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Rory O’Dell was born and raised in Ireland, and with a fairly conservative sense of sexual morality that included both how she dressed and how she behaved. She’d never had a lot of money and had sometimes resented that.

She’d also resented her red hair, though she clung to it defiantly in the face of a great deal of teasing and taunting during her school days. She had developed a hard shell so that she ignored teasing words, kept her head down, and tried not to be noticed. As she’d gotten older, that had required her to disguise the way her body had been molded by nature into something that put most other girls’ bodies to shame.

She didn’t want people noticing her, taunting her, or worse, ogling her!

So, it was bizarre indeed that she had found herself somehow or other falling into the clutches of Mister Liu, a man she barely knew anything about. That had happened after he’d hidden cameras in the computer repair shop where she’d been working for his nephew Kai, trying to catch him stealing money and parts. 

He had caught him at that, but also got a sordid, embarrassing tryst between them. She had a love of fantasy that had, almost by accident, also gotten her into reading dark fantasy graphic novels, mostly about beautiful maidens being cruelly abused by lustful men and elves and vampires and assorted other monsters.

She had teased, taunted, and dared Kai into becoming, well, not a lover, not a boyfriend, not even a friend, really, but more of a tool to sate her dark fantasy lust. She wanted to be cruelly ravaged by a lust-crazed man. And Kai had become that man – sort of. He wasn’t really very realistic as a menacing or even dominating type. But he was handy, and whatever they did wouldn’t get out and harm her reputation.

She’d found a strange freedom in that. Of course, she’d never come out and told him about her fantasies. She’d done her best to lead him to believe that the times he’d roughly ‘taken her’ in the back room were more his inspiration, that he’d seduced her into enjoying such rough sex almost against her will.

She didn’t want him to think she was a pervert or anything, after all.

The truth was that she had been seduced by her own avid imagination and the graphic novels she read into wanting it desperately, wanting to be tied up, dominated, and abused, to be treated like a sexual plaything by a cruel master. 

But not really.

She well understood the difference between fantasy and reality. She rather enjoyed having the right to do what she wanted when she wanted to do it. The dark, nasty, wicked sex was scalding, but that didn’t mean she really wanted to be a sex slave for real. She was sure it was far less pleasant than what she’d experienced so far from Mister – make that Master Liu, and his secretary Ming.

Ming was only a couple of years older than her, as far as she could tell. She wasn’t good at Asian faces. She was petite, beautiful, with perfect long black hair. She was also arrogant and condescending towards Rory in a way the Irish girl found irritating, obnoxious, and yet, when it came to sex, exciting.

Which was sooo embarrassing! Letting a girl, a petite girl shorter than her boss, her around, treat her like that, make her say such outrageous things about herself! But it was desperately arousing to pretend to be a sex slave, and that meant she couldn’t tell Ming what to do with her orders.

And it wasn’t like Ming didn’t have help.

Kai had shown up, surprising her. She’d been at a very weak moment, hopelessly aroused and wanting to be roughly taken. And there he was doing it! Ming had done outrageous things, made Rory say degrading things about herself, and then made her crawl like an animal!

She was also no longer a redhead. Without even asking her, Kai had arranged for her to be tightly bound naked, and then a middle-aged woman had come in and dyed her hair and then done laser hair removal to her entire body!

She’d felt like her skin was super warm the rest of the evening and could barely get to sleep.

Of course, it didn’t help that she wasn’t even in a bed. She was, in fact, in a cage. She marveled when she woke and looked out between the bars. It was so outrageous! So hot! So wicked! So dark! To be caged naked like an animal! Like a slave girl!

Yet it was all pretend. 

Wasn’t it?

She was starting to get just a bit nervous about that. Mister Liu certainly understood she was just a normal girl willing to get kinky in exchange for some fun – and five times her previous salary at the shop. It sometimes seemed that Kai didn’t. Nor the others at the mansion where Liu lived.

But it was hard to speak when ordered not to on pain of punishment. True, the punishment wasn’t exactly torture. But the little stick Kai had did sting where it hit.

So, it would mean breaking her role, abandoning the pretense that she was a helpless slave girl so that she and Ming could talk like normal people. And she wasn’t entirely ready to do that. Despite moments of great emotional discomfort, she was enjoying this dark, wicked fantasy too much.

And so here she was, naked but for a collar and a pair of mittens that weren’t really even mittens, lying in a cage, naked, looking out through bars at a nearly empty room. She hadn’t gone home last night. It had been an entire evening of wicked sex that had been both physically and emotionally exhausting. And then she’d been put here to rest and stayed the entire night.

She tried to think of the last time that she’d remained naked for so long, but came up empty. As far as she could recall, she’d never been naked this long. At least, she was starting to get a little more used to it.

Running her mind through some of the shocking things that she’d experienced the previous day filled her with a sense of awe. She’d done that!? It also made her cringe. I can’t believe I said that! 

Though, of course, she hadn’t volunteered to call herself a whore and a slut and beg for orgasms. She’d been ordered to.

She cleared her throat and rubbed the outside of her neck. It was just one of the parts of her body that felt sore. Ming had shoved a big dildo down her throat! She’d also let Kai shove his cock down her throat! The memory filled her with indignation, and yet she also felt a sense of pride.

