Master, ha! I wasn't sure what kind of sick
game he was playing with that. I suspected it was some sort of
racial thing, given the way he talked. As if he was somehow
punishing me because his ancestors had been enslaved by white
people or something. Or maybe that combined with him being treated
badly (or so he said) in the past.

Well, I couldn't judge that, but if he acted
the way he did now I could hardly blame anyone for telling him
where to get off!

I went to work the next day, nervous in case
he showed up or called, but it was, both to my relief and somewhat
to my consternation, a very normal, quiet (boring) day. I didn't
hear a thing from him. Perhaps, I thought indignantly, he'd had his
jollies and was now moving on, preying on some other innocent
girl.

No, not innocent. I wasn't an innocent girl!
I was an intelligent, sophisticated woman! Kind of. Anyway, close
enough. Perhaps I was a bit... protected, normally. Perhaps I
hadn't had a lot of rough experiences in life. But I was
well-educated (well, partially), and had grown up among a
sophisticated group of people.

He probably grew up in one of those American
slums, which was why he never learned how to behave properly, I
thought caustically.

I walked home in the heat, deeply relieved to
get back to my air-conditioned condo. I rode the elevator up,
looking forward to a shower, perhaps some wine, and a comfortable
evening of watching television and surfing the internet.

There was a box propped against my door.

I frowned. It was a box from one of
Singapore's more expensive clothing stores. I picked it up
doubtfully, wondering if I'd somehow forgotten I'd ordered
something. Nothing came to mind, though, as I unlocked the door and
carried it inside.

I put down my purse and peeled off my top and
skirt, then went back to examine the box. I opened it up and found
a shimmering black fabric inside. It was very lightweight and very
small. I thought, for a moment it was meant to be some sort of
blouse, but no, no it was definitely a dress, and a short one.

I snatched the note out of the bottom of the
box.

“Going to have a little get-together at my
boat later tonight. Got you something nice to wear. I'll pick you
up at Eight.”

What!? He most certainly would not! I had
plans for tonight! Well, plans for doing nothing. But still. Who
the devil did he think he was anyway!? I was not his girlfriend!
And even if I was I wasn't the sort of girl – woman, I mean – who
could be told she was going to a party at the last minute!

I instinctively checked the time. It was
Six-Twenty-Five. Then I looked at the... the dress again. I let it
dangle from a thin string or strap down my front. It was way too
small! No way was I wearing this in public! Or at all!

I glared at it, then, well, I had it in hand,
stepped into it, and drew it up my body. It became almost
immediately obvious I couldn't wear a bra with it. In fact, it
looked outrageously low-cut. Still, I thought I'd at least see what
I looked like, just to treat myself to the depths of his
lunacy.

I removed my bra, then pulled the thin
strings up, drawing the top of the dress with them until they sort
of – somewhat – covered my breasts. I fastened the thin string
behind my neck, then looked at myself in the hall mirror.

How do I describe this thing? It was
extremely thin and lightweight. The strings came up from two
somewhat oval pieces of fabric that lay against my breasts. The
dress gaped between them, curving down sharply to below the bottom
of my breasts.

The two cups, if I could call them that,
covered less than half my breasts. And they didn't curve around to
my side much at all, which left my ribs, and about an inch of the
outside of each breast naked. From head-on, it was only somewhat
daring. From any angle, well, you could see my breast from top to
bottom, except for where the fabric rested against the front of
it.

You couldn't see my nipples. I'll give it
that, but boy it was an awfully daring dress. I wanted to say
slutty but it was a very stylish thing, obviously from a designer,
obviously expensive. It was the sort of thing a movie star or a
model could get away with easily.

Oh yes, the rest of the dress slid down my
body like silk, tight but very breathable. It was a mini, the hem
quite high, and it was slit up the right hip so high I could see
the string of my thong. Mind you, I did have thongs with strings
that went up over the top of my hips which would be hidden if I
wore such a thing.

I mentioned how thin it was. It was partially
see-through too. Oh not completely, by any means, The cups covering
my breasts weren't. But the rest was. The dress was dark enough to
not really notice except when you looked down at the hem and could
see light coming from between my legs, with my upper thighs pretty
clearly outlined through the fabric. I could also easily make out
my thong.

I went into the bedroom, slipped it off, and
pulled on one of my sexier thongs. It was black, with a small black
V of fabric over my sex and two thin black strings cutting up
diagonally across my abdomen and then over my hips rather high
up.

I turned and looked at the mirror. Now I
couldn't really make out the thong. God, it was sure a sexy dress!
I imagined myself dancing in this. Yikes! My boobs would wind up
bouncing into the open if I got too athletic! If I moved more
slowly it ought to be okay, though. And in a nightclub where the
lights were always down low, it wouldn't matter so much.

I'd need black high heels. I found a pair,
stilettos, and slipped them on, then looked at myself again. I felt
kind of tight-chested. There was no way I was going to his boat, of
course. But the thought of going out dancing in something like this
was... hot.

I don't like to think of myself as some kind
of exhibitionist, though I suppose most women are to some extent,
at least when young. I usually didn't appreciate men staring at me.
But if I wanted to look sexy out at a club, with a guy, yes, this
dress would certainly draw appreciative looks, from both men and
women.

But I was not going to wear it in public! It
was just not my style. I preferred things much more... well,
subdued. I wasn't the kind of girl who wore 'look at me!' clothes.
I was, justifiably, I think, proud of my body, but wasn't the type
to show it off to strangers.

It fit nicely, though, I thought admiringly.
I turned a little to the side, and winced, for I could see my whole
breast, top, and bottom, just not the part in the middle which the
fabric was pressed against. I did a little shake and shimmy, half
expecting my breasts to pop free, but they didn't.

They're very firm, I thought smugly.

I sighed and slipped the dress off, then
skinned out of the thong, and took off my high heels. I folded the
dress and put it back into the box, then went to have a shower. I
felt a little nervous as I did, a little anxious. He was going to
come here?! How did he even know where I lived!?

Well, I would simply answer the buzzer and
tell him I had previous plans for the evening. I certainly wasn't
at his beck and call!

I put on my little nightshirt nightie – which
was more substantial than the dress, I thought – and made dinner. I
kept glancing nervously at the clock, though. I was wondering how
irritated he'd get when I refused to let him in when I told him I
wasn't coming. I was also thinking of those pictures he had taken
of me.

I felt alternate waves of anxiety, at that.
He'd surely never send them to my father as he suggested. Would he?
That sent me scurrying to the internet, where I found, somewhat to
my relief, that doing such a thing could get someone five years in
prison here in Singapore – and caned.

They don't mess around here!

Mr. Black wouldn't want to risk that, so I
was almost surely completely safe. Anyway, he hadn't actually
threatened to do so. He'd taunted me by asking if I didn't want
daddy to see them when I asked him to delete them.

Still, it made me anxious.

At exactly Eight there was a knock at the
door. I gasped and leapt halfway out of my chair as I turned to
stare at the door. This was a secure building! How had he gotten
inside!? I hurried to the door and peeped through the peephole to
see him standing there in a fashionable suit.

“I know you're there, slave girl,” he
said.

I blanched. He wasn't talking very quietly.
One of my neighbors might hear him! And several of them spoke at
least some English!

“Come on. You're going to my little
gathering. We both know it.”

“I am not!” I blurted.

“Open the door.”

I gulped and stared at him.

“Now,” he said. “Don't be a silly little
girl.”

I scowled and drew back.

“Need I remind you of the things we've done
together – loudly?”

