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Rebecca Foster was hot, sweaty, and tired.
The August sun was beating down on her slender shoulders as Cooper
trudged along beneath her, as hot as she. Her brown hair was matted
against her skull beneath the white straw hat, and she had long
since given up trying to wipe the sweat off her brow with her
equally sweaty wrists and hands.

It was almost a hundred degrees on the south
Texas prairie, and absolutely no place for a fair skinned white
girl. Even one slathered in sunblock. But she had a job to do, and
a father too sick to do it. At the moment that was checking the
north fences and doing minor repairs before they became major.

Their ranch was nothing to write home about,
no more than five hundred acres, and not the best land around, but
it had been in her family for generations, despite everything the
county taxmen could do to them.

She eyed the fence line as they moved,
checking for strands that sagged, or posts that leaned too much,
and glad to not find many. Then she did, and sighed, pulling Cooper
to a halt. She slid down nimbly, despite her weariness, patted
Cooper, then went over to look at the fence.

The strand had pulled loose as the post had
leaned inward. She pushed the post back, then went back to Cooper,
grabbed her gloves and the sledgehammer, and pounded the post a
little more firmly into the ground.

There was a lot of strength in her arms and
shoulders, and it didn't come from a fitness club. Becca knew all
about fitness clubs, but the notion that people had to go waste
their time running on treadmills or pulling on wire or elastic
cables to work their muscles was so beyond her life experience it
was difficult to grasp.

Her body was slender, but strong, her muscles
taut from regular use. The only noticeable fat on her lay in the
cups of her bra – a bra as sweaty as the rest of her, and one she
resented having to wear. Especially out here in the middle of
nowhere.

She'd been flat chested into her middle
teens, and hadn't minded at all. Then they'd sprouted even as she'd
grown several inches taller, and they'd been irritating her ever
since. The wrong kind of men were attracted to breasts like flies
to shit, and hers were now all-too noticeable.

She had never much minded when guys commented
on her butt, for she had a sharp tongue to her and could easily
snap back at them. Besides, she couldn't normally see people
staring at her butt. But having men, even old ones, looking down at
her chest instead of her face was something kind of hard to
ignore.

But the bra, even though it squeezed in on
them, which made them even hotter and sweatier, was necessary if
she was going to swing a sledgehammer, or they'd bounce around in
an annoying fashion.

She got the hammer and pliers, and made sure
the barbed wire was fixed firmly in place, then climbed back onto
Cooper's back and continued on.

Twenty minutes later Cooper began to move
faster, smelling the water, and she did little to restrain him. She
still kept her eyes on the fence as they moved, as more greenery
sprouted around it, brush and small trees instead of just the tall
prairie grass.

The greenery thickened and grew taller, and
then there it was, the pond. No one had ever given it a name that
she knew. It wasn't like there were so many ponds on their property
it even needed one. It was about forty feet by the same again, and
fed by a small creek which flowed off the Tukswana river on the
neighboring ranch.

Cooper went right up to it and stepped in,
then bent his head to drink. Becca slipped off, pulled her shoes
off, and then, making sure her cell phone was left behind, walked
into the pond and then threw herself forward, immersing herself in
the relatively cool waters.

She stood up with a relieved sigh. The water
was only about four feet deep here, but that was plenty. She dunked
herself under again, then threw herself back into where it was a
little deeper before coming to the surface.

She swam, then walked forward, and splayed
Cooper, who moved back a little in annoyance.

She laughed and then climbed out of the water
herself. She reached back and wrung out her hair a little, but
wasn't concerned about being wet. The sun would dry her soon
enough, even her low riding jeans. Aside from them she wore an off
white tank top which was tight across her breasts and pulled in
against her ribs just below them. It had 'I am a crazy girl' in
oddly shaped letters across the chest.

She normally didn't wear anything with
letters or designs on the chest since all it did was give boys
excuses to stare at her boobs more but out here she was safe
enough.

She looked up into the sky, then out over the
land and sighed contentedly. She couldn't imagine being stuck in a
cubicle somewhere, or working in a store, or behind a counter in a
bank like her cousin Emily. This might be harder, physically, but
it was so much better and more real.

She brushed the long, wet bangs back off her
forehead, then decided to have another dip. She threw herself in
and swam leisurely across to the other side. She considered
stripping naked. There was no one but Cooper to see, after all, and
he sure didn't care.

But no, years of teasing and taunting from
horny boys and jealous girls at school had made her awfully
self-conscious about her breasts. So even out here she wasn't eager
to expose them to the air. The wisdom of that decision made itself
known about five minutes later when a horse appeared over the
raised bank behind her.

“A trespasser!” a male voice cried.

She turned, startled, just as a lariat
settled around her chest and yanked tight. She yelped, almost
pulled off her feet, her arms pinned to her sides as she glared up
at the grinning young man looking down at her.

She recognized him. James Morrow. He'd been a
year ahead of her in school, and had been among her tormentors. His
father had a hundred thousand acre ranch – the one next to her
family, as it happened, and he had tried all through school to
claim her as a notch on his belt. He hadn't gotten very far.

“What do we have here?” he said “Looks like a
lost cow wandered onto my property.”

She tried to pull her arms out from under the
loop and he jerked her forward again so she did stumble onto one
knee.

“Quit it!” she snapped. “You big
dumbass!”

“Mouthy cow, too. Probably cuz it hasn't been
milked yet. Them udders sure look full,” he taunted.

She flushed despite herself. Her wet tank top
plastered to her body, and was mostly see-through at the moment,
and her bra wasn't much better.

“You are an asshole!” she shouted.

Another horse came up beside the first.
Denver Morrow, his father. Where James was slender and gym-toned,
Denver Morrow was broad-chested, and had the muscles of a man used
to hard work, even if he didn't do much of it anymore.

He looked down at her, then sighed, reached
down and grabbed his son's thigh, and yanked it up and out. That
made James yelp in surprise as he tilted over the opposite side of
his horse and fell to the ground.

Becca used the opportunity to wriggle out of
the rope, glowering up at both of them.

Well, mostly at Jimmy. No one dared glower at
Denver Morrow much. He was a powerful man, locally, and only had to
cock his finger to have the county sheriff, the mayor of Lindon,
and just about anyone else come running, eager to know what he
wanted of them.

“Apologize to the young lady,” he
ordered.

Jimmy picked himself up, scowling up at his
father.

“I don't see no lady. I just see a scraggly
farmhand with big tits,” he said.

He turned to her and sneered again
“Beckyyyyy!” he chanted. Beck-beck-beck-beck-beckyyy!”

His father moved his horse closer and then
brought his foot up against Jimmy's back, then shoved, and he went
tumbling down the low embankment into the water.

“Jesus H. Christ!” he snapped. “You're twenty
years old! Act like a man and not a twelve year old boy!”

He turned to Becca and tipped his cowboy
hat.

“Sorry to bother you, Miss Foster,” he said.
“I hope your father is feeling better.”

Jimmy got to his feet, glaring up at his
father, then turning to stare at Becca's chest.

“I can see your nipples, Becky,” he taunted,
his voice low.

A lariat settled around him, this time, and
he yelped as it cinched tight. Then he was being yanked backward
and up the bank, his father easily pulling him even after he
started to resist.

Mister Morrow got down and moved forward to
the edge of the bank, where he had quiet words with his son. Jimmy,
red-faced, then got on his horse and rode off.

“Mind coming up here for a moment?” he asked
her.

Becca minded a lot, but she didn't see a way
to say no without being rude. And you didn't get rude with Denver
Morrow. Besides, if he wanted to talk, she couldn't refuse. And if
someone was going to climb up and down a bank it wasn't going to be
him. That was just common sense.

She reached the top, her arms crossed across
her chest then as he smiled thinly at her.

“I apologize for his behavior,” he said.
“Sometimes, people get more arrogant than their accomplishments
justify.”

She nodded brusquely.

“Tell your father my offer still stands,” he
said. “Any time he wants.”

“I don't think he's much interested in
selling, Mister Morrow,” she replied. “My father was born here and
he says he'll die here.”

“He can do that. I wouldn't kick the man out
of his house. But if he sold the land to me he'd have money to fix
up that old house, take care of his medical bills, and even send
you off to college.”

She laughed. “Me in college? I like being out
here. I don't know of anything else I'd want to be.”

“Well, it's sure been good to you,” he said.
“I see so many pudgy girls now, girls with their bellies hanging
over their belts. It's good to see a girl with a nice, firm belly,”
he said, looking down.

“And abdomen,” he said. “Your jeans are
pretty low.”

She flushed, confused, and somewhat
flattered, too. No one had ever complimented her on her belly
before. They always seemed to focus on her boobs or butt or hair or
eyes.

“Uhm, they're made that way,” she said.

He nodded, raising his eyes to her face.

“A pretty girl like you, though, shouldn't be
out working like a ranch hand,” he said. “That sun is gonna turn
your skin to leather if you keep it up.”

His own skin was dark and tanned and lined
with the years, even though he was only in his forties. He was a
handsome man, though, gruff, stern, and absolutely aware that he
was master of not only his ranch but the county around it.

“My dad will be better soon,” she said.

He might not be looking at her breasts, but
he was looking at her the way men did, and that made Becca feel...
strange. Mr. Morrow wasn't like most men. There was something wild
about him, something untamed and powerful. He was a man who didn't
live by many rules because he didn't have to. And even if he was
older there was something powerfully masculine about him that
appealed to her instincts in a way she could barely recognize.

Still, he was more than twice her age, and
the lord of all he surveyed. He might have 'offered' to buy out
their much smaller ranch, but if he really tried to he could force
them off it easily enough. The bank did pretty much whatever he
told them to, for example, as did most of the stores in town.

He was a man to be polite to, and to be wary
of.

“Jimmy ever have you out to our place?” he
asked.

She shook her head. He'd invited her, of
course, but she'd refused.

“I'm always looking for staff,” he said. “Not
a lot of people want to live out here so far from town.”

“I got too much to do here, Mister Morrow,
but I thank you for the offer,” she said.

“Maybe when your dad feels better,” he said.
“Jimmy will be going back to school next month, so he won't be
around to bother you. And the job pays twenty an hour.”

“Uh... what sort of job?” she asked
carefully.

“Routine stuff; some inside, cleaning and
polishing, some outside doing some light maintenance like washing
the cars, cutting grass and doing pool maintenance. We got enough
to keep you busy, and keep that belly flat.”

He smiled lightly and she flushed again.

“Twenty dollars an hour is a lot for that,
isn't it?” she asked uncertainly.

“I can get some Mexican for half that, but
don't want someone around the house I can't trust and whose family
I don't know. Here's a bonus for you. If I hire you, you'll be
hired by my corporation, not me personally.”

She frowned at him in confusion, wondering
what difference that made.

“If you get hired by my corporation you get
benefits, including health care for you and your immediate
family.”

That gave her a jolt. They didn't have health
care and the expenses for her father were huge.

He reached over and his big hand gripped her
arm just below the sleeve, then squeezed a little. A moment later
he gripped her other arm, startling her. He let go after a second,
grinning.

“Got nice, strong arms, girl,” he said.
“Means you're not lazy. You come and see Bob, who runs the place.
He'll see to things.”

He climbed back on his horse, gave her
another long look, then rode off after his son, leaving Becca
looking doubtfully after him. Health care would be fantastic! But
the way he had looked at her had been... unsettling. Of course, a
lot of men looked at her in that sort of way, even when she was
dressed normally.

She looked down at herself and made a face.
Her top wasn't completely see-through but it sure wasn't hiding a
lot.

She slid back down the bank then jumped into
the pond, ducking her head before surfacing and swimming across to
the other side.

Her father's health care costs since he'd had
a hurt his back last month had been huge. The ranch had always been
profitable, but barely. There wasn't money for health insurance.
The money his treatment needed was sapping his savings. He needed
an operation on his back, but the cost was ridiculous. And she had
strong suspicions he was ignoring certain drugs his doctor had
prescribed because they cost too much.

Whatever her suspicions about Morrow, if she
could get him health insurance that would be a huge load off his
back – and hers.

She put on her hat, climbed back onto
Cooper's back, and then headed off to continue checking the fences.
But the thought of Morrow, and working for him, was never far from
her mind.

Her suspicions about him wanting more from
her than what local people might term 'respectable' work led
inevitably to the thought of what it would be like sleeping with
someone like Denver Morrow. It wasn't the sort of thought which had
ever occurred to her before.

He was, for one thing, way older than anyone
she had ever had any sort of fantasies about – well, except for
Brad Pitt, who, come to think of it, was probably older than him.
Also prettier, though, she thought.

But older or not there was something deeply
attractive about a man so strongly built, so absolutely sure of
himself, so competent and determined and aggressive. Then again, he
was also the kind of man that made people nervous, including
her!

What would she do if a man with that sort of
determination decided he wanted her in his bed? What would she do
if she worked in his house and he wanted her in his bed!? She had
little fear he would use physical force. She suspected that just
wasn't his way when dealing with women.

But he wouldn't need to. If she needed the
job he could just hint that keeping it meant keeping him happy. And
then what?

That led her again to the idea of what it
would be like to sleep with him, and that led to a flurry of mixed
emotions. Partly that was because most of her disdain for the local
boys who hit on her so much was that they acted like immature
puppies, unworthy of her, and untrustworthy.

She wasn't about to sleep with some
slobbering idiot who probably wasn't very good and who'd go brag to
everyone he knew about it! But that was surely not the case with
Denver Morrow. He was, by any measure you cared to use, an
impressive man.

If she had a... well, a fling with him,
nobody was likely to find out. So... so it wasn't all that horrible
a thought... not really...

Anyway, she could always refuse, and then
they'd simply be no worse off than they were now.

She made her way back home, weary, dirty and
sweaty. She took care of Cooper first, of course, then went inside
the small house to find her father sitting on the sofa watching TV.
She flicked her eyes quickly downward, but the sun had dried her
clothes fairly quickly.

“Hey,” she said, pleased. “You're out of
bed.”

“Yeah, my back isn't killing me so much now,”
he said.

“Great! I checked the fence all the way to
the northwest corner. I can get the rest tomorrow.”

“I wouldn't worry about that, so much. I
rebuilt the west fence only a couple of years ago. It should be
fine. Better to move the horses to the west pasture. East is
probably eaten out by now.”

“Oky-doke.”

Their ranch was too small, really, to keep
cows, unless it was a very small herd. Cows needed a lot more
pasture than horses. Instead they raised quarter horses, and kept
just under two hundred of them.

“Ran into Denver Morrow out at the pond,” she
said.

He snorted. “What's he want?”

“You can't guess?”

“What'd you tell him?”

“Said I didn't think you had any
interest.”

“True enough.”

“He said you could take the money and still
stay here.”

“Yeah. And do what? Sit and watch TV all day?
Go work for him? No thanks.”

“Funny you should say that. He offered me a
job?”

“Doing what?”

“Sounds sort of like maid and general
maintenance, washing cars and cutting grass and stuff. Twenty
dollars an hour.”

“That's a pretty high salary for that sort of
thing?”

“He says he don't trust Mexicans. And he said
that if I worked for him he'd have me hired by his corporation, as
opposed to him, and that'd qualify us for health care.”

He snorted. “Most times when you get health
insurance it don't cover what they call pre-existing
conditions.”

“Oh,” she said, crestfallen. “Well, the
money'd be nice anyway.”

“Maybe when I'm back up to mounting a
horse.”

She nodded.

She went upstairs and stripped, then looked
at herself in the bathroom mirror.

“Yeah, you'd like to get your hands on this,
wouldn't you, Denver Morrow,” she said softly, cupping her breasts
and squeezing them up and together.

“You and your rotten son and every other
dirty punk in town.”

She sighed and turned to the tub, turning it
on to very lukewarm water, then stepping underneath.
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Two weeks later, Becca was in town in front
of the livery store, loading sacks of oats into the back of the
pickup when a big Black SUV pulled up behind her.

She turned as the tinted window slid down,
and saw Denver Morrow there.

“Hey, Mister Morrow,” she said carefully.

“Rebecca,” he said. “You given any more
thought to my offer.”

“Sure have. Just not sure the ranch can spare
me just yet.”

“I heard your daddy was back on his
feet.”

“Yeah, but not sure for how long.”

“Remember the offer comes with health
insurance.”

She turned and raised her eyebrows. “When you
get health insurance doesn't it always say that they won't cover
any pre-existing conditions?”

“When you get cheap health insurance. Nothing
I buy is cheap, Rebecca. I look after my people, and their
families.”

He slid the window up.

“You come by the house tomorrow morning,” he
said before it had closed.

The big SUV drove off, and she turned back to
the oats, thoughtful.

That was simply not an offer she could
refuse.

*

She was careful about what she wore. Her
jeans were loose enough. She wore a yellow and brown shirt that
wasn't all that attractive on her, and one of those bras she'd
found on the internet that tended to squeeze her breasts down and
make them less noticeable.

She decided to ride her bike, rather than
take the pickup, since her father might need that, but it wasn't a
long drive up the road and around the corner to the entrance to the
Morrow Ranch. It was longer going from their front gate to the
front of their house, in fact.

She hesitated, then rode around back,
propping the bike against the garage, then looking around a bit
nervously.

A big man came out of a large barn off to the
side and walked towards her. He looked to be in his thirties, and
wore a brown cowboy hat and a blue checked shirt. His face and bare
arms showed a man who spent much of his time out of doors.

“Rebecca Foster, I'm guessing,” he said.

“Yessir,” she said, shaking hands.

“I'm Bob Christian. Mister Morrow mentioned
you might be by.”

He jerked his head at her and walked away,
and she followed across the yard, past a high hedge, and over to
another low work building. Inside was an office, and he gestured
her to a chair.

“Fill out this form” he said, giving her a
job application.

She nodded and spent the next twenty minutes
doing it, while he came and went. When she was done he sat down
again, looked it over, and then slid another document over.

“Health care information for the insurance,”
he said.

She sighed and started in on that. There was
a section for 'pre-existing conditions' and she reluctantly added
her father's bad back. When Christopher returned he looked that
over too, then handed her another one.

“Put your size there for everything from
shoes to hats,” he said.

“For why?” she asked in surprise.

“Cuz people like you are kind of a Jill of
all trades. We might have you doing laundry one day, handing out
drinks at a fancy party another, washing cars, cleaning the pool,
or just whatever needs doing. That means you need different
outfits.”

“Outfits?” she asked.

“You think yer gonna be handing out drinks
dressed like that?”

She flushed slightly.

“That ain't much good for washing the pool
either. We'll get you a nice set of overalls or something for dirty
work, and some sort of maid outfit for parties, and a different
outfit for stuff outside like working around the pool.”

He shrugged.

“You don't wear no uniform,” she said.

He grinned. “I don't do but one thing, missy,
and it don't require me meeting any of Mr. Morrow's fancy friends,
nor doing much physical labor. I got others for that.”

