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There are things in life you do because you
have to, or think you have to, and things you do because you want
to, because they're fun and exciting. I think the ultimate goal in
life is to do as little of the former as you can get away with, and
as much of the latter as you can survive.

Live hard, die young, and leave a beautiful
corpse, right?

I grew up in a penthouse apartment on the
upper east side of Manhattan. My world was enormous from the start.
The views out the big plate glass windows were always fascinating,
and the inside had large rooms and high ceilings everywhere. I
never felt closed in.

On the other hand, I grew up speaking
Spanish almost better than English because much of my care was in
the hands of my family's nanny, Elena, who was an illegal alien
from El Salvador.

My fluency in Spanish and lack of same in
English caused Elena to be removed from my life when I was about
five, and replaced by Deirdre, who was twenty years younger than
Elena, and an illegal alien from Ireland.

My parents had told her to speak to me a lot
and get me to speak back, and my English language skills improved
immensely. The only problem was I began to speak with a distinctly
Irish accent. My parents didn't notice for some time, and then when
they did thought I was simply imitating Deirdre. When I spoke
accented English in front of others they'd threaten to punish
me.

When I was eight, Deirdre was given the
boot, probably because of remarks from strangers about my Irish
accent caused my parents to fear they might be criticized for
spending so little time with me themselves.

Not that they intended to spend more time
with me. They simply didn't want it made so abundantly clear to
others that my closest companion and major influence on my life was
my nanny, and not them.

Since I was now eight, they decided I didn't
need a nanny any more. The housekeeper and maids could take care of
my basic needs, and the butler could ensure I was supervised and
generally keep track of me when not in school.

The butler, Patterson, was sixty two, and
hard of hearing. He was very good at ensuring I kept to my highly
regimented schedule of school and extra-curricular activities, but
not so good at giving affection, which he can hardly be blamed
for.

Once Deidre left, then, I lacked any close
proximity to anyone who would show any great degree of love or even
affection for me. I saw my parents about as often as, I am given to
understand, royal children once saw theirs. Which is to say,
rarely. They had busy lives, and I was not a part of them except on
what I came to refer to as 'show and tell' events.

Mostly I was to be shown, and they would
tell, while I kept silent. My parents had a very old-fashioned
belief that children should be seen and not heard. My opinion was
not sought on anything, including what I ought to be doing with my
life.

Whatever sports or other childhood
activities occupied my time outside of school, and there were many,
were decided for me without consultation. I like to say I had a
full time job by the time I was six, and spent a lot of time being
shuttled around in the back of the limo in New York traffic.

Needless to say, when a girl lacks affection
and love in her life she will find it where she can, and I started
making out with boys well before puberty. By eleven I had already
figured out that the prettier – which in our society meant sexier –
I was, the more guys would like me. And guys were my main source of
affection and affirmation.

I had always been a very fashionably dressed
child, for image was important to my parents. I focused that
fashion sense more narrowly, though in a cunning way designed not
to provoke adult commentary which might get back to my parents.

I was aided in that my father was tall (and
handsome) and had married a model – my mother – who was likewise
tall. I had benefited from their genetic material and was quite
tall for my age. I also began to fill out early in life, allowing
me to pretend to a greater age than I owned.

My school was very modern, and provided a
perfectly splendid bare-bones education in reproduction and sex,
but my real sexual education was on the internet, where I studied
various sexual behaviors and techniques and tried to practice and
imitate them.

I learned to deep throat at a shockingly
young age, first using a variety of found objects, then the real
thing. By fourteen I was notorious at school, with boys giving
eye-popping descriptions to their friends of my amazing skill
set.

I was already bored with them, though, and
beginning to experiment with girls.

Again, the internet was a great teacher, at
least in the physical aspects of lust, if not love. Girls, I found,
were more genuinely affectionate than boys. You can hug each other
with deep affection you might even think is love, for long, long
periods when you're both girls. Boys lacked that patience. Or
perhaps, that need.

At sixteen my parents became at least partly
aware of my sexual proclivities, not because of the many young men
and women who slept over in my room, or the number of nights I
slept over at theirs (which they never noticed) but because the
school reported my being found en flagrante delicto, as they say,
with one of my guidance counselors in her office.

Rather than being upset by this they seemed
delighted, or at least, my mother was. It seemed having a gay child
was very fashionable among her set (very liberal), and she assured
me of her deep respect for my sexual choice while ignoring my
protests that I hadn't made one.

They took a strange quiet pride in
publicizing my gay nature in a number of different ways, which
inspired me to drop girls and start becoming notoriously slutty
with boys, well, men, and preferably the most unsuitable ones I
could find.

I had been a quiet rebel since about twelve,
but my rebellion now burst out into the open in ways designed to
challenge, infuriate and embarrass my parents. That included a good
deal of experimentation with every conceivable type of alcoholic
beverage and narcotic.

At this point my parents decided they had a
'troubled youth' on their hands and sought professional advice. I
was sent to a very posh rehab center in France, and then to a very
strict 'finishing school' in Monaco, of all places.

Now you've probably heard of Monaco as a
gambling mecca and a place where they race sports cars. But you can
also think of it as one of the world' capitals of depravity. If you
have money, anything goes in Monaco. Combined with the generally
lax sense of sexual morals prevalent in southern France, it was
probably not the best place to send a 'troubled youth'.

I endured the rehab, though I didn't really
need it. I had not become specifically addicted to anything, at
least not physically. I was emotionally addicted to anything which
got me high, though, and the treatment did little for me there.

The Gray Rocks School for Youth, where I was
taken afterward was something else again. They searched everything
which came into the walled and gated campus, and regularly searched
the students rooms, too. Narcotics were pretty much impossible to
obtain there.

But not long after I arrived, I had a
birthday. Certainly my parents, who rarely remembered my birthdays,
took no notice of it, but I did. It was my eighteenth. I was able
to contact a lawyer, who issued notice to the school, which had to
release me.

And that was that for school – and my
parents. I didn't feel I had need of either of them. I had
something even better, you see. I had a trust fund. My grandfather
had started it, and my father had put considerable money into it
over the years, largely, I believe, as a tax haven.

Most of the money wouldn't become available
until I was twenty five, but an 'allowance' would be made available
at eighteen, and that would be doubled at twenty one. I was able to
rent a small, but comfortable apartment for about ten thousand
euros a month.

When I say small, I mean it. It had marble
floors but it was a one bedroom without a lot of extra space. That
didn't really matter to me. I didn't intend to spend a lot of time
there. I was going to party like there was no tomorrow, and the
hell with my parents.

The last thing I'd done before coming to
Monaco was an act of defiance. I had got my hair and nails done in
a very posh salon. I had quite fair skin, and chose a delicate
shade of pink and gray for my hair. It was, in fact, a complicated
coloring which melded underlying layers a soft white with various
shades of pink and red intermixed so that the overall impression,
mixing the dark pink with the white, was a very soft pink – well, a
whitish pink.

I was a rich girl who liked to party and
wasn't going to hide it.

Now that I was more mature, that is to say,
an adult, I considered changing it to something more mature,
something more dignified, but disregarded the thought. I was a rich
girl who liked to party, and that was what I was going to damn well
do!

My first night out I met a most unsuitable
man. He was a twisted, perverted man, which was just dandy with me.
My mind was so screwed up that any amateur psychologist could have
diagnosed me in an instant. Gray was screwed up, too, but in a
completely different and yet highly compatible way.

I was eighteen. He was thirty five. Not
quite twice my age, but very nearly. He was extremely handsome,
with an excellent body. Like me, he'd grown up rich, and was
sophisticated and jaded. Unlike me, he'd had enough years to have a
fair idea of who and what he was, and had no compunction about
going after what he wanted and taking it by any means
necessary.

My sophistication, by comparison, was a
relatively thin veneer. And any idiot could have told me I was
simply looking for love – in all the wrong places.

I was wearing, at the time we met, a high
necked pink silk slip dress which fell only a few inches below my
buttocks. It was form fitting, but loose enough not to hug me
tightly. Unless I bent over, of course.

My hair fell thick and soft and mostly
straight, halfway down my back, framed my high cheeked, oval face,
and spilled delicately across my forehead. I was wearing pink
lipstick, and felt very slyly girlish. That is, in all that pink
and white I saw myself as looking quite innocent, when of course, I
was anything but. Or at least, so I was pretending.

I was noticed, of course. I meant to be
noticed. I meant to be seen as casually sophisticated but sexy.
Gray noticed me. I saw his eyes as I sat down at the blackjack
table. I met them with my own, first challengingly, then
ironically, before looking away.

I usually didn't look away, but there was
something about him which told me he would never be the first to do
so, and a staring match would have been so déclassé.

He was wearing a tailored three piece suit
in dark gray. Most men would have added some strong color to offset
that but he wore a shirt in lighter gray, and a wide tie in very
tiny white and gray checks. The gray man, I dubbed him, letting my
eyes pass over him again, mockingly this time.

He caught them, and his... got slightly
cold, in a way which made me catch my breath. He had incredibly
deep eyes! His face was more square than mine, rougher, with a
strong jaw. He had short dark hair and full lips.

I took the cards and glanced around at the
others at the table, smirking mentally at most. It's easy to feel
contempt for people at eighteen, after all, especially when rich. I
thought my taste better than most, and snorted disdainfully at most
of what they were wearing, especially the women.

The blonde, for example, in that frilly
dress. I could have pulled it off easily, but she obviously needed
more gym time, because whenever she forgot to hold it in, a little
bulge showed in her lower belly. The fruity looking guy in the red
shirt had ridiculous earrings and seemed sulky. The older couple
looked on deaths' doorstep and had a fashion sense which was
probably popular half a century earlier.

Oh yes, I felt arrogant, highly superior, a
very special person. Or so I told myself on the surface.

And I was lucky with the cards, of all
things. Quite a surprise, given how negligently I was playing. I
got up to wander, and try my hand at something else, and wound up
at a roulette table.

The Gray Man followed me there.

Yes, he was older, but he was handsome and
had interesting taste in clothing. And he looked like a hard man,
and I don't mean physically.

“You're from Cork?” he asked after I'd
spoken to the dealer.

I turned my jaded, heavy lidded eyes on him
as if surprised by his presence.

“No,” I said. “but I had a nanny who
was.”

Which was seven more words than I'd intended
saying. You could discomfort people easily by simply answering
their questions with complete brevity. No, would have been a
perfect answer, leaving him with his opening line in tatters and no
idea where to go. It's what I'd meant to do.

He stared at me and I felt my eyes caught by
his again for some reason.

“American, I think,” he said.

He was clearly English, with that posh upper
class accent that was instantly recognizable.

I shrugged, feeling no need to confirm or
deny the fact.

“I would have noticed you here before,” he
said.

“I just got here,” I replied carelessly.

We were side by side, watching the wheel
turn, listening to the dealer call out and take bets, soft music
playing from some hidden speakers in the background.

“My name is Gray,” he said.

I felt almost like laughing! The man I'd
mentally dubbed the Gray man was actually named Gray!?

“That's a very English name,” I replied with
a faint smile.

A part of me was taking some delight in
antagonizing him, but doing it politely. I was not going to
volunteer my name as he had no doubt expected me to.

“Do you always dress to match your
name?”

“I dress to match my mood. And you?”

“Yes, and I feel young and innocent and
carefree,” I said airily.

“I am none of those things, and I suspect
that you aren't either.”

I raised my eyebrows in a sophisticated
manner.

“Except for the 'young' part,” he said.

“Do you like your girls young, mister Gray?”
I asked a bit snarkily.

“Yes, as a matter of fact. They're less
likely to be emotional basket cases.”

I snorted.

“And I like the feel of their soft skin
against my fingertips, and the sound of their voices when I show
them just what pleasure their bodies are capable of feeling.”

Blunt, I thought with disapproval. Too
blunt.

“You're not a very subtle man, Mister
Gray.”

“Just Gray,” he said. “Subtlety is wasted on
the young, who live for the moment.”

“And at the moment, I'm gambling,” I said
lightly.

“Care to take a more dangerous gamble?”

I turned my head towards him, giving him my
challenging look.

“And what are the stakes?”

He barely jerked his head and walked away. I
frowned, but then followed, our bets having lost. He went to a
poker table and I joined him.

“High hand wins,” he said, as we accepted
our cards.

“And what are the stakes?” I asked.

His lips curled up slightly at the sides.
“Your virginity.”

I felt my eyes widen, and almost burst out
laughing. I did let out a bark of laughter before controlling
myself. “Oh Mister Gray, I'm afraid I've long ago lost the coin for
that sort of bet.”

It didn't phase him in the slightest.

“I'm sure I can find something you've never
done before,” he said. “Or give you an experience you've never
experienced.”

That sounded like I would win, win or lose.
And I was surely up to that, but also up to teasing.

“I never bet important things on cards,” I
said carelessly. “You'll have to find some other game, or perhaps,
seduce me with your wit and charm.”

If you can, went unsaid.

I strolled along, and he followed. I smiled
to myself. Yes, I was quite pleased. Men rarely give up if they
have a chance at getting their hands on my body. Does it make me
seem narcissistic to say that? Maybe I just have little respect for
men.

We wandered over to one of the craps tables
and I grinned.

“Now dice, that's like leaving the decision
to God,” I said with a mischievous look. “Provided I get to
throw.”

Men are usually pleased to let me get my
way, and the people at the table, mostly men, certainly didn't
mind. I shook the dice in hand and leaned forward – knowing very
well Gray would be checking out my bottom as I did so, and threw
the dice down the table.

Now in craps, the shooter plays a round,
which means a number of throws. How many depends on the casino, but
I didn't really care all that much how the dice landed. I was
teasing Mister Gray. And so I leaned further forward than I had to
for the second throw, feeling the soft silk sliding up my thighs
almost to the bottom of my buttocks.

Almost. There is a style to teasing, after
all. Too high would be gauche.

I made a show of pouting at how the dice
landed, and then sighed.

“My hair gets in my way,” I sighed
sadly.

“Would you like me to hold it back?” he
asked.

I smiled and shook my head, then slid my
fingers in under the hem of my skirt, easing it up enough to grip
my pink thong. I slid it down, letting my hips wriggle a little as
his eyes widened, sliding it down my legs and stepping out of it as
casually as can be.

I pulled it up and back behind my head,
drawing my hair together and then tying it back as if the lacy pink
thong was a hair tie.

He blinked in surprise, and I was pretty
sure a lot of other men at the table did too as I turned and picked
up the dice again, then leaned forward to throw a third time. Of
course, now I had to be extra careful about how high my hem slid,
for it would be even more gauche to show too much without
panties!

I was quite enjoying myself. There were a
dozen people at the table, all but two men, and they were enjoying
themselves too, watching me. My dress was high necked, as I said,
but very thin, and tighter on top then at the hips. As I leaned
forward, my breasts fell rather obviously against the pink
fabric.

Did I mention I hadn't worn a bra? The dress
was lined on top, and as I said, I'm quite firm, and it was quite
warm out. Of course, leaning forward as I was, and starting to get
a little excited by the situation, my nipples were dimpling the
material, and my breasts were pushing out against it more
obviously.

I felt rather than saw Gray, and two other
men along the end with me, leaning back as I leaned forward, hoping
for a better view, and smiled inwardly. Yes, I am quite confident
of my ass. I have a great ass. I knew they were hoping to see more,
of course, but that wasn't going to happen. Not here, anyway.

Gray bet on the throes, and as I continued
the round, more of the men who were near the end, eased further
over to try and see behind me. I didn't mind. I'm a bit of an
exhibitionist, like most girls. Well, more than most, or perhaps,
less inhibited than most, or perhaps just more confident of my body
due to years of compliments.

If they wanted to stare at my ass, hey, I
didn't mind. In fact, it was an ego boost. And it was a game, too,
leaning forward enough to throw and make sure the dice hit the far
wall at the end of the table, but not too much to reveal what they
all wanted to see.

Men are all so easy!

I crapped out, unfortunately, or perhaps,
fortunately. I wasn't angling to go home alone tonight, after all.
I was looking to do something interesting, intriguing, exciting...
something very... adult.

I was an adult, after all.

In any case, I sighed and trailed him out of
the casino. We went out front, and the valet got his car. It was a
white Jaguar. I approved, as he held the door for me and I slid
inside.

Carefully.

Even carefully the short skirt rode up my
thighs as I sat there beside him. From his angle, though, my
nakedness was safe enough. I hadn't bothered pulling off the hair
tie to pull my thong back on, and didn't intend to.

“That's a very girlish outfit you're
wearing,” he said as he pulled away.

“I'm a girl,” I replied in amusement.

I had still not given him my name, and he
hadn't asked.

“You're a woman,” he replied.

I shrugged. “What's in a name.”

“Sometimes a lot. Sometimes it tells you
about a person, or how they think of themselves, or how they want
others to think of them.”

“Are you a psychologist, Mister Gray?”

“Merely a student of the human condition,
Miss Pink.”

I snorted.

His apartment was in Le Porto Bello, right
on the edge of the harbor, with a view of the Prince's palace. It
was dark, but the lights from the palace and the yachts glittered
against the sea in the large windows of his apartment.

It met with my approval, though smaller, of
course, than what I was used to back home.

He poured a glass, just one, and sat down in
a comfortable chair.

“Take off your dress,” he said.

It was said as if it was an order, and I
felt like laughing at his, well, impertinence, at his belief he
could order me around. But it was also a challenge, or at least, I
took it as one. Was I a shy little girl or a grown woman who knew
what she was here for?

“Why?” I said, showing only casual
interest.

“Because I told you to,” he replied.

I let my eyebrow raise and smiled as if
amused.

“You're very poised, aren't you?”

“And if I am?”

He took out his cell phone, fiddled with it,
then held it up. I posed for it, smiling coyly, shoulders back, and
it flashed.

“You're very photogenic, too.”

“Did you bring me up here to tell me things
I already know?”

“Oh no. I brought you up here to show you
things about yourself you had no idea about.”

“Really?” I let the world trail off in
amused disbelief.

“Take your dress off,” he said.

I combed my fingers lightly through my
hair.

“Why should I?”

“Because if you don't I'll come over there
and tear it off you.”

I felt a little rush of anxiety, not quite
fear but... uncertainty. Surely he wouldn't dare!

“You came up here for me to fuck your brains
out. We both know it. But I'm not a boy. I'm a man, and I'm not a
man to tease. So strip.”

There was that challenge again. Yes, it was
more challenge than threat, and I had a history of taking up
challenges. Besides, what could he do to me? Fuck me? He was right
in that was why I'd come up here to begin with.

There is an art to stripping in front of a
man, and doing it casually, as if without trying to do anything but
remove your clothes, but doing it precisely, so as to give him the
proper appreciation of what he's seeing unveiled.

Of course, without underwear, there isn't
much material to work with. I reached up and back behind me, and
undid the thong from my hair, letting it spill out around me, then
unhooked the dress behind my neck and reached down to grip the hem,
cross handed.

I peeled it slowly up my hips, revealing my
hips and pussy and belly, then finally, my breasts, before I pulled
the dress over my head, then dropped it at my feet to stand there
more than slightly arrogantly.

“Don't I get a drink?” I asked mildly.

“If you're a good girl.”

“I thought I was a woman.”

“I'll decide.”

Everyone who's ever seen me naked has
commented on my breasts. I'm a C-cup, which puts me right on the
median between being too full to be firm. But I'm eighteen and I
exercise rigorously. My breasts are not only quite round and quite
firm so that the nipples, when erect, seem to tilt upwards a
bit.

I have a creamy complexion, and my height
gives my curves considerable subtlety.

I turned my back to him, because I knew how
great my ass looked, and then bent over to scoop up my dress, then
folded it carefully, while he watched me from behind, before
turning around to face him once more.