I gulped and then unlocked the door. He came
inside, looked at me, sniffed, looked around, then walked over to
the table where the box was.

“I am not going to any sort of get-together
tonight!” I exclaimed. “And there is no way I'm wearing that dress!
It's far too revealing!”

“Nonsense. You're a beautiful young girl.
This is the sort of dress you ought to be wearing.”

He flipped the lid and looked inside.

“Ah, I see you were trying it on.”

He lifted my thong out by the string and I
flushed hotly. I hadn't remembered putting it in there!

“You should wear your contacts, though,” he
said.

“How do you know I have contacts!?”

He snorted in amusement. “Why wouldn't you?
It's not like you're too poor to afford it.”

He walked up the hall and into my
bathroom.

“You can't just... walk around like that!” I
protested, following him.

“Sure I can. You're my bitch, my slut, my sex
slave. You said so many times.”

“You made me!”

He opened the cabinet and took out the
contact lenses in their box. He put them down, turned to me,
gripped the hem of the nightshirt, and peeled it forcefully up. I
didn't even react at first, so quick was he, and then it was
tugging into my underarms, and my arms were rising instinctively,
and then he peeled it off and tossed it on the floor behind him as
I squealed and covered my breasts.

“I've already seen them, baby,” he said.
“Touched them, licked and sucked and bit them.”

He peeled my thong down, though, while I had
my hands over my breasts.

“I can't go out in that dress!” I
exclaimed.

“Bullshit. I bet you look fabulous in
it.”

He turned me around to face the bathroom
cabinet, then plucked the glasses off my eyes.

“Put your contact lens in.”

“I don't need them!”

He pushed on my back, bending me forward
against the counter, then slapped my bottom.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!”

Crack!

“Do as your master orders.”

“You're not my master!”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“Want me to do it?”

“No!”

Aggravated, I opened the box, took out a pair
of the 24hr contact lenses, and then, gulping as his hand gently
caressed my bare bottom, slipped them into my eyes. He took my arm
and led me out into the hall and tossed me the thong. I put it on,
then he held the dress. I reluctantly stepped into it and he drew
it up my body and fastened it behind my neck.

“Gorgeous. Very sexy.”

“I don't wear dresses like this!” I said
desperately. “It's far too revealing!”

“It's hot. You're hot. Like a sex slave ought
to be.”

“I'm not a sex slave!”

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

“Put your shoes on, you hot little slut.”

“But – !”

“What were you planning on doing tonight?” he
demanded.

He looked around. “Sitting around watching
TV? That's fucking boring. You're young and hot and ought to be out
partying and doing things you can brag about when you're fat and
middle-aged.”

“I'm not going to be fat!” I said
indignantly.

He pushed me into a chair and tossed my shoes
into my lap.

“Maybe not, but in a few months, you'll be in
your boring dorm room studying boring textbooks and writing up
boring reports. Time to live a little.”

I tsked in irritation but put the shoes on,
then he grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to the door.

“Wait a minute! I need my purse.”

“No, you really don't.”

“I need my keys and wallet!” I exclaimed.

He grabbed my purse from me, took my keys
out, put them in his jacket pocket, then rushed me out the
door.

“Wait! What kind of party is this!? Will the
lights be low?” I asked anxiously.

“Yes, except on the stage where you'll be
doing a striptease, then a live sex act.”

“That's not funny!” I exclaimed.

“Who said I was joking?”

“You better be joking!”

He pulled me into the elevator, and since
there was a couple in there I shut up, blushing as the man eyed me
and the dress. He was off to the side, and I cringed as I
remembered just how revealing it was from an angle.

There was a Rolls Royce waiting at the curb,
he pushed me into the back, then climbed in behind me as the
uniformed chauffeur shut the door.

He looked at me, and I knew he could see
right into the top of the dress from there, too.

“Sex slave.”

I looked up front, but there was a glass pane
between the front and back seat. The drive started the car and we
pulled away from the curb, then out onto the street.

“I'm gonna fuck you so hard you won't be able
to sit down for a days,” he said. “I'm gonna pour so much cream
into your hot pussy you'll be leaking for a week.”

“Must you be so crude!?” I demanded.

“You know us wogs, baby. We don't have the
sophistication of you entitled British.”

”Clearly!”

His hand dropped onto my right thigh, which
was almost entirely bare, and I gulped, looking to the driver. He
was Chinese, and not very tall. I didn't think he'd be able to see
anything below the level of my chest from where he was sitting.

Black's hand slid up and down my thigh, then
slid towards the inside. The dress was slit almost up to the hip on
that side, so provided no protection. His hand slid inside and his
fingers rubbed up and down against the outside of my little
thong.

“I don't think you really needed to wear any
underwear,” he said. “I'm just gonna have to tear it off.”

“You said there were going to be other people
there,” I gulped.

“Sure. You ashamed of your body?”

“I bet you won't be parading around
naked!”

“Nope. Although I have a fabulous body. It
turns you on every time you see it.”

His fingers slid up, then down into the front
of the thong, making me gasp and jerk my eyes up to the back of the
driver's head again, then to the mirror before him.

“Please don't!” I hissed.

“Why? I know you love it.”

“I... don't!” I gulped.

“Liar.”

His fingers belied his normal roughness. They
were deft, skilled, stroking, and rubbing my clitoris, sliding up
and down the line of my sex, and sending a growing rush of sexual
energy up through my body.

I felt my nipples prickling and tingling, and
my chest tightening as his fingers continued to stroke and caress
me.

“I love the feel of your cunt wrapped around
my big black cock,” he said.

I flinched at his crude words, but that they
were so... dirty... seemed to send another rush of heat through
me.

“You should take the dress off, straddle me,
and give me a ride right here and now.”

“Don't be ridiculous!” I gulped.

“You think he'd mind? He'd be delighted.”

“I'll bet!”

“It would be the highlight of his year,
getting to see a gorgeous white fox like you riding a big black
cock. He'd go home and masturbate to it for the rest of his
life.”

“You're … so crude!”

“You said that already. You best remember I'm
your master and you're my sex slave. If you're rude and offend me
I'm gonna have to string you up and whip you.”

His fingers slid deeper between the lips of
my sex, and I felt one curve in and push against my entrance.

“Spread your legs.”

“But th – .”

“Do it!”

I gulped and eased my thighs wider, and his
finger pushed into me, pumping in and out as he stroked his thumb
across my clitoris.

It felt so outrageous to be letting him
finger me right here in the back seat when a stranger sat right up
front driving! Yes, he couldn't hear us, and no, I was virtually
certain he couldn't see anything below my chest level. But even so,
all he had to do was turn around to see!

Black slid his fingers out of my thong,
pulled his hand up, and then slid his fingers into his mouth,
sucking them lightly as he grinned at me.

He dropped his hand into my lap again, this
time pulling the front of the skirt up and back to my left.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Don't fight. You'll get Chin Wu's
attention.”

I gulped and looked at the man, then down at
myself. With the dress peeled back, my legs were bare all the way
up and my thong was clearly visible. But again, the driver wouldn't
be able to see anything without turning around. And he was
driving.

Black's fingers pushed down into my thong
again, and my heartbeat quickened as I struggled to show no sign of
alarm or anything else which might draw more of the driver's
attention. I felt his finger push deeper into me and pump in and
out, then a second squirming in beside it.

My chest got tighter and I felt the rise of a
kind of pressure inside me, a wild swirling, churning mass of
alarm, anxiety, heat, and arousal. I could feel my lower belly
growing heavy and moist, thrumming with energy as his fingers slid
in and out and stroked my clitoris.