She made a face, then put down her sizes. She
was dubious about putting down her waist and bust, though, but she
did it, along with her inseam and sleeve length and neck size (she
had to borrow a tape measure from Christian for that).

She drove home and went back to doing jobs on
the ranch, especially ones that might test her father's back. It
was almost two weeks later that she got a call from Christian,
telling her she should start on Monday morning at nine.

She rode out there on Monday, slightly
nervous, a little wary. Christian had sure seemed like it was all
routine hiring. She was dubious about the idea of acting like a
maid, but she supposed she could do it if she had to. How hard
could it be? At least it'd be air conditioned.

She met Christian and he shook her hand, then
drove her in a little golf cart across to another building where
staff kept lockers. He showed her hers, which already had half a
dozen outfits hanging from hangars.

“You took the measurements, so if it don't
fit it's yer fault,” he said with a grin.

“Uhm, what do I wear?” she asked,
concerned.

“For working outside where it's hot, probably
this,” he said, pulling what looked like a pair of jeans off the
shelf and handing it to her.

It was denim, but thin, and it wasn't jeans.
It was a sort of coverall, except it was a coverall with
shorts.

“I never seen no coverall with shorts
before,” she said.

“It's Texas, honey. You mighta noticed it
gets a might hot here.”

These were not overalls with a bib front.
They completely covered her, and had a zipper down the front from
neck to crotch. Christian left and she stripped and then pulled it
on. It fit – sort of. The shorts were... short, but she'd worn
cutoffs almost as short. It was tight across the chest, but that
happened a lot with her, and took some care when shopping.

The thing was tighter across the bottom than
she liked, but she didn't feel like pointing that out to
Christopher. Maybe there were some other girls who worked here she
could talk to about it.

She sighed and went out to see him, and he
drove her around to various places, like the garage – which was
huge, and which had not only the big black SUV but a big, shiny
pickup, a sports car, a big Cadillac sedan, and a second SUV, this
one in silver.

“You mighta noticed there's dust out on those
roads,” he said. “Every time you take a car out it gets dusty. So
every time Mr. Morrow drives somewhere you'll be cleaning whatever
he brings back.”

She shrugged.

He led her out to a big shed and showed her
one of the riding mowers, to mow the grass that was in close to the
house, then took her around seven-foot tall hedges which were
perfect walls of greenery to show her a large, pristine pool.

He explained how it needed to be skimmed and
cleaned and took her to the pump house to show her the machinery
and explain how it worked. Then he took her to the house and handed
her off to another man named Bob.

“Robert Ferguson,” the man said

He was a short, slender man in his forties,
with slicked-back hair. He wore a black, three-piece suit, and
Becca wondered if he was an actual butler.

“The first thing you have to know is to not
wear that sort of thing in the house,” he said, pointing at her
coveralls. “Especially if you've been out working on something
dirty.”

“I just been driving around looking at stuff
with Mister Christopher,” she said.

“Nevertheless, inside the house, wear the
black and white maid outfit.”

“Uhm, okay.”

She had to go back outside, go to the little
building with the lockers, then get that outfit out and change.

She couldn't see herself since there was no
mirror in the room, but she looked down in consternation at the
thing. It had a square cut neckline which would definitely show
cleavage! Not much, admittedly, and probably less if she wasn't
so... big, but it would show some! Nor could she wear her bra. It
had a built-in bra, and that definitely wasn't designed to make her
look smaller!

The skirt was shorter than any skirt she'd
ever thought of wearing, and very... puffy, like a bell. It was
black, but the hem was trimmed with layers of white lace, as was
the neckline. The short sleeves were puffed, as well, and the dress
fastened together down the middle with thick white laces. It also
had a sort of black and white lace choker that was supposed to go
around her neck, and white stockings which went just past her
knees.

She had never worn such a dress in her life,
and her mind swirled as she considered how she could refuse now.
The truth was, of course, she couldn't. She put on the black
high-heels which obviously were to be worn with it, and then made
her way carefully back to the house.

Very carefully. She'd never worn high-heels
this high before. And they were stiletto heels, too.

When she got into the house, she found a
mirror on the wall and looked at herself, appalled.

“Good, good,” Ferguson said, walking out of
the kitchen.

“Uhm, isn't it kinda... short?” she
gulped.

“It's not as short as the shorts you had on,”
he said, shrugging.

Which was true, but not the point. She didn't
have to worry about her shorts flying up and showing her in her
panties! And she'd worn a thong, as she always did!

Ferguson led her around the house, and that
quickly distracted her. She'd never seen a house as big as this,
let alone as luxurious. She marveled at the sheer opulence of the
huge four-poster beds and thick rugs, at the polished mahogany
panels on the wall, bookshelves, and Roman columns, glittering
marble floors and crystal chandeliers.

“Damn! How big is this place?” she asked, as
Ferguson led her downstairs and showed her games room, the bowling
alley, then the theater.

“Twelve thousand square feet, more or less,”
he said.

Her first actual job was to turn the wine
bottles on the shelves in the wine cellar. There were hundreds of
them, and she was given a cloth to wipe any dust off the bottle,
then turn them label down.

Ferguson picked up a bottle, wiped it, then
turned it, and put it back on the shelf.

“Next time you'll turn them label up,” he
said.

“Why?”

He gave her a steely-eyed look. “Why is not a
question you should be asking,” he said. “Why is not a concern to
you. Asking 'why' suggest you require some justification for an
order when you do not. You need only carry out the order.”

He turned and left and she stuck her tongue
out at his back.

She set to work. It wasn't hard, after all.
It was sure a lot easier than riding along the fence line and
repairing barbed wire fencing!

After a few minutes she decided to simply
wipe the tops of everything first, then turn them all together. It
would be far easier and save time compared to how Ferguson had
shown her. She was almost done when she was startled by a sound
behind her.

“What in the world are you up to?” Denver
Morrow asked.

“Uhm, uh, turning the wine, Mister Morrow,”
she said.

He walked closer and she licked her lips
nervously, aware again of the cleavage the dress showed.

“Did Ferguson tell you to do that?”

She nodded.

He muttered under his breath. “I told that
fool that wine shouldn't be turned. Pigheaded, obstinate
idiot.”

“Is he like, the butler?”

“No, a butler would know better. He's my
brother in law. I gave him the simplest job the dumbass could
handle.”

“Oh,” she said.

He grinned down at her, and she caught his
eyes flicking to her cleavage.

“My wife lives in New York,” he said. “She
doesn't think much of living on a ranch, and I don't think much of
living in New York.”

“Me neither,” I said.

“That dress looks cute on you.”

“It's kind of... short,” she gulped.

He snorted. “My wife picked the design. She
feels everyone working in her home – or her penthouse now I suppose
– should be dressed to give a certain image.”

“What sorta image?”

“I never bothered to ask. The image of a girl
with long legs? It looks good on you, though.”

She nodded slightly, flushing.

“Come on. Forget the rest of that,” he
said.

He swept his arm around her waist, using it
to turn her away from the shelves and guide her to the stairs. She
felt her heart beat faster and walked a little faster so his arm
fell off, but then she realized as she reached the stairs that he
would be coming up behind her.

And she had this far too short, puffy
skirt!

There was nothing for it, though, but to
hurry up the stairs and not look back!

He came behind her, and walked past her.

“Come with me,” he said. “I'll find you
something useful to do.”

He led her up to the second floor, and then
into the master bedroom!

Her heart beat faster as she looked at the
big four-poster, but he ignored it, walking past and through
another doorway into the biggest bathroom she'd ever even imagined
in her life!

It had two long counters, one on the left and
one on the right, with big mirrors above. Past that was an enormous
round tub. The tub enclosure was marble, and had roman columns
rising from all four corners to an overhead roof. It was big enough
for half a dozen people! Meanwhile, the shower across from it could
have held the full dozen!

“This room collects dust like nobody's
business,” he said. “I have no idea why. But it does. All the
horizontal surfaces have to be wiped down every other day. That
includes the tub, which I rarely use anyway.”

“Boy, that's some tub!” she said
admiringly.

“My wife had it put in,” he said. “I'm not
much of a tub man. But if you want to use it, by all means,
enjoy.”

She thought for an instant that that was
generous, but then realized it meant her being naked in his
bedroom! She gulped anxiously at that.

“Uh, I'll pass,” she said.

He grinned down at her. “Same offer for the
shower,” he said.”It's got eight different shower-heads, not to
mention a hand shower adaptable for all kinds of things.”

She flushed even more but he just grinned and
went out.

She looked after him, then blew out a puff of
air.

She went over and looked at the big shower
enclosure, shaking her head in amazement. Just the shower was
bigger than her bathroom at home! It would sure be neat to try it
out. But not with someone likely to walk in on her!

She could just imagine herself in this thing,
all naked, soaped up, maybe hands doing her hair, up above her,
back arched, when Morrow let himself in!

“Yeeks,” she said to herself.

She set to work. It wasn't too hard, wiping
down the flat surfaces where dust might gather. It did, however,
require a certain amount of bending over, especially to do along
the tub enclosure, not to mention the tub.

Given how short the skirt was she decided to
do as much as she could from the other side, away from the door.
Which was why, when Morrow came back, her bottom wasn't pointed
straight at him with hardly anything on it but her thong.

On the other hand, she was bent over the side
of the tub, wiping at it, and so when she looked up at his entry
found his eyes dropping to her greatly enhanced cleavage.

She gulped and straightened up quickly as he
grinned.

“Now ain't that a pretty sight,” he said.

“Mister Morrow,” she said nervously.

“Don't let me interrupt,” he said.

“That's okay,” she replied.

“Bob's looking for you. Go see him when yer
done.”

“Yes, sir. Uh, which Bob?”

“The one who isn't an idiot.”

She figured that meant the outside Bob. She
finished up and then went downstairs and outside.

He grinned at her in the maid outfit.

“Some kinda outfit,” he said. “Not right for
out here.”

“I'll go change,” she sighed.

She was glad to get out of it anyway.

She put on the coveralls again, then returned
as he showed led her to a big pond off to the side of the house. It
had fish in it, and a small waterfall, and was beside a table and
chairs set up as a quiet conversation area. He took a net with a
long handle and skimmed off a bit of debris which had fallen into
the pool, then handed it to her and her do the rest.

Then he inspected the table and chairs,
before sending her around the outside of the house to inspect all
the others.

“Twice a day,” he said.

She was looking for signs of bird droppings.
Which for a farm girl was no big deal, but she could see why rich
folk wouldn't want to sit down and find some on their lawn chair or
whatever.

There were more such jobs, inside and out, a
wide variety. She was kept busy, but it was far from tiring, and
the only time her heart beat faster was when Mister Morrow came
near.

That man wants you like a wolf wants a
sheep, she told herself.

He didn't eat her up that day, though, nor
the next, and was away on business the next week.

Then they got notice the health insurance had
kicked in, and she persuaded her father to go to the doctor and
arrange a referral for that operation.

That happened surprisingly quickly, and the
doctor arranged for an operation for the following week. That left
them time to arrange with her father's cousin Ed to come by and do
some of the work while he was in the hospital.

Becca herself was enjoying the variety of
work at the Morrow ranch, though the maid outfit still made her a
little uncomfortable. Especially after Mister Morrow came back.
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Outside-Bob assigned her to exercise some of
the Morrow horses. Not the ones out in the pastures, of course, but
the family's personal horses, which were kept in a large stable,
and allowed to roam in a nearby fenced paddock. They were expensive
beasts, Arabians, not the quarter-horses her father raised, and had
to be kept under watch.

Outside-Bob showed her a map of where he
wanted the horses taken, and instructed her in how long to walk and
to gallop, and where. She would saddle each of the half dozen
horses, ride them more or less sedately across to where the ground
was less uneven to the West, then go down a trail until she found a
wide, round riding ring of cleared, flat ground.

That was near a river, and the area was
nicely treed, though the ring itself, of course, was clear. She
exercised the first horse for most of an hour, then brought it back
to the stable, unsaddled and cleaned it, then took out another.

She was halfway through when Denver Morrow
showed up on one of the others.

“I like to keep my hand in riding myself,” he
said as he rode up behind her.

She was startled, and turned around.

“Oh, Hi, Mister Morrow,” she said.

He gestured, and trotted a little further up,
and she warily followed. The trail she'd been following paralleled
the river and went through the trees. It was very nice and had
overhead cover from the sun, so she certainly didn't mind going
that way. And it wasn't like Outside-Bob could complain if Morrow
himself told her to.

“Sure is nice country,” he said.

“Yeah, the river is pretty.”

He turned in at a small clearing and let the
horse dip its mouth down, and Becca followed suit.

I like the river. It's... real,” he said.
“Not like that damn pool my wife had put in with those perfectly
manicured hedges.”

“They're uhm, nice hedges,” she said.

“Yeah. Well, my wife liked to skinny-dip, so
she wanted privacy.”

“Uhm, oh.”

“Liked to get an all-over tan, too. Didn't
like tan lines.”

“Uhm... I guess that's normal. I mean, to
want that.”

She shrugged noncommittally as he got down
off his horse and walked over to the water. She decided it would be
rude to stay mounted and talk down to him, so she climbed down as
well.

“I'm betting you have a lot of tan lines,
honey,” he said in amusement.

She flushed slightly and looked away.

“You don't look like you're the kind of girl
to lay around in the sun in a bathing suit getting a tan.”

“Nope,” she said. “Don't even have a bathing
suit.”

“You don't go swimming in that little
swimming hole we found you at?”

“Uhm, not normally, no.”

She had done so, but only a couple of times,
and then she hadn't worn anything.

“Speaking of outfits, isn't that one you're
wearing kinda hot?”

She shrugged. “Kinda. I mean, the top part.
The bottom is... okay.”

“The bottom is more than okay,” his amused
voice said.

She blushed, and turned to frown at him.

He laughed genially.

“But if you want to wear something more
appropriate, like say, a bikini for something like this, I won't
object.”

“I'll bet,” she said with a snort. “But I
ain't got no bikini.”

“Well, since we got your measurements, I can
have one ordered for you,” he said, coming closer.

She licked her lips nervously as he moved
closer.

“That's okay. I'm fine like this.”

“Spoilsport,” he said.

Men, she thought, didn't really change much
no matter how old they got.

“So let me ask you, Rebecca; what is it you
plan on doing with your life?”

“Dunno,” she said, eyeing him
suspiciously.

“You don't intend on working that ranch
forever, do you?”

“There ain't a lot of jobs in town and even
less I'd be interested in,” she said.

“Thought about college?”

She looked up at him incredulously. “Me? In
college? No way.”

“Well, you gotta think about these things,
girl. You're almost twenty.”

She made a face.

“What's your daddy say?”

“He thinks I should get some job in town in
the bank or something, some sort of office job,” she said, rolling
her eyes.

“Lotta people do work like that.”

“That ain't me.”

“I got a few ideas about how you could earn
your keep in the coming years, honey,” he said.

“Oh yeah?” she asked warily.

“In a way you'd probably enjoy a whole
lot.”

He was uncomfortably close, and she backed
up, but she couldn't back up very far before backing against the
horse.

“You're getting twenty dollars an hour right
now. How would you like to make fifty?”

“Fifty!?” she blurted.

“That's a lotta money,” he said. “You could
pay off some bills at the ranch and save for college, presuming you
ever thought of anything you might like doing.”

“And just what would I have to be doing for
that much money?” she asked suspiciously.

He grinned. “I think you can guess.”

“No thanks!”

“Let me finish, little girl,” he said, taking
a half step closer. “I'll cut a deal with you.”

“What sorta deal?”

“It's a win-win deal for both of us.”

“Uh huh,” she said doubtfully.

“You give me free rein with that gorgeous
young body of yours, and I'll give you multiple orgasms.”

Her face reddened.

“And if I don't, I'll pay off all your
father's medical bills from before you came to work for me.”

She looked at him in astonishment.

“If I succeed, we'll bump your salary to 50
bucks an hour, on the condition I give you more of the same.”

“You are... out of your cotton picking mind!”
she exclaimed.

He grinned broadly.

“Maybe. But what's the downside for you?”

“I ain't no whore!”

“What's a whore? Some girl who sleeps with
strange men and doesn't care who they are? That ain't you. What I'm
offering is the best sex you've ever had. That's something you'd do
without getting paid for it.”

“You don't think too much of yourself, do
you?” she demanded.

“Nope. I know my abilities. And I know women.
I know how to show you things you never even knew about
yourself.”

“No thank you!”

“Sure? Leave aside the money for a minute.
Don't tell me you haven't wondered what it would be like with a man
like me.”

She felt a jolt that he would say that since
she had on any number of occasions.

“I'm not like some hairless little boy who
doesn't know what he's doing. You put a boy on a horse and you're
lucky he doesn't fall off. But I been riding for thirty years.”

Becca's heart was beating very quickly now,
as Morrow's arms slid around her. She put her hands up against his
chest and he grinned at her.

“I would like to ride you, baby. I see you as
a beautiful filly not yet broken to the saddle.”

Becca's pulse was racing and her mind was
spinning with indecision. She was kind of tempted, but couldn't
bring herself to admit it. But she wasn't sure how to say no
either. She didn't want to make him angry. He was a big, powerful
man, good looking, and older, so he probably did know an awful
lot.

And then his big hands squeezed in against
her buttocks and she gasped, startled. A moment later he leaned in
and kissed her. She twisted her head away but one of his hands came
up and caught her head to hold it in place and then... and then he
kissed her with a firm, determined, passionate, hunger she had
never really even imagined before!

A lot of boys wanted to kiss her. Some she
had let do so. Most were either too rough, even hurting her lips,
or shoving their tongue into her mouth like a wild snake, or were
tentative, hesitant and timid. Morrow's kiss was like a force of
nature, something not to be resisted.

It was strong but not rough, determined, but
not forceful. His lips moved against hers in a way which was almost
delicate, but never hesitant or uncertain. His lips caressed hers,
stroked them, his tongue flitting lightly against them, dipping
slowly within her mouth.

Becca became so startled, so fascinated by
what he was doing she forgot to want him to stop doing it. His
other hand had even left her bottom, stroking her back instead.

Still, her mind insisted she stop him, even
if it was just a kiss. It was wholly wrong and he was way too old,
and she shouldn't ought to be giving him ideas or letting him think
she welcomed what he was doing in any way or he'd just think she
was some kind of cheap whore!

Except that she became so lost in the wonder
of his kiss that she couldn't make any sort of firm decision about
anything. All she could do was absorb it and marvel at his
expertise, and think about how poorly all the other boys she'd
kissed had performed compared to this.

She barely even noticed his hand was no
longer holding her head in place, that both his hands were
caressing her back. The kiss just went on and on, with him easing
in a little more firmly.

And almost without any thinking or decision,
she began to kiss back, slowly and tentatively, and suddenly
crushingly aware of her own lack of expertise compared to him. Her
mind raced, analyzing everything he was doing and trying to do the
same back.