Gray wasn't reacting, just looking at me,
his gaze intent, but expressionless. That was somewhat unnerving,
and quite different from the open appreciation I was used to
receiving at this point.

I raised my eyebrows, ensuring I gave no
sign of either the uncertainty his expression was giving me, the
disappointment in not getting that affirmation, and the rising heat
within.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” he
ordered.
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I blinked and then raised my eyebrows again.
Ah, so, it was going to be that. Sorry, Mister Gray, I thought, but
I've been tied up before. That's not going to be new. Had the
candle wax on the nipples thing done, too. I thought of saying so,
but instead I just got down on all fours, casually, demonstrating
how amused I was.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I felt a little rush within me, but crawled
across the floor to where he was sitting.

“Sit back on your heels.”

I pushed myself upright, then sat back on my
heels, a bit carefully given I was still wearing the strappy white
stilettos.

“Legs apart.”

I felt that little rush again as I spread my
knees wide.

“Hands behind your head. Interlace your
fingers.”

It wasn't just what he was saying, which was
rather outrageous in itself, but the tone and expression. I obeyed,
arching my back so as to present my breasts at their best.

“Why do you get your nipples pierced and not
wear rings?” he asked.

Then his eyes descended down the taut line
of my body.

“And your clitoris, as well.”

“Because I felt like it,” I said
challengingly, starting to push back.

He looked at me in a brooding fashion.

“You like silver, do you?”

I shrugged, and he stood up, then walked
from the room.

“Don't move,” he said as he left.

I dropped my hands immediately, glowering at
him, but then I reconsidered and raised my hands up and back,
pondering what sarcastic comment to make on his return.

He had some stuff in his big hands when he
returned, silvery stuff I couldn't quite make out as he walked over
and stood behind me. He dropped low behind me and I felt his big
hands grip my wrists, then raise my hands up to bare my neck.

I felt a little shudder of heat at how big
and strong his hands felt on my slender wrists!

Then his fingers were undoing the clip of my
choker and removing it.

“Drop your hands, then cross them behind
your back.”

I felt another little flutter of heat, and
congratulated myself. It was the tie-up game. That was okay. I had
done it a few times and it had always been intriguing and
exciting.

He undid the bracelets and removed them, but
then it felt like he was putting heavier bracelets around my wrists
and closing them tightly. I started to pull one forward to examine
it but he gripped my arm and pulled it back, then crossed my
wrists. When he released them they were locked together.

I felt my chest tighten. Sort of like
handcuffs, I thought, which someone had used on me before, only
much thicker and heavier.

Then what felt like a very thick choker went
around my throat and drew in tightly against the front of my neck.
He folded it around me and buckled it in place, then gathered in my
hair with his fingers into a single long tail he could hold in his
fist.

And jerked my head suddenly, sharply up and
back.

I gasped in pain, my wrists jerking against
whatever held them, but to no avail.

“I think you are a girl playing at a woman
playing at being a girl,” he said in a low voice. “I think you lack
discipline and are far too cocky and coy for your years.”

He roughly kneaded my breast as he spoke,
then his big, warm hand slid down my arched body so that he could
finger my clitoris.

I gasped again, feeling a bit of outrage,
but also a sudden raw heat.

“I want you to beg me to fuck you,” he
said.

“No!” I gasped stubbornly.

He released my hair and stood up, then moved
back to the chair and sat down as I glared at him.

He took out his phone again and before I
could react, took a picture.

“Hey!”

“You shy?” he asked in amusement.

I glared and he examined his phone, then
leaned in and turned it around to show me my picture. I felt my
skin heat, but I also felt a deep thrumming energy from between my
legs. I mean, it was certainly not the first naked picture taken of
me, but... the collar... that was... different. It conveyed
something entirely different, not just sexiness but... something
helpless and vulnerable.

The collar was thick and silvery, probably
stainless steel. It had a sort of ring in the center, a big one,
and in dark carved letters, just below, it said Slave.

“Do you always tie up the women you bring
here to keep them from running away?” I flung at him.

He picked up his glass and took a sip as he
eyed me above the rim, then lowered it again, still looking at me,
not speaking.

This was so weird and kinky!

“Shoulders back,” he said, his voice
snapping out, startling me.

I gulped and jerked my shoulders back as
if... as if I had to obey him or something!

“You have lovely breasts,” he said.

“I know,” I replied.

“Of course you do. You think a lot of
yourself, don't you.”

I shrugged.

“Still so careful about maintaining that
poise,” he said.

“I don't know what you mean.”

He got up and then sort of squatted to one
side, holding his wine glass. He brought it to my lips and I drank,
looking at him defiantly.

“Cocky, confident, arrogant, self-assured.
That's the image you present,” he said.

He reached down and casually cupped my right
breast, his big fingers kneading it gently.

I felt heat in my breast, and a pulse of
energy between my legs.

“Tough, aren't you? Self-sufficient.”

“Maybe,” I said.

He drew back the glass, then brought his
right hand up, letting his finger caress my lower lip. He slid it
into my mouth, across my tongue – which, like my nipples and
clitoral hood, had a stud through it, and I closed my lips, sucking
gently, licking it as he slid it in to the knuckle, then pulled it
slowly back. He added a second finger, and pushed them both in, and
I sucked and licked, eyeing him defiantly.

He smiled as if in amusement, and drew his
fingers down, dropping his hand and letting those same fingers
massage my clitoris. I sucked in a breath of air before I could
hide it, but braced myself to show nothing more. His fingers traced
the line of my sex, then one finger slowly pushed in between,
wriggling as it pushed.

“Very tight,' he said. “You haven't been
using this nearly enough.”

“I use it plenty,” I said.

“Legs apart,” he barked.

I gasped, jerking my knees apart, reacting
again to the tone of his voice. It wasn't especially loud, but
very... forceful!

His finger slid deeper inside me.

“Nice and wet,” he said.

I flushed a little, though it was true. He
pumped in and out slowly, wriggling his finger up to the knuckle
inside me.

He jerked my head up and back again, and I
gasped in pain, back arching, only now he was leaning over me, his
face very, very close to mine as his eyes locked on mine!

“I aim to see what's behind that cocky image
you put out,” he said in a soft, deep almost-whisper.

And then he kissed me! His lips pressed
almost delicately against mine, at first, then it was like they
melted against me, so softly, the pressure growing, his lips
sliding against mine as his tongue eased out. I've had men thrust
their tongues into my mouth, as if they were fucking it, but his
caressed my lips and the outside of my teeth, then dipped in
teasingly to brush against my own tongue before pulling back.

It dipped in again, his lips moving against
mine as his finger continued to pump inside me. His thumb came down
against my clitoris, then, and he pressed in against it with the
finger inside my like he was... rolling and massaging my clit
between them!

His thumb started doing this quick, sharp
brushing movement, then, up, up, up, up, up, as the finger inside
me rubbed up and down, and I felt this incredible rush of sensation
flooding up through my body even as my eyes remained focused on his
face, and my lips remained locked together with his.

I suddenly realized I had forgotten to
breath, so I did that, even as his lips drew back, gulping and
gasping and drawing in several shaky breaths. He straightened,
still holding my hair back sharply, then stood up, pulling on it,
forcing me to my feet as he abandoned my pussy and instead reached
into his pocket for something.

It was a silver chain, or so I thought, at
first, though a long one. But then he drew it in beneath my chin,
and clipped it to the front of the collar. He tugged up sharply. I
gasped, forced up onto my toes, and he turned, holding the chain
casually, pulling me after him across the room!

I was feeling a deep sense of arousal, so
much so that I didn't speak, lest I give my excitement away. He led
me by the chain (by a leash, I thought with a sense of outrage and
heat) down a narrow hall and then opened a door into a room which
made my jaw drop.

There were racks of whips on the walls,
along with an X-shaped frame. There were several frames in the
middle of the room. One looked like a sawhorse except for the
leather covering the crosspiece. Another looked like a narrow cot,
or bed, but with a leather surface.

He jerked me around to face a wide, full
length mirror on the wall, and I felt another, more powerful rush
of heat at the sight of myself! Seeing myself naked, with my wrists
bound and collar around my throat took my breath away, and made my
lower belly flutter wildly!

He turned me so I could see that the things
around my wrists were much like the collar, only not so big. And
then he guided me to a low leather covered cot.

“Get on your belly,” he growled, gripping my
hair again to force me forward.

I gasped, climbing onto it and laying down.
There was a sort of round tube shaped pillow there, which he placed
right beneath my hips as he lay me flat on the bench. Then he
guided the chain, or leash forward to fasten to the top end of the
cot.

He went to one of the cupboards and took out
a small jar, opening the lid, then went to another and took out
what I knew to be, though I'd never seen one in person, a
butt-plug!

Okay, I'd been tied up a few times. But
this... this was way out of my league! I'd never experienced this
sort of... professional bondage stuff, complete with props! I'd
been tied up with panty hose, with scarfs, once with handcuffs, and
once with towels.

But never with shackles!

I was feeling a rising sense of anxiety and
uncertainty, taken from my familiar territory and into the unknown
and unpredictable. But I was also feeling a rush, a thrill, at
being manhandled like this, by this cold, hard man! I was sure I
was more than wet inside my thrumming body. I was sopping!

And he still had his suit on!

I felt the pressure of the butt plug as he
pressed it against me. The pressure grew slowly as I gasped but
refused to complain. The plug was covered in some sort of slippery
jell as it slowly pushed into my body, and the pressure grew more
uncomfortable as the thing widened further and further, forcing my
sphincter wider!

It was uncomfortable and yet I felt a rising
sense of arousal, despite that, a shocked little quiver of
delighted indignation that he dared to do something like that...
back there! It pushed deeper and deeper, and then suddenly it was
all inside me but the small round button base which stayed on the
other side of my body.

“Do you know why I put that into you, slave
girl?” he asked.

Slave girl!? Oh my! Wow! This was very
kinky!

“B-Because you want to fuck me in the ass,”
I gulped.

“Want to and will,” he said with no doubt
whatsoever. “In fact, you're going to beg me to.”

I snorted bravely, and then he went to
another shelf and took something back which I didn't see. He jerked
my thighs apart and raised them up a bit, then I heard a metallic
sound, as if he'd attached something to the bench. He pulled me
down again and I felt something... hard against my sex.

No, it wasn't him! It wasn't human. And it
was too thick, like the size of a baseball maybe. He flicked a
switch and it began to buzz, to vibrate! I had, of course, used
vibrators before, and recognized it at once. It seemed to be more
powerful than the ones I had used, though. They had been small,
narrow, penis shaped or smaller.

This was big! And much more powerful.

He went to a nearby wall and plucked
something down. It was a thin strap.

“You are going to beg me to fuck you in the
ass, little girl,” he said.

“No, I won't!” I said firmly, trying to hide
my anxiety and excitement.

The little strap swung through the air with
a very light, whirring sound and then landed across my buttocks. It
had little weight to it, but it stung, and I gasped as I felt the
sharp ache, then the faint warmth from my bottom.

My wrists jerked against the metallic
restraints and my head jerked against the collar he'd chained to
the bench.

“Beg,” he said in a soft voice.

“Fuck you!” I said breathlessly.

The strap began to fall across my buttocks.
My thighs were apart, my buttocks upraised due to the tube shaped
pillow under my hips, and my sex was pressed strongly against the
rounded vibrator, The heat inside me was doubling and redoubling,
like a snowball rolling down hill, picking up speed and size as it
went.

And he brought the strap down in slow,
measured blows that made me gasp and jerk as the sharp sting was
transmitted through my body.

Every blow brought a stinging eruption of
pain, and left behind soft flesh which was warmed and slightly
sore. But the warmth was growing with the continuing blows, and the
stings were getting worse as the strap fell on newly sensitive
flesh.

“I want you to tell me you're my slut,” he
said.

“F-fuck you!” I gasped breathlessly.

crack crack crack crack crack crack crack
crack!

The blows kept landing as I squirmed and
gasped and moaned, and my buttocks got hotter and hotter! The
stinging was not going away now. My bottom was throbbing with pain,
and the fresh blows just drew that pain to a sharper point before
sinking back to the deep throbbing again.

And yet, it was like the sharp sting
resonated through my pelvis, through my buttocks to make my
clitoris tremble! And it was already trembling enough because it
was jammed against the big round vibrator thing! I was moving
against it, though not nearly as much as I wanted to. I was jerking
against it every time the strap fell against my overheated skin, as
if to disguise the heat I was feeling.

But the blows did sting! And my bottom was
getting hotter and hotter, making my breath ragged as it
intensified. That I was able to grind my sex against the round
vibrator didn't stop it hurting. It just sort of raised a strange
wall of sexual heat to absorb the pain-heat. Which is about the
best description I can think of.

crack crack crack crack crack crack crack
crack!

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered
coldly.

I refused, gasping, crying out now,
squirming and pulling against the restraints as my bottom burned as
though it were on fire! I recognized we were playing some sort of
game, but some part of me felt the need to resist going along with
it.

Besides, I was finding it a horribly
thrilling game! And I felt this desperate need to, as he said,
continue to put up a front, to pretend to an insouciance I didn't
feel.

crack crack crack crack crack crack crack
crack!

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

“F-fuck you!” I whimpered.

A sob broke from my panting mouth.

crack crack crack crack crack crack crack
crack!

“Tell me you're my slut,”
he said remorselessly.

Another sob broke from my lips and my eyes
watered. It hurt! But I was immersed in a strange dark heat that
sent an incredible storm of sexual pressure through my nervous
system.

crack crack crack crack crack crack crack
crack!

“Beg me to fuck your tight
ass.”

“Please!” I cried, my
bottom flaming and burning!

“Tell me you're my
slut.”

“I'm your slut!” I cried
at last, the stinging too painful.

“Again.”

“I'm your
slut!”

crack!

“Again.”

“I'm your
slut!”

crack!

“Again.”

“I'm your slut!” I
sobbed.

The sound of his zipper going down seemed
quite loud. I was gulping in shaky breaths, whimpering and
sniffling as suddenly he gripped my long hair and yanked my head up
and around to the side. I cried out in pain then gasped as he
plunged his cock into my open mouth!

It startled me for several reasons, not the
least of which was it was a very big cock! It was long and it was
thick, and it was very, very hard as it filled my mouth! I rolled
my teary eyes up at him as he held tight to my hair, and saw that
same expressionless look on his face!

“Suck,” he
ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, anxious, a bit afraid, a
bit battered, and yet still aroused, and getting more so as no more
blows fell on my burning skin.

I sucked, and I had a lot of talent in that
regard. I was determined to show it, too, to show I was a woman and
not a girl playing one, as he'd said. I did my best to bob my lips
up and down on him, despite how hard that was with my head turned
to the side and his fist gripping my hair so tightly.,

He pulled his cock back.

“Are you my
slut?”

“Y-yes!” I gasped
shakily.

“Say it.”

“I'm your
slut!”

He thrust his cock into my open mouth again,
this time forcing it deep, right into the back of my mouth. I
gurgled weakly, sucking and licking as I rolled my eyes up at him.
Then he leaned into me, his hips pushing forward, and I gurgled
again as the fat head of his thick cock pushed into my throat!

I gagged helplessly, for while I was
actually quite good at deep throating, this was hardly the easiest
position, with my neck turned sharply to the side. He pushed
forward, and the long thickness of his shaft pushed fully,
completely into my mouth, until he was grinding my lips against his
groin, not a single inch remaining.

I trembled and shook as he stared down at
me, his cock buried in my mouth and throat, his big fist in my
hair. Then, slowly, slowly, his cock slid out, inch after inch of
glistening inch of it emerging from my straining lips until I could
breath again!

I coughed roughly, gasping for breath, and
he rubbed his spit-wet cock over my face as I caught my breath, or
at least, some of it. Then a sharp jerk on my hair forced my head
up and back again, and opened my mouth to cry out in pain. His cock
slid smoothly in and drove all the way in to the balls.

My head was reeling. The wild turmoil of
sensations, both pleasure and pain, had wreaked havoc on it, and
now I was getting light-headed from lack of oxygen!

He drew out again, and again I coughed and
gasped for breath as he held my hair in his fist.

He gave me more time this time, reaching
down to roughly grope my breast as I panted for breath.

“Tell me you're my
slut.”

“I-I'm your slut!” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're my
whore.”

“I'm your whore!” I
moaned.

“Tell me you're my
bitch.”

“I'm your bitch!” I
panted, starting to catch my breath.

God! The vibrator was buzzing against me,
and I was... I was grinding myself against it, my hips rising and
falling, rising and falling as the energy began to build up within
me, as the sexual pressure grew more powerful and pulsing lines of
energy flowed up through my torso from between my legs!

He thrust his cock deep into my throat
again, only this time, holding my head up and back by the hair, he
pumped slowly in and out, using long strokes, making me gurgle and
gag and gasp dazedly, my body trembling and shaking.

He pulled out and dropped my head, and my
face hit the padded cot as I gasped in relief.

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

I groaned, still panting, chest heaving.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please!
Ow!”

“Beg me to fuck your tight
ass.”

“Please fuck my tight
ass!” I cried.

Her jerked up and back on my hair and I
cried out again.

“Call me Mister Gray,” he
said with a strange sort of look on his face.

“M-Mister Gray!” I
gasped.

“Beg me to fuck your tight
ass.”

“Please fuck my tight ass,
Mister Gray!” I gasped.

He dropped my hair, dropped my head, and I
groaned, still gulping in air.

He moved behind me and I felt his hands
gently caressing my sore buttocks, wincing. Then his fingers dug
under the edges of the small, flat, round base outside me and
pulled. I felt the thicker body of the butt-plug pressing against
my sphincter from the inside, slowly forcing it apart, exiting my
body and leaving me feeling vacant.

The bench, or cot jerked a little as he
knelt behind me. Then I felt his cock sliding effortlessly into my
ass. Well, it moved easily at first, anyway. After a few inches
things began to tighten up. I felt that … that pressure again.. It
was uncomfortable, but I didn't care. I just cared he wasn't
strapping my bottom, and that I could breath freely.

But the wild thrumming heat quickly grew in
intensity once more, and my hips began to grind against that
rounded vibrator as his cock pushed deeper and deeper. I groaned
weakly, for it was definitely the biggest cock I'd ever had back
there.

It didn't hurt, though, which seemed a bit
odd. It had always kind of hurt before. He began to pump in and
out, moving deeper with every stroke, and I moaned helplessly,
still gasping, feeling the progress of his fat head as it drove
deeper into my belly.

I felt his hands on my thighs, forcing them
wider, as his hips pumped steadily, driving his cock deeper, and
deeper, and achingly deeper! But my body was like a tuning fork,
buzzing with the sexual pressure inside, and it didn't matter that
his cock was in my ass and not my pussy. My body was reveling in
the deep penetration, in the pumping, and my mind was reveling in
the dark heat and outrageous kinkiness!

I felt the pressure grow suddenly more
intense, gasping and moaning as the wave of pressure swept over me.
Then it redoubled, and finally exploded into a massive orgasm! I
cried out in helpless pleasure as his cock drove so deep that his
hips were finally able to strike my upraised buttocks.

I cried out again as he jerked my head up
and back by the hair! His hips slapped relentlessly against my
buttocks now as he used long, hard strokes that shook the cot. I
writhed and burned and cried out again and again, the orgasm
churning through my mind like a hurricane!

My muscles spasmed wildly, out of control. I
cared about nothing and nobody by the raw, wild heat and pleasure
as his cock punched into my belly again and again! Ohmygod! It felt
as if my mind was going! The pleasure was overpowering!

And then it eased back to something
bearable, something which would allow me to breath, which would
allow me some ability to uncross my eyes!