I deep-throated a guy! And I didn’t really gag much at all!

Knowing she had done it meant knowing she could do it again. And that made her feel a sense of pride in herself because she considered that to be a skill only the more sexually sophisticated girls acquired. And that certainly had not been her image of herself.

Suddenly, the door opened, and she gasped as the chauffeur came in, wearing his usual dark suit. She had no name for him. He did not seem to speak English. He was a tall, powerfully built Chinese man, and so far, her experience with him had been limited to his moving her around on behalf of Ming.

He was carrying something that looked like a pair of boots. He tossed them on top of the low cage, then unlocked the cage door and opened it. He gestured to her and said something in Mandarin she didn’t understand. But it was clear he wanted her to crawl out.

Blushing hotly, she did so, and he reached down to grip the back of the collar around her neck and pulled her to her feet. He turned her towards the cage and bent her over it, then said something else. She had no idea what it was, but he growled low in his throat and then bent over and gripped her left leg, lifting her foot up and back. 

He picked up one of the boots, which looked both unnaturally long and had stiletto heels, and fit her foot into it, then slid it up her leg and dropped her foot to the floor. He tugged the zipper up the rest of the way, and the boot closed tight around her knee and thigh, almost up to her pussy. A moment later, he slapped her other leg, and she hesitantly raised her foot up and back so he could put the other boot on.

With that done, he pulled her away from the cage, snapped a leash to the front of the collar, and pushed her down to her knees. He tugged on the leash, and she gulped and dropped to her hands to crawl after him.

This was degrading, and she was horribly self-conscious in front of the older man. But it also triggered a dark, wild rush of hunger within her. It felt so wild, so kinky, and so much more realistic than anything she’d ever done with Kai. 

And at least her knees didn’t hurt with the boots on. Her hands were also fine since they were encased in the ‘mittens’ she’d worn since yesterday evening. They weren’t really mittens, of course, but she had no other name for them. They had no thumbs, for one thing, and were hard against the front of her hand so that she couldn’t close her fingers.

The wrist restraint around them meant she couldn’t take them off, and so effectively had no real use of her hands for grasping things. But they did make it easier to crawl.

She’d been too busy cringing the last time he’d made her crawl to really feel the dark heat that she did now. She supposed she was almost starting to get used to the man now. Almost, but not quite. What would she do if he decided to get down on his knees and do her right there and then!? 

Let him, she supposed, with a strange, dark sense of awe.

He led her down the hall to an elevator. She hadn’t even known there was one. He walked in, and she crawled in after him. The elevator rose, and the doors opened again, then she was led out onto the second floor for the first time.

The floors here were highly polished dark wood, just as they were downstairs, with oriental rugs covering most of the center of the corridor. They went to the last door, and the man knocked, then, on hearing a man’s voice, opened the door and bent over before her. He pressed the leather leash against her mouth and forced it in, said something which she took to mean she was to hold it like that, then slapped her bottom and sent her in.

This is so bizarre, she thought as she crawled into the bedroom, clutching the handle of the leash between her teeth.

The door closed behind her, and she looked around. It was a large bedroom, decorated with oriental furniture, including a massive, four-poster bed that was too high for her to see over. Until a man sat up in bed and glanced at her, then snapped his fingers at the bed.

It was Liu.

Blushing, she crawled to the bed, then rose on her knees and put her hands on the edge of the bed. He reached over and took the leash from her mouth, smiling faintly, then pulled on it. 

Rory rose and crawled into bed as he flung back the sheets to reveal he was naked beneath. His cock was already starting to rise as he pulled her in between his legs, and she needed no further instruction as to what was required of a ‘sex slave’.

This is so fucking outrageous! she thought excitedly.

Her hands weren’t bound, but she couldn’t do much with them but support herself, so instead just licked at Liu’s cock, then slid her lips over it and began to suck and lick. She slid her lips up and down it as she did, a little nervously, wondering if he would want her to deep throat him. He was bigger than Kai had been, though not as thick as the dildo, she thought.

Liu was doing nothing but holding the leash and watching her, at first, then tugged on the leash as if to get her attention.

“Sit back on your heels, slave girl,” he said in accented English.

Licking her lips, Rory obeyed, then hesitantly brought her hands up and back behind her head the way Ming had her do it.

“Lovely. You are a lovely girl. Your hair looks very attractive. The red was unusual, but blonde suits you. Did you enjoy your day yesterday?”

“It... was... intense,” she gulped. “I’ve never done any of that stuff before, really. Especially with a girl.”

“Ming is very good at teaching slave girls what is expected of them.”

“She... seems to take things very seriously,” Rory said. “Like... well, like she thinks I’m a sex slave for real and not just playing one!”

She got the last out in a rush.

“Ah, that is because you are being trained to be one. You are wasted on other things. Your face and body are too fine not to be enjoyed by men of refinement.”

“But –.”

He laughed softly.

“You think you only play a role? But I see the heat in your eyes and feel it in your body. Your unconscious mind wishes to be a sex slave, but your conscious mind is inhibited. We will condition you to wanting nothing else.”

Rory looked at him anxiously, and he laughed again.

“No one will ever stop you from leaving, little slave girl, if you so desire. But we will attempt to make you desire nothing more than being a slave girl. It is entirely up to you.”

