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Rory was going back to Mister Liu’s place with Ming. That didn’t make her very comfortable. She had kind of sort of agreed to be Liu’s ‘personal assistant’ because she couldn’t think of any reason not to. She had been working for his nephew Kai off and on, part-time and then in the summer to do software repairs in his little shop.

Kai wasn’t her type, exactly. She wasn’t entirely sure what her type was. She was attracted to big, strong, manly men, but once they started talking, they were dull and uninteresting, and obsessed with things like sports and cars. She much preferred talking with nerdy guys as they had more of the same preferences as her.

She liked science fiction and fantasy. She liked computers and video games, and action heroes and speculating about the universe and the future. Kai fell into neither group. What he was was a guy who had dropped out of school, where he had been in the same IT course as her, to manage his uncle’s shop.

That had never made much sense to Rory, but she hadn’t really cared since they weren’t exactly great friends. Like most of her classmates, he was just a salivating nerd eager to see her without her clothes. He was neither manly enough to turn her on, nor nerdy enough to want to spend time with. He was just a Chinese guy with accented English and a habit of looking at her like he wanted to tear her clothes off.

Shortly after he’d dropped out, he’d called her. She wasn’t even sure how he’d gotten her phone number. She hadn’t answered, but he’d left a message. He had remembered that she was looking for part-time work, and he just happened to have something available. Against her better judgment, she’d accepted.

She had been immersed in a particularly dark sexual fantasy graphic novel at the time. By coincidence, it was Asian and was about a guy with magical powers that could make women come practically with a touch. Not content to sate his lust on them, he’d also gotten into bondage and shaming them, probably because he hated women, she thought cynically.

Not that that mattered to how wicked and deliciously nasty she’d found the story. Kai kind of resembled the character. He didn’t have magical powers, that was for sure, but she’d wound up putting his face onto the face of the evil character in the book and then having fantasies about him.

They had not been lovers, nor even friends, really, and certainly not a couple. But she had figured a way to sort of tease and taunt and dare him into doing some nasty stuff with her. It had started with slaps to the bottom, then worked its way up from there.

Meanwhile, he was skimming off the profits, and his uncle had installed hidden cameras without his knowledge to catch him. What they’d caught was a particularly outrageous sex scene between Kai and Rory that had given him a complete view not only of her naked body but of just how responsive she was to rough and pretend-forced sex.

And he’d decided she was wasted on Kai. Which, in retrospect, she agreed with.

For five times her salary at the repair shop, she could be his personal assistant instead. And that job came with a very clear, if unspoken understanding that she would let him do the kinds of things Kai had been doing – only more often.

Uncle Liu was bigger, stronger, tougher, and a far more realistic villain! When he gave her orders, acting as if she were some sort of slave girl, she believed it! Well, almost...

He’d done outrageous things, ordered her to do them, and she’d had a more intense, passionate sexual experience than she’d ever had in her life! Sure, it was degrading. He’d done that deliberately. He’d actually made her lick his shoe! And as demeaning as that was, doing it had filled her with such heat that she’d practically lost her mind!

So the idea of letting him do more of that – while paying her five times as much as Kai had – was obviously a no-brainer. Why wouldn’t she?

Because it was degrading!

Yes, it was. She didn’t understand why that turned her on. She’d always done her best to be seen in a non-sexual way and to be treated with respect as a person, not some kind of weak, slutty girl. She’d deliberately dressed down, done her best to hide her body because she was self-conscious about it, embarrassed at being stared at by strangers, lusted after by all sorts of completely inappropriate men.

Only at home did she enjoy the soft, unmarred flesh of her slender young body, and how visually appealing it was in the mirror. Only there did she remove the oversized tops and the bras that squeezed her down so that she could take a measure of pride in her full, round, firm breasts. 

So, it had done something strange in her head to let Liu, a man easily twice her age, not only see her naked but pose her in obscene ways and then pretend she was some sort of sex slave! She’d been blindfolded and tied up when he’d brought Ming in to show her just how good oral sex could be on the receiving end, and she’d lost all will to resist after that!

And now Ming was taking her to Liu’s place for ‘training’. What that might entail filled her with both anxiety and anticipation. Dirty stuff, for sure! But with a girl! She wasn’t sure she was ready for that. True, under Liu’s eyes, Ming had already made her body burn with passion. But letting a girl only a few years older than her treat her like she was some sort of slave girl grated against her sense of pride.

It was one thing for a big, strong man to dominate her, after all, but quite another for some petite girl to do so! Still, five times her salary and more wild, kinky sex with Liu? She would put up with the girl to get that.

They were in the back of a limousine, the first one she’d ever been in. It was impressive. She’d expected to go to an apartment. Instead, they drove to a leafy suburb where tall fences were encased in ivy, or tall hedges sat behind stone walls.

The gate opened in one such, and the chauffeur, another large Asian man, turned in and drove up a short driveway under overhanging tree branches to a long, low wood and glass mansion with huge brass doors.

Ming got out, and Rory followed. The girl walked up to the doors, put her hand on a panel that looked like a handprint scanner, and then pushed the door open, gesturing for Rory to follow.

The inside was all gloriously polished wood with Asian furnishings. But she had little time to explore. Ming led her down a hallway, then into a strangely bare room with soft, white wall-to-wall carpeting. There was a stone area at one end, which held a large, polished block of wood about three feet square and at least eight feet high. She had no idea what its purpose might be.

“Take off your clothes,” Ming ordered.

Rory looked around nervously. She was in a strange house, after all.

“Is there anyone else in the house?” she asked.

“What does that matter? Are you ashamed of your body?”

“I don’t see you getting naked.”

Ming snorted in amusement. “I am not the student. I am the teacher. 

“What am I a student of?”

“How to please Mister Liu. How to behave. What is expected of you. Among other things. Now strip.”

Rory took off her clothes, uneasily glancing at the door now and then.

“Shoes too.”

She stripped naked and stood in place, fidgeting nervously, self-conscious.

“Arms at your sides. Feet together. Ming barked.

Rory frowned at her tone but, blushing, took up the position as directed.

“Do. Not. Move.”

The girl turned away, going to a cupboard built into the wall behind where Rory stood.

She felt very odd, not to mention vulnerable, standing like this naked in a big house which might or might not be empty. 

The girl came back with a tape measure and slipped it around Rory’s chest, then across the center of her breasts. She made notations in a little tablet, then measured her waist and hips before measuring her legs and even her feet.

“Hands behind head. Elbows back, feet apart,” the girl said, going behind her again.