But it was still there. I was still
incredibly aroused, and the feel of his thick shaft sliding back
and forth inside me was incredibly sensual in his slick, how tight,
how deliciously it caressed me on its way in and out. I lay panting
and gasping and moaning, but inside my body was still flaming
hot.

His hips were striking my buttocks
forcefully enough now to draw a gasp from me at every thrust, even
without regard to how deep his cock was plunging in my spasming
belly. And the vibrator was still pressed against my pussy!

In under a minute, another orgasm was
tearing through me, and I sobbed for breath, bucking back against
him, grinding myself against the vibrator, my head spinning from
the force of the storm of pleasure and passion!

His elbows came down on the cot to either
side of me as he continued to pump. Lowering his body changed the
angle of his thrusting cock, which gave me a rush of different
sensations, different enough to make me tremble and moan and cry
out even as his hot breath washed over my ear. Then his lips and
teeth were in under my ear, against my skin just above the
collar.

His hands pushed in beneath my chest and
filled themselves with my breasts, and his hips just kept on
pumping, thrusting, shifting angles, impaling me on his big cock,
his hips pounding down against my sore buttocks!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I sobbed
brokenly, breathlessly, my insides aching from the spasming stomach
muscles! God, I ached inside! But the pleasure was soooo good,
soooo wonderful!
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I knelt in the corner.

We were in the great room, out front. There
were huge windows overlooking the marina and harbor on one side. I
was, however, in the corner of the opposite side. Kneeling upright,
my breasts throbbing, feeling heavy and swollen.

He had attached a chain to the back of the
collar, and then the other end to the metal restraints around my
wrists, lifting them up high behind my back. And he had pushed a
hard black ball into my mouth, filling it, strapping it around my
cheeks and behind my head so it couldn't come out.

So I couldn't talk, couldn't speak, couldn't
protest.

I knelt straight because every time I sagged
downward he got up, came across, and wacked my bottom a stinging
blow with a very slim quirt of some kind. And I couldn't even
protest!

I was shackled and voiceless. And I was
indignant, and frustrated at this, but at the same time, I was
still aroused. I'd had three or four intense orgasms while he
sodomized me – which still amazed me – but I was still darkly
aroused as I knelt in the corner like some kind of naughty
schoolgirl.

I'd been kneeling here for what felt like
half an hour or more. My bottom felt … tender, but it didn't burn
as it had. Except when he punished me again.

I felt like shaking my head. Well, he'd
promised to give me a new experience, and he had kept his word. I
wasn't really shocked by anything he'd done. Like I said, I found
out about sex on the internet. But I was sort of shocked that it
was happening to me. That I was doing this!

But thrilled! That had been such incredible
sex! So rough and wild and animalistic! And I hadn't even been
drunk! He had used me like the whore I claimed I was, and made me
come like one too!

He left the room from time to time. I knew
only for the sound. Every time I turned around I got a stinging
smack on the butt, so I had stopped turning around. I had also
learned that relaxing while he was away would almost certainly get
me caught the instant he came back unexpectedly. I suspected he
left the room for that very reason, watching around a corner,
perhaps, to see if I relaxed to justify punishing me.

And I couldn't even protest! I couldn't even
say “Hey, what the hell!? Untie me and let's do something else!” I
couldn't say anything with the big ball in my mouth. I couldn't
even close my jaw!

And then, without warning, he was there. I
braced myself, but instead of a smack on the bottom I felt the
familiar pain as he yanked on my long hair. He turned me around and
then pulled me across the floor by the hair! I had to sort of
duck-walk along on my knees as he casually led me over to the sofa,
then sat down.

A moment later he dragged me up across his
lap on my belly!

I gasped and moaned and cried out as he
pulled at my long hair, but he ignored it, sliding a hand under my
hips, then roughly lifting me up to drop down across him. Then he
turned on a football game, or soccer, as we think of it in the
states.

His right hand lightly caressed my bare
bottom as he watched the game. Now and then, his left casually slid
up my body, fingers combing through my hair. Now and then, his
right hand slid between my thighs and his fingers stroked along the
line of my sex, or gently rubbed my clitoris.

I was, as you can imagine, already aroused,
and as indignant as I was, the arousal deepened as his fingers
caressed me. He spread my legs wider, but paid attention to me
there with frustrating lack of persistence. He'd rub and stroke for
a few seconds, then stop, or perhaps for a full minute, then
stop.

He had big hands, and his thumb was thick
and long as it pushed between the lips of my sex and into my body.
I was hot and I was wet, and his thumb pushed deep enough to press
in and back against the front wall of my sex as his fingers began
to rub my clitoris.

I moaned softly, the heat and passion rising
quickly within me to the point my hips began to grind back against
him in a circular motion with hardly a conscious thought!

He paused to knead my buttocks frequently,
and let the heat ease back down. But then he would return to his
skillful fingering, to rouse me once more to the point I was
consciously thrusting my hips back at him as the sexual pressure
grew more intense and my need to reach release began to take hold
of me like a drug!

Then he reached forward into my hair and
behind my neck, and undid the strap holding the ball-gag in my
mouth. He pulled it free and I gasped and drew in several deep
breaths.

“So why are you living by
yourself in Monaco, Jordan?” he asked.

It didn't even occur to me to wonder how
he'd come to know my name. Of course, he'd simply gone through my
wallet.

“B-Because I want to,” I
said, panting.

His left hand moved in under my ribs and
kneaded my breast, then slid up and back to slap my bottom sharply
enough to make me gasp in pain.

“First, when I ask a
question, I expect a proper answer. Second, you forgot to call me
Mister Gray,” he said sternly.

“I-I like Monaco,” I
gasped.

Crack! His hand
slapped my bottom again.

“I didn't ask you if you
liked Monaco but why you were living here alone at barely
eighteen.”

“None of your
business!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't! Stop it!”
I gasped.

His thumb eased back and I felt other
fingers pushing into me instead, like, three of them! They were
long and thick and I gasped aloud as he seized my hair in his other
hand and jerked my head up and back sharply.

“I say what is my
business, slave girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!”
I gasped, groaning as his fingers stretched me sharply!

“Maybe I should get the
strap,” he said.

“Oh don't!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Mister Gray,” he
said.

“Don't, Mister Gray!” I
exclaimed.

“Why are you in
Monaco?”

“My parents... sent me to
a finishing school here,” I gulped.

“You're a schoolgirl?” he
said in amusement.

“I quit when I turned
eighteen!”

“Which, according to your
birth certificate was two weeks ago.”

“You went through my
things!?”

“You're my slave. Why
shouldn't I?”

“I'm not your
slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Don't!” I gasped,
as his hand stung my bare bottom.

He roughly and quickly flipped me over onto
my back, then, his hand swept in and up behind my neck, grasping it
firmly and jerking me upright into a seated position across his
lap. His right hand was still between my legs, and those three
fingers thrust into me again, deep, making me cry out once
more.

“Are you my slut?” he
asked, his thumb coming down against my clitoris and rubbing
skilfully.

“Oh! Oh! God! Please!” I
gasped, squirming helplessly.

“Are you?”

“Yes! Yes!” I
exclaimed.

“Mister Gray,” he said,
stopping.

“Yes, Mister Gray!” I
gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, Mister
Gray!” I moaned, as his fingers stroked in and out and pressed up
and back against his flicking thumb.

“Oh! Oh! Yes!” I
gasped.

“Are you my
whore?”

“Yes! I'm your whore,
Mister Gray!”

“Are you my slave
girl?”

“Oh! Oh! I'm your slave
girl, Mister Gray!” I moaned, arching my back
helplessly.

My hips were starting to grind feverishly
against him now as a scalding rush of heat swept up my body! Then,
just as the orgasm hit, his hand, the one behind my neck, shifted
around and closed tightly enough to completely block my breath!

The rush of orgasmic energy flooded up
through my body and then as he squeezed his hand around my throat
my head suddenly felt this rapid buildup of pressure. When the
orgasm hit I felt as though the top of my skull would literately
explode!

His big fingers thrust deep inside me as my
body twisted and writhed atop him, and his thumb was jammed down
against my clitoris, rubbing rapidly across it as I screamed
silently, wrapped in a churning storm-wave of sensations which
flayed my mind!

And then as it ended, he flipped me over
onto my belly again, and resumed gently but intermittently
caressing my bottom and thighs and back and breasts.

And watching soccer.

“What do you think of
Fileto?” he asked casually.

I groaned weakly, and got a smack on the
bottom.

“Ow! Don't!”

That got me another smack.

“You should say, please
Mister Gray,” he said.

“You're a
pervert!”

Crack!

“You should say, you're a
pervert, Mister Gray.”

“You're a pervert, Mister
Gray!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You're being
disrespectful, slave girl.”

I bit my lip, not wanting to get another
slap.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried.

“You should apologize for
being disrespectful, slave girl.”

He was really becoming irritating, but in a
way which I was actually coming to admire. I mean, this guy had
balls, and I had to admire his own poise and arrogance!

“I'm sorry for being
disrespectful, Mister Gray,” I said.

“Excellent. Now what do
you think of Fileto?”

I twisted my head to look behind me and he
pointed at the TV. I looked at it in confusion.

“I don't watch soccer,” I
said.

“How deprived you've been.
Soccer is the world's greatest game, slave girl.”

And then I was flying up and back and
twisting around as he simply flipped me onto my back again then
propped me up against him. He had me sitting astride him now,
facing the TV, but with my head to the left so he could see. His
left hand casually kneaded my breast and his right fingered my
sex.

As he explained soccer to me. I didn't care
about soccer, believe me. But he insisted on explaining the rules,
and the positions, and who the players were, and why I should
admire them. I wasn't bored by his explanation, mostly because I
wasn't paying a lot of attention. My attention was mostly on what
his hands were doing.

Then I guess he figured out I wasn't paying
much attention to the soccer game. He shoved my head forward and
jerked back on my hips, raising my bottom up as I fell forward over
the edge of his knees. He spread my legs to lower my bottom a bit,
then reached forward and grasped my hair, to yank my head up and
back sharply enough to raise my chest off his thighs!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” I
gasped.

Crack! His hand
slapped against my bottom.

“Mister Gray,” he
said.

“Stop it, Mister Gray!” I
cried.

Crack!

“You don't give orders,
slave girl. You take them. Now, we're going to run over the
positions and you're going to do a little quiz.”

What an infuriating, obnoxious man!

“I don't care about
fucking soccer!” I said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Stop it!
Ow!”

Crack!

“Mister Gray,” he said
patiently.

“Stop it, Mister asshole
Gray!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He slapped my bottom several times sharply,
then his fingers wriggled into my still quite moist sex, pushing up
inside me, twisting from side to side as his thumb twisted around
to start stroking against my clitoris again.

“Do you want me to make
you come again, slut?”

“Yes, Mister Gray!” I
groaned.

The skin over my face felt very tight
because of the pull on my scalp!

He was pumping his fingers in and out,
twisting them around and around inside me till I ached and burned
at the same time!

Then he stopped and leaned forward, lifting
me up awkwardly and setting me down on my knees on a large ottoman.
There was just enough room, with my knees on one side, and with him
tugging my belly in sharply so it was up against my thighs, for my
shoulders to be on the other, but that left my head over the far
edge.

He got up and left the room, returning with
the damn butt-plug. I groaned but didn't really protest, since he'd
sort of gotten me all breathless and hungry again. He slowly pushed
it into my ass, and I grunted with the pressure, gasping as I was
stretched wide.

Then the big butt-plug slid into my ass to
fill it up, with the thin little round base pressed firmly against
the outside of my little opening. Only this time there was a cord
attached to it, and he carefully gathered in my hair into a thick
braid, then pulled my head up and back, holding it in place as he
tied the cord around my hair!

He spread my knees as far apart as the
ottoman would allow, and then I felt his tongue at my sex, his
mouth sucking on my clitoris as his fingers pushed into me
again!

This was all kind of sick, kinky, perverted
and wild, but an incredible rush as my body began to burn once more
under his skillful ministrations.

Whereupon he stopped and began to instruct
me in soccer again.

“Pass the quiz or you
don't get to come,” he said.

Bastard!

So he went on and on about the positions and
how the game was played, and paused to ask questions I had to
answer. Of course, if I failed, I got a slap across the bottom. If
I got it right, then I felt his mouth against my clitoris sucking
and licking me!

It was so freaking weird! My scalp was
aching, which was giving me a headache, because of the continuous
pull on my hair! And my body was bent so tightly in, with my head
lifted up and back, that my neck was starting to ache.

I didn't really care, though, given the
sharp stinging smacks, and long, throbbing heat he was giving me.
And then, when he was apparently satisfied with my knowledge, I
felt his fingers draw back, and something thicker and softer
pushing into me from behind!

I was trembling with lust and passion by
then, and shuddered as his big cock slid into my pussy for the
first time! I reveled in the feeling of its thickness as it spread
the lips of my sex deliciously wide and taut, then pushed
remorselessly forward into the pulsating heat of my body!

I could only gasp and moan like a whore as
he used me relentlessly, as his cock plunged deeper and began to
move with a steady, powerful rhythm, his hands on my hips, or
sometimes on my bound arms as his hips slapped powerfully against
my upraised buttocks again and again!

It was so wild and wicked and nasty and
delicious that I came several times, helpless to do much of
anything to disguise my response or tone down my passion!

And then it was back to laying across his
lap as he talked about rather mundane things like traffic in
Monaco, international money transfers, my favorite TV shows and
actors and actresses, and what kind of food I liked.

Do you have any idea how strange it is
trying to discuss whether Robert Pattinson or Douglas Booth is
cuter with a man half again your age while you're draped naked
across his lap with your hands chained together and he's caressing
your girl parts? Or whether Porche or Ferrari are better cars? Or
the advantages of a good breakfast vs a quick bagel?

And needless to say, despite multiple
orgasms, once I'd calmed down and caught my breath, his talented
fingers managed to rouse me once again. That was when he lifted me
up, throwing me up onto his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and
carried me down the hall again!

He brought me back into that... that bondage
room where he'd taken me the first time and over to the leather
covered sawhorse thing. He made me straddle it, then tied my ankles
loosely together and left me there with the ball gag back in my
mouth.

The thing about the sawhorse thing was that
it was too high for me unless I rose onto the balls of my feet. If
I didn't, then all my weight came down on it, and it was only an
inch and a bit wide. It was padded, a little, and had a kind of
dimpled leather cover, but even so, a girl's entire weight is not
meant to come down on that sensitive area of her anatomy.

I wasn't able to complain, of course, given
the ball gag, and his absence. All I was able to do was stare at a
big flat screen TV right in front of me which showed, well, me. It
was right in front of me, maybe five feet away, and the camera was
right there as well, so that it looked almost like a mirror!

But it wasn't, and I began to feel a sense
of anxiety about whether it was recording this, and who might see
it. For that matter, might not Mister Gray be watching it right
that second? That thought excited me.

My shoulders were drawn back a bit, because
of how the chain locked between my wrist cuffs and the back of the
collar pulled against them. That meant my back was arched somewhat,
which was okay, since it made for a good look.

I mean, I could see that in the TV, and
could kind of watch myself with a sense of fascination. I liked
looking hot, and this definitely looked hot, with the collar and
ball gag and my nipples so hard and stiff.

The sawhorse was not wood, by the way, but
metal, all except for the leather part I was straddling. And then,
not long after he left, it started to tremble, to vibrate. I
blinked in surprise, at first, trying to find the source of the
vibrations. It was a lot more subtle than that thing he'd jammed me
against earlier while strapping my bottom.

In the meantime, my feet were starting to
ache even as my pussy throbbed with a growing sense of arousal.
Well, I'd been aroused when he'd brought me here, and putting me on
this thing certainly hadn't diminished that, nor had putting the
ball gag back in my mouth.

Staring at myself, I felt a breathlessness,
a tightness in my chest, and a warmth down low. As my feet ached
more I let more weight down onto my the padded leather sawhorse
thing. That eased some of the tension and ache in my legs but soon
began to reproduce it higher up, between my legs.

Like I said, that portion of a girl's
anatomy wasn't meant to bear much weight!

I started feeling uncomfortable pressure,
and accompanying heat, then a low, dull ache which grew by the
minute. The thing is, I was still aroused, too, and as the ache
mounted my body began to try to ease it by moving a little, by
leaning forward or back.

Leaning back put more pressure on my
tailbone, which soon began to ache more sharply. Leaning forward
was another experience entirely. The leather, as I said, was
lightly dimpled, and my sex was jammed hard against it. Moving at
all meant rubbing myself against the leather.

Given the arousal within
me the sensations which that produced quickly began to catch my attention! The more I
ground myself against it, the more I ached, both down at my feet,
and between the legs. But I cared less about that the more aroused
I became. Which in itself spurred me on.

I was... wet, and the leather soon was too.
It was necessary to rub myself against it as hard as I could, to
increase the sensations, which meant not raising myself too much.
That made it harder to move but again, I was rapidly coming to care
only about the thrumming sexual excitement within me.

I had forgotten to care if the TV was
recording me, though the thought he might now be watching was a bit
daunting. Because I was, in effect, masturbating, and I hadn't done
that in front of anyone before.

But the heat and sexual pleasure grew to a
feverish intensity, and nothing else mattered at that point. I
ground myself desperately back and forth along the leather, moaning
and gasping and whimpering into the gag, until the orgasm swept
through me and my gasps turned to cries as my movements became even
more frantic!

The orgasm hit me with a sudden flood of
sensation that overwhelmed my senses! I ground myself furiously
against the leather, head thrown back as I arched my back
repeatedly, moaning and crying out into the gag as the incredible
waves of pleasure swept through me!

Of course, when it eased, that still left me
sitting straddling the thing, with a lot more ache in my body, and
a lot more exhaustion in my aching feet. I had little choice but to
let more and more weight down on it, which made the ache deepen and
grow.

Which became... frustrating!

Because my toes were essentially on the
floor, but my feet ached too much to put any pressure on them in
that position, so I was sitting fully atop the narrow length of
lightly padded, leather covered metal below me. The ache became
quite pronounced, but there was nothing I could do about it!

And yet, even so, I felt the arousal once
again, felt it growing and spreading. I welcomed the distraction!
But that too was frustrating, because I couldn't do much to rub
myself against the leather again, or at least, didn't think I
could.

When the heat reached sufficient heights I
found myself forcing my feet to bear my weight again, or least,
some of it, enough so I could grind myself back and forth against
the leather, gasping and sobbing dazedly all the while, until
another orgasm slammed into me and sent my mind reeling from the
glorious wall of pleasure which came down upon me!

It was like the more that part of my body
ached and throbbed the more sensitive the nerve endings, and more
intense the pleasure which could sweep through me!

And it was intense! And draining! It left me
gasping for breath, moaning and bowed forward, fully straddling the
thing with my feet dangling limply. I groaned at the deep ache
between my legs, a sensation which I'd been able to pretty much
ignore while my body was filled with passion and pleasure.

And where the hell was Gray, I wondered
dazedly.
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I was up for one more orgasm, but then my
feet mutinied and died, leaving me straddling the thing, exhausted,
sweating and moaning in pain. And finally, Gray came for me,
undoing my ankles and lifting me down, letting me sink to my knees
on the floor.

He unhooked my wrists,
leaving the shackles on but letting them come free, then attached a
chain to my collar and tugged, leading me, crawling,
crawling on a leash, after him!

We went to a bathroom, a large one, like the
ones I was used to in New York. He locked my wrist shackles
together again, then stripped naked for the first time, which let
me appreciate his male assets – well worth appreciating. Then he
picked me up in his arms and stepping into a large soaker tub.

I made a noise and he ran his finger along
my lips where they gripped the ball. I frowned at him and he smiled
softly, then reached behind my head and undid the buckle, before
removing the ball.