He tugged on the leash, and she fell forward again, catching herself with her hands. His fingers slid through her hair and pulled her mouth back onto his cock again.

Rory licked and sucked at his cock, her mind whirling. Conditioned? He thought they would make her want to be a sex slave for real!? Well, that wasn’t going to happen, of course. But the idea was strangely exciting in a twisted sort of way.

The door opened again, and Ming came in. Rory started to pull away, but Liu’s hand kept her firmly in place as he and Ming said something to each other in Mandarin. Ming set a tray that smelled of coffee down on the night table and then left.

Liu suddenly rolled over, holding her against him as he did. Rory gasped, her arms out to the sides, and then Liu drove his cock down her throat.

He sighed contentedly as he lay atop her, his cock buried in her throat, his knees pressed down against her arms. His hips started to rise and fall, rise and fall, as his cock moved up and down in her throat and across her tongue.

His hands were on her head, and he tilted it back further as he thrust faster. All Rory could do was lie there, his weight pinning her easily, his cock pumping steadily in her throat as her head started to pound and her chest started to burn. 

He rose up on his knees, his cock sliding out of her throat, and she gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as he laughed down at her. He released her arms, then pulled them up above her to the headboard, where he drew forth a short strap to clip her wrist restraints to. He lifted her knees up and back, slid himself into her pussy, and then let his heavy body come down atop her.

His cock thrust deep, and his hands pushed down under her buttocks, clutching them as he thrust hard and fast into her slender body.

Rory was too busy breathing to care. 

He didn’t take long before grunting in pleasure and then pulling out. He yawned, rose to his knees, then turned and climbed out of bed. He picked up a mug of coffee from the tray on the night table, smiled down at her, then walked across the room into the ensuite bathroom and closed the door.

A minute or so later, the shower started up, and then Ming came into the room. She unlocked her wrists, picked up the leash, and jerked sharply, rolling her over.

“Come, dog. Onto to the floor.”

Still panting for breath, Rory tumbled out of the bed and onto all fours, then followed Ming out of the room. Crawling again. She didn’t go far, though. Ming led her into another, much smaller bedroom, and then up to another four-poster bed. This one was less ostentatious than the one in Liu’s room but still quite luxurious.

“Into bed, slut.”

Her throat still ached from the sudden, harsh thrusting of Liu’s cock. Rory climbed into bed, and the Chinese girl locked her wrist restraints to a strap that was attached to the headboard. Was every bed equipped like this, she wondered.

Ming went to a dresser and took out a pair of leather restraints, fastening them around Rory’s ankles over the boots, then reached down to the side of the bed and pulled out a soft black strap. She wrapped it around Rory’s leg just above the knee, then jerked it tight, pulling her leg out to the side. 

“Does every day start like this?” Rory asked.

“You are a slave girl. Your days start with sex. This should not surprise you.”

She fastened another strap around her left leg above that knee and jerked that to the side, as well.

“I-I’m not really, you know. I’m just... pretending.”

“Yes, you pretend,” Ming said brusquely, “To yourself.”

Ming got what looked like a long-handled microphone from the drawer and carried it to the bed. It had a long electrical cord attached, or perhaps an extension cord. She plugged it in somewhere, then tossed it onto the bed and climbed in herself.

“Watch and pay attention. You will be required to perform satisfactorily.”

And then she started to lick Rory’s pussy. Her tongue dipped and darted as her hands caressed Rory’s thighs. But using nothing but her tongue, she slid it up and down between the lips of the now-blonde girl’s pussy, then wriggled it deeper.

Before long, she was licking directly at Rory’s swollen clitoris, and the Irish girl was finding it difficult to resist the pleasure building up within her. When Ming sucked lightly and rhythmically at her clitoris, she shuddered and rolled her hips up excitedly.

Ming withdrew, then pressed the bulbous head of the ‘microphone’ against her pussy. She strapped the long handle to Rory’s thigh, then turned it on.

It was a vibrator. 

She climbed out of bed and removed her clothes, folding them neatly and placing them on a nearby chair, then climbed back into bed, straddling Rory’s body. She crawled higher, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of her head, then reached down and gripped Rory’s hair and jerked her face up into her pussy.

“Please your mistress, you blonde slut!” she barked.

Gasping, Rory tried to imitate what Ming had been doing to her, sliding her tongue as deep into the girl as she could – which wasn’t nearly as deep as Ming had done, then licking at her clitoris.

“Stupid blonde whore,” Ming taunted. “You know nothing. You lick like a cow. I will teach you better. I will torture you until you learn.”

She climbed off her and the bed and returned to the dresser, taking from it a thick dildo. She came back, pressed the head against her pussy, which was now sopping, and forced it deep inside her.

Rory shuddered, panting and moaning as she tried to roll her hips up against the throbbing vibrator, but failed. It rolled with her, after all.

Then the naked Chinese girl had the flog in her hand.

“You will obey,” she said sternly, bringing the flog down across Rory ‘s breasts.

Rory cried out, gasping and moaning as her hips rolled against the vibrator and a crackle of little stings bit into her soft breasts.

“Say you will be a good slave girl,” Ming ordered.

“I-I’ll be a good slave girl, Mistress!” Rory gasped.

“Arch your back. Obey, slut.”