The sexual hunger was growing more intense,
and taking over my mind like a drug or alcohol. It was making my
brain feel fuzzy and lowering my concern about anything other than
satisfying the need of my body.
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His left hand rose, suddenly, sliding through
my hair, and I felt him drawing it back, forcing my head back as he
leaned into me. He kissed me, and I moaned into his mouth. My
inhibitions were melting as his fingers stroked and thrust into
me.

I gasped as I felt his fingers shifting, and
then I felt him gripping my thong and jerking it down my legs. I
reached for it too late, and such was his strength he easily pulled
it out from under me and down past my knees. He had to stop kissing
me to bend over and pull it off my feet and I tried to lean forward
and grab them.

“What are you doing!?”

“You don't need this.”

“Are you crazy!? This dress is super short
and it has this slit and – .”

He gripped my hair and pulled my head back
again, kissing me once more, muffling my words as his tongue pushed
into my mouth. His other hand pushed between my thighs, his fingers
stroking my clitoris faster and harder and I moaned and trembled as
I felt myself melting under the fresh wave of liquid heat.

He drew back and I gulped in air, face
flushed as his eyes raked me.

“I should fuck you right here and now,” he
said. “But we're almost at the club.”

I gulped and swept the dress back over myself
as the car drew to a halt.

“My thong!”

“Don't worry about it.”

He pulled me across the seat as he opened the
door, and the driver rushed around to stand next to it and hold it
as he climbed out of the car. Sunset had been an hour ago, but the
dock was far too brightly lit for my comfort as he took my arm and
led me out along it.

“How many people are at this... party?” I
gulped.

“Master. You forgot to say master.”

“I can't call you master when there's people
around!”

“They won't mind.”

“I'll mind!”

“That don't matter. You're a sex slave. Sex
slaves don't have any say in anything. They do as they're told or
they get whipped.”

I glared at him but he ignored me.

“This is a stupid setup,” I grumbled. “Why
don't they have a dock that goes to the shore closer to the big
boats?”

“They're ships, not boats. And we like being
out on the edge away from people.”

There were very few people around, much to my
relief. He was walking quickly which meant I had to, as well. And
given the slit skirt and lack of panties, I would have been
flashing anyone we passed!

We reached his ship and walked up the
boarding ramp much more slowly, then onto the ship. The lights were
thankfully not very bright inside, but I felt very nervous anyway.
There were a dozen people or so already gathered in the large
wardrobe, being attended to by his staff. Most were Asians, of
course. But there were a couple of white couples.

No one was within ten years of my age, from
the looks of it, except one lovely Asian girl with a man easily old
enough to be her father.

Everyone spoke English, which was a relief,
though some better than others. Black introduced me as “Elena” and
said I worked for the bank, though not what I did there. The other
people were apparently too polite to ask.

I mostly just stood next to him, feeling
self-conscious as he moved slowly among them, thinking of the
revealing view so many people would have of me in the little dress.
None of the other women were dressed in as revealing an outfit. But
as I said, they were all older except for Ru Shi, the younger
girl.

I was very much aware of the need to keep my
legs close together so I didn't flash anyone, and that distracted
me somewhat from the cleavage I was displaying. I was also
desperately anxious to not make any sudden moves in case my breasts
slid out from behind the thin fabric partially covering them!

After about fifteen minutes Black excused
himself for a few minutes, and he led me back along the corridor
and to another cabin.

“Where are we going?” I whispered.

“Just a place with a little privacy.”

“You can't leave your guests alone!” I
gulped. “That would be rude!”

“We'll join them in a couple of minutes.”

Once in the cabin he immediately bent me over
a table.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Whatever I want. I own you, after all.”

“We can't do this now!”

“We can do anything I want, slave.”

He had already lifted the skirt, and now his
fingers slid up and down my sex. A moment later they drew back,
then pushed against my back opening. A long, thin finger slid into
me, slick with some kind of lubrication as he held my head pressed
against the wall by the hair.

He pulled his finger out and then something I
quickly recognized as the butt plug pushed into me. I knew there
was no point in arguing as it stretched me out, then slipped
inside. A moment later the vibrator pushed into me, too, and he
slipped the straps over my hips.

He combed my hair back, then pulled me
upright. But a moment later something slid around my neck.

“What is – !?”

“It's a diamond choker,” he said.

It... felt like one, as he fastened it around
my throat. It wasn't thin, either. It was perhaps an inch wide,
which was pretty big for a choker if it had diamonds on it!

“There, all set.”

He took my arm and opened the door. I got
just a brief glimpse of the side of the choker as we passed a
mirror, then we were back in the corridor. It looked gorgeous, with
several rows of diamonds leading to the front, where there was an
Asian character picked out in diamonds and emeralds.

“Why did you do all this!?” I hissed.

“Why not? It makes for a more interesting
evening.”

We returned to the wardroom. I didn't think
we'd been away long enough for them to suspect sex, but I was still
embarrassed.

Black talked business deals, money for what I
soon came to understand were entertainment figures. He represented,
if he was to be believed, some pretty famous singers and musicians
from around the world who performed or could be persuaded to
perform in Asia.

I stood there and mostly kept quiet, still
very self-conscious. And that didn't help when the vibrator started
up. Yes, there was music playing in the background, and a bunch of
people talking, but it still made me fear someone would hear
it.

But despite that, the vibrations were
starting to tighten my chest and make me squeeze my pubic muscles
down around the thing again and again. I fought to show no sign of
it and to keep from grinding my hips as the sensations and heat
rose.

I'm not sure how much the heat impacted my
thinking, but I began to feel a strange sense of something like
pride at having all those male eyes looking at me and knowing how
hot they thought I was. I had never worn such a revealing outfit,
and it had certainly been embarrassing at first. But as that had
faded I began to feel a definite kind of... thrill, a sense of
daring excitement at wearing something so sexy.

It didn't matter here, after all. I mean,
it's not like I was around my friends at home where the girls would
be talking endlessly about what kind of a slut I was for wearing
something so revealing. These people wouldn't care, didn't know me
and I wouldn't ever see them again anyway.

So standing around in the sexy, tissue-thin
dress began to make me feel pretty sensual and added to the heady
rush of sexuality and passion the vibrator was delivering to my
nervous system.

Black's hand added to that. It was
possessively close, often against my back, at first, but now it
often slid down onto my bottom, squeezing me.

When Black excused us from the couple we were
talking to and led me back down the corridor I felt a rush of
anticipation, wondering if he'd want to do something more... sexual
this time. I was sopping wet by now, and my body was electric with
sexual heat and pressure.

We went back into the cabin and he turned to
me, closing the door with one hand, and placing the other around my
throat to push me back against the cabin wall. His fingers
tightened and I gasped, my hands jerking up to grasp his wrist.

He shook his head. “Drop your hands, slave
girl. Be aware of the balance of power here. You're completely at
my mercy.”

My pulse fluttered in my neck as he tightened
his grip, and I felt my eyes bulge a little. I dropped my arms to
my sides and his grip loosened, though it remained firmly around my
neck.

“The average male has three times the upper
body strength of the average female,” he said casually.

He leaned in close.

“Do you think I'm the average male?”

I tried to shake my head a little.

“Answer me, slave.”

“No, Master!” I gasped.

“No. Reach up behind your neck and undo the
strap of the dress.”

I obeyed. The front of the dress collapsed
instantly, and the dress slid down around my hips.

“Push it off.”

I pushed it down and it slid down to my
ankles.

“Step out of it, slave girl.”

I did as he ordered, fighting to keep my
hands down, as they instinctively wanted to grab at his wrist. But
he was certainly correct. He was massively more powerful than
I.