“I hate that thing,” I
groaned.

“Do you? And yet, you look
very sexy with it.”

His finger traced my lips again, then slid
into my mouth before I could close my lips. I closed them on his
finger, though I wasn't feeling particularly sexy just then, just
aching and weary.

He pumped his finger in and out a little
before withdrawing it.

“So is this a new
experience?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said
shortly.

“Never experienced bondage
before?”

“Not... like this. I mean,
not with all these... things, these uhm, toys.”

“And
domination?”

I looked at him a bit blankly.

“Ah, well, that's an
important part of the game, you see. Domination on my part,
submission on yours.”

“I'm not the submissive
type,” I said.

“On the contrary,” he
said. “I think you're very submissive.”

“Only because I'm tied
up!” I protested.

“Sexually submissive,
then.”

I thought about that for a few seconds. It
was true I had always been up for whatever a guy wanted, but I
didn't think that was especially submissive. Not that I'd often
said no...

“I just like
sex.”

“And what about the
thought of being a slave girl?”

I shrugged. “It's kind of hot, but I'm not
the slave type.”

“You are a slave to your
own lust. All I have to do is control your lust to enslave your
mind and body,” he said, rolling one of my nipples between his
fingers and thumbs.

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

“How do you think you can
control my lust?”

“By finding out what turns
you on and doing it.”

“Doesn't that mean
you're a slave to my lust?”

“You're being
impertinent.”

“My pussy is sore,” I
whined.

I gasped, though, as his fingers found
it.

“Oh! Don't!”

Of course, I couldn't really stop him from
touching me down there. I was sitting across his lap with my wrists
locked behind me, after all. He spread my legs and gently caressed
my sore sex. I winced a bit, but he was only lightly brushing it
under the soapy, oily water.

“Are you feeling...
sensitive here?” he asked.

“It hurts,” I
grumbled.

But it felt good too. I was sensitive, and
even though the light brushing of his finger sharpened the ache it
was also sending swirling rushes of heat through my body.

His other hand pulled my head around and
back and he kissed me. And as I said before, Gray was a heck of a
kisser. I didn't mind, even as his finger brushed lightly across my
sore pussy.

Then he picked up a soft cloth and began to
scrub my shoulders, arms, back and chest – where he spent more time
than strictly needed on my breasts.

“Why is your hair that odd
color?” he asked.

“Because I like it,” I
said.

“It's sort of... white and
gray and pink and burgundy all together. Maybe it should just be
pink.”

“Bright pink hair? I don't
think so.”

“A sex slave doesn't get
to choose how she looks,” he said.

“I'm not a sex
slave.”

“But you want to
be.”

“No, I don't.”

“But you want to pretend
you are.”

I hesitated. Because honestly, yes, the idea
had considerable appeal, at least, as a kinky game.

“Maybe a little,” I
conceded.

He eased me up onto my knees so he could
scrub my belly and then lower still.

“Oh! Ow!” I gasped.
“Gently!'

“Slave girls don't give
orders,” he said, as he lightly brushed the cloth across my
pussy.

“I like giving orders,” I
grumbled.

“Perhaps, but you know
you're a bad girl, and bad girls need to be punished... and
disciplined.”

“I like being a bad girl,”
I said.

He snorted and then stood up, pulling me to
my feet as the water began to empty. He turned me to face the wall,
then undid the shackles, only to lift my hands up above my head and
join them together, locking the shackles together again.

He spun me around so I almost fell, but he
had hold of my wrists, and was chaining them to something up on the
wall!

“Wh-what are you doing?!”
I gulped.

He grinned and picked up a hand shower, then
sprayed me with very warm water, rinsing me off.

And then he knelt in front of me, licking
his lips.

“I'm too tired!” I
groaned.

I was very much mistaken! Chained to the
wall, with my pussy extremely sensitive to every touch, my body
reacted with lightning speed to the soft touch of his tongue! The
very soreness of it made it extremely sensitive, and his tongue was
soothing, exciting, and aching all in the same touch.

And he was as talented with his tongue on my
lower lips as he was on the upper! Tired and aching, I might well
be, but my hips were soon bucking helplessly against him as a
cauldron of churning sexual energy flooded through my body!

It... ached! His every touch ached there!
And yet that only made it more incredible, more exciting, more
intense, as he was able to send orgasm after orgasm sweeping
through my twisting, writhing body until I begged him to stop, my
insides aching even more than my outsides, simply from all the
intense muscle spasms!

His apartment had another room, a largely
vacant room, where, exhausted and aching, he led me, crawling, to
spend the night.

It wasn't a large room, but it had a tall,
wide, arched window overlooking the marina. The floor was marble,
in a circular pattern of alternating brown, black, and orange
stone. In the center of it was a cage, rather like a huge bird
cage, which seemed to hang from a chain in the center of the
ceiling!

It was about a foot off the floor, though,
as he led me to it. I was simply staring in disbelief as he slid
open the cage door and ushered me in.

“You are seriously
demented,” I said in a breathy whisper.

Crack! He slapped
my bottom sharply.

“No disrespecting your
master, sex slave.”

I crawled into the thing, which swayed only
very slightly as I did. It was a good four and a half feet in
diameter, though, and probably almost as tall at the center, so
there was lots of room once I got through the little door. He slid
it closed, locked it, then went to the wall and pressed a button,
and the cage rose about five feet into the air!

“Good night, slave,” he
said.

This was so seriously weird! But it sure was
different! And kinky! And so I wasn't exactly repulsed by it. The
floor of the cage was heavily padded, with a kind of furry blanket
atop it, and I normally slept curled up a bit on my side, so there
was room.

I had thought it would sway more, hanging
from a chain, but as it turned out it was anchored to the floor
below to keep it fairly steady. Anyway, I was tired and sore, and
fell asleep fairly quickly.

Of course, I woke with the dawn coming up
and the light coming through the window only a few feet away.

I woke to find myself, groggy and sore, in a
cage. Confusion ensued, needless to say. At least for a few
seconds.

I was thirsty, and as I moved around in the
cage, tried the door, and examined things more closely I noticed a
big dildo, or what looked like one, attached to the side of the
cage! It was of see-through plastic, and I could see there was
liquid inside.

I had a 'you've got to be kidding me'
moment, but then experimentally leaned in, slid my lips over the
end, and sucked.

Yes, it had water in it.

God, Gray was a pervert, I thought
admiringly.

The view out the window was spectacular,
though it was seriously weird to be watching the yachts and marina
below while naked and in a cage. And then something I hadn't
noticed when I was led in last night, a big flat-screen TV on the
wall, lit up.

It caught my attention, especially as there
was sound. And I gasped to see myself! It was taken from a camera
in what I had come to think of as Gray's torture room, and was of
me on the bench as he strapped my bottom!

I stared in absolute fascination, seeing and
hearing myself getting strapped while tied down was a breathless
experience! Hearing my cries, watching me grinding my pussy against
the round vibrator, watching my ass turn red, all filled me with a
deep, intense sense of arousal!

Oh yes, I was wary and anxious about him
having a video of me, but after all, it wasn't like I was going to
school any more, and it wasn't like he knew any of my friends or
family.

And I looked deliciously hot! It was the
most erotic video I'd ever seen in my life! And I couldn't help
drawing my knees up and back and masturbating, rubbing my
still-sore pussy as I stared at myself! And when he stopped, when I
saw his big cock sliding into my ass! Oh God! I came violently,
crying out helplessly as my hips bucked up against my frantically
thrusting fingers!

He pulled my hair and he slapped my ass and
fucked my ass and he treated me like a whore, and I found it
shockingly exciting to watch what I had experienced only the other
day! In a weird sort of way it was like I was experiencing it all
over again, but getting to see it from a whole other angle!

Guys had persuaded me to let them take
videos of me having sex before, though I had always made sure they
deleted them right after. But nothing I'd ever seen had been this
hot, nor had it been of the same quality, sharp, clear, brightly
lit, as if it were real!

I was, despite the orgasm, still stroking
myself, still staring, when the door opened and Gray came through.
I paused, of course, swallowing anxiously, still aroused, as he
pressed a button on the wall and the cage began to lower.

When it had dropped low he came forward and
looked in on me. I looked up with a mixture of defiance and
heat.

“Do you know what it means
to be owned by someone, slave girl?” he asked.

I shook my head mutely.

“You're going to find out
today.”

My rebellious streak rose, but then my heat
damped it. I wanted to see what he meant!

He opened the cage and I crawled out and
stood up. Immediately, he turned me around.

“Hands up and back behind
your neck,” he ordered.

I obeyed, and felt him seizing my wrists,
then there was a metallic clinking sound as they were locked
together, then locked to the back of the collar around my neck!

“Elbows back, chest out,”
he growled.

And I saw he had a little crop or switch in
his hand. I gasped, drawing my elbows back and thrusting my chest
out as he let the tip slide lightly back and forth over my stiff
nipples.

“This is a riding crop,”
he said. “It's how slave girls are trained.”

I gulped, feeling a rush of heat at his
words. Oh, I did feel some anxiety, too, but the heat was far
greater. The little stick was flexible in his hands, in that he
bent it to and fro, very slim, and with a short, flat tip, like a
flap of leather.

It was that which he rubbed against my
nipples, then drew back to slap down lightly, stingingly!

“Bad slave girls get
punished. Good slave girls get rewarded,” he said.

He pulled out that leash he'd used before,
and clipped it to the ring in the center of the collar, then tugged
me forward. I gulped, shuffling forward, then gasped as he pulled
me up onto the balls of my feet.

“Elbows back, slave,” he
growled.

I jerked my elbows back further, my breasts
pressing against his chest now as he leaned in and kissed me! I
moaned heatedly into his mouth as his lips pushed down harder, his
tongue flitting out and caressing my own as our lips moved
together!

Fortunately for my still-sore feet, he let
me down onto my heels again, and then turned and tugged on the
leash, leading me out of the room. I followed along, somewhat
breathless, my lower belly churning, wrists locked to the back of
the collar and elbows drawn well back.

We walked up the hall like that, him fully
dressed, me nude, collared and shackled, and the heat only grew
more intense as I felt myself sinking into the eroticism of the
role he'd designed for me – as a slave girl!

He led me through the front room to the big
glass windows, and then I realized one was a door as he slid it
aside. I gasped, instinctively drawing back, but he tugged harder
and pulled me through the door out onto the balcony overlooking the
marina.

The balcony was long but not wide, and had a
low metal rail along the edge. Heart thumping, I was pulled right
up to that edge, until the metal pushed against my abdomen.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped, as the
crop snapped down against my bottom.

“Elbows back, slave,” he
ordered.

I jerked my elbows back, arching my back
again as I looked out at the marina in the early morning sun. His
apartment was not very high up. That is, it was on the fourth floor
above a road which went along the marina's edge, then the land
dropped another twenty feet or so to the harbor.

So anyone who looked up would see me
standing like that naked!

Crack!

The crop snapped down across my bottom
again!

“Legs apart,
slave.”

I shifted my bare feet apart on the stone
balcony, gulping in air, back arched, bare breasts thrust out for
the world to examine.

“I'm going to get some
coffee. Don't move or you'll be punished,” he said.

And then he went back inside! I was left
standing like a statue, naked! I rolled my eyes to one side, and
saw there were other balconies running along the building. Anyone
who came out onto one would see me, in addition to the people on
the street, in addition to those in the boats if they had
binoculars or telescopes.

I was squirming on the inside, but filled
with a dark, burning sense of breathless arousal. This was so
slutty and daring and kinky!

Gray came out onto the balcony, carrying a
tray with what looked and smelled like a pot of coffee, and a
single cup. I gulped, the smell of coffee making me lick my
lips.

He slid the tray down onto a table, then sat
himself.

“Turn, slave.”

I turned towards him, elbows still back.

He poured himself a coffee, then took a sip
as he looked at me.

“Did you have a nice
sleep, slave girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes,” I
gulped.

“Yes, Mister Gray,” he
said.

“Yes, Mister
Gray.”

He sipped his coffee again.

“Did you enjoy the video
of yourself?”

I felt myself flush.

“Yes, Mister Gray.” I
hesitated. “I didn't know there was a camera there.”

“People are more natural
when they aren't aware they're being taped,” he said. “Although you
must have been aware you were being taped when you were riding the
horse afterward, and it didn't seem to cause any
shyness.”

I flushed again, puzzled only momentarily,
then soon realizing he meant the leather post thing I had been
straddling.

“And you must have known
there was a camera on your cage, and that didn't seem to inhibit
you,” he said.

I gulped again, feeling another rush of
embarrassment.

“You're a very sexual
creature,” he said.

I made no effort at denying it.

“Tell me you're my
slut.”

I felt a jolt at the word, though of course,
he'd used it, as had I, just yesterday.

“I'm your slut, Mister
Gray,” I said.

He took another sip from his coffee.

“On your knees then,
slut.”

Another little jolt hit me at the word, but
I obeyed, kneeling, much as I had been standing. He took another
sip as he looked at me.

My nipples felt sooooo hard!

He stood up, up in hand and stepped right up
in front of me, then reached down and casually undid the front of
the loose linen trousers he was wearing, reached in, and pulled out
his cock. He was semi hard, but hardened very quickly as he guided
himself into my mouth.

I moaned as I closed my lips around him, and
he slid his hand through my hair.

“Elbows back, slave,” he
ordered.

I jerked my elbows back, sliding my head in
and back, bobbing up and down on his thick shaft as it grew harder
and thicker and longer! I rolled my eyes up at him to see him
sipping from his coffee again as he watched me!

Then his hand tightened in my hair and I
sucked in a deep breath as he pulled my head forward, thrusting his
cock down my throat! I gurgled a little, gagged a bit, moaning as
he pulled me forward by one powerful hand, his slick cock forced
deep into my throat until my lips were wrapped around the base.

“How many men have seen
you, slave girl, and dreamed about seeing your lovely lips wrapped
around the base of their cocks?” he asked rhetorically. “I bet
every man who ever saw you has fantasized about something like
this, has fantasized about using you, owning you, fucking
you.”

I moaned helplessly, head pounding, chest
beginning to burn.

He eased his grip, pulling on my hair now,
sliding me back of his cock until I could gulp in air, could suck
in deep breaths.

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

“I-I'm your slave girl,
Mister Gray!” I gasped weakly.

He thrust himself into my mouth again, then
deep into my throat! He pumped slowly in and out as he held me
tightly, then pulled out again, as I gasped for breath.

“Tell me you're my sex
slave,” he said.

“I-I'm... I'm your....
s-sex slave, Mister Gray!” I said, panting.

He rubbed his cock over my face, then pushed
himself into my mouth again, and this time, released my hair. I
moaned, bobbing up and down the length of him, well, the front part
of him, rolling my eyes up at him. I saw him looking back, and saw
his gaze getting more and more stern, and knew what he wanted.

I sucked in several deep breaths, then
forced myself forward, gurgling, gagging a little, but feeling
elated when I managed to swallow the head without too much issue. I
forced my lips down further and further, until, my eyes tearing up,
I had my lips wrapped around the base!

I forced myself to stay there for long
seconds, then slid back off, gasping for breath.

He took another sip of his coffee.

I licked at his head, took it into my mouth,
and began to suck and lick, to bob up and down. And then I forced
myself down all the way again. It was easier the second time, as if
the first had given me confidence. I swallowed every inch, then
pulled back again.

He moved back and sat down, nodding his head
towards me. I shuffled forward on my knees and bent over, licking
and sucking, taking him into my mouth again. This time he reached
down to casually fondle my breast, his finger rolling and plucking
my throbbing nipple as I swallowed his cock.

“We'll make you a
well-trained sex slave in no time,” he said.

God, what a kinky idea!

I started bobbing up and down. It was a
daring move since he was still in my throat! I was actually fucking
my throat with his cock! But it was surprisingly easy given the
heat filling me.

He buried his hand in my thick hair and then
pulled, forcing me to crawl up onto his lap, to straddle him! The
chair wasn't very wide, and was straight backed, without arms, so I
was able to have my bare feet flat on the stone below as he
positioned himself against the narrow line of my sex.

I sank down with a shudder and a long, drawn
out moan as his cock pushed up into me. I adored the feeling of
being filled, being stretched, being deeply penetrated! I sank down
and ground my bare buttocks against his rough linen pants, ignoring
the ache inside as I looked down at him.

He slid his hands up and down, kneading and
caressing my breasts, then pulled me in against him to suck and
chew on my flesh as I ground myself against him. I started rising
up and down, then, harder and faster as the heat inflamed my mind
and body!

Before long his hands slid down to cup my
buttocks, helping me ride harder, and faster, and my gasps and
moans became helpless cries of pleasure! He seemed to have a
determination in him, a sense of restraint which could hold back
his pleasure until he wanted it released. He had, I realized, never
come before me, which was astonishing in a man.

Then again, he was the first 'man' I'd ever
had sex with.

When his finger reached in and began to
stroke my clitoris, though, I knew he wanted me to speed things
along, knew he was close to coming. God knows I was! I arched my
back, gasping and crying out, plunging down on his thick cock again
and again until the orgasm tore through my body and sent my mind
spinning end over end!
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At least he let me sip from his coffee.
Though I had to do it on my knees, and keep my elbows back and back
arched.

“I couldn't help notice,
slave girl, that you were wearing very little clothing when I saw
you,” he said.

I gulped but didn't answer.

“Too much, of course, but
still very little. You should be naked at all times, except for the
chains used to bind you. Still, even in Monaco there are prudish
laws to keep people from walking around naked, however beautiful
they are, so I supposed you must wear something.”

I knelt before his chair, legs apart,
sitting on my heels, elbows back and back arched.

“Of course, if you walked
around like this you wouldn't get far,” he said. “Every man who saw
you would drag you into the nearest alley to ravish you senseless.
And even if you wanted to resist, which, frankly, I doubt you
would, being a very sluttish young girl, a slave girl cannot say
no.”

I gulped, licking my lips.

“Then again, I don't think
you would mind being ravished again and again by a large group of
men, would you, slave?”

“I... don't know, Mister
Gray,” I said hesitantly.

“You will know before I am
done training you, slave girl. A sex slave must service any man who
chooses to make use of her. Any woman, as well, come to that. Have
you ever had sex with a woman before?”

I flushed and nodded my head.

“Of course you have, slut
that you are,” he said.

I was starting to feel a little, uhm,
annoyed at him calling me a slut. But I knew he was just playing
the role, and frankly, the idea of myself as a helpless sex slave
was awfully hot! Even so, though, I felt an odd sense of something
like guilt, something like shame, every time he called me a slut,
every time he talked to me like I was a mindless sex toy.

I wasn't sure why. I guess because good
girls don't do such things. But then, I wasn't a good girl. I
hadn't been a good girl since puberty.

Maybe I actually deserved to be a slutty
slave girl who was strapped or spanked whenever she misbehaved.

Gray took the leash and led me back inside,
put away the coffee things, then led me up the hall to the
bathroom, which was a good thing since I very much had to go.

Only thing was he made me
go in front of him! That was
embarrassing! Or at least, I thought it was until he gave me an
enema!

“You have no secrets from
me, slave. I own every part of you,” he said.

He brushed my teeth for me, then led me into
the shower. There he soaped me up... slowly... sensuously... and
made me climax again as his fingers stroked my soapy clitoris!

He washed my hair, then led me back out,
dried me, blow-dried my hair, and bent me over the counter to shove
a big butt-plug up into my ass!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped, as
he was twisting and pushing it into me.

“You came like a whore
with my cock in your ass yesterday, slave,” he said, slapping my
bottom. “Now be silent.”

He worked the butt-plug deep into my ass,
then pulled me upright and led me from the room.