He pressed in more firmly, and her lips
yielded, widening, allowing his mouth more access, his tongue
pushing deeper, but never simply plunging in like an eager boy. His
tongue stroked her own, teased it, caressed it, until hers rose to
move against it.

His hands slid down and cupped her buttocks
now. She was aware of it, and felt a little emotional jolt, but
didn't do anything about it, for she didn't want to stop this
amazing kiss.

His big, strong fingers kneaded her buttocks
through the denim, then slid back up again, caressing her back
until he finally broke the kiss, leaning back, his eyes piercing,
penetrating as she gulped in air and stared up at him,
wide-eyed.

“Thirty years in the saddle, little filly,”
he said. “A man learns a lot in that kind of time.”

And then while her mind was still astonished
by the kiss, his fingers gripped the zipper at the front of the
jumpsuit and pulled it slowly down.

Becca gasped, her face filling with heat. Her
hands grabbed at his wrist, but strong as she was for a girl her
strength was nothing compared to his, and didn't even slow its
movement. The zipper slid down past her breasts, and the front of
the coverall began to split open.

“M-Mister Morrow!” she gulped, heart
pounding.

He leaned in again, kissing her once more,
even as his fingers continued to descend, the zipper opening down
her lower chest, down her belly, down her abdomen, down to the
bottom.

Her hands were up against his chest again,
for want of anything better to do, and suddenly his hands rose,
too, gripping the open sides of the coverall and pulling them
firmly apart, peeling it back over her shoulders and down her
arms.

She gasped, eyes going even wider, as his
lips slid down off her mouth and found the nape of her neck.

He chewed lightly, sucked and nibbled, and
then his lips moved lower along her neck, down the front of her
chest.

Her bra covered her breasts completely. He
didn't seem to mind. His mouth found the center of her left breast
and his teeth closed, sucking her through the cotton, his teeth
chewing lightly, his tongue licking strongly.

Her arms, meanwhile, were pinned at her sides
by the coverall he was holding in place. And as her heart beat
faster and her pulse raced, she felt a wild, spiraling sense of
excitement, of heat and energy and anticipation.

And guilt, and anxiety. She knew she ought to
stop him. But felt overwhelmed by the dark carnal heat suddenly
pulsing within her.

He reached behind her, and unclipped her bra,
then jerked it up to bare her breasts.

Becca's face went hot, though it was already
flushed, and she opened her mouth to protest, only to let out a
helpless cry of startled pleasure as his mouth found her bare beast
and the rock hard nipple in its middle.

At that point she began to feel that things
had gone beyond her control. She had no idea what to do about that,
though, and felt herself surrendering to the inevitable with a
degree of eagerness that should have shocked her.

What he was doing to her breast was as unlike
what any of the boys she'd made out with had done as his kiss was.
His mouth was firm, strong, hungry, and even his teeth bit into her
soft flesh! But he didn't bite hard, and his mouth was... ravishing
her breast, in a controlled way that had her moaning
helplessly.

He sucked hungrily, but rhythmically, as his
tongue circled then swept back and forth over her throbbing
nipple.

Becca felt a liquid heat filling her,
drowning her, making it impossible to even think about pushing him
back. She trembled as he jerked down the coverall, barely noticing
as he switched to her other breast, chewing and sucking and licking
until both nipples were on fire.

She cried out as he abruptly lifted her up
over his left shoulder! An instant later she felt his fingers in
the back of her panties, jerking them down, and pulling the open
coverall with them! They both slid down her legs and at a strong
jerk, popped her shoes off before he flung them to the ground!

“M-Mister... Morrow!” she gasped, her head
and upper torso hanging upside down facing his back.

Crack!

She yelped at the sharp smack to her bare
bottom.

“You just leave the riding to me, little
filly. I'll show you how it's done.”

Becca cried out as her body swung up and back
sharply, falling back – but only into his arms! Then he bent,
lowering her to the grass. She started to sit up only to have him
grasp her leg and yank sharply, the force enough to drop her back
onto her back – until he rolled her onto her stomach.

Then his big hands gripped her hips and
yanked them upward.

She gasped, scrambling up onto her hands, but
no further. His big hand gripped the back of her neck to hold her
in place.

“That's it, little filly. Just like that, on
all fours.”

She gasped again, for his fingers were now
between her legs, cupping her sex! One of them pushed inward firmly
enough to sink between the lips of her sex, then stroke firmly up
and down her narrow sex, sliding across her already swollen
clitoris.

“Keep that bottom high, little filly,” he
said.

“M-Mister... Morrow!” she moaned.

“You know what it means to be rode hard and
put away wet, baby?” he asked.

One of his fingers pushed against the mouth
of her sex – a big finger – a thick finger. It slid slowly into
her, and she felt a sense of astonishment at how wet she was – and
then how long it was! She trembled as it slid in all the way to the
knuckle

“Nice and tight,” he growled.

It slid back out, then pushed in again,
thicker, and not as long. At the same time she felt his fingers
stroking against her clitoris in a strange flicking way, all in one
direction. Without warning that changed, rubbing back and forth,
then from side to side.

“Spread your legs wider,” he said.

She shuddered, hardly hearing, and his finger
pulled back.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread those legs, filly.”

She gasped, her knees shifting apart on the
grass, and his finger – no, his thumb, slid into her to the
knuckle, his other fingers stroking at her clitoris once more.

His other hand came off her neck, and slid
under to cup her left breast.

“Now this is some gorgeous breastwork,” he
said. “Firm and full and warm and beautiful and real.”

His fingers kneaded her breast even as the
thumb began to pump in and out of her, rubbing insistently against
the front wall of her sex.

It had all happened so fast, and Becca's mind
was overwhelmed, the sensations of hunger and passion and pleasure
were churning through her body and flooding her mind to the point
she couldn't think straight, couldn't think of much of anything but
how incredible it felt!

“You have no idea how much a girl like you is
worth to a man like me,” he said.

His hand abandoned her breast, fingers
sliding through her hair, winding the silky brown tresses around
his fist. He pulled up and back, slowly, firmly, forcing her head
up and back as the thumb inside her moved more quickly.

And then somehow he was tugging on her hair
rhythmically, to the same rhythm as his thumb was pumping inside
her, and his fingers stroking against her. It was all shocking and
outrageous and unbelievable and the pleasure was intoxicating. It
had the same effect on her mind, too, making it impossible for it
to function except on a raw, instinctive level.

The orgasm took her, sweeping up from between
her legs, a powerful wave of pleasure, followed by an even more
powerful surge that made her cry out, even as her head was forced
back sharply to make her cry out again – and again, as his fingers
raced over her sex and plunged furiously back and forth within.

The orgasm was intense, and her hips jerked
back spastically against his fingers as the power of it overloaded
her nervous system. It left her breathless and dazed even as the
orgasm finally began to fade. Her arms collapsed, and she groaned
weakly, gasping for breath as he chuckled softly.

“Just the start of the program, little girl.
I intend to show you much more.”

His fingers slid out of her, and he stood up,
leaving her in place, going over to his horse. He quickly returned,
kneeling once more. She groaned as his fingers combed aside her
hair. But then she felt something round, something firm pressing
against the back of her neck, and almost... locking it in place,
pinning it the ground.

Confused, she started to reach up and back,
only to have her arms seized and firmly pulled out before. She
watched as he pushed something that looked almost like a pair of
plastic tent pegs with a short strap linking them together into the
ground.

“Wh-what are you...”

“Setting the stage for the next lesson,” he
said.

She was startled and confused, watching him
shove the pegs deep into the ground until the strap was pinning her
arms down just above the elbows! A moment later he shoved another
one in to pin them down at the wrists.

“Mister Morrow!”

He moved back and she felt his big hand on
her leg, pulling it to the side, then forward. She tried to turn
her head but couldn't.

“What are you doing!?”

She felt the strap firmly against the back of
her thigh just below her knee. A moment later he pulled her other
knee to the side and forward and did the same. He had pushed them
forward enough that her entire upper torso was pinned to the ground
to the stomach, and her abdomen was pressed against her upright
thighs.

It was... an obscene and revealing position,
she knew, feeling a wave of self-conscious embarrassment knowing he
was behind her!

“Now this is a beautiful view,” he said.

Becca had no idea what to say!

She gasped as she felt his finger tracing the
line of her sex.

“Nice, neat, tight little pussy, nicely
shaven so it's fresh and clean and beautiful, all ready for a man
to make use of.”

Becca tried to tug her arms against the
stakes, but she didn't have any leverage.

Then Morrow lay on his side next to her, his
head propped up on his elbow as he held his phone out to her.

She gasped to see he'd taken a picture of her
like this! More than one! His thumb swiped and the picture was of
her from behind, then from the side, all laid out like some kind
of... of... sexual display!

“Delete those!” she gasped.

“You don't give orders to me, honey. And I
only took them to show you just what a terrific looking prize you
are right now, one that would make any man in the world hard.”

He combed his fingers through her hair.

“You are one gorgeous little piece of
ass.”

He sat up and his hand slid up and down her
back, then caressed her buttocks.

“What... get these things off me!” she
gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I told you. You don't give orders to the
boss, girl. I'm the boss. These are here for a reason.”

“W-what reason!?”

“To set it deep in your mind what you are,
what a million years of history says you were made for.”
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Morrow's finger dipped into her sex, then
slid deep as she gasped.

“Never mind all that liberal shit you were
taught, all that stuff about equality and feminism and women's
rights and all. This is what nature designed you for. You need to
stop running away from it, accept it, take pride in it. ”

His hand pressed against her buttocks,
pushing them forward more.

“Keep your ass high and your legs
straight.”

He had two long, thick fingers inside her
now. He was pumping them smoothly in and out, twisting and turning
as he did, while his thumb stroked against her clitoris.

For Becca, this was simply incredible, almost
unbelievable, and she had no idea how to respond or react! She had
had sex exactly twice in her life. Once was Paul Baxter, who had
been her boyfriend. He'd bragged about it all over town the next
day and she had dumped him immediately and refused to speak to him
again.

The second had been a handyman her father had
hired last year to help with the horses. He was an illegal from
south of the border, about her age, and spoke little English. It
had not lasted long, and then he had run off, apparently afraid her
father would find out and sic the authorities on him. Both of those
experiences had been at night in low light, and neither had
involved anything like this sort of... display... of her body!

Neither had involved the kind of pleasure and
heat Morrow was raising in her body either, though, which made her
cut him a lot of slack. It was embarrassing being in this position,
and she was terribly self-conscious about him being behind her! But
his fingers were doing amazing things that made her gasp and moan
and made her hips jerk and spasm.

That she was pinned to the ground somehow was
baffling. She didn't understand why, except to ensure she stayed in
exactly this position. But she had no idea why. It was certainly a
vulnerable and exposed and obscene position giving him full access
to her sex. But on the other hand, her breasts were pillowed out
beneath her and out of reach.

The two times she'd had sex had been in the
missionary position, but she certainly knew, as someone who worked
on a farm, about being taken from behind on all fours. This,
though, was something different.

Then she felt his other thumb, slippery with
something, pushing against her wrinkled little back opening. Her
eyes went wide and she gasped, jerking against the pegs.

“Mister Morrow!” she squealed.

“What is it, beautiful?”

“Please don't!”

“Why? You think I'm not gonna want to fuck
your beautiful ass? You think every man that sees it doesn't want
to fuck your ass? Don't tell me you don't know what a great ass you
got.”

Even as he was talking his thumb was
squirming downward into her bottom, and now was pumping in and out
as she trembled and moaned.

“You never notice when you walk down the
street in town that every man turns his head to watch your ass
going by?”

She moaned helplessly, waves of raw, carnal
sensation sweeping over her as his thumb pumped in and out, and his
fingers pumped and stroked in and out of her pussy and stroked her
clitoris.

Then he stopped, as she trembled and gulped
in air.

He moved around to her side again, his
fingers combing through her hair and pulling it back.

“This is how it is, baby,” he said. “This
position you're in. This is how a hot bitch in heat submits to a
dominant male.”

His other hand slid up her back and over her
buttocks, then in between her legs again.

“She puts her face down, her ass up, and
readies herself for him to mount her and give her a ride. And this
is what you're gonna do whenever I tell you to.”

He slapped her upraised bottom and Becca
gasped. Two long fingers slid into her again, and his thumb pushed
into her ass. Then he reached in under her hip with his other hand,
his finger stroking her clitoris.

“Want to come again, baby? Your pussy is hot
and wet and ready to explode, isn't it?”

Becca moaned helplessly. Her entire body was
overheated, and as much as she felt she ought to be expressing her
outrage and indignation, such defiance melted in the scalding heat
pulsing within her.

“I'm gonna break you to the saddle, baby,” he
said. “And you're gonna love it.”

Crack! He slapped her bottom again,
and then again, making her moan and tremble.

Somehow he forced a third finger into her and
she cried out at the stretching, aching sensation! Then another
orgasm ripped through her, and her hips bucked frenziedly back
against his pumping, stroking fingers as she cried out in wanton
heat and pleasure.

Her mind seemed to roll over and over and
over again as the long, shattering climax gripped her body. The
pleasure blasted everything from her mind but a raw, animal hunger
that reveled in the sensory overload.

He chuckled, moving around behind her again
as her movements eased. She knelt in place, gasping, trembling,
moaning, her eyes slits. She felt the growing pressure against her
sex, felt it starting to ache dully even as the lips of her sex
began to pull apart – wide apart.

She moaned, her eyes flickering, her limbs
tugging instinctively against the straps and pegs.

She felt his big hands on her buttocks,
pushing them further forward, then felt his cock slowly penetrating
her.

He was way thicker than Miguel or Paul! Way
thicker, she thought dazedly.

She moaned as she began to ache. She could
feel him pushing deeper, feel the thickness of him stretching out
the soft, elastic walls of her sex, stretching them, straining
them. She felt a sense of dark, delicious excitement at that
thickness, at the stretching as he pushed deeper.

It ached, but in a deeply sensual way which
was already making her body thrum with sexual pressure once again.
She'd never felt so full, so... so gloriously full! She groaned as
the thing slid deeper and deeper, gulping in air, moaning as she
stared ahead at her arms stretched out before her.

She felt his big hands caressing her upraised
buttocks, then sliding down along her ribs, and pushing under to
roughly grope her breasts. She felt his cock starting to back out,
then push forward, beginning to pump in and out.

“Tell me you love it, baby,” he growled.

God help her, she did!

Crack!

“Tell me!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I-I...”

Crack!

“Oh, don't!”

Crack!

“The boss gives the orders. The bitch takes
them.”

Crack!

“Tell me you love it.”

“I-I love it!” she cried.

“Hot little bitch in heat.”

Crack!

His cock was moving in and out faster, now,
and harder, and the head felt as if it was battering against the
back wall of her sex!

Crack!

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Oh! Ow!”

Crack!

“Do what the boss orders.”

Crack!

“I-I'm your bitch in heat!” she cried.
“Oh!”

His cock pushed even deeper, somehow! And now
she felt his hips pressing against her buttocks, felt him grinding
himself against her.

His hips struck harder, and then harder
still, and her body began to rock to the force of the impact,
grinding her breasts against the ground beneath her. Then he
gathered in her hair and yanked sharply, so that she cried out, her
head forced back.

Crack!

“Who's your boss, baby? Huh? Crack!
Who?”

“You are!” she cried.

Crack! “Fuckin' right I am.”
Crack! “You hot little piece of ass!”

He was thrusting into her at the same time as
he pulled back on her hair, again and again and again, and all
Becca could do was gasp and moan and cry out as that thick, hard
spear of flesh drove so achingly, wonderfully deep into her
quivering depths!

She had never before felt so utterly under
another's control. That was something she had always hated and
fought to avoid. Yet somehow, in this context, with the sexual heat
boiling her insides to steam, that utter domination seemed not only
natural, but absolutely enthralling!

She had already ceded control to him, after
all. What did she know compared to him? Nothing. So it had seemed
quite normal for him to take command of things. The hotter she got,
though, and the more he took control, the more thrilling it seemed
to become.

She didn't have to wonder what to say or do,
didn't have to play or consider. Her mind could let itself melt in
the heat and focus what awareness she had on the delicious feel of
him mounting and riding her, of him pounding against her, of his
big cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting!

Her body was burning up, and she wallowed in
the heat, moaning and grunting and gasping and shuddering as the
big man's hips pounded against her buttocks with bruising force.
She felt him abandoning her hair, and the sharp pain to her scalp
faded. But then both his big hands slid around her neck, completely
encircling it, and began to squeeze.

Her eyes bulged, again and again, for he was
squeezing rhythmically. She gasped and panted and moaned as he
continued to thrust into her, chest getting hot as he closed his
fingers to make it harder and harder to breathe. Her head pounded,
and swam in the feverish heat.

He loosened his fingers, and she gulped in
air, then he tightened them again, holding her as he pounded her.
He loosened again, then tightened, and she became light-headed,
dazed, moaning as he thrust even harder.

He let go of her throat and gripped her hair
again, yanking it back as he leaned over her, his cock deep in her
throbbing, aching abdomen.

“Who's your boss, bitch? Who!?” he demanded,
his mouth next to her ear.

“Y-Y-You!” she gasped dazedly.

“And you do what the boss says, don't you,
bitch?”

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

He yanked on her hair again.

“Who's my bitch?”

“I-I am!” she gasped.

“Say it!”

“I'm... I'm your... your bitch!” she
gasped.

His hips began to pound her again, hard,
fast, and she moaned and whimpered as her body shuddered to the
blows.

The heat bubbled and boiled and the volcano
inside her exploded into still another orgasm. It swamped her
already dazed mind as she gave herself to the shock-wave of
pleasure tearing through her body.

She was dazedly aware of him removing the
tent pegs, releasing her. She groaned and her knees slid out from
under her, dropping her fully onto her belly on the grass. She felt
him taking her wrists and pulling them back behind her, then
crossing them and then... wrapping something around them.

He got up and stripped completely as she lay
there, then waded into the river.

Becca groaned and rolled over, chest still
heaving. It was hot. She was hot. She was sweating like a pig, and
had dirt and grass pasted to her breasts and belly and abdomen.

And her wrists would not come free from
behind her.

She frowned, focusing her mind now that it
was waking up. She grunted with effort, and sat up, then tried to
jerk her wrists free. They would not move. They seemed to be – tied
together.

Her hands were tied behind her back.

So far, what had happened had been so
overwhelming she'd had almost no time to actually think about what
he was doing. She had only briefly wondered at the way he had put
those tent pegs down to bind her in place. And the fleeting reason
she'd supplied was that he knew of how ignorant she was and was
going to put her into the position he wanted in order to show her
things.

And had he ever! That had been by far and
away the most astonishing eruption of pleasure her body had ever
felt! And it had happened multiple times! She still ached inside
from his cock pounding away inside her so hard!

It had been, now that she could think with
some clarity, a humiliating experience! Or at least, it should have
been. She'd been too aroused to really care that much at the time.
It confused her, because she didn't understand how she'd not
protested, nor how she had responded so powerfully.