“Do. Not. Move.”

Rory obeyed, wondering when she should or could try to show a little independence.

“Whenever you are placed in a position, you will maintain that position until you are directed to change.”

“What has this got to do with being a personal assistant?”

“Foolish girl. You know nothing of men, much less a powerful man like Master Liu. All men pursue wealth. When they have wealth, they pursue power. Master Liu will have power over you. You will obey him completely. He will like that. Disobedience will bring punishment.”

The girl came up behind her and brought a scarf around her head, much like the one they had used at the office.

“Why do I have to be blindfolded?”

“You ask too many questions. The second thing you will learn, after not moving, is to not ask questions. Asking questions suggests you need to know something. That suggests someone should have told you something, but failed to do so. At this moment, you need to know nothing but what I tell you.”

Rory scowled to herself but kept in the position Ming had placed her.

“Now,” the girl said from further away.

“Walk to me. I will tell you when to stop.”

Rory frowned, then dropped her hands.

“Stop! Were you told to lower your arms?”

“Uhm, well, no.”

“Then why did you?”

“I don’t usually walk with my hands behind my head.”

“If I had wanted you to walk some other way, I would have told you. Put your hands back behind your head. Do nothing without instructions.”

Rory put her hands back behind her head.

“Elbows back! Now walk to me.”

Rory shuffled slowly towards where Rory’s voice had come from.

“Why are you walking like that?”

“Uhm, I don’t want to run into anything.”

“You saw that the room was empty, stupid girl. And would I tell you to walk into a wall? I have much more clever ways to punish you. Walk to me. Walk normally.”

Rory tried to walk normally to where Ming’s voice had come from.

“Stop.”

The girl had moved back behind her some ways.

“Turn and walk to me. Walk normally.”

Rory turned and walked across the soft carpet towards where she thought the far wall was.

“Stop. Turn and walk to my voice.”

“Why am I doing this?”

“I already told you not to ask questions.”

Crack!

Something thin cut across her buttocks.

“Ah! That hurt!”

“It’s supposed to hurt, stupid girl. I am teaching you obedience. I am teaching you to trust your instructions, to realize that if you needed to know more, you would have been told. Now walk to my voice.”

Rory walked towards where the voice had come from.

“Elbows back!”

She stiffened, bringing her elbows back more.

“Stop.”

The girl had moved again.

“Turn. Walk to my voice.”

Rory grumbled to herself but obeyed.

“Stop. What is my name?”

“Ming.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Mistress Ming. Say it.”

“Mistress Ming,” Rory said. “I thought I was going to be Mister... I mean, Master Liu’s personal assistant.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

She heard the Chinese girl sigh.

“Master Liu requires instant, unquestioning obedience. I am teaching you this. He requires this obedience in work and in play. And you know what play involves. Now turn and walk to my voice.”

She turned and walked back in the direction the voice had come from.

“Stop.”

She stopped again, then felt something flat rubbing across her right breast, rubbing back and forth across her nipple.

“Can you learn to obey, girl? Can you learn obedience? I doubt it. American girls are weak and arrogant. You expect to be treated like a princess by everyone because of your looks.”

“That’s not true.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

This time, the thin stick or switch had snapped down across her right breast. It wasn’t a harsh blow, but it didn’t need to be to make her breast sting, especially hitting her nipple as it did.

“Before Mr. Liu invests money in you, before he buys you clothes, before he pays for you to go to the spa, he wishes to make sure you are capable of learning, of discipline. Arch your back more.”

Rory nervously obeyed and felt the thing tapping at her left nipple, then rubbing against it.

“Do. Not. Move.”

She flinched as the little switch smacked down against her nipple. Then it did it again, and then again, then she felt a rapid series of little stinging blows from the thing against first one nipple, then the other. The urge to move, to turn away, to cover her breasts with her arms was almost overwhelming.

“Lazy girl. Stupid girl. Slutty girl,” Ming taunted. 

Rory could tell the girl was moving behind her and felt relieved, even when whatever stick or switch she had snapped down across her buttocks.

“What is my name?” Ming demanded.

“Mistress Ming,” Rory gulped.

“Bend over and grip your ankles.”

Rory felt a kind of mental cringe, but obeyed, feeling her breasts pressing against her legs as she bent way over.

“What is your job, slut?”

“I’m not a slu –!”

Crack!

Rory flinched and almost fell forward.

“You are anything you are told to be. You have a boring life and wish for more money and more excitement. You will get both here. But you must accept the rules. And that includes never questioning and never answering back. Do you understand me, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” she gulped.

“Get down on your hands and knees, slut.”

Rory obeyed, though her mind was swirling with uncertainty, resentment, and, oddly, a growing sense of excitement.

Why is this turning me on? she wondered, mystified.

“Crawl to me,” Ming said from across the room.

Rory crawled across the floor.

“Stop. Turn and crawl to me.”

She turned and crawled back.

“Stop. Sit back on your heels and bring your hands behind your head.”

She obeyed and felt the thin tip of the switch rubbing at her nipple.

“Always bring your elbows back. Spread your legs. Wider, slut!”

Something rubbed against her thighs, something thin and rounded. Then it pressed against her pussy, sliding slowly up and down along the tight, neat line of her sex before pressing in harder to slip between her pussy lips. It continued to slide slowly up and down.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“No way!”

She flinched and gasped as the thing jerked up and away from her, then came down across her breast.

“Why? Because you are too inhibited? Because I did not see you come like a whore earlier? You love cock. You love to have a big cock inside you. Admit it, slut. Say it. Say you love big cocks.”

The girl started to slap her breasts with the stick again, and Rory winced and gasped.

“Ow! Oh! All right! I-I love big cocks!” she gasped.

“You forgot to say mistress, slut.”

“Ah! Oh! I love big cocks, Mistress Ming!”

It felt surreal, not to mention hopelessly degrading, to say such a thing. Rory felt her face redden behind the blindfold.

“Again, white whore!”

“I-I love big cocks, Mistress Ming!”

Her mind squirmed at saying such a thing in front of the Chinese girl! Yet, it also did something dark and wild to her.

“Slave,” Ming whispered in her ear. “Slave girl.”

The words send another dark rush through Rory.

Then she felt something pressing against her wrinkled back passage. Rory gasped but didn’t move as Ming worked something up inside her.

“Dirty girl,” Ming whispered. “Tell me you love big cocks.”

“I love big cocks, Mistress Ming!” she gasped.

“Tell me you wish to be a sex slave.”

“I-I... oh!”

“Say it, slut!”