In his bedroom, he removed the shackles,
then had me step into my dress, sliding it up my body and pulling
it in behind my neck before fastening it in place.

It was a reasonably high necked dress but it
didn't cover my neck, leaving the metal collar with the ring in the
center very prominent and obvious on my throat.

He put my shoes on me, buckling them in
place. I wasn't allowed to do a single thing. He even gave my hair
a brush before leading me out of the apartment.

I was anxious and self-conscious, to say the
least, about walking about with a sign on my throat that might as
well say 'bondage bitch' in big letters, but still feeling hot and
daring.

Besides, he didn't give me a choice.

And it wasn't like, years ago, I hadn't had
a studded leather collar I wore around to clubs, along with short
leather dresses.

“Where are we going?” I
asked.

He slapped my bottom and I gasped, then
looked around anxiously. It didn't look like anyone had seen.

“Mister Gray, slave girl,”
he said.

“Where are we going,
Mister Gray?” I asked, frowning.

God, was he going to do this shit in
public!?

“To visit a friend of
mine. Alexander. He's Russian, and has a lovely yacht in the
harbor.”

I turned my eyes to the fleet of beautiful
boats tied up at the docks and thought it would be cool to go
aboard one and go out for a bit.

“I didn't bring my
swimsuit,” I said.

He snorted in amusement, and I flushed and
felt more anxious. What did that mean!? That I was going to be
naked in front of his friend Alexander?!

We certainly didn't have far to walk, since
the marina was across the street and down just a bit, and it was a
lovely morning. We didn't go to where all the yachts were, though.
We went to a small water taxi operation, where the Arab boatman
looked at me with undisguised lust even as he bowed obsequiously at
Gray and ushered us into his small motorboat.

It drove us out into the harbor where the
bigger yachts, the ones too big to dock in the marina, were laying
at anchor, and I sucked in a breath as we headed straight for a
very large yacht that must have been at least several hundred
hundred feet long!

Gray had me go up first, and since I had no
underwear and a short skirt I knew very well that meant the Arab
boatman would be staring right up at me from below! I had very
little choice, though, so scurried up the stairway which hung from
the side of the yacht as quickly as I could.

A crewman on top took my hand to help me
onto the deck as Gray strolled up behind me.

“Gray, my friend!” A hairy
chested Russian said as he came up to us.

He was typical Russian in his loud voice and
cheer, embracing Gray warmly and kissing him on the cheek before
pulling back and eying me.

“And who is this?” he
demanded.

He looked about mid to late thirties, tall
and broad shouldered, with curly brown hair and a classic Slavic
face.

“This is my slave girl,
Jordan,” Gray said.

I flushed and felt like denying it, but was
afraid Gray would slap my butt if I did, right in front of this
guy!

“Very nice,” he said
admiringly. “Did you buy her?”

“At auction? No, I seduced
her and am in the process of training her,” Gray said.

The Russian laughed while I blushed and
squirmed.

He led us to the stern which had a teak
deck, tables and chairs, and a round pool. A uniformed steward
waited there, and Alexander snapped his finger at him.

“Get Mister Sommerville an
iced tea – .”

He paused and turned towards Gray. “Iced
tea, or something more man like?”

Gray snorted. “It's a bit early for me to
start in,” he said.

“You British are pussies,”
Alexander said. “Iced tea for Mister Sommerville.”

He turned to me.

“What about uhm, your
slave girl?” he asked.

“Get her a vodka and
orange,” he said. “It's never too early to get a pretty girl
drunk.”

The Russian laughed in appreciation, and
ordered a screwdriver.

I frowned at Gray uncertainly.

“I thought your name was
Gray?” I said.

Alexander laughed again.

“His name is Gray,” he
said. “Gray Sommerville. You don't even know your master's name,
slave girl?”

I flushed and looked askance at Gray, who
looked blandly back.

“I told you my name was
Gray, slave girl. I didn't say that was my family name,” he
said.

Alexander laughed again and sat down. I
started to sit, but Gray pulled me back, turned me around, and then
a shock ran through me as I felt his fingers undoing my dress! My
eyes went wide and my hands jerked up and back to grab his
wrist!

That only caused him to clamp those thick
metal shackles around my wrists again! Apparently he'd brought them
along in one of the deep pockets of his jacket!

“G-Gray!” I
squeaked.

“Mister Gray, slave girl,”
he said softly.

My face burned as Alexander looked on with
interest! My heart was pounding and my mind squirming as Gray
locked my wrists together behind my neck again as they'd been that
morning! Then he pulled my dress down my body, baring first my
breasts, then the rest of me to Alexander's very interested
gaze.

“Very, very nice, my
friend,” he said.

Oh! My! God!

Gray forced me down onto my knees in front
of the chairs.

“Knees apart,” he
barked.

I gulped, heart thumping, and obeyed as my
face burned even hotter.

“Elbows back,
slave.”

And then he sat down next to Alexander, the
two of them looking at me!

“Lovely breasts,”
Alexander said. “Those look very real.”

“They are very real. Touch
them and see.”

I flinched, still feeling half in a state of
shock, but only gasped as the Russian leaned forward and caressed
my bare breast! He gave it a little squeeze, then sat back.

“Very nice indeed,” he
said.

“Elbows back,” Gray
barked.

My elbows jerked back as I flinched again,
my heart thumping wildly and my face hot. Gray crouched and jerked
my thigh further to the side.

“She has very soft skin,”
he said, his fingers openly caressing my sex!

“Yes, I noticed,”
Alexander said. “She seems rather shy, however.”

“She'll get over it,” Gray
replied, easing me down so I was sitting on my heels.

He joined Alexander, the two sitting facing
the stern – and me!

I knelt there, trembling slightly,
breathless, horribly embarrassed and self-conscious, and wondering
if I was going insane! Why wasn't I demanding he unshackle me and
then hurriedly grabbing my dress!? Maybe because my mind was still
spinning so wildly?!

But the longer I knelt there – displayed –
as I was, the more strangely aroused I was becoming, in strange,
disbelieving sort of way.

“That hair color – .
”

“Yes, I haven't decided
what to do about it,” Gray said.

“She has fair skin. You
can make her a blonde.”

“Fake blondes are rather
commonplace.”

“True, but it's an
appropriate color for a sex slave.”

“What do you think of a
deep red?”

“Hmm, no. I don't see her
as a redhead. Why not make it pink.”

“It's already pink...
ish.”

Alexander snorted. “I mean a deeper
pink.”

“That would be rather odd,
wouldn't it?”

“Not for a fluffy, pretty
little sex toy.”

“Hmm. Perhaps, though I
don't think I want it completely pink. I could have the pink
highlights increased, however. I like the idea of a fluffy, pretty
sex toy.”

He grinned as he said it, looking at me.

“What do you think, Nika?
Pink hair?” Alexander said.

I blinked, then my face got even hotter as a
tallish woman strolled onto the deck. She was maybe five years
older than me, with a lovely egg shaped face. She wasn't quite as
slender, but was quite curvy, with black hair in a long bob, very
straight, parted in the middle, and curving gently in as it danced
on her collarbones.

She had full lips, brown eyes, and large,
impossibly perfect breasts. And all she wore was a bikini bottom, a
very small one, as she strolled up to kiss Alexander. As she turned
to him I saw it was a G-string, and she showed no embarrassment in
front of Gray at all.

“You remember, Mister
Sommerville,” Alexander said.

“How do you do,” she said
with a Russian accent.

She turned and eyed me doubtfully, arched
eyebrows conveying a certain measure of disdain.

“Pink would be good for
such a … child,” she said.

“Pink is playful,” Gray
said. “I like a playful girl.”

“I am a playful woman,”
she said with a smirk.

With fake tits, I wanted to add, but didn't.
I was still too tongue-tied from embarrassment, especially with
someone else seeing me like this!

“Elbows back, slave!” Gray
barked.

I flushed anew, jerking my elbows back.

“She is poorly trained for
a slave girl,” Nika said.

“She's brand new to this,”
Gray replied.

“I'm sure Nika could help
you,” Alexander said.

Then yet another person came out back! It
was the steward, with a tray carrying a pair of glasses! I flushed
deeply again, though he studiously ignored me as he placed the
glasses on the table and left.

“Head back, slave,” Gray
ordered.

“You do not beat her
enough,” Nika said.

“Sometimes you get more
out of the carrot than the stick,” Gray said.

“And you have a lovely
carrot,” she said with a purr.

“Do you have something for
her nipples, Nika?” Alexander asked.

She looked at me again, smiled and nodded,
then turned and padded away, graceful as a cat.

“Do you intend to sell her
when she's trained?”

“Not unless she displeases
me,” Gray said airily.

God, they were talking like that was
something you did! Like you could buy and sell girls! Shit, maybe
in Russia you could! There wasn't much in the way of law over there
if you were rich.

They sipped their drinks and examined me,
and talked about some guy they both met named Roberto and his car,
which had apparently crashed on a hillside. Then Nika returned,
smiling at me in a way I didn't take to be friendly. She squatted
before me, and had, in her hands, what looked like rings.

Nipple rings.

She reached for my breast, and let her
fingers squeeze in at the base of my right nipple. I flinched, but
Gray ordered my elbows back again, and, embarrassed but still
feeling a wild dark thrill within me, I didn't move as she
carefully undid the little ball at the side of the stud and slid it
out of my nipple.

She picked up a stainless steel ring which
looked a little odd in that it wasn't the usual type of nipple
ring. Usually, there is a ball which screws the two sides together.
This had no ball. Instead, there was a hollow opening on one side,
and a small tongue on the other.

She carefully squeezed the base of my
nipple, and pressed the ring against the opening. I felt a
pressure, a straining, a stretching.

“This is a thicker gauge
than she is used to,” Nika said. “It will make her nipples throb
and ache a little until she gets used to it.”

I grunted as I felt the thin metal slowly
sliding through the opening in my nipple. When it was through, she
brought the tongue in against the opening on the other side, and
pressed them together so the ring closed tightly, almost
seamlessly.

And she was right. It was a thicker ring
than the studs I was used to, and my nipple, which was already very
hard, and tingling, throbbed.

She removed my other stud, and worked the
matching ring through my left nipple too, and closed it.

Then she dropped onto her elbows between my
legs! I gasped as I felt her fingers at the ring piercing my
clitoral hood, jerking my head up and forward to stare down at
her.

“Head back!” Gray
barked.

I don't really know why I was obeying him!
It was something in his voice and... and I know this sounds weird,
but not wanting to make a scene. I mean, as long as I played along
with him then this was just some kinky little game. But if I began
to protest, to argue, to demand I be freed that would be... even
more embarrassing somehow.

Or such was my state of confused mind at the
time.

I gasped as the new ring pushed through the
pierced hood. It too was thicker than I was used to, and stretched
my flesh. It also felt heavier than the stud.

Nika was kneeling in front of me, her ass
raised up and pointing at the two men, who no doubt had an
excellent view with the two of us kneeling like that. I gasped as I
felt something uncomfortable and prickly against my clit, but only
flinched a little.

Nika knelt upright again, facing me,
smirking.

“That's interesting,” Gray
said. “What is that?”

He was looking down between my legs, and I
couldn't help bringing my head forward and down to stare.

The ring was indeed larger than I was used
to. Dangling from my clitoral hood, it formed a circle around my
clitoris. And it had a little spiked ball hanging loosely from the
top center so that it rested neatly against my clitoris!

“It has an interesting
effect over time,” Alexander said with a smile. “It will tease and
frustrate her if she doesn't get to touch herself.”

I flushed anew.

“Shoulders back, slave,”
Gray barked again.

I jerked my head and shoulders back, pulse
still thrumming wildly.

“Your little slave girl
has fair skin, and the sun is very bright today,” Alexander
said.

“So it is,” Gray said,
looking up at the sky.

Alexander said something to Nika in Russian,
and she nodded and turned a side cupboard, opening it and taking
out a squeeze bottle of some kind, then returning to me. I felt my
heartbeat pick up as she smiled down at me, then knelt beside me
and squeezed the bottle so that a warm, thin line of cream squirted
across the tops of my breasts, then down along my breastbone to my
belly and along my thighs.

She let her hand spread it across my upper
chest first, looking at me as she did. Then her hand slid lower,
spreading the slippery stuff across my breasts. Her hands were
light, at first, caressing my skin, following the curves of my
breasts as if taunting me.

And of course, the men looked on with
interest!

She let more oil squirt into her other hand,
and then brought it in against my back just below my hair,
caressing my back and shoulders as her right hand worked its way
down along my breastbone and over my ribs.

I still hadn't spoken! What the fuck was I
supposed to say!? This was all a wild, dark shock to me, and I was
feeling overwhelmed, but also a burning, sensual hunger was
churning inside me! I was still embarrassed and self-conscious, and
in some ways felt like a mouse being toyed with by cats!

But as her fingers circled my taut belly and
eased lower I felt my breathing coming faster and had to
consciously try to slow it down.

Her other hand was caressing my back and
ribs, and sliding down to my lower back, caressing the tops of my
buttocks as the one in front slid down along my abdomen. It
completely bypassed my sex, curving up along my thigh instead,
caressing it, spreading the oil along it.

The left hand was caressing my buttocks, and
Nika seemed to be not the least bit shy about letting her oiled
fingers slide right in between my buttocks to rub and even twist
the little flat base of the butt-plug inside me either!

She reached up with her left hand, then and
caught at a tendril of hair, pulling. I let out a gasp of pain as I
was forced up off my heels, and she held the hair there for a bit
as her right hand curved in behind my knees.

Her left abandoned my hair, but I knew not
to sink down, as her left returned to smoothing the oil over my
buttocks, and then slide down the backs of my thighs. Gray was
watching with considerable interest, and Alexander already had a
hard-on! I could see the front of his shorts rising!

Fuck!

How had I gotten into this!?

Nika's left hand slid back up my thigh and
her fingers were rubbing and kneading my buttocks again, raising my
blood pressure! Then her right hand slid up along the inside of my
left thigh, rubbing it gently, so high up that the side of her hand
was also rubbing against the soft, sensitive flesh of my mons.

Her other hand slid under my buttocks,
fingers sliding forward to rub along the edge of my sex, as well.
Then her right hand slid up directly up across my pussy, her
fingers rubbing the oil in very determinedly, my clitoris throbbing
more and more as her fingers stroked across it.

But it wasn't all pleasure. Her fingers were
also pressing the ring, and that little spiked marble against my
clitoris, and so despite the hot rush of excitement and pleasure
there were these sharp little multiple aches as it rolled and
pressed against me there.

That did nothing to slow the rise in my
pulse and heart rate, though! If anything, the strange addition to
the sensations, the odd counterpoint to the softness of her oiled
fingers, only made it seem more darkly exciting!

“Legs wide,” Gray
ordered.

I moaned, while Nika jerked my thigh wider,
then let her left hand slide up into my hair and grip a fistful.
She pulled it back as her right fingers ran along the line of my
sex, then wiggled inside!

I gasped aloud, unable to control the sound
of my ragged breathing any more, still terribly embarrassed and
self-conscious, but a feverish heat spiraling ever higher within my
mind and body! I felt her oiled finger sliding deep, then joined by
a second.

Then her thumb pressed firmly against the
little ring and rubbed from side to side. That made the little ball
roll and grind against my clitoris, producing a wild crackle of
stings combined with a hot bubbling rush of pleasure!

She let her thumb slide under it, to rub my
clitoris directly, and now, without the stings, the rush of
pleasure was pure, my body reveling in it! She switched back to
rubbing the ball against me, then again, sliding her thumb under it
to rub me directly again!

I felt a horrible realization that I was
going to come right in front of them, and that I couldn't top
myself! I was already embarrassed and feeling very... not exactly
degraded but certainly inferior, since they were all older, more
confident and sophisticated – and not naked and shackled!

But I stopped caring as the pleasure tore
through me, arching back even more sharply than Nika's grip on my
hair required, crying out again and again as my hips bucked
violently against her fingers!

My body was immersed in a wild, glittering flood of pleasure, and
my mind wallowed in it, tumbling end over end, raw, animal pleasure
stoking the wild animal side of my mind so that all my inhibitions
unraveled and I simply responded out of pure passion and heat!

The three 'adults' looked on, smirking as I
bucked and jerked and shook and cried out, no doubt feeling pleased
with themselves.

Then Nika jerked back harder on my hair and
pulled me over backwards so I fell across her thighs where she
knelt on the deck! Of course, my legs were splayed apart as her
right hand remained at my sex, three fingers thrusting into me as
her thumb stroked expertly across my clitoris!

She held my head back, which kept my back
arched across her thighs, and since my ankles had been behind me
before, they still were, with my knees spread wide and my hips
still twitching and flinching and jerking against her fingers!
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As the orgasm finally faded she eased her
fingers out of me, sliding them into her own mouth to suck in a
feral way, her other hand still gripping my hair tightly.

“A delightfully responsive
little sex toy,” Alexander said.

“Oh yes, that she is,”
Gray replied.

My little Nika seems to like her.”

I gasped in pain as she jerked my hair back
further, forcing my back to arch painfully, then she leaned in, her
mouth folding around the center of my left breast, teeth closing
against my flesh as she sucked lightly. Her tongue flipped and
prodded at the ring, which tugged achingly against my nipple, then
teased and massaged my hard nipple, as her other hand stroked up
and down my bowed body.

She licked her way down my body, then, until
her tongue could stroke and massage my clitoris. As with her
tongue, it dipped in and across the little ball, sometimes rubbing
it against me, sometimes sliding underneath.

Her fingers pushed up inside me, once more,
pumping in and out as she sucked and licked on my clitoris. The
orgasm had taken my breath away and dazed me, but while it had
given me some release, my body was still thrumming with sexual
energy.

Her tongue, everything she was doing, the
fact the men were looking on, was all just so hot and kinky and
wild and thrilling that I could hardly cope with it all! I
shuddered as her tongue made my clitoris burn and sparkle, throb
and swell, and her fingers slid in and out, twisting and
turning.

And then a fourth finger slowly pushed into
me, stretching me, making me ache, but ache in a darkly delicious
way!

My head rolled from side to side, and I
shuddered, chest heaving as I stared up at the sky, woozy with the
inner heat!

Feverish!

She rose, gripping my hair and pulling me
forcefully up and forward onto my knees again. I cried out dazedly
at the pull on my scalp, but was soon on my knees as she rose up
beside me.

And where the fuck was Gray!? There was only
Alexander on the chair smiling at me!

Nika pulled me forward by the hair, and I
moaned and gasped and stumbled along on my knees until I was right
in front of Alexander. I cried out again as Nika forced my head
back sharply. Then Alexander cupped my breasts, squeezing and
kneading them gently as Nika held me firmly in place.

He undid the front of his shorts and pulled
his cock out, and Nike pushed forward on my head and hair, bending
me over. I moaned dazedly as my mouth came down over his cock, and
I closed my lips almost instinctively, sucking as she released my
hair.

Crack! She slapped
my bottom sharply.

“Push your bottom out,
slave,” she ordered.

Gasping, I obeyed, and her fingers found my
sex again, caressing and massaging it as my head bobbed up and down
on Alexander's cock!

I felt Alexander's hand in my hair, now, or
one hand. The other slid down my ribs to roughly grope my breast as
Nika continued to finger me, her fingers now sliding inside me once
more.

He said something in Russian, quick and
sharp, and she pulled away at once and moved away, leaving me alone
on the deck with Alexander.

A man I had barely been known for half an
hour!

He jerked up on my hair, forcing my head up
and back, and I gasped in pain.

“Are you a slave girl?” he
growled in Russian.

I panted dazedly and he slapped my
breast!

“Are you a
slave?”

“Y-Yes!” I
moaned.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm a slave girl!” I
gasped.