He drew me forward just by that hand and
kissed me passionately. I raised my hands to his chest and he
pushed me back against the wall.

“Hands at your sides. Think submission,” he
said.

My pulse was racing as I obeyed, and again he
jerked me forward by the neck, kissing me as I stood there naked,
moaning helplessly, hands at my sides.

He shoved me back hard against the wall and I
cried out.

“Who's your master, slave?”

“Y-You are, Master!” I croaked.

He jerked me forward and kissed me again,
loosening his grip so I could breathe. But then he shoved me back
hard against the wall again, tightening his grip.

“Are you my sex slave?”

His hand loosened a bit.

“Yes, Master!” I croaked.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Master!”

He jerked me forward again, kissing me
hungrily.

He shoved me back against the wall.

“Who owns this gorgeous body, slut?”

“You do Master!” I croaked.

He jerked me forward and kissed me roughly,
hungrily.

He pushed me back against the wall again.

“Hands behind your head, slut!”

I gulped, panting, heart-pounding, and
brought my hands up behind my head.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!” I moaned, my body
flaring with heat.

“Arch your back, slut!”

I gasped at his nasty words, at his deep,
powerful, almost angry voice. I had no idea how much of it was an
act and how much was real! But it was shockingly exciting.

“Spread your legs, white girl.”

His other hand slid in and his fingers
stroked up and down my pussy where it was clutched tight around the
vibrator even as he squeezed down around my throat. He squeezed in
tightly enough I couldn't breathe, held it, then eased his hand
more so I could gulp in air.

He undid the strap holding the vibrator
inside me and slid it down, then thrust it up again.

“Ride my cock, slave. Ride up and down on
it.”

I moaned as I obeyed, rising up on the balls
of my feet, then sinking down again repeatedly as he held the
vibrator in place. He began to thrust it up as I rode up and down,
his thumb pressed up so that it rubbed up and down against my
clitoris.

I was getting buzzed, dazed, light-headed
from all the difficulty in breathing. But the animal hunger was
intense simply for the wild, outrageously sexual nature of what he
was doing. I was losing my inhibitions to his rough, intimidating
behavior.

He thrust the vibrator up hard and I cried
out.

“Hands in front of you.”

Trembling, I lowered my hands, and he reached
into his pocket and took out some of the black rope he'd used on me
before. He quickly threw several loops around my wrists and jerked
it tight, then tied it in place. He lifted my hands up above my
head, then drew me aside and lifted a plant down.

A moment later the dark, wild thrill gripping
my mind grew worse, for I found myself tied in place with my hands
above my head!

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!” I moaned.

“Who owns this body?” he demanded, roughly
squeezing my breast.

“You do, Master!”

“Say it. Say I own your body.”

“You own my body, Master!”

He turned away and I looked up at my arms
bound above me, then down at my body, feeling a sense of wonderment
and a thrilling dark heat. Then he turned back and he had a... a
ball in his hand. It was black, and it was pierced by a cord.

He raised it up and to my surprise, pressed
it against my lips.

“Open your mouth, slave.”

I did so, and he pushed it against me. I had
to open my mouth wider, quite wide, and the ball pushed into it –
mostly. It couldn't all fit. I couldn't close my lips afterward
except on the ball. He drew the cord behind my head and clipped it
together, then combed my hair out from under the cord.

He smiled, then, his hands running up and
down my body. He drew the straps of the vibrator back up and
snapped them in place, and turned it on high, then he showed me a
black scarf. He folded it in two, then in two again, then placed it
over my eyes and drew it behind me to tie together.

I moaned, closing my thighs together,
grinding them in place. I was astonished at being involved in such
kinky things, anxious, but filled with an intense sense of passion
and erotic delight. This was so... wicked!

I gasped as fingers gripped my nipples and
pinched them. I moaned around the ball in my mouth, thrusting my
chest up and out as the fingers tugged on my nipples and lifted
them up. They released them. I felt fingers at my ears, then,
putting what felt like earbuds into them. That was confirmed in my
mind as they started playing music.

Meanwhile, I felt hands against my inner
thighs, pushing them apart. I felt a sudden jarring sense of
uncertainty, then. A moment later I felt ropes going around both
ankles. Those hands slid up and down my inner thighs, and gently
caressed the flesh around the vibrator.

The hands felt too soft, though, too soft and
too small!

The vibrator filled the mouth of my sex, and
was almost flush with my body, stretching my pussy lips wide around
it. It pressed up against my clitoris. But that still left room for
a tongue to start licking at me there, for it to sweep from side to
side, then in a circular motion.

Those small, soft hands which had caressed my
thighs slid up my hips, up my sides, caressing my ribs, then eased
around in front to stroke and squeeze my breasts.

Way too small, I thought wildly. It wasn't
him! It was a girl! Who...?!

I felt fingers between my buttocks, felt
pressure on the butt-plug as it was pulled slowly down out of my
ass. A moment later a cock pushed up into me. It wasn't a dildo. It
was too warm, too slick, and too... too natural to be anything but
a cock. It pushed up deep, but not deep enough. And it was thick
but not thick enough!

It wasn't him!

I moaned as I felt my hair pulled, forcing my
head back. I felt lips on my neck, teeth, a tongue! The tongue on
my clitoris licked harder, feeling incredible in concert with the
vibrator! Hands kneaded my breasts, sometimes small and soft,
sometimes larger and harder.

My mind was in a state of astonished
confusion. I didn't know what to do or even how to react or what to
think! My mind was being drowned in heat even as the shock of
realization that two strangers were touching me filled me with
anxiety, embarrassment, and denial.

Touching me!? That cock in my bottom was
thrusting into me, slowly, yes, but using long, deep strokes!
Someone was sodomizing me and I had no idea who! I let my mind
scream about it all for at least two minutes, even as I strained
against the ropes around my wrists and ankles.

Then I slowly relaxed, giving in,
surrendering. I had no control over anything anyway. Could neither
move nor protest nor even see what was happening. It was as if I
were a prisoner... or a sex slave!

I felt a sense of deep anger at Black, but
then that too faded into a sense of acceptance. Or was it surrender
… submission?

I would just have to cope.

With that the pleasure began to rise once
more, like waves rolling ashore, rolling over my mind, growing more
powerful, more intense. I realized my hips were grinding against
the person – girl – licking me. I felt the straps undone, and the
cock-shaped vibrator began to pump up and down in counterpoint to
the cock in my bottom.

It was all too much, and I felt my mind
sinking beneath the waves, felt it tumbling and turning, felt my
body flaring with heat, trembling, and shaking. Then convulsions
wracked my body as a tremendous orgasm tore through me. I cried
out, my voice muffled by the ball, and twisted and thrashed in
place, held tight by the ropes around wrists and ankles.

Whoever was buried in my ass thrust harder,
and his hands roughly squeezed my breasts as he drove himself into
me. Then I felt a gurgle of pleasure at the same time as he thrust
into me hard, then jammed himself in and held himself in place. I
thought I could actually feel his cock shrinking as he slid himself
back out.

I didn't care. My orgasm lasted a lot longer
than his, and I was still twisting and arching and trembling and
shaking as the orgasm sent my mind rolling over and over again. The
vibrator-cock kept thrusting up into me as the girl's tongue licked
hard and fast across my swollen clitoris. And then the guy behind
thrust his hard cock up inside me again.

At least... so I thought then.

As the orgasm faded, leaving me gasping for
breath and trembling, I felt hands fondling my breasts while his
cock worked in and out of me. But something was different, and
after some seconds I realized the cock was shorter, and the hands
on my breasts felt softer, though larger than that of the girl
still licking my clitoris.