Moaning, Rory did so, and the girl brought the thin laces of the flog down across her breasts again.

“Ahh! That stings!” she gasped.

“It is supposed to, stupid white girl. Arch your back again, whore.”

Panting, Rory did, then yelped as the flog bit into her breasts again.

“You are an animal. You must be trained to be a good, obedient animal. Arch your back, slave bitch.”

Grinding herself against the vibrator was intensely frustrating. She couldn’t seem to stop her body from trying, but it was, of course, useless. And while she had a big, hard ‘cock’ inside her, it wasn’t moving the way she wanted it to!

She arched her back, waiting, dark heat rising up higher, tension gripping her mind.

Why am I doing this!?

“Apologize for being a filthy blonde whore,” Ming demanded.

“I-I’m sorry fo-for being a filthy blonde whore, Mistress!” she gasped.

Ming brought the flog down again, and Rory cried out, her breasts getting warm and pink now as another crackle of stings bit into them. They hurt, but the blow sent a wild jolt of wicked excitement through her lower parts.

“Promise to obey all orders, slave.”

“I-I promise to obey all orders, Mistress!” she moaned as she arched her back again.

The flog cut down across her breasts again, and she gasped in pain.

“Beg me to let you lick my pussy, slave.”

The heat was becoming overwhelming! It was intoxicating, drowning out her confusion, leaving nothing but want. She arched her back again.

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress!?” 

Crack! The flog snapped down across her breasts with stinging force.

“Arch!”

Moaning, she arched her back again.

“Beg.”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress!?”

Crack!

“Arch!”

Rory shuddered. Her breasts felt hot and sore, but a dark, wild hunger gripped her mind.

“Beg!”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress!?” she cried.

Crack!

“Beg harder, slut.”

Rory moaned and arched her back.

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress!?”

Crack!

Ming put the flog down and climbed into bed, straddling Rory’s head, and pulled her mouth up against her pussy.

“Please your mistress, blonde slut.”

Rory licked frantically, hoping to please the girl. Ming tugged and twisted her hair, giving her instructions on exactly how to do so even as her tongue and jaw began to give out.

Ming jerked back on her hair.

“Promise to be a good little slave bitch,” she demanded.

“I promise to be a good little slave bitch, Mistress!”

Ming jerked her head up and forward and ground her pussy against her mouth as Rory licked hard and fast.

“Dirty girl. Filthy blonde animal. I shall train you to give others pleasure,” Ming growled.

She sighed and ground her pussy faster and faster, and then, to Rory’s enormous relief, came.

Ming climbed out of bed and looked down at the gasping blonde, then sniffed derisively. She opened the night table and took out a plastic tube, opened it, and squeezed some kind of thick cream into her hand, then climbed back into bed. 

She pulled the dildo out of Rory and slid three fingers into her instead. 

“Beg me to fuck your blonde whore brains out, girl,” she ordered.

“P-Please fuck my blonde whore brains out, Mistress,” Rory moaned weakly.

Ming slid a third finger into her, then a fourth, as Rory groaned and rolled her hips. Ming let her thumb stroke from side to side across her clitoris.

“Tell me you love being a sex slave, slut.”

“I-I love being a s-sex slave, Mistress!” Rory gasped.

“Again, whore.”

“I love being a sex slave, Mistress!”

She moaned and arched her back, gasping for breath as she felt Ming’s fingers stretching her entrance. She gasped as she was stretched even wider, achingly wide, and drew her head up and forward, staring down between her breasts.

Ming was rubbing her clitoris with her other hand now, for all five fingers, including her thumb, were wedged into the entrance to Rory’s pussy, and the Chinese girl was slowly twisting them from side to side against her soft, tight, slick flesh.

“W-W-Wait!” Rory gasped.

“You have no say in what I do, slave. I own your body. You are property, not people.”

Rory gasped sharply as the ache intensified, and then the knuckle of Ming’s thumb slipped past the mouth of her sex, and her entire hand slowly pushed down into Rory’s pussy! The realization shocked her, awed her, and threw oil onto what was already a raging inferno.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God! Oh! Don’t! Oh my God!” she moaned.

“Slave bitch. Come for me, slave bitch.”

Her fingers wriggled around inside Rory, pushing deeper and deeper. She stared as Ming’s hand disappeared and her wrist slid deeper.

She gurgled and moaned, her body twisting and writhing as the orgasm hit. She cried out, arching back violently, her head rolling back and thrashing from side to side as her hips rutted up against Ming’s hand.

“Dirty girl. Slutty girl. Slave girl!” the Chinese girl taunted.

“Animal! You are an animal! A sexual animal!” Ming taunted.

The pleasure was so intense that Rory cared about nothing else. It was... rapture!

She let out shrill, animal cries of pleasure every time she rolled her hips up against Ming’s hand, shuddering as another wave of powerful sensations flooded her body and mind.

She was still trembling and shaking and crying out when Liu came out of the shower naked, glanced at them, smiled, and continued on to his large closet to dress for work.

“Whore. Animal. Bitch,” Ming taunted. 

Rory didn’t care what she said. She was shell-shocked, her muscles still twitching as she felt Ming’s fingers slowly drawing up and in and back to form a solid fist within her. Then the first moved deeper.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she croaked.