“I... I wish to be a sex slave, Mistress Ming!”

It felt like a butt-plug. She had used one herself so that it wouldn’t take much time to get her bottom accustomed to penetration when getting Kai to ‘punish’ her. This one was thicker and longer, though. It stretched her more. But when it was far enough in, she felt herself closing behind it, except for the thin stem and then the base on the outside.

“Tell me you love to feel big cocks in your ass, slave.”

“I-I love to feel big cocks in my ass, Mistress!” she moaned.

She felt something at her pussy now and was not surprised when Ming worked a thick dildo – or vibrator – up inside her. All the while, she had to chant about loving big cocks in her pussy.

Ming somehow fastened the base of the dildo to the base of the butt-plug so it wouldn’t slide out, then had her crawl around the room again.

“Face down, ass up.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“You did this before at the office, slut. Press your big breasts into the floor and raise your bottom up high, then spread your legs wide.”

Rory’s heart was thumping as she obeyed, spreading her arms out to the side as she raised her hips high.

“Now beg me to use your whore body for my pleasure.”

This was so edgy and sick!

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Obey, slut!”

“P-Please use my whore body for your pleasure, Mistress Ming!” she gasped.

“A slave girl does not own her body, slut. Her master owns her body and may use it as and when he desires. Or he can allow others to use it, like me. Or perhaps his friend. Perhaps he will allow the chauffeur to use your body. Or perhaps a friend of his. You have no say in this.”

We’ll see about that, Rory thought to herself.

Of course, she hadn’t objected when he’d introduced Ming into his kinky sex game. And as horribly embarrassing as that was at first, Rory couldn’t deny she’d had monster orgasms afterward.

Something was rubbing her clitoris. The dildo held the mouth of her sex open, and so nothing protected her swollen button as something rubbed across it repeatedly.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I love cock, Mistress Ming!”

“Dirty girl. Filthy girl. Naughty girl. Now lie back on your back. Draw your knees up and spread them wide.”

Rory awkwardly obeyed.

“Wider, slut.”

“I... they won’t go wider,” she protested.

“Pha, you are weak. Draw your knees back to your chest, then. Now spread them to the sides. Now push your arms through your legs. Use your upper arms to hold your thighs back and apart.”

This was an obscene position to be taking in front of anyone, let alone another girl, and Rory’s face reddened again.

She felt the girl’s fingers at the base of the dildo, then the sex toy began to slowly slide out of her.

“Put your hand on the cock and keep it in place.”

Rory reached down and felt the base of the thick faux cock.

“Now pull it almost all the way out and then push it in again.”

Blushing, Rory obeyed.

“Again, slave.”

Rory slid the dildo out, then back in.

“Again, slut.”

Flinching, she did it.

“Again, whore. Now keep doing it. Use the fingers of your other hand to rub your clitoris.”

This is sick and dirty, Rory thought, her mind squirming once again.

“That’s it, slut. Masturbate while I watch.”

Despite her embarrassment, there was no denying the growing excitement within her. That was what ultimately forced Rory to continue, pumping the dildo in and out as her fingers rubbed her clitoris. The heat within her grew more intense. Her chest tightened, and her breaths got faster and shallower.

“Perhaps there are others here watching,” Ming said. “Perhaps a man is standing here. Perhaps two or three men. They are all watching you lustfully, with big, hard cocks ready to use your slut body.”

Rory felt another dark rush of sexual energy, and another flood of anxiety and uncertainty. She didn’t think there were really three men there, and probably not even one, but the possibility made her even more self-conscious doing this – and, strangely, more aroused.

“Are you getting excited, slut?”

Rory thought about denying it, but decided not to. Her inhibitions were starting to fade around the Chinese girl.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Ming!” she moaned.

“Dirty girl. You may not come without permission.”

Rory’s fingers rubbed harder against her clitoris as she thrust the dildo in and out. Doing this in front of another person was wild! It was doing strange things to her mind! It was also degrading, but that too was adding a dark rush to the growing excitement within her.

“P-Please may I have an orgasm, Mistress Ming?” she moaned.

“Stop.”

She hesitated, then halted.

“Would you rather have a real cock inside you right now?”

She hesitated again. “Yes, Mistress Ming,” she half whispered.

“Put your arms out to the sides.”

Rory’s arms were between her legs, pushing outward and down on the backs of her thighs. As she spread her arms out further to the sides, they pressed down even more. She felt Ming gripping her right wrist and then wrapping a leather strap of some kind around it. Then the strap tightened and pulled down and out sharply.

A few moments later, she felt a similar strap going around her left wrist, forcing that arm down further, then out to the left, forcing her legs back more. Both straps were somehow tied off to something she couldn’t see.

It was a horribly degrading position to be in!

“Beg me to use your whore body.”

“Please use my whore body, Mistress Ming!” she moaned.

“But I do not have a real cock. And you want a real cock inside you,” Ming said in a teasing voice. “Beg Master Chow to use your whore body.”

Surely there wasn’t really a strange man there! she thought anxiously.

The dildo slowly slid out of her, inch by inch.

“P-Please use my whore body... Master Chow!” Rory gasped.

A moment later, the dildo was pulled free. And now, what she was quite certain was a real cock thrust into her! She gasped and moaned, embarrassment flooding her as he drove his cock deep. She felt his hands on her breasts, roughly squeezing and kneading them as he began to thrust in and out at once!

“Dirty girl,” Ming taunted, her voice close now. “A strange man is using your whore body for his pleasure.”

Small fingers rubbed at her clitoris, and Rory shuddered helplessly.

“Filthy girl. Tell me you are a sex slave. Say it, slut!”

“I-I’m a sex slave, Mistress Ming!” she cried weakly.

“Tell me you love having big cocks inside you, whore!”

“I love having big cocks inside me, Mistress Ming!” she cried.

Whoever it was, his hips were starting to slap against her taut, upraised buttocks now as he drove himself into her with fast, powerful strokes.

I can’t believe I’m doing this! she thought wildly.

But in a sense, it was like she had fallen into another world, a world with different rules, and one where she didn’t really have to worry about her reputation. All she had to do was – obey.

And then she came, crying out again and again, her muscles spasming wildly as she twisted and trembled and shook under the hard, repeated blows of the man bending over her.

“Dirty girl! Sex slave!” Ming taunted.

I am! Rory thought, her body shaking and trembling as she gurgled and gasped and moaned and then cried out in pleasure while whoever it was continued to hammer his hips against her buttocks.

She was completely helpless! Completely at their mercy! They could do anything to her!