He pulled me forward, forcing my mouth over
his cock and pushing down remorselessly. I sucked in a deep breath
just before his cock pushed into my throat, and gurgled as he
pushed me lower and lower until he was buried in my mouth and
throat.

His hand held me there for long second, then
pulled and I slid back up and off, gasping.

Again he twisted his fingers I my hair so I
cried out in pain, arching back!

“Tell me you're a sex
slave,” he ordered in a rough, accented growl.

“I-I'm a sex slave!” I
moaned breathlessly.

He forced me down on his cock again, but
this time pulled up and down, gripping my hair in both hands as he
thrust up into my throat, fucking it hard and fast so that I became
even more dazed and light-headed.

He jerked up and back and I gasped and
gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as he slapped my breasts.

“Tell me you're a sex
slave,” he ordered.

“I-I'm a sex slave!” I
gasped breathlessly.

He pulled me down again, but this time
pulled his shorts down so he could spread his legs and guide my
mouth to his balls. I began to suck and lick them and felt a sharp
slap on my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave,”
Nika's voice ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, and I felt something
hard against me, something which felt real but not-real. I gasped
as it spread me wider and wider, then slid into my pussy, her hands
gripping my hips. It pushed deeper and deeper, and then began to
slide in and out as I sucked on Alexander's balls.

“Fuck her harder, Nika,”
Alexander growled.

I shuddered as the pumping increased in
speed. At first I thought she had a dildo in her hand, but then I
was jerked up by the hair again, and it wasn't Alexander's hands in
my hair any more, for his went to my breasts.

Nika was right behind me, both hands in my
hair, even as I felt her belly against my buttocks. She was fucking
me in the way a man would, which meant... which meant she had a
strap-on! I had never used one or seen one in real life, but I'd
seen them on the internet!

For some reason the thought that she was
fucking me like that sent a wild hot rush of excitement through my
mind, which of course, meant it was almost instantly echoed in my
body.

She shoved my head down again onto
Alexander's cock, and then started slapping my ass and jerking my
hips back, forcing my legs wider as she thrust into me harder and
faster. She was fucking me so hard it hurt, but even through the
ache I was being smothered by the heat.

Alexander was groping my breast roughly,
jerking on my hair again. Nika was both groping and slapping at my
other breast while slapping at my ass at the same time!

“Swallow his cock, you
filthy sex slave!” she purred.

“Every inch, slave girl,”
Alexander ordered.

And it's not like I had a choice!Alexander
did something to his chair and it fell back. He lay back, then,
pulling on my hair, forcing me to crawl up forward onto the chair
as Nika rose behind me. He pulled me by the hair until I was
straddling his hips, breathless, gasping, face flushed, my mind
blasted by the shock and fever of it all as the two positioned me
over his cock, then forced me down.

I moaned as I sank down
the length of his slick cock, as it pushed deep inside me. It was
thicker and longer than the dildo Nika had been using, and what was
more it was real, which gave it a
much bigger emotional kick!

I felt lost and out of control, helpless
between the two, who I didn't even know slightly, but awash in dark
hunger and passion as I started to ride his cock, leaning forward
as he filled his hands with my breasts.

He pulled me down against his chest, and I
felt Nika's fingers at the butt-plug, sliding it slowly out of me.
A few moments later the dildo pushed into my body in its place, and
the fever heat grew even more shockingly, wickedly intense!

She leaned over me, her big breasts pressing
into my back as she began to pump in and out. And then Alexander
began to thrust up into me as well! The feel of the two inside me,
moving independently, was incredible! I cried out again and again,
helpless before the churning passion and pleasure!

Another orgasm shattered what was left of my
mind as Nika's hips began to slap against my buttocks, and my body
ground frantically in and back, riding Alexander's cock as Nika
rode me! Holy God it was incredible! Those two wildly pumping cocks
inside me, their hands all over me. The intensity of the insanely
sexual and kinky scene baked my mind!

My insides were churning like a violently
bubbling pot of overflowing liquid pleasure! I was drunk on it! I
writhed and jerked and spasmed, convulsions wracking my body and
small explosive burst of pleasure rocking my mind!

I felt hands on my hair, forcing my head up
and back, and gurgled dazedly as my back was arched up and back. I
saw a cock in front of me, and it plunged into my open mouth, then
straight down my throat. I gurgled and rolled my eyes up to see...
someone... was it Gray? There was something in front of his face –
a camera.

I didn't care. I was burning up with the
sexual fever as their hands raced over my body, and when my
sluggish, dazed mind finally woke to the fact I now had THREE cocks
inside me, even if one was a dildo, I fairly swooned with the rush
of disbelieving excitement!

I was screaming, though not making a lot of
noise, as another orgasm tore through me. Someone was rubbing my
clitoris as Gray alternately groped and slapped at my breasts as
his hips thrust casually in and out.

And yet he still held the camera up, staring
right at my face!

It wasn't him holding my hair up, then, so I
supposed it was Nika, though it mattered little. I was helpless,
like... a sex slave! Collared, shackled, and helpless! A sex slave!
I shuddered as I bathed in the dark fires of my own fantasies, my
hips bucking violently in and out as the pleasure seared my
mind!

*

The rear deck of the yacht was pretty large.
I'd have said it was at least twenty feet across and maybe even
longer than that. There were a lot of built-in seats along the
sides as well as tables and lounge chairs. There was also a large
hot tub near the rear, on a bit of an elevated platform so you'd
have a great view of the water around you as you sat in it.

The ladder leading up to the hot tub was
about six feet or so long, and made of the usual stainless steel
bars. They had backed me against it, attached my wrists to the top
part of the ladder, then bound my ankles to the sides down low.

I was more or less catatonic for a bit,
after the multiple orgasms faded, and just stood there, well,
laying back a little against the ladder since it was angled back.
Were it not for the shackles and cords tying my ankles I could not
have stood up at all. I was too dazed and mind blasted.

The truth is all I really wanted to do was
lay down and curl up in a ball for a bit to put my shattered mind
back together again and regain some energy. But Gray and his
friends wanted to continue to play with his 'sex toy'.

I felt sort of picked on, with them all
being older, stronger, and in full control, not to mention all more
sophisticated than I was, especially in terms of sex. I had thought
I was, but really, all I'd had before Gray was a lot of pretty
pedestrian vanilla sex.

But my sense of being a victim of sorts
seemed to actually play into the weird fantasy about being a sex
slave, and helped me sink into the role more easily.

I was uncomfortable with the way Nika was
touching me, but it appeared the men were enjoying the show, which
evoked a strange dark sense of heat at being, if you will, a victim
of sorts, as if I were some kind of masochist.

I resented Nika, who I thought of as the
stupid Russian bitch, but couldn't ignore how skilled she was at
arousing my body, especially when the men were watching, because
that aroused my mind.

I had fucked Alexander! Shit! I didn't even
know his last name! And he was even older than Gray!

Nika had taken off the strap on dildo, but
had shoved the dildo up my ass, which gave me a very full
sensation. Then she'd found another one and shoved that up my
pussy. They were both so thick that there was little risk of them
falling out, and so deep she couldn't completely fit either inside
me.

She had also found a chain with a couple of
clips which she'd fastened to the nipple rings she'd inserted in my
throbbing pink buttons, and run it through the ring in the front of
the collar so that it was taut. The problem with that was whenever
my breasts moved they tugged my nipples against the rings which
were now held to the collar.

And then she'd knelt in front of me, on a
pillow so she'd be comfortable, and proceeded to demonstrate that
however good I thought Gray was at oral sex, she was way
better.

Mind you, it wasn't just her. I was standing
in front of two guys, naked, with my legs spread, tied to the
ladder! That was exciting all on its own, especially with the way
my pussy throbbed around the big dildo inside me!

I wanted to ignore her, but there was just
no way. I wanted to at least pretend indifference, but my body
betrayed me. My hips began to slowly, lewdly grind against her
tongue and lips as my breathing became rougher and shorter and
quicker with every passing second!

She brought me up close to orgasm, then
stood up and picked up some sort of stick, a stick which was about
a foot long, and which looked like someone had tied a bunch of
shoelaces to the end.

Yes, it was a whip! I gaped at it as she
smirked at me, then brought it down – across my breasts!

I was already wrapped in a hazy fog of
sexual heat, panting and moaning, deeply aroused. The sudden
crackle of light little stinging blows across my breasts startled
me out of the deep, throbbing pleasure.

But they were light, they were little. Yes,
there was a bunch of them. But the blow was accompanied by an
emotional blow as I stared at her, as I realized what she was
doing, and even as I felt it, an emotional blow of shocked,
outraged... thrilled heat.

It was like OMG, she wouldn't! She couldn't!
She can't! She didn't dare! And then, I cried out in shock as the
thin leather laces swung in and forward, spreading out and striking
my taut breasts and lower chest!

“Filthy slave girl,” she
said in a sneering voice.

She swung it again, and again there was that
crackle of stinging blows from the multiple little laces across the
sensitive surface of my breasts! I twisted and jerked against the
restraints, gasping and yelping, outraged, shocked, and anxious,
but with the heat eating at my mind!

“Nasty little sex slave,”
she said.

Crack! The laces
struck my breasts a third time, then a fourth, and a
fifth!

Don't get me wrong, they hurt! I mean, well,
they stung. And my breasts were starting to feel warmer and more
tender, more sensitive, as I continued to gasp and yelped and twist
and pull against the restraints! This was... insane, I thought, in
helpless heat!

“Dirty little girl!” she
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and cried out, my body straining
against the restraints! Then she threw down the whip and knelt
before me again, her tongue sweeping across my clitoris again and
again as her hands slid up my body to cup and massage my
breasts!

Behind them, Alexander and Gray were
watching, with Gray still holding a camera!

Fuck!

I soon forgot about my tender breasts as my
hips began to roll helplessly up and out in tune to her hard,
licking tongue. She gripped the base of the dildo, pumping it in
and out as she licked, angling it out, then in, then out again as
the heat tightened around my mind.

I began to... to writhe in helpless passion
and heat! I moaned and arched and gulped in air as the heat became
suffocating, my body trembling with the sexual pressure she built
up within me!

And then she stopped and picked up the whip
again. I cried out again and again as she whipped my breasts, for
she was doing it harder and faster now, and it stung more! But my
mind was so suffused with heat and hunger and the eroticism of it
all that the new crackle of sharp sensations from my breasts wasn't
enough to suppress the heat, just to... hold it back a little.

She stopped and gripped the dildo in her
hand, pumping it slowly in and out, making sure her thumb slid
across my clitoris with every stroke.

“Beg me to come, slave,”
she ordered.

“Please!” I
moaned.

She jerked back on my hair, which made me
cry out.

“Beg me to come,
slave.”

“Please make me come!” I
gasped.

“Call me.. mistress,” she
purred.

So dirty! So kinky! So nasty! So... hot!

She jerked her fingers in my hair and I
cried out in pain.

“Say it,
slave.”

“Mistress!” I
cried.

It made me feel both embarrassed and aroused
to say that, especially in front of the two men watching us! At the
same time it made me feel... degraded, but in a deliciously erotic
way, in front of this woman I didn't even know!

She slid her fingers in and grasped the
chain where it went through the ring in the front of the collar,
then hooked her fingers under the two sides and pulled, which
tugged sharply up against my nipples! I gasped in pain as they
burned!

She leaned in, smiling.

“Again, slave.”

“Mistress!”

“Now beg me for your
come.”

“Please make me come,
mistress!” I moaned, my hips rolling in and back as she pumped the
dildo.

She kissed me roughly, then dropped her
hands back between my legs, pumping the dildo in and out again,
stroking her thumb across my clitoris as she kissed harder.

She pulled the dildo out of me and then
pulled her lips back, still holding to my hair as she fed the dildo
into my mouth.

“Suck, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I shuddered, sucking on the dildo, which was
very realistically shaped – and black! She slid it in and out
through my lips, back and forth across my tongue, smirking at me. I
sucked and licked, then gurgled as she plunged it into my
throat.

“Nasty little sex slave.
Swallow that cock,” she said.

It wasn't like I had any choice!

She slid it back out of my throat and mouth
… and then back into my pussy, pumping it steadily in and out,
using shorter strokes now so that her thumb could stroke
continuously across my clitoris!

“Beg me to make you come,
sex slave.”

“Please make me come,
mistress!” I moaned.

Something was twisting my mind amid the wild
storm of emotions and sensations assailing it, twisting my thinking
into a strange dark hunger which was enthralled by the kinky, nasty
bondage game Gray had led me into!

No, of course I wasn't a sex slave! Please!
I was way too independent minded for that shit! But … thinking of
myself as one, acting as one... ah, that was different. The fevered
excitement within me grew and blossomed as she stroked the dildo in
and out, taunting and toying with me!

And the more outrageously I was made to act
the more outrageous I wanted to act! Because it was incredibly
enthralling to do and say that stuff! The more I did it the more
aroused I got at the thought of letting myself meld with the role
of 'sex slave'! And then the more aroused I got that they treated
me like one!

She whipped my breasts again! She stood back
and swung the short little flog so that the thin laces spread out
and snapped down across the surface of my chest! They stung! And I
cried out, but the cries were as much from a dazed state of intense
arousal as from pain!

I arched back, writhing and straining
against the restraints as she brought the laces swishing down
across my breasts again and again! They turned pink as the thin
lines left by the laces crossed and criss-crossed again and again!
My breathing became ragged, and I sobbed helplessly as she began to
thrust the dildo into me again!

Hard!

It … hurt, as she rammed it up inside me.
The dildo was too long for me, after all, so the head was punching
up into the back wall of my pussy. But the pain didn't really
matter to me. I was burning up with the heat of arousal!

She dropped to her knees, licking my
clitoris again, just as the steward re-appeared with a tray and
more glasses! I jerked my head up and back, feeling another rush of
humiliation. But almost as soon as it hit another flood of arousal
followed, at the shocking, wicked kinkiness of all this!

My limbs began to strain against the
restraints again as she licked furiously. She pumped the dildo with
her right hand and slid the left up and down my body, at first,
then switched her left hand to the other dildo, the one in my ass,
and began to pump that in and out, as well!

And then, finally, gloriously, she pushed me
over the edge into a monster orgasm! I cried out, arching violently
again and again, crying out in overheated pleasure as the sexual
pressure exploded within me and it felt like this huge rush of
energy was spilling out of every pore!

I twisted and thrashed before her, crying
out my last breath, shaking and jerking as my muscles overloaded
and spasmed again and again while she thrust those dildos up into
my belly and licked my clitoris!

It absolutely didn't matter that it was a
woman doing it any more. And it didn't matter that I was, in
effect, putting on a show for them as they toyed with me and used
me with a kind of decadent amusement. All that mattered was that
great storm of pleasure which swept through me in a long, endless
stream of fiery heat!
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I would have preferred, again, to just relax
and bathe in the languorous relaxation and relief of the afterglow.
Instead I was put on my knees once more, wrists now fastened
together behind my back, instead of behind my neck.

I had calmed considerably, and wasn't even
all that aroused any more. But that didn't mean I could just be
churlish and say that the game was over. So instead, as the men
looked on from either side, I was bent forward between Nika's legs
as she sat, legs draped on the arms of a lounge chair.

And I was licking her pussy.

I'd done it before, you know, though I was
drunk then. And truth to tell I'm not that into girls, or at least,
wasn't. But the one arousing element of what I was doing was that,
in a sense, I had no choice. I was still shackled, and Nika was
gripping my hair to guide me down to her sex.

Oh, I suppose I could have put up a fuss and
refused, but come on.

So she had me licking her pussy, and I was
trying to do a good job, not the least because she had a thin quirt
and was enjoying swinging it down to make my butt sting whenever
she felt I wasn't being enthusiastic enough.

I was obviously not as good with my tongue
as she was, which didn't make me feel super confident, and I didn't
really like her arrogant teaching methods or tone of course. But
again, it wasn't like I had a choice. And I still had those dildos
jammed inside me, now so deep they were practically buried in my
throbbing belly!

“Butt out, legs spread,
slave,” she ordered, snapping the quirt down across my
buttocks.

Of course, I gasped and obeyed. Though since
the men were on either side of her chair it wasn't like anyone was
going to get a better view of me. Well, unless the fucking steward
returned.

I licked at her clit, and sucked at it, and
massaged it with my lips as she lightly tapped the quirt against
the side of my breasts, or rubbed it against the stiff nipples, or
tugged at the rings to amuse herself.

Of course, I was handicapped by not having
my hands in use. That was quite the advantage, which she had fully
demonstrated on me. I had neither fingers nor dildos to shove
inside her, and so had to rely entirely on my tongue.

I got her writhing and moaning, and pulling
at my hair mercilessly, but my tongue was almost worn out before
she seemed to climax – also pulling at my hair, and jamming my face
into her pussy.

Then she wanted more.

I said my tongue and jaw were too tired,
which brought ribald jokes from the men. But then they let me relax
a little, though it meant kneeling on the deck like before, with my
shoulders back and knees apart while the three of them sat in the
comfortable lounge chairs.

After a half hour or so Nika began to dance
to some music. It was Arabic, I thought, and she danced sensuously,
her hips rolling and undulating as she moved before them.

And then, of course, I had to do the same. I
felt like a horse next to her, but had little choice. At least they
removed the dildos! Though they replaced the one in my ass with a
butt-plug. Still, I felt sore and stiff after all that had
happened, and was sweating in the sun.

There was a breeze, though, a good one, for
it seemed we had set sail without me even noticing, and the ship
was headed out into the Mediterranean. That was no big deal, and
kind of interesting in a way. But it also made me feel even more as
if I were like, a prisoner, a sex slave, helpless to do anything
but what I was told.

I danced and writhed, and collapsed to my
knees, panting and sweating. Nika got to sit down and drink wine,
while I got nothing until Alexander had the steward put a bowl of
water on the deck for me! I then had to drink the water, lapping at
it like a dog, not using my hands, on all fours!

While they looked on, smirking.

I had not had breakfast, really, and was
getting hungry. But they were intent on continuing the game, and I
have to admit that I was reluctant to break from the role either. I
was starting to regain the sense of arousal, though a low,
simmering kind of arousal, and still wallowing in the notion of
myself as sex slave.

Though I would have preferred if it was just
the men there, and not Nika!

Nika found metal shackles somewhere which
were very similar to the ones around my wrists, and she placed
these around my ankles. She slid slender straps around my legs,
then, where I was kneeling, binding my ankles in tight so I
couldn't straighten my legs.

They had placed me next to one of the tables
in front of them. These tables were bolted to the deck so they
wouldn't move in high waves. Then they stuck this big vibrator down
on the deck in between my legs. It had a foot long handle, then a
round body the size of a softball on the end, much like the one
gray had used in his apartment.

They duct taped the handle to the deck with
the round part jammed into my sex – after putting those dildos back
into me again, of course. Then she removed the chains which she'd
clipped to my nipple rings and attached another, longer one, a
Y-shaped chain to them, and fed it up to the table.

And turned on the vibrator.

This left me awkwardly kneeling, sitting on
my heels, unable to rise, and being pulled forward (and up) by
those chains attached to the nipple rings. And the vibrator was
freaking strong!

My wrists were once again bound up and back
behind my head to the back of the collar, and my back was arched,
my chest tilted up as the chains tugged on my nipples, stretching
them out! Meanwhile the vibrator was buzzing powerfully between my
legs as the two dildos made me ache, deep inside!

It was impossible, given the dark mood of
sexual hunger which had enthralled me, to not be aroused further by
this, even as the three of them sat back and chatted and watched me
and smirked.

I couldn't
not come! The more I writhed and ground
myself against it, the more the base of the dildo in my pussy and
ass pressed against the deck, the more my nipples ached, the hotter
I got. And so I climaxed while they looked on in
amusement.