“Please what, slave? Please make you come like a whore again?”

“Oh! Oh! God! God! God!”

“God is for humans. You are an animal.”

Ming picked up the vibrator and rubbed it slowly from side to side across Rory’s clitoris, and the blonde girl gurgled and moaned, her hips starting to twist and thrash.

When the fist started to move up and down inside her, the dark wall of liquid heat crashed down upon her again, and she lost herself to the passion and need. Her breathing came fast and ragged as Ming moved her fist up and down the tight, elastic confines of her pussy and ground the vibrator down across her clitoris.

She came again, convulsions wracking her body as she arched and twisted and thrashed in the midst of a massive climax while the Chinese girl looked down at her and sneered.

It was so good, Rory thought dazedly. How could anything ever be better than this?

After she recovered, Ming pulled the vibrator away and began to lick and suck on her clitoris again, then straightened, using her fingers as Rory came again, and then again, her insides squeezing desperately down on Ming’s fist and wrist inside her.

Ming finally slid her hand out, smirking at the blonde girl lying gasping and red-faced on the bed.

“And you think you should not be a sex slave?” she said in amusement. 

*
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Rory crawled down the hall on a leash again. She was still naked but for the collar, mittens, and boots. Ming had inserted a butt-plug into her bottom, which had a foot-long blonde tail hanging from it. That tail dangled behind her as she crawled. There was also a dildo inside her, a short, thick one attached somehow to the butt-plug, preventing it from sliding out.

She marveled again at how she had let things come to this pass. Her, of all people! She knew she should stand up and insist on her clothes and then leave. She would find some other job, one where she’d have her pride and sense of self-respect.

But what was that worth compared to the incredible passion and heat she’d felt yesterday and this morning!? Even now, even as she crawled like an animal, she felt a dark, swirling sense of anticipation and excitement. This was so edgy, so kinky, so incredibly outrageous!

Degrading, yes. It was absolutely, horrifyingly degrading! And it made her terribly self-conscious and embarrassed. Ming treated her with contempt, and deservedly so. But she still had that image of herself from the other day, the one that had played in the visor. She had looked so incredibly erotic! It was so wickedly hot what those people were doing to her!

She felt a sense of victimhood, of martyrdom, of being a helpless, innocent, trapped, and abused, but in a way that was thrilling. It was a masochistic image that came from somewhere inside her, a masochism that somehow wallowed in her own abuse, enjoying that abuse in the same way her tormenters would.

She was led into the kitchen.

“Heels!” Ming snapped.

Rory sat back on her heels, then, after a moment of hesitation, brought her hands up and back behind her head, making sure her elbows were back.

Her nipples were rock hard.

Ming was warming something in a microwave, but Rory couldn’t see what. Then Kai walked in. His presence made her blush, for she knew him, after a fashion. She had gone to school with him, after all, and worked with him. That relationship had contained a sexual component, but one she controlled, one she had maneuvered him into, one that made her feel grubby but alive.

She had never really lost the thought that he was beneath her. That he had quit school just to work at a repair shop. Managing it or not, that wasn’t very impressive compared to what she had imagined herself doing someday. She tolerated his sexual harassment only because, when in the mood, she could taunt him into rough sex. But he was certainly not someone she’d ever considered for a boyfriend.

And now she was the one who was kneeling naked before him. 

“Blonde suits you,” he said. “A kinky blonde nympho.”

He slid his fingers through her soft hair.

“Maybe I’ll have you suck my cock before breakfast.”

Rory looked nervously away. She had never really liked Kai. She didn’t exactly appreciate how their positions had been flipped. Now he could order her to do anything, and she would have to obey. Well, either that or break free of this... this wicked, awesome sex game.

And she was far from ready to do that yet.

Ming said something to him in Mandarin, and he grunted and sat down at the kitchen table. Ming walked over to the wall and set a pair of bowls on the floor, then came over to Rory and drew her wrists down and back behind her, locking the restraints together.

Then she shoved her hard, so she fell over onto her side.

“There’s your breakfast, slave bitch. Crawl on your belly and eat it.”

This was so outrageous!

Rory’s mind squirmed under their eyes as she crawled on her belly, her breasts throbbing and aching, her body rolling from side to side until she got to the bowls.

“Don’t forget to assume the proper position,” Ming said. “Raise your hips high and spread your legs wide.”

And so, Ming and Kai ate at the table while Rory knelt, her bottom lifted high, her breasts against the floor, awkwardly trying to eat what seemed to be a kind of rice porridge with just her mouth. When the chauffeur came in and sat down to eat, her mind really began to squirm.

This was sooooo degrading! So humiliating! Her face was beet red! 

And yet, the heat of her face seemed to radiate downward to her chest, and then all the way down between her legs.

Every time the three at the table laughed, she winced again.

It made her low status so patently obvious. She was excluded from their world, from sitting and being dressed like human beings, from even understanding what they were saying. In some ways, she realized, she was very much like an animal!

Afterward, Ming led her, crawling at the end of the leash again, back up the hall and into the elevator, then into a large bedroom which had an ensuite bathroom. She removed her collar, her restraints, gloves, and boots, and put them on the bed, then led her to the bathroom and bent her over the sink. She pulled the butt plug from her and tossed it into the sink along with the dildo.