Another shock rattled my dazed mind as I came
to the conclusion it was another man! And yet with that realization
came another, deeper sense of surrender, of submission.

The vibrator slid out of me and small fingers
pushed up through the slick opening to my sex. I was sopping wet
inside, and those fingers twisted and turned, stretching out the
entrance to my body. I didn't know how many fingers, but
several.

Her lips started to suck rhythmically on my
clitoris and I shuddered, for it was hyper-sensitive then and the
sensations were almost too powerful! Hips slapped against my
buttocks as someone continued to use my back opening for his
pleasure. And their hands mauled my breasts and pinched and rolled
my nipples.

All I could hear was music, loud, orchestral
music. It was so... strange. It was like I was locked within my
body. Without any way to see or hear what was going on all, all I
could do was feel.

And suddenly I felt the pain in my scalp as
my hair was jerked back. A moment later I felt, almost at the same
time, mouths on my breasts, on the center of my breasts, sucking on
my nipple as tongues swirled around them. Teeth chewed lightly on
the flesh around them as they sucked.

Neither mouth felt like Black! And the hands
which cupped and fondled my breasts felt female. The girl was
kneeling before me, and I knew one of her hands was busy sliding
fingers in and out of me and the other was on my thigh! Yet there
were hands on each breast, and two more caressing my stomach and
squeezing one of my buttocks! Meanwhile, a hand was pulling on my
hair and another was up under my jaw as teeth chewed on the nape of
my neck!

Suddenly the already shocking idea that there
was another man and woman in the room with me expanded to thinking
there were several people in the room! Could they ALL be here!?
Surely not! The image which sprang to my mind was me standing like
this naked with the room filled with people standing around,
holding their drinks, and watching me!

There were at least four people touching me,
though. Four!

I felt a sense of panic and strained against
the ropes to no avail. And then I felt that sense of surrender
again, of submission, and I moaned and slumped in place. Soon
afterward I felt the rise of a dark heat which I identified this
time.

It was a sense of... I don't know what to
call it exactly. But it was the sharp, dark thrill of being... a
victim? Of being a helpless, martyred victim. It was masochistic,
though I'd never thought of myself as a masochist.

It was as if I was viewing a beautiful
innocent girl being sexually mauled by eager, lust-filled people,
and felt a sense of arousal myself at the sight. Only it was much
more intense because I was that girl! And I could feel their bodies
and hands and fingers and tongues – and cocks!

I lost myself to that vision even as
sensations poured through me, as hands stroked, squeezed, and
caressed me, as the fingers in my pussy pushed higher, stretching
me out wider. Those fingers began to take up more and more of my
attention as I ached more. She was licking harder at my clitoris,
and a sparkling rush of pleasure was shooting through my abdomen at
that. But those fingers –.

I cried out as they stretched me even wider!
I felt disoriented and confused. And then I realized what it was.
Her fingers were all inside me. All of them. Her entire hand had
pushed up into me and was now turning from side to side even as she
sucked hungrily on my clitoris!

The fingers slid deeper, wiggling slowly, and
I realized the taut lips of my sex were wrapped around her wrist! I
was shocked, appalled, and then a torrent of dark heat washed over
me! I twisted and strained against the ropes even as the sexual
pressure grew to a feverish level.

I was nearing another come, and as that hand
inside me twisted and turned and the fingers stroked and caressed
the silken inner walls of my sex it exploded. I thrashed and
twisted even more energetically in my bonds this time as the orgasm
shattered my mind.

It was too much! It was too much! It was too
much!

I lost myself to the fever and heat, held in
place by the ropes, my hips rolled and jerked, my back arching, my
entire body flaring with heat as it trembled and shook. It went on
and on until I thought I'd lose my mind, or at least lose
consciousness. Then it faded, leaving me panting for breath,
stunned.

I could feel the slim fingers slowly drawing
in and back inside me, leaving just a fist, a fist which rotated
from side to side, then began to slowly pump up and down as the
tongue lapped at my clitoris.

The cock in my bottom slid out and I felt the
man moving away. Then another moved up and another, larger cock
thrust up into me from behind.

“Sex slave,” a voice whispered in my ear.

It was there among the music. And it repeated
itself. “Sex slave!”

And then amid the music came another voice;
mine. “I'm a sex slave! I'm a slave girl! I'm a sex slave!” over
and over and over again as the music played.

A sex slave! My mind fixed on the idea. I was
a sex slave! This is what happened to sex slaves! I felt a sense of
eroticism at the idea, at the fantasy, and gave myself to that
fantasy.

I'm a sex slave! I thought
dazedly.

The fist inside me began to sink, then rise,
to sink, then rose, to pump slowly inside me, twisting and turning
as it did.

I'm a sex slave!

Another orgasm tore through me and I thrashed
and shook as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably. Another hit shortly
after, then another. I was lost to the dark sexuality of what Black
had created in my mind and in reality.

I was a sex slave!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


The blindfold came off.

I blinked my eyes, then dropped them,
flushing. It was my worst fear. They were all there, watching me! I
was naked before them, flushed and sweating. Someone was behind me,
thrusting into my bottom. The young Chinese girl was kneeling
before me, her whole hand and half her wrist buried in my
throbbing, aching, burning pussy.

I had come half a dozen times and my mind was
dazed, punch-drunk. I was, I realized, drooling around the ball gag
in my mouth. I tried to swallow my saliva, then I cried out as the
guy behind jerked up and back on my hair.

Black sat across the room, perched on the arm
of a chair, a glass in hand, watching me.

I moaned helplessly, enduring the steady
impact of hips against my bottom, of the big cock thrusting up into
me, of the wild, throbbing ache of the girl's hand inside me. I
closed my eyes, unable to meet the eyes of those staring at me.

Sex slave!

There was a strange sense of comfort in the
thought. I mean, weren't sex slaves supposed to be naked? Weren't
they supposed to be doing stuff like this openly? So if I was
supposed to be a sex slave then I wasn't doing anything wrong,
anything shameful.

“Ahh,” the man behind me groaned.

He jammed himself inside me, held still, then
slid out and moved away.

Black got up, and I felt a shock as I
realized what he had in his hand. It was... some kind of whip! It
was the kind with many thin... thongs or laces or whatever they're
called, dozens of them, each about a foot long attached to a
slender handle!

I moaned as he walked over and then moved
behind me.

The girl was still licking my clitoris hard,
her hand was, if anything, pushing even deeper!

Black's arm moved and the whip flew out, the
thin laces spreading in the air and then hitting my back at almost
the same time. None were very heavy. In fact, they were all very
lightweight. And none stung very much. But there were dozens of
them!

I cried out, my back arching violently, my
wrists jerking against the ropes!

“Whore,” he said.

I couldn't disagree exactly.

He swung it against my back again, and again
I cried out, my back arching, my limps pulling against the
ropes.

“Slut.”

I couldn't disagree with that either!

Again the whip struck my back, and again, and
again, and again as I cried out, thrashing and twisting against the
ropes while my back got hotter and more tender. The whip swung
lower, cracking across my buttocks, hitting harder, stinging wildly
so my hips jerked and twisted.

“Slave,” he said.

God! God! God! It was like I was really a sex
slave!

Again I felt myself falling into the role,
into the mindset, into the dark fantasy.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip snapped down on my body
repeatedly

I felt his hand beneath my hair, felt the
thin strap going around my head loosen. His fingers moved around
behind me and he tugged the ball loose even as I felt my hair
jerked back.