And right now, a complete stranger was fucking her while another nearly complete stranger was rubbing her clitoris! Her mind swirled wildly! This was completely slutty! Anyone who knew her back in Ireland would be astonished! They would rain condemnation down on her!

But they were far away, and so she could experiment!

But it could be dangerous! Who knew what these Orientals might do to her!? Maybe they really would try to make her a sex slave! For real!

That was a dark, glittering jolt amid the torrent of liquid heat flooding her mind, but it couldn’t dampen the wild, almost exultant joy at how intense the pleasure was. 

The pressure of her wrists being held down, her tightly restricted movements, the blindfold, her... helplessness, the degrading nature of what she was doing, it all shamed and worried her, and yet made her burn!

The orgasm slowly faded, leaving her gasping, dazed, and stunned. She was aware but uncaring as her wrists were undone and pulled in. Her legs unfurled, and she groaned as her body straightened out on the floor. 

She was rolled over, then, and her arms were brought together behind her and wrapped in strong leather that felt like the ones Liu had put on her at his office. Another pair of restraints went around her ankles, and then they were pulled up and back towards her wrists. 

In fact, she could now feel an equal pull on the restraints around her wrists, as they and her ankles were drawn back towards each other. That bowed her back as she groaned weakly, but they were then tied in place. She heard a brief, machine-like hum, and then she felt another pull on all four restraints. She gasped as she was lifted off the carpet.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she exclaimed.

“Whatever I want. You are a belonging, a possession. Slaves have no rights. And you are asking questions despite being told not to. For this, you must be punished.”

She felt fingers rolling and tugging at her hard nipples. Then whispers. A moment later, something bit into both nipples sharply enough to make her cry out and jerk violently. But that only made her nipples burn more! Something was pinching them both, something that held weight which swung when she moved!

“Oh! Oh! Don’t! That hurts! Take it off!” she cried.

“Baby. Stop whining. You can’t have pleasure without some pain. And you can’t be a slave girl without discipline.”

Her hair was being gathered up and back even as Ming spoke. Then it pulled her head up and back until she was looking sightlessly forward.

“To be a sex slave, you must show your ability to please your master,” she said.

The pull on her scalp had naturally opened her mouth. And now an erect cock pushed through her open mouth and slid along her tongue.

“Please your master, slave bitch!” Ming ordered.

Gasping, moaning, Rory tried to suck and lick at the cock in her mouth. It was difficult, though. She was not unfamiliar with the task, but she always spent most of her efforts near the head, and that was pushed too deeply into her mouth. She cried out, then, as her hair was jerked even more sharply back, and in that instant, the cock pushed even deeper.

She gurgled, eyes going wide behind the blindfold, as the thick cock pushed right into her throat and kept going!

And going!

She choked and gagged, but not badly. And it soon ended, leaving just an ache in her throat. A moment later, she felt the last of his cock push into her open mouth as her lips pressed against the base of his shaft.

“That’s it, slut. You must take every inch of cock your master gifts to you,” Ming said.

She felt the girl’s small fingers kneading her breasts.

“Dirty girl. Slutty girl. Slave girl,” Ming taunted.

The cock lay resting within her throat for long seconds as Rory’s heart thundered in her chest. Then it slowly drew back.

Ming undid the clips biting her nipples as the cock slid back faster, and the distraction caused her to hardly gag at all as the thing left her throat.

Rory gulped in air, gasping in shock.

“See what you can do if you overcome your weak mind? Your body wants every inch of cock it can get. Only your weak mind stands in its path.” 

Her hair was yanked back again, and the cock – no – something else – was pushed through her lips. It was about the size of a cock, but definitely didn’t feel like one as it pushed directly down her throat.

“Sex slave!” Ming taunted.

It was a dildo of some kind, she belatedly realized as it slowly pumped in and out, up and down along her tongue and in her throat. She fought her gag instinct as it moved, distracted again by the sharp pain in her scalp. 

“Sex slave!” Ming said again.

It was almost impossible to breathe. Rory’s chest burned, and her head was starting to pound. The dildo slid in and out with longer strokes and then pulled out completely. She sucked in great, shuddering breaths of air. Before she could complain, though, the dildo slid back into her mouth and down her throat, to pump in and out again.

It amazed her after it was finally pulled out that she hadn’t thrown up. Then again, she hadn’t eaten anything for some time. She was light-headed and dizzy, though, as it pushed in a third time, then a fourth. By then, it was almost becoming a familiar sensation. Just as the sharp, stinging pull on her scalp was.

She was lowered to the floor again, and the restraints were undone. Two people dragged her across the floor, where there were more machine noises, and then lifted her upright.

“Stand up, slave.”

The blindfold was taken off, and her glassy eyes saw that the man with Ming was Kai! He leered at her as the two of them pushed her forward against the tall block of wood. She felt the butt-plug pulled free of her as the block split open down the middle, the two sides sliding back smoothly. 

There were depressions carved out of the inside on both sides. It wasn’t hard to recognize the shape of a woman as she was pushed into the right side of the block. Her legs were pulled apart, and her arms raised high above her. The restraints were locked in place.

Her buttocks and back fit perfectly into the depression, which was covered with some kind of hard plastic. But something round pressed against her back opening, and as Ming bent over and adjusted something, it pushed up more firmly, and then into her body.

Kai waggled his tongue at her as Ming made adjustments. Rory felt a dildo pushing against her pussy, then stared as the other side of the block began to slide closer and closer. It too had a female-shaped depression, except right where her mouth would be. There was a fat cockhead there, and she had no choice as the two sides closed but open her mouth as it slid inside.

Fortunately, while it filled her mouth, it did not go further. She was also able to breathe, which was just about her top priority.

With the block fully closed, she was pinned very tightly in place.

Then she heard moans and groans of pleasure in her ears.

Something began to move against her nipples, rolling, rubbing, and then sucking rhythmically. The depressions where her breasts were pushed began to shift, closing and opening again, squeezing and kneading her breasts. She felt vibrations against her clitoris, and then the dildo began to push deeper into her body.

Suddenly, she could see. There was a small, very sharp image projected before her eyes. It was a man’s cock, a very large cock, shaved, with balls hanging below. The cockhead in her mouth quivered, and she moaned around it.

What insanity was this!?

The dildo pushed higher, and then the one in her bottom began to slide higher, as well. 

I’m losing my mind, she thought dazedly.

But she could breathe and felt no pain. It was relaxing now, and she could start to gather her wits once more and wonder again what the hell she was doing here with these perverts.