There was mostly one reason for a man to tie
up a woman, but that reason didn't really hold given he'd done it
after he'd already had his way with her – as her grandmother would
have put it. Then again, she'd been tied up then too.

Why was she tied up now?

He came out of the water, dripping wet, and
she gulped and found herself suddenly shy, her eyes turning
away.

He was a lot wider and a lot thicker than the
boys she'd known. And he had hair on his legs and chest. He looked
extremely strong, though, and.. intimidating in a way those boys
simply hadn't even approached.

“Hot day,” he said. “Hot day to be riding
your bitch out in the bright sun.”

She flushed as he reached her, then gasped as
he wound her hair around his fist and yanked to force her up on her
knees.

He ignored her protests, looking down at her
sternly, his eyes making her go silent as she felt a wave of
anxiety.

“You're my hot little bitch,” he said. “You
already said so. And I aim to keep my bitch in her place.”

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
forcing her head back.

“As long as I pay the price, I own you,
little bitch.”

“I-I ain't no whore!” she cried.

He chuckled and jerked her head forward
again, grinning down at her.

“All women are whores, baby. Some just have
higher prices than others. The price I'm gonna pay to keep you my
bitch is making sure you get off on it as much as I do. The
money...” He snorted dismissively. “That's just an incentive.”

He jerked her face in against his crotch,
which was still wet from the river.

“Now let's see if you got any skill and how
much I need to teach you.”

“Please I... I'm so hot,” she gasped.

“You sure are, baby.”

He chuckled and stepped back, then walked
towards the river – dragging her by the hair.

Becca squealed in pain, trying frantically to
knee-walk after him, but she fell as he started down the bank, and
he dragged her down by the hair, then into the water. He pulled her
into deeper and deeper waters until they were over her head, but
held her before him, her head just above the water, his hand firmly
around her neck.

He dunked her head, then pulled her up.

“When the boss wants something, the bitch
does it,” he growled. “No protests, no questions, no hesitating.
The boss is the boss.”

He dunked her again and pulled her up.

“Understand?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

He dunked her again, then pulled her up.

“You call the boss sir,” he said.

He dunked her again, then pulled her up.

“What do you call me?”

“Sir!” she gasped.

“Fucking right.”

His hands went down to grip her buttocks as
he leaned in, lifting her up and dropping her, belly-down across
his shoulder. Then he turned and walked out of the water, up the
bank and over to the horses. He heaved her up across the saddle of
her horse so she was draped across it on her belly, then slapped
her bottom sharply.

“Spread those legs, bitch.”

Gasping, she obeyed, and then felt his big
hands gripping her thighs and jerking them wider. A moment later
she felt his tongue at her sex!

“Oh! Oh! Wh-what are you doooing!?” she
moaned.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Whatever I want to, bitch.”

Becca's experience with the receiving end of
oral sex was non-existent. She'd heard about it, of course, but
neither of the boys she'd been with had given it a try. Now as she
lay across the horse, her head pounding as the blood rushed to it,
she felt his tongue licking against her with a kind of awe.

And the more he licked, the more interested
she became!

Just as feeling the skilled fingers of
someone else on her breasts and pussy was far more exciting than
her own, so too did feeling a tongue against her wildly exceed
anything she'd ever felt at her own hand or anyone else's.

He pushed his lips in closer and sucked
rhythmically as well, then licked again, alternating how he licked
and in what direction. Meanwhile, one of his big fingers slid deep
into her pussy, pumping in and out as he licked and sucked.

And all Becca could do was lay there and
absorb the sensations this was creating within her, even as her
head pounded and her body began to burn again.

“I know how to treat a bitch, baby,” he
said.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again.

“I know what you need and what you want
better than you do.”

Crack!

He sucked on her clitoris, adding a second
finger to her body, and Becca shuddered, her muscles starting to
spasm. She squirmed and her hips rolled back at him, her mind
starting to flood with excitement and sexual pressure.

Then he halted and dragged her back off the
horse. She couldn't stand, as she felt a wave of dizziness from the
blood leaving her head again. He didn't have to put her on her
knees. She sank down on her own.

He gripped her by the hair now, guiding her
mouth onto his cock, and, dazed, she obeyed, licking and sucking as
he stood over her.

It was very strange trying to perform oral
sex without using her hands. She'd certainly never tried before.
Now, though, she had no choice. She sucked on his balls as he
tugged on her hair, then licked at and sucked his cock as it began
to harden again.

As it hardened it thickened, forcing her lips
wide. He began to pump in and out now, the head threatening to
enter her throat, so that she coughed and gagged repeatedly as he
pushed it deeper.

Finally, he flung her back on the ground. He
knelt before her, gripped her legs, and draped them over his
shoulders as he leaned in and thrust into her.

“I've got a lot to teach you, little bitch,”
he said. “Nothing like breaking in a filly and putting her through
her paces.”

Becca groaned as he leaned into her, as he
drove himself deeper. His chest forced her legs back further and
then still further, until they were crushed between his body and
hers, sticking back over her shoulders while he gripped her head
and kissed her savagely.

She trembled beneath him, folded in half, his
big cock jammed deep in her belly as he crushed her lips with his.
His hips rammed down against her again and again while she gasped
and moaned, her mind held by the raw sensation of that big cock
thrusting deep inside her.

Her legs were crushed back against her
breasts, making it hard to breathe, even as his mouth moved against
her own as if he was devouring her!

He pushed himself up, but on hands he used to
grip her ankles, forcing them down harder, then in behind her head.
He crossed her ankles beneath her head, then held them there as his
other hand encircled her throat.

“You remember this, baby girl,” he panted,
thrusting into her. “You remember who the boss is. You remember
who's in charge. You remember who the head stallion is, and what
fillies do when he decides to mount them!”

The world seemed to be swirling around her as
her body thrummed and pulsed with sexual heat and need. And his
wild, even savage behavior was only deepening that hunger. It was
so raw... so carnal... so intense! It was like nothing she'd ever
experienced or even imagined! And it spoke to something
instinctive, something buried in the back of her mind.

And right now it was telling her that she
belonged to him. That she was his to do with as he chose. She gave
in to that instinct, to that feeling of absolute submission and
surrender, her mind clearing of all cares and concerns, all
thoughts and emotions save the dark, churning waters of lust and
heat burning away inside her.

Another orgasm surged up through her nervous
system, and she opened her mouth to scream, only to feel his
fingers tighten around her neck. His hips pounded her as he leered
down at her, and she gurgled dazedly, her eyes rolling back in her
head as the intoxicating heat exploded in a fiery orgasm that
shattered her mind.
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Morrow left her there, sprawled on her back
in the grass, covered in sweat, and trying to clear her head. Or at
least, make her brain work properly again. He got dressed, told her
to get back to work, then rode off. He took her bra and panties
with him when he left, telling her she was to never again wear them
at his ranch.

The colossal arrogance of that ought to have
shocked her, but she was already shell-shocked and finding it
difficult to absorb what had happened. She felt as though she'd
been hit by a bus – in slow motion – repeatedly.

And it had had such an enormous impact that
she was still astonished as she tried to make her mind follow
through on what it meant to her.

She groaned as she sat up, bits of grass and
dirt stuck to her sweating body. Her hair was a tangled mess. She
ached inside. She felt... hollow, as if his big cock had churned up
her insides into a soft, steaming stew.

She winced as she got to her feet, stumbling
before catching herself. She made her way to the river and then
half waded, half fell into it, groaning as she let the water
submerge her. She rose, blinking, then dunked herself again,
groaning in relief as the cool water relieved her of some of the
heat.

She rose and made her way back to shore, then
dropped to her knees before laying down, half in and half out of
the water.

Wow.

She had wondered what sex with a man like
Morrow would be like, but she'd never imagined it would resemble
being ridden by a wild bull. There was nothing of the eager lust of
the boys she'd slept with in him. His was all wild, animal hunger
and passion, and that passion had spread to her far too easily.

She'd never been that aroused before, nor
held it that long. Nor had she ever had orgasms that intense. She'd
never had more than one orgasm in a day, either.

That had been so ferocious she felt as if
she'd been ravaged by a wild beast!

And he'd made it clear he intended a lot more
of that sort of thing!

So what was SHE going to do?

The smart, intelligent thing was to quit and
go home and never see him again.

Sacrificing fifty dollars an hour... and the
most incredible sex she could ever even imagine?

So maybe that wasn't the most intelligent
thing to do. It was, however, the thing she needed to do if she
wanted to retain her pride and dignity. She had let him use her...
even been willing to tell him she was his bitch! His sexual animal
to use whenever he wanted! What kind of a girl would accept that
from a virtual stranger!?

His bitch? She glared at the stones before
her. She was no one's bitch!

And the only problem with that firmly held
belief was the dark little tremor of excitement which rolled up her
spine at the thought of being HIS bitch.

But if she stayed for money she'd be a whore,
she thought anxiously.

Of course, there was also the health care.
That thought was oddly relaxing. It wasn't so terrible if she
stayed to help her father with his health care. That was almost...
noble... and brave. She would be sacrificing her pride and dignity
for her father, not selling herself for a big salary.

That was a comforting thought.

She had never really been one to see herself
as the victim of anything, but she would rather see herself that
way than as a money-grubbing whore.

Her mind tried to shy away from the dark,
glittering sense of curiosity and anticipation as to what else he
would do, and what future sexual experiences with him might bring
her. This one had been a sufficient blow to her pride she didn't
want to think about what other dirty things he'd want to do!

Like fucking her in the ass. He'd already
said he intended doing that!

She climbed out of the water with a sigh,
looking down at herself, then reaching behind her head to wring out
her hair. Doing that reminded her how much he'd pulled on her hair.
Her scalp ached, but the memory sent another hot little tremor
through her body.

What a crude, nasty man he was!

She stepped into the coverall and slid it up
her body, then pulled the zipper up carefully. Without her bra her
breasts pushed out much more against the top, and she looked down
anxiously to see if her nipples would show through the thin
denim.

At least it was denim, and tight, which would
hold her breasts mostly in place. And the maid thing had a built-in
bra, so that was good. The idea of not wearing underwear with such
a short skirt, though, was daunting, to say the least.

She brought the horse back to the stable,
unsaddled and brushed it, and then got another. Taking it out gave
her more time to think, more time to decide if she'd made the right
decision. More time to ponder what her future reactions should be,
what she might say to Morrow, how she ought to behave to his
inevitable future demands.

The problem was that even before he'd hired
her, and even before this had happened it was impossible to think
of him as any sort of equal. He was not a peer, not a 'guy', not a
person she should even think about treating in anything other than
a very deferential and respectful manner. Just like everyone else
in the county did.

Then he'd become her employer, which
redoubled that thinking. And now... now what? He'd been
intimidating before this. Now... with his intentions and thoughts
laid bare, she felt anxious and vulnerable. He didn't just want to
use her body like every other guy. No, that would be too simple. He
wanted to possess her!

He wanted unrestricted access to her body to
do anything he felt like doing any time he wanted to do it without
so much as a peep of protest or hesitation from her! Which was so
outrageous it was hard to even believe any man could be so
arrogant.

Even a man's own wife wouldn't consent to
that! Which was no-doubt why his wife was fifteen hundred miles
away! Of all the gall, to even think he could demand that of
her!

She would tell him so, too!

Except... he was an awfully intimidating man.
Nor did it seem he was much given to pillow talk! Except for the
nasty kind!

She finished with the horses, and Outside-Bob
told her to knock off and go home early, though he said she'd get
full pay. Becca was grateful but anxious about that. Was that his
own idea or had Morrow told him, and if Morrow had told him did he
know why, or at least suspect?

It was still hard to wrap her head around
what had happened. Sex only came with romance, didn't it, or at
least, the potential of romance. This didn't seem to even have any
affection to it. It had been pure animal lust on his part – and
then on hers, she admitted.

That he had used her body like she was some
cheap whore was enough to make her indignant. But what really
bothered her was how enthusiastically her body and mind had
responded. Was she some kind of nymphomaniac?!

“What in the hell am I gonna do about this?”
she demanded, alone in her room.

*

She went back to work the next day, feeling
her stomach fluttering even as she wakened. She had no idea what
Morrow might do to her today, or what she ought to do about it. She
was also feeling a good bit of anxiety about walking around in that
stupid maid outfit with no panties!

Outside-Bob told her to start in on the pool,
at first, which was a bit of a relief because she could wear the
coverall. It didn't really matter much that she had no panties with
that. It felt tighter, though, somehow, maybe because she was more
aware of having no lingerie. It felt tighter across the chest, too,
and she found she had trouble zipping it up as high as she had
yesterday.

She got the long skimmer and spent some time
sweeping it back and forth across the surface of the pool to skim
off bugs and leaves, then Bob told her to exercise the horses
again. That made her a trifle nervous, wondering if Morrow would
show up at the river again.

Instead he was inside the stable!

She flushed as soon as she saw him, her
stomach fluttering wildly and her chest tightening. She dropped her
eyes as he came over to her.

“And how are you feeling this morning,
Rebecca?” he asked.

“Okay,” she replied.

His fingers slipped under her chin and raised
her face to him.

“You just got royally fucked the other day,”
he said. “In a way you're not supposed to allow, much less enjoy.
But you did enjoy it. And now you're all mad at yourself for that,
ain't you?”

She pursed her lips and shook her head.

He snorted. “Don't lie to me, baby. I know
how bitches think. You got off on it, but you're upset you weren't
given the respect your golden pussy should bring you. I didn't fawn
all over you and flatter you and treat you to dinner and all those
other things you girls use to justify spreading your legs for a
man.”

“I didn't – !”

His hand slid around her throat and she
gasped, grabbing at his wrists.

“No. Drop your arms. I want you to learn to
do what you're told and not to try to resist.”

She hesitated, but he wasn't squeezing, so
she dropped her arms nervously to her sides.

Now he did squeeze, and she gurgled, felt her
eyes bulge, and her hands started to rise. Then she dropped them,
staring at him.

He loosened his grip.

“Who am I?” he asked in a quiet, but
demanding voice.

“T-The boss!” she replied.

“That's right. Unzip your coverall.”

She felt her heart thumping, and her fingers
felt like trembling as she reached up and slowly drew the zipper
down her body all the way to the bottom.

“Now shrug it off.”

She rolled her eyes instinctively.

“No one is gonna come in.”

She moaned and shrugged the thing over her
shoulders, then pulled it down her hips to drop around her
ankles.

He looked down at her admiringly.

“You got a hell of a set of tits, baby,” he
said.

He cupped and squeezed one of her breasts,
then pulled her forward and around.

“Put your hands on top of that gate,” he
ordered.

There was an empty horse stall before her,
with a gate across it which was about chest high to her. She
gripped it and he jerked her hips back sharply.

“Lean forward and spread those legs.”

She moaned but obeyed, and his hands roamed
slowly up and down her body, cupping and kneading her breasts, then
sliding downward, rubbing against her pussy. She felt a finger
pushing into her, sliding in and out. It was slippery, so he must
have put something on it. She didn't turn around to see.

Then she felt his finger against her back
opening, and gulped, eyes widening. It too was slippery, and slid
in to the knuckle, wriggling around before pulling back. A moment
later something else pushed against her back opening. It was smooth
and round, and got progressively wider as it pushed against
her.

“Wha-what are you doing!?” she gasped,
turning to try and see.

“Getting your tight little ass ready for my
cock, baby,” he said. “I don't have a lot of patience, and when I
want to stick my cock up your ass I don't want to do it slowly and
wait for your body to get used to it.”

“But – !”

“But I also don't want to hurt you.”

Which she certainly couldn't argue with!

Whatever it was got wide enough to make her
ache! Then it abruptly narrowed, and for a moment she thought it
had disappeared inside her body. But no, she felt that it was still
there, only much more narrow, and that another part remained
outside.

“It's a butt-plug. You'll wear it every day.
Just in case I want to use your hot little ass.”

A moment later something else pushed against
her pussy, penetrating her. It was not as wide, but it was longer,
sliding deep inside her.

“Stand up, legs together.”

Gulping, she straightened up, and stared down
between her legs. Whatever the thing inside her was a part of it, a
very small part, remained, like a sort of curved base, sitting in
the mouth of her sex.

“Put your coverall back on.”

She stared at it, and reached down, then
reached down behind her, to where she could feel the round base of
whatever he'd put in her butt.

“Now, girl.”

He handed her the coverall and she stepped
into it, then drew it up around her shoulders.

Morrow zipped it up himself, and he zipped it
all the way, not caring how much it squashed her breasts. Then he
produced a tiny padlock, and, grinning, slipped it through the
zipper and locked it.

“What...”

“Now you can't take that off unless you come
to me.”

He turned and headed for the door.

“Get to work, employee.”

The thing up inside her was impossible to
forget about. It was deep, and hard, and the base in the mouth of
her sex was pressed firmly against her clitoris by her tight
coveralls. The one in her butt was a lot easier to ignore if she
didn't think about it.

She saddled the first horse and then took it
for exercise. And then as she walked smoothly along, wondering what
in the hell Morrow was going to do next she let out a yelp and
almost fell off her horse. She stared down between her legs,
clamping a hand to her groin, as she felt the thing there buzzing –
vibrating!

Vibrating very uncomfortably!

She pressed her hand against her groin, but
that didn't seem to help much, so all that was left was to grit her
teeth and try to ignore it. That was impossible, though. It seemed
to be vibrating all the way up inside her! She could feel it
vibrating deep inside her abdomen!

She started to get used to it, though, so it
felt less uncomfortable. But that brought up another problem. It
felt very strange, at first, and then the way it was vibrating
began to make her nerve endings tingle and vibrate in much the same
way. She squirmed in the saddle, and her hand moved down between
her legs, pressing against it, trying to rub it a little against
her but unable to grip it.

Her nipples tingled too, and as she stared
down at her groin, which she did often, she noted how hard her
nipples were pushing against the thin denim. There was no question
this was making her body thrum with energy, and now that she
understood what Morrow's intent was, she felt a degree of awe,
outrage and excitement gripping her.

She had the horse speed up, and gasped as she
let the saddle drop out from beneath her groin, then slap up
against it. She knew better than that how to ride a horse, but this
morning she didn't care!

She found herself getting hotter and sweating
more. Her insides were throbbing and thrumming with energy, and her
breathing was becoming ragged.

She kept grinding herself into the saddle,
her insides feeling like they were afire.

Then it abruptly stopped.

She felt a momentary sense of disbelief, then
began to slowly relax, the pressure inside her starting to
ease.

What was Morrow up to? What game was he
playing, and why?

She finished exercising the horse and took it
back to the stable, and had just taken the saddle off and begun to
brush it down when the thing started to vibrate again.

“Fuck!” she cried.

She tried to ignore it, though she quickened
her brushing before going to the next horse. She set the saddle on
its back, tightened the girth, put the bridle over its head, then
led it out of the stable and mounted.