“Will you obey, slut!?” he growled.

“Yes, Master!” I half-sobbed.

Right in front of a dozen people!

He reached up and untied the ropes, then drew
my arms down and around behind me to tie up again. He and another
man lifted me, carried me, settled me down, as the small Chinese
girl moved with us. Then I was on my knees before a woman, with the
Chinese girl behind me, pumping her fist slowly inside me.

The woman looked down at me, gripped my hair,
and spread her legs as she lifted her skirt. She said something in
Chinese but I didn't understand it. I suppose I didn't need to. I
began to lick her.

Yes, I'd had some lesbian experience, not
much, a single girlfriend in my freshman year. But then, the girl
behind me had been giving me a master class in how to perform oral
sex on a woman for what felt like forever now.

The others gathered around watching as I
licked, as the woman dug her nails into my breasts and squeezed
them, as the girl behind pumped her fist inside me.

Sex slave!

The girl began to rub my clitoris with her
other fingers, and I slowly sank into the role, moaning dazedly,
licking and sucking on the woman's clitoris even as the girl behind
roused my body yet again.

I was going out of my mind! I was lost in the
dark wild, scalding fantasy of being a sex slave! Naked in front of
all these people! Used and abused so... so cruelly! Degraded! God,
it was shocking how hot I felt now in this terrible, wicked
game!

The Chinese girl's fist was moving faster
inside me, even as her fingers expertly stroked my clitoris. I
gasped and moaned helplessly, licking at the woman's clitoris as
she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Lick harder, slut,” she purred.

She caught my nipple between her fingernails
and pinched it so that I cried out.

“Harder, slave,” she growled.

I licked harder, gasping for breath. And such
was the depths of the fantasy I'd fallen into it did not even occur
to me to protest. The thought that I had any control over anything
didn't even enter my mind! I was a sex slave!

The fingers rubbing me were replaced by the
vibrator, grinding from side to side against my clitoris. The
thrumming stream of sensation became a flood and I cried out
helplessly, my hips jerking and grinding and rolling as the
sensations poured over my mind.

An orgasm tore through me, and I trembled and
shook, my hips bucking back against the fist thrusting into me. It
hurt. But it hurt so... so good! I didn't care about the pain! I
rutted like an animal, all inhibitions lost.

The hand slowly came out of me as the orgasm
faded, then I was picked up and dropped none too gently on a narrow
table. My buttocks were on one side and my shoulders on the other
as my head hung upside down over the side.

A man stepped forward and his cock pushed
into my open mouth, then down my throat even as hands spread my
legs achingly wide. I was penetrated, another man fucking me now as
the cock in my throat moved in and out, up and down. I gurgled and
gasped and gagged as the man held my head down and simply fucked my
mouth and throat.

I arched and twisted, dazed, unable to
breathe, and then I lost consciousness entirely.

*

I woke to find myself in a cage. I was
confused, dazed, my mind fuzzy, and my body aching. I wasn't sure
where I was or what was going on, at first. I was in an unfamiliar
cabin, a big one, with a large bed at the far end. And... I was in
a cage.

Yes, it was definitely a cage. And I was
definitely naked. The wild rush of memories flooded my mind and I
sat up, reaching a hand up to my throat. It was sore, but I could
breathe, at least. The ball gag was back in my mouth, though.

I was still wearing the wide diamond choker
with the Chinese character in the middle. I also had thick diamond
bracelets around my wrists – and ankles. I examined them, but it's
so hard to tell if something is a real diamond or zirconium these
days. The diamonds were attached to the outside of a metal bracelet
about two inches wide. If they were real I was wearing a
fortune.

I reached up to the ball. It was stainless
steel and held my jaw and lips wide even as it filled my mouth and
pressed down against my tongue. I reached up behind my head but
couldn't feel how to undo the clasp, or even feel it.

Movement caught my eye, and I realized there
was a large mirror sitting on the floor behind me. I turned around
quickly and stared at myself. I was kneeling naked in a cage, my
lips pressed against the ball, the diamond-covered bracelets around
my wrists and ankles and – collar.

God, I looked outrageous! This whole thing
was outrageous!

I looked down now because there was a narrow,
rounded stainless steel belt around my waist. It was as thin as a
pencil. A second rounded belt descended from it and sank between
the lips of my sex before curving under my body and up between my
buttocks.

There was a butt-plug of some kind inside me.
I could feel its thickness. I also had a dildo inside me. I could
feel that, too. Apparently, this belt thing was meant to keep them
in place.

What the bloody hell?

I ran my fingers along it but couldn't feel
or see how to remove it.

I realized I had to keep swallowing my
saliva. The stainless steel ball in my mouth kept producing it, and
if I wasn't careful it leaked out around it. I could feel that the
floor I lay upon was wet where my cheek had lain before I
wakened.

The boat was in motion. I realized that in an
instant and felt a jolt of anxiety. Where were we going?! What was
happening!? Being a sex slave was an insanely hot sexual fantasy
but I had no desire to be one in reality!

The cabin door opened and a Black woman came
in. She looked down at me and I flushed hotly. I'd never seen her
before. I instinctively closed my legs and drew my arms over my
breasts.

“Listen to me, slave,” she growled. “There is
only one thing you need to learn. Are you listening? Are you?!”

I nodded anxiously.

“You need to learn to obey. Whatever you're
told, you do it. Understand, slave?”

I looked at her uncertainly, and she suddenly
produced a long, thin black rod which she slapped against the
bars.

“Did you understand me, slave?”

I nodded anxiously.

“You will do precisely what you are told when
you are told. Nothing more. Nothing less. Do you understand,
slave?”

I nodded again.

“I'm going to open the cage. You will crawl
out like a little bitch animal, sit on your heels, spread your
knees wide, put your hands on your head, and arch your back.
Failure to do all of these at once will result in punishment. Do
you understand, slave?”

I nodded again, my mind churning with
confusion and anxiety, with fear even. Surely that bastard Black
hadn't really grabbed me like a real sex slave!

She slid the cage door up and slapped the
side with the crop and I crawled out. I was embarrassed, but it was
funny how fear conquers embarrassment. I crawled out, then sat back
on my heels and spread my legs as I arched my back, hands on
head.

She leaned over and traced my nipple with the
tip of the crop.

“Do something wrong, slave. I want to cause
you pain,” she taunted.

I gulped, pulse racing.

She stood back.

“Stand up,” she barked. “Keep your hands on
your head and your back arched. Spread your feet wide.”

I obeyed and she let the tip of the crop
slide back and forth over one breast, then the other. The crop was
flexible, and on the end was what looked like a double loop of thin
leather cord perhaps two inches long, perhaps something to hang it
on a hook with.

“Obey,” she said.

She flicked the crop down and just the little
double loop of cord slapped at my nipple stingingly.

I gasped but held my position.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she purred.

She slapped the cord down against my other
nipple, then again.

“Hot little fuck machine,” she said. “Bend
over and grab your ankles.”

I flushed and obeyed, then cringed mentally
as she moved around behind me. The crop slapped lightly across my
buttocks but she kept on moving, circling me.

“Get down on all fours.”

I obeyed.

“Now crawl to the door, then crawl back.”

I blinked in confusion, but then did it, my
mind still churning with uncertainty and nervous that this was more
real than I would want.

“When you stop, sit back on your heels like
before.”

I obeyed, arching my back.

“Facedown on the floor, with your ass in the
air.

I obeyed again, and she slapped lightly at my
bottom until my knees were wide apart and then at my back until I
squirmed my thighs in tighter against my thighs.