And what in the name of God was this... this machine she’d been stuffed into!? It was as close in as could be. Every part of her body could feel a soft pressure against it from the front, back, and sides. The little screen before her eyes kept it from being too claustrophobic, especially with the distraction of the dildo that was moving inside her.

Moving faster and faster, in fact. As was the one in her bottom.

The cock before her eyes shifted, and she gasped in shock, for now it was showing a video. It was from Liu’s office and featured her as the star! Her mind squirmed anxiously as she watched herself standing, naked, held in place by the restraints! 

This was the part she hadn’t actually been able to see, only experience, for she’d been blindfolded. Now she saw Ming kneeling between her legs, caressing her thighs, kissing and licking her pussy. She watched her body react to the flog, watched and heard herself coming! It was... bizarre to watch herself like this when she’d never seen it in the first place!

And also, deeply and helplessly arousing. She looked so... so sexual and sensual and helpless! It was astonishing to see herself as the center of such hedonistic and kinky sexual scenes!

The dildos were thrusting up into her hard and fast now as the vibrator buzzed and seemed to move against her clitoris, and the suction pulled at her nipples. She felt herself losing control, slowly melting into the dark heat of what she was watching. The pleasure and passion rose inside her, and she gave herself to it.

She screamed around the cockhead filling her mouth, her body quivering, trembling, and shaking as convulsions racked her body.

It was not the last time.

In fact, she was hoarse from her muffled screaming, drained of all energy, and completely limp with exhaustion before the two halves of the machine slid apart to reveal her inside, dazed and sweaty, moaning weakly, eyes glazed.

A large Asian man she recognized as the chauffeur helped Kai and Ming pull her out of the thing, then hefted her up across his shoulder like a bag of potatoes and carried her from the room.

Rory was too exhausted and spent to care. She had lost track of how many orgasms she’d had.

She was carried down the hall and into one of the huge bathrooms she had passed earlier, carried in, and then placed on her belly into a raised bathtub.

The chauffeur left, and Ming jerked on her hair.

“Get on your hands and knees, slave girl,” she ordered.

A stinging slap to her bottom and another pull on her hair brought the tired girl to her hands and knees, and Ming used a hand shower to soak her, then poured something over her head which soon lathered up and trickled down around her face. She closed her eyes as Ming scrubbed her hair, then rubbed the shampoo into her face too.

Something else was poured onto her back, and she was soaped up there, too.

She wanted to speak, but with soap all over her face, she hesitated. She wasn’t blindfolded anymore, but still couldn’t see. Why was Ming cleaning her? She could take a shower herself, after all. Not that it was unpleasant to feel the girl’s soft hands gliding over her body, but it reminded her again of her low status, as if she were too stupid to even clean herself.

And no wonder the girl thinks that, she thought reluctantly. I’ve acted like a slut since she met me.

But God, it had been worth it! The number of powerful orgasms she’d had that day was astonishing! Not to mention the dark, burning passion she’d felt during the edgy, outrageous sex.

It was still strange feeling someone else’s fingers squeezing and kneading her breasts as they soaped and cleaned her. 

She was rinsed off with the same hand shower.

“Stand and get out of the tub,” Ming ordered curtly.

Rory obeyed, and the Chinese girl dried her off with a towel, then brushed her wet hair down smoothly, but didn’t try to dry it further or style it.

Instead, she put the collar and restraints back on her and ordered her to get on her hands and knees.

She attached a chain and then tugged.

“Come, slave bitch,” she said abruptly.

Rory gasped, lurching forward, then moving as the girl did. She crawled out of the bathroom and up the hall, now starting to squirm as she belatedly realized that crawling on all fours like this was making her like... a dog! Like she was that low, as low as a dog! A bitch dog!

She blushed hotly and dropped her eyes to the floor as Ming led her past the chauffeur in his black suit, her face hot as she was led into another room. This one was set up as a salon of sorts, with a kind of barber’s chair near some mirrors.

“Sit here, slave.”

Rory was too chastened, at this point, to even try to talk. She had sat down before she realized the differences between this chair and the chairs she’d sit in to get her hair cut. This one seemed to have long metal arms going up and out to either side for some reason.

Ming pushed a ball against her mouth.

“Open, slave girl.”

She reluctantly obeyed, not having a good reason to refuse, and still not sure what she ought to be saying, what she might say that would make her seem a little less pathetic to the older girl, as the ball pushed past her lips. The thin strap went across her cheeks, pulled low, then as it went across the back of her neck, before being tightened and fastened in place.

There were straps on the arms of the chair, and Ming fastened them down around her wrists. Then similar chains went around her ankles, pinning them against the metal bracing below.

And she was left in place.

Rory looked around nervously, wondering if the chair would do something sexual, if this was just another exercise in demonstrating what a slut she was.

But the door opened, and an older Chinese woman came through. That made her drop her eyes again and blush furiously.

The woman moved behind her and began to comb her hair out, and then, to her shock, clearly began to dye it! She jerked against the restraints and tried to complain, but she wasn’t even sure if the woman understood English. In any event, she ignored Rory, focusing on her hair instead.

This took some time as Rory fumed, wondering what color her hair was going to be. Then the woman moved back, and the chair's back folded down while the lower part with her legs against it rose up and spread apart.

The woman pulled a machine over on its wheels, started it up, and then put on dark glasses before sitting down between her legs. She did something, and then the backrest depressed even more, so that her upper body was effectively upside down.

The woman, humming to herself, came around to the side and unstrapped Rory’s left arm, then pulled it down below her head, drawing it in against the top of the backrest and strapping it in again. When she did the same to her right arm, Rory tried to resist, but the woman was a lot stronger than she looked.

When her arms were strapped down, the woman disappeared. Then Rory began to feel sharp, little pinpoint stinging sensations between her legs. They continued, moving slowly up and down, up and down, side to side as she was held immobile.

That lasted over half an hour, and long before it was done, Rory had figured out the purpose. It was laser hair removal! Of all the nerve! Doing this without even asking her! Of course, people who would dye her hair without asking clearly had considerable nerve!

The woman wheeled her stool around and started to work on her underarms. Rory gasped and cursed softly but had to endure it. Fortunately, she had fairly thin hair, and the session was not as painful as she had heard some girls describe it.

After the woman had done with her pussy, she moved down one leg, and then the other.

Rory winced and grumbled, her head aching from being upside down for so long. She consoled herself by knowing she wouldn’t have to shave or wax anymore. That would be a considerable bonus, regardless of what she did from here on out. She’d never really considered getting hair removal, as it was too expensive and the thought of letting some stranger who wasn’t even a doctor or nurse fool around between her naked thighs had been too intimidating.