“I don’t have time to wash you, slut. Do it yourself. And brush your teeth. When you’re done, come out here and dress appropriately.”

She left, and Rory got to her feet and went into the bathroom. She found new toiletries still wrapped in plastic, brushed her teeth, used mouthwash, and also flossed. She took a shower and washed her hair, then brushed it out as she dried it, looking at herself in the mirror.

I look so sexy and hot! I can’t believe the kinds of things I’ve been letting them do to me! 

She came out of the bathroom and found the boots and mittens gone. The restraints were still there in a little pile. A couple of feet away was another pile, this time of her clothing, what she’d worn to the office the other day.

She stared at them both in confusion. Then she realized what Ming wanted. She could dress and leave, or she could put on the restraints and continue.

She hesitated, berating herself as a slut, but then put the collar and restraints on. These were the same as she’d worn earlier, except these had little padlocks to lock them with. One of the padlocks had a key in it. 

She looked at it uncertainly. If the padlocks had been put here, then they were meant to be used. She inserted each little padlock into the hasp of the restraints and collar and locked them. She wasn’t sure what to do with the key, so she carried it with her as she left.

She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to crawl, but they’d taken the boots and mittens away, so maybe not. Licking her lips nervously, she left the bedroom. She went down the stairs, feeling strangely shy. Who knew who else might be in this big house!?

And there was Ming sitting on a straight-backed chair in the room with the white carpet and that... wooden block thing at the far end.

Ming looked at her and soundlessly pointed at the floor before her.

Rory licked her lips, blushing. Had the girl expected her to get dressed and leave? She must surely think even less of her for putting on the collar and restraints!

She knelt before her, sitting on her heels, spreading her legs, and drawing her hands back behind her head.

“Did you bring the key?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Hand it to me.”

Rory handed her the key, feeling a little rush as she did. The collar and restraints were now physically locked in place, and she wouldn’t be able to remove them!

“Let us continue your training.”

Kai came in, and Ming sat up, giving him the chair. He leered at her as he yanked his pants down, then gestured for her to suck him. Rory came off her heels, crawling in between his legs.

“All right. Now you will learn how to perform oral sex,” Ming said.

“I already know – Crack! 

She gasped at the sharp sting to her bottom. 

“Speak when spoken to, slave!”

Under Ming’s direction, she worked slowly on Kai, licking his thighs, gently licking his balls, then sucking them into her mouth, only lightly nuzzling his cock, then licking the underside of the head before mouthing the shaft – sideways.

“You are teasing him, making him aroused, making it seem so much more satisfying when he feels your mouth on him.”

In her experience, men much preferred her to get to the point in these things, but she wasn’t arguing. She took her time, then finally sucked his cock into her mouth, and bobbed her lips up and down, going all the way down to the base of his shaft as she massaged his balls in her hands. When he ordered her to sit back on her heels and bring her hands behind her head, she obeyed.

He grinned at her, standing, pumping his cock in his fist. Rory had a sinking feeling that she knew what he intended and braced herself. Sure enough, he came, squirting his come over her face.

She had always refused to even consider this with dates, but this time she knew she could not. And somehow, the degrading act aroused her.

Then she was made to crawl, to stand, and bend. To roll over like a dog, to beg like a dog, even to bark like a dog. They made her position her body in all manner of obscene ways, and she obeyed, including spreading her legs and pretending to masturbate.

She was blindfolded again, then raised onto her feet and led to the side. She felt tiles underfoot, and then her legs were spread apart and locked in place. Her wrists were lifted up and out, and similarly locked in place.

Something was put in place in front of her, touching her. Then it was underneath her. Then it was pushing against her. She moaned, for it was quite thick. It was also slick and slowly forced the opening of her sex in and back, making her ache as it stretched her out. It slid deeper and deeper inside her and then started to throb.

She stood still for long seconds, moaning softly, then she felt her hair jerked back, and as her jaw opened, a ball gag went into her mouth. The earbuds went into her ears, and she heard her own voice again.

“I love being a sex slave! I love having big cocks inside me! I was born to be a slave! My master owns my body!”

She had said some of these words, but not all of them. It was AI again, she thought. Were they trying to brainwash her? And yet, hearing herself say such nasty things, hearing her moan and gasp and cry out in passion still turned her on. Her hips ground against the thick – cock – inside her. It was a fake cock, but a cock nonetheless!

And it wouldn’t move. Her own movements only ground her insides around the thick, hard cock.

“I must never disobey,” she heard herself say.

The flog cut across her back, and she cried out in pain.

“If I fail to obey, I will be punished.”

The flog cut across her bottom with a crackle of sharp stings.

“My master owns my body.”

Crack! The flog cut across her breasts.

“I am his property.”

Crack!

“My master can do anything he wants with his property.”

Crack!

Her breasts were stinging and aching, but throbbing with excitement. She shuddered as the flog cut across her back, making her arch. An instant later, another flog cut across her breasts.

Shortly after that, hands began to caress her body. She thought they were male hands, but wasn’t entirely sure. They weren’t Ming’s hands anyway. 

It was so wicked that that she didn’t even know who it was!

A cock pressed in between her buttocks, jamming against her, pushing in harder. It was oiled, but she still ached as it pushed insistently up inside her. Soon, it was using her, fucking her, sodomizing her as the flog continued to snap down across her breasts and stomach.