She rode back to the river, grinding herself
against the saddle as she did, cursing under her breath, and
sweating again.

The pressure began to rise within her, as it
had before, and her breathing became more ragged. Then the thing
turned off again, leaving her cursing once again.

The third horse was much the same, except it
didn't stay on as long, but then it started up again as she was
riding into the stables, and she danced and squirmed as she tried
to brush the horse and ignore it.

She was feeling very frazzled when Morrow
casually strolled in through the big open doors.

“How's my little bitch doing?” he asked in
amusement.

“You are such a bastard!” she exclaimed.

“Now that ain't the kind of thing you ought
to be saying to your boss, little lady,” he said. “That's the sort
of thing that'll get your butt tanned.”

He grabbed her by the neck, and she brought
her hands up, then dropped them as he drew her in against him.

He kissed her – hard – and she moaned into
his mouth.

He drew back and removed the tiny padlock,
then drew the zipper down all the way, cupping and squeezing, then
chewing on her breast before ordering her to remove the
coverall.

He undid his belt at the same time, but then
startled her by slipping the loop around her head, then jerking
tight so the loop closed around her neck.

“Get down on all fours,” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed, then gasped as the belt
jerked on her neck, forcing her to crawl forward.

She looked up, then forward, then down,
gasping, startled, and confused, as he led her deeper into the
stable – crawling on all fours – naked. She felt overwhelmed by him
again, astonished, but filled with a dark heat which was growing
worse by the second.

“Up, bitch,” he growled, as they reached the
back stairs.

She flushed and moaned, but obeyed as he
pulled on the belt, forced to crawl up the stairs, then turned and
crawl up the rest to the loft. There wasn't a lot on the loft but
bales of hay. He removed the belt looped around her neck and
stepped back.

“Face down, ass up.”

She moaned but obeyed, her breasts pressing
into the warm wood as she raised her hips high. The pressure of her
chest coming down on her breasts squeezed them, compressed them,
and she could feel how hard her nipples were as she moaned and
gulped in air.

She stretched her arms out before her, her
chest tight, her body thrumming with sexual pressure like a high
tension line.

Crack!

“Oh!” she cried, jerking her head up and
rising up to all fours as she turned to stare up at him.

“Didn't I tell you face down, ass up!?” he
growled.

“But... that hurts!”

He gripped her head and shoved it down to the
floor.

“It's supposed to, you dumb bitch.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You think you can call the boss a
bastard?”

Crack!

“Oh! You call me a bitch!” she whined.

Crack!

“That's because you are a bitch.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“A hot little bitch in heat.”

Becca gaped at the darkness before her,
staring down the line of her arms at the floor, and bales of hay,
her mind spinning as she tried to understand and absorb what was
happening.

Crack!

“My bitch in heat.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

This was shocking! It was outrageous! He
couldn't treat her like this! Like... like... some kind of animal!
Making her crawl, strapping her bottom... talking to her like –
.

Crack!

“But my parents were married before I was
born.”

Crack!

“You're insulting them!”

Crack!

The belt was snapping down across her raised
buttocks with painful force, and Becca cried out at every blow as
her bottom began to pinken and redden and burn! But her insides
were churning with a violent storm of confused heat, hunger and
sexuality, and as much as the belt stung it was also wakening that
strange sense of being a victim, of being a noble martyr.

Crack!

“Are you gonna treat your boss with respect,
girl?”

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped.

“Hot little bitch.”

Crack!

“Answer the boss.”

“Please,” she moaned.

Crack!

“You can beg for my cock later.”

Her bottom was throbbing, radiating heat! And
yet her insides were flaming hot, as well!

Spread your legs wide, bitch.”

Trembling, gasping for breath, Becca
obeyed.

“Keep that ass high!”

She moaned and obeyed.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please... please... fuck me!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say sir, bitch. When you talk
to the boss, you call him sir.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she half sobbed.
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He gripped her thick hair and wrapped it
around his fist, then half dragged her forward.

Becca cried out, her hands coming down and
quickly pushing her up onto all fours so she could crawl after him
as he led her further into the loft. He half dragged her up onto a
bale of hay as she crawled up rapidly to ease the sting to her
scalp. Then he gripped her legs and flipped her over.

There was a pile of bales at this end of the
loft, but the ones near the edge weren't as high as those further
in. Morrow had placed her on one which was two bales high. The
bales behind her and on either side were three bails high. Now he
lifted her legs and spread them wide to drop them atop the bales on
either side, with her shoulders propped against the bales behind
her.

It was not a coincidence, she was sure, that
this put her at the right height for him to comfortably make use
of. She was slumped on the bale, which was good, given she was
mostly laying on it rather than sitting – her buttocks throbbing
hotly.

But now he turned on the vibrator again as he
stood before her. He ground it against her as his other hand
kneaded her breasts, then he took her hand and pulled it down to
the vibrator as he pumped it in and out.

She moaned, taking it in her hand, pumping it
in and out as he wanted, grinding it against herself, staring,
panting, chest heaving, at the man who stood before her
watching.

He took her other hand and placed it on her
breast, then squeezed his fingers against hers.

“You know what the boss wants, baby? The boss
wants you to fuck yourself while he watches.”

She moaned dazedly. Now that the stinging
blows from the belt were no longer landing on her bottom the heat
inside her rose unimpeded, and she shuddered as her lower body
began to roll upward against the vibrator.

She hardly needed any orders. The heat
swirling within her was growing to a feverish hunger, and she
thrust and ground the vibrator against herself with a desperation
which was growing at the same pace.

He gripped the base of the butt-plug and slid
it out, then dropped his pants. His cock stood out, thick and hard
and hungry.

Becca moaned, staring at it with wide eyes as
he pushed it against her back opening. It stretched her, then slid
inside.

She whimpered, her head rolling back, her
body trembling, then the orgasm surged up through her body and she
cried out, hips bucking more and more violently even as he drove
his cock deep inside her.

His hand came down around her throat,
silencing her cries, but her hips continued to jerk up spastically,
her body writhing and bucking as she ground the vibrator against
her clitoris and dug her fingers into her breast.

She cried out, gurgling around his big hand,
as his cock slid deeper, beginning to pump in and out, but pushing
ever deeper.

His hand came off her throat and she gulped
in deep, ragged breaths of air as he pushed her legs back further,
raising her bottom as he drove himself deeper.

“Hot, tight little ass,” he grunted.
“Gorgeous little slut.”

She moaned as his cock pumped, big, thick,
hard, pushing determinedly through the narrow, elastic folds of
flesh until the head began to cause her cramps.

But the vibrator was still on, the base still
jammed against her. She kept it there, but ground it from side to
side, twisting it, shuddering as the wild storm of sensations
grew.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, bitch,” he
ordered.

Becca shuddered.

He slapped her face and she gasped
dazedly.

“Beg!”

“Please... please fuck my ass, sir!” she
moaned.

His cock thrust deeper, and she shuddered as
she felt the cramps deep inside. But his hips were pressing against
her buttocks now, and as he thrust they began to hammer her as they
had the other day, making her entire body tremble and shake.

She stared at his cock through glassy,
wondering eyes, stared at how long and thick it was when it pulled
back, then stared at it driving so deep inside her it all
disappeared!

He gripped her hair, yanking her head back
across the bail behind her, leaning in to chew and lick and suck
and kiss his way up along her exposed throat. He chewed his way up
under her ear, and she thought she could almost hear him growling
as his teeth dug into her soft flesh!

All the while his hips pounded against her,
his cock spearing deep into her belly again and again, as she shook
and trembled and moaned helplessly.

Another orgasm exploded within her, and again
she cried out, her voice rising to an undulating wail before being
shut off by his hand. By both hands. She gasped, her mouth wide,
eyes wide, staring up at him as he pounded into her, her own hands
still grinding the vibrator and squeezing her breast.

Black dots danced before her eyes as her
chest burned and her head pounded, then he released her and she
gulped in air, moaning, soaked in sweat as her orgasm faded and he
continued to thrust into her. Her eyes had rolled back in her head.
Now they were small slits, her jaw slack as her body shook to the
force of his thrusts.

*

There was a block and tackle on the ceiling
meant to lift bales of hay up from below. After strapping thick,
heavy straps around the dazed girl's wrists, Morrow dragged her
beneath it, pulled the hook down, then raised it so that she
dangled by her wrists with her toes a few inches above the
floor.

“This'll teach you to say rude things to your
boss, little girl,” he said.

He pushed what felt like a ball into her
mouth, then drew thin straps across her cheeks and behind her head,
locking them together.

Chuckling, he slid the vibrator and butt-plug
back inside her, then left.

It was hot outside. It was hotter inside. It
was hotter still up there in the loft.

Becca had been soaked in sweat from the
strapping, and then the energetic sex, before he'd left her. Now
the sweat trickled down her forehead, down her arms, down her ribs
and between her breasts.

She moaned into the gag, trying to understand
what was happening.

The last time he had strapped her down to the
ground while using her she'd sort of thought it was to put her in
the right position he wanted, to teach her the position he wanted.
Then he'd tied her wrists, and she hadn't really understood that
either, except that he didn't want her to interfere while he taught
her what it was like to be on the receiving end of oral sex.

This, though, this was unmistakable, even for
a girl who spent little time on social media or the internet, and
had little interest in pornography or erotica. This put the rest
into context. This made his rough, aggressive (mind-blowing) sex
different than she'd first thought.

This was ample demonstration that Morrow was
into some kinky bondage stuff. He wasn't just showing her who was
the boss – as if that had ever been in doubt. No, he was enjoying
his perverted ability to treat her like some sort of... sex
slave!

In a way, that sudden realization, that
dawning sense of 'Oh! Now I get it' was a relief. It let her
understand why he was doing the things he was doing, and gave her
some insight into what he was intending.

Of course, that didn't change the fact she
was hanging by her wrists in a dimly lit, sweltering stable loft,
sweating like a pig.

But understanding why also struck a chord
with that powerful hunger at the back of her mind, that breathless
sense of excitement that grew out of her own dark fantasies. She
had, of course, been the target of a lot of boys, and eye candy for
many men in her life. She was aware of their eyes, of their hunger,
and had been for years.

It was hard, then, not to have fantasies
about what would happen if they could have their way with her, of
those slavering wolves catching her and doing what they wanted.
She'd never had exactly this fantasy, but she'd certainly had dark
sexual thoughts about being captive, of being abused, of being a
prisoner to perverted men.

This was even darker and more desperately
thrilling than she'd ever imagined.

She moaned around the ball gag, staring up at
her arms and the thick leather wrapped around them, at the hook she
was dangling from, then down the line of her body to her toes just
above the floor.

She was becoming exhausted, drained by the
heat, by the ache in her wrists and arms, by the effort needed to
take every rattling breath around the ball gag. Her hair was
plastered to her skull, and her eyes were slits as she dropped her
chin to her chest, gasping in shallow breaths.

The vibrator was half buried inside her,
squeezed in between her thighs. It turned on every few minutes,
buzzing and throbbing and making her grunt and gasp and roll her
hips so that her body turned and twisted. Then it would turn off
again.

She was too hot, too exhausted, for it to
really arouse her, and her mind was sinking into a dull state of
half-consciousness anyway.

She groaned as the block and tackle began to
lower her. It lowered her not to the floor but through it, for a
trap door had been opened beneath her and she hadn't even noticed.
She came down through it to the golf car parked under, and
Outside-Bob guided her onto the seat.

She knew she should have been shocked and
embarrassed, but was too drained, too exhausted. He gave her breast
a squeeze, then drove the golf cart out of the stable and down the
path to the barn. She moaned into the gag as he pulled her out of
the golf car, her legs so wobbly she could barely stand.

He lifted her wrists high, and when he
released them she felt them held in place as they had been in the
loft. Only now her feet were on the ground.

Outside-Bob turned on a hose and she gasped
as it sprayed her. The cold water made her squeal, twisting and
turning in place. But it also cooled her, and so was a tremendous
relief!

He turned it off and then squirted a thick
cream across her chest before his hands came down on it and began
to spread it over her body. It quickly lathered up, and then his
hands were sliding up over her face and she had to close her
eyes.

From there she could only feel. His big,
casual hands spread the soap through her hair and down her back,
down her front, too, as she moaned at the feel of his hands
kneading and caressing her breasts!

His hands continued downward, spreading soap
over her belly and then between her legs. He tugged the vibrator
out, and soaped her gently. But it was still his fingers, big male
fingers, sliding over her pussy and along her thighs as she stood
there in fresh astonishment.

He soaped her all the way down to her toes.
Then the hose came on again, spraying her, rising her off.

She opened her eyes, blinking them rapidly,
then jerked them away from his as he moved in against her. He
casually toweled her hair and body dry, then removed the leather
straps and pulled her away from the barn and over to the golf cart,
sitting her back in it as he got into the driver seat.

Becca was still in a state of overwhelmed
shock, and had no idea what to do, other than belatedly try to
cover her breasts with her arms.

He snorted in amusement as he drove off to
the house. There he handed her over to Inside-Bob, which made her
face burn hotly again as that man casually pulled her inside, then
into a side room.

“Put on your uniform,” he said. “You have
work to do.”

He picked up the maids uniform – or at least
A maid's uniform. It was not the same as the one she'd worn
before.

“Oh stop that,” he said, slapping her hand
away from her breast. “I'm gay, if you want to know. Your body does
nothing for me.”

He pressed a black and white fabric against
her front, and then fastened it behind her back. He pulled the
front up, and drew some lacy white up around her throat to fasten
behind her, then bent and slipped a pair of white lace garters,
each with a small black bow, around her thighs. He brushed her hair
out, muttering to himself, then got a blow dryer and worked on it
as Becca's shock began to fade.

But now what? What should she do? She still
couldn't protest! And she had no idea what was happening!? She was
glad to have something hiding her nakedness – however thin and
short and tight it was, but she was still horribly embarrassed by
him seeing her naked – gay or not!

She looked down at the outfit. It was black
and white, like the other one. But it didn't have the puffy hem. It
had a little white apron across the lower part, attached by a white
lacy belt around her waist. Much of the chest was white lace – and
see-through.

Inside-Bob put lacy white and black fabric
wrist bands around her wrists, then had her step into six-inch
black stiletto heels.

She tried to reach behind her and undo the
strap holding the ball-gag in place but couldn't seem to find how
it opened.

“There. You're presentable now,” he said.
“You can get to work.”

Becca stared at him in disbelief.

“What? You thought making fifty dollars an
hour was just going to be dusting and changing sheets?” he asked
sarcastically.

She flushed, and he snorted, leading her out
of the room and up the hall.

“What rich men want, rich men get,” he said.
“A smart poor girl figures out how to supply what they want at the
highest price she can get,” he said.

But it's not like that! she wanted to
protest!

“Now let's see if we can teach you how to
serve.”

He brought her to the kitchen, where she
discovered the more time she spent in his presence, and the less
interest he showed in her body, the less embarrassed she got.

He showed her various bottles of alcohol, and
then combined them with mixes to show her how to make drinks.

“Are you paying attention, girl?” he demanded
at one point.

She glared at him and he slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Don't give me no hairy eyeball. I'm teaching
you this because the boss said to. And you better learn or he'll
tan your bottom.”

That certainly got her attention, given the
strapping she'd gotten in the loft.

He showed her bottles of wine, next, and how
to pop the cork, then hold it out to someone for them to smell it –
which sounded goofy to her. Then he showed her how to carefully
pour the wine into a decanter so as to leave the sediment behind,
then how to pour while someone sat at a table.

“Always approach from the left, then hold the
bottle in an inclined position so the guest can read the label,” he
said sternly. “Then once they have approved you remove the cork,
clean the neck of the bottle, then let them scent the cork. If they
approve, pour from the right.”

She had to run through this as he spoke,
while he sat at the dining room table, and whenever she hesitated
she got a smack on her nearly bare bottom.

Then came food.

“Prepared dishes are to be served from the
left,” he said.

It was... bizarre for Becca, to be going
through this while nearly naked! The maid dress was so short it
barely covered her buttocks, and the instant she leaned forward,
even a little, she could feel it sliding up to bare more and more
of her bottom.

Plus, of course, the center of the thing
above the little lace belt ,was see-through, other than black
fabric which pulled in tightly against her ribs, and curved around
to cover perhaps a third of each breast on the outside, she was
basically topless!

Yet she went along with Inside-Bob because
she was so astonished, so amazed, and so confused she had no idea
what else to do!

It wasn't like she could argue or ask
questions! She could, she supposed, simply have run away, but to
where? And then what?

Besides, as her embarrassment around him
faded, there was less urgency to do so.

Then Mr. Morrow came into the room and she
tried to yell at him, only to have him snort in amusement.

“Is she learning anything, Bob?”

“One hopes, Mister Morrow,” Inside-Bob said.
“She is a female, though, so I have no idea how much of this she'll
remember.”

Becca glared at him fiercely, then at Morrow,
jabbing her finger at the gag insistently.

“It seems my bitch has a word or two to say,”
he said in amusement. “All right. Come along.”

She followed him out of the room, fuming at
his back. He led her into a sort of den, then gripped her arm and
turned her back to him before doing something in behind her head
which loosened the straps to the gag.

She gripped the round ball and worked it out
of her mouth, then worked her jaw before turning to glare at
him.

“You have the most incredible amount of
gall!” she exclaimed.

“Been told that before.”

“You.. you... let them see me naked!” she
blurted.

“Well, Bob doesn't care. He's queer, you
know.”

“Outside-Bob isn't!”

“Outside Bob?” he chuckled in amusement.
“Good enough name. No, he ain't gay, but he's not gonna bend you
over and stick you unless I give him permission.”

“You! You don't get to – .”

“Oh yes, I do, baby. I'm the boss, remember?
The boss decides what you do at work on his time while he's paying
you. And let's face it, you'd get off on it anyway.”

“I would not!”

“Oh yes, you would! Want to make another
bet?”

“No!”

He smirked.

“You are such a ...”

“Careful,” he said, pointing his finger at
her.

“Why? Or you'll... beat me!?”

“And you'll get off on it too.”

She stared at him in frustration.

“Look, baby, let's face some facts, shall we?
You have a fantastic body. And you know damn well you do and that
every man who looks at you wants to see you naked. And somewhere
inside that pretty little skull you've been deeply tempted to show
it off.”

'I have not!”

“Every pretty girl is. But you can't because
then people will call you names, and your daddy will find out, and
people in town will be mean to you and you'll feel like a cheap
slut. But this is my ranch, and my ranch house, and the people in
town don't know what happens here and never will.

“The Bobs are completely loyal and keep their
lips zipped. Anyone who visits is going to be someone I trust, and
mostly people from out of town. So it doesn't matter how much you
show off that gorgeous body of yours here. Nobody in town is gonna
look down on you for it because they'll never know.”

“That doesn't mean I want to walk around in
a... a see-through slut dress!” she exclaimed.