She was pulled upright, and, dizzy, hardly noticed what the woman was doing with her hair for a few minutes after that. She stared down her body instead, at her completely naked sex. She felt sore there and warm. Her legs felt the same and looked pink. 

The woman brushed, trimmed, and styled her hair, which turned out to be glorious blonde. Rory was startled at how she looked as she’d always resisted dying her hair. Her eyebrows didn’t even look out of place, as they had always been a very light shade of strawberry blonde.

To her deep embarrassment and discomfort, it was the chauffeur who came to get her. She unstrapped her and attached the leash to the collar around her neck, then tugged and pointed down at the floor, saying something she didn’t understand.

She got his meaning, though, and dropped to her hands and knees on the floor. Then, holding the leash, he led her out of the room. She was starting to worry that these people didn’t understand that this ‘sex slave’ business was just a sexual game and not the reality!

Somewhat to her relief, he led her to a large kitchen and handed the leash off to Ming, then went away.

“Obedience,” Ming said sternly. 

The Chinese girl was fully dressed and standing, which made the distance between them seem even wider to Rory, as she looked up from her knees.

“Submission. Respect. These are the traits that will earn you respect. Anything else will result in punishment.”

She picked up a thin stick from a counter. It was a foot and a half long and had a flat leather tip that was perhaps two inches square.

“Sit on your heels, hands behind your head.”

Rory obeyed, and Ming brought the leather tip of the stick down against her nipple with a short, stinging slap.

“You know how to position yourself, slave. Knees wide, elbows back!”

Rory quickly adjusted her position.

“You look much sexier as a blonde. Master will be pleased.”

Rory scowled and got another stinging little slap against her other nipple.

“You should be pleased when the master is pleased, dog! Rise up on your knees, bring your hands up against your breasts. No, turned outward and fingers turned down.”

She gripped Rory’s hands and positioned them as she wanted them, with her hands facing forward but dropped as low as her wrists would allow.

“This is how you beg like a dog, little slave bitch,” Ming said in a taunting voice.

Rory blushed.

“Are you hungry?”

She hesitated, then nodded.

Ming put the stick down and picked up what looked like a mitten to Rory. She undid the wrist restraint around her right wrist, then had her slip her hand into the mitten, pulling it up across her wrist. Then she wrapped the restraint around her on top of it.

It wasn’t a mitt, she realized, looking at it. It had no thumb. And the forward part, facing the front of her hand, was very firm, meaning she wouldn’t be able to bend her hand to grip anything. Rory felt another worry about just what these people thought they were doing as Ming put a similar ‘mitten’ on her other hand.

During all this, Rory’s mind was gripped with an anxiety about what she ought to be doing. Shouldn’t she yank out the ball gag thing and remind Ming that this was just a silly sex game and not to take things so seriously? But on the other hand, the more realistic it was, the more deliciously nasty it got, the more exciting it was.

Should she protest about the chauffeur guy seeing her naked? Or the laser hair thing, or being made a blonde? Or having Kai fuck her without even asking? That might sound silly given she had a history of sort of persuading him to ‘attack’ her and use her roughly. She’d never exactly asked, but he and she both knew the rules.

That was probably the source of her uncertainty. She didn’t know the rules for sure here. So she wasn’t sure how to react. She was pretty sure that it was Liu who had ordered her hair dyed. And if that got her five times her salary, she really had no business complaining, especially if he paid for it. Then there was the laser hair removal. That was expensive but incredibly embarrassing. Now that the first treatment, at least, was over, she was glad of it. It would be great not to have to shave or wax anymore.

It was frankly weird how all these Chinese people took this kinky sex so casually. Maybe they were just used to it.

Ming brought her hands down behind her back to clip the restraints together. Rory almost resisted, but since it was evident she was going to be eating something, Ming would have to remove the gag anyway. She could talk to her then.

“Heels,” Ming said, staring at her.

Rory looked back uncertainly, then sat back on her heels.

“Knees spread, slut!”

She jerked her knees wider and brought her shoulders back.

“Better. Now, I am going to feed you. You will use your mouth to eat and nothing more. For every word you speak –,” She picked up the thin stick thing. “– you’ll get this across your fat cow breasts.”

Rory scowled at her. There was nothing fat about her body. And yes, her breasts were a nice size, but they weren’t enormous or anything, and quite firm. Ming was just jealous, she thought.

“Smile, slave,” Ming said, rubbing the flat tip of the thing across her nipple.

“No matter what someone says, you smile. You do not take offense. You do not get angry. You do not show resistance, defiance, or disrespect.  You smile like the good little slave girl you are. Do you understand? Slut?”

Rory nodded. Though she wasn’t sure how she could smile with the ball gag in her mouth.

“When I take the gag out, you will smile like you love me and everything about me.”

Rory rolled her eyes, then gasped as Ming snapped the flat part of the stick down across her nipple sharply.

“Obey!” she growled.

This is so sick! Rory thought.

Ming removed the gag and then looked down at her. Rory smiled tentatively.

“Smile more.”

She smiled as if for a photo.”

“Useless white slut.” Ming smiled in what Rory considered a kind of simpering, stupid way.

“Like that. Do it.”

Rory smiled, and the Chinese girl snorted.

“One word,” she said. “And I spank your nipples.”

Well, so much for being able to talk, Rory thought.

Ming went to the stove, where something was cooking, and Rory watched her. She couldn’t see much from her height. She looked around uncertainly. It was weird being naked in a big house where she knew there were other people. Of course, the chauffeur, if that was even what he was, had already seen her naked, as had that older woman. How many more were here!?

This is crazy, she thought, looking down at her naked body. It’s one thing to fool around for an hour or so in an office, but we’ve been doing this for what feels like three hours now.

Of course, she’d had multiple orgasms during that time, several of them quite massive.

Ming came back, holding a very realistic-looking cock. It was circumcised and very thick. She squatted before Rory and pointed her head at her pussy.

“Rise up.”

Rory hesitated, then obeyed, and Ming rubbed the head against her sex. It seemed to have been oiled, and as she pushed harder, it began to sink slowly into her body.

“Back down on your heels.”

Rory lowered herself down, gasping as the base of the dildo pressed against the floor.

“All the way down, slave bitch,” Ming taunted, rubbing her clitoris with her fingers.

Rory groaned as she slid slowly down the length of the thick cock.

“Move your heels further out from your butt so you sink down further.”