“Little white slut,” she taunted. “Always
eager for a big cock.”

And suddenly the rounded stainless steel belt
which was sunk between the lips of my sex started to vibrate,
started to pulse. I gasped but held my position.

“Sex slave,” she taunted. “Put your hands
behind your back, wrists crossed.”

Moaning weakly, I obeyed, and she squatted
then did something which locked the two bracelets together at the
small of my back. She stood up again and then slashed the crop
across my buttocks. It stung! I cried out, jerking in place at how
sharp the pain was!

“That was a lesson, an example,” she said. “I
want you to know how the crops feels if you disobey an order. I'm
going to take the ball-gag out of your mouth. You will not speak.
You will not ever speak unless spoken to. Is that clear,
Slave?”

I moaned in reply and the crop cut across my
bottom again.

I cried out in pain, my wrists jerking
against the bracelets.

“Answer me, slut!”

“Yethh!” I cried.

“Remember, not a single word. Every word you
speak unless it is a reply to me will draw one blow from the
crop.”

She squatted and did something with the
strap, then pulled the ball out of my mouth.

“Now, are you going to be a good little sex
slave?” she purred.

I hesitated but didn't think this was the
time to argue.

“Yes... uh...”

“Mistress. Say it.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are you going to obey all orders?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She stood up and moved before me. She was
wearing black stiletto heels with very pointy toes.

“Show me your humility, white girl. Lick my
shoe.”

I gulped, but eased my head up a bit and
licked at it.

“Harder, Slave!”

I moaned and extended my neck, licking
harder. The crop snapped down on my right buttock and I cried out
in pain.

“Show me how excited you are to lick my shoe,
Slave! Lick harder! Lick faster! Long licks! Loving licks! You love
showing your mistress how devoted and obedient you are! Lick, white
girl!”

Gasping, I licked up and down her shoe, and
when she tilted it back on the heel I licked the underside too!

“Stand up!”

I stood up, a bit awkward since my wrists
were locked behind me. She put the ball-gag back in my mouth and
fastened it behind me, then attached a thin shiny leash to the
front of the collar. She moved behind me and undid the bracelets
and ordered me to get down on all fours.

Then she made me crawl on the leash across
the room and outside. We crawled down a corridor and then into the
large wardroom where I'd been before. It was empty now, and she had
me stand up, then led me to the bar. And then she began to show me
how to make drinks.

I don't mean like it was a bar-tending
lesson. They had automatic dispensers to dispense various soft
drinks, as well as icy cold water, as well as various types of
liquor. Not to mention beer on tap. There were more beers in the
refrigerator behind the bar and other types of drinks.

She had me pour a glass of water, putting in
two inches of ice first, then putting the glass on a small silver
tray. Then I had to walk across to a chair, kneeling, lowering my
head and face, and raising my arms up as if I were making an
offering to the gods or something.

All the while the round bar passing over my
sex, between the lips of my sex, pulsed and vibrated. The battery
must be in the dildo inside me, I thought, for that too was
vibrating.

She hadn't taken the glass off, so I raised
my head to see why. Suddenly I felt a shock inside me, inside my
bottom! It was instantaneous, like static electricity, a short,
split-second snap of pain that made me squeal and drop the tray and
glass.

“Silly little cow,” she said. “I told you to
obey, did I not? To do as told and only as told? You were not to
look up. A slave is too menial a thing to look people in the eye.
You were impatient, were you? Well, slaves don't get to be
impatient.”

She touched her wrist and I felt another
shock inside me. My hips bucked forward and I fell on my belly, my
hands grasping at my bottom, but the pain had already
disappeared.

“Now clean this up, slave.”

I moaned, reeling, rising on all fours. I
went back to the bar and got a cloth, then came back and cleaned up
the water. Thankfully the glass hadn't broken. She made me go and
do it again. This time I knelt until she deigned to pick the glass
up.

She removed the ball-gag again.

“Who am I?”

“M-Mistress?” I gulped.

“And you are what?”

“Uhm... uh – OW!” I squealed at the shock
inside my bottom.

“You are a sex slave! Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” I cried.

She put the ball-gag back in and had me fetch
more drinks. Sometimes she was standing up, but I still had to
kneel, bow my head, and raise the tray up until she took the drink
off.

She had me put on a pair of high, stiletto
heels and then stand against the wall with my hands behind my
neck.

“Do. Not. Move.” She glared at me menacingly
and then left the room.

I stood in place, still wildly confused about
what was happening! Was I in danger?

The vibrating bar between my legs was making
it very hard to keep still. Despite the anxiety filling my mind,
its constant pulsing vibrations were making me want to grind my
thighs together and reach down to rub my clitoris.

And finally, after I was sure I was alone, I
did. I reached my finger down, slid it along the narrow metal bar,
and tried to work it underneath right over my clitoris.

The shock thing in my bottom went off and I
yelped in pain. It went off again, and then again as I cried out,
grabbing at my bottom and looking around wildly.

“I can see you, Slave,” I heard her voice
say.

I felt another snap of electricity, and
another, and squealed in pain, trying to pull the thing off me, but
to no avail.

Imagine wearing a heavy wool sweater and
dragging your feet across the rug wearing socks, and then pressing
your fingertip against something metal. Now imagine doing it
repeatedly. Now imagine the static shock wasn't on your finger but
inside you!

“Against the wall, Slave. Hands behind your
neck.”

I crawled to my feet, yelping at another
shock, desperate for it to stop, and slapped my buttocks against
the wall, arching my back.

“Obey!” she exclaimed, her voice coming from
some hidden speaker.

Snap! Another sharp jolt inside me.

“Obey!” she ordered.

I trembled and moaned but there were no more
shocks.

Five minutes later she came into the room,
wearing a long, sleek dress this time. She gave me a scowl, then
stepped aside. Black came in, and with him was another black man, a
stranger. I flushed but didn't move.

“Now that sure looks nice,” the other guy
said.

“Don't it? She's just one of the things you
can buy if you've got money,” Black said with a grin.

What did that mean!? He hadn't bought me!

They sat down and he snapped his fingers at
me. I flushed and walked forward, being sure to keep my hands
behind my neck the way Mistress had shown me.

“I'll have a rum and Coke. What about you,
Elliot?”

“I'll have this girl here,” the other man
said, leering at me.

“Later, man, if I'm feeling generous. She's
my slave, after all.”

He waved me to leave and I gulped and
departed, going to the bar. I made their drinks, then, with the
woman watching me with steely eyes, walked back and then knelt,
raising the tray and lowering my eyes. Black took his drink and I
rose and moved around to the other chair, then knelt before the
other man.

“Boy, she's got some body,” the man said.
“Are those real?”

“Check.”

The man reached down and squeezed my breast
as I knelt there, then, chuckling, took his glass off the tray.

“Man, that's nice,” he said. “Where you find
her?”

“I just bought her at Ho Depot, man.”

They both laughed as I rose and went back to
the wall.

Within ten minutes there were six more men
there, all Asians. Each time they came in I had to walk over to
them and wait for their drink order, then return and make it, then
come back, kneel and offer up the drinks.

The conversation was now in Mandarin, so I
had little idea what they were all talking about. There were
frequent looks at me, and ribald laughter from time to time.

Through much of it, I fought desperately not
to tremble and shake, not to reach down, not to grind my thighs
together. If the thing pressing against my clitoris had moved even
a little I know I would have had an orgasm. I was on the edge of
orgasm continually, especially as my self-consciousness faded.

The little gathering lasted over an hour,
then the Chinese men all left.