“No? Fine. You don't need to.”

He tore the dress open, then as she gasped in
surprise, spun her around and pulled it off her before yanking her
backward by the arm.

“I'll give you something better to wear,” he
said.

And before she knew what that meant he was
bringing something around her neck, something metal. She gasped,
her hands shooting up to grab it, but it was already firmly and
snugly around her neck, and she heard a clicking sound as it locked
together behind her.

He grabbed her arm and jerked her forward to
the mirror on the wall and she stared at herself, eyes and mouth
wide.

What he'd put around her throat was a …
collar. It was metal, smoothly polished stainless steel, and its
only adornment was a thick ring which dangled from the front.

“Much more appropriate,” he said behind
her.

Becca was struck dumb as she stared at
herself. Her hands shot up behind her neck, feeling along the
collar for a latch or clasp, but he only smirked and turned
away.

“It's time for you to have some fun, baby,”
he said. “To stop being a prude, like all the other girls, and
enjoy having that sexy body of yours.”

“You... you... you're a pervert!” she
blurted.

He shrugged. “What's a pervert anyway? I
mean, if I was to bring in a thousand men and they all looked at
you right now in that collar, every one of them would get a big
hard-on. Well, except the queers. But even the queers would admit
you looked gorgeous. So how perverted am I really?”

He went back to his desk, then came back and
gripped her right hand. Becca turned her head and saw him placing a
sort of thick metal bracelet around her wrist.

“Wha-what's that!?” she gasped, trying but
failing to pull her hand free before it clicked shut.

“The rest of your uniform, baby.”

He took her left before she could decide to
fight, and clicked the second bracelet around it.

Both were quite thick, thicker than any
bracelets she'd ever worn, and matched the collar with their
gleaming metal surfaces, and small round rings.
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She was assigned to vacuum the curtains – in
every room. It was an easy enough, if time-consuming task. The
house had a central-vacuum, so she had only to take the hose from
room to room and plug it in.

Doing it naked,collared and gagged, however,
gave the task a deeply sexual feeling it never would have otherwise
had. Even though she was largely alone, she knew that he or
Inside-Bob could walk in on her at any moment.

In part, she fumed about it, about the way he
was treating her, the way he was... abusing her. But that didn't
stop her being aroused.

Becca was not used to being naked for any
length of time, and certainly not around other people. Walking
around the big house naked was very, very strange, especially with
the collar and gag (not to mention the base of the butt-plug easily
visible to anyone behind her).

He was making her into some kind of mindless
sex toy! What she ought to do was demand he take these things off,
take her clothes, and leave.

The problem with that was that even doing it
naked and gagged, this was a very easy job for the incredible money
he was paying her. Plus she got health care. Plus... this nasty,
kinky stuff held a dark, delicious sense of thrilling sexuality she
had never experienced in her life before.

Nor was she likely to ever experience it
again elsewhere.

Abandoning that and going back to the boring
drudgery on her dad's ranch did not appeal to her. Morrow was rough
with her, but he also set her blood on fire! She'd never felt such
excitement, heat or pleasure before!

But she felt guilty for feeling that
pleasure, and for feeling aroused. Sex with him was incredible, she
thought, but she must do something to re-establish her pride, and
some kind of independence! He didn't have the right to do whatever
he wanted with her body! It was hers! She needed to find a way to
get him to agree to that!

Which was difficult while she was gagged and
he wasn't even in the room!

This whole thing was just sooo freaky weird!
She wasn't sure if she could possibly get used to it!

She moved around the house vacuuming the
curtains. There were a lot of them to vacuum! When she was finished
she stood uncertainly, not knowing what to do. If she were wearing
clothes she'd go see Inside-Bob and ask. But going to see him naked
definitely did not appeal to her!

Even if he was gay!

She looked out the window. It was a bright,
sunny day, and she could see how the grass was turning brown in
spots. Water was largely too valuable to water grass in these
parts, except for small patches. She moved through the upstairs,
looking at all the beautiful furniture, then out another window.
This one overlooked the pool area and the high hedges around
it.

She gasped and turned around, trying to cover
her body at a sound. It was Inside-Bob. He frowned at her.

“Aren't you finished yet? Where's the
vacuum?”

She hesitated, then nodded, blushing.

He tsked in annoyance and came into the
room

“When you're finished you come and find me. I
told you that the other day. No slacking off.”

He gripped her arm below her shoulder, and
pulled her from the window, then his hand slapped sharply down on
her bottom so that she yelped and jerked forward.

“Git downstairs, you!” he ordered.

His hand slapped her bottom a second time,
and she yelped, trying to wriggle free. He let her and she scurried
out of the room and then down the stairs as he followed more
sedately.

At the bottom there was really nowhere for
her to run, so she just waited there anxiously, frowning up at him,
her right arm across her breasts and her left hand over her
sex.

He snorted to see her.

“What do you think you're hiding and from
who?” he sniffed.

He walked past her.

“Go wait in the front hall.”

She hesitated, then obeyed. The front hall
was a wide, open area of marble tiles. It had a large mirror
against one wall next to a pair of straight-backed chairs, and a
round table in the middle of the room under a chandelier which
dangled from a high ceiling. There was a large closet, there, and
also the door to a restroom.

Inside-Bob came in carrying a bucket full of
what looked like soapy water, with a large sponge floating in the
middle.

“Do the floor. From corner to corner,” he
ordered.

Becca stared at him in consternation. Do the
floor? Without a mop? Why wasn't there a mop? She tried to ask but
the ball-gag made that almost impossible, and Inside-Bob ignored
her anyway, leaving the hall.

She glared after him, then glared down at the
bucket. Clearly he intended her to do this on her hands and knees,
which would be bad enough even if she had clothes on!

Which she most certainly did not!

The floor looked fine anyway!

She felt a sense of frustration. It wasn't
like doing the floor was beneath her. She was the one who cleaned
out the stables at her dad's ranch, after all, and this was a good
deal easier and cleaner.

On the other hand, if he came back and she
wasn't working he was liable to smack her bottom again, and that
stung!

Bastard!

Reluctantly, she eased down onto her knees.
She grumbled to herself, then stood up, lifted the bucket, and set
it down closer to the front wall, then knelt again and tested the
water. It was hot, but not too hot. She put her hand in and grabbed
the sponge, then took it out and squeezed to wring out most of the
water before turning to the floor.

She propped herself on her left hand as she
used her right to scrub – not that she scrubbed very hard. She
swept the sponge from side to side along the wall, backing slowly
away. She plunged it into the bucket when it seemed too dry, then
wrung it out and continued.

And then Morrow showed up, and she gasped,
kneeling upright, face flushed.

“Working hard?” he asked.

She hesitated, then nodded.

“Good. But I think I should give you some
incentive to work even harder.”

He slid his fingers through her hair.

“When you're done. You're gonna lick the
floor.”

She stared at him in shock.

“Not all of it. Just here and there, to show
you did a good job. And if you've done a good job, why it's not a
problem, now is it?”

His hand slid down to the back of her neck
and he bent her quickly over so that she caught herself on her
hands.

“Spread your legs apart.”

She gulped and obeyed.

“Whenever you're on your hands and knees I
want your legs spread for me, baby. I'm gonna tell Bob to check on
you, and if you have your knees together he's gonna take a switch
to your pretty bottom.”

He chuckled softly, gave her breast a good
squeeze, then straightened and walked out.

Becca looked after him, outraged.

Lick the floor!? As if! There was no damn way
she was licking the damn floor!

She plunged the sponge back into the bucket
again and wrung it out, glowering, then began to scrub the
floor.

She spread her knees wider, feeling
resentful. But it wasn't just resentment. There was a swirling dark
heat stirring in the back of her mind, too. On all fours, naked,
scrubbing the floor – collared – gagged! And now she would have to
lick the floor afterward! That image was both outrageous and
helplessly enthralling.

It would be degrading, but in a definitely
sexual way in keeping with the tone of his kinky demands on her.
And those kinky demands had given her the most intense sexual
experiences of her life by a very long ways.

The sheer gall of the man! Demanding she
kneel naked like this and lick the floor!

Yet the idea tightened her chest and made her
stomach flutter. It also produced a warm, moist heaviness in her
groin.

No way she was going to do that!

Yet it was already clean, and if she cleaned
it again... well, it wasn't like it was dirty so...

But no! That would be sooo degrading!

But so outrageously darkly degrading, in such
a … outrageously sexual and thrilling way!

She scrubbed harder, her mind churning with
contrary thoughts and emotions.

This was sooo nasty!

But it made this simple chore very, very,
very sexually charged.

She gasped when there was a sound, turning to
see Inside-Bob there.

“Keep scrubbing,” he said.

She flushed dark, fighting the urge to close
her legs. He had a long, thin switch of some kind in his hand and
she was pretty sure it would snap down on her bottom if she did
that!

He watched her for an excruciatingly long few
seconds, then left.

I must be out of my mind to keep on with
this, she thought to herself, her body feeling shaky.

But she continued, scrubbing very intently –
just in case Morrow hadn't been making an idle threat!

When she finished she hesitated, much as she
had upstairs. The thought of going to see Inside-Bob wasn't
appealing, but if she just stood around he'd show up and smack her
bottom again.

It wasn't like he hadn't seen her anyway, on
all fours scrubbing, her breasts wobbling beneath her, her legs
spread...

But it still made her face hot when she found
him in the kitchen, and she still crossed her arm across her
breasts.

He snorted to see her.

“I spoke to Mister Morrow about you slacking
off,” he said.

She looked at him indignantly.

He came over to her and she backed up.

“He said to tell you that from now on when
you're finished a job you come down and find me. Then you sit on
your heels on the floor.”

She stared at him in confusion, and he put
his hand on her shoulder and pushed down.

“Sit on your heels.”

She knelt down, then sat on her heels.

“Legs spread.”

She gulped but obeyed.

“Now put the back of your wrists on your
outer thighs. And make sure you back is straight.”

Becca was both confused and embarrassed, but
uneasily obeyed.

“Like that,” he said. “Every time you finish.
You come and sit on your heels like this wherever I am – or if it's
outside, wherever Bob is, and you wait for further orders.”

She felt a surge of outrage at the
thought.

“All right. Let's go see what kind of job you
did.”

Becca's heart began to pound. Would she have
to lick the floor in front of HIM?!

“Looks okay,” he said.

He picked up the bucket and carried it back
up the hall, and, hesitating, she followed. She saw him go into a
side room, a kind of janitor's closet full of cleaning supplies,
and pour it into a sink. Then he filled it up again and poured more
soap in before carrying it back to the front hall.

Was she supposed to do it again!?

But instead he opened the door wide to the
restroom. It was a half bath. But a nice one, with a wide, raised
sink on a granite counter, a large mirror, a cabinet, and then a
toilet.

“Clean this from top to bottom,” he said.
“Start with the counter and sink, then the floor and toilet.
There's a brush there and some Clorox under the counter for the
inside of the toilet.”

She glared at him but he only raised his
eyebrows before leaving.

“And Mister Morrow said to remind you that
you better do a good job,” he called over his shoulder, “because
he's gonna make you prove you did.”

These people are crazy, Becca
thought.

But it was still a simple enough job. And a
lot cleaner than a lot of the jobs she did at her dad's ranch
(which included cleaning bathrooms) so...

She scrubbed the clean counter and clean
sink, then dropped to her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor. She
worked her way further in towards the toilet, and then suddenly
yelped at a stinging blow to her backside that flung her
forward.

She turned wide-eyes to the door to see
Inside-Bob standing there with a thin rod of some kind in his
hand.

“Remember, legs spread,” he said.

He turned and left before she could do more
than glare at him.

She got back to scrubbing, now doing the
floor around the toilet, then the base of the toilet, then
scrubbing up the side, then doing tank, then the seat and rim. She
scrubbed the toilet bowl, and then had a strange, weird, uneasy,
shocking, appalling, outrageous idea.

One which almost made her tremble with a
strange, breathless sense of awe.

What if... he wouldn't but... what if he made
her lick the toilet!?

She felt more and more conflicted, more
outrage, but more strange, dark heat. She scrubbed the toilet bowl
very carefully, then when everything was clean she got up and went
back to the kitchen, and there sat on her heels, spreading her
knees and putting the backs of her wrists on her outer thighs.

“Finished, are you? Go back and wait.”

She gulped, stood up, and went back.

As she walked back she realized she hadn't
bothered trying to cover herself.

Mr. Morrow arrived a few minutes later, by
which time her chest was so tight she could hardly even breath.

“When you're waiting, sit on your heels and
put your wrists on your thighs,” he said.

She gulped and nodded, and he reached out to
her, his big hand gripping the back of her neck. And because it was
a big hand, it curled around to grip most of the sides too.

“You know why I'm having you do some things,
girl?” he asked in a soft voice.

She dropped her eyes anxiously.

“Because I want to make you know I'm the
boss.”

She already knew that, she thought,
frowning.

“Not just understand it, but know it deep
down inside, without even thinking about it. I want you to obey me
the instant I give you an order because it wouldn't even occur to
you to argue or say no. Because I'm the boss.”

He pulled her back and swung her around,
pressing her body against the wall.

“Put your arms up above you.”

She obeyed, gasping, her cheek pressed to the
wall, her breasts pillowed out before her.

His hand released her neck, then slid down
her back, slowly, caressing her.

“You have amazing skin,” he said. “Softer
than silk.”

His hands slid lower, and now it was
caressing her buttocks before squeezing them.

“And a gorgeous little ass.”

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

Heart pounding, Becca obeyed, and felt him
gripping them briefly, then locking the metal bracelets together.
Then he jerked her back and looked down at her as his finger traced
along her lips where they gripped the ball.

“You're going to say only what I tell you.
Got it?”

She nodded her head hesitantly, pulse
racing.

He undid the strap and then pulled the ball
from her mouth.

Becca licked her lips and worked her jaws,
then gasped as he jerked back on her hair.

“Are you my bitch?” he growled

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Let me hear you say it.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

“Did you do a good job cleaning here,
bitch?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He marched her into the center of the hall
and then pushed down on her shoulder to force her to her knees.

“Lick the floor. Show me you know it's
clean.”

Becca shuddered and bent forward.

Then there was a sharp snap of noise as
something thin and light hit her bottom with a stinging jolt.

“Spread those legs, little bitch.”

She moaned and obeyed, then bent forward,
feeling a wild, intense rush of energy and emotion as she slowly
brought her lips down and then licked at the floor.

“Long, slow licks, bitch.”

This is so sick, she thought dazedly.

She licked the floor, moaning as he stood
over her.

Then he gathered in her hair around his fist
and pulled her upright on her knees, before forcing her to knee
walk further into the hall.

“Again.”

She bent over, licking at the floor, feeling
her lower body pulsing with energy.

He lifted her upright by the hair again, and
made her knee-walk to the restroom, then released her.

Shuddering, Becca leaned over and licked the
floor.

He pulled her up to her feet and bent her
over and she licked the counter and then, the sink, her tongue
licking along the shiny bowl.

And then he gripped her hair again, and she
knew what was coming.

She trembled as she sank to her knees, and
then he pushed her over and she licked at the base of the toilet,
then licked up along the outside of the bowl. She could hardly
breathe as he raised her head higher, and she was gripped by a
tremendous sense of emotion as she licked at the seat. Then he
lifted the seat, and she licked at the rim before he pushed her
head down.

She licked up along the inside of the
bowl.

“Hot little bitch,” he growled.

He yanked her up and back, turning her around
even as he jerked his pants down. She stared at his cock springing
up, thick and red and hungry.

It pushed into her open mouth, and she
trembled as waves of heat and emotion and energy crackled through
her body.

He pulled her in and then gripped her head
with both hands. His thick cock pushed deep into her mouth, and
then into her throat. Before she could even think to gag he was
forcing her forward, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her
throat.

Becca's mind was smoldering and her body was
on fire. Her mind wasn't functioning well to begin with. Now she
felt a shock hit her even as she struggled – too late – to pull
back. Yet by the time she understood his intent her lips were
wrapped around the base of his cock, pressed up against his
groin.

Her knees flailed and jerked as her body
twisted and shook, but he held her easily in place by controlling
her head, keeping her pressed firmly against him.

“Stop moving!” he barked.

Gurgling helplessly, her head pounding and
chest burning, Becca understood the futility of trying to pull
against him, and somehow forced herself to hold still – except for
trembling and shaking. The feel of that huge hard cock filling her
throat was astonishing, but she fought to not panic. She
understood, vaguely, that this sort of thing was done by other
girls.

But not her!

“You're gonna learn to do every job you're
assigned and do it properly,” he said.

He slid backward, and the long, thick,
glistening length of his shaft slid up her throat, and then finally
popped free.

Becca coughed repeatedly and gulped in ragged
breaths of air.

But not for long. Before she could regain her
breath he jerked her head up and pushed himself into her open mouth
and then deep into her throat a second time, then a third and
fourth.

She quickly became light-headed, dazed, her
eyes glassy as he introduced her to deep throating his powerful
cock.

Finally he pulled free, putting her on her
belly on the floor, her bottom raised high. He pulled the butt-plug
out and then drove his glistening cock deep in her ass, his big
hands holding her hips firmly as he hammered himself into her with
unrestrained force and hunger.
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Becca was back in a saddle, but naked. It was
a different kind of saddle, and it rode no horse. The metal wrist
bracelets, or shackles or whatever they were called, were locked
together behind her back. The saddle was sitting on a low post, and
her feet had been bound to the stirrups

The front of the saddle had a horn, as usual,
but this one was a vibrator, and a much more powerful one than
she'd experienced already because it was plugged into the wall.

The saddle came equipped with a long, thick
dildo, which was jammed high in her belly, and a strangely shaped
one with different thicknesses which had pushed up into her
bottom.

She marveled at it!

Someone had actually made this!? Made it to
put a girl on!? Did they make a lot of them!?

The gag was back in her mouth, and she had
headphones on her ears. Music played from them, the soft,
classical, instrumental kind she'd never had any interest in. But
just below the music was another sound, the sound of a woman
moaning in pleasure – of many women moaning in pleasure.

And Morrow had, smirking as he'd done it,
slid a slim chain through the ring in the front of the collar. At
either end was a small clip coated in rubber. The chain was
adjustable, and he had done so, then fastened the clips to her
nipples – which had been rock hard even then.

The clips bit firmly, though not very
painfully into her nipples. They throbbed and ached.

That people could be this perverted was an
astonishing thing to Becca.

She squirmed in the saddle, unable to pull
herself back from the vibrating horn because she was impaled on the
dildo – a thick, and very realistically shaped dildo!

She was frustrated in several ways, not the
least of which was that Morrow had made it clear he thought she was
some sort of slut, and she was finding it very hard to prove
otherwise.

She had almost expected him to hit on her
when she had accepted the job. What she hadn't expected was that
the job would become so – so sexual! It was one thing to have sex
with the boss on occasion, and it was another to spend half the day
involved in perverted sex with him not even present for much of
it!