It was already pretty deep, but Rory obeyed, sliding her bare heels further to the sides of her buttocks, lowering her pussy closer to the floor until the big dildo was jammed high inside her.

Ming stood up. “If that comes out of your pussy, you will be punished.”

Ming went back to the stove to do things. When she returned, she had a bowl of something. She had a pair of chopsticks, too, and plucked some sort of round ball of meat out of it, then held it out.

Rory hesitated, then rose off her heels and tried to stretch out to reach it. As she did, she felt the dildo, thick as it was, slowly starting to slide out of her.

“No. Open your mouth wide and put your tongue out.”

She obeyed, feeling... weird... and the girl placed the meat just inside her lips. Rory closed her lips on it and pulled it into her mouth, chewing hesitantly. It tasted like beef, though with some odd spices.

“Back down on your heels, slave bitch.”

She sank back down, gasping as the base of the dildo hit the floor and pushed back up inside her. Ming smirked down at her as she finished chewing and swallowing.

“Blonde slave bitch,” she taunted.

Ming held out another piece, and Rory rose off her heels, took it into her mouth, and sank back to her knees to chew and swallow. And just as with the first piece, the dildo slowly slid down as she rose up, and then as she sank back and the base hit the floor, it pushed back up inside her while she chewed.

“Say ‘This blonde slave slut thanks you for feeding her, Mistress’,” Ming said.

Rory made a face. “Do I have to?”

Ming scowled, picked up the stick, and bent over, gripping Rory’s hair and forcing her head back further.

“That was five words, slave.”

She rubbed the flat tip of the stick against Rory’s right nipple, then brought it down five times rapidly. 

“Ah! Ah! Oh! Ah! Ow!” Rory gasped.

“No complaints. No speaking unless spoken to.”

“Now say what I told you to say.”

“Th-this blonde slave slut thanks you for feeding her, Mistress!” Rory gasped.

“Better.”

Ming let go of her hair, and Rory brought her head forward again, scowling.

Ming gripped her hair again, forced her hair back, and smacked her other nipple five times.”

“That was for the disrespectful look. You better not ever give Master Liu a disrespectful look or you’ll get a lot worse.”

Bitch! Rory thought.

Ming plucked another meatball and held it out above her. Rory rose off her heels, took it into her mouth, then sank back down, pushing the dildo back deep.

“Say ‘This blonde whore thanks you for feeding her, Mistress’,” Ming said, smirking.

Rory felt her face color.

“This blonde whore thanks you for feeding her, Mistress,” she said, scowling.

“You have too much pride, you white slut. You will never be a good slave girl until you learn to ignore it and do as you are told.”

Ming shoved her, and she fell awkwardly onto her side on the floor. Then the girl threw a meatball onto the floor nearby.

“Get the meatball, take it into your mouth and eat it, slave bitch.”

Rory stared up at her, and Ming picked up the stick, smirking, ready, and seemingly eager to use it. She crushed an urge to tell the girl what she thought of her and demand to be released. Instead, she wriggled toward the meatball on her side, then licked it off the floor.

Ming threw another one, then another, and each time, Rory had to wriggle across the floor to lick it up. The dildo almost slid out of her as she moved around, but she brought her heel back up against the base to push it back in. She had no desire for further ‘punishment’.

“Squeeze down on that cock, slave. Don’t let it slide out.”

After ‘dinner’, if that was what it was, Ming had her drink water from a bowl set on the floor. She had to do so with her breasts crushed against the floor, her hips raised high, and her legs apart. And she had to squeeze down on the dildo with her vaginal muscles to keep it from sliding out.

It was all so sick and perverted! She couldn’t quite understand why she was putting up with it and was even more mystified about why she found it so strangely exciting despite how uncomfortable it made her feel.

She had to drink the water with no help from her hands, like she was some kind of animal, as Ming looked on, smirking.

After dinner, her wrist restraints were unlinked, and she crawled, with Ming holding the leash, to the bathroom again. There, Ming brushed her teeth for her before leading her, crawling again, to another room.

The dildo stayed inside her the entire time. It was quite thick, and she kept squeezing down with her muscles, but even so, she often had to use the heel of her foot to push it back up deeper.

This room had a sofa and other chairs, as well as tables. Ming sat down and pulled on the leash, drawing her up on her knees, then gripped her hair.

“Across my lap, slave bitch.”

Rory gasped as she pushed herself forward to avoid the pain in her scalp and wound up across the Chinese girl’s lap. She felt Ming’s fingers at her pussy, and the dildo pumped in and out, then pushed achingly deep as Ming rubbed her clitoris.

“Apologize for being a blonde whore,” Ming ordered.

I’m not even blonde, Rory thought.

Crack!

Ming slapped her bottom sharply.

“Obey!”

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

Ming’s fingers stroked and rubbed her clitoris as she pumped the dildo, and Rory felt the heat spreading through her body.

“Dirty girl. Apologize for being a white whore.”

“I-I’m sorry for being a white whore, Mistress,” Rory gasped.

“Beg me to fuck your blonde whore brains out.”

What a sick bitch!

“P-Please fuck my blonde whore brains out, Mistress!” she moaned.

Ming gripped her hair, and Rory cried out in pain as the Chinese girl raised her up and back off her knees, then shoved her onto the sofa on her back.

Ming slipped onto the floor and lifted Rory’s legs up and back, spreading them achingly wide, then began to lick her clitoris.

Rory shuddered. The girl definitely knew what she was doing there! The heat rose up around her and began to melt her mind once more, her chest tightening and her breathing becoming more and more ragged as her arousal deepened.

Ming’s hands slid up her body and squeezed her breasts, rolling and plucking at her nipples as she licked, then another presence made itself known as the chauffeur showed up, making Rory gasp and turn her suddenly burning face away.

He and Ming spoke in Mandarin.

Ming then smirked at Rory and reached out to grip her by the throat.

Rory gasped, her attention suddenly entirely on Ming.

“Are you embarrassed, white girl?” Ming asked sweetly. “Why? You are a sex slave. Many people will see you naked and use your slut body. That is how it should be. Such a body is wasted without being used properly.”

The Chinese man unzipped his pants and pulled out an enormous cock. 

Rory blushed even harder, trying to turn her head away.

“You love cock, remember? You said so. You have many orgasms with big cocks inside you.”

She fingered Rory’s clitoris and pushed on the dildo.

“Slave bitch,” she taunted. “Your body belongs to us, not you. We can do anything to it.”

Rory continued to try to not look at the man overhead, or his cock, far too embarrassed under his eyes. Yet her pulse raced and her body thrummed with heat and anticipation. She wanted to feel that big cock inside her!