After seeing them off, Black returned, along
with the other black man. He sat down on his big, upholstered
chair, then snapped his fingers at me. I walked over, trembling and
he looked up at me.

“I wanted you to get the feeling of what
being a slave was all about,” he said. “Turn around.”

I turned around and felt his fingers at the
back of the rounded belt. It opened and he slid it off, taking the
other down. I felt the vibrator and butt-plug slowly being pulled
from my body, and trembled helplessly.

“Man, this bitch is sopping wet,” the other
man said from behind me.

Black smirked and had me turn towards him,
then undid his belt and opened his zipper. He pulled his cock out,
hard and thick.

“Straddle my lap, Slavegirl,” Black said.
“And sink that juicy pussy down on my black cock.”

Moaning, I climbed onto the big chair and
straddled him, then sank down. I almost came at the first touch of
the head of his cock. As it was I was able to let it stretch me
open and push into the mouth of my sex before the orgasm tore
through me.

I cried out around the gag, sinking myself
down hard, ignoring the pain, grasping his shoulders as I began to
ride him hard and fast, desperately, impaling myself again and
again as the orgasm tore my mind apart.

His mouth closed on the center of my left
breast, his teeth digging into my soft flesh as he began to suck
hungrily. His tongue whipped across my nipple as his other hand
came up to knead my other breast.

Then, behind me, I felt the other man
pressing against me. His own cock pushed into my back opening and
then slid deep as he began to pump in and out.

The orgasm went on for what felt like a full
minute. I wallowed in it, riding frantically up and down, feeling a
glorious burst of pleasure every time I slid down its thick,
glistening length! The other cock thrusting into my ass pumped in
and out and sent a second wave of scalding erotic heat through my
mind as the two men fought to maul my breasts.

The orgasm faded – sort of, but I remained in
a feverish sexual heat as they thrust into me. Another orgasm tore
through me perhaps two minutes later, then another a minute after
that one ended, then a fourth as my body seemed intent on
continuous convulsions and my mind was drowned in ecstasy!

What a whore I was! What a sex slave I
was!

*

I spent the night on his ship, naked, being
his sex slave. In the morning, his chauffeur drove me home in time
to change and go to work. While I was at work that woman – her name
was Vivienne, went to my place and removed almost all my work
clothes.

After work, I returned to the ship, not my
apartment. And there stripped and became – a sex slave! It was
simply too wild, too exotic and erotic, too deeply, ponderously
exciting for me to abandon the offer of staying with him!

The sex with him was intense, savage, and
brought multiple orgasms every time. I also had sex with Vivienne,
often in front of him, sometimes in front of him and others. I
masturbated in front of him, too, and then in front of him and
others. It was incredibly intense! Yes, yes, humiliating,
certainly, but so wild that I came, screaming every time.

Sometimes I'd have sex with his guests, but
mostly they just got to look at me as I served drinks and
canapes.

The most intensely degrading, mortifying, and
feverish little party featured a dozen people, all dressed up. I
had to masturbate in front of them with a dildo, then crawl around
and lick their shoes to beg their permission to perform oral sex on
them.

God! It was insane!

And it warped my mind. I can tell you that. I
became intensely sexual and intensely proud of my sexuality and
beauty. I loved how everyone was so aroused just by looking at me.
I loved the hungry looks, even though they continued to embarrass
me a little.

One time he had me put on an even sluttier
dress than I'd worn to that first gathering. He took me to a strip
club, and after watching some of the girls, it turned out it was
amateur night! I had to get up on the stage and strip naked in
front of hundreds of men!

It was humiliating and feverish hot at the
same time. I almost came from grinding my pussy against the
stripper pole!

Then I had to give lap dances to men in a
back room while they groped me and paid me money.

I was so hot I begged Black to fuck me when
we got back in the car. I straddled and rode him right there,
heedless of the chauffeur looking back at us.

And then, at the end of summer, I flew home
again to resume my life as an earnest, studious college student. It
was impossible to put the summer behind me, though, impossible to
put myself back into that box as a 'good girl'.

I was a slut. I sought out men: big, strong,
handsome men, gave myself to them, and even taunted them in hopes
they'd get rough. Yes, I knew that was a little dangerous, but I
liked the edginess to it! I wanted to be tied up and used hard!
Sometimes by multiple men!

And I was!

A couple of months into the term I got a
gold-embossed invitation in an envelope slid beneath my door. It
addressed me as Sex Slave, and invited me to come to a
castle and be tormented and abused.

The thing was, I hadn't really gotten that
deep into the submissive stuff yet. Frustratingly, most of the men
I had sex with only wanted sex. I had just started searching among
older men, professors, mainly, looking for someone who wanted
something kinkier. So who knew about this 'sex slave' stuff? Unless
it was... Black?

I was willing to go and see.

The castle was old. It had the usual
drawbridge and walls, with a high keep inside. I got out of the
car, walked across the drawbridge and through a courtyard, ready
with several stories to laugh things off if this turned out to be
something else.

I entered the keep and found the big main
gallery lit by, of all things, torches. I don't mean modern lights
that looked like a torch. I mean real torches, real flames, on
sconces on the walls. That made it somewhat dimly lit, of
course.

“Take off your clothes, Sex slave,” a voice
called from the darkness.

It was HIM!

I gulped and then obeyed. Suddenly a real
light lit up, high above. It was a narrow-focused spotlight and it
was aimed at the floor ahead of me. I walked forward and a man
stepped into the light. I didn't know who it was. He had a mask,
but he was tall and broad-shouldered and his skin was black.

He gripped my wrist and then I saw the
leather restraint hanging from a chain. I watched, heart beating
like a drum as he fastened it around my wrist. He took my other
wrist, pulling it up and aside, widely stretched until he could
fasten another restraint around it.

He pushed my legs far enough apart I was on
the balls of my feet, and then chained them there. A ball gag was
pushed into my mouth, and then he pulled off the mask.

It wasn't him!

He smiled at me, then moved out of view.

“Sex slave,” Black's voice said.

He stepped forward to the edge of the shadows
and I could see now that it was him. I moaned as he took off his
jacket. The other Black man came forward and then knelt before me.
His hands slid up and down my body and then his tongue began to
lick me.

I shuddered as Black stripped off his shirt
and I saw all those rippling muscles again. Then he moved behind
me. He'd used a flog on me before. At the time I'd called it a whip
because I didn't know any other word for it. But now he had a whip,
a long, single-tailed length of braided leather.

My hips were already grinding helplessly
against this stranger's tongue as my breathing came in ragged
gasps. Then the whip cut across my shoulders and I screamed.

I did that a lot over the following minutes.
The whip snapped down against my soft flesh from shoulders to
thighs. Then the stranger got up and moved behind me. His cock
thrust up into my bottom as Black moved around in front of me and
sent the whip slicing through the air to cut across my breasts and
belly.

I came so powerfully when the whip cut across
my nipples I almost lost consciousness. I screamed my voice raw,
twisting and writhing and thrashing in place as the whip came down
again and again and the man behind me thrust his cock up hard and
deep.

They released me, and with whip-marks across
my body, I crawled on my belly to where Black stood, and,
trembling, licked at his boots. Then I turned, raising my bottom,
spreading my legs, dropping my aching breasts onto the stone floor,
and when he thrust himself into me I came again.

And again and again. And again.

“Cambridge is a good school,” he said, “But I
think I can teach you a lot more.”

I thought so too.

I still didn't like him much. But he'd
ignited a feverish heat inside me and it seemed only he could sate
it.

My need, my hunger overrode anything else.
And as long as that was the case I was going to be his sex
slave.

 


END
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