But the wild, savage force of the sex she'd
experienced at his hands had radically altered her view of sex and
sexuality, and her mind's and thus her body's responses.

And she'd found that she was helpless to
resist the influence of the vibrator! The way the current one was
jammed against the front of her sex made it impossible to keep
still. It was inevitable, then, that, unable to move backward or
forward or from side to side, she would wind up moving in the only
direction she had available.

She rose in the stirrups, shuddering as she
felt the thick dildo sliding slowly out of her, and at the same
time felt the strangely bumpy one in her bottom pulling free as
well. She rose up several inches, which was all she could rise
given the level of the stirrups, then slid down again with a
helpless cry of surprised reaction to the sensations that brought
her.

The sensations were intense. The feeling of
the two dildos, the one realistic and the other far from it,
sliding up into her body combined with her sex jamming against the
vibrating horn made her unable to keep from reacting.

Or doing it again.

As much as she hated doing it, as much as she
felt the frustration of doing exactly what she knew Morrow expected
a 'slut' to do, she couldn't resist the dark, siren song of
pleasure as she rose up and then slid down again – and again – and
again, gasping and moaning, head thrown back, breasts heavy on her
chest.

And as she rode up and down those breasts
wobbled – or tried to. The clips attached to her nipples, however,
were attached to chains which had no give in them. Every time her
breasts pulled down they pulled against her nipples, sending a
sharp, aching, yet deeply provocative rush of energy and sensation
through her breasts.

I'm a slut, she thought dazedly, her mind
churning with hunger and heat. She moaned and gasped as she rose
and fell, rose and fell, riding her body up and down on the dildos
while grinding the front of her sex against the high, buzzing horn.
Her nipples throbbed and her breasts pulsed with heat and
sensation. Her insides churned and throbbed, and her mind was awash
in lust and need which was rapidly taking her over.

She rode faster and harder, her buttocks
slapping down on the saddle again and again, impaling herself on
the two dildos, her nipples crackling like live wires until the
orgasm tore through her. Then she rode faster still, crying out
with the wonder and pleasure of the carnal explosion tearing
through her.

It was so good! It was sooo good! It was like
a narcotic! And it was deeply addictive.

She sagged in the saddle, gasping for breath,
but even then her body quivered and throbbed, and her sex remained
pressed against the base of the saddle horn, which buzzed and sent
vibrations into her groin. And Becca could no more ignore it now
than she had earlier.

Still, her mind was clearer, and she marveled
again at the strength of the orgasm and the perversity of anyone
who would build a saddle like this. Not to mention anyone who would
buy one!

She also felt a hopeless sensation as her
body began to squirm once more. She wasn't sure what Morrow was
doing with this sort of thing, but she didn't think it was
something she ought to be cooperating with! She should not be
reacting exactly how she knew he wanted her to!

Yet she knew she was.

Her pride urged her to resist, but the hunger
drove her on, and she began to rise and fall, riding the dildos,
riding as if riding a horse, plunging her body down again and again
to cry out as another orgasm ripped through her mind and body, then
another, and another still.

She was soon sweating again, frazzled,
breathless and dazed, moaning exhaustedly around the ball-gag as
her body trembled and twitched. The front of the saddle was wet
beneath her. But that just made grinding her clitoris against the
vibrating saddle feel even more delicious.

She surrendered to the raw, animal lust
riding her body, gave in completely to the hunger, feverish with
the heat as she drove herself on until she could barely breathe and
didn't care.

Then the vibrator stopped, and she sagged in
the saddle, her chin on her chest, gulping in air. Until a fist
gripped her hair and yanked her head up and back.

She moaned as his lips chewed their way along
her throat, up under her ear, his hand kneading her breast. He
removed the clips, then bent her head back further, forcing her
back to arch. She felt his lips around her nipples, his teeth
digging into her tender breasts as he sucked rhythmically.

His tongue swept across her tingling nipples,
and she cried out dazedly as they burned. His fingers pushed down
against her sex, where she was hyper-sensitive from the vibrator.
The feel of warm, soft skin made her cry out again, and then again,
as another orgasm took her.

He snorted in amusement, then lifted her off
the saddle.

“You've had your entertainment. Time to get
back to work, little bitch.”

*

Becca's eyes squinted under the bright summer
sun. It was hot. She was hot. Her legs ached. She shook her head
and swung the net out across the pool, then drew it slowly back,
skimming along the top.

Morrow wanted this done several times a day,
so that when he felt in the mood for a dip he didn't have to bother
about dead bugs floating around him. And since he had a bitch
available to do the job, well, that was what she did. She did it in
a bit of a daze, though, finding today's events particularly
astonishing.

In a way, this was relaxing, getting back to
simple, ordinary work. Okay, she was doing it naked, collared and
with metal shackles around her wrists and ankles. But compared to
the rest of the day's events this was soothing and ordinary.

Morrow was definitely a pervert. But the
kinky things he was involving her in held a strange, dark
fascination for her, and she didn't understand why. He treated her
worse than a whore. And she had fought for years to not be seen as
one. Yet something about it thrilled her.

Again, her mind flickered, with relief, to
the unlikelihood of this finding its way into the gossip mill
around town. He had a lot of employees, people she knew, people her
father knew. But they were working out in the fields and never came
here to the house. They had their own foremen, their own stables
and paddocks and barns elsewhere. This was the ranch house where
Morrow lived.

She had seen him driving a jeep out to
somewhere not long ago, probably to talk with those very people and
oversee work being done. The ranch house was an island, separate
from the ranch, and the 'hired hands' were not welcome here.

Except for the Bobs, of course.

But they were trusted by Morrow, and if they
violated that trust their jobs would be forfeited. He no more
wanted gossip spread around town about him and his sexual interests
than she did. He was also a vengeful man. They'd never get work
elsewhere in this county, and his vengeance could easily follow
them beyond.

Which did not make it any less embarrassing
to have to kneel naked in front of them, or even to be seen naked!
Inside-Bob was bad enough, given his disinterest. Outside-Bob was
another matter. He was a big man, like Morrow, and he had made it
clear he liked what he saw when he looked at her.

Especially when she was naked.

Of course her standards of modesty and her
inhibitions had taken heavy damage over the past few days. She
would have been mortified not long ago by either of them seeing her
naked. Now it just made her self-conscious and uncomfortable.

Yet even that had a dark sexual tinge to
it.

Standing or kneeling completely naked around
a man was … a mind-altering experience when it wasn't a boyfriend
or lover. At least to her. She wondered how those girls in Europe
got used to naked sunbathing at the beach. Maybe it was different
when lots of people were naked.

Then again, those girls probably didn't get
groped by strange men. Outside-Bob certainly took every opportunity
to squeeze her bottom or her breasts when he was around. That
should have infuriated her, but it only caused her confusion. She
felt indignant about it, but it also aroused her in some dark
way.

It was that masochistic sense of being a
victim which was driving her on, the breathless image of herself as
the martyred innocent on the altar of dark lust, taken advantage of
by cruel men. It was a seductive and arousing image.

She finished with the skimmer, then decided
to take a dip. She jumped into the pool and then slid under the
water, swimming smoothly. She curved up and out and then pulled
herself out to sit on the edge.

It would be awful neat to have a nice place
with a swimming pool, she thought. She might actually be able to
buy one if she made fifty dollars an hour.

She kicked her feet in the water, then got up
and went looking for her next task from Outside-Bob.

*

“Tomorrow?” she asked in surprise.

Her father shrugged.

“Maybe there was a cancellation.”

“Is Ed gonna be able to take care of
things.”

“Most of them. There'll be a few things
you'll have to look after, though.”

They talked about the various tasks. It was
going to take considerable effort for her to come home after
working at the Morrow Ranch and then work here, too. At least her
work was not very physically strenuous. Even if it was emotionally
draining.

Maybe she could persuade Morrow to let her
off early for the next week. It wasn't like he really needed her
labor anyway. He just wanted to fuck her brains out, and he usually
did that well before she went home.

She decided to ask the next day.

*

She called in and told them she'd be late,
then drove her father to the city hospital and got him settled
before returning. She arrived a couple of hours late, and looked
around, but didn't see anyone. She went to the shed, and there,
feeling strange as she always did, stripped naked, then put on the
collar and shackles.

Each of them was made of metal but it was
flexible enough to open in the middle and bent back enough to get
around her wrists, ankles and neck. Once locked together she
couldn't open them again, which made it doubly weird putting them
on and pushing the tongues into the openings in the opposite
sides.

It made her nipples hard, though.

This was so sick!

She walked outside, naked, looking around
nervously as she always did, then made her way to the house. She
flushed as she saw Inside-Bob.

“Uhm, I was looking for Mister Morrow,” she
said self-consciously.

“In the den.”

She headed down the hall and found him at his
desk in his den.

He turned and looked as she appeared.

“So. Late, are you?”

“Uhm, I called and said – .”

“Yeah, yeah. So you did. Get in here.”

She licked her lips nervously.

“Mister Morrow, uh, I was wondering if I
could get off early the next week.”

“Because your father is in hospital and you
want to help with chores.”

“Uhm, well, yes sir.”

“No. You can't.”

“Uh...”

“But I'll tell you what I'll do for you. You
give me a list of thing that need doing and I'll have my foreman
sent a couple of the hands over there to take care of each
day.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“Oh.. You don't have to – .”

“I don't have to do anything, girl. That's
the nature of being me. I do what I want. It's employees who have
to do things. That includes you. Stand up straight. Put your hands
behind your neck and arch your back. Shift your legs apart.”

She gulped but obeyed and he looked her up
and down.

“Never get tired of seeing that body,” he
said. “Get over here and get on your knees.”

She felt a jolt of emotion, but obeyed, and
then undid his pants as he looked down at her and drew out his
cock. She began to lick and suck as he fondled her breasts.

“This gives me an opportunity to train you
better. You've got all the tools to be a perfect little bitch, but
you haven't had the training or experience. I think I can give you
an intensive course now since you don't have to go home.”

She looked up at him in surprise.

“The hands can take care of your chores. And
there's no one waiting for you at home. I can make you into a bitch
every man would envy.”

His cock was hardening as she licked it. She
took it into her mouth, bobbing up and down, but soon felt his hand
on her head, trying to push her further. She gagged, resisting,
instinctively pulling back, until he snorted derisively.

“I see where we can start that training,” he
said.

He pushed her back and then did up his pants
before standing. He moved over to a cabinet and came back with a
chain, which he bent and snapped to the collar around her neck.

“Heel.”

He tugged and headed for the door, and Becca
gasped, lurching forward, then forced to crawl.

“Are you kidding me!?” she gasped.

“Bitches don't talk back either. You got a
lot to learn, little bitch.”

She felt another of those breathless jolts of
shock as she found herself crawling along the floor while he held
what could only be a leash.

“You're a hot little bitch; a bitch in heat.
No shame in acting like it.”

They stopped in another room, and then the
ball-gag went in before they continued on.

The further she crawled, the more awed she
felt at crawling.

Like an animal!

He led her out to the door, past Inside-Bob.
She cringed, but kept crawling, then went out through the door.
Again she crawled, as he walked across the yard and past the
hedges, with her having to hurry to keep up.

They went to the barn. Unlike other barns on
the property, there were no animals in this one, just various tools
and vehicles. He led her through and to a small area near the back.
There was a machine there whose purpose she didn't get time to even
consider as Morrow led her to where several posts had been drivin
into the dirt floor.

He tightly strapped her thighs to two of
them, then had her lower herself onto her forearms and strapped her
elbows to two more. He squatted beside her, holding a pair of small
plastic devices the size of shot glasses. Each was attached to what
looked like a small hose, and when he pressed them against the
center of her breasts which hung below her, she gasped as she felt
the suction.

He gathered her hair up into a tail, then
pulled it slowly back to raise her head up, before trying her hair
to a cord. She felt the butt-plug pulled from her bottom and
another pushing in in its place.

The new one, though, was shaped differently.
It was only a few inches long, and curved, for as it sank into her
she felt the curve against her tailbone. It was to this he tied her
hair, forcing her head to remain up and back.

That greatly restricted the movement of her
head as well as forcing her jaws wide, and she could not see what
else he did behind her. She could feel his fingers rubbing along
the length of her sex, though, and penetrating her. They were
slippery with something.

They drew back and something thicker and
longer pushed slowly into her body. It was some kind of dildo, she
thought.

Then came the sound of a machine behind her.
The dildo began to move in and out, thrusting into her. A moment
later she felt a separate touch against the top of her sex, then a
buzzing as a vibrator was pushed against her.

She couldn't see what was happening, but she
could certainly feel it! The dildo thrust into her with long,
steady strokes, plunging deep, while the vibrator rubbed forward
and back, then from side to side, varying its speed as it ground
itself against her clitoris.

Then she couldn't see anything at all, as he
slipped a blindfold over her eyes.

The dildo behind her pumped faster, deeper,
and she moaned into the gag, gasping wildly as the thing thrust
into her. Something began to hit her buttocks, then, something flat
and padded, but hard as well, much like someone's hips smacking
her, only much flatter.

This is insane, she thought dazedly. Who gets
stuff like this!?

A rich man who could do what he liked, she
answered.

The vibrator ground against her and the
little suction cups sucked rhythmically at her nipples, making them
burn, making her breasts feel swollen.

She felt fingers at her ears, and then
earbuds were pushed inside, with the same moaning and groaning and
crying out in pleasure she'd heard the other day. It was clear
Morrow wanted her in a different world, where he could continue to
try and turn her into a nymphomaniac!

The problem was that as unsettling as that
idea was it was also quite, quite thrilling.

She didn't even know if he was still standing
there as she knelt and moaned and jerked to the blows against her
bottom as the dildo plunged deep.

Heat began to pulse within her, a dark,
wicked heat as she felt her mind roiled by dark fantasies and
images and a growing fever took hold.

She felt him undoing the gag, and removing
it. But a moment later he jerked sharply on her hair, which forced
her jaw wider, and pushed something else into her mouth. It forced
her mouth wide, and then held it like that, but she couldn't feel
anything going inside.

Until she did.

Something pushed forward, something warm and
hard and about the size of a cock. A big one. She felt it sliding
along her tongue, and braced herself as it slid deep. It pushed
into her throat and there was nothing she could do. She couldn't
back up, couldn't twist aside, couldn't even move her head as
Morrow buried his cock in her throat.

“Hot little slut,” he growled. “You're going
to lose your gag reflex before I'm done, and then you'll be able to
deep throat any sized cock that slides in here.”

He pumped slowly in and out, then jammed
himself deep and held himself there as she trembled and shook. He
pulled out to let her gasp for breath, then buried himself again,
pumping in and out, in and out, before withdrawing.

“You were built for this, you hot, sexy
little bitch,” he said, burying himself again.

He slid back as he finished, leaving her
dazed and light-headed.

“You need to learn to breathe while I'm
fucking your throat. Relax your throat and breath slowly. You can
do it. You'll learn, you little bitch animal.”

The gag went back in and then, as far as she
knew, he left her to the dildo thrusting into her, the vibrator
grinding against her, the suction cups pulling at her nipples.

The fever rose again, the heat scalding, and
she began to writhe and twist and shake as the first orgasm
approached. Her breasts wobbled and swung below her, the nipples
crackling with sexual electricity as the suction cups pulled at
them.

The orgasm hit, and she gave herself to it,
thrashing and bucking uncontrollably as her muscles spasmed with
the violence of the raw explosion of sensation tearing through
her.

It was not the last.

At some point, the dazed girl felt the
ball-gag removed, then a cock – no, a dildo, slid into her mouth
and deep into her throat. It started to pump smoothly in and out,
going incredibly deep, moving with machine-like precision.

She gurgled dazedly, trembling, pulling
against the straps to no avail. The dildo pumped smoothly in and
out, in and out, using long strokes, just like the one in her
pussy. The latter sped up, though, and the things attached to the
center of her breasts began to suck harder.

The dildo which pumped in and out of her
mouth and throat never left her mouth, though it often retreated
from her throat and sat there in her mouth for long seconds while
she gulped in air. Then it would thrust deep and pump again while
she trembled and shook.

More orgasms tore through her mind and body
as sweat trickled down along her ribs and hips. Becca didn't see or
feel the outer heat, though. She was locked in a world of sexual
heat, totally immersed in it, seeing, hearing and feeling nothing
else. Her mind had been reduced to animal instincts of pleasure,
lust and need, and she was hardly aware of who she was or where she
was.
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Becca was only half conscious. She could
neither see nor hear, and the world seemed... strange. She was
vaguely aware she was hanging upside down, her legs spread wide
above her, her arms spread wide below. She didn't know why or how,
or for how long nor gave it an awful lot of thought.

Then she was being taken down, her body
lolling in the arms of someone, or someones. She was carried and
placed on grass, then the blindfold was removed.

It was dark outside. She looked around
groggily. She felt dizzy for a while, then thirst took control,
driving her to move, even though her body ached. She groaned and
her body shifted, then she tried to sit up. She discovered her legs
were bent and would not straighten.

When she looked down she could see something
was wrapped around her knees – something that looked like the elbow
joint of a plastic pipe, only these were black leather. They were
stiffer than ordinary leather, though, and wouldn't allow her legs
to straighten.

But there was a bowl of water not far away.
She saw it in the dim light coming from the moon overhead. She
groaned and rolled and then she was on her hands and knees. She
crawled to it and then realized she still had the ball gag in her
mouth.

Even so, her thirst drove her on and she
plunged her entire mouth, ball and all, into the water. She was
able to suck water in around the ball, and swallowed again and
again.

Thirst satisfied, she lay down and fell
asleep.

It was still dark when she woke again, but
her mind was much clearer. She sat up awkwardly, investigating the
things around her legs. She was not surprised to find she couldn't
remove them, nor the gag.

A bitch in heat. That was what he kept
calling her. Did he intend to turn her into some kind of
animal?!

She was in a field next to the house, and a
chain attached to her collar and locked to a fence ensured she
didn't go far.

She settled back down and tried to rest, but
it was hard. She was awfully hungry, and sore in strange places.
Her nipples were rock hard, and sore and every time she touched
them she gasped with both pain and... pleasure. They were so
sensitive!

She was almost as sensitive between her
thighs, and she let her fingers rub her there gently, then less
gently. Soon her hips were bucking and rolling and she writhed
there on her back in the grass, legs splayed, knees jerking
spastically, moaning into the gag as an orgasm took her.

She fell asleep again shortly after.

She woke groggy, blinking in the early dawn
light.

“Let's go, little bitch,” a voice said.

She gasped as the chain attached to her
collar was pulled, yanking her up. She twisted and rolled onto all
fours, and then almost fell as the chain was pulled again.

Outside-Bob had the chain, and he walked
towards the house, tugging sharply every time she tried to get to
her feet, grinning at her as he led her along. He led her to the
door, groped her breasts, then handed the chain to Inside-Bob, who
tugged and led her through the back room and down the hall, then
into a large bathroom.