I'm not sure what their original intent was,
other than playing with the sex toy some more, but it seemed that
as long as I was doing something interesting they weren't going to
let me up. And I couldn't sit still, couldn't ignore the pulsing
vibrations driving into my overheated clitoris and belly.

I climaxed again and again and again,
grinding myself against it, gasping and sobbing for breath, crying
out in pleasure, becoming more feverish and dazed and exhausted as
the orgasms trampled through my body and mind.

My nipples burned, but the more I tugged
them against the chains the more sharp little aches thrilled me! My
insides throbbed painfully, but the more I jammed myself down on
them the hotter I got! And then there was the vibrator...

Eventually, I was sheeted in sweat, gasping
for breath, eyes glassy and slitted, and still my body trembled and
shook.

They finally unhooked me and dragged me out
of the sun, back against a bulkhead. They drew my wrists straight
up and chained them to something, which kept me on my knees, if
sagging forward, head lolling breathlessly, sweat running down my
body.

I knelt like that for over half an hour, I'm
sure, regaining my breath (and sanity), but only some energy. The
steward rolled carts of food in, then, including fruits and salads
and toasty warm buns to go along with wine and ham and fish.

Nika came over and released my wrists, then
unstrapped my legs so I could move, if slowly and tiredly. But I
wasn't invited to sit at the table. Instead I was allowed to kneel
beside it and take whatever they chose to give me, eating from
their hands like I was a dog or something.

Sometimes they just tossed food onto the
deck, and I licked it up hungrily. Then there was wine, but only
poured into a bowl so I could slurp it up like a dog again. After
that I got to exercise my tongue by giving Nika a tongue bath.

Then I was taken up onto the top deck. The
breeze blew strongest here as the yacht moved through the water at
a quick pace. There was a pool here, but there was also the top of
the ship's superstructure, with led upward to where the radar and
satellite dishes and stuff were.

They replaced the metal shackles with padded
leather ones, and then hung me from a a pipe there so that I was
suspended completely by my wrists! My toes were barely above the
deck, but they were above it, and all my weight came down on my
wrists as I hung there!

Whereupon they played in the pool, played
music, relaxed, and the two men began to make out with Nika.

I still had those two thick dildos jammed up
inside me, and by then they were all-but buried in my aching belly.
They had also stuffed a ball gag into my mouth so I couldn't
complain. So all I could really do was hang there on the end of a
line, swaying as the ship moved, baking in the sun while they
played in the water.

It was kind of surreal, and I was even more
exhausted after all those orgasms, my insides aching from the
muscle spasms. Now my arms were aching and my wrists burning. My
shoulders were sore, and I was quickly breathing more heavily, for,
it seemed, hanging by your wrists was hard work!

I wasn't quite sure how, or why, but it was.
I wasn't moving except to tremble a little, and yet I wasn't
completely hanging freely either. I mean, I wasn't just dangling
from my wrists as I might have been from my ankles. I could feel
the pressure on my chest, on my ribs, as if the pull on my
shoulders was disrupting my breathing somehow.

The longer I hung there, the more exhausting
it was getting, and I was sweating heavily in the sunlight, despite
the breeze, and getting progressively more exhausted. It was
getting harder to breath, too!

While the three of them laughed and splashed
in the pool, or kissed or caressed each other, in or out of it.

And then Gray came over to stand next to me.
He gripped my hair and pulled my head up and back, smiling down at
me.

“Are we enjoying
ourselves, slave girl?”

I could only moan in reply.

Even hanging by my wrists he was still a bit
taller than me, and had no difficulty running his hand up and down
my body as he stood beside me.

“Do you know that you
can't actually breath while fully suspended from your wrists?” he
asked in an amused tone. “Its because your body is stretched out,
and the diaphragm cannot properly contract and expand to draw air
into the lungs. Thus, you see, in order to breath, a person must
use their arm muscles to draw themselves up just a little, for
every breath.”

He leaned in to nuzzle along the nape of my
neck, his teeth nibbling at my jugular.

“Eventually, when they can
no longer do that, they suffocate,” he said.

He drew back. “A strong man, or a
lightweight... person, can last some time, of course. How long
varies.”

He had a small tube of something in his hand
now, and squirted onto my body, then began spreading it over my
chest, caressing and kneading my taut breasts. It smelled of
cherry.

“Wouldn't want this lovely
fair skin to get burned,” he said, as his hand spread the lotion
downward.

He covered my body in it, then my face,
while I hung there before moving behind me and wrapping his arms
around me. My buttocks were pressing directly in against his groin
now, and he was getting hard as he ground himself against my now
slick, warm skin. His hands slid up and down to caress my breasts,
and his lips nibbled at my earlobe.

“Sex slave,” he
whispered.

I felt his hand gripping the dildo in my ass
and sliding it down and out. His cock pushed up to take its place,
filling me and burying itself in my body as he remained pressed
firmly against my buttocks, against my back.

“So soft and warm and
tight inside, little sex slave,” he purred, chewing his way along
the nape of my neck.

His right hand slid downward, his fingers
finding my clitoris, and I gasped as they began to stroke me there.
Despite the heat, and dazed exhaustion, the feel of his finger
pressing that little spiked ball against me sent prickles of
sensation up through my body!

He pressed it in against me, then rubbed it
from side to side as he ground himself into my oiled buttocks, his
cock still buried within me.

“You'll sell for a good
price when we bring you to the Casbah and auction you off to all
those Arabs,” he said.

His hips began to move slowly in and out
now, and then he slid his fingers under the little spiked ball. The
shift in sensations was unreal! Where it had been a harsh,
stinging, grinding motion now it was a soft, delicious tactile
pleasure!

He was stroking smoothly behind me, inside
me, at the same time. It was a gentle, casual sort of movement,
which, combined with his stroking fingers, sent warm waves of
pleasure sweeping across my mind and body.

It was the most gentle sex I'd had that day,
and some part of me luxuriated in it, especially since it
distracted me from my aching arms, wrists and shoulders! Not to
mention how hot sore and tired I was!

I felt a renewed sense of the incredible as
he thrust into me, as he caressed me. I was hanging by my wrists
from some sort of chain, on a huge yacht on the Mediterranean, the
sort-of prisoner of a perverted Englishman and his Russian friend
who, as he said (not that I believed him) was going to sell me to
Arab slave traders as a sex slave!

And you know what, I just let myself bathe
in the carnal kinkiness and perversity of it all, of the sheer,
outrageous hedonism as his hips ground relentlessly into my warm,
slippery buttocks, and his cock thrust up and down inside me.

The orgasm, when it came, was intense but
short lived. I simply didn't have the energy for more! I was
exhausted!

Fortunately, after that, I was taken inside,
to a very comfortable cabin, chained to the bed, spreadeagled, and
left there to get some rest. I promptly fell asleep, not waking for
hours, not until Nika's tongue on my clitoris wakened me again just
before dinner.

It must have been licking me gently and
lightly for some time, for I wakened deeply aroused, my hips
already grinding against her. She smirked, slid two long fingers up
inside me, licked harder, and brought me over the edge in under a
minute.

She unshackled me from the bed, and I
groaned long and loud as I stretched and bent limbs which had been
held stiff for hours.

I still had the gag in my mouth, though, so
it wasn't like I could say much to her when she locked my
restraints up and back behind my neck to the collar, pulled me out
of bed and led me into a comfortable bathroom, then into the
shower. Then, for the second time that day, someone washed my body
for me.

She was more brusque than Gray had been,
while spending more time on my hair.

I emerged clean and dry, with my hair
brushed out luxuriously, but still collared and gagged, and now
with a fresh pair of dildos inside me. These ones were sort of like
the butt-plug used on me before in that they swelled noticeably
near the base before narrowing again.

That left the swollen part nestled inside
me, and made it much less likely the dildos would slip out of my
body. At the same time, about an inch remained outside me, making
it improbable I was expected to sit down any time soon.

Nike put me into a pair of high, stiletto
heels, then led me by the leash through the interior corridors to a
small, spartan looking room where a strange man waited. I flushed
hotly, of course, to be seen like this by yet another stranger, as
Nika introduced us, or rather, introduced him to me.

“This is Basil. He's a
steward. He usually serves dinner, but tonight you will be doing
it. He'll select the food and drinks for you to carry out to our
table. He doesn't speak English, but he has some experience in
dealing with... slave girls.”

Basil looked to be about thirty, thin and
sun bronzed. He stared at me with a great deal of interest,
greedily feasting his eyes on my nudity, and not missing the base
of the dildo pushing out into view from the tightly clutching lips
of my sex.

It should have been a mortifying experience
for me. It was certainly deeply embarrassing and degrading! But I
think my naked introduction to both Alexander and Nika, and the
other steward had stunned some of the inhibitions out of me.

Nika turned me to face the wall, then
reached up and unlinked the metal restraints around my wrists from
the back of the collar.

“Keep your fingers
interlaced behind your neck, slave girl,” she ordered. “And your
shoulders and elbows back.”

She turned me around again, and thrust her
foot in to force my ankles further apart.

“You know the position,
slave girl,” she said. “You will assume this position when not
doing anything unless ordered to assume another.”

She leaned in against me. “And if you don't,
Basil has permission to... discipline you,” she said in an amused
whisper.

Then she turned and left me there!

Uncomfortable does
not begin to describe how I felt as
I stood in place in the small room with the man she had called
Basil. He raised his hand and let it caress the underside of my
right breast, then used both hands, caressing my breasts, then
fingering the nipple rings, kneading my breasts softly, then more
eagerly as I stood in position.

My face had been red the moment she'd led me
in here, and it remained red as his hands roamed my body, kneading
my buttocks, slapping them lightly, and running his fingers around
the shafts of the dildos where my flesh gripped them. He amused
himself by rubbing my clitoris and tugging on my nipple rings for a
bit, then pinched my nipples, apparently just for fun.

All the while I stood stiffly, hands behind
my head, part of me wondering why the hell I wasn't shoving him
away running out of the room!

Because I'd been told to stay there? Had
obedience become so ingrained within me so quickly?

But no, the game was still on, the darkly
thrilling, forbidden game which had set my mind and body into
flaming rushes of heat. I had regained considerable energy, and
now, even thought I regarded Basil as quite unattractive, I was
starting to heat up at the the outrageousness of being 'forced' to
submit to his lewd groping!

Because it made me feel like a slave
girl!

There was a dumbwaiter on the wall, and it
made a dinging sound. Basil turned from me and opened it, drawing
out trays of food. The trays were plastic, the food covered by
metal dishes. He quickly took it off the plastic trays and put it
on silver ones. He placed the silver trays on a serving cart, then
removed the metal covers as he opened the door and pushed the cart
out.

He said something to me in a harsh language,
then grabbed my arm, jerking me out of the room and pushing me in
behind the cart. He pointed and slapped my bottom sharply and I
gasped and started forward, pushing the cart across the room and
then out onto the deck beyond.

The three of them were there. The two men
were dressed up in linen suits. Nika was wearing an ankle length
dress, though it was slit up the side and had a lot of
cleavage.

And I, of course, was naked, shackled,
gagged, and clearly their slave girl servant!

This was a first course, clearly, with
delicate little vegetables and pieces of fish, artfully placed on
small china plates. I slid each into place before the three of them
as they sat at a table covered in a white tablecloth.

“Wine, slave,” Alexander
said.

There was a silver wine decanter with the
food, white wine. I took it out and poured for each of them while
they pretended having a naked, gagged serving girl was a normal
thing.

Nika reached out casually as I was pouring
and her thumb rubbed harshly against the spiked ball, driving it
into my clitoris. I gasped and flinched, spilling some of the
wine.

Alexander said something in Russian,
something loud, and a moment later Basil appeared. Alexander said
something and Basil bobbed his head as if apologizing. Then he took
my arm and turned me around to bend forward across another
table.

I moaned into the gag as Basil produced a
very thin sort of leather strap and then brought it down across my
bare bottom.

It was lightweight, but stung! I gasped and
moaned as he struck me a dozen sharp, fast blows, then pulled me
upright, and turned me back to the other table, handing me the wine
bottle.

My bottom stung, and I was breathless and
flushed, but I finished pouring, then set the bottle down, and
Basil jerked his head, motioning me to push the cart away. I did
so, and he followed, leaving the other three behind to eat.

We returned to the small room, where Basil
spent some time licking and sucking on my nipples while groping my
breasts as I stood as I had before, legs apart, hands behind my
neck, unmoving, insofar as I could keep still.

Then it was time for the next course.

Needless to say, I was quite hungry by then,
and the smell of the food made my stomach rumble. But that was
merely one of the sensations assailing my body. I was also horribly
aroused. It wasn't Basil, or at least, it wasn't just Basil. It was
the whole situation, the idea of myself as a slave girl, as a
naked, helpless serving girl.

And then, of course, being essentially given
to Basil to play with, though clearly there were restrictions. He'd
made no effort to remove the dildos, for example, though he had
pushed at them somewhat and let his fingers slide around them.

I served the next course as if I were a
servant, and they treated me like one, for the most part. Nika
pretended to spill some food on the deck, which required me to get
down on my knees and clean up after her.

Then it was back into the little room so
Basil could grope me. This time he pulled his cock out and started
to masturbate right in front of me! While he pumped his cock with
one hand the other either groped my breasts, or rubbed my
clitoris.

It was incredibly bizarre! But I had to just
stand there as I was. The one time I turned my head aside he bent
me over a cart and used that strap on my ass a dozen times, and it
stung!

He came, shooting his semen onto my abdomen!
And while I flinched, I didn't move as he sighed in relief. He did
wipe off my abdomen, at least, though I suspected that was for the
benefit of Alexander and the others, rather than me.

He left me alone for a bit, after that. I
went out to remove the main course, then brought desert.

By then he was groping me again. And he was
hard again. This time he made me kneel, though with my hands behind
my neck again. He squeezed my breasts in against his cock and
pumped himself up and down between them until he came a second
time.

Then it was time for me to remove the desert
and bring them liqueurs.

This time they didn't send me back to Basil.
Instead they had me kneel in the same position Basil had earlier,
while they drank and chatted. Then I was invited to crawl over and
the gag was finally removed so I could perform oral sex on
Alexander, then Nika.

As a reward, Basil showed up with some table
scraps which he had dumped into a bowl. He put them on the floor
and I was allowed to eat from them, though as before, not permitted
to use my hands to do so.

I was so hungry by then that I didn't care.
I just knelt there, bottom high, legs apart, as instructed, and ate
ravenously.
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I woke chained to the bed in Gray's cabin,
woke to his hands on my body, then his cock inside me, woke
groaning and moaning and drawing my knees up and back as he thrust
down hard and fast. God, yesterday had been the most amazing,
shocking, thrilling, outrageous day of my life! Was today going to
be the same!?

He thrust into me with hard, quick strokes
as his lips crushed mine, and I moaned into them, knees drawn back
as I felt all my senses drawn inward, and downward, to where his
cock was driving into my warm, soft body.

Had I not even known this man two days ago!?
It seemed incredible!

He led me through the narrow corridors and
up the stairs, then out onto the rear deck, once more, to where
Nika and Alexander were waiting breakfast. I gasped as soon as I
was led into the air for it was hotter and more humid than it had
been.

More to the point, the ship had docked in
some new harbor. It had an old, dowdy sort of feel to it, with low
rise buildings, and none of the glitter of Monaco. The ships around
us were small, mostly sailing boats, and they too lacked the
glitter of the yachts which had packed Monaco's harbor.

Gray had me kneel, legs apart, and then he
joined the others at the table. That was okay. A second day as a
slave girl only made it feel more thrilling and real! That they
talked in Russian, which of course, I couldn't understand, made it
frustrating, at times. But it also reinforced that I was...
something other than them.

I mean, they were dressed properly, and
seated at a table, and I was on the deck naked like an animal – a
collared sexual animal! It was a constant reminder of my inferior
status, which, of course, was true in many ways. I was clearly not
as rich as them, not as old or sophisticated or experienced. And,
of course, my wrists were shackled behind me.

I was a slave girl!

As before, I ate from their hands, and just
like the previous day, when breakfast was over, Gray took me back
to the cabin, and there brushed my teeth, washed me, brushed my
hair, and then slid a butt-plug into my bottom.

A ball gag went into my mouth, and then the
first big change. He drew out what I thought was a big black sheet
of sorts. It was quite bulky, and he spread it out, then gathered
it up and placed it over my head! He drew it down around me, and I
was enveloped in rough cloth as it fell down to toes.

Instead of an opening for the head to go
through there was a sort of depression, a big one, which the head
went into, and then I could see – after a fashion, through a thick
veil, as the thing settled around my head and shoulders.

He turned me to face a mirror, and through
the veil I could see him and then... this bulky black clad...
well... person. The thing around me was one of those Muslim
garments, like a burka, one which covered me head to toe, and even
covered the face except for the veil.

What, I wondered, was this new game
about!?

He led me back on deck, and they had me put
slip my feet into a pair of sandals, then to my shock they led me
up front to where a gangway led to the dock! Well, it wasn't like I
had a lot of choice or chance to argue!

We went down the gangway to a stone dock,
with me getting quite nervous. I mean, yes I was completely
covered, but also completely naked under the burka thing! There was
a car there and Gray led me to it and into the back seat.

It was hot out! And the heat was getting
much worse inside the black garment enshrouding me for the car had
no air conditioning! The car drove off, and was soon entering a
city jammed with traffic, an old city, a rundown city, a city that
didn't even look like it was in Europe!

Could we have actually crossed the Med!?
That would put us in north Africa! That fit with the burka thing I
was wearing, but where were we going? And why?! Anxiety and
anticipation swirled within me!

The car stopped and Gray got out, taking my
arm to led me after him. We went in through the dull, featureless
metal door of a building, and found ourselves in a small, dingily
lit corridor with linoleum on the floor.

We met an Arab woman there, who spoke to
Gray in what I recognized as Russian again, then went down the
corridor and into another room. This one was set up like a
hairstylists, of all things, and I gasped as Gray began to tug the
burka up!

My face flamed as it came off my head,
leaving me naked and shackled in front of a middle aged Arabic
woman in a black dress. Another woman came into the room, and the
two said something as they looked at me. I flushed even more
deeply!

Then the women took me and pulled me over to
a sink, sitting me down on a chair next to it. They pushed my head
up and back so it was upside down in the sink, then began to wash
my hair! All of this was familiar, of course, from having my hair
done many times – except for being naked, bound and gagged, of
course!

But I knew what they were doing. I even knew
what they were doing when they finished and began to apply
chemicals. They were dying my hair! Well, shit! I wondered what
color! But it wasn't like I could ask!

I continued to be extremely embarrassed, of
course. What must they think of this kinky perverse game of
Gray's!? They surely thought I was a slut! Which, I supposed,
wasn't altogether unfair given my recent behavior.

I began to relax, though, as time went by.
What else could I do? They pulled me from the sink and then guided
me over to the chair. There was no mirror in front of it, which
made me frown, but then this seemed like a pretty down-market
place, possibly in North Africa, so all I could do was hope that
the dye job wouldn't ruin my hair.

And that it wasn't bright pink!

There was no sign of Gray, but that didn't
really surprise me. Why should he hang around while my hair was
being done? That was a job which would take a couple of hours or
more, depending on how complicated the dye job was.

Still, being alone and naked and shackled
and collared around these strange, middle-aged Arabic women left me
feeling very meek and self-conscious, to say the least! I was
hoping they hadn't noticed the butt-plug!

I spent a while like that before they began
to brush my hair down and I got my first understanding of what
color they'd used. My heart sank a bit for it looked very, very
blonde. I had always resisted blonde because it was such a
stereotypical party girl thing to do, you know, getting your hair
dyed blonde.