“I’m a slave girl!” her voice cried in pleasure. “I’m a sex slave!”

The flog halted, and fingers rubbed at her clitoris.

She came, crying out again and again, losing herself to the passion and the exquisite rush of intense pleasure. Only the restraints kept her in place, kept her from falling, from spinning across the floor into a wall, from collapsing to her knees.

When they finally stopped, she was left on her own for a time, then she felt a tongue at her clitoris and moaned. It was impossible to resist, and she was soon helplessly grinding herself against the big cock impaling her.

The tongue halted, and her ankles were freed. The big thing inside her slid out, leaving her feeling vacant, and then her wrists were lowered. The blindfold was removed.

The Chinese woman before her was a complete stranger.

“Heels,” she barked, thrusting a stick at her.

Face hot and red, Rory sank to her knees on the carpet, sitting back on her heels. She spread her legs and brought her hands up and back behind her head just as another fully clothed person appeared. This one was a man. And he, too, was a complete stranger!

And he also had a thin switch in his hand. It was longer, though, and coated in leather along the final foot. It also had a small, flat tip, which he rubbed against her swollen nipples.

“You obey!” he growled with a thick accent.

The woman moved to the other side of the room.

“Crawl to me!” she barked.

Licking her lips nervously, Rory dropped to her hands and knees and then crawled over to where the woman stood.

“Face down!”

She lowered herself to the floor, keeping her bottom high.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she gasped as the man’s leather stick cut across her buttocks.

“Legs spread!” he barked.

She jerked her knees apart.

“Tell me you are a slave girl!” the woman said.

“I-I’m a slave girl,” she gulped.

Crack! The stick cut stingingly across her bottom again.

“Ah!”

“You say mistress!” the man shouted.

“I-I’m a slave girl, Mistress!” she cried.

The woman thrust her foot forward, her pointy black shoe just in front of Rory’s chin.

“Lick, dog!”

Rory stared at the shoe, startled.

Crack!

“You obey!” the man shouted.

Rory gasped and licked the shoe.

Crack!

“Lick!”

Moaning, she licked again. At another blow, she licked more energetically and kept licking.

She felt the leather stick push between her thighs, the shaft forced up between the lips of her sex. It rubbed slowly back and forth, angled down and forward, finding her clitoris and rubbing roughly across it as she trembled and shuddered.

“Lick, whore!” he shouted.

Gasping, she licked harder, all up and down the woman’s shoe. She opened her mouth, and the woman pushed the pointed black toe into her open mouth and kept pushing until her lips were stretched around the front of the shoe!

Crack!

“Lick!” the man shouted.

Crack!

“Lick!”

Moaning helplessly, Rory licked at the underside of the woman’s boot as the woman ground it against her mouth.

The woman drew back, then sat down, slid her skirt up, and gripped the Irish girl’s blonde hair to drag her face forward in between her thighs.

Rory began to lick. Shortly afterward, she felt the man’s hands on her buttocks, on her pussy, and then on her breasts. His cock pushed into her, and he rode her roughly as she licked the woman.

That was so dark, so intense, so outrageous! She didn’t even know their names!

And she came again!

*
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Rory soon had her own office just off the main outer office where Ming, the Chinese girl, sat. Her ‘suit’ embarrassed her, though. It was chosen for her by Liu. Or Master Liu, as she must refer to him now. It consisted of a very short, very tight black satin skirt, a green silk blouse that was far too tight and far too low cut – and with no bra – and a ‘blazer’ that was, like the skirt, made of black satin, with only one low button done up.

Anyone who saw her would have no doubt what her purpose here was! Fortunately, she did not expect many people to see her.

Ming wore knee-high leather boots with stiletto heels, while Rory wore sexy black shoes with the same high, stiletto heels. The Chinese girl also wore a short black skirt and a slightly different black sweater than she’d had on the other day. She was still very beautiful, though, and still taunted Rory at every opportunity.

Rory felt... self-conscious and... deferential. She knew she was the low girl on the totem pole – very low. She had to call Ming mistress except when someone was around. And the Chinese girl didn’t hesitate to remind her of her inferiority.

Most of the people who came to see Mr. Liu were Chinese. That meant almost all the conversations were in Mandarin or Cantonese. 

Her first day there, Ming had her strip naked and then kneel on the table in Lieu’s room. It was a long, rectangular table that could seat ten people. She knelt, sitting on her heels with her hands behind her head and her elbows back. Ming had placed a thick dildo beneath her, the suction cup fixing it to the desk. It was now nestled deep in her abdomen, making her mind squirm, and her body want to ride it.

Liu sat at his desk, working on something, seemingly ignoring her. Well, he’d had sex with her on waking, so he couldn’t be all that excited, she thought, rolling her eyes around the big office. A few minutes passed, and then Ming knocked on the door and opened it, talking to Liu.

Liu stood up, and Ming opened the door wider, showing two more Chinese men in! 

Rory froze in place, repressing the desperate urge to jump off the table and hide.

Then the three men came over to the table and sat down. Liu sat at the end, facing Rory. The two men sat down on his left side, giving her many glances. They spoke together, animated, laughing, but she had no idea what it was about. Her, she suspected, heart pounding.