So far, Becca was too confused, groggy and
uncertain about what was happening to figure out what to do about
it. All she really knew was she was sore and hungry. And dirty. But
that latter was about to change as Bob tugged on the chain until
she climbed into a tub.

“Kneel there,” he said.

He picked up a hand shower, and then
matter-of-factly sprayed her down, then began to soap her up. Becca
reminded herself he was gay, but still felt a growing sense of
embarrassment and indignation as his hands soaped up her back – and
her breasts, and everywhere else!

Things were getting out of hand, she thought.
She needed to... do... something!

He soaped up her hair and face, which left
her blind, until he rinsed her off. Then he had her climb out and
stand, at least. He dried her with a towel, then brushed her hair
and took a blow dryer to it. When Becca tried to intervene he
casually pulled her wrists together behind her and locked the
shackles together, then continued.

When he was done he led her – walking, this
time – back through the house and up the stairs, then into the
Master bedroom where Morrow was asleep.

“It's Seven, Mister Morrow,” he said, as he
tugged on the chain.

Morrow grumbled and rolled over, and Bob
handed him the chain, then left, closing the door behind him.

Becca stared down at him, and he looked back,
then tugged on the chain, forcing her into the bed.

“I figure you've been starting to come to
terms with some of your instincts,” he said, giving her breast a
squeeze. “We're all animals, when you get right down to it, and
you're a hot little bitch in heat.”

He jerked her further in and onto her back,
then ran his hands over her body and down between her legs.

Becca moaned as his fingers skilfully
caressed her sex, as he bent to suck and chew at her breasts, and
as she felt the dark heat swirling within her once more. By the
time he rolled atop her and thrust himself into her body she was
already wet and trembling, her mind enfolded in a gauzy veil of
hunger and arousal.

She lay on her shackled wrists, gasping and
moaning into the gag, as he lifted her ankles onto his shoulders
and leaned into her.

As before, she had nothing to do, nothing to
say. Nothing was expected of her. She could only lay there and
experience the physical sensations as his big cock drove into her
and his hips hammered down against her buttocks.

There was a strange sense of peace in that,
of not having to think or plan or worry about anything, of just
being able to observe and experience. She grunted and gasped as his
heavy body came down atop her, as his cock plunged deep into the
dark, overheated turmoil of her belly.

Occasionally her mind flinched away, as
thoughts of pride, dignity and independence assailed her. But in
the main, she simply lay back and surrendered to the heat as he
used her body to sate his hunger. It seemed only natural, and her
own body was thrumming excitedly as he did.

She did not – quite – orgasm before he
finished, for this was a morning quicky to him. But as he climbed
out of bed, yawning, he showed her something new.

“Just got this late yesterday, little bitch,”
he said, gesturing for her to climb out of the bed.

She obeyed and stared at what looked like a
steel belt. He slipped it around her waist and locked it together.
Then he picked up another steel belt. This one was sharply curved.
It had what looked like two stainless steel penises attached to the
underside. He had her bend over, and she felt the two pressing
against her, then sliding into her body.

The one in her bottom tapered to almost
nothing at the end, but the one in her pussy remained thick,
actually widening near the base so that it pressed firmly into the
mouth of her sex. Morrow pulled the belt up between her buttocks to
attach to the one around her waist in back, then drew the other
part up to attach to the front of the belt.

“Now let me show you how this works,” he
said, taking out a remote control.

She was not surprised when the thing in her
pussy began to vibrate. She shuddered and clamped her thighs
together, moaning as the intensity of the vibrations grew.

“That's for being a good little bitch,” he
said.

The vibrations stopped, and suddenly she
cried out as the other one sent a sharp jolt of electricity into
her bottom!

He laughed at her reaction, then pressed it
again, and again so that Becca squealed and squirmed and twisted
violently.

“That's for being a bad little bitch,” he
said.

He grabbed the chain and led her downstairs,
then had her kneel next to his chair as he sat at the dining room
table.

“Now, would you like something to eat?”

She nodded anxiously.

“If you say one single word, the gag goes
back in and you don't eat. Understand?

She hesitated, then nodded.

He undid the gag as Bob brought over plates
of grits, bacon and eggs and steaming hot rolls.

“Leg's spread,” he barked.

She gulped and pulled her knees wide, and he
traced her lips with his fingers, then slid one inside.

Becca sucked lightly, uncertainly, then
licked as he pumped his finger in and out. Her breasts were
starting to throb, and her lower belly was starting to heat up
again. This was dark and kinky and beyond her experience, but it
was certainly in keeping with the other rough, nasty sexual things
he had subjected her to the last few days.

Including that insanity yesterday which had
just about driven her out of her mind!

He began to eat, but also to feed her. The
vibrator began to buzz softly inside her and against her as she
knelt there watching him, and that made her body quiver in
response. He held out spoonfuls of grits for her to eat, or a piece
of bacon for her to lick from his fingers, or pieces of buns for
her to eat out of his hand.

Becca was famished, so wasn't about to
complain and get gagged again – and no breakfast. And it only
slightly occurred to her that she could refuse to be gagged.

After breakfast she was gagged again, though,
before she could put her thoughts and complaints into verbal form.
Then she was given to Outside-Bob for a while. He groped her
breasts as he led her over the garage and had her clean a couple of
the cars. After that she went to the stable to spread out hay for
the horses there and clean their stalls.

When that was done she brushed down the
horses, then was brought back to the house and given to Inside-Bob.
He looked at her unhappily, sighed, then washed her again before
putting her to work cleaning the floors – on all fours again.

The vibrator thing came on sometimes, making
her squirm and moan and sometimes grab at herself – though she
couldn't really do much because of the steel belt over her sex.
Whenever she took too long to do something, though, the one in her
bottom would start jolting her like little static electricity jolts
– only deep in her belly!

It seemed Inside-Bob also had a remote!

The electrical zaps were unpleasant enough to
lend her plenty of energy to push herself into going faster! She
also quickly learned that when she felt them it meant Bob wanted
her for something, so she'd rush down to find him.

“Time for lunch,” he said at one point.

She had no watch, of course, and hadn't even
been aware of the time.

“Kneel.”

She knelt obediently, legs apart.

“Remember, just like the boss said, one word,
and the gag goes back in and you get no food.”

He pulled the gag out and then, to her
surprise, set out a plate of grits – on the floor.

“Get to it. Don't use your hands.”

She flushed, but obeyed, kneeling on all
fours, then lowering herself to her forearms, eating at the plate
while he watched.

“Don't forget to spread those legs.”

She jerked her knees apart and he nodded,
then put down a bowl of milk for her before going back to his
work.

It should have infuriated her, she knew, but
it didn't. It seemed .. in keeping... with what she had been
experiencing the last few days, and the vibrator buzzed more
powerfully than usual to make her want to roll her hips
hungrily.

She knew Bob was looking at her from time to
time, which was degrading. But it really only served to incite that
dark sense of being a helpless sexual victim and martyr, which
aroused her further.

When she had finished he took the plate and
bowl away and looked down at her.

“I can see where Mister Morrow thinks this is
a fantasy come true,” he said. “Even I think it's hot. I don't have
any particular urge to fuck you, pretty as you are. But on the
other hand...”

He slid his fingers along her lips, then
reached down and locked her wrists together behind her before
straightening. He undid his pants and dropped them and his shorts,
then tugged on the chain.

Becca's mouth opened without even thinking
about it, and his cock slid into it as she began to suck and
lick.

As that happened, though, her mind was
suddenly thrown into confusion and turmoil. She felt indignation
again, as if this was wrong, as if he shouldn't be doing this – and
she shouldn't be doing this. It was even more degrading, more
outrageous than Morrow doing it for some reason.

And that lent the act a dark, churning,
breathless sense of heat and stroked that dark sense of masochism
again.

It's like I'm a slave girl, she thought with
a wondering sense of awe. Shackled and helpless!

She sucked and licked his balls as he guided
her lips down, then took his cock deep into her throat. It seemed
much easier after the other day. She bobbed up and down as he
pumped in and out, and the vibrator buzzed even more powerfully, so
she almost came before he did!

Then it was back to being gagged, and back to
work.

She went outside again, and this time it was
Outside-Bob who removed her gag, then plunged himself down her
throat. He was rougher than Inside-Bob, and more eager, thrusting
his big cock deep into her throat and pumping hard and fast so that
she almost choked.

She exercised the horses, then, feeling even
more intensely sexual, and even more lost in a strange dark sense
of being somewhere outside the normal world, in a land where the
rules were different.

Just how different, she discovered that
evening.

Morrow had visitors.

Two men, older men, like him, not men she had
ever seen before, confident, self-assured men, men of wealth, came
to dinner. And she was to serve them – starting with dinner.

It should have been mortifying, but after the
events of the last few days, with the Bobs and Morrow, she was far
less inhibited about men seeing her naked body. She was still, of
course, embarrassed, at least at first, and very self-conscious.
But Bob's use of the remote to make the metal prong in her bottom
spark and shock her quickly brought her into line.

“Now this girl has a nice body,” one of them
said, reaching out to fondle her breast as she poured wine.

“Yeah, you only have the best stock, Denver,”
the other man said.

He too squeezed her breast as she poured.

“She's a natural,” Morrow said.

After serving them, Morrow removed the gag
and had her kneel, cautioning her with a warning finger. Then she
ate with them – or rather, ate at the same time, as Morrow and the
two men – whose names were Paul and Brad – fed her bits and pieces
of steak by hand.

After dinner, the men retreated to the great
room, and Morrow gestured for her to follow.

“Crawl,” he ordered.

Flushing, she crawled after them, her mind
gripped by a dark, twisted sense of outraged hunger which had been
growing since the men had first looked at her.

This was so sick! It was so perverted and
kinky and outrageous!

Inside-Bob brought drinks and cigars, while
Becca simply sat on her heels on the floor, often the object of
their attention and discussions. She wasn't gagged, but it didn't
really occur to her to say anything. What would she say
anyway!?

There was still a part of her that longed to
get up and sprint away, abandoning this whole perverted,
outrageously degrading behavior. But as always, it was countered by
the boredom and drudgery which awaited her if she did.

She was not surprised, though her chest did
tighten, when she was ordered to crawl to Brad and perform oral
sex. She obeyed, as the others watched, as he watched, feeling
very, very... sexual, intensely sexual, as if she were nothing more
than a sexual animal!

She bobbed slowly on his erection, taking it
deep into her throat each time, feeling a delicious sense of
seductive, sensual heat as the slick, warm flesh caressed her
tongue and throat.

What did surprise her was when he jerked back
on her hair and his hand slid around her throat and squeezed. He
used that hand to force her up off her knees, up to straddle him on
the sofa. She felt the belt opening, felt the stainless steel cocks
sliding out of her body. Then she was maneuvered over his stiff
cock and pulled down onto it.

“Ride my cock, slut,” he growled.

Becca moaned helplessly, and obeyed. The feel
of a warm, living cock inside her after the hard metal was
indescribably erotic! She almost came just from sliding down its
length! And with his hand still around her throat, and his other
fondling her breast, she rode up and down only twice before the
orgasm tore through her mind.

She rode harder and faster, then, gurgling
and gasping and panting as she bounced atop his cock, impaling
herself again and again, wallowing in the dark heat and desperate
thrill of what she was doing.

She rode up and down frantically, her mind
blasted by the force of the pleasure howling through her body.

Then it was Paul's turn, and she turned to
him eagerly, sucking and licking his cock, then climbing up and
straddling him to ride dazedly up and down through two more monster
orgasms.

It felt so glorious to have a real flesh and
blood cock inside her after that metal thing had teased her all
day! Every time she slid down it and she felt it pushing deep into
her body she wanted to cry out in wanton pleasure and heat!

After that she swallowed Morrow's cock, and
then Brad, hard again already, knelt behind her and thrust himself
home.

The shock of it, of having one cock in her
pussy and the other in her throat, made her climax again out of
sheer awed excitement. Her inhibitions had fallen away but the dark
delight she felt at flaunting them was even more powerful.

However, when Morrow took his cock from her
mouth to rub it across her face, she spoke. It wasn't intentional,
for her mind was swimming in dark sensuality, but as Brad thrust
into her she cried out.

“Yes! Oh! Oh! God! Fuck!”

They finished with her, and then Morrow made
her crawl at the end of the chain, down a long hall and into a
nearly empty room. There he had her stand, then chained her wrists
up and apart, and her ankles apart on the floor, her toes barely
touching it.

“You know you're not allowed to talk, little
bitch,” he said.

He had a long, curved dildo in hand and he
tugged on her hair to get her to open her mouth wide. He pushed the
dildo through her lips, and Becca shuddered as she felt the thing
sliding along her tongue. The head pushed into her throat and then
slid down as the base of the dildo – a wide leather pad, covered
her mouth completely, then was strapped firmly behind her head.

She moaned as Morrow picked up a long, slim
whip from a table. She felt her heart rate picking up as anxiety
and fear sent adrenaline flooding her system.

“To properly train a bitch, you must use the
proper mix of pain and pleasure,” Morrow said.

It was a very slim whip, but perhaps six feet
of it sprouted from a handle. Morrow sent it flying forward, and
Becca screamed as the thin length of leather cracked lightly across
her back. Her back arched as her body flung itself instinctively
forward against the restraints, and she then was pulled back.

She felt a sense of relief that it had not
actually hurt that much. It had hurt, though, or at least, it had
stung. And then he swung again, and she cried out again as the whip
cut across her buttocks, leaving a line of pain and heat
behind.

“Bitches need to know their place,” Morrow
said.

The whip lashed out again, cutting diagonally
across her back, then again, completely encircling her waist and
leaving a thin line of pain behind. Another blow sent it curling
across her hip to snap at her abdomen, and still another had the
whip curling around her chest to bite into the tender flesh of her
breasts.

She squealed and twisted breathlessly as the
whip struck her, trembling and shaking, arching and straining
against the restraints. At first, she was gripped by incredulity
and wonder, with anxiety and fear. As the blows continued and the
thin lines of pain multiplied across her body she felt increasingly
light-headed from her struggles, unable to draw air fast enough
around the dildo in her throat.

But she also felt less anxiety, less fear,
and the wonder turned to a dark sense of outrage – and then a raw,
animal heat. The pain was not severe, after all, and being whipped
– actually whipped was such an astonishingly perverted and amazing
thing it made the fire within her far more powerful than the lines
of heat the whip left behind on her body.

Still, when the whipping stopped, and instead
someone – she neither knew nor cared who – pressed his body against
her and drove his cock into her ass, she felt an intense wave of
relief. It was over, and there would be no more!

The cock drove high into her belly and pumped
eagerly as Morrow came around in front of her.

He snorted as the strap was undone, and then
gripped the pad over her mouth and slowly drew the long, curved
dildo out.

Becca gasped for breath, coughing and moaning
as the man behind continued to thrust his cock up into her ass with
hard, deep strokes. The man's hands were on her breasts, squeezing
and kneading them hungrily as Morrow scowled at her.

His fingers traced along her lips, then two
of them slid inside.

Moaning, dazed, Becca sucked and licked them
as Morrow watched her.

He pulled his fingers out.

“Do you want me to continue whipping you,
slut?”

“N-No... s-sir!” she moaned.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Let me hear you say it.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

His hand slid down her body and his fingers
began to rub her clitoris, which was swollen and hot.

“Again,” he demanded.

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

“Again.”

His other hand slid around her throat and
squeezed.

“I'm your bitch, sir,” she croaked.

The man behind continued to thrust into her,
his hips slapping hard against her buttocks so her entire body was
continuously shaking.

“Again.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she gasped.

He released her throat, then gripped her
hair, jerking it sharply as he leaned in close.

“Again.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

His forehead was almost touching hers
now.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

He kissed her roughly, his lips crushing
hers, his tongue driving into her mouth as her body shook to the
harsh thrusting.

“Again,” he said, when he pulled his lips
back.

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

He kissed her again, just as roughly, his
fingers rubbing skilfully at her clitoris.

Becca felt a strange swirling haze of
sexuality surround her. She felt helpless, like a slave girl,
lacking power or will before him. In a very real sense she felt as
if she was his bitch, his slave, his pet, his toy to do with as he
wished. Nor was there much thought that this was in any way wrong
or ought to be different.

There was a sense of the inevitable, as if
she was riding the waves or winds, without any power to influence
where she was going or how fast she flew. She was completely at his
mercy.

And when the man behind finished and they
released her, it was to kneel before him, licking not the floor
this time, but his feet. She did so with a sense of gratitude that
she was no longer restrained, did so with her legs spread, and the
other man thrusting himself into her ass just as hard as the first
one had.

Her tongue licked eagerly across Morrow's
shoe, then the other one as she was sodomized. As if the sodomy was
almost irrelevant.

The men left, and Morrow led her, still
crawling, upstairs. Bob washed her yet again, this time also giving
her an enema, as well as brushing her teeth for her.

Then she was in Morrow's bed, strapped to the
four corners.

He spent some hours on her with feathers and
ice and hot, melted wax, with pinwheels and vibrators, and his own
tongue and fingers, making her twist and writhe and scream in
pleasure, to the point her throat ached. Finally he thrust himself
into her and rode her to his own climax.

And then Bob led her, crawling and leashed
again, to a large cage, and locked her in for the night.

*

Bob woke her, led her to the bathroom, washed
her, dried her, then led her to Master's bedroom. She crawled in
and gave him oral sex, then crawled to the breakfast table to kneel
there as Morrow ate and fed her. Then she began to her chores for
the day.

Which included performing oral sex on
Bob.

After that she worked inside for much of the
day. She went outside for the afternoon chores – including giving
Outside-Bob his oral sex, then returned to the house for another
washing and dinner with Morrow.

That evening there were three strange men to
entertain. She did it without protest, still breathless with an
uncontrollable heat and eager hunger. She gave them lap dances,
oral sex, and then she rode one while the second thrust into her
ass from behind and the third drove himself into her throat.

The next day it was a man and a woman, and
she learned how to perform oral sex on a woman.

She didn't wear any clothes for the week her
father was in the hospital recovering, except when Outside-Bob
drove her to visit him. And after he returned home she told him
Morrow had offered her a job with room and board. Then she moved
out permanently.

The shock and wonder of the kind of the
things Morrow wanted of her faded. It became routine to satisfy him
or anyone else he wanted her to. It became perfectly routine to
move around the house or grounds naked.

But the job still paid an enormous salary,
and was far easier than working her father's ranch. It was rarely
boring, and Morrow made sure that every day was a sexual adventure
for her. Whether that meant wearing a vibrator, to make her squirm
and moan and burn throughout the day, or hanging her from her
ankles and displaying her to strangers.

Not a day went by without multiple orgasms.
And not a day went by where she regretted accepting Morrow's offer
of being his bitch.

He was a strong alpha-male, after all, and
being his bitch was far more exciting than any other job she could
have imagined.

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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