I shouldn’t be doing this! she thought wildly. I should tell them to stop! I should demand they remove these restraints and go home!

To watch TV. In her tiny, grubby apartment...

Which she did entirely too much.

“Beg, slave. Beg. Say please fuck my blonde whore brains out.”

Rory trembled. She couldn’t say that in front of this man!

Yet, hadn’t she begged Liu, a man she knew no better, to be his sex slave? Hadn’t she begged Ming to use her ‘whore’ body while Liu looked on? What difference did it make?

“Beg, whore.”

“P-Please!” she moaned.

“Beg, slave.”

“Oh!”

Ming pinched her nipple and twisted it.

“Ah!”

“Obey, you slave animal!”

“Please fuck me!”

“Not me, slut. Beg him to fuck your blonde whore brains out.”

“Please... please fuck my... my... blonde whore brains out! Master!”

The man still showed no expression. He knelt before her and yanked the dildo out, then pushed his own thick cock against her and slowly worked it in, jamming her legs back and apart as he leaned into her. Ming moved to his side and leaned in, licking at Rory’s clitoris.

Rory was caught in a sense of unreality again, of disbelief that this was happening. She stared at the man’s big cock plunging through the tautly stretched lips of her sex, felt it driving deep inside her, and shuddered again and again as his hips began to strike her buttocks.

She was too embarrassed, at first, to let herself feel the dark heat again, but with every passing moment the embarrassment faded, and the heat grew until she couldn’t keep still and was writhing and gasping and moaning helplessly, her back arching and her head rolling from side to side.

Ming rose up, pinning her leg out and back with her own, rubbing her clitoris with her small, nimble fingers, and then squeezing one of Rory’s breasts.

“Are you going to come again? You are a blonde slave animal!

The big man jammed her other leg back with his hand, then folded the other around her neck, slowly squeezing until her eyes bulged. She could hardly think anymore. Her mind had melted in the heat, and she stared up at him through glassy eyes as the pleasure burned within her.

Then the orgasm hit, and she bucked and twisted and cried out in a choked, gurgling voice as the man pounded his hips down against her, and Ming laughed and rubbed her clitoris even harder.

They’re turning me into some kind of nymphomaniac, she thought dazedly.

After she caught her breath, Ming stuffed the ball gag back into her mouth, then the chauffeur held her leash and led her crawling down the hall and back into the first room she’d been in. He had her sit on her heels, then drew her wrists behind her and locked them together.

A moment later, a blindfold went over her eyes, and she heard machine sounds. She hoped they weren’t going to put her back into that wooden block again! The thing had nearly driven her crazy!

She felt him removing the leather restraints from her ankles, then he replaced them with much larger and thicker ones. The machine sounded again, and she felt her ankles lifted up and apart. She gasped as she rolled back onto her back and her legs lifted from the floor.

Her bottom followed, and then her lower back. Finally, her shoulders and then her head came off the floor as her legs were pulled wider and wider apart. She hung upside down, moaning in confusion. She felt things being pushed into her ears like the earbuds they’d used at the office.

Then something was pushed up over her head, over her face, at least above the nose. She felt a strap going up over her chin, then the blindfold was pulled away, and the thing was tightened against her eyes. It was, she thought, some kind of virtual reality visor.

A large dildo was pushed down into her pussy, and another into her bottom. The dildo started to vibrate, and then she felt nothing else for about a minute. Then the VR headset came to life, and she saw an image of herself.

She gasped, staring at the sight of herself hanging upside down, her legs spread wide. She could see the bases of the dildo and vibrators protruding from her body.

What on Earth were they doing!?

Her head throbbed as the blood rushed to it, but then things seemed to equalize, and the aching retreated.

A figure appeared, clad all in leather, including a leather hood. She didn’t know who it was, but suspected it was Kai. Not being sure sent a rush of anxiety through her, not to mention self-consciousness. She couldn’t be in a more obscene position, after all!

The sound came alive in her earbuds. It was her own voice now, groaning and gasping and moaning in pleasure. 

“I love cock! I love having big cocks inside me! I love cock!” her voice said.

God, were they trying to brainwash her or something!?

“Please may I be your sex slave?”

I didn’t mean it, she thought weakly.

She watched the man reach down and give one of her breasts a squeeze – and felt it at the same time. How strange this was!

The man produced another vibrator and pressed it against her clitoris.

Rory shuddered as it rubbed back and forth. She could see him doing it, for the image suddenly switched to her other side. Now she could see herself from above and behind, her buttocks pulled wide. She watched him rub the vibrator against her clitoris as her voice moaned and groaned in her ears and cried out in pleasure.

“Please fuck my blonde whore brains out!” her voice moaned into her ears.

The man moved around behind her, and the camera angle changed again, this time to in front of her, but to the side. And now she could see another person in the room. This one was short and female and also covered in leather. It was Ming, obviously.

Or... or probably!

They could be anyone! 

Ming had the flog she’d used on Rory at the office and swung it down across her breasts.

Rory cried out, jerking helplessly as the thin laces smacked down across her tender breasts.

The man continued to rub the vibrator against her pussy. Then pulled the dildo out of her and unzipped. He pushed his own cock into her ass. She could watch it as she felt it and saw him slide every last inch deep into her belly!

She gasped and moaned, staring, moaning, feeling as he pumped in and out. Ming brought the flog down across her belly and breasts until another leather-clad figure came into the room! This was another man, but not large enough to be the chauffeur.

She cringed as she watched him walk up to her, consoling herself behind the fact that she literally had no face in this video. She could be anyone, just as he could be anyone.

He pulled the vibrator out of her pussy and pushed his own cock down into her. Then the two men thrust into her together as she watched them from over his shoulder, as she watched the other one continue to rub the vibrator over her clitoris, as she watched her own body tremble and shudder.

All as if it wasn’t even her!

But she could feel it all! 

“I’m a blonde whore, and I deserve to be punished,” her voice said in her ears.

Did I say that? she wondered dazedly.

I’m a blonde slut, and I need cock inside me.”

I never said that!

“I love being a sex slave!”

They were using AI to imitate her voice!

“I am a filthy slave animal! My body belongs to my master! I was born to bring pleasure to men!”

She shuddered and moaned as the two big cocks moved up and down inside her, as she stared in astonishment at the sight of her body being used by strangers, as the dark, simmering heat grew more intense.

I can’t come again! she thought weakly. I can’t!

But she did.
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me and 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!

*
[image: ]


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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