A number of strangers had seen her naked over the past week and made eager use of her body, but she was still desperately self-conscious at the middle-aged men in business suits eyeing her lustfully as she knelt naked only feet away, impaled on the fat dildo.

Then the door opened, and Ming showed two more Chinese men in! They too walked over to the table, shook hands all around, and sat down across from the other two men. They also glanced frequently at Rory, laughing and chatting with the other men.

Rory was horribly embarrassed and knew her face was red, but there was nothing to be done. She’d been told to kneel here and not move! She had to obey or be punished!

That was what was expected of slave girls, after all.

Not that she actually was a slave, of course! But she was doing a job that required that she pretend to be one. That pretense was becoming almost natural now, for despite some squeamishness, embarrassment, and pain, she still found the idea desperately exciting and erotic.

Even as embarrassed as she was now, she took pride in how sexy her body was, and the approval in the eyes of the men sitting at the table before her. 

The men had file folders and papers, and spoke seriously about something, often referring to the files they all had. But they often glanced aside at Rory with hunger in their eyes.

Then the dildo began to quiver and vibrate.

She shuddered, and the men all turned to eye her, laughing together, then getting back to work.

Rory felt the vibrations resonating through her body. Her clitoris felt like it was swelling up and throbbing. Her stiff nipples tingled.

Ming came into the office, spoke with Liu, then went to the sideboard where there was a kind of cupboard with a refrigerator. She made drinks for the men and carried them back to the table, smiling ingratiatingly at them, bobbing her head frequently as she handed them each their glass.

At a word from Liu, they glanced at Rory, nodded, and went to another cupboard, then returned to the end of the table behind her.

“Hands behind back,” she ordered sternly.

Rory dropped her arms and then brought her hands behind her. Ming didn’t tie her hands together, though. Instead, she slipped a leather strap around her upper arms just above the elbows and then pulled it in tighter and tighter until she gasped in pain, her elbows almost touching.

The Chinese girl left, then, leaving her kneeling in place, her arms bound tightly, the vibrator buzzing inside her.

Her initial embarrassment and self-consciousness had repressed her response to all this, at first, but as she got used to the men seeing her, that faded somewhat. The dark heat began to burn hotter and hotter within her body and mind.

She expected that one or more of the men would have sex with her. That had been the cause of some anxiety, at first, but now she was almost eagerly looking forward to it, despite her self-consciousness. She was soon growing desperate to move, despite her orders, and slid herself even further down onto the big cock by easing her heels a little further apart.

After more conversation, the men all got up and moved over to a sofa area near the windows. There were two long, low sofas there facing each other across the carpet. The men took almost the same positions as they had at the table. Two of the visitors sat on each sofa, while Mister Liu sat in an overstuffed armchair at right angles to them.

Ming entered the room. She went to the cupboard and took out another strap, came over to Rory, and pulled her off the vibrator before bending her over the table. She unstrapped her arms, folded her hands up and back so that they were just below her shoulder blades, and then strapped her arms together again.

This time, she also strapped her wrists together, and as she pulled harder on the straps, forcing her arms back more, her fingers rose up between her shoulder blades.

“Oh! Please!” Rory gasped.

“Silence, slut.”

With the straps in place, Ming looped another strap around Rory’s neck, then pulled her up off the table, leading her over to where the men sat relaxing and drinking. 

“Knees,” she barked.

Rory knelt self-consciously. The Chinese girl bowed to one of the men and handed him the leash.

The man grinned at Rory and jerked on it, almost causing her to fall over. The others laughed as he pulled her in between his legs and opened his zipper.

Crack!

“Knees apart!” Ming barked, a crop in her hand.

Moaning, Rory obeyed, feeling a rush of dark excitement as the man pulled his cock out into the light. She slid her lips over it and began to suck and lick and bob up and down as he eagerly groped one of her breasts.

She felt Ming’s fingers at her pussy, then, sliding into her. She shuddered as she felt three, then four, well-oiled fingers push into her sopping pussy, twisting and turning as the men watched. Then she felt the growing pressure, the growing ache, right to the edge of pain as the mouth of her sex stretched and strained.

Her thumb slipped through, and the men exclaimed excitedly as her entire hand slid into Rory’s body, then twisted and turned inside her. She worked her fingers back in against the palm of her hand, then slid her fist deeper, exciting the men as her wrist pushed into the trembling blonde girl and disappeared.

The man before her jerked on the leash and forced her lips all the way down to the base of his cock, gasping in pleasure as he spat his come into her throat.

Ming gripped Rory by the hair, dragging her around to turn the other way. With her fist still buried in the trembling blonde girl’s hair, she pulled her forward, kneeling alongside her, until the man on the other side could take her leash and pull her mouth in against his cock.

Once again, Rory started to suck and lick and bob up and down.

Ming began to pump her fist in and out, and the blonde sobbed dazedly, then began to grind her hips back frantically. The man all laughed and commented as Ming pumped her fist into Rory’s burning pussy, and again as Rory came wildly, her cries choked off by the man before her, who shoved her mouth down his cock all the way.

Being a slave girl is amazing! she thought dazedly. What could be better!?

END
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me but have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform: Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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Taylor’s New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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Nerd Girls: Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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The Temporary Harem Girl: It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask: When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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