I know I was a party girl but that didn't
mean I wanted to be ordinary.

They never showed me my hair, the bitches,
but by the time they stood me up I knew it was blonde, a golden
blonde at that. I was more concerned, though, with the Arab man who
came in the door to examine me!

I blushed hotly again as they stood me up in
front of him, the three of them talking in Arabic as I looked
around for Gray. When they were done talking the Arab guy took my
arm and led me out of the room, then further down the corridor.

We ended up in another room, a larger one,
where I felt another blow to my pride and dignity. There were two
more Arabic men there, and they all looked at me and talked back
and forth as my face burned and my mind squirmed! I looked around
for Gray, more frantically than before, but saw no sign of him!

One of them reached out and groped my
breast, and I pulled back, only to get a sharp slap on the bottom!
Then my hair was gathered in and back and jerked back so that my
back arched as the three men ran their hands over my breasts and
down the front of my body!

I moaned into the gag, eyes wide, face hot,
my insides spinning as my mind churned through anxious worries,
embarrassment and confusion!

They unlinked my wrists, but held them
carefully, guiding them up and then back behind my head as Gray had
done, fastening the wrist restraints to the back of the collar.

One of them barked a word I didn't
understand, and then picked up a thin quirt, which definitely
increased my anxieties! He snapped it down across my bottom, which
made me yelp in pain, then jerked back on my elbows so that I
understood what he wanted!

One of the others forced my ankles apart,
and I stood, much as I had on the ship, back arched, elbows back as
they examined me and continued to speak to each other. Then one of
them took me further up the corridor, slapping my bottom and
tugging on my hair whenever I failed to keep my elbows back and
back arched.

And then out into an open area where there
were dozens of men, all Arabs, many of whom turned to stare at me!
I felt a hot rush of shocked embarrassment and almost dazed
disbelief, stumbling along only on momentum as the Arab man led me
over to a low pedestal and up onto it!

It was about a foot off the ground, and
there were two depressions on either side, into which he guided my
feet. Straps then went around my ankles to lock them in place.

Crack! The quirt
hit my bottom again as he barked out that same word!

I gasped, jerking my elbows back, and he
nodded as another Arab came over to talk to him. They both looked
at me, discussed something, and one of them left.

I wasn't the only girl here on a pedestal
either. There were six or seven others, mostly Arab girls, all
standing as I was, all gagged, and all nude! The room was perhaps
fifty or sixty feet long and half as wide, with stone walls and
high, barred windows! The Arabs moving around were partly in suits
and ties, and partly in Arabic robes as they examined the girls on
the pedestals!

I was, of course, mortified! But I was also
frozen in place, without the first clue what to do or how to
respond! I didn't even know what was happening! I did know I had no
way of saying anything, or moving off the pedestal!

Men drifted over, singly or in small groups,
staring at me and talking among themselves in Arabic, and I tried
to ignore them, staring above their heads, shocked and appalled,
but helpless!

What in the hell was Gray doing!?

Hands came out to casually grope my breasts
or my buttocks. Fingers traced the line of my sex, or even pushed
up inside me! Others examined the base of the butt-plug. They
talked genially among themselves, sometimes laughing in amusement
over this or that comment.

I was overwhelmed by it all, dazed and
helpless!

After an hour or so of that the room cleared
out, and then Arabic men came and let me and the other girls down.
We were taken into another room, this one with a heavy rug covering
the floor, and set on our knees in a row.

We knelt with our knees spread wide, and
hands behind our necks while a little Arab man paced back and
forth, holding a quirt, looking for any girl whose posture was
imperfect.

After a while, one of the girls was taken
away. Ten minutes passed, then a second girl was taken out. Another
ten minutes passed, then a man came for me, lifting me to my feet
and guiding me out of the room and up the corridor.

We went to another room where there was a
higher, larger podium, and several dozen Arab men were gathered
around it. I felt another suffocating wave of embarrassment and
discomfort as I was guided onto it and given the keeping of the man
standing there. He also had a quirt, and brought it down on my
bottom as he made me stand in the same display position as
before.

He began to talk to the men, often using the
quirt like a pointer, sliding it up and down my belly, or tracing
the line of my sex, combing it through my hair, or, turning me
around and slapping it lightly against my bottom.

He bent me forward at the waist with my
bottom to the watching men, all while speaking rapidly, his hand
cupping my sex, then lightly slapping my bottom. I gasped as he
slowly tugged the butt plug out of me, still speaking, then fed it
back inside!

I was totally at a loss! Where was Gray!?
What was happening!?

Then the man began to speak in an
unmistakable cadence, the sort of voice auctioneers used!

I felt stunned, gripped by
disbelief. And for the first time, real fear! Was this a
continuation of Gray's slave game, or had he really and
truly... sold me to these
people!?

Was that even possible!?

We were in North Africa. I was fairly sure
of that, and my history lessons told me this area had a long
history of enslaving white women!

A tall, bearded Arab in a suit stepped
forward as the auctioneer finally stopped, and he and the
auctioneer exchanged words. He signed a document, and then as the
auctioneer pushed me to the edge of the podium the man swung his
arm around my waist, pulled me forward, and thrust his shoulder
into my belly!

I gasped, collapsing forward over his left
shoulder, as his arm went around my thighs to pin them to his
chest. He then turned and walked out of the room, carrying me
helplessly along like a bag of potatoes!

This could not be real! It couldn't be!

We went down the hall and got into the back
of a car. The driver drove off, and the bearded man, who looked in
his late forties, ran his hand over my trembling body, speaking
softly in Arabic.

The ride was not a long one. It ended in a
garage of a grubby looking building. The man got out of the car,
pulling me with him, and now there wasn't even linoleum on the bare
stone floors as he led me down a corridor, then down a flight of
stone stairs lit by bare electrical bulbs, and into a basement.

There were two uniformed Arab men at a low
desk in a wider part of the corridor also lit by bare bulbs. They
looked at me with undisguised lust as the man brought me forth.
They exchanged words with him, then one of them took me down a
corridor lined with prison cells!

He opened one and led me in, then pushed me
over against a rough stone wall and turned me around, pressing my
breasts against it! He unlocked the wrist shackles from the back of
my collar, then raised them up and locked them instead to a ring
set in the wall before roughly turning me around again!

He leered at me as he spoke, and his hand
moved over my body, roughly groping my breasts, then sliding down
between my legs to cup my sex. He chuckled evilly and I felt a
finger pushing inside me! He drew it out and licked it, leering
again, then left, closing and locking the cell door behind him!

This couldn't be real, I thought
frantically!

I stood there for a while, heart pounding,
and then the other man, guard, whoever he was, showed up and let
himself in. He leered at me, as well, groped me, then undid my
shackles from the ring, pushing me down onto my knees instead
before locking them to a ring lower down.

He pulled my head forward, undid the strap
for the ball gag, and then worked the gag out of my mouth.
Thankfully! After a while your jaw gets very stiff and sore with
those things in your mouth!

He picked up a thick plastic bottle with a
narrow opening and then gripped my hair, jerking my head up and
back as he brought the opening over my mouth and – squirted. Water
poured into my mouth, and after a moment of surprise I swallowed
quickly, having hardly realized how hot and thirsty I had gotten
with the shocks to my mind!

He chuckled, shifting the plastic bottle
down to squirt water over my breasts and let it splash down my
body, then shifted it back over my mouth again.

After a minute or so he left, and the cell
door clanged closed again, leaving me on my knees, back against the
rough stone, gulping in air, and still more than a little dazed and
frightened.

Time passed. A lot of time! I slumped there
against the wall, head hanging low, only wild anxiety keeping me
from being bored out of my skull. There was nothing to see, and
nothing to hear, and nothing to do. The only light came from a
small high window with bars over it.

Another guard appeared at the cell! He was
younger than the others, and not bad looking, and held a small bowl
of something I couldn't make out in the dim light. He came into the
cell, speaking in Arabic, and then squatted in front of me.

The bowl seemed to be filled with some kind
of fruit, pieces of fruit, and he picked one up and held it to my
mouth. I was starting to get really hungry, and so I let him push
the thing into my mouth and chewed slowly, hesitantly. I had
sampled food widely in my life, so recognized pomegranates, chewing
and swallowing as his eyes roamed my body.

His hand soon followed, but I was starting
to get used to that, and took the next piece, and the next piece
from his hand as his other hand groped me. Pieces of eggplant,
peppers, oranges, and a few leafy things I didn't even recognize
followed, and I took them all, chewing and swallowing hungrily.

And then came the meat. He stood up, opened
his fly, and brought his cock out! It was hard and it was pointed
at my face, and I could only gape at it anxiously as he pushed it
forward into my mouth! I moaned around it, but set to work, bobbing
my head, sucking and licking, feeling a strange flush of acceptance
washing over me.

Like... like this was
normal, or... expected or... like I was glad that what I had
expected was finally happening! I wasn't shocked by it or
frightened or anything. It seemed like... this was how a sex slave
ought to be treated, and I was a sex slave, you know? I mean,
I was a sex slave!

And it wasn't like giving oral sex was any
big deal to me. I'd been a mistress of it for many years. As he
began to pump slowly in and out, leaning into me, I braced myself,
sucking in air as I sucked on him, and was not surprised when his
hand came down behind my head and he pushed himself into my
throat.

The only surprising thing, in a way, was
that he wasn't being rougher about it. I felt weirdly grateful for
that, as he pumped slowly in and out of my throat, then pulled back
into my mouth again to let me breath. I sucked with an expertise I
had long-developed, my tongue stroking strongly against the
underside of his head, and he came surprisingly quickly.

I felt hyper after that, even while being
oddly bemused. That had sure been easy!

He left me, locked me in, and I settled back
against the wall with a strange feeling of acceptance. Maybe I was
a sex slave for real now. And if so, didn't I deserve it? Wasn't I
a cheap slut who fucked people she hardly knew and let them tie her
up and do whatever they wanted to her?

Wasn't I a miserable brat who ignored her
parents and society and partied because that was what I felt like
doing? Pretty much. Maybe I deserved to be a sex slave for real, a
sex slave to Arabs!

I knelt there for another long period of
time, arms stretched out, sweating slightly in the heat. Then
another man appeared at the cell door. He had one of those squeeze
bottles in his hand, and smirked as he squirted the water over my
head and into my face and down the front of my body.

He did hold it steady over my mouth,
through, for seconds at a time, so I could hurriedly drink and
swallow. I was baking, there in that hot, airless cell!

I tried to talk, then, even though I had no
idea if he spoke English.

“Wh-where am I? What –
?”

He barked a stern command, pointing a finger
at me, then quickly put down the bottle, gripped my arm, and
roughly turned me around to face the wall. Then he brought a quirt
down against my bottom a dozen times with rapid, stinging blows
that made me yelp and cry out in pain!

He turned me around again, giving me that
stern growled word – whatever that was, and pointing at me.

Then he too pulled out his cock, and plunged
it into my mouth. Again, I felt quite natural performing oral sex
on him, sucking and bobbing my head as he leered down at me. I felt
a strange, almost shimmery sensation, as if the universe was
wobbling, and felt myself once again sinking into the darkly
delicious role of being a sex slave.

That it might actually be for real was
beside the point. The idea of it was darkly thrilling, and I felt a
low thrumming beginning between my legs as the man pushed himself
deep into my throat. He was rougher than the first had been, and
lasted long, fucking in and out of my throat several times before
coming – and going.

Darkness came to the cell, and I groaned
stiffly. How long were they going to keep me like this!? Why
couldn't I at least lie down!?

The cell door opened again, and a shadowy
figure entered. There was some light coming from the hall, but that
had always been poorly lit. The man was in a robe, and unshackled
me from the wall, then led me out of the room and up the hall to
the desk.

Another robed man stood there and the two
bent me over the desk, then one stood on one side and took his cock
out! I moaned as he pulled back on my hair and pushed himself into
my mouth, but set to work at once as the one behind me spread my
legs apart!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom, then
gasped again as I felt his mouth on my sex! I hadn't really been
expecting much foreplay!

My concentration was taken by the cock which
slid into my throat at that point, although whoever was licking me
was working quite determinedly, gently easing apart the lips of my
sex and pushing his tongue up inside me.

The man in front began to pump slowly in my
throat, holding my hair in one hand and my shackled wrists in the
other, while the man behind began to suck on my clitoris.

The man in front pulled back, letting me
gulp in air as he rubbed his cock over my face, then pushed himself
back into my mouth, letting me suck and lick him as the man behind
slid two fingers deep into my pussy and began to lap at my clitoris
with long, hard licks.

The room was very dingy. I had not even seen
their faces! All they were were shadowy males as the harsh wood of
the desk dug into my belly and breasts and their hands made free
use of my body.

Again, the weird thing was I wasn't really
upset or anything. I mean... it felt like this was what ought to be
happening, that as a sex slave I ought to be used by men, any men,
who wanted me. And again, didn't I deserve it? Wasn't I a whore
anyway?

I moaned around the cock which pumped slowly
in my mouth and throat, my head starting to pound from lack of
oxygen even as the other thrust deeper into my belly. Their hands
were rough, but casual, and I was shifted over, repositioned, and
had my hair jerked up and back as they chose, as if I was just a …
a thing for them to use however they wanted.

Not really human at all. A sex slave.

Why was there something weirdly freeing
about that? Because if I wasn't human, if I was a sex slave, then I
could simply float along and let others do what they wanted, make
all the decisions, and I could just... enjoy myself without guilt
or worries or inhibitions.

The guy fucking me had driven himself deep
enough – which was very deep – for his hips to start slapping
against my buttocks now, and I was gasping and grunting to the
roughness of his strokes. The other guy pulled out long enough for
me to breath – while holding my head up by the hair, and rubbed his
cock over my face as I drew in deep, ragged breaths.

They were both oddly silent, though. I mean,
compared to all the Arabic I'd been hearing since coming
ashore.

And then as the guy in front of me pushed
himself into my open mouth again, jerking back on my hair, my head
rose up a bit and I caught just a glimpse of his face. He was
wearing one of those Arab gown things, complete with the headdress
which came down around the sides of his face, and he was wearing a
beard.

There was something about the glimpse,
though, which reminded me of something... something about the
eyes...

He thrust deep into my throat, holding
tightly to my hair, keeping my lips jammed tightly around the base
of his cock, and I moaned dazedly, my body shuddering to the blows
coming from behind me.

And then, out of the blue, I remembered
where I'd seen those eyes. It was Alexander! I was suddenly sure of
it!

I couldn't see a thing, of course, not until
he slowly drew back, and then I was able to roll my eyes upward
before he jerked down on my hair. It was him! He was wearing a fake
beard, the bastard! And I was willing to bet that meant Gray was
the guy behind me!

I felt an intense rush of relief from a fear
I had been refusing to even acknowledge. Yes, I thought the idea of
being a sex slave was deliciously hot and thrilling. But not a sex
slave for real! Not an unwilling sex slave to some Arab chieftain
in North Africa!

I was even more dazed by the relief than I had been from the lack
of air, and I went kind of limp as they continued to use me and
manhandle me. But then I started to feel my sinking into the role
again – the role, not the reality, the delicious temporary role
where I could let myself go and be a pretend sex slave!

And the heat started to build within me, a
heat so raw and wild that it almost made me cry out! The rough way
they were treating me now was darkly thrilling again as they
slapped my ass and jerked on my hair and used me like … like I was
their prisoner in a slave den!

The hard, deep pounding of Gray's cock now
filled me with a breathless sense of dark excitement, even as
Alexander jerked my hair up and back to lift my breasts off the
cracked and broken desk, filling his hand with my breast so he
could squeeze harshly.

I didn't mind the ache, the pain, the rough
use! It filled me with a glorious sense of thrilled excitement as I
gave myself to the depravity of the moment and let myself float on
the building waves of passion and pleasure!

The orgasm welled up within me and burst
like an overfilled balloon, and I cried out at the release as the
pleasure set fire to my nervous system! I trembled and shook, my
hips frantically thrusting back at Gray as I sought to impale
myself on his thick cock!

I felt my insides spasming and squeezing and
clutching at it as he drove himself into me with furious strokes,
and my writhing, bucking body drew him into the orgasm with me as
he slammed his hips into me and Alexander drove himself into my
throat with unrestrained excitement!

It was just so... fucking incredible! The
pleasure screamed inside me to the point it flayed my mind with the
sheer, raw power of the sensations flooding into it! The orgasm
went on and on, howling through me like a storm which refused to
end, until I thought I would lose consciousness from the continual
spasming of every muscle in my body!

Fortunately, I didn't, and still had enough
breath in me, draped across the desk as I was, that when Alexander
pulled out, spent, I was able to gasp out “Gray, you bastard!” at
him.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Insolent slave girl,” he
said.

*

After my one day as a sex slave I was back
on the yacht, and insisted on showering myself, this time, standing
under the hot water for a long time as I washed out the dirt and
sweat of the grubby Arab building and dungeon, or whatever it had
been, and filled with relief at the sheer luxury of the shining
walls and fixtures around me.

Maybe being a sex slave wasn't all it was
cracked up to be. At least, not in North Africa.

When I finally left the cabin I did so
naked, save for collar, rings and shackles, for there were no
clothes there. It was Gray's cabin, after all, and there were no
signs of the dress I'd worn the other day. Besides, it wasn't like
I was shy about my body.

I found them on the rear deck, as usual.

“Look at what I picked up
in the slave market in Algiers, my dear,” Alexander said to
Mika.

I snorted.

“I hope you got a good
price for it,” she replied.

“Interesting how they
spoke Russian,” I said.

“Oh, probably a lot of
impertinent Russian girls have been brought there over the past
decade or so,” Alexander said. “The Putin regime doesn't mind,
after all, so long as they get a cut of the profits.”

The thought of real girls being brought
there and sold as slaves – for real, made me shudder with the dual
notions of dark excitement and horror.

“I don't think I would
want to be at the mercy of a bunch of Arabs,” I said.

Gray came over to put his arm around me, his
hand quickly sliding up to cup my breast.

“We could get a lot of
money for a blonde sexpot like you,” he said. “The owner told us as
much.”

“Fortunately for you, we
already have lots of money,” Alexander said.

I reached up and flicked the bangs out of my
hair.

“And whose idea was it to
dye my hair blonde?” I demanded.

“Arabs love blondes,” Nika
said with a smirk.

“This is a much better,
more adult style for you,” Gray said, his hand temporarily
uncovering my breast so it could comb through my hair.

“Yes, you look less like a
teenage girl now,” Alexander added.

“I am a teenage girl,” I
said indignantly.

“Yes, but you look old
enough to vote now,” Gray said.

“Not that anyone would let
a sex slave vote,” Alexander added.

I felt Gray pulling my hair in behind me,
then pulling my head up and back. I arched back willingly, grunting
a bit at the hair pull.

“We value sex slaves too
much to let them out of our sight for long,” Gray said.

“Does that mean I get to
sit on chairs?” I asked, gasping a bit at the pull to my
scalp.

“Certainly not. Too much
of your beautiful body would be hidden below the table. We want to
keep our eyes on you.”

“On all of you,” Alexander
said.

And so it was back on my knees, legs spread,
hands behind my head, as they all took seats and then went over
what they ought to do next with me. The ship was easing away from
the dock, putting back to sea, and I just hoped that whatever else
they had in mind it involved air conditioning and real food from
now on.

“Since we can't have sex
with her all day long we need to find chores for her to do,” Nika
said.

“Yes, a good slave girl
has many talents, not just serving her masters sexually,” Alexander
added.

“Scrubbing the deck?” Nika
suggested.

“An excellent suggestion,”
Gray replied.

I groaned inwardly, but could already feel
the heat and sexual energy starting to thrum in my lower belly as
the ship headed out to sea.
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